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“Emma, your friends are here!” I yelled to my daughter upstairs as I heard the car horn.

I guessed she was doing whatever teenage girls do to delay so they can make a dramatic appearance. She often did it with her boyfriend. But for other girls?

I didn’t have time to ponder this feminine enigma, however, because suddenly someone knocked at the door.

As I opened it, Sophie Barnes’ cute face beamed up at me. If girls still were “besties” these days, that’s what Sophie and Emma were, as well as senior cheerleaders and headed off to college together next fall. Tonight they were helping at a trivia contest the team was sponsoring as a fundraiser. They always were in need of money for something.

Hi, Mr. C!” she chirped. “And, oh, look, what I found in your yard!”

As I reached for whatever  was in her hand, suddenly the world went black. And when light returned, I was looking at myself! No, that can’t be!

But before I could say, “No, that can’t be!” someone pulled me into the house. And how could that be? I had been in the house. I opened the door!

“Oh, my God! Oh, my God! Oh, my God!” Emma squealed. I saw it! I saw it! It was like you two switched bodies!”

“Wait . . . What?” I screamed, not sure whether  my girlish voice was more disturbing and confusing or the fact that I now was looking up at my daughter, who used to be four inches shorter than me.

What the Hell was going on?

That’s when I noticed that I looked like I was about to faint. Emma helped me lower me to the floor? Huh? As I looked down and saw shapely bare legs peeking out of a tiny skirt that I was wearing, that’s when I realized I wasn’t me anymore!

Oh, my God! I was Sophie!

“I’ll get some water,” Emma said and hurried away. As she did, I looked down and saw I was holding a small crystal on a gold chain. Could that have something to do with this freakin’ nightmare?

As Emma helped Sophie in my body drink a little, she said, “When you touched that, it was like this almost colorless cloud left your body and went into hers. And her cloud went into yours. And somehow, I knew, I just knew, you had switched bodies. That’s why I dragged you in here.”

Just then we heard the car horn again.

“What are we going to do?” I asked in my new Sophie voice, as I rubbed my hands along my bare arms and smooth face, still not believing I was in this body. “She can’t go out there in my body.”

“No, she can’t,” Emma agreed as she helped Sophie in my body—and my shorts and tee shirt—back to his feet.

“What happened?” he asked and, then, seeing me, he started to scream. Emma put her hand over his mouth.

“Shhhh! Don’t scream,” she said. “The other girls will hear you and think something is wrong.”

“Duh, something is wrong,” I hissed, putting my hands on my hips and suddenly visualized, as I did so, what I now looked like—a cheerleader striking a pose on the sidelines when I coached our school’s football team. And not just any cheerleader either, cute, busty little Sophie, captain of the whole damn team.

“I know it is. You know it is. We know it is,” Emma replied. “But do you think you can explain this to anyone else? The only reason I know what happened is because I was there to see it. And we still don’t know how or why.”

“What we going to do then?” I asked, resisting the urge to touch certain parts of new body to confirm this bizarre reality.

“The girls are going to be coming up here to the house any second to find out why you and Sophie are still here.”

“Yeah, what are we going to do?” the new Mr. C added. “Oh, yuck! I hate my new voice!”

Then he started to cry. Oh, just great!

“Well . . .” Emma began, looking sympathetically as each of us. “For the time being, you two . . .”

“Oh, no, no!” I squealed. “You can’t expect me, your father, to pretend to be Sophie, just one of the girls, and go to that trivia contest with you!”

“What else can we do right now, Dad?” she replied. “Look, I’m trying to be strong for all of us because this didn’t happen to me and I understand how tough it is for both of you. But for the moment, with those girls waiting outside and all of us expected to be at school in just a few minutes, it’s the only choice we have.

“Once it’s over, then we’ll figure out what happened and how to change you two back.”

“But I don’t want to be a girl,” I whined.

“And I don’t want to be Mr. C,” the new me added.

“I know you don’t want to be a girl, Dad, and Sophie, I know you don’t want to be my father. But for right now, Dad, you are Sophie. And Sophie, you are my father. That’s the reality.

“Sophie, you stay here and try to relax. If you feel like it, maybe do an online search to see what you can find out about that crystal.

“And Dad, for the next couple of hours, you’re Sophie and my bestie. I’ll help you. And it’s not like you’re going to a place you don’t know and will be around total strangers. That will make it easier.”

“Yeah, right,” I said, not believing for a second that there was going to be anything easy about me pretending to be a teenage girl in front of so many people who knew me as a football coach and teacher.

Suddenly, though, as I looked up at my daughter from my new perspective, I felt immensely proud of her. She had taken control of the chaos when I could not. She had laid out the only logical plan that we could follow, even though I still feared how humbling and embarrassing it would be for me to be a petite cheerleader in front of my peers and players.

On impulse, I hugged her. OMG, did that feel weird! But also comforting.

“Oh, isn’t that sweet,” the new Mr. C said and, then, for a reason I didn’t understand, we all laughed.

“Yeah, sweet,” I said. “Well, bestie, you’ve been strong for us, so, for the next couple of hours, I’ll be the best . . .”

But I just couldn’t say it. I just couldn’t say I’d be the best cheerleader I could be.

“That’s okay,” Emma grinned. “You don’t have to say it. Just be the best Sophie you can be until we get back home. Okay?”

“Okay,” I said, forcing a smile, as she took my hand and we headed out the door.

“You girls have fun!” Mr. C yelled as we walked down the driveway.

“Oh, nice touch,” Emma giggled and, raising her eyebrows, looked down at me with a mischievous grin. Taking the cue, I giggled too.

Might as well get used to it, I told myself as we neared the car. Giggle. That’s what teenage girls do. And, for the moment, that’s what I am.

“Oh, Sophie, you’re just so cute,” Emma whispered as we neared the car. “And, I’ll tell you something else, something you won’t understand but I’ll explain later. That this happened, to you two in particular, is just so hot!”

Before I could demand what that mean, I looked up to see . . . Oh, crap!

“Don’t tell me . . .,” I began.

“Oh, yes, Sophie,” Emma snickered. “That’s your Mom’s car. You’re driving.”

*     *     * 

After girly greetings all around, as well as some curious comments about us being in the house for so long, I looked in the rearview mirror, saw my reflection for the first time, and thought I’d pass out. No, that was not my reflection. I was a man, a football coach, not the teenage girl looking back at me with big green eyes, bright red lips, and a huge, sparkly blue bow in her pulled back hair. I was Lucas, not Sophie.

Suddenly, a hand squeezed my bare shoulder. Turning around, I saw Emma, who gave me a knowing smile, as if she realized the panic I was enduring and wanted to remind me that, yes, for the time being, I was Sophie.

“Come on, Sophie, the boys are waiting!” she said.

As if seeing my new face wasn’t traumatic enough, I then had to fasten the seatbelt across my breasts. My breasts!

I took a deep breath, started the car, and pulled out of the driveway.

I knew I must focus on driving to keep us all safe, but it wasn’t easy, as the total weirdness of this new body finally settled in. My hands on the steering wheel were tiny with pink polish on the fingernails. My foot on the gas pedal was tiny too, compared to what I was used to, and I was afraid it wouldn’t be strong enough to stop us if I had to press on the brake. Of course, it would be. The real Sophie had no problem driving. Still . . .

Hair tickled my neck. Bra straps pulled on my shoulders. A short, blue and gold skirt barely covered my crotch, which could be embarrassing if . . . Well, no, actually, I didn’t have to worry about that because I had nothing between my legs to expose! Instead, I had—OMG—a vagina!

Glancing around, I noticed what the other girls—other girls!—were wearing and realized I was similarly attired.

Our sleeveless tops were white trimmed with gold, with “NHS” emblazoned in blue across the front, and they just covered our midriffs. We also wore bright, white sneakers with blue ankle socks and largely, glittery blue and gold bows.

A quick glimpse via the mirror reminded me of one more thing we all wore—“spankies,” I think Emma called them. They were blue and sparkly and intended, I guess, to maintain a minimum of modesty when we bent over or jumped, bounced, and lifted our legs in celebration as cheerleaders are supposed to do. Oh, God, this was sooo humiliating. 

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

And if suddenly being one of the girls wasn’t bad enough, the final embarrassment I noted was that I seemed to be the shortest of the bunch, yet with possibly the biggest boobs. In these tight tops we wore, it was difficult to tell for sure, but my years assessing women’s breasts when I was a man told me I was right.

“Hey, Sophie,” one of the girls in back said. “What’s with you? You hadn’t said anything since you came back from seeing Mr. C. And why were you in there so long? Huh?”

“Yeah, Soph, what’s up with that?” another added.

Then they all giggled.

And what’s that all about? I wondered. What’s with this me and Mr. C stuff?

“When Sophie came in, we realized that we had some homework we hadn’t done for Monday. That’s what we were talking about,” Emma said. “After the trivia contest is over, we’ll finish it at my house.”

“And so Sophie can see her crush again,” two of the girls laughed simultaneously.

Fortunately, the school wasn’t far from my house and, even with me driving slower than normal, it didn’t take long. I pulled into the parking lot and we all piled out before I was could be subjected to more questions and teasing that I didn’t understand.

 God! Did it feel weird walking into the school looking like a cheerleader and my daughter’s bestie 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.

Before I could dwell too long on this latest embarrassment, Emma grabbed me by the hand and said, “Come on, Sophie, let’s go to the bathroom before the contest gets started.”

Oh, great, and now I, a male teacher at this school, was going into the girls’ bathroom. Humiliation wasn’t enough, I guess. Now I felt like a pervert, pretending to be someone I’m not so I could go somewhere I wasn’t supposed to.

But, yes, a private conversation with Emma before the fun began was a good idea.

As I stared in disbelief at my reflection in the bathroom mirror,  the girl formerly my daughter started to tell me about what we were supposed to do to help out. Looking away and regaining my senses, I stopped her.

“First, tell me what’s so hot about me being your best friend instead of your father,” I said, putting my hands on my hips.

Again quickly recognizing that as a feminine posture, I removed them. But then I didn’t know what to with them. They felt so limp and awkward and my arms didn’t seem to hang the way they should.

Emma giggled as she noted my discomfort dealing with Sophie’s body. “Just let your body do what comes naturally for the moment,” she said. “It’s better than you, looking like that, trying to stomp around like a man.”

“Okay, okay,” I replied, crossing my arms and tapping one foot. “I guess you’re right. This body seems to be on autopilot anyway. But I want to know about this ‘hot’ stuff and also about this ‘crush’ stuff.”

After pausing for a moment, I added, “Actually I probably shouldn’t want to know because I’m fairly certain it will mean more embarrassment for me. But tell me anyway.”

