

  

    
      
    

  




  

     1. Summer Magic 


       


       


      


      I caused a panic in the thrift store. Screaming tends to do that when a bunch of people are around. 


     My girl friend, Tracey, was first on the scene. She didn’t help matters. 


     “Where’s Dylan”? she yelled. “What are you doing back in town? Why are you wearing Dylan’s shirt?” 


     Then her 18-year-old daughter Megan barged in.  


     “Mom, what’s going on? Why are you screaming?  … Kaylee, OMG! I thought you moved to Florida!” 


     Still looking in the mirror at a reflection that definitely was not mine, I paused for breath. Big blue eyes stared back at me in disbelief, as the blonde girl in the mirror clasped her face in her hands. Incredibly, I felt myself doing the same. 


     And Tracey was right. The girl was wearing my tee shirt. Long, smooth, and shapely legs sticking out of the khaki shorts below the shirt, however, definitely were not mine! 


     In the mirror, I watched Megan hug the still stunned blonde, even as I sensed arms squeezing what felt like soft, sensitive, and massive bean bags on my chest.   


     “OMG, Kaylee, I missed you!” she squealed. 


     Suddenly, a woman I didn’t recognize joined us in a dressing room that was growing a bit crowded. 


     “I heard screaming,” she said. “Is everything all right? I’m Janis, the owner.” 


     Stepping away from Megan and the mirror, I said, “No, it’s not! Look at me!” 


     As I did so, I heard a high and feminine voice, a voice I recognized as– you guessed it– Kaylee’s. And yet it was coming out of me! 


     “What’s wrong?” the owner said.  “The shirt’s a little big on you. But the shorts look adorable, like they were made for you. I think that a little tank top would look great with them.” 


     Fists clenched, I yelled again, a long, primal scream. My unintentional tormentors covered their ears and waited for me to run out of breath. It took awhile. 


     “Listen to me,” I gasped. “I’m not a girl.” 


     Looking at Megan, I added, “I’m not Kaylee. I’m Dylan. Something happened. I don’t know what.  


     “I was trying on these shorts and the next thing I knew, I was looking at your friend  in the mirror.” 


     We stood in silence for a few seconds before Tracey said, “Yeah … right. Where’s Dylan? Why aren’t you in Florida? And … “ 


     The manager held up her hand.  


     More exhausted now than panicked I didn’t respond to Tracey, waiting for the woman in the peasant blouse and flowing skirt to speak. Add a flower to her long, gray-brown hair and she’d look like she just came from Woodstock. 


     But she didn’t speak. Instead, she walked over to the mirror and examined the lower left corner. After a long pause, she said, “Oh, crap!” 


     Then she turned and looked at me. “Which were you trying on in here, the shirt or the shorts?” she asked. 


     “The shorts,” I said in my new Kaylee voice. 


     The woman grinned as if she already knew the answer to her next question. “Why were you trying on girls’ shorts instead of men’s?” she asked. 


     Before I could get in her face, Tracey stepped between us. “What in the world are you talking about?” she demanded. “And what’s that got to do with anything? My boy friend came in here to try on some clothes. Now he’s disappeared and my daughter’s best friend, who had moved away, has replaced him.” 


     The woman backed up and raised both hands in a gesture of surrender. “Okay, okay,” she said. “Let me explain.” 


     Long story short, the new thrift store where Tracey, Megan, and I had gone to shop had been a magic store just a few weeks before, owned by this same woman. Instead of being placed in storage at the back of the building, an item from Grand Illusion had been mistakenly installed in this dressing room.  


     “When someone dons a piece of used clothing and looks in this mirror, it transforms that person into the mirror image of the person who wore the clothing before,” the woman said.  


     Finally, Megan, who had been silent for awhile, spoke up, “But magic’s not real,” she said. “This is not Dylan. It’s my friend Kaylee.” 


     The store’s owner shook her head. “Oh, but it is real. Dylan here is living proof. Those shorts belonged to Kaylee. That’s why he looks like her.” 


     I pushed long blonde hair out of my face. “This is nuts,” I said, throwing my arms wide and feeling weight sway on my chest. 


     Totally disoriented by the sensation, I paused and looked down at my body. Yes, my shirt. No, not my breasts. Only they were. Focused now on a piece of my new anatomy I’d rather ignore, I also felt nipples rubbing against the shirt. Giving no thought to what I was doing, I cupped my new appendages and explored them further until …  


     I heard giggles around me. Suddenly I was jolted back to reality and totally embarrassed by my actions. “This is not funny!” I said in the high, squeaky voice of an angry teenage girl. “And magic isn’t real. What the hell is going on?” 


     I blew more hair out of my face, something that I had never done before, and put my hands on my hips– my newly expanded hips. “And I grabbed those shorts out of the men’s department. I wasn’t looking to try on women’s clothes!” 


     Tracey nodded. “He– er, she– is right,” she said. “I was there. Those shorts were in the men’s department.” 


     Then she looked at me with the trace of a smile. “And I have to say, Dylan, they do seem to fit you well, especially now.” 


     “Yes, they do,” Megan agreed, and Janis nodded her head. They giggled again. 


     I was– or had been– about 5-11, with a runner’s style physique. I kept in shape and still played sports. Tracey liked my body well enough, too. We had been lovers for more than a year, and the sex was great. 


     Both high school teachers, we had met at a party. But we lived 60 miles apart and taught in different districts. So that we could be closer together, I had accepted a job with her school for the following year. Megan and Kaylee were just graduated from that school, and Megan planned to leave for college in the fall.  


     Megan was a great kid, and we got along well. But it would be great to be alone full time with Tracey. And I knew that Tracey was looking forward to it as well. After all, Megan also was a typical teenager. She left clothing scattered all over the house. She rarely turned off lights and electrical appliances.  


     At least once a day, I’d hear Tracey say, “I swear, Megan, you’re going to burn down this house one day.” 


     The plan was for me to sell my house and move into an apartment nearby. As teachers, we thought it important to maintain separate addresses until we got married. The house sold, too, just days after summer vacation began and before I could even find a place. Consequently, I had moved in with Tracey and Megan for a couple of weeks. I sold my furniture and most household possessions and brought just my clothes and personal items with me. In fact, we had just moved the last of it in before we decided to visit the thrift store on this fateful Saturday, where I made the unwise decision of trying on a pair of women’s shorts mistakenly placed in the men’s department.  


     Slender and in good physical condition, I always had thought my butt was small. Now it felt gigantic. How could that be? And why didn’t I look at the tag or examine the cut of the shorts before I put them on?  


      “Stop giggling and laughing, you guys!” I fumed. “This is not funny!”  


      The store owner smiled apologetically. “Okay, okay, I’m sorry for what I implied,” she said. “But the fact of the matter is that magic is real and you’re going to be Kaylee for a week. After that, you can put on some of your old clothes, stand in front of the mirror, and you will change back into yourself.”  


       


     *     *     *     *     * 


       


     In exchange for my “trouble,” Janis told me to fill up a shopping cart with girl clothes to get me through the week. “This is a thrift store, so it’s no big deal,” she said. “You can bring them back when you come in to change back.”  


     I couldn’t even stand the thought of sorting through all kinds of girly clothing with the realization that I would be wearing it. So when Tracey pulled Janis outside the dressing room, I said, “Megan, will you just get some stuff for me, please? You can try it on to make sure it’s the right size. This is hard enough for me, as it is. I’ll just wait here.” 


