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    Like a Virgin


  


  “We need to talk,” Sarah began after I answered the phone. “Can you come over right now?”             


  As a man who was married for a decade and had dated quite a few women since the divorce, I knew what that meant. It meant that she would do the talking and I would do the listening. It probably would not end well. As I made the short drive to her house, I was prepared for her to announce that our six-month relationship was at an end, even though she had invited me to attend the big Halloween party at her real estate office in just a few hours.


  But I was wrong. She wasn’t ending the relationship. Instead of me going to the party with her, Sarah wanted me to take her 9-year-old daughter, Holly, trick or treating with her three little friends. The baby sitter who was supposed to take them had sprained her ankle and cancelled.


  “It’s my office, my party. I’m in charge,” explained the petite 40-year-old redhead who often was mistaken for someone much younger.


  Already in her sexy witch costume for the party, she took my hands in hers, pulled me close, and kissed me. She smelled like vanilla and gardenias. As someone who sold lots of real estate, she knew how to get what she wanted. And I didn’t mind a bit.


  “Otherwise, I’d take them,” she added, as she came up for breath.


  I spun her around and wrapped my arms around her, loving the feel of her breasts pressing against them. She didn’t resist.


  “You can’t get anyone else? Maybe one of Michelle’s friends?” I asked. “I’d like to go to the party with you.”


  Sarah stepped away, turned around, and her green eyes gazed up into mine. “No, I can’t. I don’t want to,” she said. “It’s … complicated.”


  Complicated? It was insane.


  Holly  adored Michelle, her 18-year-old babysitter who had just started college. They were together often, since Sarah worked so many evenings.  During one of those times, Michelle had volunteered to take Holly and her friends trick or treating and the two had decided on 80s costumes, with big hair, lots of jewelry, puffy skirts, leotards, and leggings.


  “Holly and her friends are so looking forward to going with Michelle, and they’ll be so disappointed if she doesn’t take them. With what I have in mind, they won’t be disappointed. They won’t know that she has a sprained ankle and couldn’t take them,” Sarah said.


  I shook my head and sat down on the sofa. She sat on the arm, next to me. “Okay, I’m confused,” I said. “I thought that you just told me that Michelle can’t go. And what does this have to do with me and why you don’t want to get another girl.”


  Sarah leaned over and whispered in my ear, “Dylan, I want you to be Michelle.”


  *     *     *     *


  As Holly and her friends put on their costumes in the back of the house, I stared at Sarah in disbelief. “Okay, what’s the joke?” I said. “I’m a 45-year-old man with a receding hairline. She’s an 18-year-old girl, a good-looking blonde 18-year-old girl, I might add. Are you insane?”


  Sarah’s eyes sparkled. “There’s only one day of the year that I can do this, and it’s Halloween. This will keep Holly from being disappointed. And when I first thought about suggesting this to you, I started to get turned on, imagining what we’d do together later as my way of thanking you. It would be really hot. Believe me, this is a win-win-win for you, me, and Holly.”


  I crossed my arms and leaned back from her. “This is nuts,” I said. “How can I possibly make anyone, especially Holly and her friends, think that I’m Michelle? And with this aging male body, I’m not about to parade around on public streets in a dress, even during Halloween night.”


  The witch that I had wanted to get wicked with just a few minutes ago, hopped off the sofa arm, stepped in front of me, put her hands on her hips, and spread her legs, which were covered by fishnet stockings. I definitely was under her spell, but not in the traditional magical way.


  “You’re drooling,” she laughed, reaching over give me a quick tease of a kiss on the nose.


  “I really am a witch,” Sarah said as she stood back up. “I’m from a family of witches. Of course we don’t advertise it, and I’ve never told anyone besides my former husband– until now. This opportunity was just too tempting to pass up.


  “On one day of the year– Halloween– I can alter reality within my realm, which is inside my house. That means I can turn you into Michelle, complete with her costume, and you can take the girls trick-or-treating. They won’t know the difference.


  “Then later, when you return and they’re back in Holly’s bedroom for a sleepover, I can make it so that they wake up tomorrow thinking that I was the one who took them, not Michelle, because of her sprained ankle. And while they’ll be sad that Michelle couldn’t go, they’ll still think that they had a great time with me. Then, after they go to sleep, I will rock your world. I will turn you back to yourself and I will assume whatever form you wish for wild and kinky sex until midnight, when this power goes away until next year, and I turn into myself again.”


  Now it was my turn to laugh. Sarah was wearing a witch costume. This was an elaborate practical joke, I suddenly realized. “So … ,” I said. “If I want, you will turn yourself into Scarlett Johansson? Or Kandi, the sexy airhead, who was on ‘Two and a Half Men’? Maybe a mermaid? How about Roseanne?


  “This was a very good joke, Sarah,” I continued. “And I will be happy to take the girls trick-or-treating– as myself. And when we get back and they are asleep, I would like nothing more than to  make beautiful magic together with my favorite redheaded witch.”


  Sarah pointed a long, red fingernail at me. “Okay, non-believer,” she said. “Watch this.”


  Then she added, “I wish to be 12 inches taller. So be it.”


  And she was. Oh, my God! And now that short, black skirt barely extended past her crotch!


  “Now do you believe me?” she asked. “All I have to do is make a wish and then say ‘So be it.’ This magic lasts until midnight and then every physical change goes back to the way it was. The memories that I gave Holly and her friends will stay though.”


  Sarah made her size normal again. “Will you do it?”


  After she turned herself into Scarlett Johansson, I agreed.


  *     *     *     *


  Only Sarah didn’t tell me everything. That was my fault, I guess, for giving in to expectations of future debauchery, without asking more questions.


  I stared in open-mouth disbelief at the vision in the full-length mirror in Sarah’s bedroom.


  Yes, she did turn me into a perfect copy of 18-year-old Michelle, with shoulder-length blonde hair, blue eyes, slender figure, and long, long legs. But she didn’t dress me in a generic 80s costume similar to the ones that Holly and her friends would be wearing. Oh, no.


  Instead, I was wearing the quintessential 80s girly costume. I was dressed “like a virgin” straight out of a Madonna music video. Hell, I was Madonna, except that I was taller and better looking. My hair was teased into a million curly strands, with a large, white lacey bow in back. I had on equally lacey elbow-length gloves, with no fingers.  My ears were adorned with sparkly stars, my eyes were sultry, and my lips were deep red.


  Those sultry eyes were wide-eyed with shock at what I had become. They watched me as I raised a dainty hand to my neck and played with strands of pearls and necklaces. Bangles jangled on my wrist.  “This can’t be me,” I said. “It can’t be. This is too much. I can’t go outside like this.”


  Sarah stepped behind me and reached around to gently squeeze my breasts. My breasts? Yes, my breasts!


  Her touch sent what felt like two jolts of electricity down my new body. They converged below my stomach in what had obviously replaced my male genitalia. My knees buckled.


  “But it is you,” my witchy girlfriend said with a wicked grin as she peeked around my shoulder and eyed us both in the mirror. “You’re not Dylan anymore. You’re Michelle. And it’s not too much. You’re adorable. And just remember what’s waiting for you when you get back.”


  As if I needed–- or wanted– to know, Sarah described my dress. It featured a satin bodice with boning and a sweetheart neckline outlined in roses, she said. It also had a tulle skirt– whatever the hell that is–  that flared out from my hips and reached to just above my knees. She also told me that I had on a padded, strapless bra to give the “girls” more prominence and white, lace panties with hearts. TMI!


  “I really didn’t need to know that,” I said in my new voice, which sounded in my new ears a bit like Minnie Mouse. But probably it really wasn’t that bad. The real Michelle didn’t sound that way to me. She sounded like a typical teen girl.


  Which now was what I was.


  I could see for myself the white ribbon that served as shoulder straps for the dress and was tied in a bow at the back of my neck. And Sarah felt no need to point out that a white belt around my slender waist featured a “Boy Toy” buckle.  I stared at it in disbelief. Oh, God. Really?


  “Is this really necessary?” I hissed, afraid my building hysteria would draw Holly and her friends from the bedroom.


  Sarah laughed again. “Oh, come on, where’s your sense of humor?” she chuckled. “It’s Halloween. You’re in a full-proof disguise. See what it’s like for those of who were born female. Enjoy it. And then, I promise you, we’ll have a night that you’ll never forget.


  “Now,” she said, her voice suddenly turning serious. “Suck it up and act like a man!”


  Despite myself, I couldn’t help but laugh at that and the hysteria subsided. She squeezed my breasts again and it went away completely.


  “It’s about time for you to make the rounds now with Holly and her friends, and I have a party to go to,” Sarah said. “You should be back by 8 and I’ll be no later than 10. I’ll leave some clothes on my bed so you can change when you get back.”


  Then, she stepped out of my view in the mirror and added, “You wait here and I’ll go get them.”


  But the witch had one more trick to play. She reached back under my skirt and squeezed my butt.


  “And you girls have fun. Okay?” she snickered.


  I jumped and nearly stumbled on my four-inch heels. “Sorry,” she whispered as she steadied me. “I’m a bad girl. You can get even later.”


  Then she paused. “You look sexy as hell in those, but I don’t want you to fall down. I wish that you were wearing white ballet flats. So be it.”


  And, poof! The heels were gone, and I was now just a few inches taller than Sarah, but much more steady on my feet, thank goodness.


  Sarah winked as she set off down the hall to Holly’s bedroom, and  I gazed down at the white pantyhose, and the ankle bracelet with “Naughty” on it, which completed my “like a virgin” look.


  Suddenly she was back, but this time with a serious look on her face instead of an impish one. “You know, I really would like to take the girls tonight,” she said. “Since I was divorced two years ago, I’m afraid that I’ve made my work more of a priority than it should be.”


  I nodded in understanding. “You can do something about that,” I said.


  She nodded back. “Yes, I can,” she replied. Then suddenly she was her old witchy self again. “But not tonight.”


  Once again, she flew down the hall.


  That brief moment of candor and reality helped me to relax a bit. But not nearly enough. I still was drowning in femininity. Looking at my new self once more in the mirror, I realized that my girlfriend knew what she was doing when she touched my breasts and rump. She was showing me how sensual women’s bodies are, especially when they are clad in soft, silky fabrics. She wanted me to loosen up and enjoy my new skin.


  As I waited for my entourage, I realized that if I still had a penis, it would be so stiff that I could hang a bath towel on it. And I feared that even though I didn’t intend to do so, I might experience my first female orgasm as I walked the streets in this sexy outfit, my skirt brushing back and forth against my nylon-clad legs. My heterosexual male mind would insist on it.


   I don’t think that would qualify as relaxing. But I couldn’t deny the enjoyable feeling that would accompany every step I took on this Halloween night.


  *     *     *     *


  Halloween in central Florida typically is mild and this night was no exception. Still, as we stepped out on the front porch, I wished that Sarah had provided me with a jacket– even if it also was white and lacey. My bare shoulders and back made me feel almost naked and my legs felt bare as well, even though they were sheathed in silky nylon. Plus, there was the eerie, airy feeling on my newly female crotch under the puffy skirt. I never had felt so vulnerable in my 45 years as a man.