Emma grinned, took my hands in hers, and said, “Oh, Sophie, sweetie, you’ve had a giant crush on my father since we were sophomores. And when you were him, you didn’t know, did you? Guys, even grownup guys, can be so clueless.”

Feeling my face grow warm with embarrassment, I pulled away and said, “Okay, okay, I can see the ‘crush’ thing then. And I agree with you about guys being clueless sometimes. But why is that hot?”

My brat of a daughter giggled, grabbed my hands again and, before I could stop her, forced me to bounce around in a silly circle with her.

“Silly, girl,” she said as she stopped. “It’s hot because you now are the girl who has a crush on you and she is you. Although she never said so, I’m sure she wanted to get you into her panties. And now you are! You literally are wearing her panties. And she’s wearing your jockey shorts because you are each other.”

I stood there silently, not knowing how to reply to that. All that had happened since Sophie handed me that crystal had been so overwhelming and, truly, I didn’t know how I was still walking around, instead of being paralyzed by fear and embarrassment.

This sudden body exchange between a teenage girl in a cheerleader costume and the father of her best friend at a most inopportune moment was impossible. Yet it had happened! It was a real life, farcical, Freaky Friday moment! And all the more so because of what Emma had just told me.

No one could write this stuff!

Yet, here I was as Sophie, while she was at home as me.

Despite myself, I smiled. I mean, it wasn’t like I had a choice. For the moment, I was Sophie. And the only reasonable course of action was to pretend to be who I appeared to be. To go with the flow, so to speak, instead of resisting the reality.

What other choice did I have? Tell everyone that I was Coach Collins in Sophie’s body? Who would believe that? Instead, they’d probably call my parents and urge them to seek psychiatric help for me.

“Okay, Emma, I can understand the titillation factor for you, I guess,” I said. “Just the fact that a body exchange occurred is crazy enough. And based on what you’ve told me, I can see your point that it happening between me and Sophie is . . .”

“Hot!” she interrupted with a giggle.

“And, by the way, Dad, Sophie doesn’t use words like ‘titillation,’ although I guess it would be appropriate for her, considering . . . you know,” she continued as she looked down at my chest.

“Enough! Enough!,” I said, trying in vain not to laugh, which

Emma noted and giggled again.

“’Hot’ is not the word I would have chosen,” I continued. “But I understand now. Also, I’m an adult and I can deal with this. Now tell me what I need to know to be the best Sophie I can be during the trivia contest. Then we’ll go back home and fix this.”

Before Emma could begin, I added one more thing: “Just so you know, this Sophie sooo does not have a crush on Mr. C. Are we clear on that?”

Then I turned toward the mirror,  forced a smile, spread my legs, put my hands on my hips, and added, “So, okay, for the time being, I am Sophie. It’s the only reasonable thing to do given I am in her body. But I do hope I will be wearing Mr. C’s  jockey shorts soon.”

We shared giggles then and I was coping fairly well with what I was expected to do as Sophie—waitress duty for trivia teams—until Emma told me one final thing.

“Oh, by the way, Bobby Alvarez is your boyfriend so you should be extra nice to him.”

Bobby Alvarez! OMG, he was a wide receiver on the football team I coached—or used to coach, before I suddenly became a cheerleader. I thought he was a bit of a wise-ass. But he was pretty good, quick with great hands.

Oh, crap! “Great hands” was not something I wanted him to exhibit while I was pretending to be his girlfriend. And he was here for the trivia contest too. I saw him when we came in.

Emma took my hand and pushed open the bathroom door with her other. Then she whispered, “And seeing you two together, with him thinking you’re Sophie, while I know you really are my father and his coach, is just so hot! Have fun!”

As we walked back into the cafeteria, who should catch my eye with his big smile? Bobby, of course. Emma saw it too and giggled, as she pushed me toward his table. He and other team members were there as a trivia team to support the cheerleaders.

Oh, that’s so nice of him, I thought, as I felt a little thrill of excitement.

Huh? Oh, no! Yeah, it was nice and all that he and some others from the team were there. But it wasn’t so nice. That thought was just so, well . . . girly. And I wasn’t a girl. I was just pretending to be one. And that little tingle I felt in this body?

Hey, man, that was just good acting, I told myself.

“That’s your table,” Emma suddenly said from behind me, and pushed me a second time toward it.

“Hi, Sophie,” Bobby said as I reluctantly approached  the table of guys whom I coached. The others greeted me too.

Oh, God, was it weird for them to look at me, their football coach, and call me that name. But not any weirder than I felt, standing there in a skirt that barely covered my butt, pretending to be her.

I took their orders for soda and snacks and dutifully brought them back. All of them smiled and thanked me, including Bobby! He wasn’t acting at all like the wise-ass I thought he was. How funny was that?

I also noticed he had the nicest brown eyes and sweetest smile!  How could I have not noticed those before?

You didn’t notice them because you were his coach and he was a wise-ass on the team, you dumb ass! my inner Lucas suddenly screamed! Get hold of yourself, man, you’re just pretending to be Sophie, remember, not trying to actually be her.

But easier said than done, my panicked mind realized. This body had a will of its own and around boys, especially Bobby, it definitely was asserting itself.

So, what’s it hurt to play along? my inner Lucas rationalized. You’re only here for a couple of hours. Have fun with it and give Emma a show that she really will think is hot!

Then I giggled. It totally was part of the act, of course.

Dressed as I was, in tight, revealing clothes, and with all those cute boys at this table, especially Bobby, it was just the right thing to do. What was my alternative? Pretend to have the rough, tough masculine demeanor of their football coach?

Eww, yuck, the Sophie side of me asserted. Have fun in my body, Lucas. Flirt a little. Be an exhibitionist!

So I did. And you know what? It was fun as I used every opportunity to brush my breasts against Bobby and even some of the other boys when I picked up empties or set down more sodas.

It just felt so delicious. And it was even better when they’d look at me afterward!

And you know the best part? After titillating Bobby—Tee. Hee—I looked up to see Emma staring in disbelief at me.

Gotcha girl! I said to myself as I silently mouth the words “So hot!” to her.

Her eyes widened and then she laughed. “You’re right!” she quietly mouthed back and flashed a thumbs-up sign.

When I came out of the girls’ bathroom during intermission, Bobby was waiting. He grabbed my hand and pulled me 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, Sophie,” he whispered. “I’ve been fighting all night to keep my hands off you.

“But what’s with all that flirting with the other guys,” he added. “You’re my girlfriend.”

In this small, soft, vulnerable body, I guess I should have been afraid. Yet I wasn’t. He was bigger and stronger. But I was in charge! Somehow, instinctively, I knew it, even though I’d been a girl for only a short time.

“Aw, Bobby, I was just having a little fun,” I replied, as I playfully pushed him back a little. “And you shouldn’t have fought so hard. I wouldn’t have minded.”

What the Hell is going on here? the Lucas inside me protested. I’m a guy. I’m not attracted to other guys. I’m stopping this right now.

Oh, shut up! my Sophie side replied. I’m in charge here and you’re just along for the ride. Enjoy it.

Before my male identity could argue, Bobby kissed me.

And I kissed back. I wrapped my arms around his neck and he wrapped his around my waist. We kissed some more. He moved his hands onto my breasts and massaged them.

Oh, my God, I’ve died and gone to Heaven! Okay, Sophie, I’m onboard, Lucas gasped inside my head.

I felt a stirring against my leg from between his, and, as much as I was enjoying the moment, that did give me pause. I’d always been the one whose thingy got hard during moments like this. Instead, I now had nothing between my legs and someone else’s pressed against me.

But I didn’t have time to dwell on my new role as the catcher instead of the pitcher. My nipples hardened. I felt a stirring in my tummy. And I realized my new girly parts definitely wanted to be introduced to his thingy. In fact, they were demanding it!

Finally, we came up for air. “We have to get back,” I whispered, not really wanting to.

“Okay,” he said and nearly melted me with his smile. “Later tonight, then?”

And that was the cold slap of reality I needed to remind me that I was just pretending here. I wasn’t Bobby’s girlfriend. I was his football coach—although I certainly didn’t look like it at the moment. Or even feel like it, I realized, as I noted I was wearing damp panties.

“Uh, no,” I stammered. “As much as I’d like to, I have to go back to, uh, Emma’s house tonight right after we’re done here. We have to finish an extra-credit project for Ms. Allen’s’ class.”

Bobby frowned. Poor baby!

“Okay, I understand,” he replied. “But we’re still on for tomorrow night, right?”

“You bet, Bobby!” I giggled and leaned up to give him a final quick kiss.

“Oh, crap!” I mumbled under my breath as he led the way back to the trivia contest. But I didn’t know if I was saying it because I wanted to go on that date with Bobby but might not be Sophie anymore or I was afraid I’d have to go if the real Sophie and I couldn’t change back in a little while.

This being a girl stuff was a lot more complicated than I thought it would be. But I had to admit that Emma was right, pretending to be her best friend was hot—at least for a little while there.

*     *     *

Back at home, we found Sophie in my body asleep in my chair, with a half-empty whiskey bottle on an adjacent table and—Oh, my gawd!— one hand on his crotch.

“Oh, this is so . . .”

“Don’t say it!” I hissed. “Don’t you dare say it, Emma!”

She laughed. “What? You won’t be my friend anymore, Sophie?”

Damn that girl!

Crossing my arms under my breasts and giving her what I hoped was my sternest look, I said, “I never knew my daughter was such a pervert.”

She giggled and put her arm around my bare shoulders. “Well, Sophie, what did you expect? I was raised in a one-parent household with a high school football coach as my authority figure.”

OMG, she was right! Her sense of humor was a whole lot like mine, or at least mine when I was her father instead of a teenage girl.

I looked up at her with wide-eyed realization and then we both broke into fits of giggles.

Then I hugged her and said, “I love you, Emma. And I can’t argue with that.”

Her mother had died in a car accident when she was just six years old. And she had no female role models since. While I had dated, I had no long-term relationships. Of course, I loved women and probably would like to marry again. But the desire to find another mate just wasn’t there for some reason. Possibly it was because I simply hadn’t found the right person. Or maybe I didn’t want Emma to think I was replacing her mother, even though she probably wouldn’t, especially now that she was a mature 17. But who knows?

“I love you too, Dad . . . er, Sophie!” she snickered.

Our laughter and hysterics finally awakened the sleeping giant.

First he looked at Emma. Next he looked at me. And then he started screaming. “Oh, no! Oh, no! This can’t be real. It’s a nightmare,” he said, shutting his eyes tight. “When I open my eyes, I will be awake and it will be all over!”