     She shook her head, with just a trace of a smile. “Sorry, Dylan,” she said. “That’s not a good idea. You’re a bigger girl than I am.” 


     We were still standing in front of the mirror. I looked at us side by side, a cute blonde and a cute brunette, and we were almost exactly the same height. I knew that Megan was about 5-5, just a little shorter than her mother. 


     “You’re wrong,” I said in my new Kaylee voice. “Look in the mirror. We’re almost exactly the same.” 


     Megan laughed, as she lifted my hands and placed them on my breasts. My breasts! Then she pulled them toward her and placed them on her own! 


     “Megan!” I screeched as I jerked back my hands. 


     She laughed again. “Oh, relax,” she said. “We’re all girls here– at least for right now. And you, Kaylee, are a 36C, while I am just a 34B. You need to go with me to pick out clothes so we can be sure that they fit.” 


     And so I went with her. I had come into the thrift store to pick up a pair of shorts and maybe a tee shirt or two. But I would be leaving with much, much more– a new body, a new sex, and a new wardrobe. 


     I let Megan pick out my new clothes as we pushed the cart down the aisles. I just couldn’t bring myself to do it, to even touch the stuff on my own. At first, I refused to answer when she asked if I like a particular color or style. 


     But as she held up sundress after sundress and tank top after tank top, she eventually wore me down and, God help me, I started responding to her questions and even choosing an item or two myself. Eventually, we filled the cart with shorts, tops, flirty skirts, and dresses, most all of which were soft, skimpy, tight, and/or revealing. Some of it was adorned with lace, bows, and/or glitter. Too much of it was shiny and silky. 


     “You can wear my shoes,” Megan said as I stared in disbelief at the feminine wardrobe that we had compiled for me. “We’re the same size there. But we’ll have to stop somewhere else to buy you new bras and panties. You don’t want those to be used.” 


     When I didn’t respond, she shook my shoulder. “Earth to Kaylee,” she said. “Did you hear me? 


     I nodded, “Uh, yeah,” I said. “Buy underwear somewhere else. 


     “And I’m Dylan, not Kaylee.” 


     Megan laughed. “For the next week, you’re not,” she said. “For the next week, you’re Kaylee Reynolds, my best friend who moved away and now is staying with me for a week. 


     “And we’re going to have sooo much fun! Oh, wait … bikinis, you’re gonna need bikinis!” 


     After we added those to the cart, Megan pushed it to the front of the store. I followed, the reality of my predicament weighing heavily on my shoulders and Kaylee Reynolds’ 36C breasts weighing heavily on my chest. 


     Tracey was nowhere to be seen. But Janis was behind the counter and a man with his back to us seemed to be patting himself down as if searching for something. 


     “We’re all set,” Megan told Janis who nodded and yelled to the man, “They’re ready to go.” 


     When he turned to face us, he smiled and said, “Hi there, girls. Guess who I used to be?” 


     “Eeeeeeew!” I screamed. Megan joined me. We harmonized nicely. 


     “Girls! Quiet!” he said. “Don’t you like the new me? 


     Giving no thought to the gesture. I grabbed Megan’s arm for support, both emotional and physical, I suspect. She put her free hand on top of my mine. I used my other to push hair out of my face – again. We stared in disbelief.  


     “Mom?” she asked. “Is that you? What in the world did you do?” 


     The new male Tracey flexed his muscles in a body builder’s pose. Dressed in jeans and a tee shirt, he was about 6-2 and well built with short black hair. If I were a girl, I might think he was attractive. 


     Yeeeeew! I was a girl. Oh, no, I wasn’t even going to go there. 


      “Yes!” I said. “Tracey, what in the hell did you do?” 


     Tracey gestured toward the door. “Come on girls,” he said. “I’ll explain while we put Kaylee’s clothes in the car. “I can’t wait to see what it’s like being a man for a week.” 


     Megan grabbed the arm of the man who had been her mother less than an hour ago. 


     “Wait,” she said. “If you get to do it, so do I!” 


     Standing there in shock, I ran my hands through my long, blonde hair. “Oh, crap!” I screamed. “I don’t believe this!” 


     Janis  smiled and nodded her head knowingly. “Hey, people like magic,” she said. “And if it’s only for a short time, they like the idea of being someone else, walking in someone else’s shoes, especially someone of the opposite sex.” 


     Despite myself, I laughed. “Well, I might be the exception to that rule,” I said.  


     Janis put her hand on my shoulder. “I don’t doubt that’s how you feel now, especially since you weren’t given a choice,” she said. “A week from today, though, you might feel different about the adventure you’re about to have.” 


       


     *     *     *     *     * 


     As we loaded clothes for me in my SUV, as well as a few for the two new guys in my life, I noticed the magic mirror lying in the back. “What’s up with this?” I asked. 


     Tracey pushed in the last of the clothes and put her large, muscular arm around me. It felt weird encircling my new, softer body. But it also felt oddly comforting– until suddenly I felt flushed and all fuzzy in my stomach. Without warning my knees buckled a bit. But thank goodness, she didn’t notice. I had no idea how I could explain what had just happened with this body because I didn’t know myself.    


      “I convinced Janis to let me bring the mirror so that we can change back as soon as the week is up,” she said. “You know how it is in stories and movies where stuff like this happens. We could come back in a week and the store would be closed or burned down and then what would we do. I didn’t want to take that chance.” 


     “No argument from me,” I said. “Where are my jeans? The keys are in one of the pockets.” 


      “I’ve got them,” Tracey said as she headed for the driver’s side front door. “I tossed your jeans in back. I’m the adult here right now, so I’d better drive, especially since it looks like you’re wearing clown shoes.” 


     She was right. My adult men’s running shoes did look like clown’s shoes on Kaylee’s small feet.  


     Megan laughed. “Don’t worry,” she said as she opened the passenger side front door for me. “Mine are all yours for a week. I won’t be needing them. She was at least 6 feet tall now, with brown hair and eyes and a crooked smile. She might have been a year or two older than the new me. And there was that butterflies-in-the-stomach feeling again. Yikes! 


     “But, hey, Dad, we need to go shopping. Kaylee needs some bras and panties and you and I need some men’s shoes– and jockey shorts,” Megan said. 


     In the car, Tracey said that we should decide right away who we were and what our relationship was going to be to each other for a week. 


     “I’m still going to be Tracy,” she said, “but without the ‘e.’ And, Kaylee, it probably is best that we keep calling you that, since that’s who you look like to us. Is that okay?” 


     I nodded, with my arms crossed across my breasts to minimize bouncing. “That’s just peachy,” I said.  


     “I want to be Michael,” Megan said from the back seat. 


     “Okay, we’ve settled that,” Tracey replied. “Now, it would make sense to me, Michael, that you’re my son, and, Kaylee, you’re his girl friend.” 


     I shook my head. “And how do you explain this new father and son living in your house with the son’s girl friend?” I asked. “Where are Tracey and her daughter, Megan?” 


     “Simple,” she replied, as she turned into the driveway. “We’re not going to be living here. We’re going to spend the next week at the beach. It’s only a three-hour drive, and no one will even give us a second thought.” 


     “Yay!” the new Michael yelled happily from the back seat. 


     “Yay,” I said morosely, but acknowledging that what the father of my boy friend said made sense. 


