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  By Portia Hab


  “Chloe, please answer the door!” I yelled from the kitchen, where I was elbow-deep in dirty dishes.


  It was truly amazing how many of them a two-person household could accumulate in two days. But then again, if one of them was a teenage girl who frequently traveled with an entourage …


  “Sorry, Dad,” she screamed from somewhere down the hall. “I’m kinda busy!”


  Rrrrring! Rrrrring! Rrrrring!


  “It’s gonna be for you, you know,” I bellowed back. “Just do it, please!”


  Rrrrring! Rrrrring! Rrrrring!


  Oh, to Hell with it! I thought to myself, as I hastily dried my hands on a dish towel.


  Chloe was a good kid … the best. She did help around the house, probably more than most of her friends. But she was still a kid, even though she’d just turned 18 and was about to graduate from high school. She probably was doing something extremely important like painting her fingernails or deciding what she was going to wear on her next date with Blake.


  Rrrrring! Rrrrring! Rrrrring!


  “Coming!” I shouted as I bolted through the kitchen doorway and suddenly saw stars … before everything went black.


  When I came around, my head still spinning a bit, I realized I was on the floor. That wasn’t surprising since I seemed to have collided with a brick wall. What was surprising was when I looked up and saw a man.


  A man? Maybe he was the one who was ringing the bell. Maybe he finally decided to just open the door and come in.


  But as the brain fog continued to lift I realized I wasn’t looking at some delivery man. I was looking at … Oh, Hell no!


  Myself!?! I was looking at myself? No, that couldn’t be!


  Evidently, the man who looked like me didn’t think so either. He put his hands to his face like Kevin in Home Alone and let go with a baritone shriek that probably loosened the ceiling plaster– and yet seemed bizarrely feminine.


  “You’re me! Oh my God, you’re me!” he cried. “How did this happen? How did this happen?


  “Oh my God! Oh my God. Oh my God!”


  I’m him? I thought. Of course, I’m him. I’m Kevin Michaels.


  But as the last of my mental confusion finally evaporated, I suddenly realized what he meant. He wasn’t talking about me being me. Since he was in my body, he was talking about me being him. But who was him? The delivery man?


  And not much of a man if you ask me. First he was screaming and now he was crying.


  “Oh, Dad, what happened to us?” he asked as he reached down, grabbed my arm, and pulled me up. “Why am I you and you me?”
“What the Hell …” I started, and then I heard my voice.


  Only it wasn’t mine. It was high and squeaky. It was a girl’s! Oh my God, it was Chloe’s!


  As I looked down and saw pink sparkly polish on my toes, my heart started to race. The pace quickened as I noted my long, smooth legs, tight shorts, midriff-baring top, and breasts! OMG, I had breasts!


  The room started spinning, my knees buckled, and …


  The next thing I knew was I was lying on the sofa. Oh thank goodness! It had all been a nightmare. But as I raised my head to look around, something fell in front of my eyes. I reached to move it away.


  Oh, no! It hadn’t been a nightmare!  My hand was tiny with the same sparkly pink polish on the nails and what it pushed aside was a lock of long, blonde hair.


  This time I was the one who screamed– until the man I had been only a few minutes before sat down beside me and gently put his hand on my mouth.


  “Dad! Dad,” he said. “Please, you’ve got to calm down. We have to figure out how this happened.”


  Pushing his hand away, I replied in my new girly voice, “How what happened? What’s going on? Why do you look like me? And why do I …”


  I couldn’t continue as I looked down at cleavage and a flat crotch and shook my head in disbelief.


  “Look like me?” he finished for me. “You look like me because you are me and I’m you.


  “The switch must have happened when we ran into each other in the hall.”


  I sat up and looked at him, stunned by how large my old body seemed from Chloe’s perspective.


  “The world looks a whole lot different from someone else’s eyes, right?” he smiled. “My hair’s a mess,” he added as he pushed it back behind my ears.


  Then he saw something he obviously did not like. Grabbing my smooth face with both hands, he pulled it close to his.


  “OMG!” he said in a panicky voice. “That’s a zit by my nose and prom is next weekend!”


  That’s when I finally realized the 40-year-old man was a girl on the inside. And by extension, I might look like my 18-year-old daughter, but I still was a man on the inside– and her father. I needed to take control of the situation, figure out what had happened, and fix it.


  “We’re stuck in each other’s bodies and you’re worried about a zit?” I said as I stood up. “If we don’t figure out how to switch back, you won’t be going to prom. I will!”


  For a long moment we stared in stunned silence at each other. Then simultaneously we laughed. Well, I laughed. She giggled and, wow, did that sound ridiculous coming out of my body. But this was a ridiculous situation, after all, one neither one of us seemed to know anything about.


  Being still and silent for a moment allowed me to realize how totally foreign this soft, curvy, feminine body and its attire were to me. Surely substantial breasts were second nature to Chloe, but sporting them now actually made me blush as I looked down and felt both their weight and the straps that supported them. My butt felt obscenely big– although I knew it wasn’t– and the shorts so tight I feared they would tear apart. And the hair! It was everywhere!


  Recognizing at least that part of my discomfort, he said, “Wait here,” and hurried down the hallway to Chloe’s bedroom. Returning with an elastic band, he quickly and expertly put my hair up in a high ponytail.


  “There, at least that won’t drive you crazy,” he said, putting special emphasis on “that.”


  “What do you mean?” I asked.


  “Well, I suspect your new breasts are a bit of a distraction to you as well,” he grinned.


  “But there’s not much I can do about that. And I know it’s got to feel pretty strange for you … down there,” he continued, his gaze leaving no doubt where he meant.


  Before I could respond, he added, “Hey, it’s pretty weird for me down there too, you know. It was a distraction even when I was just walking down the hall. And when I sat down, I was afraid I was going to smash it.”


  “Can we not talk about genitalia?” I snapped, storming across the room to sit in my recliner.


  “Hey, that’s my chair, Chloe,” he laughed.


  “Will you please be serious and stop acting like a child,” I said, crossing my arms under my breasts. “You are Chloe, not me. And I am Kevin. But we’re stuck in each other’s bodies and we have no idea why or even if there’s anything we can do to switch back.”


  He nodded his head and sat back down on the sofa. “You’re right, Dad,” he said. “When I’m worried or scared, I can get silly, you know.”


  I smiled and said, “I know. And I’m sorry for sounding so mean to you. That’s what I do when I’m upset.”


  “I know,” she smiled back. “But you don’t do it very often and, when you do, you have a good reason.”


  “Okay, then, let’s figure out what we’re going to do,” I said, unconsciously crossing my legs at the hips.


  Oh God, why did I do that? The movement reminded me of the alien emptiness between my legs and the cringe-worthy fact that my daughter now had something swinging between hers.


  He smiled knowingly, no doubt recognizing my immediate discomfort with the feminine posture.


  “Get used to it,” he chuckled. “It’s what girls do, especially when they wear short dresses.”


  Speechless with embarrassment, I uncrossed them as he got up, stepped out into the hall, opened the front door, and then returned with a package.


  “It’s from Amazon,” he said. “And it’s for you. Bras and panties.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  Until this body swap that seemed right out of an ‘80s movie, I was Kevin Michaels, a history teacher and basketball coach at Northfield, the school from which Chloe soon would graduate. A single father for more than a decade, I was 40 years old, 6-2, and 180 pounds.


  Now, for no reason that either of us could figure out, I suddenly was my own daughter. I was 5-6 and maybe 120 pounds with shoulder-length blonde hair, big blue eyes and … a boyfriend! Oh my God, Blake, one of the boys on my basketball team, was now my boyfriend. I’d have to put on a dress and go to prom with him. I’d also have to …Then he would … And we would …


  Oh, Hell no!


  “Dad! Dad! Get control of yourself!”


  A male voice, my male voice, suddenly brought me back to reality.


  “You were having a panic attack,” Chloe in my body continued. “I’m sorry about that bras and panties joke.”


  I wiped cold sweat from my forehead and willed my pounding heart to slow down.


  “You’re right. I was,” I replied. “And the joke was funny … I guess. But what if we can’t figure this out and switch back. Those really would be my bras and panties. You would be my father. Blake would be my boyfriend. Portia would be your girlfriend. And …”


  Portia Crowley, a divorcee with no children, taught English and was the cheerleader sponsor at Northfield. We’d been dating for about a year and typically spent weekends together at either her house or ours. Right now, she was grocery shopping.


  “Dad, dad, slow down,” my adult male daughter admonished me again. “We’ll figure this out, I promise.”


  Then she paused for a long moment before adding, “Wow. I’m being the adult voice of reason and you’re being the emotional teen girl.


  “Wow.”


  “Well, duh,” I snapped. “Look at you. Look at me.”


  Then I tried to push back in my recliner. Maybe that would help me relax. It certainly did when I was a man. But the back of the chair wouldn’t budge. I was too small and weak to move it.


  “That’s just great!” I said, as I fought back tears.


  Oh, crap! I thought. How could this be happening? I haven’t even been a girl for an hour and look at me!


  “Dad, come over here and sit by me,” my father figure said. “You’ll be more comfortable. For the time being, that’s your body and you need to get used to it instead of fighting it. Just go with it.”


  “I’m not sure what that means, but I’ll try,” I said, joining her on the sofa.


   “Oh, sweetie, that’s exactly what I mean,” he laughed.


  “Sweetie? That’s what I call you!” I exclaimed.


  “For the moment, I am you and you are me,” he replied. “And now you’re getting it. Just look at how you are sitting.”


  Huh?


  Oh my God, how did that happen? I had brought my bare legs up onto the sofa and crossed them in front of me without even thinking about it.


  “Now I’m going to relax in my recliner while we figure out what to do next,” he grinned as he crossed the room, plopped down, and pushed it back with ease.


  “Hey, this is really nice. I could get used to this,” he grinned.


  “Don’t,” I replied.


  Then I couldn’t help but grin as I added, “You might look like a man, but you’re still being a real brat, you know.”


  “Yeah, I know,” he replied. “So … Portia’s going to be back soon. We’re going to tell her what happened, right? I mean, we have to tell her, don’t you think? I mean, you two are …”


  Suddenly, the panic was back. God, I was such a girl. But the idea of telling my girlfriend that I was now a girl was just too … No, it wasn’t so much the idea of telling her. It was her seeing me standing there as a girl. It was her seeing me wearing a crop top, tight shorts, a bra, and panties.


  But he was right. We had to tell Portia. After all, she is my girlfriend. We are a couple. We are romantically involved. We are …


  “Lovers,” he continued. “I mean, I’m not about to sleep with my English teacher and cheerleader sponsor so we have to tell her.”


  “Yes, we have to tell her,” I agreed. “At school especially, she can help us pretend to be each other until we get this fixed.”


  “But no one else?” he asked.


  “Of course not,” I replied without thinking about it. “As much as I hate the idea, we have to pretend to be each other. It would be just too embarrassing otherwise. And people probably would think we’re crazy anyway.”


  My new father figure nodded his head.


  “That’s okay with me, I guess,” he said. “But good luck with Blake, especially on prom night.”


  “Oh, we’ll get this sorted out before then. I’m sure of it,” I replied.


  “I sure hope so,” he said, as he put his hands behind his head. “I’m not looking forward to the idea of my father putting on my dress and going to prom with my boyfriend.”


  I giggled.


  “Did you just giggle?” he asked with a grin.


  “Yeah, I guess I did,” I said.


  “The idea of kissing and making out with one of the boys on my basketball team really appeals to me, you know?” I added sarcastically.


  “You’re really a brat, Chloe. You know that?” Dad said.


  “Yeah, I know,” I replied with a grin of my own.


  *     *     *     *     *


  No! This couldn’t be happening! It just couldn’t! But it was!


  Water ran down my chest and legs. That was real. Wet. And real.


  Wet pavement pressed against my bare feet. That was real, as was the warm sun on my shoulders.


  Holding a hose in one hand and a soapy sponge in the other, I looked down at shapely, bare legs that stretched up to a– teal and white polka dot bottom. And then came the sight that almost made me pass out:  My breasts bulging out of a teal and white polka dot bikini top.


  “Chloe! Earth to Chloe!” someone close by yelled. “Hey, girl, wake up! Spray your side of the car.”


  I looked up to see Jessica on the other side of a car and she was looking at me. She couldn’t be talking to me. I wasn’t Chloe. I was Chloe’s father!


  *     *     *     *     *


  But, of course, Jessica and the three other senior cheerleaders who stormed into our house about a half hour earlier, just as Portia returned with the groceries, didn’t know that. I looked like Chloe. I was Chloe.


  “Come on, girl, put on your bikini and let’s go!” said Kathy, a redhead in a yellow two-piece. “We’re gonna help next year’s cheerleaders with their car wash.”


  “Yeah, we’re gonna provide some curb appeal!” added brunette Lisa in a hot pink number.


  They all giggled, as they practically swept me off my feet and into Chloe’s bedroom. And what could I do? Tell them that I’m really Chloe’s father? Likewise, what could she do in my body? Tell them that she’s stuck in her father’s?


  Most of the next 15 minutes was a blur, thank God. Did I put on the teal and white polka dot bikini by myself? Did the girls put it on me? Or was it something in between? All I remember is that I tried my best not to look at my daughter’s nude body, which now belonged to me.


  Then my classmates tied my hair up in back with a white ribbon and handed me a pair of big oval sunglasses that they picked up from the dresser.


  “Let’s go, Chloe,” Jessica giggled. “We’ve got cars to wash and boys to tempt and tease!”


  As we stormed out the door, Portia watched with amusement and added, “Have fun, girls!”


  My-daughter-in-my-body added, “Chloe, don’t forget your purse. You need your purse.”


  No, dammit! I didn’t need a purse. But she insisted, so I took the brown leather shoulder bag.


  Then I squeezed into the backseat with Kathy and Caitlin. Of course, I wound up in the middle. God, I felt so creepy sitting there, our bare arms and legs rubbing against one another. Of course, the other two girls didn’t think a thing about it. What was a nightmare for me was normal for them. 


  As Jessica drove us to the car wash, I heard a chirp inside the purse and reached inside to pull out Chloe’s phone in a sparkly pink case. Reading the text, I realized why she insisted I take the purse.


  “I’m so sorry,” it read. “Just go with the flow, okay? I’ll tell Portia.”


  *      *      *      *      *


  So here I was in the convenience store parking lot, trying my best. Only it wasn’t easy and I’d evidently just experienced a panic attack as Jessica had to remind me to spray the car.


  Okay, I told myself, don’t panic. You’re a military veteran. You saw action in Iraq. The important thing is to keep calm and not frighten those around you. This can’t be happening. You can’t be in a bikini, washing a car, pretending to be your daughter.


  But you are. So deal with it.


  I  knew that my inner being, whatever it was that made me who I was, was right here in Chloe’s body, with soapy water running down her cleavage, tickling across her bare belly, and soaking into the soft, snug material that stretched across her flat crotch. Only now it was my cleavage, my bare belly, and my flat crotch.


  And I recognized that the contradiction of man’s mind in an attractive girl’s body was prompting what I could only describe as a phantom erection in that flat groin.


  Oh gross! I screamed mentally. Am I having incestuous thoughts!?! Oh, crap, no!


  But if I could feel it there, I suddenly realized, then that groin was mine, as were the bare belly, the breasts with the glistening cleavage, and the plump cheeks that I could feel squeezing out of my bikini bottom. I was Chloe– at least for now.


  Catching my reflection in the window of the car that I was supposed to be washing, I confirmed that.


  And I couldn’t have incestuous thoughts about my own body.


  Or could I?


  Dammit, Kevin! I told myself. Stop torturing yourself. Stop thinking so damn much and just pretend to be Chloe. Right now, it’s really your only option if you want to keep your sanity. 


  Suddenly, a blast of water hit my face. “Chloe, hurry up over there,” Caitlin said.


  Forgetting my predicament for an instant and acting totally on instinct, I squirted her back.


  “Hey,” I shouted. “Cut that out.”


  Which, of course, prompted her to spray me some more. As the car pulled away, we blasted each other with full power. In seconds, we both were laughing and giggling and in tandem we turned our hoses on the other cheerleaders.


  Other cheerleaders? For this moment, at least, I guess so. Instead of a male teacher and coach, I was a female cheerleader.


  Of course, they shot back. They threw sponges. We threw sponges back. A dozen wet, bikini-clad bodies– including mine– sparkled in the sunlight.


  “Okay, girls. Show’s over. You have customers waiting,” said Jessica’s mother, who was standing over near the store, out of spray range.


  And the next customer was …Oh, Gawd no! Blake Miller, my boyfriend, with a couple of other guys from the basketball team.


  Oh, no, no, no! Not my boyfriend! I screamed inside my blonde head. Chloe’s boyfriend!


  “Hey, I heard a rumor that there’s some mighty fine-looking babes around here washing cars,” the brown-haired boy said as he rolled down the window on his blue Mustang. “You know where they are?”


  “Obvi, it’s us!” replied Jessica with a broad grin, suddenly stepping into the conversation– thank God– as she put her arm over my shoulder and leaned her head against mine. “Isn’t that right, Chloe?”


  Eep! Oh, no! I panicked. What do I say?


  “Er … Totes!” I said and put my arm around her bare shoulder.


  Oh Gawd, I hope I used that right, I thought.


  Possibly I did, since no one gave me a strange look.


  But Blake was giving me another kind of look. A predatory look.


  No, wait, it wasn’t predatory. It was … sweet!


  What? Where in Hell did that come from? I asked myself. How can I think one of my basketball players is giving me a sweet look?


  Because he is, I answered. Because you’re not his coach right now, remember? You’re his girlfriend.


  Suddenly, I realized with total mortification that I was smiling back. And try as I might, I couldn’t deny that this tall, slender boy with big brown eyes and the cutest dimples was, by far, the cutest guy on my basketball team!


  What!?! No, wait! No boy on my basketball team was cute, dammit! They were boys. I was a man. We were all males. No one was cute!


  And yet … he was. My bikini-clad body insisted I acknowledge that.


  So what could I do?


  When Blake reached out his hand to me, I took it. He then pulled me close and kissed me. Like his smile, the kiss was sweet. And it made me all fluttery in my bare tummy. I wanted more. I started to reach in … 


  Thank God, Jessica was still there.


  “Big yikes!” she said. “Okay, you two can get a room after we finish here. Now roll up the window, Stan, and let us wash the car.”


  “Bye Felicia,” he replied to Jessica with a grin and then gave me a wink. “See you later, Chloe.”


  A couple hours later, as we finished, I was still thinking about that kiss. At the moment our lips touched, I loved it. But now I hated it. Well, I didn’t hate the kiss so much as the fact that I Iiked it.


  No, I didn’t like it. This body that I was trapped in liked it. On the inside, I was still Blake’s coach. I was still a man. And I didn’t like it.


  But I couldn’t stop thinking about what it would be like to kiss him again. Maybe tonight?


  No, no, no! the Kevin inside me screamed. That is so wrong!


   Determined to re-assert my masculinity, I put down the hose and sponge and walked up toward the shady area, where the rest of the girls were toweling off. But it was a losing battle.


  Until Chloe and I changed back, I wasn’t a man. I was a girl. I had a boyfriend. I no longer had a dangling appendance between my legs and he did. I had something else. His was designed to fit into mine.


  And kissing me … I suddenly wondered. Did kissing me do to Blake’s appendage what so often had happened to mine when I was a man? Did it hurt so good? Of course it did!


  I giggled with the most girlish giggle at the memory of that most masculine of experiences.


  Will I ever have that again? I asked myself, but, honestly, not nearly as upset at the possibility as I thought I should be.


  That could only be because I liked that kiss from my boyfriend. Right now, that was what I most wanted to experience again.


  Yet, even admitting that, everything about my body still seemed foreign and awkward. My boobs bounced, my bottom wiggled, and my arms didn’t want to get near my sides.


  All of this was so bizarre and so confusing, and I really, really wanted to scream who I was. If I did that, maybe I would truly feel like a man again. Maybe I would be repulsed at the memory of that kiss. But no one would believe me.


  Chloe’s body might feel foreign to me, but it was mine. And no one would believe I’m her father. Rather, they would believe I was a girl gone crazy.


  And no matter how alien and awkward I felt inside this body, I noted, I still looked, laughed, walked, and talked just like my daughter and her friends. I mean I said “totes” for God’s sake! Hell, I was my daughter. And she was me. