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  It was a laid back Thursday morning just before Easter at my girlfriend’s house– until the screaming started.


  The screamer was my girlfriend’s 16-year-old daughter, Tiffany.


  “What’s wrong? What happened?” I asked anxiously as Linda pulled Tiff through the kitchen, where I was finishing up the dishes, and into the living room.


  I followed. Linda sat down on the sofa and pulled her daughter next to her. Tiff was sobbing more than screaming now, but …


  Tiffany no longer looked like the brown-eyed girl that she had been just a few minutes before, when the two of them went to the basement to do laundry. Tiffany looked like … Well, she looked a lot like her pregnant best friend Paige. How was that possible?


  But it was true. Tiffany’s hair was shorter and turning blonde. Her eyes were blue. She was growing taller right before my eyes. And then there was the baby bump. There was no mistaking that.


  “What happened?” I asked again.


  “Look at me!” Tiff sobbed. “I’m not me anymore. Who am I?”


  Linda and I looked at one another and then my girlfriend said, “Sweetie, I think you’re turning into Paige.”


  Tiffany looked down at her belly pushing out from under her tee shirt, and the sobbing intensified. “Oh, my God, you’re right! I’m pregnant. I can’t be pregnant! How did this happen?”


  Linda leaned into the daughter who had suddenly grown taller than her and stroked her hair.


   “Shh. Shhh. It’s okay, honey. We’ll figure this out.”


  Tiffany now was an exact twin for Paige, only in clothes far too small for her taller frame. For the first time, I noticed that she had something in her hand. Tiff held it up when she saw where I was looking.


  “This shocked me,” she said. “And then I started to change.”


  She tossed what appeared to be some kind of jewelry onto a pile of clothes next to her that probably should have gone into the laundry basket to be washed. Tiffany typically left her stuff scattered all over the house.


  Just then, the doorbell rang, and before Linda had a chance to answer it, Paige’s mother burst into the house.


  “I’m sorry. I’m sorry that I didn’t knock,” she said. “But Paige is missing. She was supposed to be home hours ago. Have you … “


  And then she saw Tiffany– or rather who used to be Tiffany but now appeared to be Paige.


  “You were supposed to be home long ago, young lady. We’re moving to California tomorrow, and you know it. You have to get packed. And your father has to start his new job on Wednesday. We don’t have time to waste,” she said. “Why didn’t you call? Why are you still here?”


  Paige’s mother started toward the girl that she thought was her daughter. Linda stepped between them.


  “That’s not Paige,” she said. “That’s Tiffany.”


  The obvious idiocy of that statement stunned Paige’s mother into silence, for a moment at least. Then she laughed. And laughed. And laughed.


  “Very funny,” she said. Then she turned to Tiffany and added, “Why are you wearing Tiffany’s clothes? They look ridiculous. Go put on your own. We’re going home.”


  Linda crossed her arms.


  “She’s not going anywhere,” she said.


  Previously shocked into silence by the insanity of this situation, I suddenly realized that I must get involved, if for nothing else than to avoid the two women fighting.


  “Linda is telling the truth,” I said as I crossed and sat down next to Tiffany, putting my arm around her. “I saw Tiffany change into Paige. It really happened.”


  Feeling an uncomfortable lump, I stood up slightly and pulled the clothes and the jewelry out from under me. Something shocked me.


  But I was too concerned about what was happening between Linda and Paige’s mother to give it much thought.


  “You’re both lying,” she said. “Or maybe you’re both crazy. Paige, why don’t you say something?”


  Just then, Linda glanced at me and her jaw dropped. “Oh, Bryan, now you’re changing too!” she shrieked.


  Tiffany looked too and her new blue eyes grew as large as saucers. “Oh, no, you’re turning into me!”


  Tiffany then looked up at the woman who thought she was her mother. “I’m not Paige,” she said. “I’m Tiffany. Really, Mrs. Mueller, I am. And now Bryan’s turning into me. I know it’s crazy. I know it is. But it’s true.”


  Still, Mrs. Mueller didn’t seem swayed by what she heard and what she  now saw, a grown man turning into a teenage girl. Even though I wasn’t all me anymore, I retained enough of myself to realize that this was a dangerous situation and I had to try to do something to prevent someone from being hurt.


  Paige’s mother still intended to push past Linda. I tried to stand up to intervene, but with shorter legs and a shift in my center of gravity I fell back on the couch next to Tiffany. Fortunately, a phone call intervened.  Mrs. Mueller’s instinct to instantly answer a call outweighed her intent to do battle with Linda and take her daughter home.


  “John, I’ve found …” she started to say after she answered, but never finished.


  “What? Where? She’s at the bus station? With Bill? Are you sure?


  “Yes, I know you know what your own daughter looks like. But are you sure it’s her? Okay, okay. I believe you. I’ll be right there.”


  As she clicked off the call, Mrs. Mueller looked totally shell-shocked.


  “I don’t know what’s going on here. You should all be ashamed of yourselves.”


  And she stormed out the door.


  All eyes turned to me. I knew why Tiffany had been screaming. I wanted to scream, but I did not. Tiffany stood up and looked down at me.


  “Oh, Bryan, I’m so sorry. You are me. You’ve even got my pink braces. I don’t know why. But you are. Just like I’m Paige.


   Linda sat down next to me and gestured for Tiffany to sit on the other side of her. Then she put her arms around both our shoulders.


  “This is insane, I know,” she said. “If I hadn’t seen what happened, I wouldn’t believe it either. Magic like this just isn’t real. But here we are.”


  She pulled me into her. I didn’t resist. I just felt numb and lifeless, as if I were a spectator instead of a participant in this Freaky Friday fantasy. For a moment, when there was danger, adrenaline kept me going, ignoring what was happening to my body. Now the danger was gone. And, so it seemed, was the person I used to be. Instead of an adult male, I was a petite girl. My mind simply couldn’t process that.


  “Paige’s mother saw you change from Bryan into Tiff, and she still didn’t believe it,” she said. “I still don’t believe it. My daughter’s her pregnant best friend. And my boyfriend is my daughter.”


  I sensed Linda turn to me, but I kept my head down. I wouldn’t, I couldn’t make eye contact. I was too embarrassed. Too humiliated. Even though I had done nothing wrong, it felt like I had. Fortunately, my male clothes were baggy enough that I couldn’t see the breasts that I felt on my chest.


  “Bryan, I know that this is the most difficult for you. You’re a 40-year-old man in the body of a 16-year-old girl. I can’t imagine how you must feel.”


  She squeezed my shoulder. “But don’t worry. We’ll figure out what happened, and we’ll reverse it. I promise you.


  “But first things, first,” she said as she got up, grabbed my hand and pulled me up with her. “Until we get this fixed, you can’t walk around like that. Let’s get you into some of Tiffany’s clothes, and then we’ll research this necklace on the internet.


  The real Tiffany, now a blonde six inches taller than me and six months’ pregnant, took my other hand. “I hate this too,” she said. “But we’ll get through it together, you’ll see. With any luck, we’ll be like this for only a little while.”


  *     *     *     *     *   


  In Tiffany’s bedroom, I made a concentrated effort not to look in a mirror. How I felt was bad enough. To see how I looked, I was afraid, would push me over the edge.


  I had already stepped out of my shoes in the living room, and if Linda and the new Paige hadn’t been holding me up, I would have tripped on my jeans. My too large socks fell off in the hall.


  “Drop those pants and take off that shirt,” Linda said.


  I did, and stood there in my boxers. The cool air on my bare chest– actually, my bare breasts!– felt so disturbing that I nearly looked down as the nipples hardened. How embarrassing! Instead, I closed my eyes.


  “Boxers too,” she added, and I complied, keeping my hands as far away from my new flat groin as I could. Still, I couldn’t avoid touching the new swell and soft skin of my hips.


  “Okay, put on these panties and shorts.”


  I opened my eyes just enough to take them. Then I backed up to the bed and sat down to put them on. My breasts jiggled. The soft cotton of the panties snugged up against my crotch– my now empty crotch. The denim shorts wouldn’t go on.