     After we stopped at Tracey’s house to drop off the mirror and clothes and get a pair of Megan’s sandals for me to wear, I experienced what was, without question, the most embarrassing hour of my life. The only saving grace was that I didn’t have to try on the bras, since Megan knew my size. But still I had to sort through them, as they watched and offered advice on various styles and colors.  And I had to do so with the knowledge that I was buying these soft, silky, and sexy garments for me, not my girl friend.  


     Then it got worse. “You know, Dad,” Michael said. “We should get Kaylee a couple of new bikinis too. We picked up a couple at the thrift store, but a girl never can have enough.” 


       


     *    *     *     *  


       


     I awakened to pounding on the door. What the …  


     I looked around in bewilderment and then realized where I was, a beachside motel. Since the official tourist season didn’t begin for another week or two, finding vacancies late yesterday had been easy. Tracy used my driver’s license and credit card to secure a room for him and Michael and one for me. Although she was bigger and broader than I had been as a man, the facial resemblance and hair color were close enough– as long as someone wasn’t paying close attention. 


     “Just a minute!” I shouted. “Just a minute! I’m coming!”  


     My God, is that an irritating voice,  I thought, as I pulled myself onto the side of the bed, realizing to my embarrassment that voice was mine. Long, tangled hair cascaded into my face. I brushed it away with the back of a hand, as my sleep-filled eyes focused on long, smooth legs peaking out of– what did Michael call them?– tap pants. Who wears stuff like this to sleep in? 


     “A teenage girl,” a little voice in my head told me. My “sleep” top was even worse, a tiny thing with thin shoulder straps that barely covered my breasts. Michael had laid them out for me to sleep in the night before. But I didn’t have to wear them. Why did I? 


     “Kaylee! Open up, please! I have something for you.” 


     “Coming!” I said, as I stood up and stumbled to the door, my new center of gravity still making movement seem strange and unnatural. 


     I opened the door and bright light blinded me. “Come in and close the door. What time is it anyway?” 


     Clad in cargo shorts and blue polo shirt, Tracy stepped inside with a small cardboard box and closed the door. “It’s after 9. Michael and I were getting worried about you. 


     “Did you sleep all right?” he asked. 


     “What do you think?” I replied. 


     He laughed. “You sound just like Megan when she’s grumpy,” Tracy said. “Get over it. Here, this should make you happy. 


     “It’s girl stuff,” he added before I could ask about the box. “Stuff you’re going to need besides clothes, like makeup, personal care products, and jewelry.” 


     I threw my hands in the air. “Oh, yes!” I gushed sarcastically. “That just makes me ecstatic!” 


     Tracy laughed. “You know, if I didn’t know better, I’d say that you’d just started your … “ 


     I cut him off. “Don’t you dare say the ‘p’ word. Don’t you dare!” 


     He didn’t. Instead, he put my hair up in a ponytail, which did a surprising amount of good to improve my attitude. Next to those 36Cs, the hair was what bugged me the most. 


     “Now, we have to get you dressed, and then I’ll show you about makeup,” he said. “You did shower last night, didn’t you?” 


     I nodded my head. “That’s a big reason I didn’t sleep so well,” I said. 


     Tracy pulled a  bra from the dresser drawer. “Okay, pull off that top and I’ll show you how to put this on.” 


     I gave him a look. 


     “You’re right,” he said. “I understand. I’ll turn around. You take off the top and turn your back to me. Then I’ll turn back and hand you the bra. You put your arms through the straps and place the cups over your breasts. I’ll snap the strap in back and check to make sure it fits properly. We might have to adjust the straps. Then I’ll show you about the makeup.” 


     His plan worked– until  time came for him to check the fit. “Uh, I’m sorry,” Tracy said in a ragged voice from behind me. “You’re going to have to do the rest on your own.” 


     I turned around to ask what was wrong and didn’t have to. My eyes followed his to the large bulge in his shorts. 


     I stifled a smirk. “Uh, yes, I see.” 


     His face turned bright red. “We’ll meet you in 30 minutes in the motel cafe for breakfast,” he said as he made a hasty departure. 


     After I closed the door, I leaned against it and laughed. “Welcome to manhood, Tracy,” I said. “You and Megan wanted to do this. Now let’s see how you like it.” 


     Then, in the mirror above the sink in the bathroom alcove, I saw the reflection of a cute teen girl wearing a lavender bra and tap pants. For some reason, it didn’t bother me as much as it should have. Perhaps it had something to do with Tracy’s bulge. I had done that. The girl in the mirror smiled.  


       


     *     *     *     *     * 


       


     During late Sunday breakfast, we made plans. Tracy and Michael were eager to get out on the beach and go topless in their new male bodies. “Come with us,” Michael said eagerly. “You’re probably not supposed to, but you can go topless too. I won’t complain.” 


     He laughed. “Sorry. I really didn’t mean that. It’s just that I’m feeling so strong and free in this body.” 


     I finished up my scrambled eggs and said, “Don’t worry about,” I said. “Enjoy yourself out there on the beach. With lots of girls around you, I think you’re going to feel something else too. Ask your Dad.” 


     I patted Tracy’s hand and smiled. “Thanks for the girl stuff,” I added. “Since you didn’t have time to show me, I can just Google about how to put on makeup. Mostly, I’m just going to stay in my room today and practice so I don’t embarrass myself the rest of the week.” 


     And that’s what I did. I almost poked an eye out, but, finally, after scrubbing off lots of mistakes, I was at least adequate at applying eye makeup. I also learned that I should spray a whiff of perfume into the air and step into it, instead of applying directly to my body. Better to be alluring than overpowering, the online article said. 


     Maybe I’ll just skip the perfume, I thought. I didn’t like either option. 


     About 6 p.m., I called the guys’ room and asked Michael to come over and help me get dressed. I wasn’t ready yet to wear a dress and I was tired of tiny, tight shorts. So I had decided on a blue and white floral print romper. At least that’s what Michael had called it. More specifically, he said it was a skort romper.  


     Just before he knocked on the door, I impulsively decided to do the perfume thing. “Nice,” I said softly, as I inhaled the slight floral scent. 


     “Can you zip me up?” I asked Michael when he stepped inside. I pulled my hair up off my neck and over my left shoulder. 


     “Sure,” he said. He stepped up behind me, and pulled up the zipper. 


     “You smell nice,” he said, as I felt his hot breath on my bare shoulders.  


     “Do I?” I asked innocently. “Thank you.” 


     I turned around to face him, intentionally staying just inches away. “How was your day?” I asked, looking into his brown eyes with my blue, which now sported large, dark lashes. “Did you and Tracy have a good time?” 


     Then, slowly and deliberately, I lowered my gaze. Having been a teenage boy myself, I knew about raging male hormones and erections so rigid they were painful. Even through his jeans, I could see that was what Michael was experiencing. 


     “Is that a pistol in your pocket or are you happy to see me?” I asked. 


     Even if he didn’t get the reference, he understood my point. He blushed an even darker shade of red than Tracy had that morning. 


     “Uh, we’ll see you at dinner,” he said as he headed out the door. “You look great, by the way. Bye.” 


     At dinner, both said that their day have been relaxing and enjoyable, but uneventful. They had enjoyed looking at all the girls in  bikinis and now knew lots more about how and why men were aroused, they added.  


     “I’ll bet you do,” I said innocently, as I wiped my lips.  


     “I want to learn more too,” Tracy laughed. “I’m going to stop by that bar down the beach. Why don’t you two go for a walk?” 


     Michael didn’t say anything. He looked down at the remains of his pasta. 


     “Michael, Mike, are you okay?” Tracy asked.  