He tried it, but, of course, it didn’t work, and he started screaming again. At the same time, I noticed a large wet spot on his groin where his hand had been. Ewwww, gross! This was just all too much! Sophie in my body had been . . . I wanted to scream too.

Somehow, I managed to contain myself, as Emma, who now seemed to be the authority figure around here, took control of the situation. “It’s okay. It’s okay,” she said to her best friend in my body, as she crouched beside the chair and patted his hand.

“You’re not having a nightmare. You really are in my Dad’s body and he is in yours”

“How is that not a nightmare?” he sobbed. “I don’t want to be a man.

“I want to be me again. I want to be . . . her!” he added, pointing at me, standing there in her body and her clothes and trying my best not to run out of the room in embarrassment and humiliation.

“And look what I did,” he said, looking down at his lap. “I mean, I couldn’t help it. I was going to go online and try to figure out what happened and then . . . then his thingy between my legs started getting harder and harder and, like, I was afraid that it would explode, you know? And I didn’t know what to do about it.

“And so I thought maybe a drink would help me calm down and . . .”

With Mr. C looking back down at his damp crotch, Emma glanced over at me and mouthed . . . well, you know what . . . “This is sooo hot!”

She smiled when I slapped her on the arm.

“You don’t have to say anymore,” I said. “We understand. Don’t we, Emma?”

“Of course, we do,” she smiled. “But go ahead and tell us anyway.”

“No, he doesn’t have to,” I said, giving my bestie the evil eye.

I guess Mr. C didn’t hear me, though, cuz he kept talking, leading up to something that I knew I didn’t want to hear.

“The whiskey helped me to calm down,” he said. “But, like, Mr. C’s thingy still was hard and I didn’t know what else to do so I, like, you know . . . touched it . . .  and it finally kinda exploded and it felt really, really good. And then I got sleepy and . . . and . . . now I want my body back, please.”

“I want you to have it back, believe me,” I said, patting his shoulder. “I want to be myself again too.”

Then Emma and I helped him up and . . . Oh, my God! His thingy—my thingy—was at attention again!

“It’s you,” he said, looking down at me with the sparkly bow in my hair, too big boobies on my chest, and a tiny skirt barely covering my ass.. “It’s looking at you that’s making it do that again.

I glanced at Emma with a look that said, “Don’t you dare!”

She smirked, but nodded.

“Okay, then, Sophie,” my daughter said, “Then let’s take you into Dad’s bedroom, so you don’t have to look at her, and change those shorts. Okay? Then we’ll check online and see what we can do about fixing this.”

Then she looked at me and added, “Sophie, you get my laptop and take it to the dining room. We’ll meet you there, okay?”

“I’m Sophie. I’m Sophie,” Mr. C sobbed.

“Yes, of course. I’m sorry,” Emma said as she led him away. “You’re Sophie.”

She looked at me and, without speaking, said those infuriating four words with just a wink.

*     *     *

As they came into the dining room, I noticed Mr. C’s thingy finally was at rest. Thank goodness! While they were gone, I had removed the bow from my hair, hoping that would reduce my “cuteness” factor and make me less likely to arouse him.

I thought of removing my makeup too, but feared that I would just smear it, which would just make me look slutty instead of wholesome.

Oh, someone, end this insanity! Never in my life could I have imagined myself looking wholesome or slutty. I was a man, a 38-year-old man. Or at least I was until a couple of hours ago. Now . . . well now, it appeared I was my former body’s wet dream!

“Why aren’t you with Bobby?” Mr. C said as he saw me sitting by the laptop.

Huh? Where did that come from? First he had been hysterical about being me. Now he was acting as if I really was Sophie.

“She told him she had to come back here so we would finish a homework project,” Emma said as they both sat down. “It’s okay.”

“He’s not mad?” he asked.

“No, he’s not mad,” I assured him. “And he’s looking forward to your date with him tomorrow night.”

Emma gave me a harsh look and I quickly added, “Because you’re going to be Sophie again and I’m going to be Mr. C.”

As it turned out, that wasn’t going to be the case, at least not by tomorrow night.

We discovered that what caused Sophie and me to switch bodies was the Star of Oluz. Emma found all kinds of references to how it works and how mysterious it is, suddenly appearing and then disappearing at the worst of times. It is remarkably similar to another magic talisman, the Medallion of Zulo, only legend has it that the Star, a small crystal on a good chain, came from the Middle East instead of Africa.

With the Medallion of Zulo, people could swap back into their own bodies after 12 hours. But with the crystal, we’d have to wait . . . Oh, no! Twelve days!

With that distressing news, Mr. C put his head down on his hands and began to sob.

Meanwhile, realizing that I was going to be Sophie until the school year ended and then some, suddenly my hips felt gigantic and my breasts even more so. The bra—my bra!—seemed to be some sort of torture device that put pressure on me in all kinds of new places. Smooth and silky panties pressed so tightly against my groin that I couldn’t believe they weren’t crushing my balls . . . Except that I no longer had them. Sophie, in my body, did.

I wanted to cry too, but Emma looked at both of us and said, “Okay, you two, keep it together. Yes, it’s 12 days. But the good news is that you can switch back. You’ll just have to pretend to be each other until then and I will help you both.”

Then she read aloud some more about the crystal.

“According to the legend, a sheik asked his wizard for assistance in both vanquishing his political opponents and fathering many children. The Star was the result.

“As with the Medallion of Zulo, a person who touches the Star and a piece of clothing at the same time is turned into a duplicate of the last person who wore that clothing. Also, if two people touch the Star at the same time, they are changed into one another.”

She stopped reading and said, “That’s what happened to you two and I actually saw it. So we know that part is accurate, which suggests the rest might be too.”

Emma read some more silently and then explained that the sheik impregnated those he turned into girls, both because that would give him children and lock his foes as females permanently.

“So, Dad, don’t get pregnant, okay?” she said with a smile. But, oh, my own father pregnant. That would be so . . . “

Oh, I wanted to strangle that girl!

Remarkably, Mr. C seemed to be gaining control of himself. He startled us both when he said, “Well, I guess we’ll just have to make the best of it.”

“Oh, Sophie, I’m so glad you’re handling this so well,” Emma said, as she closed the laptop.

“I’m not sure that I am,” he replied. “But for the next 12 days, I’m a man and men are strong so I’m going to be.  I guess you’d better start calling me ‘Dad.’

“And, Sophie, you probably should go home now. We don’t want your parents to worry.”

Yikes!

This was “Twilight Zone” stuff! But, bottom line, he was correct. And I was going to be Sophie for the next 12 days so I’d just have to accept that as well.

But going to her house tonight and sleeping in her bed . . . I didn’t think I was ready for that.

Fortunately, Emma, the strong one now, intervened. “Dad, I think it would be a good idea if Sophie spent the night with me,” she said. “Okay? She’ll call her parents and tell them, and I’m sure they’ll be all right with that. Then we can leave from here to go shopping with her aunt, like we planned.”

“Okay,” he said. “That does seem like a good idea. But don’t you two girls keep me awake all night with your laughing and giggling.”

Then he got up, walked back to the table by his chair, and picked up the whiskey bottle. “I think some more of this will help me sleep,” he said, as he left the room.

“OMG, can you believe that? Sophie is okay with this,” I whispered. “And what’s this about going shopping with my aunt tomorrow morning?

“Well, that’s for the best, don’t you think? And I’ll tell you about the shopping trip later,” Emma said. “How about you, Dad, are you okay too?”

“Looks like I gotta be, bestie,” I said with a weary smile. “So you’d better call me ‘Sophie,’ since I’m now your girlfriend who has a crush on your father and she’s your father. And please don’t say it.”

“Say what?” she asked innocently.

“This is so hot!” we said simultaneously and dissolved, exhausted, into giggles.

It didn’t seem so hot a few minutes later when Emma reminded me that half-drunk Sophie in my body was sleeping it off in my bedroom and, since we were besties, I should sleep in her room, in her bed—with her. Yeah, what father doesn’t want to share a bed with his 17-year-old  daughter, wearing one of her nighties!

I was sorely tempted to tiptoe down to Mr. C’s  room and take a couple of stiff drinks of that whiskey to help me relax and maybe get a little sleep. But if he were awake or, even worse, if he woke up and  saw me in there wearing a thigh-length lotus flower nightgown . . .

Ewwww! That thought sent chills down my back and not in a good way!

*     *     *

And  there was no giggling in the cold light of late morning, as I drove us to the mall in my Mom’s car to meet Aunt Charlotte. Not only did I now have to pretend to be the niece of a total stranger, but I had a date tonight . . . as a girl . . .with a boy!

It got even worse, too, when I looked over to see Emma smiling at me. “What?” I asked.

“You look really cute in that top,” she giggled. “My father in my top . . .”

“Yeah, yeah, I know, your father in your top and your shorts and your panties,” I replied.

“But not one of my bras because . . .,” she said with another giggle.

“My breasts are bigger than yours,” I finished.

“Now we’re finishing sentences for each other, just like besties do. Did you and Bobby have a good time last night?” she suddenly asked.

I might look like a girl and sound like a girl, but I was not yet enough of a girl to keep up with girl talk.

“Huh?” I asked, genuinely confused. “Where did that come from?”

“I heard you mention his name while you were sleeping,” Emma smiled. “So I’m guessing you were having a dream in which you two were getting better acquainted.”

“Oh, that is so not true!” I said, perhaps a bit too forcefully.

The truth was, I had been dreaming about being in that dark hallway again with Bobby. His body pressed against mine, as I closed my eyes in eager anticipation. We kissed  and it made me feel all happy and tingly and then I opened my eyes to see . . .

No! It couldn’t be. It just couldn’t! Suddenly I was having a nightmare instead of a sweet dream. Awakened by the fright, I realized how wise I had been not to visit Mr. C’s bedroom in my nightie.

Oh, crap! Was just the thought of doing that earlier what turned my dream into a nightmare? I didn’t want to think about it anymore. I didn’t want to think about it ever. But I couldn’t forget what Emma told me, why this was so hot for her: Sophie had a crush on me. Since I now was in her body and she was in mine, was the reverse happening?

Oh, yuck! No! It couldn’t be. It just couldn’t! I couldn’t have a crush on a man, especially myself!

“Uh, okay, you got me. I was dreaming about Bobby,” I told Emma. “I gotta admit he is kinda cute.”

“And you two . . . ,” she squealed. “My father and one of his football players are going on a . . .”

“Please don’t say it,” I said as I drove the car into the mall parking lot. “Just tell me again about Aunt Charlotte and what this shopping trip is all about. You’re throwing a lot of stuff at me to remember about being Sophie and it’s tough to keep up.”