  “Lie down on your back and pull them up,” the new Paige suggested. “That’s easier.”


  She was correct, of course. But then I had to sit back up. As I did so, brown hair swept over my bare shoulders, fell into my eyes, and gently tickled my bare torso. Despite my continued mortification at what was happening to me, I couldn’t help but feel a little tingle of pleasure. And that just made it worse. Tears welled up in my eyes.


  Linda saw how miserable I was about all this. “I’m so, so sorry, sweetie,” she said. “This will soon be over. Now, stand up, please and turn around.”


  With my eyes still closed, I could feel her put my arms through straps and then close a snap at the middle of my back. A bra! I was wearing a bra! And I could feel my breasts–- No, not my breasts! Tiffany’s breasts! I could feel Tiffany’s breasts lift and lighten, while the straps pulled down on my shoulders.


  Oh, my God! My girlfriend had just dressed me in her daughter’s bra, panties, and shorts. But at least they had covered portions of her body that I had never seen and never wanted to see!


  “Here’s a top,” Linda said. “Tiff, put her– I’m sorry, Bryan, but that’s what you are for the moment–  put her hair up in a ponytail so it won’t bother her so much. She’s not used to long hair. And find her some shoes, maybe flip-flops. Those are easy. Then you two meet me in my office and we’ll see if we can’t figure out what happened and how to fix it.”


  *    *     *     *     *


  Using the internet, we found out what happened to Tiffany and me. The little known Star of Oluz is what happened to us. Linda found all kinds of references to how it worked and how mysterious it is, suddenly appearing and then disappearing at the worst times. It was remarkably similar to another magic talisman, the Medallion of Zulo. Only legend had it that the Star, a small crystal on a gold chain, came from the Middle East instead of Africa.


  Tiffany had stumbled upon it in the basement, as the two were doing laundry, using a washer that came with the house when Linda bought it two years ago. Had it always been there? Linda didn’t think so. But there was no way to know.


  Paige had spent the night before with Tiffany and left a few of her clothes behind. Tiff tossed them in the basket to wash with hers. And when  she accidentally dropped Paige’s bra behind the washer, she touched the gem at the same time she picked up the bra. Likewise, I had touched it and Tiffany’s clothes at the same time when I pulled them out from under me.


  Finding information that helped explain what happened seemed to bring me out of the almost-zombie-like trance I was in, which was good. But as I came back to reality, I also realized how alien my new body seemed. I was shorter and softer. My hips felt gigantic and my breasts even more so. The bra seemed to be some sort of torture device that put pressure on me in all kinds of new places. Panties and shorts pressed so tightly against my groin that I couldn’t believe they weren’t crushing my balls … Except that I no longer had balls. As Linda had said, I was a 40-year-old man in the body of a 16-year-old girl.


  And my toes. My toes had pink nails!


  I willed myself to ignore the physical discomfort of it all and focus on what Linda told us as she read from the screen.


  “This all just seems to be hearsay and folklore,” she said. “But some of the information does accurately describe the necklace. So that’s encouraging.


  “Also, there’s good news and bad news,” she said looking up, first at her pregnant daughter and then me. “The good news is that Bryan should be able to change back to himself in 12 hours.” 


  “All right!” I screamed in a high, feminine voice that startled me so much that I quickly put  a hand over my mouth. Linda and the new Paige laughed at what must have been a shocked look on my face.


  “All right,” I said in a quieter, but still disturbingly feminine voice. Suddenly I had hope and I felt more like my old self, only in drag.


  “What’s the bad news?” the real Tiffany asked.


  “Well, maybe it’s not bad. I don’t know,” Linda said. “But it definitely seems to be something to be concerned about.


  “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,” Linda said.


  “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. That’s what happened with you two,” she added.


  “Also, if two people touch the Star at the same time, they are changed into one another.”


  The sheik, she explained, impregnated his youngest wife. Then he took a  piece of her clothing and used it with the Star to turn all of his foes into more pregnant women who would pose no threat to him and also would father his children. That was an enhancement that the Medallion of Zulo supposedly didn’t have.


  He then locked up the Star and kept it under heavy guard to ensure that his former enemies would remain his wives, even after they gave birth.


   “But the information here doesn’t say what will happen if you get changed into a body that is pregnant and you have access to the Star,” Linda continued as she looked up at her daughter in Paige’s body. “So maybe you can change back after 12 hours and maybe you can’t. You might have to wait and have the baby before you can become Tiffany again. We’ll just have to wait and see.”


  The longest 12 hours of my life followed– 12 hours that we spent making forced conversation, fixing lunch, finishing the laundry, and trying to ignore the bizarre reality that Tiffany now was her pregnant friend and I was my girlfriend’s daughter.


  As we sat in the living room and pretended to watch TV, I heard Paige say, “Hey, Mommy, check it out.”


  When I looked over at the two of them on the sofa, I saw her pointing at me. 
“What?” I asked, as they both smirked.


  “Look at yourself, Bryan,” Linda said.


  OMG! I was sitting with my legs tucked under me, the same way that I had seen the real Tiffany do dozens of times before. And I had somehow settled into that position without even knowing it.


  Also, I was idly twirling a loose curl of my hair with a forefinger, just as she often did!


  “This can’t be over soon enough,” I said, quickly releasing my hair and putting both feet on the floor.


  “Oh, I don’t know. You make a pretty good Tiffany,” Linda laughed, and I blushed for what had to have been at least the hundredth time that day.


  When the time came, Tiffany touched the Star and some of her own clothes. Her body shifted slightly. Her hair started to darken. Then the changes stopped and she was Paige’s pregnant twin again.


  “I was afraid of this,” Linda said. “And I’ve been thinking about what we will have to do because of it.


  “Come on, girls, let’s sit down on the sofa and I’ll tell you what I think we should do.”


  I shook my head, feeling the ponytail– my ponytail– sway to and fro. “I’m not a girl,” I said.


  Linda smiled. “Well,” she said as we sat down. “About that.


  “Tiffany is stuck as Paige until she has the baby in June. That’s three months. There’s nothing we can do about that.”


  I quickly saw where this was going. “No! No!” I said, crossing my arms under my breasts. “I won’t be Tiffany for three months! I have a life too, you know.”


  Linda put her hand on my  leg, my smooth, bare leg. It felt good– and bad. The sensual nature of this girly body was making me a nervous wreck. Was it this harrowing for real girls? Or just men trapped in girls’ bodies?


  “I know you do, sweetie,” she said. “Believe me, I know that. And you’re my boyfriend. I don’t want you to be my daughter for one second longer than you have to be.


  “But how do we explain Tiffany’s absence for three months if you turn back to yourself? She’s a child. People will ask questions. Her friends. Her teachers. My friends and the people that I work with. She can’t just disappear.”


  I shook my head side to side and bit my lip. Tears filled my eyes– again. My emotional state was as distressing as my physical. I hadn’t cried like this since … well, never. As a boy, excruciating physical pain, like a line drive to the nuts, might make me shed a few tears, but that was it.  And now look at me.


  “You’re an adult,” she continued. “Well … you were an adult, an adult who works at home, lives in a rural area, and travels often. Your temporary disappearance won’t raise nearly as many alarm bells.”


  She reached over and turned my face toward hers. With a tissue she gently wiped my eyes and then gave me another to blow my nose. I couldn’t believe what an emotional wreck I suddenly had become. She hugged me and I sobbed on her shoulder.


  Intellectually, as a 40-year-old man, I knew that what Linda was proposing made sense. But as an adolescent with a whole new set of hormones– female hormones— I didn’t want to hear it. I wanted to be me again, dammit!


  “Okay,” I finally whispered. “Okay, I’ll do it because I love you and because I love Tiffany.”


  I lifted my head and smiled, not a totally sincere smile, but not a totally fake one either. “But after three months, I’m going to be the manliest man you’ve ever seen! And you’ll just have to live with it, woman! No more washing dishes either!” I said, before blowing my nose again.