     “Uh, sure, I’m okay,” he replied. “We can go for a walk,  I guess.” 


     So we did. I swung sandal wedges with my left hand as we walked side by side in the sand, our hands noticeably not touching. A breeze lifted my hair and it whispered across my shoulders. 


     “I’m sorry I teased you back in the room,” I said. “It was a mean thing to do.” 


     As if on cue, we both stopped. I looked up into this face, his five-o’clock shadowed highlighted in the moonlight. 


     “Oh, that’s okay,” he said. “By intentionally turning into a guy, I was asking for it, and you didn’t have any choice in what happened to you. It was my fault too.” 


     I touched his arm. “And Tracy’s fault too,” I added with a laugh. “I did the same thing to her this morning. That’s when I realized I had this power, you know?” 


     “I do know,” Michael chuckled. “Boy, do I know. This thing between my legs seems to have a mind of its own and it feels like I don’t have any control of it when I’m close to … well, you know, a pretty girl like you.” 


     I leaned up on tiptoes and kissed him on the cheek. “That’s nice of you to say,” I said. “And I have to admit that getting a rise out of you two was a turn-on for me too. It made my stomach feel all warm and filled with butterflies and my breasts … “ 


     Michael interrupted, “And your nipples too!” 


     Now I felt myself blush.   


     “I can see them poking into the fabric of your romper,” he said. “That’s another good reason to wear a bra.” 


     We started walking again. Impulsively I grabbed his hand and we stopped a second time. I leaned up and kissed him a second time on his scratchy cheek. “Hey, you’re right,” I said with a sly grin, as I ran my hand lightly over the top of the romper. “I guess my kissing you makes them do that, huh?” 


     Michael pulled his hand out of mine and covered his eyes. “Geez, Kaylee! Stop that!”  


     I playfully poked him in the chest. 


     “We’re going to be this way for the next five days,” I said. “There’s nothing we can do about it. We can be hesitant and scared and let ourselves get embarrassed easily by the weirdness of it all.  


     “Or we make the best of it and decide to be who we appear to be– boy friend and girl friend. Not just act like it. Really be those people. 


     “Are you up for that?” 


     Michael reached down and kissed me, not on the cheek, but on the lips. 


     “I am,” he said. 


     We walked back to the motel holding hands. 


       


     *     *     *     *    * 


     And for the next five days, that’s exactly what we were, with me wearing bikinis and sundresses and adorning myself with makeup, perfume, ankle bracelets, and hoop earrings. For his part, Michael opened doors for me, pulled out my chair at restaurants, and carried all the packages when we went shopping. When it was just the two of us, he paid for meals and admission to movies. 


     We rubbed sun block liberally on each other’s bodies. I gave him back rubs and nibbled on his ears. He liked to step up behind me, put his arms under mine, and  squeeze my breasts. “Surprise!” he’d say.  


     His touching me like that always sent an electric jolt from my breasts down into my tummy and then my knees weakened. It was amazing! And then I understood what was going on that first day when Tracy put her big, strong arm around me. 


     After giving Michael enough time for a good, long squeeze, I’d turn into his arms and we’d kiss.  


     As time passed, we kissed more and more often, first short and sweet and then long, deep, and even sweeter, especially after dinner, when Tracy left us to go back to the bar. 


     “You think he’s seeing a woman?” I asked Michael as we walked along the beach.  


     I wasn’t in a romper this time. I was wearing an orange bikini with tropical flowers that my boy friend had picked out for me. I had pinned up my hair, with a few wisps framing my face. He had taken off his shirt and, bare-chested, his muscles glistened in the glow of a bright moon.  


     “I hope he’s seeing a woman,” Michael said. “I hope that he’s enjoying himself the way that we are.” 


     I leaned into his broader, masculine frame and put my small arm around his waist. He put his arm over my shoulder and pulled me even closer. His fingers gently tickled the soft, sensitive flesh above my bikini top. 


     “You know, we’ve got only two days left after tonight,” he said. “You want to take this to the next level?” 


     We stopped and I looked up into his eyes. “What do you mean ‘next level’? What else do boy friends and girl friends do these days besides hold hands, kiss a little, and walk on the beach?” 


     Suddenly, Michael slapped my plump bottom and then swept me up into his arms. I giggled insanely. 


     “I’ll show you what they do, you big tease,” he grinned, as he leaned in and kissed me deeply and passionately. 


     Once I regained my breath, I reached down and squeezed the manhood tenting his swim trunks. 


     “Okay, show me,” I said.  


       


     *     *     *     * 


       


     Saturday morning came too soon. For the trip back home, I dressed in the sundress that had become my favorite, white with thigh-length hem, a tight bodice with clearly defined cups and lace shoulder straps. I wore a satin, strapless bra underneath and white cotton panties with a tiny red bow in front. I kept my blonde hair loose and I had applied subtle makeup and stepped into a perfume mist for the last time. In less than 8 hours, I’d be a 40-year-old man again and all of this would seem a dream. 


     Tracy and Michael carried out my luggage and my girly stuff box. 


     Tracy hadn’t revealed whether he had a summer fling with a woman. And standing here in the bright sunlight, with a return to reality growing closer with every second, my Dylan brain reawakened from several days of dormancy. Suddenly, the thought of my girl friend having sex with someone else was uncomfortable, even if  she was my boy friend’s father and I was her son’s girl friend.  


     Still, I hoped that he did have the full guy experience. It was only fair. After all, I had the full girl experience for three nights with Michael.  I had it on the beach. And I had it in my bed. I had it missionary style, buckin’ bronco style, and missionary style. And I had it in ways that defied description. Who knew this soft, curvy body was so flexible– and accommodating? 


     And it was all good because I had once been a man myself, and I knew how little self-control a teenage guy has on the first go-round of the evening. So, I took things into my own hands, you might say, to ensure mutual pleasure later on. 


     “Oh. My God!” Michael said the first time. “That feels so good. But … you’re not going to pull it off, are you?”               


     I laughed and kissed his nose. “Not a chance,” I said. “I’m just warming you up for the main event.” 


     After his release and relaxation, I curled up against his bare chest and gently fondled him, knowing that it wouldn’t be long until he was eager to go again. 


     “You know, you can do this to yourself when you’re feeling really horny,” I whispered playfully. 


     “Really?” he asked, his brown eyes growing wide. 


     “Really,” I replied, raising up to play with the hair on his chest with my free hand. “Only it won’t be quite as enjoyable as when I do it for you.” 


     I snuggled in again. “And it will help if you think about me when you’re doing it,” I added. 


     Only now Michael’s days as a male– and my boy friend– were about to end, as departure from our beach vacation was just seconds away.   


      “Well, it was a heck of a week,” Tracy said as he slammed shut the back of the SUV. “I hope you kids enjoyed it as much as I did.” 


     With a wicked smile he watched as Michael and I glanced at one another and then away. I felt my face glow in embarrassment. 


     “I think you did,” he laughed. “And for the trip home, why don’t you two sit in the back seat together so you can hold hands.” 


     Michael started to protest. “That’s not … ” he began. But the effort was half-hearted and we all knew it.  


     “No, I insist,” Tracy said as he climbed into the driver’s seat. Michael opened the door for me. I stepped in, smoothed my dress under my bottom, and sat down. He slid in next to me. 


     “And one other thing,” Tracy added, as he looked at us in the rearview mirror. “I hope that you two used condoms. I certainly did.” 