  “You look really pretty, Michelle,” Holly said as we headed down the walkway to the sidewalk in the early evening darkness. She put one hand in mine as she carried a plastic jack-o’-lantern  in the other.


  “Thanks, pumpkin,” I said. “You look really cute too.”


  And she did. Like me, she had a lacey bow in her hair, lots of bracelets on her wrists, and flats on her feet. Black leggings and a mini-dress with a black top and flirty pink skirt completed the look. Her friends, Rachel, Tyler, and Diane, looked equally adorable.


  “I wish that Mommy could come with us,” Holly said, looking up at me. “But since Daddy left, she’s always too busy to do fun stuff.”


  In a flash, I forgot my preoccupation with my peculiar predicament and gave my full attention to the little girl holding my hand.


  “You should tell her,” I said as we turned onto the sidewalk. “She would like to know that. She really wanted to come tonight, you know. And if she knows that you want her to do more fun stuff with you, I’ll bet she will do it.”


  Holly smiled. “Okay, I will! Thanks, Michelle. You’re the best.”


  She pulled my hand to make me stop. Then she put her arms around my waist and gave me a little-girl hug. I hugged her back and fought back a tear.


  “You girls lead the way,” I said as I struggled to regain my composure and we walked down the sidewalk under streetlights in their suburban neighborhood. I wondered if that was a girl tear or a boy tear. And then realized that it didn’t matter. I had shared a sweet, intimate moment with a little girl and made her feel better. 


  All around us, lots of other trick-or-treaters were starting out as well, while porch lights blinked on up and down the street.


  The deepening night made he feel a little less exposed, a little less vulnerable. But still, this was beyond weird. My body was alien. The clothing was alien.


  As the alien clothing caressed my alien body, though, I realized that my fear had been well founded. Swishing alongside Holly, I felt my first girl orgasm building. I wanted it. I really did. My male mind, conditioned by a male libido, insisted on it.


  But my adult intellect argued that I could not let an orgasm happen. If it did, would my eyes roll back in my head? Would my knees buckle, as I collapsed on the ground? Would I moan and yell “Oh, God! Oh, God! Oh, God!”


  As the girls and I walked up to the third or maybe fourth house, I vowed to fight the rising tide of carnal need and focus on caring for the girls and getting them home safely.


  That’s when I began to notice how men who came to their doors looked at me. As their wives dropped treats into the girls’ jack-o-lanterns, they gazed with the same lust that I knew that I would feel if I were a man in the presence of an 80s wet dream. Their eyes started with my face, but quickly descended to the satin bodice of my dress and the cleavage pushing out of it.


  Finally tired of my face flushing with embarrassment, I started staying out on the sidewalk and well away from bright porch lights,  as Holly and her friends knocked on doors and collected candy. The girls were so caught up in the fun and camaraderie that they didn’t even notice.


  But someone passing on the street did notice.


  “Hey, Michelle!” said a male voice from inside a red Mustang convertible that stopped behind me. “Are you having fun?”


  For a split-second, what just happened didn’t compute. My name was Dylan so he wasn’t talking to me.


  Then I realized that he was. I might be Dylan on the inside, but on the outside I was Michelle. And not just regular ol’ Michelle either. But Michelle in a sexy, “like a virgin” costume. A chill ran down my spine and any thought of an impending female orgasm quickly evaporated.


  I couldn’t move. I hunched my bare shoulders and willed myself to disappear. It didn’t work.


  “Hey, Michelle!” the voice called again. “What’s going on? You look mega-hot in that costume, babe.”


  Just then Holly saved me, or, at least lessened my terror.


  “Hi, Randy!” she squealed as she ran up and stood next to me. As her friends hurried to catch up, she turned and said, “That’s Randy. He’s Michelle’s boyfriend!”


  Oh, gawd.


  Well, at least I knew who I was dealing with. Slowly I turned and forced a smile on my face. I couldn’t see “my boyfriend” in the darkened interior of the car. That meant our eyes didn’t meet. A small comfort.


  “Hi, Randy,” I said, taking Holly’s hand in hope that would give me a little strength. “I’m babysitting Holly tonight and taking her and her friends trick-or-treating.”


  Holly pulled her hand free and skipped to the car door.“You should stop by later, Randy!” she exclaimed. “We won’t bother you. We’ll be back in my bedroom watching movies and eating candy. And my Mommy won’t be home until late.”


  The girls giggled.


  Oh, gawd.


  “Thanks, short stuff. Maybe I will,” he said as he put the car in gear and drove away.


  Oh, gawd.


  *     *     *     *


  True to her word, Holly took her friends and their treats into her bedroom to watch movies. “Thanks, Michelle!” they squealed in unison as they departed.


  “You’re welcome,” I shouted back in a voice that still made me feel as if I were lip synching what someone else was saying.


  I headed into Sarah’s bedroom to change clothes.


  Thank goodness, I now was out of the public eye and could relax a little in clothes that were more comfortable. It was 7:45. No more than 2 hours and 15 minutes before Sarah returned. Much sooner than that, I hoped.


  I intended to avoid looking in the full length mirror. I promised myself that I wouldn’t. But I lied.  I just couldn’t resist. And there I was, like a virgin, my breasts plumped above a satin bodice trimmed in roses and my long, shapely legs stretching forever under the tulle skirt.


  I swear that I instantly felt an erection. Of course, it was a phantom one. Still, through some bizarre connection between male brain and female body, that stimulation was enough for me to feel an electric tingling again from my breasts to my crotch and wetness in my lacey panties. I watched myself blush.


  Okay, enough of that. I turned away toward the clothes on the bed. Oh, gawd. A pink hoodie. At least the pants were gray. But they were yoga pants, skin tight yoga pants. Still, they were better than what I was wearing, at least in terms of comfort.


  First, I took off all the necklaces and bracelets as well as the star earrings and the “Boy Toy” belt buckle.


  Then I unzipped the dress, amazed at how flexible this body was. The dress fell to the floor and I stepped out of it. Okay, I would not look at myself  half-naked in the mirror. Well … maybe just a peek. I stared over my shoulder at an oh-so-squeezable bottom clad in pantyhose and lace panties and the arousal kicked up another notch.


  No way was I going to take off the bra. I slipped on the hoodie and then sat down on the bed to take off the pantyhose. And I was facing the mirror. The hoodie was just short enough that I could see my belly button and my panties. A  stray strand of blonde hair fell across my forehead. If I were a man, that would have been the explosive moment. Instead, I took a deep breath, kicked off the flats, slid the pantyhose down my smooth legs, and squeezed into the yoga pants.


  Back in the living room, I turned off the overhead light, turned on a small lamp on an end table next to the sofa, and switched on the TV. Nothing to do now but wait, might as well find something to watch. As I surfed the channels, I suddenly realized that I was sitting with my legs tucked up under me, a classic female pose that I had seen so many times throughout my life.


  But released from the constant sensual pleasure of the dress and pantyhose, at least now I could relax a little.


  Wrong!


  The doorbell rang. Oh, gawd. I had forgotten. Randy.


  “I’ll get it!,” Holly yelled as she streaked into the living room, followed closely by Rachel, Tyler, and Diane.


  And yes, it was Randy. My boyfriend.


  “Hi, Randy,” the girls screamed.


  “Hi, yourself,” he said. “Where’s Michelle?”


  Holly pointed. “She’s over there hiding on the sofa,” she whispered. “I think that she wants to jump up and scare you.”


  Holly was right. I did duck down when the doorbell rang. But it wasn’t because I intended to jump up and scare anyone. I was trying to make myself invisible, especially to horny teen boys.


  “Bye, Randy!” the girls screamed as they ran back to Holly’s bedroom.


  I could hear Randy’s heavy steps on the hardwood floor as he walked toward the sofa. What was I going to do? What? What!


  For lack of a better plan, I stood up, and got my first good look at my boyfriend. He’s gorgeous! OMG, did I just think that? I can’t think that. My brain is still male, isn’t it? Yeah, I told myself, but it’s been severely compromised by a female body.


  I suspected that I was about 5-6. Randy was at least six inches taller, maybe more. He had brown eyes and neatly trimmed hair the same color. And look at those muscles! I’ll bet he played football.


  “Hi, Randy,” I said and  felt my legs weakening as I looked into those eyes. Still, I tried to resist. “Uh, Sarah, I mean Mrs. Wilson will be home soon. I’m not sure that she would like it if you were here.”


  He grinned. “She’s never minded before.”


  Before I could respond to that, he pulled me close and kissed me, and my legs didn’t just weaken, they dissolved. It wasn’t a tongue kiss. It wasn’t a brotherly kiss. It was a sweet kiss. A boyfriend-girlfriend kiss. A virgin kiss. I hated it. And I liked it. I smiled at him and he smiled back.


  Then he pulled me down beside him on the sofa and held my hand. “I really liked that costume that you had on tonight,” he said. “Too bad you don’t have it on now.”


  I pulled my hand back and picked up the remote. “Uh, yeah, too bad,” I said. “Want to watch some TV?”


  Randy put his feet up on the coffee table and his arm around my shoulders. “Sure, babe, why not?”


  But we didn’t watch TV. Randy kissed me again. And again, this time with tongue. He  pulled up my hoodie and  gently moved his finger along the contours of my bra. And then he reached across and turned off the lamp.


  *     *     *     *


  Suddenly I was blinded. Someone had turned on the overhead light!


  “You kids having fun?” Sarah said. Her voice sounded almost gleeful. But maybe that was because I was in a half-dazed state.


  “Don’t you worry,” she continued. “I won’t look. I’m just going to go check on Holly and her friends and then I’ll be back.”


  Now I knew what Michelle’s breasts– my breasts!– looked like. My bra was on the arm of the sofa. With my clean hand, I pulled down the hoodie and then grabbed tissues from the box on the end table. I handed some to Randy and then cleaned my other hand with the remainder.


  He wiped himself and then zipped up his pants. I still had on the yoga pants, thank God! But there was a wet stain in a very embarrassing place. Nothing I could do about that now, though. I wondered how close I had come to getting my first girl orgasm. I’d never know.


  I laughed as I  realized that it likely would not have been the real Michelle’s first and visualized Randy’s reaction if he knew who was pleasuring him on this Halloween night.


  “What’s funny, babe?” he asked. “We were just getting to the good part.”


  “Oh, nothing,” I replied. “I was just thinking the same thing. Mrs. Wilson’s timing was really bad. Wasn’t it?”


  Still, despite the sudden interruption, I felt good. Unfulfilled, but good.


  OMG, did I just think that? Unfulfilled?


  But I did feel good. Those who saw me probably would say that I was glowing. But why wasn’t I more upset? And embarrassed? I was a 45-year-old man in a girl’s body giving a hand job to a boy on the sofa and we had been caught. And not just by anyone either. By my girlfriend!


  Still, as Michelle, I wanted more.


  That wasn’t going to happen tonight. Or any other night, for that matter. I was about to become Dylan again.


  I stood up weakly and then grabbed Randy’s hand. “Come on,” I said. “Time for you to go.”


  “Okay,” he said, and allowed me to pull him up. “Can I have a good night kiss?”


  I smiled and stood up on tiptoes to lightly kiss him. But he had something else in mind. Somehow, someway, his tongue suddenly was inside my mouth again and we were exchanging saliva. His hand went up under my hoodie and squeezed my breasts.