  Then I realized how ridiculous that speech must have sounded in my new girly voice. My face grew red. Then, I couldn’t help myself. The total ridiculousness of the situation made me giggle.


  Linda and the new Paige giggled too. Then Linda patted me on the head and handed me another tissue.


  “You’ve got a deal,” she said with a smile.”


  



  *     *     *     *     *


  Because Paige’s mother saw her daughter’s twin and had seen me change into Tiffany, Linda was able to convince her to not tell the school that Paige was moving away with the family. The story would be that she was staying behind to live with her best friend, Tiffany, and finish her junior year before joining her family in California. When the baby was born, it would be put up for adoption, Tiffany would change back into herself, and I would be Bryan again.


  At least that was the plan.


  Because Tiffany and Paige really were besties and in the same grade, Tiffany would have little difficulty pretending to be her friend, and, because we were living together, she could coach me on how to be her. Since she had twin beds in her room, we’d even share that.


   And from the moment that I agreed to the plan, Linda said, I would be called Tiff or Tiffany at all times and the real Tiffany would be called Paige.


  The new name was going to be the least of reality-changing adjustments for me. I would have to go to school again– as a girl. I would have to walk, and talk, and act like a girl. I would have to wear girl clothes.


  If there was a positive side to this madness, it was that Tiff became Paige and I became Tiff on Thursday, the first day of Spring Break. That was why she and Linda, who was a teacher, were at home.


  “So … ” Linda said with a wicked grin. “For the next three days, you’re going to girl school 24/7, and Paige and I will be your instructors. Won’t that be fun?”


  Much to my embarrassment, as we had all seen in the living room that first day, my new body seemed to have a mind of its own. That’s why Linda said, “We won’t worry about movement and gestures so much. Those seem to come naturally. And by next Monday, from just watching you, no one will be able to tell that you’re not the real Tiffany, I’m sure.”


  Oh, joy!


  “But you will need to learn what Tiffany likes and dislikes in food and music. You’ll have to learn to talk– and text– like her. You will have to learn fix your hair, do your nails, and dress like her,” she said. “And you will have to learn about the boys she likes.”


  Oh, crap, not that!


  “You might think that you know much of that already, from just being around her so much,” she continued, either not noticing my discomfort or pretending not to. “But don’t kid yourself. Watching her is one thing. Being her is another.”


  She was right, of course. Mommy always seemed to be right, a fact that I appreciated and hated at the same time. Crap! I was a man– at least on the inside– and Linda was my girlfriend. But it seemed our relationship quickly was morphing from one of adult equals to parent-child.


  Seeing Linda and Paige alone together in the living room or kitchen was freaky too, especially in the beginning. First my mind would wonder and then I’d almost ask, “Where’s Tiffany?” before I realized that I was Tiffany.


  The more accurate question was, “Where’s Bryan?”


  *     *     *     *     *


  I assumed that “girl school” would be conducted exclusively at home. And it started out that way. Thursday night, we all sat in the living room again and pretended to watch TV.


  Paige had dressed me in a lightweight hoodie and leggings. “That’s what I would be wearing,” she said.


  The feelings of weight on my chest and bra straps on my shoulders were so foreign and so distracting that I almost couldn’t focus on anything else.


  “Get used to it,” Linda said as she saw me struggling with one of the straps. “You’re going to be wearing a bra for the next three months or so, as well as dresses and bikinis.”


  Oh, crap! I hadn’t even thought about that.


  After a long pause, she added, “I know this is tough for you, Bryan. I can’t even imagine how uncomfortable and embarrassing all of this is, wearing Tiffany’s clothes and pretending to be her.”


  “I’ll help you, Bryan, I promise,” Paige added. “It won’t be so bad. You’ll see.”


  I laughed. Well, I intended to. It came out more like a girlish giggle. So far, dealing with breasts and looking down to see skintight leggings pressed against a flat crotch were the most “uncomfortable and embarrassing.” But trying to adjust to the sound of my new voice was challenging too.


  “Yeah, well, I might have to disagree with you about that, Tiff– I mean, Paige,” I said. “Right now it seems pretty bad.”


  Then it got worse. Linda told us the plan for Friday.


  “You need a crash course in wearing girl clothes so we’ll do that tomorrow morning,” she told me. “Then, in the afternoon, Paige and I are going shopping. We need clothes for her. And you’re going with us.”


  “But … ” I started.


  “No buts,” she interrupted. “You can’t just be Tiffany at home. You have to be her full time, everywhere. You’re going with us.”


  I should have been mad. I should have said, “No way, woman!” Instead I felt tears welling up. What was going on? I had been in this girly body for little more than 12 hours, and already it was making me act like … a girl!


  Linda saw my reaction and immediately apologized. “I’m so sorry, Bryan,” she said. “I shouldn’t have talked to you that way. For a moment there, I forgot that you’re not really Tiffany. I was in Mommy mode. Will you go with us, please?”


  What else could I do? I said that I would.


  But first my crash course in girl clothes.


  Oh, the clothes. As I tried them on Friday morning, I discovered that they were tight, and soft, and skimpy, and, well, embarrassing! As I put on dresses and skirts, I felt naked and exposed.               Although my boobs weren’t particularly large– 34B— they seemed to get in the way constantly as I dressed and undressed with the help of Linda and Paige.


  My opinion of bras didn’t change during the ordeal. I still hated them, especially the strapless and push-up versions that Paige insisted I model. But learning how to put them on without help and adjust so that the girls were more comfortable did make them more tolerable, especially the sports bras.


  But I also quickly learned that I hated not wearing bras because it hurt when I didn’t.


  My long, brown hair was always in the way too. I wanted to put it back into a ponytail, like I had it the day before. But Mommy said that I couldn’t wear it that way all the time. And earrings bugged the hell out of me, especially hoops, but she said I would have to wear them too.


  As the morning passed, incredibly I realized that I quickly was starting to develop a fashion sense for my teen girl body. When I was told to try pairing outfits, I seemed to innately know which tops to wear with shorts and which to wear with skirts. I understood which shoes went with dresses and which ones did not.


  “Wow, Bryan– I mean, Tiffany– you’re doing great,” Linda said.


  “Yeah, Tiff,” Paige added. “That’s super.”


  Their praise made me blush. Out of both embarrassment and pride, I realized.


  I also noticed that I was putting on some of the same clothes and shoes that I had bought the real Tiffany as birthday and Christmas presents. Weirdorama.


  Then they taught me to put on makeup, fix my hair, and do my nails. After that, they instructed me on how to walk in heels and properly carry a purse.


  “Okay, girls,” Linda said finally. “I think that we’re good to go. You two get dressed for our trip to the mall, while I fix lunch.


  “Tiff, I’ll fix your favorite, mac and cheese.”


  Yeah, that was Tiffany’s favorite, but it wasn’t mine. But, wait, I was Tiffany and, as I thought about it, I realized that mac and cheese did sound good.


  Because she was so much taller than Mommy and me and most of our clothes wouldn’t fit her, Paige didn’t have much choice. From my closet, she dug out an oversize hoodie and baggy sweat pants to wear. The hoodie barely fit over her baby bump.


  She also pulled out a yellow dress for me. “This is called a skater dress,” she said. “I really like the way I– I mean, you– look in it.”


  It was sleeveless with fitted waist and a skirt that flared out well above my knees. And despite the discomfort and humiliation that I had experienced just a few hours before as I started to try on Tiffany’s clothes, I had to admit that I liked the way I looked in the dress too.


  *     *     *     *     *


  As we walked around the mall, I realized that my indoctrination that morning really had helped me to adjust. Yeah, I still felt exposed and vulnerable wearing a dress with a short skirt. Yeah, my boobs still seemed to get in the way. Braces were a constant nuisance. Carrying a purse felt awkward. And long hair tickling my bare shoulders was a constant distraction. But I wasn’t freaking out the way that I feared I might.


  And as we walked past a store window and I saw our reflection, I found myself smiling at what I saw.


  But that pleasure was short-lived, as a chill ran down my spine. That wasn’t me that I was looking at. That was Tiffany. I was Bryan. Yes, I was in her body. But I was still me, a man, and I had to remember that. The intensity of the morning almost had sucked me right in to being a girl and forgetting who I really was.