       


     *     *     *     * 


       


     On the trip home, conversation was extremely awkward for awhile, and Michael and I intentionally avoided touching one another. It was painful. 


     Finally, Tracy said, “Oh, you two, lighten up. Don’t be embarrassed by what you did in those bodies. I’m not.  It was natural. We were different people while we were at the beach. I was a single adult male looking for  a female companion. And you were a couple with raging, teen hormones.” 


     He drove on in silence for another mile or two, and then added. “In the beginning, we might all have thought that our old brains were in charge of our new bodies. But they weren’t. Our bodies were. 


     “I realized it when I had an erection that first day in your room, Kaylee,” he added. 


     “You too?” Michael exclaimed, and we all laughed. The mood instantly lightened. 


     “Sorry about that boys,” I grinned.  


     “No, you’re not,” Michael said, as he pulled me close and squeezed my bare shoulders. 


     “No, I’m not,” I said, as I kissed him and grabbed his hand. 


     “See?” Tracy said. “It was a great week.” 


     Relaxed now, we shared with each other what it was like to be the opposite sex for a week. As we did so, we realized what was good about our old lives. And somewhere along the way, Michael and I stopped holding hands. 


     As we crossed the city limits, Tracey said, “I’m looking forward to being Tracy with an ‘e’ again.” 


     Michael chimed in with “And I want to be Megan again. I’d rather cause erections than have them.” 


     We laughed for a second time, and I added in my teen girl voice, “And I’d rather have them!” 


     But when we turned onto Tracy’s street and saw the smoldering remains of her house, happy talk abruptly ended. 


     “Dammit, Megan!” Tracy shouted. “You didn’t unplug the toaster!” 


     We pulled to the curb and observed the blackened ruins. The mirror couldn’t possibly have survived. If the heat didn’t destroy it, then the firemen certainly did  as they battled the blaze. 


     “What now?” Michael asked. 


     We sat in silence and contemplated our predicament. Of course, loss of the house and everything inside was a huge concern. But for right now, there were more important questions than where we were going to live. Were Tracy and Michael fated to be men for the rest of their lives? Was I permanently a buxom blonde? 


     Abruptly, and gratefully, I had an idea. “If Janis had one of those mirrors in the her magic shop, then she might have another,” I said. 


     And, as luck would have it, she did. 


     “Sure, I have a couple of more in storage,” she said, after we sped to the store and ran inside. “What happened to the one that you took home?” 


     Tracy told her.  


     “Oh, that’s not good,” the store owner said. “I’ll bet you panicked there for a bit, didn’t you?” 


     Then she looked at the three of us, especially me in my short, flirty sundress and sandal wedges.  


     “Or did you?” she grinned. 


     “Believe me, we did!” I said emphatically.  


     “Oh, okay, just wanted to make sure,” she said as she started for the back and we followed. As she unlocked the door, she looked back at us and paused, a look of concern on her face. 


     “But you’re going to need some of your old clothes to become yourselves again,” she said.  “You have some don’t you?” 


     “Oh, crap!” Tracy cried. 


     Janis smiled and nodded knowingly. “They burned up with the house, didn’t they?” 


     She turned to face us, put her hands on her hips, and said, “Well, boys and girls, this is a thrift store, after all. If you don’t want to stay who you are now, you’ve got lots of options.” 


     Michael and I looked at one another. “Well, if we can’t  be our old selves … ” I said, crossing my arms and legs demurely in front of me. 


     My tall, handsome boy friend nodded his head knowingly. “You’re right,” he said, “If we can’t be …” 


     Tracy stared in disbelief.  “Oh, no!” she screamed. “Oh, no. You’re not serious!” 


     Janis relocked the door. “I’m not surprised,” she said. “Happens all the time.” 


       


     #     #     # 


       


       


       


       


     2. Cereal Killers 


       


       


      


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


     “Listen,” he said. “I understand. It’s taken a little while for the reality to sink in that we are each other. And I guess that sitting there in my seat looking at your own body suddenly kinda freaked you out. 


     “But we’ll get through this. We just have to get to the end of the day and then we can buy another box of Sugar Rush cereal and we can fix this.” 


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


     I headed for my seat in the second row. 


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


       


     *     *     *     *     * 


       


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


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


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


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


     “Girl, where are you going?” Misty asked, as she grabbed my arm. “Jason might not like you comparison shopping.” 


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


     “That’s not funny, Misty,” I said.  


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


     “Uncle Richard, are you a dirty, old man?” 


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


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


     He ran. But he ran like a girl with his arms out and his wrists limp. It was sooo embarrassing. 


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


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


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


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


     And we did. 


       


     *     *     *     *     * 


       


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


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


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


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


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


     Uncle Richard tried to intervene, “Mom, please, let her– him– explain.”   


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


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


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


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


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


     But she was on a roll now, an unstoppable force. “I swear, Richard, you should know better. And Melissa, you’re 15 now, you’re old enough to know better too. I just wish I knew what is going on in your head sometimes!” 


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


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


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


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


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


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


     “Cereal killers!” 


     Despite fatigue and frustration, we all laughed. 


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


     Katherine nodded, and said again, “Go!” 


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


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


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


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


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


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


     Actually, I decided not to look at myself until Mom wrapped my breasts– they were 34B, she said – in a lavender bra and put me in panties to match. 


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


     Still it was difficult not to be as I gazed at the partially clad body that rightfully belonged to my 15-year-old niece. Although I knew that I wasn’t, I still felt like a pervert. 


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


       


     *     *     *     *     * 


       


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


     That revelation came as a total shock. “Really?” I asked. “She likes me, er, my uncle?” 


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


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


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


     His emphasis on “watch” sent a chill down my spine. Of course, I should have seen this coming. Three teen couples alone in a darkened basement with a bottle of liquor? With the pretense of watching movies, this was going to be a makeout session. 


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


     “No! Not that either!” he said. 


     So, what’s a girl to do? 


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


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


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


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


     Thank you, Misty! 


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


     “Where’s Uncle Richard?” I asked. 


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


     She laughed when she realized the implications of that and, despite myself, so did I.  “Well, I hope he’s having a good time,” I said.  


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


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


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


     “Of course, I am,” he quickly replied. But by the way that he blushed, Mom and I knew that he was not.  


     Quickly, he changed the subject. “Did you tell her about tomorrow?” he asked Mom. 


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


       


     *     *     *     *     * 


       


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


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


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


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


     Still, I relented. Surrounded by other girls in a public place, I reasoned, at least I wouldn’t have to worry about losing my virginity. And the little Richard voice inside had added that there could be worse ways to spend a Saturday morning. He was right too. In addition to continually pulling down my top, I kept checking my bottom for an erection that wasn’t there. It certainly felt like it, though, as I mingled amongst and occasionally rubbed against a multitude of scantily-clad cheerleader boobs and butts.  


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


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


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


     Melissa!? What the hell? 


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


     Oh, Christ! Now I was Misty! 


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


     “Misty is freaking out in your body,” she said. “Mom gave her a Xanax. She will be here in about 5 minutes and then we’ll go home. We have to get her calmed down so we can explain things.” 


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


     “Are you okay?” I asked. 


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


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


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


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


     “Don’t be,” I replied. “It’s nature. It’s embarrassing to admit it, but I’m feeling a little turned on too.” I looked down to see the nipples of my ample breasts pressed through the fabric of both my bikini and top. When I looked up, she was staring at me.  


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


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


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


     I nodded. “I’m afraid so.” 