  “Ah, hum.”


  Sarah was back and smiling wickedly. “I hope that you kids had fun.


  “But it’s time for you to go now, Randy,” she said. “Michelle and I are going to have a girls night with Holly and her friends.”


  Randy nodded. “Sure, Mrs. Wilson. See you later, Michelle.”


  As Sarah closed the front door behind him and turned off the porch light, she said, “I see that you met Michelle’s boyfriend.


  “Actually, I see that you did a little more than meet him,” she added as she picked up my bra.


  I felt my face flush. I wasn’t an male adult. I wasn’t Dylan. I was a babysitter caught making out with her boyfriend.


  “Uh, yeah,” I said, my head down and my tiny hands in front of the wet spot on my pants. “He saw us while we were trick-or-treating and Holly invited him to stop by.”


  Sarah chuckled. “Oh, she did, did she?”


  My face turned even more crimson. “Well, she did,” I said, sounding just like a petulant teen. “And then she let him in when he came and I didn’t know what to do and … oh, I’m so embarrassed, Sarah.”


  Sarah’s face turned solemn. She pulled me close and gave me a comforting hug. “Oh, don’t be embarrassed, sweetie,” she said. “What you did was natural for the body that you’re in. No matter what you might have thought, your male brain wasn’t in charge.”


  “Really?” I said, looking up at her with a tear-stained face.


  “Really,” she replied.


  I felt better. I was regaining composure. Then I panicked.


  “Oh, my God!” I said. “The real Michelle is at home with a sprained ankle. But Randy saw me tonight  and we … well, you know. And he’s going to think I was her. What’s going to happen the next time he sees her and they talk?”


  Sarah took my face in her hands and kissed me on the nose. “No worries,” she said. “While I was in the hall, I made it so that he wouldn’t remember seeing Michelle tonight when he wakes up tomorrow. He will remember only that he was up in his bedroom, playing video games.”


  “Really?” I said for the second time in my little girl voice.


  “Really,” Sarah said again. “Everything’s fine. And now I’m ready to fulfill your fantasy. What will it be? Scarlett? Kandi? Roseanne?”


  I grabbed a tissue and blew my nose.


  “You know, it’s funny,” I said. “And, it’s scary. But I’m just not feeling it right now. I don’t want to have wild, kinky sex with Scarlett, Kandi, or even you in your sexy witch costume. I’m just feeling empty. I don’t know what I want.”


  Sarah looked me up and down, her eyes pausing at the wet spot on my pants. “You know, I think that I know what you want, even if you don’t.  And if you don’t like it, you can always tell me to stop. Okay?”


  I nodded. “Okay, I said.


  One last time on this Halloween, Sarah used her power to transform.


  Suddenly I was feeling it. Oh, yes, I was. It was incredible! How did she know? I didn’t even know. But she did, and that was all that mattered.


  “Was I right?” the handsome teen asked, as he picked me up in his muscular arms and carried me toward the bedroom.


  I giggled. “Oh Randy, yes, you were. I’m not going to be a virgin anymore,” I said, as I put my head on his masculine shoulder.


  “Can we do it doggie style?”


  *     *     *     *


  




  

    Wonder Woman And The Halloween Horror


  


  As a parent and high school teacher, I had learned not to worry too much if you didn’t see kids, but could hear them. It was when they were silent– most notably, suddenly silent– that you should be concerned.


  So it was as I reclined in my easy chair and watched a late-Saturday afternoon college football game, while my daughter and five of her friends prepared themselves to attend a  Halloween middle school dance that evening. Her bedroom adjoined the TV room.


  The last I had heard, Krissy, a few months away from 14, was going as Minnie Mouse, but that was subject to change– just as she had changed her mind several times before. I had no idea what the others would be dressed as. Please, no Wonder Woman, I thought, as I knew that probably was going to be the most popular costume for women and teen girls alike this Halloween. None of these girls were old enough for that, especially that cleavage-exposing top.


  At 13 or 14, they were all advancing into puberty, growing breasts and developing curves. And knowing that they all would look not only cute, but a little bit sexy, I was glad that eighth-grade boys were not nearly as mature at that age. I suspected that most of the guys would spend the night on one side of the gym, daring each other to ask girls to dance. The girls, meanwhile, would cluster on the other and dance with each other in twos and threes.


  Suddenly, though, my daughter and her friends stopped giggling and laughing, and even occasionally shrieking, as girls of that age often do when in groups. Immediately on alert, I pressed mute on the remote control. What had just happened. Or, possibly more importantly, what was about to happen?


  I listened intently. It seemed as if they began to speak as one, but I couldn’t make out every word, only every other one or so.


  “Star …star … may … all … bodies …”


  Again they chanted:


  “Star  light … bright … we … change … tonight.”


  And a third time.


  Suddenly Krissy’s bedroom, only a few feet from my recliner, seemed to erupt in chaos. Their cries were ear-shattering, and I suddenly wished that the separating wall had more insulation.


   “It worked! It worked!” I heard one of them say.


  “Oh … my … God … I’m Krissy!” I heard Krissy scream. Of course she was Krissy. Who else would she be? What was going on here?


  “And I’m Emma!” Emma yelled. “I’ve always wanted to be tall. Oh, I love it!”


  What the hell?


  What the hell!!!!!!?


  As I looked down to push myself out of the chair and check on the girls, I saw that my legs  were bare and I was wearing red and white boots! Not only were my legs bare, they were smooth and considerably more shapely than I remembered them! I followed them up toward my torso and saw– a silky blue skirt with white stars.


  Oh, my God, what happened to me? I felt something– hair?– tickling my shoulders and sensed something on my head. My arms were bare too, except for wide, gold wrist bands with red stars.


  And as I looked straight down, I saw– cleavage? How was that possible? One moment I was a man watching college football and the next I was … . Wonder Woman?


  The half-exposed boobs– my boobs!– were encased in a red, bodice with no visible means of support. Right in the center were two gold “M”s. No, wait. I was looking at them upside down. They were “W”s!


  I was Wonder Woman! Or at least someone in a Wonder Woman costume and someone– based on what I saw on my chest– obviously not a man.


  Just then, my wife Beth came running into the TV room. She had heard the screaming too.


  “Oh!,” she said. “I don’t know you. I’m Krissy’s mother. Who are you?”


  I tried to stand in the high-heel boots, but fell back into the chair.


  “I’m her father, that’s who,” I said, spreading my arms wide. “And I have no idea what just happened to me. I think that it may have something to do with what the girls just did in Krissy’s room.”


  Beth put both hands on her hips and laughed. “No, really, what’s your name? I know all of Krissy’s friends. Are you new at her school?”


  I wobbled to my feet, steadied myself with the chair’s arm and stared down, mesmerized by the sight of partially exposed breasts from this new perspective. The short skirt brushed against my legs and I felt soft fabric underneath, pressing against my crotch– a crotch that seemed to have lost something important.


  I looked up at Beth again. “It’s me, Rick,” I said. “Really it is.”


  I could see a look of exasperation building up on her face, a look that I knew well after 15 years of marriage. Just as she sometimes told Krissy, she was about to hit me with “Stop being a smart ass, young lady.”


  Only she never got the chance. Six laughing, giggling girls in Halloween costumes burst into the room. 


  “Oh, Mommy! Oh, Mommy! It worked! It worked,” a girl in a Red Riding Hood costume who was NOT Krissy said. It was her friend Kaitlyn. Or that’s who it looked like.


  Beth turned with anger building on her face, nearly aggravated enough to bestow the “smart ass” label on not only her husband and her daughter, but everyone in a mile-wide radius.


  But again, she was short-circuited. “Who’s this?” said the girl who looked like Kaitlyn but called Beth her mother. “And where’s Daddy?”


  That’s what I wondered as well.


  *    *    *    *    *    *    *


  As it turned out, the girls had been saying “Star light. Star bright. May we all change bodies tonight.”


  Tall, blonde Emma had found an old book with the title “Magick Spells” at the Goodwill Store. Searching through it, the girls found a Halloween-day-only spell that they thought would be fun to invoke. It would swap their bodies at the moment the spell was cast, and they would remain that way until the stroke of midnight. It was listed as a “location-centrist” spell, meaning that they had to be back in the same place for the spell to reverse. Since the dance lasted from 7 to 10 p.m., they thought that it would be great fun to go as each other, and they would be back to our house in plenty of time to switch back. That is, if the spell worked.             


  Krissy in Kaitlyn’s body said, “We really didn’t think it would work. We didn’t think magic was real.”             


  Who does? Well, for one, I do now, because the spell did something else as well. Since I was in range, it included me. Only I was the odd man out, so to speak, with no one to trade with. So the body change spell changed me into a young female version of myself and put me into a Halloween costume– Wonder Woman, no less!– as member of the group that had cast the spell. Perhaps it chose that  because I have been thinking about Wonder Woman in connection with Krissy and her friends.


  At least that’s my theory. If you have another, I’d love to hear it. Also, please explain how magic can be real. And how a book of such power can be purchased in a resale store.


  “Your eyes are the same,” Beth said, as she looked down at me in critical appraisal. “I can see that now. They’re the same shade of hazel.


  “But the rest of you … “


  I had been six inches taller than my brown-haired wife. Now I was shorter, even in high-heel boots. It was disorienting, to say the least.


  Beth shook her head and laughed. “Oh, Rick, I’m sorry,” she said as she pulled me close and pushed dark, blonde hair away from my face. “I don’t mean to make light of this. But it is just so absurd to think that’s you in a Wonder Woman costume, with boobage and everything.”


  I plopped back down in the recliner, which seemed a whole lot bigger than it used to be. “You’re telling me,” I said. “I used to be 6-2 and 180 pounds. Now what am I? 5-2 maybe? 110 pounds?


  Beth rubbed her chin appraisingly. “That looks about right, which is about the same size as Krissy. And I’d say that you’d wear the same size bra as well, a 34B.”


  I covered my chest with bare arms and felt my face grow hot with embarrassment. The same size bra as my daughter! “Thanks, a lot,” I said.


  My wife sat on a chair arm, took one of my tiny hands in hers and held it. “Look, the good news is that at midnight, you will be yourself again.”


  I took my hand back and covered myself again. “That is if the spell works.”


  Beth nodded. “The first part worked the way it was supposed to … “


  I interrupted, “With one important exception!”


  She stroked my hair and, as she did so, pulled off a wide gold band with a red star that had been around my head.


  “Thanks,” I said. “That was bugging the hell out of me. As I said, the spell worked with one important exception.”


  Beth raised her hands in a placating gesture. “Actually, I think that it worked exactly as it was intended to work. The problem was that you were within its range of influence.


  “But at midnight, you will change back to yourself, just like the girls will. Remember a key word in the spell is ‘change,’ not ‘swap’ or ‘trade.’ You will change back.”


  I thought about it. “I see your point,” I said in a high, feminine voice that, disturbingly, was sounding more and more normal to me. “I’ll just put on some of my sweats and wait it out.”


  Suddenly Krissy in Kaitlyn’s body broke ranks from her friends. Since explaining what they had done, they had been standing silently, well out of range of a potentially irate and dangerous Wonder Woman.


  “Oh, no, Daddy!,” she exclaimed. “You have to go to the dance with us. You just have to. Doesn’t he, girls?”


  Her sisters-in-magic agreed enthusiastically. “Oh, yes, Mr. B,” Emma in Diane’s body said. “Please come. It will be so much fun for you to be there with us and no one know who you really are. We’ll stay with you and take you to the bathroom when you have to go. And we won’t let any of the boys bother you. Please.”


  I shook my head firmly, my arms still covering my cleavage. “Looking like this?” I said. “No way in hell.”


  And as soon as I realized how I had worded my rejection, I knew I was in trouble.


  “Well … you don’t have to look like that,” Beth said, with a devilish smile on her face. I knew exactly what she was suggesting, that I go in another costume.


  I stared up at her incredulously. “Really?” I said. “You too? How can you think that me going to a middle school party as a teenage girl is a good idea?”


  Beth held up her right hand, and then peeled back its index finder with her left. “Well, for one thing, this is a once-in-a-lifetime experience. You’re always telling your students to expand their horizons, to try new things. Are you telling me that advice doesn’t apply to you?


  She peeled back another finger. “Two, it will improve your understanding of the opposite sex, and that should improve your relationship not only with Krissy and me but your female students. How many times have I heard you say that you don’t understand women? Now you can get insight in a way no man ever has.”


  And a finally a third. “You’ve talked about writing books someday. Would this make a great story or what?”


  She put her hands on her hips. “I have more if you want. I know if I suddenly were turned into a male for a few hours, I’d jump at the chance to hang out with your guy friends.”


  On a roll, Beth was relentless. She too was a teacher, but she would have been a great lawyer.


   “Please,” Krissy said again. “Please. Please. Please.”


  I couldn’t take it, six cute girls and my attractive wife, looking at me with pleading eyes.


  “Okay,” I said in a low voice. “Okay, I’ll do it. But not in this costume,” I said as I stood up, wobbling once more. “It will have to be something much less – revealing.”


  Suddenly, a mental alarm bell rang. Beth saw worry wrinkles on the forehead of my teen girl face. “What is it now?” she asked.


  “I’ll tell you what,” I answered. “I have to be here at midnight to change back, right? Well, what happens in all those movies when people take chances that they don’t have to take?  Something bad, that’s what. What happens to that girl in the slasher movie who goes down in a dark basement when she doesn’t have to?


  “What if we can’t get back here by midnight? What if I am stuck like this?”


  Feeling emboldened by her mother’s support, Krissy stepped forward and looked at me eye-to-eye. “No worries, Daddy,” she said. “The dance is over at 10. That’s two hours before midnight. And the school is less than a mile away. Let’s say Mom’s car won’t start so that she can come and pick us up. That still gives us plenty of time to walk home.


  “What can go wrong?”


  Famous last words.


  But I caved. “Okay, okay,” I said. “But again, the costume has to cover up a lot more than this one does.”


  Beth looked at Krissy. “What about your costume from last year? What did you go as?”


  Krissy smiled broadly with Kaitlyn’s mouth. “A Barbie princess. Oh, Daddy, you would be precious in that!”


  Precious? I shook my head vehemently, tossing my hair from one bare shoulder to another “Uh, uh. Negative. No way,” I said. “What else you got?”


  Beth sat down and pulled me onto her lap. The girls giggled. I was so stunned that I didn’t resist. I  had pulled Beth onto my lap many times. But she never had done it to me for obvious reasons, nor had anyone else. It wasn’t something that a woman does to a man.


  She wrapped her arms around my now much smaller waist.


  “I have an idea,” she said. “I’ve heard you say many times that you think that boots with  short skirts and dresses are attractive … “


  “For women and girls, not for me,” I interrupted.


  “Yes, I know,” she replied. “And at this moment, you’re a girl. Also, I remember you complimenting Krissy on the outfit that she wore to the country-western show that we went to in Nashville last year. You remember what she was wearing?”


  I shook my head. Maybe if I had been my old self sitting in this chair and casually watching football, I could remember. But not now. Not like this.


  “It was kind of a cowgirl outfit, boots, sparkly tights, denim skirt, and a shirt with roses embroidered on it.  How about that?”


  Krissy chimed in. “I still have those clothes too. And Daddy would look really cute in them,” she said.


  “Yeah, that’s what I want, to look cute,” I said.


  “Better cute than sexy for a middle school dance, don’t you think, sweetheart?” Beth replied.


  My wife had me there. I nodded my head. “Okay, I said. It’s got to be better than being Wonder Woman.”


  Beth told the girls to stay in the TV room and she led me into Krissy’s bedroom.


  “Okay,” she said. “Get out of that costume, while I get the cowgirl clothes together.”


  She didn’t have to tell me twice. I sat down on the bed and quickly unzipped and removed the high-heel boots. But I didn’t know what to do next. I didn’t know how to get out of the skin tight red top pushing up my boobs and the little blue skirt. They seemed to be connected.


  “Stand up and turn around,” Beth said, quickly pulling down a zipper in back as I complied.


  “Wow, no pushup bra under there,” she said as I dropped the costume around my feet. “Your breasts look just like Krissy’s. One of her bras should fit you perfectly.”


  Quickly I pushed my arms toward each other and crossed them in a futile attempt to hide adolescent nakedness. My nipples felt larger and harder than pencil erasers. I refused to look at them to see. “Please, do we have to talk about my anatomy while we do this?” I asked.


  “And look how perky they are,” Beth added, pulling my arms apart. “What I wouldn’t give for mine to look like that again.


  “Nice undies,” she added, pointed to the blue panties with tiny figures of Wonder Woman on them. “But a girl’s underwear should match. Take those off too.”


  I shook my head, once more shivering at the  alien distraction of hair brushing my shoulders. “Not until you turn away,” I said.


  Beth smiled. “Oh, sweetie, you’re not serious. I’ve seen you without clothes on before, you know.”


  I shook my head again. “But not looking like this,” I said.


  “But I’ve seen me naked before. I’ve seen Krissy naked many times.”


  I shook my head a third time, and suddenly she seemed sympathetic.


  “Okay, forgive me,” Beth said. “It’s hard to look at you standing there like that and reconcile that you are my husband inside. But I understand. This is important to you.”


  She handed me a pair of lilac-colored panties. “Here. Put these on,” she said as she turned around. “And then I’ll put the bra on you.”


  After she snapped the bra closed, and turned me to face her, Beth handed me a pair of tights. “Now sit down and put these on,” she said. “Scrunch them up and pull them up your feet and legs a little at a time. Otherwise, you’ll put a run in them.”


  Yet one more time I shook my head. “I don’t want to wear these,” I said. “Why should I?”


  Beth gently pushed me down. “You should because you will feel naked and exposed if you don’t,” she said. “You aren’t accustomed to the feeling of air on your crotch when you are walking around, especially outside.


  “And besides, they looked really cute on Krissy when she wore this outfit.”


  Then came the skirt, the boots, the shirt, and finally a red kerchief around my neck.  At least these boots had lower heels.


  “How does all that feel?” she asked.


  “Totally weird and unnatural, but better than the Wonder Woman costume,” I said, as I looked down at myself. “At least no one can see the top half of my boobs now.”


  I looked back up. “You know? This might not be so bad now that I don’t feel so exposed. Maybe  going to the dance with my daughter and her friends won’t be so bad after all. I’m stuck this way until midnight, and, looking like this, I don’t have a whole lot of other options.”


  Beth smiled broadly. “That’s the Rick I know. Good for you. Now come over here and sit down.”


  She took my hand and led me over to a chair next to a chest of drawers. “A girl your age shouldn’t be wearing much makeup,” she said. “But this is Halloween and Krissy and her friends are taking advantage of that. Since you’re with them, you should look the part.


  Beth painted gloss on my lips, rubbed blush onto my cheeks and then spent at least five minutes drawing and brushing around my eyes.


  “There you go,” she said. “One more thing and then you can look at yourself in the mirror.”


  She grabbed my hair and gently twisted. “If a cowgirl doesn’t have a hat, then she should have a ponytail,” she said. “Okay, now take a look.”


  As I stood in front of the mirror, my mouth dropped and I audibly gasped. Oh … my … God! That was me? Yes, it was. Just as Beth had said, I could tell it was me by the eyes. Eyes now sporting lush lashes and glittery lids.


  “Pretty cute, huh?” Beth said, as she spritzed perfume into the air and then guided me into it.  “You know, from the neck down, you look just like Krissy.”


  That was a realization I didn’t need. “Thanks for that,” I said sarcastically, but she was right. In fact, I wasn’t just cute, I was adorable. Still, though, that was better than being Wonder Woman. And now I smelled like gardenias.


  “Sorry,” she said, although she didn’t sound like it.


  Even though I knew she was sympathetic because of what happened to me, I think that she was tiring of me whining like the teenage girl I appeared to be.


    “It’s getting close to 7,” Beth said as she headed out of the bedroom. “Let’s make sure the other girls are ready, and then we’ll go.”


  Other girls? I almost said something, to remind her who I really was, but thought better of it. Beth was doing a remarkable job of coping with this craziness, and I should be more grateful for that– even though, at times, she seemed to be enjoying herself a bit too much as she dressed and dolled me up for a middle school dance.


  *    *    *    *    *    *    *


  I sat in the front passenger seat of the van, the seat belt strapped uncomfortably between my breasts.


  “I can’t get over it, Daddy,” Krissy said. “Except for your blonde hair, you look almost just like me. We could be sisters.”


  Another realization I didn’t need.


  “I think that you should be cousins,” Beth said as she drove. “Tell them that she’s visiting for the weekend from out of town.”


  Obviously not wearing a seatbelt, whoever was in Emma’s body leaned forward between us. “But what do we call her?” she asked. “We can’t call her Mr. B and Krissy can’t call her Daddy.”


  Krissy answered so quickly that she obviously already had been thinking about a name for me. “She’s Chloe,” she said. “She’s my cousin Chloe.”


  And before I could ask why, she continued. “I’ve always liked that name,” she said. “And when I’m married and have a little girl, that’s what I’ll name her.”


  Beth glanced over at me. “Well, I think we should see if that’s all right with your father,” she said with a broad grin. “Do you mind being Krissy’s cousin Chloe for a few hours?”


  Actually, I liked the name, although I don’t know why and I didn’t want to admit it. I smiled back. “It’s better than being called Wonder Woman,” I said, and again I felt a little surge of optimism that I could get through this evening as my daughter’s cousin and actually come out a better man for it.


  But at the school, as the other girls jumped out of the van and headed for the front door, my heart started to race. I was afraid to get out.


  “I can’t do this,” I said. “I still feel like I’m a man, but I’m wearing a bad disguise.”


  Beth leaned over and kissed me on the cheek. “I can’t imagine that any man would feel any other way right now,” she said. “But I know you, Rick. You’re strong, and you’re adventurous, and, boy, will you have a story to write someday. Also, please believe me. That is not a bad disguise. You will be as cute as any other girl there and cuter than most.”


  I leaned over and kissed Beth on her cheek. I had done it countless times before. But this time, it felt different. Different, but still good– and maybe a little weird.


  “I’m not sure that’s a good thing either,” I said. “But it does give me a little more confidence for what I’m about to do.”


  I opened the door and stepped out of the van. “Be here at 10,” I said. “Don’t be late. Please.”


  Beth nodded. “Don’t worry, sweetheart. “I’ll be here.”


  Running in a tight denim skirt was a whole new adventure for me, as was feeling breasts bounce on my chest, even though they were encased in a bra. My arms moved differently too. But somehow I managed to catch up with the girls just as they got to the door– and the gatekeeper, Jay Williams, a teacher whom I knew very well.”


  Oh, crap, was this embarrassing!


  “Mr. Williams, this is my cousin Chloe from out of town. Mom said that it would be okay if she came to the dance with us.”


  “Sure thing,” Jay said, taking my small hand in his much larger one to shake it. “And don’t you all look cute? You know, I’ll bet your Krissy’s cousin on her father’s side. I can see the family resemblance with Rick.”


  Inside, it was just as I suspected. Girls on one side, boys on the other. And I liked it that way. But three hours of this, I feared, would seem interminable.


  But then Krissy, Emma, and the other girls dragged me out on the dance floor. “Just move with the music, Chloe,” my daughter yelled above the noise. “It will be fun. You’ll see.”


  And, actually, after awhile, it kind of was. Then we drank punch and talked and, much to my surprise, I got to know Krissy in a way that I never could have imagined. I warmed up to the other girls too. They no longer were just names and faces belonging to my daughter’s anonymous friends.


  As they talked, they touched each other often, I noticed. Soon, I was doing it too. Oh, my gosh, I thought, I’m actually …


  “Chloe, you really seem like one of the girls,” Krissy said and hugged me. “I’m so glad.”


  I hugged her back and whispered in her ear, “But you’re still in big trouble, young lady.  When I’m your father again, we’re going to have a long talk about you and your friends practicing magic in our house.”


  But then I looked at her and smiled. “Just kidding,” I said.


  Suddenly, someone tapped me on the shoulder. Turning around, I saw– a cowboy?


  “I saw you in your cowgirl costume from across the room,” said the boy who was just a bit taller than me, with brown hair and eyes. “My friends bet me that I wouldn’t ask you to dance.”


  Oh, crap! This wasn’t supposed to happen. “No, thank … “I started to say, but then Krissy and Emma pulled me away.


  “Chloe can we talk to you for a minute?” Krissy said.


   A few feet away from the cowboy, and with our backs to him, Krissy whispered excitedly, “Daddy– Chloe– that’s Connor Craig, the cutest boy in our class! We would all die to dance  with him. But he asked you! You have to do it. Please. Please. Please.”


  Even in this female body, I couldn’t help but turn to putty when my daughter practiced her charms.


  “Okay, for you, I’ll do it. But you’ll have to tell me how,” I said. “I’ve always been a man, you know. I don’t know what a girl is supposed to do.”


  Emma took my hands in hers. “It’s easy,” she said. “He will put his arms around your waist and you put your arms around his neck. Then you just move with him.”


  So that’s what I did. In fact, I danced three times with Connor before the night was over. Yeah, that’s right, Chloe and Connor dancing together. Isn’t that cute? Krissy and her friends certainly thought so.  And, you know, once I relaxed a little, it really wasn’t so bad. But I made sure that certain parts of our bodies never touched. That would have been just too creepy.


  Still, I was ready and eager when 10 o’clock came and we headed out the door. True to her word, Beth was waiting for us. Now if only something didn’t happen, like in the movies, to keep us from getting home in time for the spell to change us back!


  “I hope you girls had a good time,” Beth said as she drove. “That includes you too, Chloe.”


  “Mommy, wait until we tell you about it!” Krissy gushed.


  Oh, no! I hadn’t thought about that. They were going to tell her that I danced with the best looking boy in their class. And they were going to tell her that I enjoyed it.


  To heck with it. This Twilight Zone episode finally would be over in a couple of hours. And I would be safe at home until that happened. Nothing else mattered.


  Back at the house, I suddenly felt tired. The adrenaline rush– along with the dancing, no doubt–  that had kept me pumped and pretending to be my daughter’s cousin for three hours was wearing off.


  I dropped into my recliner and breathed a long sigh of relief. At middle school,  I had forgotten for a little while how foreign this body seemed, as well as the clothes that were on it. Once more I felt the weight of breasts on my chest and bra straps on my shoulders. Once more I felt the silky texture of  tights on my legs and the pressure of a denim skirt hugging my thighs. And I felt nothing between my legs where there should have been something.


  Beth saw me yawn, as I pushed back in the chair.


  “Come on, girls,” she said. “Let’s go in Krissy’s bedroom and you can tell me all about tonight. I think Daddy needs to rest a little. He’s had a big night.”


  And, man, was she right about that. Also, I had been in the recliner when the spell was cast. So that’s where I had to be at midnight. And if I wandered off somewhere else and fell asleep … Well, I wasn’t going to chance it.


  Strangely, though, as tired as I was, I couldn’t sleep. I lay there in the chair, obsessively glancing down at the mounds on my chest from time to time, once more struggling with the reality of what had happened to me.


  Or maybe I did fall sleep. I do know that I jerked upright when I heard screaming from Krissy’s room. It was midnight! They were celebrating. They had changed back.             


  And so had I!


  Only I hadn’t. I still had on the boots and the tights and the bra. I still had a ponytail and breasts. I screamed too, only in terror, not relief.


  Beth and the girls ran into the room, suddenly freezing in their tracks when they saw me. “Daddy, you didn’t change back! Oh, my God, what happened?”


  “You mean what didn’t happen!” I said as I stood up, sounding just like the hysterical girl that I was. “I didn’t change back. I was supposed to change back! Why didn’t I?


  “Beth, why didn’t I change back?” I sobbed. “I want to be me again. I want to be your husband, not a teenage girl.”


  Beth rushed to me and enveloped me in her arms, her breasts pressing against mine. “Oh, sweetheart, I’m so, so sorry,” she said. “I have no idea what happened. But we’ll figure it out. You’ll see. We’ll get you back to normal. We just have to find the right spell in the magic book.”


   But didn’t. We also discovered why I hadn’t returned to my adult male body. I wasn’t wearing the Wonder Woman costume that the spell had placed on me when it changed me into a girl. We realized that overlooked detail  when we couldn’t find the costume in Krissy’s room. It had disappeared when the spell ended. Just as this girl version of me would have  if I had been wearing it.


  Standing there in Krissy’s room, staring in disbelief into the mirror at the cute little teen in the cowgirl costume, I saw the old me, the male adult me, in those hazel eyes. As Beth had first pointed out, those were the same. But  I also was forced to acknowledge that was me with the ponytail, glittery eyelids, and a red kerchief around my neck. That was me  in the  girly boots, sparkly tights, short denim skirt, and blue shirt embroidered with roses, with perky breasts in a lilac bra underneath.


  That was bad enough. What could be worse? But there also was the realization that everyone else was back to normal, while I was irrevocable collateral damage. This Twilight Zone episode was now mine alone. All their lives were as they had been before the spell was cast, when six girls in my daughter’s room decided that they would play with magic before going to their middle school dance.


  Yes, everything was back to normal, except now there were seven teens and tweens in my daughter’s room … And I was one of them.


  What was I going to do? I was no longer a husband. No longer a father. I couldn’t teach. I was younger than my students!


  In other words, I was a child. I couldn’t drink alcohol. I couldn’t vote. I couldn’t go to an R-rated movie unless accompanied by an adult. Even if I could find  a job at a fast-food restaurant, I couldn’t get there because I couldn’t drive.


  Suddenly in the mirror, I saw Minnie Mouse and Alice in Wonderland beside and behind the teary-eyed little cowgirl with the mascara-stained cheeks.


  “Don’t worry, Daddy,” Krissy said softly, as she gently wiped my face with a tissue. “It will be all right. I promise.”


  Tall, blonde, Emma, meanwhile, gently pulled my hair out of the ponytail and began stroking it with a brush.


  “Don’t worry, Mr. B.,” she said. “Eighth grade work should be easy for you. And you can sit at our lunch table.”


  Then she smiled brightly.


  “And I’m sure Connor will be happy to see you too!”


  Despite my misery, I couldn’t help but smile. There’s nothing like the innocence and honesty of a child to bitch-slap you across the face with reality. In this case, it was the reality of going through puberty a second time as a member of the opposite sex. I couldn’t be a teacher anymore, but I was heading back to school– as my daughter’s cousin and classmate, Chloe.


  Aunt Beth didn’t know the half of it when she said this would make a great story.


  *     *     *     *


  




  

    Angelic Intern


  


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “It’s illegal!” I practically screamed.


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


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


  “Okay,” I said. “How does it work?”


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


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


  Diane leveled her phone and pointed that end at herself.


  “I’ll show you,” she said.


  Zap!


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


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


  My dark-haired vixen giggled and twirled.


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


  And I was. And I did. I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand. I couldn’t do anything about the other.


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


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


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


  *     *     *     *


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


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


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


  I laughed and pretended to wipe my brow.


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


  Diane smiled wickedly. Uh, oh.


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


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


  Zap!


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  We both giggled.


  “Deal,” I said.


  My little plastic pumpkin practically overflowing with treats, we finally headed home about an hour later. I was grateful since my little legs were tried and my feet hurt.


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


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


  We walked some more.


  “Thank you for doing this for me, Zoe,” Diane said. “I really enjoyed it, and, besides the shoes,  I hope that that the rest of it wasn’t too uncomfortable for you.”


  I pulled on her hand and we stopped.


  “Look at me,” I said solemnly. “I’m freakin’ adorable. Everybody said so. I’m thinking that I just might want to stay this way. No job, no responsibilities and a sweetie auntie who will take care of me. And I really like wearing Mandy’s panties and bra, which highlights my boobies.”


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


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


  Then I laughed.


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


  She laughed too.


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


  “Oh, crap!” we said simultaneously.


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


  Zap!


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


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


  “Hi, Mom!” she yelled.


  Diane smiled and waved back.


  “What did you do to me?” I muttered out of the side of my mouth, noting that I was just about her height.


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


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


  *     *     *      *


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


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


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


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


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


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


  Oh, great. Just what I wanted to hear.


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


  And … this just keeps better and better.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  Oh, yeah, a bubble bath would fix everything.


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


  As Diane closed the door on the guest room at the end of the hall, I tossed Mandy’s clothes on the bed and plopped down beside them. The impact caused my breasts to jiggle so much that I put my hands on them.


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


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


  Diane laughed.


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


  Diane sat down beside me and pushed my legs together.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  Diane laughed and hugged me, our breasts pressing.


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


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


  Diane giggled again.


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


  Finally, despite myself, I girlishly laughed.


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


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


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


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


  “How about it?”


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


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


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


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


  I couldn’t argue with that.


  And as I looked at myself in the mirror, trying to figure out how to take off my little black dress, I started to think about what she had said, even though she obviously was teasing me in an attempt to make me feel better. She probably was right about my breasts being nice and perky.


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


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


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


  Facing front again, I couldn’t help myself. I ran my hands over my boobs, covered in black silk and lace. Impulsively, I looked down, half expecting to see an erection in my panties. Of course there wasn’t one. But as I continued to massage my breasts, I felt rigid nipples in my bra cups, as well as a fluttering in my flat tummy.


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


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


  *    *    *    *


  Sleep didn’t come easily for me. I didn’t let it. And Diane was right about my breasts. They were nice and perky.


  After making that discovery– as well as a few others– I decided that a cold shower probably would be a better choice that a hot bubble bath.


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


  Putting on the bra was a major challenge. How in the Hell did women do this every day? After grunting and groaning with my back to the mirror and looking over my shoulder for five minutes, I decided to put it on backward so that I could snap it in front. Then I slid the cups back around to the front, lifted them over my girls, and pulled the straps onto my shoulders. A little gentle maneuvering here and there to get them nestled just right, and I was good to go.


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


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


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


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


  As I stood up,  I noticed that the sweater and leggings didn’t meet, leaving a bare midriff. Of course they didn’t. They weren’t supposed to. This was teen girl fashion.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  Mandy nodded as she turned on the ignition.


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


  Surprisingly, going into Victoria’s Secret was more frightening for me as a woman than it ever had been when I was a man and accompanied Diane. That’s because I realized that I was about to become a participant instead of just an appreciative spectator.


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


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


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


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


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


  “I’m a 36C,” I said.


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


  Oh, yeah, I was sooo lucky, I thought, as I looked down at my breasts pressing prominently against the sweater.


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


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


  After she showed me hers and I showed her mine, we left the store with two small shopping bags filled with bras and panties. From there, we went to Forever 21 and Nordstrom’s. After that … well … I just kind of lost track. Clutching my purse in one hand and my the bag with new undies in the other, I just rode along in the slipstream of Hurricane Mandy.


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


  Of course, with any luck, I’d be back to my old male self by the same time tomorrow, when Mandy was on her way back to college. But for the time being, I might as well enjoy the ride and my time with her. She really was sweet, kind, and generous, and her enthusiasm for life was infectious.


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


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


  *    *    *    *


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


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


  Ooh. I felt a little shiver just as he said that, but thought nothing of it.


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


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


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


  Of course, it wasn’t there. I didn’t see it. I didn’t feel it. My parts down there were just like theirs. Not only that, I wasn’t attracted to girls, so there were no butterflies in the tummy or little electric jolt from my boobs to my girl parts. I first realized that earlier in the day with Mandy in the dressing room at Victoria’s Secret.


  Just like mine, her bare boobs were nice and perky too, but they did nothing to excite me.


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


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


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


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


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


  Mandy grinned.


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


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


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


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


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


  As they complimented us, I realized something funny. When the other girls talked about our costumes, I felt nothing. But when the boys did, it actually turned me on a little bit. Wow. That was disturbing.


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


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


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


  I smiled and raised my punch glass in return.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “See you around, maybe?” he said.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  After the third glass of punch, I also had to go to the bathroom, really, really bad.


  “Up the stairs and just on your right,” Mandy told me.


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


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


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


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


  I started to splash water in my face, but then stopped. It would mess up my makeup. Being a pretty girl required sacrifice.


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


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


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


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


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


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


  Dylan tickled me under the chin.


  “Oh, you’re mad at me. Aren’t you?”


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


  “No, I’m not,” I said, putting my hands on my hips. “I couldn’t care less about you walking away from me in the basement. I couldn’t care less about you. Period.”


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


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


  “Mandy left already,” he said, and that stopped me cold.


  Now I was totally sober. And at least a little afraid.


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


  Dylan shook his head.


  “I saw her leave with some guy just before I came up to use the bathroom and you were in it,” he said. “But I’ll be happy to give you a ride home, Zoe.”


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


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


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


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


  He chuckled.


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


  He stepped back and crossed his arms.


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


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


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


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


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


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


  Oh, crap! I never in my life had kissed a man. But now… Was I about to? Did I want to?


  Yes, I finally decided, as I closed my eyes and pushed my face toward his. I wanted to. Our lips met. His were soft and warm. I hoped mine were as well, as I savored the tender moment and suddenly realized that, hey, in this body, I really did like kissing boys. Well, this boy, at least.


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


  “Well?” he said. “Did you like it?”


  I didn’t answer. As much as I enjoyed it, I knew what would follow if I said that I had. I was afraid that I wasn’t ready for that.


  “Did you?” he asked again.


  “Yes, I did,” I finally said softly.


  “Do you want to do it again?” he asked.


  “Yes,” I said.


  This time, Dylan took me in arms, pressed my soft body against his firm frame and kissed me passionately. I kissed back and our tongues intertwined. As he lifted me out of my high heels, I felt my toes curl.


  Finally, we came up for breath. He took my small hand and headed down the hall into even deeper darkness. Without hesitation, I followed.


  He led me into a bedroom and closed the door.


  “Mandy really didn’t leave without you,” he said. “I want to be honest about that. Do you still want to be in here with me?”


  When I nodded yes, he locked it, and then added, “But I did tell her that I would take you home.”


  Suddenly, the implication of what he was saying made my blood run cold. I was about to make love to a total stranger who would then take me home to my girlfriend? Even sexually uninhibited Diane might have trouble with that. And if she did, would she slam the door in my face and never change me back into her boyfriend?


  “I’d really like to, you know, do what I think you want to do in here,” I said. “I really, really would. But … “


  Dylan put his hands on my breasts and gently backed me onto the bed


  His handsome face hovering just inches from mine, he whispered, “But you forgot to bring your purse that has the condoms in it?”


  After a slight pause he added, “Or maybe you were about to tell me that you have someone at home whom you care about and don’t want to cheat on?”


  Oh, my God! Even though I had just relieved myself, I felt as if I were about to pee my panties.


  “Diane!” I screamed. “No, it couldn’t be!”


  Officer Dylan then pushed me farther onto the bed and lowered himself on top of me. He massaged my breasts and nibbled on my ear.


  “Get off me, you son of a bitch!” I screamed. “This was a dirty trick!”


  I pounded my fists on his chest and kicked my legs. Even as I did so, though, he leaned into me and pressed his lips against mine.


  I fought that too– for about a second.


  “Do you want to make love or do you want to fight?” he asked, as I finally calmed down.


  “Both, dammit,” I said, as I snaked my hand between our bodies and found his bulging crotch. I gently squeezed.


   “But I’m thinking that we should save the fighting for later,” I giggled.


  Moaning with pleasure he nodded his head and said, “I think you’re right.”


  Raising up, he unhooked my stockings from the garters and then pulled down my panties. I unbuckled his trousers.


  “I’ve never made love to an angel,” he said, as kicked off his shoes and pulled off his pants and jockey shorts.


  His rigid penis sprang forward, just inches from my face.


  “Wow, I’ve never seen one of those from this end,” I said in my best little girl voice. “It looks so big!”


  I took it in my hands and kissed its tip, as he gasped for breath.


  “Now, who’s in charge?” I giggled. “Certainly not the big, bad policeman.”


  As I gently stroked his manhood, he swayed and moaned, his eyes closed tight.


  “Now tell me when you got the idea for this latest extreme role-playing escapade,” I said.  “Did you intentionally turn me into your sexy little intern?”


  “No, no, nothing like that,” he whispered in his husky baritone. “That was an accident.”


  I put about two inches into my mouth, swirled my tongue around, and then slowly pulled by lips  back to the tip. Much to my delight, he groaned, grimaced, and clinched his teeth in an effort to control himself.


  “Oh, my God!” he exclaimed. “I can’t stand it. This is too much! Please! Do something!”


  “What about the condoms in the purse?” I asked sweetly, as I wiped the salty taste from my mouth and pulled my hands away.


  I knew how it was for a guy. He was close to the edge, and I didn’t want to take him over. Not yet.


  Then I pushed his penis down and away from my face, picked up his large hands and put them on my breasts.


  “But I am your sexy little intern. Aren’t I, Officer Dylan?” I teased.


  “Oh, thank God,” he gasped. “Yes, yes you are. I think that I was about to lose it there. I’ve never felt anything so intense.”


  “You have no idea,” I said as I wiggled backward until we aligned. “Now what about those condoms?”


  “Well, since you were stuck as Zoe until tomorrow, I was starting to think about role reversal sex when I saw you this morning,” he said. “So, I guess they might have been my way of suggesting something like that to you.”


  I locked my legs around his firm butt and said “And?”


  “When I saw you in that angel costume tonight, it was just too much,” he said. “I wanted to be the male version of me at 18 so that I could make love to you. It’s just like I wanted to do originally, you know, with us both being young. Only we’ve changed sexes.”


  “Yes … only,” I giggled.


  “And I’m guessing that an added bonus would be to come to this party and do it in someone else’s bedroom,” I said, as I pulled his head down and kissed him fiercely.


  Coming up for air, he laughed and said, “You got that right.”


  Grabbing his penis once more, I guided it under my skirt and between my legs. I teased its tip against my moist entrance.


  “Then let’s do this thing!” I gasped, pressing my heels into his bottom. “There are a few more positions that I want to try.”


  “Yes, ma’am!” he replied, plunging his police baton deep into my angelic host.


                           *      *     *     *                                                                     


  




  

    Pregnant Pause


  


  Although my wife, Bella,  was 38 years old, you’d never know it around the holidays, especially Halloween. In fact, our 13-year-old daughter, Danielle, who still enjoyed trick or treating, seemed more mature as late October approached. In fact, her bedroom seemed the only respite from the madness.


   By Oct. 30, the rest of our home looked as if the address should be 1313 Mockingbird Lane, at least on the inside, with spider webs stretched nearly everywhere, skeletons hanging in the closets, and bats perched on every ceiling light fixture.  And I swear that my heart raced a bit when I went up or down the stairs, fearful that a green-eyed dragon might be hiding beneath them. Hermann, Lily, and Grand Pa would have felt right at home.


  Sometimes, Bella intentionally teased me as the magic day approached, saying things like, “Don’t stand too close to the bed” or “Watch out in the basement.”


  And the costumes. Oh, yeah, the costumes! That’s where Bella really lost her mind. I think that maybe she was influenced for all of this by old “Roseanne” Halloween episodes on TV. Or, Hell, maybe it was the Simpsons’ “Treehouse of Horror.” Whatever the cause, I was the innocent victim, since Bella loved couples costumes.


  Yes, we were Herman and Lily, as well as Homer and Marge. Other years, we were Danny and Sandy from “Grease,”  Ferris and Sloane from “Ferris Bueller’s Day Off,” and Fred and Wilma from “The Flintstones.” Once we were Mickey and Minnie.


  “Oh, Daddy, you make such a cute Mickey!” Dannie had screamed in delight, which only provided Bella with unneeded encouragement for her Halloween madness. Meanwhile, she seemed totally oblivious that others– notably me– weren’t nearly as excited about the bewitching season as she was. 


  Why did nearly middle-aged adults need costumes? Why, they needed them to attend costume parties, of course. If we weren’t invited to one, Bella often planned one for our enchanted residence. Additionally, she insisted, we should be in costume while I chaperoned Dannie and her friends trick or treating  and she handed out goodies at home.


  Not surprisingly, she loved shopping at Spencer’s in the mall, but especially so in October. And on this Halloween’s evening, which also happened to be a Friday, she came home from there even more crazed that normal, if that was possible.


  “You’re gonna love our costumes this year!” my blonde and beautiful but certifiable wife said as he sat a small bag down on the kitchen table.


  “Oh, yeah?” I said from the stove, where I stirred a pot of chili, filling the kitchen with a spicy aroma.


  “Since you hadn’t come up with anything yet, I was hoping that you’d forgotten. Unrealistic expectation, I guess. Huh?”


  Wearing black leggings and an emerald green hooded sweatshirt, she laughed and kissed me on the cheek.


  “Oh, you big silly,” she said. “I was waiting for it to come in at Spencer’s. It was a special order.”


  Oh, joy. This was going to be good. Or, more accurately, this was going to be bad. If she special ordered, it had to be. What this year? Superheroes? Mario Bros.? Minions? Kermit the frog and Miss Piggy?


  “Please tell me that we’re not gonna be two giant boobs, sharing one bra,” I said. “I’ve seen pictures of couples dressed like that and it gave me nightmares.”


  Of course, that could be problematic, since I was taking Dannie and her friends trick or treating in a few hours and she would be staying home. Also, we didn’t have any Halloween parties to attend. At least none that I knew of.


  But two adult costumes certainly could not fit in that Spencer’s bag on the kitchen table. Her purchase had to be something extremely bizarre, even by Bella’s standards.


  As it turned out, I didn’t know the half of it. Yes, boobs would be involved, but not in a way that I ever could have imagined.


  Her green eyes sparkling, Bella pulled a tiny, clear plastic package out of the bag.


  “Here are our costumes,” she said, holding it up.


  I could see what appeared to be two gold coins.


  Despite myself and knowing that Bella seemed to have no limits– and little common sense– when it came to Halloween, I laughed.


  “Do tell,” I said, as I took the package and looked at them more closely. “I don’t think that these are going to cover much, especially since there appears to be just one for each of us.”


  She took the coins back and said, “You just wait. These are magic!”


  And there it was. My sweet, otherwise intelligent wife had just gone over the cliff with Thelma and Louise. Yes, I complained sometimes, but only in a kidding way.  In truth,  Dannie and I loved Bella and always accommodated her childlike love of Halloween.


  But magic? It wasn’t real, of course. I told her so, and it didn’t go well.


  “Oh, yes, it does. It does on Halloween. Don’t you know that?” she said. “And we’re going to use these coins to have the best, most realistic Halloween costumes ever. You just wait and see!”


  Okay …


  Labeling on the package said, “Cute Couple Costumes. Even Your Own Mother Won’t Recognize You After You Use These Magic Coins.”


  Opening the plastic, Bella said, “There’s one for you and one for me,” she said. “You hold it in your hand and when someone says ‘So Be It,’ you change.


  “I’ll go first.”


  Just as she said the “magic” words– yeah, right– Dannie walked into the kitchen.


  Dannie inherited my brown hair, but otherwise looked like a miniature version of Bella, with green eyes and a slender, but feminine build and long legs.


  Suddenly, Bella’s legs were even longer! They were sticking out of short, yellow gym shorts, and they were hairy!


  “Oh, my God, Mom, you just changed into Paulie!” Dannie screamed.


  Just as I had, our daughter had witnessed the impossible, my 30-something wife now looked like a tall, gawky teenage boy, wearing a maroon tee shirt with a gold emblem that read, “Dancing Elk Condors.”


  While her body looked male, though, her now short and curly hair remained blonde– only with a yellow head band– and I still could see Bella in the eyes and face, even though it now was masculine.


  “What the Hell just happened?” I exclaimed. “Magic isn’t real! And who is Paulie?”


  Appraising her new body, my wife said in a decidedly male voice, “Oh, but it is real. Don’t you see?”


  Then she handed me the bag and added, “Now, it’s your turn.”


  “But who’s Paulie?” I asked again, as I took the bag with coin in it, still not totally accepting of what I had just seen.


  Dannie laughed.


  “Oh, Daddy, he’s the boyfriend in a movie called ‘Juno’ and it’s about … “


  Bella held up a large hand and interrupted.


  “Oh, sweetie, don’t tell him,” she said. “I want it to be a surprise.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  Suddenly realizing the implications, I dropped the bag as if it had burned my hand.


  “Uh, uh. No way,” I said. “If these coins are supposed to make us a cute couple and you’re the guy, then that means that I would be … “


  Hands on her now slender hips, Bella nodded her head.


  “That’s right,” she said. “You’ll be the girl.


  “But what’s the big deal? After 24 yours, you can turn back and … “


  I threw my hands up and screamed, “Twenty-four hours! There’s no way. I’m sorry, Bella. This time, you’re just asking too much.


  “Look, if you had asked, I might have complained, but I would have been Wilma to your Fred or Minnie to your Mickey. But now you’re asking me to be a real teenage girl for a full day.”


  “Hey, Daddy, this time when you go trick or treating with me tonight, you could get candy too!” Dannie offered. “That is if the walking wouldn’t bother you too much.”


  Seeing an ally, Bella quickly added, “Wouldn’t it be fun to be young again for just a little while? And what better time than Halloween? And tomorrow we could hang out here at the house, if you’d be embarrassed to be seen out in public with your boyfriend.”


  She put a special emphasis on the last word and smiled sweetly.               “Pretty please,” she said. “Do this for me.”


  Reluctantly, I picked up the bag and started to remove the coin.


  “But there’s something you’re not telling me,” I said. “What was this ‘Juno’ movie about? And why would walking a little bit bother a teenage girl?”


  “It’s a surprise!” Bella said. “Use the coin and find out!”


  “Yeah, Daddy,” Dannie agreed and giggled. “Use the coin and find out!”


  As I grasped the coin, my wife said, “So be it,” and instantly I knew what the surprise was.


  I wasn’t just a teen girl. I was a pregnant teen girl! I stared down in disbelief at a prominent belly pressed against an orange and white striped shirt, hanging over a brown mini skirt and jeans.


  “Oh, crap!” I screamed in a high, girlish voice. “And you two knew. Didn’t you?”


  Both smiled. And Dannie, now  an inch or two taller than me, gave me a hug.


  “Oh, Daddy, you look so cute,” she said.


  “Yes, Duncan, we did,” Bella said. “We wanted you to be surprised. But your name is  ‘Juno’ now.


  “That was the name of the girl in the movie,” she said. “And Paulie is the one who got her pregnant and loves her, but she’s not sure how she feels about him.”


  I put my hands on my feminine hips.


  “Well, Paulie, you got that last part right,” I said. “Right now, the jury definitely is still out on how I feel about you.”


  Now a good 10 inches taller than me, Bella took my hands, pulled me close and kissed me before I could resist.


  “Oh, come on, now,” she said. “We’ve been married for 15 years. We love each other. Even though you’re a girl now … “


  “A pregnant girl,” I interrupted.


  She smiled and continued, “Even though you’re a pregnant girl now, I still can see the man I married in your eyes and face and you can still see me. Right?”


  I nodded.


  “Okay, then,” she said. “Let’s have fun with this Halloween make-believe. It’s not like I’m really a guy and you’re really a girl– a pregnant girl. It’s all just a magic manifestation. Let’s make the most of it for a day and pretend, okay?”


   It might all be a “magic manifestation,” but I didn’t just look different. I felt different as well. Intellectually, I knew that I should continue to be upset about this. I had been tricked. Yeah, it wasn’t done maliciously. I was certain of that. Bella just got a little crazy every year at Halloween. But emotionally, I just wasn’t upset. I was accepting, passive even.”


  “Okay,” I said, and smiled for the first time since the six-pack abs that I once had suddenly became a bun in the oven.


  *     *     *     *     *


  Looking in the mirror, I saw that I still had brown hair, only now it was in a ponytail in back, with strands hanging on both sides. And yes, that was still my face, only much younger and feminized. And yeah–- although I hated to admit it– I was cute.


  Having put on a pair of my jeans and a long-sleeved tee shirt, Bella stood just behind my right shoulder and I could see her watching as I examined my new form.


  “You don’t have to wear those clothes, you know,” she said. “The magic changed your body to fit them, but now there is nothing special about them.”


  After a pause, she added, “Actually, they’re kind of frumpy, don’t you think?”


  I was only half-listening, my mouth open and my brown eyes wide as I examined my foreign shape.


  “I’ve got boobs,” I said, as I squeezed my new breasts. “And they’re in a bra. I can feel the nipples too. Oh, this is so weird!”


  Bella laughed and said, “Of course you do! You’ll need them to breast feed the baby!”


  As I put my tiny hands under my belly and lifted up, I was too pre-occupied to panic at that disturbing visual.


  “And it’s going to be so much fun walking around with this bowling ball,” I added. “Now I know why Dannie thought walking might bother me.”


  Bella stepped closer and put her arms around me and her hands over mine.


  “Yes, it feels like a bowling ball when you’re carrying it around sometimes,” she said. “I was pregnant too. Don’t forget.”


  I turned my head and looked up.


  “Pregnant too?” I asked. “Too? No woman should tell a man that she understands his discomfort because she was pregnant too.’”


  She kissed me and stroked my smooth cheek.


  “Only on Halloween, she can,” she said. “And you’re living proof.”


  Suddenly Bella got excited and started jumping up and down and squealing, actions totally inappropriate for any male.


  “I just remembered,” she said. “I never throw away anything related to Halloween. I still have the dress that I wore when I was pregnant with Danielle. You can wear that to go trick or treating with the girls.”


  Dannie, who had been watching silently as I inspected myself in the mirror, added, “Or, Daddy, we could paint your belly like a jack-o’-lantern and you could wear some of my black leggings and one of Mommy’s sports bras. That would be so cute!”


  “Wait a minute!” I screamed in my shrill girl voice, as I threw up my hands. “Who said anything about me going trick or treating?”


  But, of course, I was going. Dannie and my boyfriend insisted.


  At least they gave me a choice, and I opted for the orange dress with a jack-o’-lantern face painted in black on the belly. Although I felt myself becoming more and more compliant and Dannie really wanted to paint my pregnant belly, I manage to resist her pleading. The idea of me sitting in a chair, wearing only a bra and panties, as Dannie stroked my tight tummy with a brush was just too much to contemplate.


  Bella and Dannie paired the dress, which had 3/-4 sleeves and ended just above my knees, with my daughter’s black tights and shoes. They brushed out my brown hair and added an orange and black blow.


  “Okay, here’s the cover story,” Bella said to me as Dannie and I prepared to go gather her friends, who lived nearby. “Dannie’s parents are at a Halloween party tonight.


  “So, as boyfriend and girlfriend, you and I are taking care of things for them. You’re taking the girls trick or treating, and acting as babysitter, and I’m handing out candy here at home.


  “You’re Juno, and I’m Paul,” she added. “I’m not crazy about Paulie.”


  I laughed and said, “And I’m not crazy about being pregnant and unmarried. When will you make an honest woman of me?


  Finally, I was allowing myself to loosen up and have a little fun with this seemingly impossible situation. I stood up on tiptoes and kissed him.


  Suddenly, it occurred to me that I had just kissed a boy and thought nothing of it, and he had kissed me too. Oh, gross!


