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  By Portia Hab


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  *     *     *     *     *


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  She smiled innocently at me as she listened some more.


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


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


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


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


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


  Andrea laughed.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “Of course, that will mean … “


  Oh, crap!


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


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


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


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


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


  Thank God for that! I thought.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  Yewww!


  How could I think such a thing?


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


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


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


  Have a fashion show!


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


  No, I wasn’t. Dammit!


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


  Ooh, Dwayne. Yeah, Dwayne’s a hunk!


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


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


  A fashion show it is, then!  


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


  OMG!


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


  Jennifer’s clothes.


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


  Where to start first?


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “Okay, what next?”


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  Dammit!


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  Oooooh! I liked that in a boy!


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  *     *     *     *     *


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


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


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


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


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


  “Oh, no, what now?” I asked.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  *     *     *     *


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  *     *     *     *     *


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  Now, it was time to make Bobby happy.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  I giggled. “Little Bobby?”


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “Coach says that too,” he replied.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “Go deep, Bobby! Go deep!”


  *     *     *     *     *


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


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


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


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


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


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


  She had.


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


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


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


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


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


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


  And he did.


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


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


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


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


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


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


  OMG, he was rock hard again! Yay!


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


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


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


  My man was a mind reader!


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  Of course, he was having none of it.


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


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


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


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


  I giggled at that ridiculous notion.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  *     *     *     *    *


  Coach Nelson? Coach Nelson?


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


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


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


  Jennifer. She was calling me “Jennifer?”


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “Well?”


  Mommy’s question brought me back to reality.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  *     *     *     *     *


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


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


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


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


  Someone else noticed too.


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


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


  Then she giggled too.


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


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


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


  What now?


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  Yes! This was more like it.


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


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


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


  I giggled and pressed one hand against his crotch.


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


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


  “We gotta get back.”


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  “What’s this for?” he said.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  Ooooh, yes!


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  I giggled. “Little Bobby?


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


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


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


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


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


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


  Puzzled, I stopped.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  *     *     *     *     *


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  And how could we both be named Jennifer?


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


  #     #     #     #     #
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