     She gave a half smile. “Well, then, you should know that I have a date with Carl tonight and tomorrow afternoon I’m supposed to be a bridesmaid in my sister’s wedding. 


     “I can coach you on the bridesmaid thing, but I think you will need some practical experience before your date with Carl. They’re going to be gone for awhile. 


     “And you have condoms in your purse.” 


     Richard stood up. “Want to go upstairs, Misty?” 


     Taking my hand and helping me to my feet, he added, “And you are 18, you know.” 


       


     #     #     # 


       


       


     3. School Girl Crush 


       


       


       


     I gotta admit that, like most red-blooded American guys, I find school girl uniforms a turn-on, especially when they are worn by girls who are a little past high school age.  There’s just something about that combination of long, shapely legs and short, pleated skirts, I guess. And that likely explains why “sexy school girls” costumes endure, especially on college campuses. 


     But, hey, even a girl of 16 or 17 can push the right buttons if she’s in uniform. 


     And that was the case for the girl I was looking at. With wavy blonde hair, blue eyes, a slightly crooked smile, and a cute little turned up nose, she didn’t need a uniform to cause guys to drool. But throw in a white polo shirt and mid-thigh, gray pleated skirt above gray tights, and shiny black flats and … wow! 


     Why, then, was I not feeling that “wow” the way that I normally would? I sensed a stirring because I’m not completely dead. But it just wasn’t the same. 


     It wasn’t the same because I was looking in a mirror and that image was mine. I was the girl in the mid-thigh, gray pleated skirt and gray tights. Until a few minutes ago, I was a 40-year-old man and so I guess that explained why I half-way expected to see an erection tenting that little gray skirt.  But it wasn’t going to happen. I was a girl from stem to stern– at least on the outside. 


     Yet, in my head, I remembered the way that looking at a girl like that made me feel when I was a man and that manifested into a little turn-on at least. Call it a phantom hard-on. 


     Someone somewhere said something. But I was somewhere in space. Figuratively, I mean. After initially admiring and perhaps even lusting after the girl in the mirror and even acknowledging that I had agreed to become this person, the chilling realization that she was me finally was settling in. I watched the girl’s eyes widen and her jaw drop in disbelief. 


     Someone shook my shoulder, my new, narrow female shoulder 


     “Well, Dan? Dan? What do you think?” said a female voice just off to the side. “Pretty impressive, huh?” 


     Slowly I turned and faced her. “I di … .” I began. “I di …” 


     High and sweet and feminine, that voice couldn’t be mine. I cleared my throat and tried again. 


     But it was mine and so I used it to say, “I didn’t think it would work.” 


     She smiled. I always liked her smile. That was one of the main reasons I was attracted to her in the beginning.  


     “I didn’t think it would work,” I said again, reluctantly acknowledging that this teen girl voice was mine now. “I really didn’t.” 


     I looked back at myself in the mirror, appraising the body that I now possessed. Nice peaches and cream complexion. Prominent boobs, but not too large. And those long, shapely legs in those gray tights. They were so sexy. Well … normally they were. Not so much now that they belonged to me. The feeling of an erection quickly was becoming more and more a distant memory. 


     “Hey, gypsy magic is real,” said the woman who had been my lover for three years, a statuesque brunette with brown eyes. 


     Ellen Delaney was a French teacher at a private girls boarding school and single mother to Bryan, who would be going off to college next year. I had been a wanna-be actor and an English teacher, at a nearby public school when we met. Now I was a wanna-be actor and an out-of-work English teacher because of budgetary cutbacks. I’d been out of work since the semester break back in January. 


     And Ellen told me that she had a way for me to make $100,000 for a two-weeks acting job. But, boy, talk about immersion in a role! 


     Who knew? 


     She did evidently, and she tried to convince me. And maybe she even thought that she had convinced me before she administered the gypsy spell. Maybe she wouldn’t even have gone forward with this if she thought otherwise.  


     But now it was too late. Now I was Sophie, one of her senior students at the girls school.  


     “I’m so sorry if you didn’t believe me,” she said, stepping up behind me, putting her hands on my shoulders, and squeezing gently. She was at least four inches taller than me now. At 5-9, she previously had been about three inches shorter. 


     But my boobs are bigger, I thought proudly. Huh? Did I just think that?  


      “I didn’t mean to get you into this if you don’t want to do it,” she added. “But the spell can’t be reversed. For the next two weeks, you’re going to look just like the real Sophie. Only then I can administer the reversal spell.” 


     I nodded in acceptance, and the blonde in the mirror mimicked my actions. “Hey, it’s not your fault,” I replied. “I agreed to this.” 


     Then I turned around and looked up into her brown eyes. “As long as the $100,000 is real too,” I said. “It is. Right?” 


     She nodded. “It certainly is. All I have to do is call Mr. Dawson’s attorney now with your account information and $50,000 will be wired into it. And as I told you before, you’ll get the rest at the end of two weeks, when the school year ends. You don’t have to hang around as Sophie until graduation. The family has arranged for her diploma to be mailed to her.” 


     Dawson was rich, but he didn’t come from old money. Consequently, he was extremely worried about image and reputation, and having a daughter who attended an elite private boarding school get pregnant just wasn’t acceptable. Or more accurately, having her get pregnant and the public finding out about it wasn’t acceptable. 


     His wife, Michelle, was the French connection to Ellen. She was from France and they met years ago in college. She also was the gypsy connection and claimed to possess a spell book handed down by generations of her ancestors. 


     “As soon as Sophie discovered she was pregnant, she knew she had to tell her parents,” Ellen told me. “She was already a month along, and she knew that if she stayed until school was out, someone somehow might find out.” 


      Of course, Dawson wanted to yank her out of school immediately to avoid discovery. But he also knew that would raise suspicions about where she was and why she’d left so suddenly. Also, Sophie has plans to go to college in England next year, and it had to appear that she was graduated from high school.  


     So Michelle provided the solution of using a magic spell to create a stand-in and asked Ellen to find a volunteer whom they could trust to keep his/her mouth shut.  


     And to borrow one of Ellen’s French words. “Voila!” Here I am. 


       


     *     *     *     *     * 


       


     That first night in bed was, well … let’s call it “disturbing.”  Not unpleasant exactly. In fact, too pleasant! And that’s what was disturbing. Having been a heterosexual guy for 40 years, I found it all but impossible to keep hands off my new breasts. I mean, they were right there with me the whole time. And if I wasn’t squeezing them or playing with my nipples, then I was feeling them press sensually against the bed when I turned on my stomach. Was I  going to be so obsessed with them when I started school on Monday that I’d forget and start fondling myself in class? 


      But I still had all today tomorrow to get used to this body. That would help. 


     So would Ellen. Fortunately, the school had allowed Sophie to live with her, since she was such good friends with her mother. She could  tell me all about the school and my class schedule. She could tell me the names of Sophie’s friends. And she could make certain that I always dressed properly. No one was closer to the girl I now appeared to be than Ellen. Well … except for one person. 


     “She told me all kinds of things about her private life, even when she liked a boy she met in town or at a dance, but she just wouldn’t open up about who got her pregnant,” Ellen said Sunday morning, as she snapped my bra closed and dressed me in a pink tank top and khaki shorts. Then she put my hair in a ponytail. I idly noted that I wasn’t feeling the passion for my breasts that I had the night before, even when Ellen adjusted them in the cups of my 36C bra. That probably was a good thing. 