  And I still had months to endure this. Yes, I had to be Tiffany and accepting that reality would make the experience less stressful for all of us. But inside, I had to hold onto who I really was as well, even if Linda– Mommy– seemed inclined to forget.


  Mommy! During this moment of clarity, I also noticed that I was becoming more and more likely to think of Linda that way. And I knew that it was only a matter of time before I started calling her that without thinking about it– if I hadn’t already.


  Suddenly, someone grabbed my arm and I nearly stumbled in my wedges. The fright brought me back to the reality that I was out in public and I was Tiffany, my girlfriend’s daughter. And someone was calling my new name.


  Paige had stopped me. She also kept me from falling.


  As I looked up, I saw a blonde that I didn’t know smiling at me. “Hey, Tiff!” she said. “You all set for tomorrow?”


  “Oh, hi Brittany,” Paige deflected, realizing that I didn’t know the girl. “How are you?”


  “Huh, oh, yeah, I guess so,” I said, smiling and pretending to know what she was talking about.


  “We’re going to have so much fun!” she replied. “Gotta go. I’m on my way to meet Gabby and Emma at Aeropostale. Bye!”


  After Brittany left, I looked at Linda and said, “So, where am I going to have fun tomorrow?”


  For a change, both she and Paige were the ones who looked embarrassed.


  “I was trying to spare you the stress of worrying about too much stuff too soon,” Linda said. “Brittany is on the cheerleading squad with you and Paige and she was talking about the community service project that is a requirement for all the cheerleaders. It’s tomorrow at the city park.”


  Hands on my hips I said, “No way!” I hissed. “Dresses and panties and bras are bad enough!” I hissed. “There’s no way, no way that I’m going to wear a cheerleader uniform!”


  “Don’t worry,” Paige smiled. “You won’t have to.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  As it turned out, I would have worn a cheerleader uniform if given a choice. It would have been less embarrassing. But the squad’s sponsor had chosen Tiffany to be the bunny for a children’s Easter egg hunt. As my assistants, the other girls would be in uniform and bunny ears, except for Paige because of her pregnancy.


  Of course, I wore bunny ears too. I also wore a pink dress with a tulle mini skirt, white tights, and pink leg muffs. With mascara, Mommy gave me a bunny nose and whiskers.


  “Oh, Tiff! You look so darling!” Paige gushed. “Even your braces match.”


  “Yeah, swell,” I replied.


  “I’m trying my best. I really am. But this. This!” I said as I gestured at my body in the ultra girly costume.


  “Oh, don’t be such a big ol’ pooh!” Mommy said. “Paige is right. You’re adorable. That’s why Ms. Johnson chose you to be the bunny … “


  “She didn’t choose me,” I interrupted. “She chose Tiffany. I’m Bryan, remember?”


  Mommy smiled. “Yes, I remember,” she said, gently taking my hand. “But let’s take a look, shall we?”


  She led me to the full-length mirror on my bedroom door. “Does that look like Bryan?” she asked.


  Despite myself, I smiled.  I was adorable.


  “No,” I said softly. “It looks like Tiffany in a cute bunny costume.”


  Mommy nodded. “So it does,” she said. “And so you are. Now, let’s go have fun!”


  We did too. Within minutes of arriving at the park I stopped being self-conscious about my appearance. The children, the other cheerleaders, Ms. Johnson, they all saw what I saw when I looked in the mirror.


  “Oh, Tiff, I’m so jealous!” said Emma, a brunette cheerleader a little taller than me. Heck, nearly everyone was taller than me, except the kids hunting the eggs.


  “That is such a cute costume,” she added.


  My job was to walk among the kids, praising the detective skills of those who were finding eggs and gently assisting those who weren’t so successful. Quickly, I lost myself in it, forgetting what I looked like and focusing on the children. It was fun. Lots of fun.


  Until I heard a male voice say, “Hi, Tiff.”


  “Uh, hi,” I said, looking up into the deep blue eyes of …


  I had no idea who he was, but my body certainly responded to what I saw. Butterflies fluttered in my tummy and my knees weakened. Oh, crap! I’m a guy! I’m not supposed to be turned on by another guy. But I was. Or at least my Tiffany body was. My Bryan brain was screaming, “Time out!”


  “It’s good to see you,” I said.


  “Really?” he replied.


  I nodded. “Really,” I said.


  Oh, God. Resistance seemed futile. I was a girl. He was a guy. We were having a moment. And I didn’t even know his name.


  “Hi, Eric!”


  Oh, thank goodness. Paige to the rescue– in more ways than one.


  “Uh, hi Paige. See you around, Tiff, okay?” he said as he walked away.


  “OMG!” she hissed. “That was Eric!”


  I giggled. “Yes, I know,” I said. “I heard you say his name.”


  She took my hands and looked down into my eyes. “No, you don’t understand,” she said. “That was Eric.”


  Thoroughly confused now, all that I would think to say was, “So … “


  “So I’ve had a huge crush on him all year!” she said. “He’s a senior, and I thought that he didn’t even know I was alive! And he just said hi to me. Er, I mean, to you, and you are me, so he was saying hi to me.”


  “You’re babbling,” I said with a smile. “But I get your point. You like him.”


  Of course, from the way my body reacted when I saw Eric, that came as no surprise. But I wasn’t about to tell Paige that. I didn’t even want to acknowledge the attraction existed. Being a girl was bizarre enough. But being a girl who was attracted to a boy … I’d rather be the Easter bunny.


  *     *     *     *     *


  As we lay in bed Saturday night, Paige asked, “What are you going to do when Eric asks you out?”


  OMG, why would a teen-age boy ask me out? That shows you how new I was at this girl thing. As I lay there quietly in the dark, almost sleep, I had forgotten that I was a girl.


  “Tiffany, are you there?” she said when I didn’t answer. “What will you do? He’s going to, you know. He’s going to when I’m not me anymore. It figures.”


  “Maybe he won’t,” I finally said, fully awakened and aware once again of my feminine body inside the unicorn crop top and sleep shorts that I had seen the real Tiffany wear so many times before.


  “Oh, he will,” she said. “Just you wait and see.”


  “Maybe he won’t,” I said again. “Night, Paige.”


  “Night, Tiff.”


  The next morning, I was just about to pour myself a bowl of cereal when Linda came into the kitchen.


  “Good morning, Tiffany,” she said, with a special emphasis on my name.


  “Good morning, Mommy,” I replied, returning the emphasis.


  “Just so you know, I’ve never seen Bryan eat that kind of cereal,” she said. “But it is Tiffany’s favorite.”


  As I looked down at what I held in my small hands, my jaw fell open. OMG! She was right. It was a sugar-rich cereal that Bryan never would eat.


  “This is getting a little scary,” I said. “It’s only been a couple of days. I don’t like the way this body is taking control.”


  Mommy kissed me on the forehead and then shook her head. “No, that’s a good thing,” she said. “It will make it easier for you to be Tiffany. It won’t be so stressful for you. Hey, you might even enjoy yourself.


  “It looked like you had a good time yesterday with the kids,” she continued. “And maybe you even enjoyed wearing the bunny costume a little bit?”


  I blushed. “Yeah, I kinda did … Enjoy being with the kids, I mean,” I said. “Not the bunny suit. It was embarrassing.”


  Truth be told, the costume wasn’t so bad either, once I got over the initial shock. The dress was cute and I liked the silky feel of the tights on my smooth legs. But I wasn’t going to tell Linda that. Nor was I going to tell her about Eric. Of course, I didn’t know what I’d say if I did. Did I enjoy that or not?


  Not! Definitely not! Still … I understood her point. Again, Mommy was right. I was going to be Tiffany for the rest of the school year and into early summer, I might as well make the best of it. But I couldn’t forget that I still was Bryan. I couldn’t become Tiffany inside, as well as out. I just couldn’t. It was too scary to contemplate.


  “Don’t eat too much cereal and spoil your appetite,” she said. “We’re meeting my friends for brunch later this morning, remember?”