Emma reminded me that she’s my mother’s sister and she and her husband have a lot of money. Besides a house in town, they also own a condo down on the coast. Every summer for the past three years, Emma and I—er, Sophie-- have spent a week down there.

“Since you’re turning 18 on Wednesday, your Aunt Charlotte decided to take you shopping as a present,” my daughter continued. “And I think she’s especially thinking about buying you bikinis and other stuff for the beach.”

“Oh, wonderful,” I said.

“Can’t wait to see my Daddy in a bikini,” Emma giggled.

*     *     *

Oh, yeah, a girl can  never have enough bikinis for a week at the beach. But that’s not all. She also will need a cover-up or two. Some cute sandals and flip-flops. A nice tote. Some new sunglasses. And if she wants to just walk along the beach at sunset, playfully kicking sand and looking all sweet and demure, then certainly a romper or two.

Oh, and we can't forget a couple of summery dresses for dinners at beachfront bistros. A girl can never have enough bras and panties either, especially if there's a sale!

My God, who knew?

As a man alone, I went to the store or the mall, knowing what I wanted or needed. I bought it, and left. Shopping as Lucas with a former girlfriend,  I had learned to go fully expecting to be at the mall much longer, as she browsed and tried on clothing in several different stores, and we stopped for lunch, and generally made a day of it. 

But shopping as a girl, with two other females and no man as an anchor? OMG! This girl definitely needed a stiff drink. And yet, unbeknownst to me, the worst was yet to come.

'Oh, Sophie, that looks adorable on you!" Aunt Charlotte gushed, as I exited the dressing room in a bikini that the tag identified as "radiant coral neon" with a balconette top and "cheeky bottom."

Even for a guy stuck in a girl's body, the latter was pretty much self-explanatory. My butt crack was sufficiently covered, but my butt cheeks were abundantly on display for all to see. It reminded me of the cotton panties that Emma had given me to wear that morning.

And for the second time that day, when I looked down at the bikini bottom pressed against my crotch, I expected to see Mr. Happy poking his head out the side. After all, no matter what I looked like now, I still had 38 years of conditioning as a male. The tight, stretchy material especially should have given me a hard-on. But, alas, Mr. Happy now belonged to my daughter’s best friend, and I owned her . . . well, you know. All I saw was the definitively feminine camel toe.

The top, meanwhile, was  evidently perfect for busty girls like  me. It certainly didn't look like something that I wanted to wear in public, though. It exposed far more of my girls than the “cute top” Emma chose for me to wear earlier.

"I don't know . . . " I began.

But Emma interrupted. "Charlotte is right, Sophie. That's a good look for you. That underwire in the cups gives you more lift and support, something big-busted girls like you need."

Damn, that girl! In talking like that, she knew exactly what she was doing because she thought it was . . . No, I can’t even say the words!

Hearing that description, I wanted to crawl into a hole. Instead, I forced a smile. I had to remember my objective, pretend to be Sophie for the next 11 days, because I am Sophie and she’s me.

And that Lucas probably was sitting at home right now in his recliner, drinking beer, and watching a baseball game. Or . . . he might be making his Mr. Happy even happier, like he did last night. Ewwww!

You’re derailing, Sophie, I told myself. Remember who you are and what you’re doing!

Arguing about a bikini wouldn't help me either, and, besides, the style of this one probably would be something the real Sophie would like.

"Sure, you're right," I said, as I turned in front of the full-length mirror outside the dressing room, assessing the lift of my breasts in profile and the exposure of my butt cheeks in the "cheeky bottom." Oh, God!

As a guy, I wasn't a big fan of seeing girls hide their bodies in cover-ups at the beach. As a girl, I was all too happy to purchase one . . . or two . . . or three. My favorite was a flowing garment with spaghetti straps that fell to just above my knees, with a gathered neckline.

"But that covers too much," Emma said, as she shook her head in disapproval.

"This provides more protection from sunburn," I said, smiling sweetly. "And those breezes off the ocean still are a little cool even in summer."

That balconette top was perfect for me, I suddenly decided, forgetting for the moment that I wasn’t going to be Sophie forever. I did need more support than smaller-breasted girls like Emma.  Tee. Hee. And the idea of exposing more of my boobs at the beach was . . . well, kind of a turn on. If I bought another cover-up, I decided, it wouldn't cover up so much.

"Okay, girls, let's get going. We've still got more stops to make and essentials to buy before lunch," Aunt Charlotte said, blessedly interrupting my thoughts before I put my hand where it shouldn't be in public.

I mean, Sophie in my body did it last night and probably was doing it again today. Why shouldn’t I?

Well, this was a disturbing development, I realized. It was something that never came to mind until I put on that sexy bikini—and saw my even sexier reflection!  Well, maybe it had a little in that nightmare I didn’t want to remember.

But the bottom line was that I had accepted the fact that I was going to pretend to be Sophie for 11 more days. Sex or even sexual arousal wouldn't figure much into the equation for me, I had thought, despite an upcoming date with Bobby Alvarez.  After all, I was still a guy mentally, and I'd just be mostly hanging with my bestie, Emma—another girl—most of the time when we weren’t in school.

As I tried on bikinis and dresses, however, taking pleasure in the feel of them and the way that they showed off my female body, it seemed to take charge, dictating what I liked and even what turned me on. And this was only the first day!

More stops and more shopping only confirmed my fears, as I admired my body in dressing room mirrors, twirling in skater dresses and eyeing my feminine backside in form-fitting panties and bikini bottoms. The clothes made me feel sexy and desirable. And the men and boys who stared at me, often meeting my eyes and smiling, as we walked between stores intensified those feelings. OMG!

Once or twice, too, I might have smiled back. OMG! I didn't sign up for this! And now that date with Bobby Alvarez suddenly seemed as if it might just be enjoyable after all.

Only minutes, later, however, as I tried on bras, I hated being a girl!

I hadn’t noticed anything when I tried on the bikinis, but with the tighter fitting bras, I realized that my boobs were sore. That couldn’t be normal, could it? Having been Sophie for less than 24 hours, I wasn’t sure. But I had my doubts. Maybe they were just sore because I was trying on so many clothes.

No, that couldn’t be right. I called Emma into the dressing room to ask her about it. Well, I started to ask her, but then I saw my reflection in the mirror, a busty, teenage girl in panties and a bra. Suddenly I was overcome with . . . Anger? Grief? I didn’t know what. Whatever it was, it pushed me over the edge and I started bawling—just like a girl

“There, there, sweetie, let it out,” Emma said, no longer the wise-cracking daughter she had been for most of the time since Sophie and I switched. “Cry as much as you need to. I’m here for you.”

Oh, my gosh! It felt so good to be comforted, especially by my own daughter . . . er, bestie for now, I guess.

“Sorry about that,” I said. “It’s not like me to get so emotional.”

“But you’re not you right now,” Emma said, as she pulled me close and hugged me tightly. “You’re a girl and girls wear their emotions on their sleeves for everyone to see. Get used to it.”

She handed me a tissue and I wiped my eyes. “So, are we good now?” she asked. “Ready to go home?”

I started to say “yes” but then remembered about my sore boobies. “Is it normal to have sore breasts?” I asked.

Suddenly, I saw panic on the face of the girl who had been so calm and reassuring just moments before. Then I watched her fight to regain control.

She cleared her throat and said, “Well, Dad, I’m afraid that is one of the symptoms of PMS. And that means that you’re going to have your period in a day or two.”

My period! My period!?!

“No way. No how!” I screamed in what I belatedly realized was a Minnie Mouse voice. OMG, I was a Disney character with big boobs and PMS!

“This can’t be happening to me! It can’t! It can’t!”

Then I burst into tears again.

Obviously hearing my high-pitched shrieks, Aunt Charlotte came in to see what was going on.

As Emma embraced me again, she said, “It’s okay. Nothing to worry about.

“I’m afraid it’s that time of month for Sophie and she always has pretty bad PMS for a day or two.”

Aunt Charlotte patted me on the head and said, “Oh, sweetie, I’m so sorry, and just when you’re turning 18 too. But we’ve all been there. We all know what it’s like.”

No! I screamed internally. I haven’t been there. I don’t know what it’s like!

Just when I was accepting of being a teen girl for awhile, this had to happen. It wasn’t fair! It just wasn’t fair!

My life can’t get any more humiliating than it is right now, I told myself.

But I was wrong.

“We’ll stop at a pharmacy on the way home,” Emma said, as Aunt Charlotte helped me dry my eyes. “Just to make sure you will have enough pads at home and if you want to wear one of your new bikinis at the pool party tomorrow, you’ll need Tampons too.”

Pool party tomorrow? OMG, the hits just keep coming! I screamed inside my little Sophie head.

“Plus, I know you said that you need a new heating pad. You’ll want that for the cramps.”

The cramps!”! Oh, gawd!

Stunned into a near catatonic state, I felt Emma take my hand and lead me back out into the store.

“Just to be safe, I’ll take her into bathroom to make sure that she’s not spotting or bleeding yet,” Emma told Aunt Charlotte.

“I think that’s a good idea,” she replied. “Sophie doesn’t look like she’s coping so well right now. This must be a really bad one.”

In the women’s room, Emma wet a paper towel and wiped my face with it. “I’m so sorry this is happening to you, Daddy,” she said.

Then she smiled and added, “Welcome to womanhood. I don’t think Sophie was due for her period for at least another week. But I guess all this trauma and stress triggered it to start earlier.”

“Now let’s check your panties,” she said, as she helped me peel off my tiny denim shorts.”

“You look. I can’t,” I said, leaning backward on the sink.”

“I understand,” she replied, pulling down my pink cotton panties.

After a moment, she added, “Good news. All clear. That means we have time to do more shopping.”

“Oh, no it doesn’t,” I said as I pulled up my panties and snugged them around my hips. “It’s time to take this girl home.”

Thankfully, I no longer was feeling quite so stunned. Rather, I was resigned to my fate. I was not only going to be a girl until a week from next Wednesday. I was going to be a girl experiencing her period. I was going to be putting pads in my panties and Tampons inside of me. I was going to curl up on the sofa with a heating pad to lessen the pain of my cramps. And I probably was going to endure lots of other torturous symptoms that, as a man for 38 years, I had no clue about

But, dammit, at this time in this place—the women’s bathroom—I was putting my foot down.

“Okay, Sophie,” Emma said and gave me yet another hug.

I liked those and hugged her back.

Then she grinned and took me by the hand. “Besides, we probably should find out what my father has been doing while we’ve  been having so much fun.”

*     *     *

Emma decided that she should go home with me. After she helped me carry in all the shopping bags full of clothes, she said, she’d show me around “my” house, since I’d never been there and help me pick out something to wear on my date with Bobby Alvarez. Ewww!

Nearly a day later and the Lucas in me now more in control than it had been at the trivia contest, that was something I so was not looking forward to. A football coach dating one of his students? Ewww! But my bestie/daughter was right: I would need help.

As it turned out, I’d need assistance for something else too, something that was even more deserving of “Ewww”!

She had just finished putting my new bikinis and bras in dresser drawers when I doubled up in pain from cramps.

“Oh, Emma, My stomach hurts really, really bad!”

“Okay, don’t panic, Sophie,” she said calmly. “We can take care of this. Go into the bathroom, lower your panties and sit on the toilet. Clean yourself, if there’s any blood. I’ll get a couple of things for you from my purse.”

Any blood!?! I wanted to throw up, not because of the cramps but because of the idea that I might be bleeding from the place where I used to have a penis. I saw a little blood in my panties, but it wasn’t dripping out of me or anything like that. Ewww!

She followed me in a few seconds later.

Those “things” she gathered from her purse  turned out to be a tampon and Midol.

“The Midol should help with the pain and the cramps,” Emma explained, as she handed me a small plastic cylinder with a string hanging from it.  “You can take that when we finish here. But first you have to put this tampon in your vagina to absorb blood.

“TMI!” I muttered, as I took the tampon.

“Okay, I’ll talk you through it, Dad,” she giggled, emphasizing the name and ignoring my comment. “Now sit with your knees apart. Use the tip of the tampon to open the folds of skin on your vagina and slide the barrel inside . . .”

“Can I get a little privacy here?” I whined. “It’s bad enough to I have to do this. I don’t want an audience.”

“Sure, Dad,” she giggled again and turned around. “I understand.”

And so it went for what seemed like an eternity, a 38-year-old male trapped in a teen girl’s body being told how to put a tampon into his vagina—by his daughter!

“Got it,” I said finally.

“And the cord is sticking out?” Emma asked.

“Yeah, it’s sticking out,” I replied.

“Let’s see,” she said, turning around to see me standing there with my shorts and panties around my ankles.

“Looks good, Sophie,” she grinned as she handed me fresh panties. “Looks like you just passed the ultimate girl test.”

“Oh, joy,” I said, taking the panties.

“I still feel like shit,” I said, as we walked back into my bedroom.

“Yeah, well, welcome to girlhood,” she said. “The Midol will help and so will a heating pad. Take off your top, lie down and I’ll help you get comfortable. Then I’ll tell you a little about Sophie’s family and friends and help you pick out a dress to wear on your date with Bobby tonight.”

“I don’t want to go on a date,” I said sullenly. “It hurts too much and a football coach should not be going on a date with one of his players, not even if he’s now in a cheerleader’s body and the boy is really, really cute!”

Emma laughed. “Oh, so you think he’s cute!” she exclaimed.

“And I know what you think about that,” I quickly countered. “So don’t say it. And, no, I don’t think he’s cute. I don’t know where that came from.”

“Sure, Sophie,” she giggled. Damned kid! No respect for her elders!

But despite it all, I loved her and knew she loved me.

*     *     *

After I Emma left, I lay there on the bed in my bra and panties, heating pad on my tummy, and, for the first time, actually examined my room.

Even though I’d  never been here before, it felt like mine, ya know? It had teal-colored walls and pillows, with a dusty pink bedspread and curtains. My cheerleader trophies and medals were on a bookcase, and lots of photos of me and my friends were on the walls--- friends that I’d yet to meet. Tee Hee.

After about 30 minutes, I was feeling better. I really wanted a closer look at my home for the next 11 days so I got up and walked around in my underwear.

And a string hanging out of your vagina! my internal Lucas said in a disgusted voice.

Ooh,  I loved how neatly all my pretty bras and panties were arranged in the drawers of my white dresser.

As I checked out my dresses, skirts, tops, shoes, and other clothes in my walk-in closet, I realized I was tempted to do a one-girl fashion show. I reeelly, reeelly wanted to try on everything, especially the prom dress.

“But they’re your clothes and they’re not going anywhere, Sophie,” I said as I closed the door. “Relax, girl.”

Yeah, that’s a good idea, I decided. Relax and go over the photos of my friends so I won’t get their names wrong when I go back to school on Monday as a student instead of a teacher.

Before I went back to the bed to rest a little more, though, I stopped to look in the mirror on the closet door.

There stood a petite brunette with brown eyes and impressive breasts, wearing a new lilac bra—size 34C—and white panties.

I’m Sophie, I said to myself, as I put my hand on one hip and turned left and right, giggling when I saw just how big those breasts looked in profile.

I have Sophie’s body. I walk and talk like her. I act like her, cuz that’s who I am. I love pretty clothes and boys.

But I don’t have her memories. Instead, my head is filled with yucky old stuff about cars, math, and sports, especially football.

 But in 11 days, I am gonna be Lucas Collins, cuz that’s who I was before I was Sophie. And I know that’s who I am supposed to be so it doesn’t bother me, ya know?

So . . . I’ll just have fun being a girl for as long as I can and then I’ll be a man again and I’ll like that too, I guess. I mean, like, what choice do I have, ya know?

At the moment though, it was a real mess down there between my legs, and, suddenly, the cramps were back, bringing tears to my eyes and making me almost double up in pain.

Before I lay down,  I decided it might be good to take another Midol.

Gawd, I hated being a girl!

*     *     *

Emma told me Bobby would love me in the dress she choose, a short, black number with pink flowers, a flared skirt, and sweetheart neckline with spaghetti straps. And she was right!

That’s wonderful! Sophie girl said inside my head, while Lucas man pouted and said No, it’s not!

Shut up! she replied. I’m in charge right now!

“God, you're sexy," he whispered in my ear as we slow danced at the end-of-year school dance, my arms around his neck and his around my waist. Something else of his had made an appearance too, and I giggled as I felt it press against me.

Remembering how the Sophie part of me had so enjoyed  our little make-out session the previous night, I decided, with a little spiked punch, to strengthen my resolve. I was his girlfriend, not his coach, and I was going to rock Bobby’s world  tonight, someway, somewhere, somehow, despite my period.

No big surprise, though, the somewhere was his Camaro in the driveway at my house.

As soon as he turned off the ignition, I kicked off my pumps. When he turned to look at me, I tucked my bare  legs under me, took off my dangly silver earrings, placed them in my clutch and dropped it with my shoes.

"Now, where did we leave off last night?" I smiled as I leaned in to kiss him."

Bobby pulled back. "Aren't you worried about your Mom or Dad seeing us?” he asked.

"Don't worry," I said. "For what I have in mind, no one will notice a thing."

I kissed him again, and he responded passionately, squeezing my partially exposed breasts.

As we continued to kiss, I moved one hand onto his lap and returned the favor on his manhood. He moaned.

"I've heard that guys like that," I giggled.

He put his much larger hand on top of mine and pushed down. "You got that right," he gasped.

"Okay, tiger, slow down," I said. "Let me do this okay?"

I unzipped his pants and reached inside. I could tell that he wore the same kind of briefs that I did as a man. Ewww! Then I worked my tiny hand into the slit and found what I was looking for. I unsheathed it and it sprang to attention.

"Oh, my! That's impressive," I squealed, as he moaned and worked his hands into my long hair, pulling my head toward him and down.

And it was, indeed, impressive as least from this new perspective. As a man, I had seen other guys' privates from time to time in locker rooms, but I had never seen an erect one other than my own. And this one was pointing right at me! Tee. Hee.

How would mine measure up to this one? It was difficult to tell. None of the women I’d had sex with ever complained.

Suddenly, the sheer lunacy of the situation hit me. My experience always had been as the one sitting in the driver's seat with a raging hard-on. Now I was the beautiful girl who caused it.

Hey, man, just enjoy the ride I told myself. For now, you’re a girl!

"Does it hurt?" I asked sweetly, knowing full well that the answer was "yes."

"Would you like me to kiss it and make it better?" I teased, my inhibitions still loosened by alcohol and fully enjoying this battle of the sexes from my new position of power that I hadn't realized girls have.

"Oh, yes, please," he gulped. "God, Sophie, you're killing me here. Please!"

Of course, as a horny teen-age boy, I had pleasured myself from time to time, by running my hand up and down the shaft. In fact, the motion was so familiar that, as I did it to Bobby's, I briefly expected to feel the same rapture that I had as a man. I didn't. But that was okay.

My nipples were hard, my panties were wet, and I felt the almost irresistible urge to climb up on Eric's lap and impale myself. But that wasn't the plan, not when I had a tampon in my girly parts.

Truth be told, I probably wouldn’t have, even if I could have. I didn’t know if he and the real Sophie had ever been intimate. Eleven days from now, I didn’t want the her to inherit a relationship in which she was immediately expected to put out if she hadn’t already.

So, instead, I looked at Bobby and said, "If you don't mind, I think that I'll have a late-night snack."

Then I lowered my head, gently wrapped my lips around the head of his shaft, and showed him just how well a girl on the rag could pleasure her boyfriend.

As I moved my mouth up and down the length of rigid pole, he grabbed my hair and screamed, “Oh, God, Sophie, yes!”

Pulling off and looking up, I innocently asked, “Do you like that, Bobby?”

“You little, slut, you know I do!” he hissed.

“Okay, then, but don’t yell, sweetie,” I replied. “We don’t want Daddy turning on that porchlight and seeing us. That could be bad for your health.”

Oh, gawd! I suddenly said to myself. I’ll bet Emma has said the same thing in the driveway at our house!

Then I giggled. But, oh, well, I’m her bestie now and not her father. And, right now, I love being a slut!

“Please,” Bobby implored, pushing my head toward his groin.

I looked up, licked my lips, and said, “Okay, back to work for this girl.”

I pushed my mouth slowly down over his penis as far as I could and, pressing my lips against it, even more slowly pulled back up.”

Bobby liked it, I guess, cuz that’s when he lost control, spewing his cum in my mouth and on my face as I pulled off.

Remembering how it had been in another time when I was the horny teen boy and a gorgeous girl had just pleasured me, I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand. Then I lay my head in his lap and used my tongue to play with his limp penis.

“Oh, no, I hope I didn’t break it!” I giggled.

After slumping there silently for a few moments to recover, Bobby suddenly pushed me back into my seat, grabbed my breasts with his hands, and pressed his lips against mine, our tongues entwining. I put my legs around him and pulled him even closer, bodies pressed against one another as best as they could be in the confines of the front seat.

“Bitch,” he whispered in my ear, and pushed his hand under and dress and toward my panties.

“Bastard,” I whispered back. “I’d love, it Bobby. I really would. But I started my period today. And I’ve got a tampon sticking you-know-where.