  “We’ll talk about that later tonight,” he said and raised a eyebrow.


  The implication gave me a brief chill. Of course, we were boyfriend and girlfriend. And of course, these bodies already had sex– at least in the magical world. But the subtle suggestion that they might again while we inhabited them … Well, no thank you to that visual!


  Leaving the house and Paul behind and getting free treats suddenly seemed much more appealing.


  “Come on,” I said to Dannie, who was dressed as Little Red Riding Hood in a red, black, and white dress with  lace trim, an apron, and a cape, as well as white tights. “Let’s go get some candy!”


  *     *     *     *     *


  “Oh, Mommy!” Dannie said as she rushed in the front door with her bag of candy.. “Daddy– I mean, Juno– was so cute.”


  I followed slowly, one hand at the small of my back and the other practically dragging my goodies. I blew hair out of my eyes for about the thousandth time.


  “Yeah, it was great,” I said sarcastically, as I plopped down in a chair and lifted my aching feet onto an ottoman. “People asked me when the baby was due and if it was a boy or girl and they wanted to know what I was going to name it.”


  Dannie sat down on the edge of the ottoman and removed my shoes.


  “Thanks, sweetheart,” I said, and wiggled my tiny toes.


  She giggled as she moved to the arm of the chair, and gave me a squeeze. It felt warm and comforting.


  “He– she– told them that she was going to name it ‘Lucifer.’ And you should have seen their faces!” Dannie said, her green eyes sparkling.


   Paul sat on the other arm and hugged me from that side.


  “I would have expected no less from a saucy wench like you,” he said with a big smile and patted my tummy.


  “I want a beer,” I said as I squirmed in the chair and pulled at one of my bra straps. “And this bra is killing me!”


  “You’re too young to drink and you have a bun in the oven,” Paul said as he headed for the kitchen. “I’ll get you a nice, soothing cup of Earl Grey tea.”


  Actually, the tea did seem to help me relax, as Dannie excitedly told Paul about the cute costumes that we had seen, the houses with the best treats, and  her friend Michelle’s invitation to spend Saturday night at her house. At some point, I guess, I felt asleep in the chair, because, the next thing I knew, a geeky boy who strangely resembled my wife was gently shaking me by the shoulder.


  Or was I dreaming about this strange character waking me up? When I opened my eyes, I knew I had to be dreaming. I had boobs, and I  was wearing an orange dress with a jack-o’-lantern face covering my huge belly. Oh, my God, this wasn’t a dream. It was a nightmare!


  “Shhh! Shhh! It’s okay,” the geeky boy said. “You must have been having a bad dream.”


  I shook my head, felt the weight of long hair, and put my small hands on my huge belly.


  “No,” I said. “I just woke up to a bad reality.”


  Paul helped me to my feet and took my hand.


  “I hated to wake you up,” he said. “Doing all that walking with that extra weight is exhausting,” he said. “Believe me, I know.


  “You were sleeping so soundly, I almost just let you spend the night in the chair,” he added. “But you’ll be more comfortable in bed. Dannie’s already asleep in her room. She was tired too.”


  In the bedroom, Paul helped me get undressed and we went to bed. I was in a fresh pair of cotton panties and a knee length nightgown. He was in a pair of my boxer shorts and a tee shirt.


  “Thanks for being such a good sport about this,” he said as we lay in the dark. “You’re probably going to have trouble getting comfortable. That’s why I almost left you in the chair.”


  I was on my back, my hands on my belly because I didn’t know what else to do with them. At least I no longer had that torture device around my chest.


  “No kidding,” I said. “But, you’re welcome. I know how much you love Halloween. But please, I don’t want to be pregnant again.”


  I felt his body shift and then he kissed me.


  “I do love it and you won’t be. I promise,” he said.


  Following a long pause, he added, “You’re not the only one feeling discomfort, you know. And every time I kiss you … “


  I giggled, a distinctly girly giggle that almost took my breath away. Was that me? Of course, it was. For the time being, I was a teen girl, not a man. And I was lying in bed next to my boyfriend, who was awkwardly telling me how much I turned him on.


  “Oh, cry me a river,” I laughed softly.


  He chuckled, “But you don’t understand. Every time I kiss you, it gets hard and, at first, feels really good. Then it almost hurts.


  “And lying here in bed next to you, touching your soft skin, and smelling your hair, it really does hurt. It feels like it’s going to explode.”


  Again I giggled and said, “Oh, please. Man up, Paul!”


  He rolled over, put his arm across my pregnant belly, and nuzzled my ear. I felt his rock hard erection pressing against my hip.


  “I want to ‘man up.’ That’s the point,” he whispered. “And I know that you like it when I kiss you. I can tell.”


  I laughed and pushed him away.


  “Not tonight,” I said playfully. “I have a headache … And I’m pregnant.”


  In the dark, I heard him sigh and roll onto his back.


  “I don’t blame you,” he said. “I deserve that. And I’m definitely not going to pressure you.”


  Suddenly, I realized that he didn’t understand that I was teasing him, that I was turned on too. Men could be so dense sometimes!


  I rolled onto my left side and saw the source of his pain tenting up against white boxer shorts. As I reached across and grabbed it, I heard him gasp.


  “Get out of those shorts, and I’ll make the pain go away,” I whispered.


  *     *     *     *     *


  What’s a teen girl– even a pregnant teen girl–  to do on a Saturday when she has nothing else to do? Why, she goes shopping, of course.


  “Oh, come on, Daddy– I mean, Juno– it will be fun,” Dannie pleaded. “You and Paul still have all day before you can turn back, and all you’ve got to wear are those frumpy old costume clothes and the orange dress. Let’s get you something cute.”


  Paul had dressed in some of my man clothes again. I was still in my knee-length nightgown. He laughed.


  “Yes, let’s get you something cute!” he said.


  Actually, although I tried not to show it, the idea did appeal to me. I mean, considering what I had done the night before with my hands and mouth, I was now in full-girl mode and that meant wearing pretty clothes.


  I had to wear my original Juno clothes to the mall, but I came home in a cute, little blue floral dress that reached to about mid thigh. It was sleeveless and tiered at the bust, with a flared skirt.  Of course, that wasn’t the only thing I tried on. Paul and Dannie “forced” me to model all kinds of cute clothes for them, including a  distressed denim overall dress and a camisole midi dress with a baby peaking out just below the waist. We had to stop often for me to rest. But I have to admit, it was worth it. I loved the way I looked in the dress. And I loved the way it felt, especially when the hem brushed against my bare legs.


  Then we had a late lunch at the food court and dropped off Dannie at her friend’s for the sleepover.


  By the time Paul and I got home, we had less than an hour left before we could return to our original bodies by simply saying “Un be it.”


  To pass the time, we cuddled on the couch, and made small talk, just like boyfriend and girlfriend. As Paul rubbed his large hand along my bare leg, I stopped it with my much smaller one.


  “You’re going to get yourself in trouble again,” I giggled. “You’ll get all hard and whine about how it hurts and beg me to make it all better.”


  He used his other hand to squeeze one of my breasts.


  “Would that be so bad?” he said in a husky voice.


  I pushed his hand away from my boob and crossed my arms on my belly.


  “Well, maybe not for you,” I said. “But what about me? A girl has needs too, you know. What are you going to do about that?


  “After you got what you wanted last night, you fell asleep on me.”


  Paul blushed and put his hand atop mine on my pregnant belly.


  “I’ll make it up to you. I promise,” he said.


  I shook my head and looked over at the clock on the wall.


  “We don’t have time for you to make it up to me the way that I want you to,” I said. “In just a couple of minutes, our 24 hours will be up.”


  He looked over at the clock and smiled.


  “The package didn’t say that we have to change back at 24 hours,” he grinned. “It said we could change back after 24 hours.”


  He stood up and then pulled me to my feet.


  “Dannie’s not here and we have the whole night to ourselves. What do you say? Can I make it up to you in the bedroom.”


  I leaned up and kissed him. Then I gently squeezed the bulge between his legs.


  “I was hoping you could talk me into it, you silver-tongued devil,” I giggled. “Let’s go.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  The sex was like nothing I’d ever experienced during my 40 years as a man. Paul had warned me that a woman’s sex drive can be intensified during pregnancy. Of course, I hadn’t had sex as a woman who wasn’t pregnant, so I had no way of comparison. But I certainly wouldn’t argue with him about it.


  Paul didn’t fall asleep either. I didn’t let him. Unlike that first night together, when I’d been embarrassed to acknowledge my own sexual needs, I embraced my female desire and, with occasional pauses to allow him to catch his breath and rehydrate, I kept him aroused and eager to please me.


  Of course, my belly complicated some positions, such as missionary style. But there were plenty of other options. Paul took me from behind as we lay side by side. He pulled me to the edge of the bed, spread my legs, and took me straight on. And he mounted me doggy style, my breasts swinging free below me. That was my favorite, as evidenced by my screams for more and more and more …


  Poor Paul. Eventually, I did allow him to sleep and snuggled into his chest, my tummy pressed against his side and my arm over his chest.


  A few hours later, barefoot and dressed in my cute dress again, I cooked a late breakfast for my man.


  “Cut it out!” I said, as he pressed his erection against my bottom, while I scrambled eggs. “Dannie’s going to be back later today, you know.”


  Then I put the spatula down on the counter and turned around. I locked my arms around Paul’s neck and kissed him hard.


  “I need to get some nourishment in you so we can have sex again before she comes home!”


  We did too. Several more times. Then we both dressed in our original Juno and Paulie clothing and  retrieved the package with the magic coins from the top of the refrigerator.


  “Well, that was a weekend I’ll never forget,” Paul said.


  “You think?” I laughed.


  Then I felt it.


  “Oh, my God,” I exclaimed. “My belly. Something moved in it.”


  My knees weakened and Paul helped me to a chair.


  “That can’t be,” he said. “This was just a magical manifestation of two movie characters. The girl in the movie wasn’t really pregnant. And you’re not supposed to be either.”


  “Tell me about it,” I said, feeling my face break out in a panicky sweat. “Hand me that coin. I’ve had enough of this.”


  Paul handed one to me, clinched the other, and said, “Un be it.”


  And instantly my boyfriend was my wife again.


  But I was still Juno. I looked down at my still pregnant body in the cute little dress and screamed.


  “Oh, no,” Bella gasped. “Why didn’t you change back?”


  “I told you I felt something,” I sobbed. “I’m really pregnant!”


  The small print on the coin package confirmed that. It said that staying as the Juno character past 24 hours would result in a real pregnancy and the instant mother-to-be would have to carry to full term before she could change back to her original form.


  So I became Dannie’s pregnant cousin and Bella’s pregnant niece. Duncan took an unexpected leave of absence from work for two months. And Dannie told me that I now had no excuse not to buy lots and lots of cute maternity clothes.


  Of course, we’ll put the baby up for adoption, just as the real Juno did. In no way am I prepared to be an unmarried teen mother, although sometimes I do have thoughts about what it would be like.


  Was the sex worth it?


  As I sit here eating pickles and ice cream, with my swollen feet elevated, thinking about that night still makes my swollen nipples hard. So, yes, I guess it was.     *   *     *     *


  




  

    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-or-treating.


  “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.”
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