  What! No way! That’s what Linda, Tiffany, and I were going to do  when I was Bryan. But now I was Tiffany and she was her friend Paige!


  As if reading my mind, Mommy said, “Don’t worry about it. I’ll just tell them that Bryan couldn’t make it, that he had to go away on business or something. And this will be a good chance to start letting people know that Paige is going to live with us so that she can finish out the year.”


  “But that means …” I started. And again, Mommy knew what was coming.


  “Yes, that means, as my daughter, Tiffany, you will put on a nice dress and heels and the three of us will meet my friends for brunch,” she said.


  So that’s what I did.


  “Is this another skater dress?” I asked as Paige zipped me up and I studied my appearance in the mirror.


  “Very good, Tiffany,” Paige said from over my shoulder as she emphasized my name. “Yes, this one is pink chiffon with glitter on the bodice and a bow in the back. Isn’t it adorable?”


  “Yeah, it’s swell,” I said glumly. But reflections don’t lie. I was adorable.


  And Paige, in a far more modest green dress, was clearly pregnant.


  “Doesn’t that bother you?” I asked as I turned around and looked down at her belly.             


  “Yeah, it kinda does,” she admitted, as she put both hands on her mound. “But I’m getting used to it. And it’s not like I did anything bad to get this way, you know? It was that stupid magic necklace that did this to both of us.”


  Then, suddenly, she bent down and hugged me tightly. “But we’ll get through this together. I promise,” she said. “I’ll have this baby and it will go to a good home. Then I’ll be me again and you’ll be you. Okay?”


  I smiled and said, “Sure.”  Then I started out of the bedroom we now shared.


  “Wait, don’t forget your purse,” Paige said with giggle as she handed me a small leather bag with a shoulder strap.


  “Swell,” I said again with a straight face as I took the purse. We both laughed.


  I didn’t do any laughing at the brunch though. As Bryan, a 40-year-old man, I knew all of these people and had socialized with them. And now I was in front of them wearing a girly pink dress, pretending to be my girlfriend’s daughter. Yesterday, in the bunny costume, I had been among mostly strangers– and kids my age or younger– and it had been fun. Now it was mortifying.


  It was like, because they knew me as Bryan, they would be able tell I wasn’t the real Tiffany, that I was Bryan in a bad disguise. Of course, that wasn’t the case at all. They treated me like the 16-year-old girl I appeared to be. Still, it was an agonizing ordeal.


  Especially when I saw Mr. Martin, the history teacher, pay more attention to Linda than he ever had when I was with her as Bryan. The rat bastard! He was trying to steal my girlfriend!


  “Are you looking forward to prom, Tiffany?” Ms. Spevak asked, diverting my attention.  Like Linda, she was an English teacher.


  “Has a boy asked you yet?”


  That’s none of your business, lady, I thought. And I’m damn sure not going to prom!


  “Uh, no Ms. Spevak,” I said. “No one has asked me yet.”


  Fortunately, few questions were directed at me or Paige. But still the morning seemed to drag interminably as the adults talked among themselves, and the rat bastard talked mostly to Linda.


  At one point, I looked up to see a young bus boy looking at me. Without giving it a thought, I smiled and he smiled back. Then I felt a hand on my bare arm and Paige whispered, “He’s cute, isn’t he?”


  OMG. I had just flirted with a boy!


  On the way home, when I mentioned how uncomfortable I had been at the brunch, Paige said. “That’s because adults are sooo boring. Wait until you’re around kids our own age. You’ll have lots more fun!”


  As she drove, Linda laughed. “Yeah, Bryan, just wait until your around kids your own age.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  Four days as Tiffany and the crash course on being a girl that Paige and Linda imposed upon me served me well for my first week of school. At least I thought so. If I made any huge social or sexual blunders, I hadn’t noticed. And neither Paige nor Linda had pointed out any problems, thank goodness.


  And while I pretended to be a cute junior girl, I was ever mindful of who I was on the inside, a 40-year-old man.


  On Friday, I noticed Linda 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.


  Linda laughed. “Oh, Bryan, you’re a natural,” she said.


  Well, at least she remembered who I really was. More and more, it didn’t seem that way anymore.  She was mean and bossy like … like I was her real daughter or something.


  “Thanks a lot!” I said, as I crossed my arms and legs and nervously shook my foot.


  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 teen-age 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 Tiffany especially sucked!


  I was tired of it. And I just wanted to cry. But I didn’t. I couldn’t. I was Bryan, dammit! And Bryan 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.


  Mom patted my smooth leg. “You bet,” she said as she put the car in reverse.


  “And don’t call me Bryan,” I added as I took sunglasses off my head, put them in my purse, and then adjusted the hem of my dress. “I’m Tiffany, remember?”


  Keeping her eyes on the rearview mirror, Linda said, “I hope you have Tampons in your purse. You’re probably going to need one today.”


  From the back seat, Paige chimed in. “It started last night. I made sure she has some, along with extra panties.”


  Not long after, Paige called to me one night as we lay in our beds in the room that we now shared. “Tiff, Tiff,” she whispered. “You’re really getting the hang of this being a girl. You’re not embarrassing me anymore.”


  Anymore? Well, I guess I had made some blunders after all.


  “Tiff? Did you hear me?” she whispered. “You’re doing really good. I know it’s difficult for you and I’m sorry if I was too critical.”


  I heard her all right, but I pretended to be asleep. Her words had sent a chill down my spine. I really was getting the hang of being a girl– and I didn’t want to. I was losing myself. I had to remember who I was, even as I pretended to be someone else so that we could pull of this absurd three-month masquerade.


  I’m not sure how long we lay there in the darkness before Paige made it worse. “It’s almost like we’re not pretending anymore,” she said. “It’s almost like we really are best friends.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  OMG! Eric asked me out. I had to say “yes,” of course. The real Tiffany had a crush on him, and I didn’t want to spoil her chances to have a relationship with him when she changed back to herself in a couple of months and I became Bryan again.


  It had absolutely nothing to do with his big, blue eyes; his black, wavy hair; or his sweet smile.


  But Paige didn’t seem at all excited when I told her that night as we lay in our side-by-side twin beds.


  “Oh, that’s nice,” she said.


  “What?” I asked in disbelief. “You told me that you liked him, that you had a crush on him on year.”


  “But that was way back at Easter,” she said. “Now I like somebody else and you’re not gonna believe who.”


  She was right about that! More and more, she had been spending free time at school with Bill, the boy who had impregnated the real Paige!


  “I don’t know why,” she continued. “There’s just something about him that I like, you know? We’re going out this Friday.”


  “Have you told Mommy yet?” I asked.


  “No,” Paige replied. “But what’s the big deal?


  “Now, when are you and Eric going out?


  Friday night too, as it turned out. Mommy suggested that we double. But neither Paige nor I wanted to. I didn’t know her motivation. But I knew mine. I didn’t want to be stuck in a car with a couple making out in the front seat, while I was in the back with a boy who wanted to do the same.


  I had agreed to this date with Eric only as a favor to Paige, and now she could care less. I could have cancelled, I guess. But I didn’t want to be mean to Eric. He was a nice guy. and besides, I had a couple of experiences with that as a teen-age boy myself. It was no fun.


  So Eric and I went out for pizza and he was a perfect gentleman, opening doors for me and pulling out my chair at the table. It was really weird experiencing the dating dynamic from the other side. And it was a little frightening. He was big and strong and masculine. I was small and weak and feminine.


  On the plus side, from personal experience, I knew what boys thought and wanted, and I was prepared to counter moves and keep my distance. Yes, we walked hand-in-hand to the front door when our date was over, and it was nice. But it also was disconcerting to look down and realize that the small, feminine hand with the pink nails was mine. And to look up and see that my “date” towered over me and know that he could pick me up, throw me over his shoulder, take me back to his car and have his way with me if he were so inclined.


  Oh, my! That visual made me warm and a little weak in the knees.


  Still, I told myself, I didn’t want a good night kiss– not then, not ever– from a boy. That would open the door for even more of the girl that I appeared to be to take control of my life. To avoid an awkward moment, I thanked Eric for a fun evening as we neared the door and quickly slipped inside before he could lean in and press his lips against mine.


  Surprisingly, he asked me out again, and again I accepted. What was the harm, after all? Like it or not, I was going to be a teen-age girl until Paige gave birth, so I might as well have a social life. Again he was a gentleman and I avoided a good night kiss.


  But I had to hand it to him. This boy was persistent. And for our third date, I decided to “treat him.” Since our dates were casual, I had been wearing shorts and tank tops, with my hair in a high pony, little makeup, and no perfume. But this time I put on a dress– that’s right, another skater dress– and wore my hair down. I applied a little makeup and spritzed on a little perfume.


  And that night, I also allowed Eric to kiss me good night. Bryan didn’t like it, but Tiffany certainly did.


  Hours later, in our darkened bedroom, I was startled to hear Paige hiss, “Tiffany! Are you all right? Are you sick? I heard you moaning.”


  Guiltily I removed my hand from my pajamas shorts. “Oh, no, sorry,” I said. “I was just having a bad dream.”


  Actually, not so bad. In it, Eric was doing a lot more than just kissing me, and I was enjoying every minute of it. So much so that I … well … Let’s just say that, as  Bryan, my fingers had explored quite a few vaginas. Now I had one of my own to play with.


  When my breathing finally returned to normal, I whispered, “Paige, how are things going with you and Bill?”


  “They’re good,” she replied. “The baby gets in the way, but there’s nothing we can do about that.”


  That puzzled me. “How does the baby get in the way?” I asked. “In the way of what?”


  I heard her giggle. “How do you think, Tiff?” she said. “It gets in the way when we have sex.”


  I’m sure that she heard me gasp.


  “What’s the big deal?” she whispered. “It’s not like I’m going to get pregnant.”


  Despite myself, I laughed and she joined me.


  “OMG, Paige, you’re right!,” I said.


  After a long pause, I added, “But still … having sex usually means … “


  “Oh, don’t worry about it,” she interrupted. “It’s nothing serious. I’m just having fun. After I have this baby, I’ll get to be my old self again.”


  I started to say, “And what about Bill when that happens?” But I didn’t.


  Still, despite my worry about what Paige could be getting herself into without realizing it, I couldn’t argue with her logic of enjoying the ride. After all, that was what I was doing with Eric, until I could use the Star to become Bryan again.


  Once the room was quiet again, I tried to return to the business at hand so to speak. But for some reason, the phrase “slippery slope” kept interrupting my concentration. Finally, I gave up in frustration and crossed my arms under my breasts. Damn that Bryan!


  *     *     *     *     *


  “Slippery slope” was the farthest thing from my mind that Saturday as I prepared for my date with Eric. We were going out to a fancy restaurant. My boy had class!


  “Tiffany– Bryan– I’m a little worried about you seeing Eric so much,” Mommy said as she watched me scrunch up black tights and then pull them up my smooth legs. I was going to wear them with a black mini skirt, lightweight burgundy sweater, and ankle boots.


  “And why are you wearing a strapless, pushup bra?”


  I ignored her question. Mothers are so nosy!


  “No worries … .,” I said and then stopped myself from saying “Mommy.”


  “No worries, Linda,” I continued, hoping that my use of her name would reassure you that I was still Bryan on the inside, despite how I appeared on the outside. “I’m Tiffany for awhile longer and there’s nothing we can do about it. I’m just making the best of it.”


  “I hope that’s all your doing, Bryan,” she said. “Please be careful.”


  She kissed me on the forehead. “And remember, young lady, your curfew is midnight,” she said.


  We both laughed as she left the room.


  If Linda– Mommy– only knew, what I had planned for tonight, I thought.


  And after a dinner and movie that night, I decided it was time to act. as Eric started to get out of the car, I said, “Let’s just sit here for awhile and talk. Okay?”


  “Okay!” he said, trying– and failing– to hide his excitement. “Uh, what do you want to talk about?” he asked.


  I smiled. Then I reached over to his shoulder and pulled him to me. “This,” I said, as I kissed him.


  That was all the encouragement he needed. He kissed back, and far more passionately than I had kissed him.


  Suddenly, I feared that I was in way in over my head. What in the world was I thinking? I had been a guy. I knew how they thought and acted. I knew that they needed very little encouragement.


  But I’m also a girl who was attracted to this boy, I belatedly realized. And I had just let him know it.


  A seemingly random thought came from out of nowhere: Thank God I was wearing tights.


  Coming up for air, Eric said, “I was hoping you felt the same way about me that I do about you.”


  Then he pulled me closer and kissed me again. My nipples hardened, a little electric thrill ran down my back, and I wanted desperately to press my body against his. Tiffany, that is, wanted to do that. Bryan? Not so much.


  Okay, I told myself, the way to get through this is to close my eyes and pretend that I’m Bryan kissing Linda. That seemed to help and I actually felt like my old self as I enjoyed the brief moment of passion.


  But Linda didn’t squeeze my breasts. She didn’t put her hands under my sweater and … Why did I wear that damn pushup bra? Did I want to give him easier access to the girls? Did I want him to suck my nipples?


  If that’s what I thought I wanted, it wasn’t what I wanted now! But I was too overwhelmed by pleasure to resist.


   Also, Linda didn’t put her hand under my skirt and feel me up.


  Oh, Christ! It was awful and wonderful. Little electric shocks zapped down through my tummy from my engorged nipples to my wet– well, you know– and back again. I wiggled and moaned. I pressed myself against Eric and he pushed his tongue into my mouth.


  “Oh, yes! Yes!” I hissed in his ear. As a man,  arousal had been focused mostly in one place for me. As a girl, it lit me up like a Roman candle, from my tiny toes to the base of my ponytail. My ears seemed on fire. As if he knew that, Eric raised his head and put his tongue in one of them to turn up the heat– and the desire.


  “Oh, yes! Yes!” I said again, as he started to pull down my tights and little cotton panties with the red hearts. They were as much of a barrier as I hoped– and feared.


  “Oh, no! No!” I yelled suddenly, as a remnant of the man that I once was gained control. I pushed Eric away and pulled my tights and panties back up.


  “Not in the car!” I said. “Not in our driveway! My mother might be watching!”


  What was the real reason? Was I holding on to manhood buried deep inside a teenage girl who yearned to do the dirty deed right then and there, no matter who was watching? Or did I really think that this wasn’t the proper place?


  “I’m sorry,” I said and gave Eric a quick kiss. “I was a big tease and it’s all my fault. But I’ll make it up to you. I promise. I had a nice time. Night.”


  And I was out of the Camaro and running for the front door before he could respond. My mind raced as I stepped inside, hoping to avoid Mommy on the way to my bedroom. What did I just say to Eric? That I would “make it up to him”? Did I mean it? Of course I didn’t. Or maybe I did.


  “How was your date with Eric?” Linda said suddenly from behind me. Where had she been hiding?


  “It was fine,” I said, as I stopped and tapped my shoe on the hardwood floor. “Really, it was fine.”


  Linda put her hands on my shoulders.


  “Oh, Bryan, I hope that you will forgive me when this is all over. If there had been any other way, believe me, I wouldn’t have asked you to do this.”


  Arms crossed below my breasts, I continued to tap my foot and fought back tears.


  “I know,” I said softly. “I know. Can I go now? I’m tired.”


  Mom turned me around. “Give me a hug first,” she said. “I want to know that you’re okay.”


  We hugged, our boobs pressing together. As a man for 40 years, I had no idea how such intimacy between mother and daughter was supposed to feel. It was comforting. And it was disturbing, although not nearly as disturbing as what had almost just happened in the Camaro.


  “Good night, Tiff,” Linda said. “Sweet dreams.”


  Yeah, like that was going to happen. Like at-risk kids who visited prisons to see what happened if they broke the law, I had just been scared straight– or whatever the phrase should be for a man in a girl’s body who thought she knew what she was doing and almost had sex with a boy in the front seat of a car. 


  From then on, I insisted that we double-date with Paige and Bill whenever possible, although Paige didn’t always want to do that. Otherwise, I made sure that Eric and I always were in a place where we could not pick up where we left off that night in his Camaro. I knew that was something he wanted to do, and, with a little encouragement, I was afraid that it was something that I wanted as well.


  But prom was coming up. I didn’t know what teens do these days after prom– or maybe even during it– but I had a pretty good idea.  The thought excited me. It made my panties wet and my nipples hard. It also scared me. The real me– Bryan– seemed to be slipping farther and farther away. Could I keep hold of the real me until Paige had her baby?


  *      *     *     *     *


  Awhile back, Paige had said that it seemed “almost like” we really were best friends. In other words, there was still acknowledgement that I wasn’t the person I appeared to be.


  That was no longer the case– at least for Paige. Nearly every night just before we went to sleep, she gave me an update about her pregnancy and her love life with Bill. She didn’t hold anything back. Or, if she did, I couldn’t imagine what it was. For her, I was Tiffany, her best friend and 16-year-old classmate.


  Plus, “Mommy”
really did seem to be Mommy for me now, at least in terms of what I called her. I no longer felt the need to call her “Linda” from time to time to help me keep hold of my manhood. She seemed completely at ease with treating me full-time as her daughter too.


  In other words, nearly two months after the magical mishap, it appeared as if our lives had always been this way, as if everything was normal.


  That could have freaked me out if I let it. As soon as possible, I wanted to be Bryan again. And the way things were going, it was almost as if I never existed.


  But I comforted myself with the realization that we all simply were going with the flow and that soon all our lives would be back to normal.


  That all changed dramatically one afternoon, though, as Eric and I were leaving after his baseball game at the high school. As we passed the faculty parking lot he said, “Hey, isn’t that your Mom with Mr. Martin?”


  I turned my head just in time to see them kissing in front of Mommy’s car.


  I had seen the two talking in the halls from time to time, and I had seen them walking together to have lunch in the teacher’s lounge. And every time I did, I felt a little jealous. Quickly after, though, I felt guilt. Linda was my girlfriend, I told myself. I was doing her a favor. She wouldn’t cheat on me. Obviously, I had been in denial of the reality that was in front of me.


  “No!” I screamed and fell back into passenger seat. “No! How could she? That bitch!”


  It didn’t help that this was happening at the same time as my period. God, I hated that!


  “Tiff! Tiff! What’s wrong?” Eric said, as he braked quickly to a stop. “Don’t you like Mr. Martin? I always thought he was a nice guy.”


  “I’m sorry, Eric,” I said as I brushed my hair out of my face. “I don’t want to talk about it. Take me home please!”


  Arms and legs crossed, nervously bouncing a flat on one foot, I was waiting in the living room when Linda came in.


  “Oh, my, my girl looks unhappy about something,” she smiled. “I hope that you and your boyfriend didn’t have a fight.”


  “Oh, no Mommy,” I said sweetly. “Nothing like that. We’re fine. And how’s your love life? It looked to be pretty sweet this afternoon in the faculty parking lot.”


  Mommy dropped her book bag and her mouth fell open. “Oh, no, you saw that?” she said. “Oh, Tiffany, I’m so sorry.”


  “I’m Bryan,” I retorted. “I’m your boyfriend. And I’m doing you a favor by pretending to be Tiffany for three months. Remember?”


  As I swept hair behind my ear, I felt dampness on my cheeks. I had started to cry and not realized it.


  “Obviously, you don’t,” I said.


  I kicked my shoe away, tucked my bare legs under my bottom, reached for a tissue, and blew my nose loudly.


  Mommy tried to touch me, to comfort me. I pushed her hand away as I rose from the chair and stalked away. Then I took off my other shoe and hurled it wildly. I pulled off my tank top and tossed it over my shoulder. I unzipped my skirt, let it fall to the floor and then stomped on it.


  “Look at me!” I screamed as I stood there in a pink bra and panties and gestured at my girly body. “I’m your boyfriend! And as a favor to you, I let you do this to me!”


  Finally fully vented and exhausted I collapsed on the sofa, and this time I didn’t resist when Mommy put her arm around me.


  “Tiffany– Bryan– I’m so sorry about this,” she said. “I never intended for it to happen. I really didn’t. It just sort of sneaked up on me.


  “Look,” she continued. “Paige has a boyfriend. You have a boyfriend. And for most of the past two months, I had no social life at all. I missed that.”


  “And you couldn’t wait a little while longer for me to be Bryan again?” I said.


  “I guess I couldn’t,” she said looking away. “I’m so sorry.”


  Suddenly, I felt ridiculous as I sat there in Tiffany’s undies and talked to Mommy about wanting to be her boyfriend again.


  “So, what happens when I change back?” I said. Then I got up and walked away, not waiting for a response. Not wanting to hear a response, I guess, because, at that point, I didn’t know what I wanted either.


  For a change that night, it was my turn to talk, while Paige listened. But quickly I realized that I would get no support there. It wasn’t that she didn’t care about me. It was that she couldn’t grasp why I was upset.


   “I have a boyfriend. You have a boyfriend. Why shouldn’t Mommy have a boyfriend?” she said, paraphrasing what Mommy had told me that afternoon.


  Yes, Paige really did now see me as just another girl, who happened to be her best friend. She came over to my bed, sat down next to me, and put her hand on my arm. “Being on the rag is the worst part about being a girl, isn’t it?” she whispered. “Don’t worry, sweetie. You’ll feel better tomorrow.”


  *      *      *     *     *


  Paige was right, of course. Although we were both juniors and almost the same age, she had far more experience at this being a girl stuff than I did.


  And I did feel better the next day, mostly because we were going to spend it at the mall, just the two of us– away from Mommy. But also because the red tide finally was receding.


  We were going there to try on prom dresses and shop for accessories. It was just the kind of escape that I needed to get my mind off what had happened and focus on what was coming up.


  As, side by side, we appraised our appearance in a full-length mirror in a dress shop, I realized that Bryan still was alive inside the daughter of his girlfriend. I had been a girl long enough to know that the default setting for judging one’s appearance when trying on clothes, especially prom dresses, is criticism. But I could truly appreciate the beauty of these two teens, even as I knew that Paige was thinking that she looked ugly because of her enlarged breasts and the baby bump.


  As if on cue, she proved me right. “I look horrible,” she said. “I can’t go to prom looking like this.”


  I shook my head, as we continued to stare at our reflections. “No you’re not,” I said. “You are beautiful. And you are going. We are besties, remember?”


  In truth, pregnancy made her even more attractive. With short blonde hair and piercing blue eyes, she stood an elegant 5-8 without heels. She had a straight nose, high cheek bones, and a blinding smile.  As a woman, she wouldn’t be just beautiful, she would be breathtaking.


  On the other hand, I could only be described as terminally cute. I had long curly, brown hair, big brown eyes, an upturned nose, full lips, and braces. Braces for cripe’s sake! And pink, no less! The real Tiffany would have judged my body to be too fat, but the Bryan in me knew that it was just right, with perky boobs and a bottom just  big enough to complete my hour-glass shape.


  With my encouragement, Paige selected a long, emerald green grown. I couldn’t make up my mind, but kept returning to  a short, flirty dress, with bodice of silver sequins and a sweetheart neckline. The hot pink tulle skirt was barely thigh length.


  Finally, Paige could contain herself no longer. “Oh, my God, Tiffany, take that one already. You know that you want it. And it is so you,” she gushed. “Eric will love it!”


  Then she laughed. “And all the other boys will too. Girl, you are so hot!”


  *     *     *     *     *


  Yes, Eric did love my dress, and I Ioved the way he looked at me in it.


  “God, you’re sexy,” he whispered in my ear as we slow danced, 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, despite the fullness of my skirt.


  I had to hand it to the boy. After I had teased him in his car and then run away, telling him that I would make up for it later, he had hung in there. I still hadn’t made it up to him either.


  Would I have been so persistent when I was a teen-age boy? I didn’t know. But I was glad that he was. He was a nice guy. I could see why Paige liked him when she was me.


  So, I had decided, with a little spiked punch to strengthen my resolve, I was going to make it up to Eric tonight, someway, somewhere, somehow. Bill and Paige would do it doggie style in a motel room later. Paige said that was the only position that worked for her now. And, who knows, maybe Mommy and Mr. Martin would be getting it on in her bedroom while we were at prom.


  Well, if nothing else, there was always a return engagement in Eric’s Camaro.


  That’s where we ended up too, in the darkened driveway of our house with Mr. Martin’s pickup parked out front.


  I saw Eric’s look of concern when we pulled up and he noticed the truck.


  “Oh, don’t worry about it. When I saw Mommy kissing him, I was just having a bad day,” I said quickly. “It was a girl thing, you know?”


  I  saw his relief in the lights of the dashboard, just before he turned off the ignition.


  I already had kicked off my silver pumps. As he turned to look at me, I tucked my nylon-clad legs under me, took off my dangly silver earrings, placed them in my clutch and dropped it with my shoes.


  “Now, where were we?” I smiled as I leaned in to kiss him.”


  Eric pulled back. “Aren’t you worried about your Mom seeing us? What if Mr. Martin comes out?” 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. 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, as least from 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.


  How would mine measure up to this one? It was difficult to tell. Linda and other women before her never had 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.


  “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, Tiffany, 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 Eric’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.


  As Tiffany, I thought that I loved Eric. And I owed him. But  I wasn’t yet ready to give myself totally to him, and didn’t know if I ever would be. After all, I had only a few more weeks of girlhood before getting my life back. And I didn’t want the real Tiffany to inherit a relationship where she was immediately expected to put out.


  So, instead, I looked at Eric and said, “If you don’t mind, I think that I’ll have a late-night snack.”


  Then I lowered my head and made it up to him.


  *     *     *     *      *


  Several days after prom, Paige wakened me from a sound sleep. “Tiff. Tiff. I need to talk to you. Tiff, are you awake?”


  I raise up on one elbow, not even noticing anymore the way the weight shifted on my chest whenever I moved my body without a bra on. “I am now. What’s up?”


  Paige raised up too, and I heard her groan a little bit, which reminded me that the baby was due in just another month.


  “I don’t want to give up the baby for adoption,” she said. “I want to keep it.”


  I wasn’t sure that I heard her correctly. “Say that again,” I said.


  “I want to keep the baby,” she said.


  This time, I sat bolt upright, and, without even thinking about it, straightened my tank top over my breasts, as I plopped both feet on the floor.


  “Have you told Mom?” I asked.


  Paige sat up too. “No, not yet. But I’m going to. As soon as Bill graduates and I have the baby, we’re going to move into an apartment and he’s going to work for his father’s company. After I finish high school, we’ll get married.


  I stepped across the darkness and sat next to my bestie. “But … ” I started to say.


  Paige put her fingers on my lips. “I’m not going to be Tiffany again either. I’m going to be Paige. Bill loves me and I love him. We’re going to be together this way. There’s no reason for him to ever know what really happened.”


  I didn’t say anything immediately, and, as I thought about it, what she was saying made perfect sense. For weeks they had been a couple. And what an idiot I’d been to think that she might want to give up Bill for Eric. Damn! I should have impaled myself on his flag pole.


   The real Paige and Bill had been in love too, but her parents had prevented her from seeing him after she got pregnant. That was one of the reasons that her father accepted a job offer in California. And the main reason that Paige and Bill wanted to run away together.


  “Truthfully, I’m not surprised,” I finally said. “That baby has been a part of you for two months.”


  I put my small hand on her belly. “And it’s part of Bill too.”


  Paige squeezed my hand. “Thanks for understanding,” she said.


  I nodded. “Yes, I understand that part,” I said. “But if you remain as Paige and when I go back to being Bryan, Mommy won’t have a daughter anymore.”


  Paige shook her head. “No, that’s not what should happen,” she replied. “You’re a good Tiffany. You have a boyfriend and everything. You should stay as Tiffany. You can be my maid of honor and we’ll always be besties.”


  What she said made me feel warm and good inside, but it also made my heart sink. Mommy had betrayed me by finding another boyfriend. And now my Paige had as well, by refusing to take back her own life.


  What was I going to do now?


  



  *     *     *     *     *


  The woman who used to be my girlfriend continued to see Mr. Martin after the school year ended. She also told Paige that she was supportive of her decision to keep the baby and marry Bill after she was graduated from high school. Having had time to think about it, I honestly wasn’t surprised by that.


  “You will have carried that child for three months,” she said. “I know what’s it’s like. And no matter what you look like, you’re still my daughter. You and I will always know that.”


  Then she hugged the very pregnant Paige. “And now you’re giving me a granddaughter,” she said.


  “Oh, thank you for understanding, Mommy,” Paige cried, as they continued to embrace.


  Mommy also promised to help her get a new identity. “There can’t be one Paige in California and one here, both with the same birth date and Social Security number,” she explained. “Bill doesn’t have to know.”


  And me? I told them that I still wanted to change back into Bryan.


  “I understand that too,” my former lover said. “And I’m so sorry that I did this to you and then things ended this way. I never intended to hurt you, and I still love you.”


  “I still love you too, Linda,” I replied. “And things happen. I understand that.


  “Now, can you just get that gem, please, and change me back?”


  She smiled sadly and nodded. “Sure,” she said, and scurried away to get it.


  Within seconds, we heard her scream from her bedroom, “Oh, my God, no!”


  It was gone! The Star of Oluz was gone!


  “It was just like what we read on the internet,” Paige said. “It appears and then it disappears.”


  The three of us then spent the next hour searching the house, opening drawers, tearing through closets, looking under beds, and even moving major appliances to peek behind them.


  No luck. The gem was gone. I would remain Tiffany, my former girlfriend’s daughter, for the rest of my life.


  “No!” I screamed when we finally could think of no other places to look.  “This is so unfair!”


  Sobbing hysterically, I ran into the room that I had shared with Paige for more than two months and slammed the door.


  Mommy and Paige followed quickly after and sat down beside me as I lay on my bed and cried into a pillow.


  “This is so unfair! This is so unfair! I don’t want to be a girl! I want to be me again. I want to be Bryan!” I bawled.


  “There, there, Tiff, sweetie, we’re here for you,” Mommy said as she stroked my hair. “I love you. I’ll take care of you.”


  I rolled over and looked at her, tears rolling down my cheeks. “You will?” I said as I gulped for breath and then fell into her arms.


  “You really will? Even though you have a new boyfriend and Paige is your real daughter, not me?”


  “Oh, yes! Yes!” Mommy said as she squeezed me. “You are my daughter too. I have two daughters.”


  “That’s right,” Paige added as she took my hand. “We’re not just besties. We’re sisters!”


  I forced a sad smile, took a tissue from Mommy, and blew my nose.


  “I love you both,” I said. “But I think that I need to be alone for awhile, please. All this time I thought that I would get to be a man again and now … now … “


  I started to cry again.


  “Sure, sweetie,” Mommy said as she kissed me on the forehead. “We’re right outside if you need us.”


  As the door closed after them, I looked in the mirror and whispered, “Girl, you deserve an Oscar!”


  I had found the Star and thrown it away. And eventually, I’d tell Mommy and Paige. After all, I really did love them. But Mommy got a new boyfriend while I was helping her by pretending to be her daughter. And Paige had tried to guilt me into staying Tiffany because she wanted to keep the baby and marry Bill.


  This was my payback.


  The truth was that I liked being called “Tiffany” instead of “Bryan.” I liked being a 16-year-old girl. I liked wearing pretty clothes– especially skater dresses!– and being a cheerleader.


  I didn’t want to be a man. I didn’t want that thing hanging between my legs again. And if there was going to be a rock-hard erection down there, I wanted it to be Eric’s.


  I was going to let him put it there tomorrow night as his high school graduation present. In fact, I was going to insist!


  #     #     #     #     #
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