“Oh, yuck!” he said, pulling back.

Despite my sexual frustration, I couldn’t help but giggle. Having been on the male side of the gender divide, I understood completely.

“When I’m not on the rag, okay?” I said with a sweet smile and kissed him on the cheek. “I had a great time. And thanks for dessert!”

*     *     *

“Sophie, time to get up. Guests will be here in less than two hours.”

Huh? What?

As I opened my eyes and raised up, considerable weight shifted on my chest and long brown hair fell over my eyes. Frantically, I brushed back the latter and stared wide-eyed around me. This was a nightmare. It had to be!

But it wasn’t.

“Sophie, sweetie, are you okay?” a female voice said.

“Uh, yeah, Mom, I’m okay, I guess,” I said, fighting back panic as I looked at the woman who I had a casual acquaintance with for years because of our daughters but now was my mother.

“You guess?” she asked, visibly concerned.

I forced a smile. “Just a nightmare, Mom and . . .”

Oh, gawd, I didn’t want to say it, but the words came out anyway. “And I started my period yesterday, so you know . . .”

“I sure do, sweetie,” she smiled sweetly. “Don’t forget to put in a tampon if you want to go swimming after brunch.”

Then she closed the door and I pulled the pink bedspread up over my head and moaned in embarrassment and humiliation.

How could I possibly have thought I liked being in this ultra-girly room when Emma left me here yesterday? I said to myself as I pushed back the cover and once more stared at my surroundings. How could I have been okay with her picking out a dress for me to wear on a date with Bobby Alvarez! And how could I have . . . !

This was a nightmare, all right, a living nightmare and, if that wasn’t bad enough, I had a nightmare in the nightmare last night.

Once more in a dream, I relived my intimacy with Bobby. Only, when I looked up, my lips dripping with his cum, it wasn’t him—again!

“No, no, my attraction to my own body is so not real,” I whispered. “I’m not going to let it be. Thank goodness he’s not coming to the brunch today.”

Sophie’s parents—well, mine now—had invited her four closest friends, as well as their boyfriends and parents, to a late Sunday breakfast beside the pool. Then the kids were going swimming. Since I wasn’t dating anyone at the time and didn’t want to be the odd man out, I wasn’t going to attend, despite Emma’s insistence that I should.

*     *     *

While waiting for parents to arrive, Bobby sat next to me at the table. Had I been a real girl, I could understand my attraction to him, with his black hair, blue eyes, and athletic build. And how could I forget what I did to him when I was under the influence? Yes, that’s my excuse.

But I was sooo not a real girl, even though more and more I feared I was starting to become one the longer I was trapped in this body. It was these damned female hormones! The situation made even worse by me being on my—yewww!—period! And I still had 10 more days to go before the Sophie and I could switch back.

And the fact that I was so turned on by Bobby today, especially when our shoulders or arms touched, provided valid evidence for that fear. I even felt my panties growing damp, just as they had when I, you know, did that thing in his car Saturday night. OMG, this was too much! Did I want to run away screaming hysterically in my girly Sophie voice that I was really a man? Or did I want to jump his bones right there in front of Mom and Dad?

No, dammit! I would do neither. I was still a strong man on the inside. Yes, hormonally, this was a challenge. But that’s all it was. I wasn’t intellectually attracted to Bobby or any other guy and I would survive this.

Man up! the Lucas in me said, trying to ignore the girlish giggle that followed.

And just as I thought the man in me was okay with me sitting there in a dress and pretending to be someone I’m not, it got worse.

OMG, Mr. C walked in with Ms. Allen, an English teacher at the high school!

Simultaneously, Bobby’s left hand moved along my right thigh, pushing aside my dress as it crept upward. Its roughness and warmth sent an electric charge straight up to my nipples and then down to my belly button. Ohhh, how I loved being in this body! And, ohhh, how I hated it!

I gasped and everyone turned to look at me.

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

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

Hearing what she said as I ran inside started a flood of tears that poured down my cheeks and fell onto the bare skin above the bosom of my dress. No, dammit, it was not my time of the month. I was a man. Only I wasn’t. OMG, could it be my time of month?

I cried even harder as I ran into the bathroom and locked the door.

Emma knocked and said, “Let me in, Sophie.”

“Go away!” I demanded and  fiercely blew my nose with a tissue. I then looked up into the mirror above the sink to see a miserable looking teen girl looking back at me. Realization that was my image made me cry even harder.

Emma rattled the door knob and said, “Please, Sophie, let me in.”

I relented, unlocked the door, and collapsed into her arms.

“Oh, it’s really bad this month, isn’t it, Sophie”? she said as she stroked my hair. “I’m so sorry, baby.”

“That’s not what’s wrong and you know it!” I said pushing away from her.”

My daughter looked puzzled for a moment and then smiled. “Oh, don’t tell me you’re jealous of my father being here with Ms. Allen? Oh, Sophie that’s just so . . .”

“Don’t say it!” I hissed.

“Actually, I was going to say ‘sweet,’” she smiled innocently.

“What’s wrong with Sophie in your body spending time with a woman? I mean, you do have a boyfriend now, you know.”

“I sooo do not!” I countered, but was at loss for words after that.

In point of fact, she was correct.

“How did it happen?” I asked, finally regaining my composure.

“He—she—decided to get out of the house yesterday instead of just, you know, sitting around drinking  and . . .

“Masturbating,” we both giggled.

“Well, yes, I can see that,” I said. “But that was such a shock to see ‘me’ come with a woman, you know?”

Emma smiled. “I do know. He ran into her at the grocery store and asked her to come with him. And like I’ve told you all year, I thought she would go out with you if you would ask her,” she said. “But you never did.

“And, at the same time you got that shocker, I’ll bet you were sitting there next to Bobby, fighting your attraction to him.

“And being the over-emotional girl you are, well . . .”

“You are such a bitch,” I said with a half-smile and then pulled her back for another embrace. “And I love you.”

“I love you too . . . Sophie,” she replied. “And I know how incredibly difficult this is for you. Believe me, I do. And I truly want to help you get through this, both as your daughter and, for the moment, your best friend.”

 The embrace felt so . . . so . . . decidedly unlike what I experienced when I was her father and we hugged. With her now four inches taller than me, as well as stronger, I felt safe and comforted and, believe it or not, better than I had a few moments before. I snuggled in closer and she held me even tighter.

With my head against her chest, I finally said, “Thanks, Emma. I needed that.”

As she stroked my hair, she replied, “I’m so glad, honey. Now, why don’t you go rest a little bit. Seriously, being on the rag is stressful, even for those who have periods every month. A little time alone will help you feel better.

“I’ll tell your Mom that you have a headache and need to lie down for awhile.

“Then, when you’re feeling better, put on your bikini and come out to the pool.”

As I nodded and blew my nose one last time, she added, “And don’t forget to put in a fresh tampon before you put on your bikini, okay?

Inside my head, the real me started to rebel again, screaming, “No! No! No!” But to Emma, I said meekly, “Okay, I will. Thanks.”

*     *     *

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

A heart-shaped piece of silver metal connected the two triangles covering my breasts. The look was terminally cute. The bikini bottom was black.

When did girls stop wearing top and bottoms that matched? I wondered.

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

“How can I do this? I feel naked and exposed,” I said softly. “And how can I pretend to be something I’m not?”

But something that you’re quickly getting a whole lot better at pretending to be, a little voice inside my head replied. And if you need it, you always have the PMS thingy as an excuse for anything you say or do!

OMG, the little voice was so right. I couldn’t help but giggle at that.

Looking in the mirror once again, with my hands on my hips, I said, “You can do this because you don’t have a choice. For now, you are that girl in the mirror. You are Bobby’s girlfriend and Emma’s bestie. Act like it!”

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

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

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

In a flash I went from angry and trying to fight him to arousal and awareness of who I was right now—his girlfriend. Suddenly, as my hair fell down around my shoulders, it was fun to wrestle with him!

Then I realized how much stronger he was than I, and I panicked. I screamed. Of course, everyone else, including Bobby, thought that it was the scream of a girl having fun with her boyfriend.

Perhaps that’s what it really was after all because I didn’t try too hard to get away.

Stopping for a breath as we treaded water, he said quietly, “So, Sophie, I really enjoyed last night. Any chance we could, you know, sneak away from here and go up to your bedroom for a follow-up?”

He laughed.

As a girl, I wanted to punch him in the face. But formerly a guy myself with a little more understanding of what teenage boys are like, I understood what he was feeling right now.

Instead, I slapped him playfully and said. “Bobby, you’re terrible! I’m not that kind of girl, and you know it.”

“Yeah, but I wish you were,” he laughed as he splashed me again and we wrestled some more. When he squeezed my breasts a second time, I grabbed his trunks and pulled him to me. We kissed. And kissed some more. I felt his erection pressing against me, and, lost in the moment, ground my pelvis against his.

It felt wonderful! And the pleasure intensified for me as I watched his eyes roll up in his head, pleasure that a little girl like me could have power like this over a big boy like that! Tee. Hee.

Yikes! Where did that come from?

Panic returned as I realized who I was and what I was doing. To pretend acceptance was one thing, but to pretend my way into underwater intercourse as a teenage girl with a teenage boy was quite another. I pushed him away and swam toward the girls in the shallow end.

Standing up and pulling my long, wet hair behind my bare back, I watched Bobby climb out at the other end and go inside. My male mind—or what was left of it—sympathized with how frustrated he must feel, while my female body ached for fulfillment. I was lost in a chaotic cross-fire of male-female emotions.

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

Finally, my wandering mind rejoined my body in the pool. Through the tight Spandex of my bikini bottom, I felt cool water on my flat crotch. I felt it running off my hair and down my back. I felt my nipples go rigid again. And I realized someone was talking to Sophie—to me.

“Uh, yeah, thanks,” I said. “I’m fine.”

I knew why Bobby was going inside and decided that, once I got back in the cozy confines of my bed, with its hot pink sheets and dusky pink comforter, I too might consider a little self-gratification. After all, a girl’s gotta do, what a girl’s gotta do, especially a girl who’s having her period. Tee. Hee.

*     *     *

As I lay there in bed Monday morning, waiting for Mom to remind me to get up and get ready for school, I relived yet a third nightmare about me and Mr. C. But to be honest, I gotta admit, I kinda liked this one, so maybe it really wasn’t so much a nightmare as, well, if I were a guy, I’d call it a wet dream. And what was the harm in enjoying it since I was stuck as Sophie until a week from Wednesday?

In this dream, Mr. C was in the pool with me instead of Bobby—and I didn’t push him away. Instead, I wiggled out of my bikini bottom, eager to have sex with my major crush. Then I ducked underwater and pulled down his trunks, my face only inches away from my—I mean his. Tee. Hee—penis!

Emma is  right, I remembered thinking in the dream, this is so hot!

Resisting the urge to, well . . . you know, I resurfaced and kissed him passionately as I wrapped my arms around his neck and my legs around his hips. With one hand, he guided what used to be my penis into what used to be his vagina and pushed me harder against him with the other.

Yeah, I know. In real life I’m having my period  and my tampon would get in the way or, if I pulled it out, the pool might get bloody and  . . . Ewww! But this was a dream, a wonderful dream! As he pumped and pumped his man-meat into my girly parts, I moaned and pulled even harder against his muscular frame, hoping that would push him even deeper into me.

At last, Mr. C and I were having sex. No, we were making love and . . .

“Oh, this is so hot!” I heard a familiar voice say.

Lifting my head from Mr. C’s shoulder, I opened my eyes to see Emma and my parents and Ms. Allen and all my girlfriends watching us.

And you know what, having an audience didn’t bother me—not even when they applauded. Well, maybe a little bit. But it was worth it!

Yeah, it was worth it, I told myself again with a smile as Mom knocked on my door. But even so, I still wasn’t looking forward to my first day of school as a female student instead of a male teacher. Having sex dreams was one thing, cold reality was another and I still had more than a week to pretend to be Emma’s bestie instead of her father.

*     *     *

I noticed Emma  watching me as I swung my bare legs into the car for her to drive us to school. I adjusted the seat belt between my breasts, checked my face in the mirror of the sun visor . . . and saw that she still was staring.

"What?" I asked, throwing my hands wide.

Emma  laughed. "Oh, Daddy, you're a natural," she said.

"Thanks a lot!" I said, as I crossed my arms and legs and nervously shook my foot. “And where’s your father—I mean, where’s Sophie? I thought we all were going to ride together today so we could go over stuff?”

“Yes, I know,” my bestie/daughter said as she backed out of the driveway. “But Dad decided he didn’t want be seen going to school with his daughter and her best friend. He thought it would seem unmanly.”

“He’s really a girl, for God’s sake!” I exclaimed. “And she has only been a man for two days!”

“But he really seems to be getting the hang of it, if you know what I mean,” my rotten daughter giggled. “I even saw him kiss Ms. Allen.”

“Oh, that’s just great,” I said.

My flat slipped off my heel and I bounced it up and down on my toes. The motion triggered a sudden memory of when I was a teenage boy in school and watched girls doing the same thing when they were nervous or angry. I thought it was sexy, I recalled, and it made me hard.

For an instant, I expected to feel that same arousal. I wanted to feel that same arousal. But looking down, I saw a tight skirt stretched across my flat groin. There was nothing there to be aroused. Dammit! That wasn't fair. Being a girl sucked, and, today, being Sophie especially sucked, even if I did like it in my dream just a few hours before.

Dammit, I knew this was going to happen.

We weren’t even at school yet, and I was tired of pretending.  I just wanted to cry. But I didn't. I couldn't. I was Lucas! And Lucas didn't cry.

  "Now, can we go to school, please? I don't want to be late," I snapped, angry at my loss, my new reality, and something that I didn't understand.

Emma  patted my smooth leg. "You bet," she said.

"And be sure and call me Sophie at school today," I added as I took  sunglasses off my head, put them in my purse, and then adjusted the hem of my skirt. "I'm Sophie, your best friend,  remember?"

Keeping her eyes on the road, Emma smiled and  said, "Sure, Sophie. I hope you have Tampons in your purse. You're probably going to need one today. And I brought some extra panties for you, in case you forgot.”

*     *     *

My first day of school  was awful. Emma and I shared one class, so she could tell me where to sit in that one. But for the rest, I had no idea! A couple of times, I ran to the girls’ bathroom and hid in a stall so people wouldn’t see me crying. ‘Course, while I was in there, I shoved a new tampon into my vagina. I think that the bleeding had lessened a little. Thank gawd!

At least I’d didn’t call people by the wrong names or anything like that. That would have been soooo humiliating! Also, it was the last week of school so things were a lot less formal and teachers weren’t paying as much attention to details as they usually would.

I didn’t have classes with Mr. Collins or anywhere near his room. But that afternoon, I decided that I’d stop by and see how he was doing as a man, ya know? I mean, we were both in this together.

OMG, as I peeked inside, he looked so handsome sitting there behind his desk! He was tall and muscular, with green eyes, brown hair, and, oooooh, a little stubble on his cheeks and chin. He was sooo masculine and good looking.

I tried to speak, but, at first, I was too scared. But he heard me and looked my way.

“Oh, hi, Sophie,” he said. “How’s it going?”

After a long pause, I finally managed to respond. “Uh, fine, Mr. Collins,” I said. “Just thought that I’d check on you since, well . . . you know.”

“I do,” he laughed. “I never thought that I’d be a football coach and a history teacher. But here I am.”

“And I never thought I’d be . . .  this,” I replied, gesturing at myself in a pink top and denim min-skirt. “But here I am.”

He started to respond, it seemed, but then stopped. “Uh, yes, there you are,” he said finally, as he looked me up and down. “Okay, thanks for stopping by, Sophie. I’ve got to get back to work.”

He then turned back to the papers on his desk.

My heart pounding as I backed out of the door, I was confused.

Did he just dis me? I wondered. Or was he attracted to me and didn’t want to show it?

It was the latter, I decided. Yes, he liked me too! He liked me too!

*     *     *

On Tuesday, I wore a white, pleated floral skater dress with my hair down, hoping he would like me even more. I added a little perfume too.

“Hi, again, Mr. Collins,” I said.

This time, I went into his room and stood by his desk, just--- sigh!--- inches away from the man I made love to in my dreams Monday night.

This time, he looked me up and down before saying anything. Oooooh, that was just what I wanted. He noticed me as a woman!

“Uh, hi, Sophie,” he said finally. “You’re looking really pretty today!”

OMG, did I just hear that? I thought. I think that my panties just got wet!

And speaking of panties, I was wearing a pad today instead of a tampon. The worst was over! This was a great day!

“Thank you, Mr. C--- Lucas,” I said. “I wore this just for you. I was hoping you’d notice.”

Then I bent one bare leg, placed it onto the edge of his desk, and traced a finger along his bare arm. “I’ll be 18 tomorrow, you know,” I added. “I’ll be legal, a woman.”

“Ah, yes, I know that, Sophie,” he said, pulling his arm back and standing up. “But . . . but . . . I’m really busy right now, you see, and, so, if you’ll excuse me. I have to get down to the gym for a meeting.”

“Okay, Lucas,” I said. “See you tomorrow, okay?”

He didn’t reply as he hastily left me behind in his classroom.

“Yes! He likes me!” I said to the empty room. “I can tell.”

And tomorrow I’m going to seal the deal! I told myself.

*     *    *

Oh, yeah, I guess you’re wondering how my days at school were going when I wasn’t trying to seduce Mr. C. Tee. Hee.

Well, it seemed really freaky, at first, but, then, it was like I was becoming who I appeared to be. I guess that probably should have frightened me more than it did. I was a man for 38 years and I’d been a girl for just a few days.

But by Wednesday, I could style my hair, apply makeup, and put on a bra without even thinking about it. And as I hung out with Emma’s friends—and mine now, I guess—I got better and better at talking like them, acting like them, and even thinking like them. It just happened. And that’s a good thing, I guess, since I still had a week to go before I could change back into my old self again. You know?

On Tuesday night, too, Emma called and said, “You’re doing really good, Dad. I want you to know that. I know this has been really tough for you and I haven’t helped by teasing you so much. You know, like saying . . .”

“This is so hot,” I said in unison with her and we both giggled.

Then she added, “It’s almost like we're not pretending anymore. It's almost like we really are best friends. And Sophie is doing great pretending to be you too. I’m so proud of both of you because of the way you’re handing this.”

What she said almost made me mad, but then I realized she was just trying her best to make all of this craziness more tolerable for me. “Thanks, Emma. You’re the best,” I replied. “See you tomorrow.”

“And tomorrow, you’ll be legal,” she giggled as she hung up.

Oh, that girl! But she was right. And, for the occasion, I wore heels and my dress had an even shorter hem and lower neckline. On this last official day of school before Emma and I were to graduate, I was going to make Mr. Lucas Collins mine!

This time, I didn’t even say hello until I had walked in, sat down on his desk top, and leaned way over to show him my boobies.

“How are you, Lucas?” I asked and then kissed him on the lips before he had time to answer.

“Uh, I’m okay, Sophie Elaine,” he said, strangely using my full name for the first time.

But of course he would know it. It had been his.

“I don’t think a student kissing a teacher is appropriate,” he added. “You’re a very pretty girl and all, but . . .”

“But what?” I giggled. “I know what it’s like to have a thingy between your legs and I know what it’s like when it gets hard.”

I touched his rough cheek with my small hand.

“I’m making it hard for you, Lucas.” I added. “And if you want, I can make it soft too.”

Then I giggled.

OMG! Did I just say that? I was sooo clever.

But not clever enough to convince Mr. C to do me on his desk or in the locker room.

He pushed me away. I couldn’t believe it. Why? Why would he do that?

“We can’t do this,,” he said sternly. “I’m sorry, Sophie, but I’m not going to have sex with a student in my classroom.”

As I backed away, humiliated and fighting back tears, he added, “I think we should talk.”

*     *     *

I stared at the beautiful girl in the strapless, little black dress with sheer black stockings and matching heels. I should have felt growing arousal between my legs. But instead, as I looked in the mirror, I felt . . . sexy.

I loved the sensuous feeling of the tight, silky fabric against my soft skin. I admired the elegance of my hair pinned up except for wisps along the sides, the diamond studs that adorned my ears, and the double strand of pearls that draped down to accentuate my considerable cleavage.

Here in what used to be my bedroom but now was his, Lucas liked my looks too!

Watching in the mirror, I saw him step behind me with a predatory smile. As he nuzzled my neck, he reached around and squeezed my breasts. He unzipped my dress and it 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 and wearing only his jockey shorts, 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 carried me to the nearby bed.

I knew what he wanted. I knew because it’s what I would have wanted if I was still Lucas and he was still Sophie.

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 what I hoped was a seductive smile.

Well, you know, I couldn’t be sure. This was my first time as a girl instead of a guy. Not only that, this was the first time a girl had been in this bed since Emma and I moved in two years ago. And now I was the girl instead of the guy who bought the house! Tee. Hee.

Whatever the smile was, I hoped it 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 . . .

Yes, we were going to make love—at last!

But it was going to happen only because we talked first, just as he suggested two days before. I had gone into his classroom intending to seduce him, hoping his response would be to lock the classroom door, sweep everything off his desk, and do me on top of it.

Instead, Lucas talked to me about how it was to be a 38-year-old man instead of an 18-year-old girl and about his feelings about me, the 38-year-old man now in her body.

“Not being a horny, hormone-driven teenager anymore, I’ve had time to think about why I had such a crush on you when I was Sophie and you were Lucas,” he said as he sat down beside me on his desktop. “And I realized that it wasn’t all just physical. I really did like you as a person too. You were funny and smart. You were a kind and patient father to Sophie.”

Then he paused and looked down before continuing. “And there is one more thing, something that just happened after we swapped bodies. Emma told me that you hadn’t had a serious relationship with a woman since your wife died and she was worried about you, worried that you might not ever find happiness. That made me really sad. And that made me care about you even more.

“I want to make you happy, Lucas—er, Sophie. I really, really do. And since you now are the horny, hormone-driven teenager who has a crush on me, I just want you to know that.”

When I started to cry, he quickly pulled a tissue from a nearby box and handed it to me.

“Oh, I’m so sorry, Sophie,” he said, pulling me to him and stroking my hair. “I didn’t mean to hurt your feelings. It just, that, you know . . .”

“Yes, I know,” I said, pulling back and blowing my nose. “I really do know. I’m not crying because you hurt my feelings. I’m crying because I understand. I am a horny, hormone-driven teenage girl now. I mean, I did stuff with Bobby Alvarez cuz that’s what I am. Not all the way. But stuff, you know?

“And I’ve had dreams about you and me.

“But what you said has made me stop to think about how I felt about you when you were Emma’s bestie and I was her father.

“I liked you too, Sophie. I liked you a lot. You were such a good friend to Emma. You were loyal and honest. You seemed very mature for your age, and, because of that, you were a great role model for her.

“And . . .” Now it was my turn to pause.

“And?” Lucas said.

“And, I sometimes thought about how it might be between us if I weren’t a teacher and you weren’t a student and I was a little younger or you were a little older.”

“Well, you won’t be a student after your graduate tomorrow,” Lucas said.

“And I am 18 too,” I said with a smile, as I used another tissue to wipe away the remnants of my tears.

“What about the age difference?” he asked.

“Doesn’t bother me if it doesn’t bother you,” I said.

“Is that now or after we switch back?” he asked. “We still have a week to go.”

“We’re going to switch back?” I asked innocently and then giggled.

Lucas pulled me toward him and gave me a light, sweet kiss. Even so, it still made my toes curl.

“You know, Sophie,” he said. “Right now, I think I’d rather love you than be you.”

“And you know, Lucas,” I said as I kissed him back, “I feel the same way.”

So we decided to have our first “date” on Friday, after I became an official high school graduate the day before. And as luck would have it, Emma was going to the beach with her boyfriend’s family that day, while my parents were going to my aunt’s condo. And, oh yeah, I finally would be done with my period!

We also decided that we’d dress up and go to a nice restaurant and after that . . . Well, we’d just see what happens.

“Would it be okay if I wore a little black dress?” I asked. “I saw one in your—I mean, my—closet.”

“Oh, yes,” he grinned. “That definitely would be okay.”

After that, Friday took too long to get here. But as the evening progressed, it proved worth the wait.

“You’re gorgeous,” Lucas said when I opened the door to greet him.

“Flattery will get you everywhere,” I replied, as I raised up on my four-inch heels to kiss him.

We had decided that I was Sophie for our date and he was Lucas and we would talk and behave only as who we appeared to be—and rapidly were becoming for real, I suspected.

Consequently, Lucas was the perfect gentleman. He opened doors for me. He pulled out my chair. He lightly placed his hand on my nylon-covered leg under the table, as we talked generally about movies, books, and current events and then more personally about where I was going to college and what we were going to do this summer. That hand made it a little hard for me to concentrate on conversation, but I managed.

Until he said, “I can’t wait to see you in a bikini, Sophie.”

Then I felt my face grow red.

“You’re so cute when you get embarrassed,” Lucas said as he touched my chin. 

As we ate and talked, he also was very attentive about keeping my wine glass filled, which I thought was interesting.

“I am only 18, you know,” I giggled.

“I won’t tell if you won’t,” he chuckled.

Back at the house, he took my hand and led me to the bedroom where I’d never made love to a woman when I was a man, but now was going to make love to a man as a woman—I hoped!

It looked even more promising when he undressed me in front of the mirror and carried me to the bed.

"Want to explore ?" he said, as he crawled behind me and gently squeezed my breasts. Then one of hands slid down to my crotch and massaged my girly parts.

Too turned on to speak, I nodded my head and pressed my bottom into his groin, where the manhood that once belonged to me now wanted more than anything to penetrate what now belonged to me.

"Oh, my God," I gasped, suddenly regaining my voice. "I had no idea."

Rubbing his rigid rod against my eager vagina, he grunted, “I know what you mean. Now let’s try this!”

He then leaned on my back, ran his hands down the sheer black stockings that hugged my legs, entered me from behind, and slowly began pumping.

“Am I doing this right?” he asked, between thrusts.

“Oh, yes, yes, yes!” I screamed, feeling for the first time what it was like to be penetrated. “But harder, harder, harder!”

As the man I once had been obliged, I bucked and moaned and my eyelids fluttered, until he ejaculated and  I simultaneously achieved ecstasy. Yes, it was orgasmic. Tee. Hee.

Both breathing heavily, and both possibly too exhausted to move, we stayed connected until Lucas fell out of me.

“Oh, no!” I cried.

He raised up, laughed, and said, “Don’t worry. You’ll get it again later, I promise. After just one time, I can tell you sex as a man is addictive, especially with a beautiful girl wearing black stockings and pearls.”

I turned over and pulled him to me. “I’ll hold you to that, mister,” I said. “And it was pretty addictive for this girl too.”

“You mean you don’t want to switch back?” he asked innocently, his big brown eyes staring innocently down into my green ones.

“Only if you do,” I grinned, taking the dare and throwing it back at him.

“Hmmm,” he said. “Well, maybe we can talk about that after I’ve done you missionary style and you’ve been on top and we’ve tried oral and . . . ”

“Oh, hush,” I said. “Let’s cuddle.”

“Just like a girl,” he laughed.

But we did. And, just like a man, he fell asleep, or seemed to, until I started gently stroking his penis. Opening his eyes, he smiled and said “Oh, Sophie girl, you know what I like.”

I sure did! A little kiss on the tip and soft suck on the head and my man was ready to go again! How did I know that would work? Well, maybe cuz some girl had once done that for me!

With his rod now at full attention, I told Lucas I wanted to ride him reverse cowgirl style.

 He laughed. “Okay, girl, but you’d better hold on to those breasts!”

I suspected he was right, cuz he’d had some experience with that.

Turning away from my sweetie, I slowly lowered myself onto the manhood that once belonged to me. He groaned, and I gasped, “Oh, yes” as I pressed down as far as I could.

“Giddy up, cowgirl!” Lucas said and then added, “Hey, how do we do this? Do I pump or do you bounce?”

“Trial and error!” I giggled and away we went. I yelled and whooped the way I imagined any cowgirl would as she rode a bucking bronco and Lucas shouted, “Ride ‘em, cowgirl! Ride ‘em!”

You know what, he was right. I did have to hold onto my boobies cuz it was a wild ride.

A wild ride that ended abruptly when the bedroom light came on and I opened my eyes to see Emma standing in the doorway.

“Uh, sorry,” she said as she stared at her father sitting bare-breasted on her best friend’s penis. “I heard noise and knocked . . . and I was worried . . . Uh, sorry.

“I’ll talk to you guys tomorrow,” she added as she closed the door.

*     *     *

The original plan included Lucas taking me home after our “date,” but then things just kinda happened and, well, I definitely did not want to put on my little black dress for the ride home. What if Emma peeked out of her bedroom door and saw me?

Lucas laughed. “Yeah, like she didn’t see enough already. Let’s just try to get some sleep and we’ll deal with this tomorrow.”

“Okay,” I replied, as I curled up against his chest and . . .

“Cut that out!” he hissed, gently but firmly removing my hand from his groin.

I guess we slept because the next thing I knew we did hear a knock at the door this time. Lucas slipped on his robe and answered.

“Okay, thanks,” he said as he took something from Emma and closed the door.

Before he could take a step she knocked again.

“Get dressed and come to the kitchen,” she said loud enough for us to hear through the door. “I’ll make coffee.”

“You heard her,” Lucas said as he tossed shorts and a top to me. “She thought you might need some clothes since you spent the night here.”

“That girl is something else,” I said, shaking my head and smiling despite our awkward situation.

And, of course, she was right. I did need something to wear. After taking off the stockings and pearls, I put on my panties and bra, then added her tight denim shorts and cropped floral top with puffy sleeves. I put my hair up in a ponytail and, barefooted, I went to the kitchen with Lucas.

Emma smiled as we sat down at the table with her.

“That was quite a surprise last night,” she said. “Care to tell me about it?”

I was tempted to ask her if she didn’t think it was “so hot” to see her father and bestie having sex together in each other’s bodies. But somehow I resisted. Instead, I giggled. OMG, I was acting like such a naughty child!

“Sophie, please,” Lucas said, as he took my hand under the table. “Yes, we’ll be happy to tell you about it,” he added.

So we did.

And, you know what? She was okay with it. That remarkable young lady who used to be my daughter but now was my best friend was okay with it!

“If that’s how you feel about each other and that’s what you want to do because of it, then you should go for it,” she said. “I mean you have to be that way for five more days so why not enjoy it?

“And it’s not like you’re gonna get married or something. Right?”

*     *     *

As it turned out, that is exactly what we did. Oh, we weren’t planning on it at the time Emma asked us about it. But when the 12 days finally were up and we could use the crystal to swap back, we decided we didn’t want to. We wanted to “date” some more. And two months later, Lucas asked me to marry him.

Of course, I said, “Yes!”

And by that time, after seeing us being so happy together, Emma was okay with that too. “ What’s not to like?” she asked. “We’ll all be family.”

She even volunteered to shop for a dress with me for the October wedding.

One Saturday in late August, we stood in front of a mirror in a bridal shop as she zipped me up into a short, floral lace dress with spaghetti straps.

“What do you think?” I asked.

“I think helping the girl who used to be my father shop for a wedding dress is so hot!” she said with a broad grin.

“You are such as perv!” I said.

“I know,” she giggled as she spun me around.

“But I love you anyway,” I said as we embraced.

“And I love you too . . .Mom,” she replied.

#       #      #
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