     “Maybe she was afraid that if her father found out, he’s put out a hit on the poor kid,” she added. 


     Ellen pulled me over to an open drawer and showed me its colorful contents. “I hope you appreciate that these bras and panties are the best that money can buy. Nothing but the top-of-the-line for Sophie Dawson,” my girl friend said.  


     “Oh, I do! I do!” I joked. But truth was, the silk and lace confections cupping my breasts and covering my private parts did feel luxurious. Men were really missing out with their plain old cotton boxers and briefs. 


     Before Bryan came down for breakfast, Ellen told me more about  the real Sophie. “She wasn’t a wild girl either, at least not that I could tell. I never smelled smoke on her or saw any indication that she had been drinking,” she added. “But when it came to the pregnancy, she wouldn’t tell me anything, not even when and where it happened.”  


     She changed the conversation  when she heard Bryan on the steps, coming down to join us. He didn’t know that I wasn’t the real Sophie. No one did but Ellen. So I had to switch into Sophie mode when he sat down. This was my first acting test. 


     Of course, I had known Bryan for nearly as long as I knew Ellen. She said that he looked like his father, with dirty blond hair and green eyes. 


     He was a good student and good athlete, and I liked him. We went camping and to baseball games, and he often confided to me things that he said he couldn’t tell his mother. “Guy” things, he called them. He never had that opportunity with his real father, who had abandoned them when Bryan was only two years old.               


     But I had never seen him through Sophie’s eyes before. And when he said, “Hi, Sophie,” I suddenly felt a little tingle of excitement in my stomach. Well, that was weird. Just a guess, but I’m thinking that Sophie found him attractive.  


     And now, so did I, it seems. “Hi, Bryan,” I said and felt myself blushing slightly. Oh, God, I was a school girl with a crush! I wondered if Ellen knew. 


     “Want to do something together today?” he asked.  


     I did. I did! 


     Before I could respond, Ellen stepped in. “Sorry, Bryan. Sophie and I are having a girls’ day. We haven’t had one in awhile.” 


     With a chance to catch my breath, I realized that she had saved me from a possibly disastrous mistake. I wasn’t yet prepared to go full girl mode with a good-looking guy. I needed more coaching. Still  this female body was already demanding some control of my behavior, and my male mind be damned.  


     In bed that night, massaging my breasts wasn’t nearly as pleasurable as it had been Saturday night. I much more enjoyed fondling Ellen’s breasts than my own, I realized. But then an image of Bryan with his muscular arms and trim torso suddenly popped into my head and all that changed.  


       


     *     *     *     *     * 


       


     On Monday morning, Ellen helped me get dressed and explained my wardrobe options, which weren’t many. During warm weather, I could wear a navy blue polo shirt or a white one. During late fall and winter, white blouse, striped tie, and blue blazer were required. A gray pleated skirt  was mandatory, as were black flats, but gray tights were optional, with white crew socks the alternative. 


     “Sophie wore tights most of the time,” Ellen said, as I sat in front of a mirror at a dressing table and she brushed my hair. “But temperatures have been really warming up lately, so you might want to wear socks. You’ll be a lot cooler that way.” 


     I had no doubt that I would. But for the moment, at least, I was enjoying the snug, sensual feeling of nylon against my bare legs. Of course, I didn’t want to tell her that. It was too embarrassing. Yes, I was all girl now and one of her students, but just three days before I had been her boy friend.  


     I nodded to acknowledge the wardrobe choices and she moved to applying light makeup to my face. 


     Later at school, I quickly developed a theory as to why girls carry their books in front of them, while boys tote them at their sides. My arms were much weaker and my hips were much wider than they had been when I was a man. Or maybe the hips just seemed that way because of the different proportions of this body. Whatever the reason, it quickly seemed natural to carry my books the way that the rest of the girls did. 


     Meanwhile, seeing nothing but girls in a school, except for a couple of male teachers, was a bit of a shock. With no boys to pull girls away, Ellen had explained, they tended to move in herds through the halls. And she was right. 


     My herd included Megan, Paige, and Mary Beth, all of them seniors like me, all of them mostly sweet, unlike the “mean girls” depicted in movies. As an actor, I knew that it was important to be realistic in my role and especially not to try too hard. So I paid attention, made a comment here and there, but mostly listened, especially during the first couple of days, to learn how to talk like them and what to talk about. 


     I also studied how they walked and gestured to more quickly fit into my role. At some point,  the gestures, the walk, and the talk became second-nature for me. 


     Mostly we talked about what you would expect teen girls to talk about: boys, clothes, other girls, boys some more, and occasionally school and teachers. “That Mr. Billings is such a perv,” Megan said one day. 


     “Tots,” Mary Beth agreed. 


     “He sure is. I hate the way he looks at me,” Paige said. “And I think Ms. Hernandez is a lesbo. She looks at me that way sometimes too.” 


     A tiny redhead, Megan looked at me. “What about you, Sophie? Do you think any of your teachers are sexual deviants? Or just us?” 


     We all laughed.  


     “Well, come to think of it, I have wondered about Mr. Billings,” I said. 


     And it was true. I had. My class schedule included three male teachers, but Billings, the history instructor, was the only one I got a disturbing vibe from.  


     My herd traveled together after school too. Sometimes we hung out at Ellen’s house. That’s where I learned to braid hair. I was careful not to jump in too quickly. I didn’t want to appear the novice that I really was. If I had been a boy, weaving a girl’s hair and smelling her scent in the process would have been a turn-on. But as a girl, it just felt like bonding and maybe a little therapeutic. 


     Mostly we went to the mall, to look at clothes– and boys. Sometimes, two or three of us went into a dressing room together to try on clothing. Watching teen girls in private school uniforms undress and try on dresses together would have been the equivalent of a wet dream for sure if I still had been a heterosexual male. But now I was just one of the girls.  


     “Oh, Sophie, you have just the prettiest bras and panties,” Mary Beth said as she watched me step into a flirty little skirt.    


      


     *     *     *     *     * 


       


     Molded into a  strapless little black dress with sheer black stockings and matching heels, I  stood in front of the full-length mirror in my bedroom. My blonde hair was pinned up except for wisps along the sides. Diamond studs adorned my ears and a double strand of pearls circled my neck, draping down to just above my cleavage. 


     Suddenly Bryan, wearing only a predatory smile, was behind me. As he nuzzled my neck, he reached around and squeezed my breasts. He unzipped my dress and the silky fabric slid down my sides, over my hips, and onto the floor.  He unfastened my bra and my breasts fell free– with no sag, I noted proudly. 


     Down on one knee now, he gently lifted my feet out of the dress and slowly peeled my black panties down my legs. Then he swept me up into his arms and tossed me on the nearby bed.  


     I knew what he wanted. Wearing only the pearls, stockings and heels, I raised up on my hands and knees and put my bottom in the air. I looked over my shoulder with an almost predatory smile of my own that invited him to take me. I wanted to feel the vibrations of the bed as he positioned himself. I wanted to feel his rough hands on my plump, bare bottom. I wanted . .  . 


     I woke up in a cold sweat. I had just experienced another one of “those” dreams. They seemed to be getting more and more erotic each night, too– as if that were possible. And always they involved Bryan. In my dreams, we made love missionary style on the beach, with me in a American flag bikini. We made love in an elevator, with me in a cheerleader costume– what was that about?– and Bryan holding me up against the wall, as my long, bare legs locked around his waist to push him farther into me. And we made love in bed, with me on top and wearing my school girl uniform from the waist down. My little pleated skirt draped over our union as I leaned forward and he squeezed and kneaded my breasts as if they were bread dough. 


     Always, too, the dreams forced me to pleasure myself, after I woke up with rigid nipples and dampness between my legs. The orgasms took me to a place of ecstasy that I had never experienced as a man and,  when I returned to Earth, I feared that my moans and cries of “Oh God!” had awakened Ellen, whose room was right down the hall, and even Bryan, who slept downstairs. But no one  stirred in the house afterward that I could tell or knocked on my door to see if I was all right. Maybe I hadn’t been as loud as I feared I had been. Maybe no one knew just how much I enjoyed being Sophie Dawson after the lights were out. 


     The dreams had started after Bryan invited me to go with him and his friends to get something to eat and maybe see a movie. Ellen had told me that the two of them sometimes did things together, usually with his classmates, both male and female, from the public school he attended.  


     When they dropped us off afterward, Bryan took my hand as we walked to the door. Before we went inside, I reached up on tiptoes to give him a light kiss on the lips. “Thanks for inviting me,” I said.  


     As I lay in bed gasping and slowly recovered from my latest erotic dream and mind-blowing orgasm, I thought back to that evening out with Bryan. He always had been a gentleman with me and, I suspect, with the original Sophie. But maybe, just maybe, the two of them did something together that Ellen didn’t know about after the lights went out. Maybe he crept up to her room or she slipped down to his. Maybe that was how Sophie got pregnant. 


       


     *     *     *     *     *  


       


     On what was supposed to be my final day as Sophie, Mr. Billings called me aside after class and told me that he wanted to see me at the end of the day. “Sophie, you didn’t do so well on your history final,” he said. “And it looks like you might not graduate, if we don’t figure out together a way for you to pass. Stop by my room after school and we’ll see what we can do in the way of makeup work.” 


     The news stunned me. I had been a good student when I went to high school the first time. Sophie’s classes had seem easy for me too. But maybe I didn’t know as much as I thought I did. 


     Sophie– well, me as Sophie– had to graduate. That was the whole point of this two-week acting gig. “Yes, Mr. Billings,” I said, as I picked up my books and held them in front of me. “I’ll stop by right after school.” 


     And I did. As it turned out, I did know more than I thought I did. And when I pointed out the error of his ways, Mr. Billings readily agreed that I deserved a passing grade. Sophie would graduate. 


     Walking home for the last time in my school girl uniform felt weird because I no longer had books to carry in front of me. A slight breeze shifted my skirt and the hem tickled across my bare legs. The tights finally had started feeling more hot and confining than erotic so I had switched to crew socks at the start of the second week. Without something covering my legs, I felt exposed and almost naked at first, especially since I never had revealed so much skin in school as a student or teacher when I was a male. But surrounded by other girls who looked the same, I quickly accepted it as normal, just as I did sitting to pee, carrying a purse, and frequently blowing hair out of my eyes.  


     I didn’t have to do that on this final walk home, though, because my blonde hair was in twin braids. I had oversize Chloe sunglasses on my head and a small Michael Kors handbag slung across my body, the strap between my breasts. 


     Bryan was sitting on the front steps when I got there. “Hi, Sophie,” he said. “I just wanted you to know, I’m really going to miss you when you leave.” 


     I sat down beside him. “I’m going to miss you too,” I said, and then we talked some more. 


     Finally, I went in to see Ellen, who was cooking something on the stove.  


     “Well, Sophie’s going to graduate,” I said. “I passed all her tests.” 


     She continued to stir a pot as she said, “Wow, two weeks already. That’s wonderful. Thanks so much for doing this.” 


     I sat at the kitchen table. “There’s more,” I said. “We need to talk. I know who got Sophie pregnant.” 


     Ellen turned and her jaw dropped. “You do? How do you know?” 


     Then she froze for a moment as a possibility hit her. “Oh, no!” she said. “You’re not going to tell me Bryan, are you?” 


     I shook my head. “No, I’m not. But I did think that for awhile,” I replied.  “Looking at him really turns on this Sophie body. If you’ve heard noises coming from my bedroom at night, that’s why. You wouldn’t believe the dreams that I’ve had for the past week.” 


     Ellen laughed as she joined me at the table. “Yeah, I would,” she said. “I did hear you say something about ‘Oh, God!’ a couple of times. In fact, the first time I did, I sneaked down to Bryan’s room just to make sure he was still there.” 


     I blushed, and, to give myself a moment, I put my sunglasses and purse on the table.  


     “Sorry about that,” I said. “When I agreed to do this, I thought that I would be in control of this body and its performance. As it turned not, I wasn’t so much.” 


     Ellen nodded. “So, who got Sophie pregnant?” she asked. 


     I showed her a photo on my phone. 


     “Oh, no!” she exclaimed. “Is that who I think it is with his pants down?” 


     “If you think that it’s Mr. Billings, you’re correct,” I said. “Right after I kicked him in the balls.” 


     I told her about him telling me that I had failed a history test and that I needed to stop by his room after school for special tutoring. “I’m positive that he did the same thing to the real Sophie,” I said. “Basically, he raped her in his room and then blackmailed her into keeping quiet so that she wouldn’t fail his class. 


     “I also told him that I would  post the photo on social media and hang his miserable ass out to dry if I ever heard of him doing something like this to another girl.” 


     Ellen shook her head. “That bastard. When the next school year starts, I will make sure that he pays for this, one way or the other.” 


     Then I reached out and took both her hands in mine. “And there’s something else,” I said.  


     “I really like Bryan, and he really likes me … “ 


      Ellen interrupted me. “No, he really likes Sophie. You’re Dan, my boy friend, remember?” 


     “Not anymore, I’m not,”  I said. “Not after two weeks in this body. I’m sorry but the role has become real life for me, a life that I love and want to share with Bryan.” 


     My former girl friend shook her head in disbelief. “What are you saying? You can’t be Sophie. There’s a real Sophie. 


     “And I can’t imagine that Bryan would go along with this.” 


     I shook my head. “You’re wrong. I already talked to him about it, told him who I really am, or rather was. He called it ‘really weird.’ But he said that he had liked me as Dan and that he liked me as Sophie even more, and better than he liked the original. He said that we seemed to have more in common. And he said that he had been having dreams about me as well.” 


     Ellen pulled back her hands. “So you’re saying that you want to remain as you are and that you and Bryan are planning to be a couple.” 


     Then, unexpectedly, she smiled. “Well, this whole thing was my idea,” she said. “I can’t blame you or Bryan. 


     “But you can’t be Sophie.” 


     I turned sideways in my chair, crossed my smooth, bare legs and nervously played with one of my braids. “No, I can’t be. But if your friend has a gypsy spell that  turned a 40-year-old man into a 17-year-old girl, I’m guessing that she has one that will give me a new identity, possibly create a birth certificate and other documents,” I said. 


     Ellen stood and moved behind me. She began loosening my braids and combing them out with her fingers. I handed her a small brush out of my purse. “You’re right,” she said. “She probably does. 


     “But are you sure this is what you want?” 


     I reached behind me and gently grasped one of her hands.  


     “I’m sure,” I said. “Two weeks ago, I was a 40-year-old unemployed male teacher. Now I’m a soon-to-be college coed with $100,000 in the bank and a wonderful boy friend who loves me for me. 


     “And, oh yeah, I’ve also got drawers full of the prettiest bras and panties that money can buy.” 
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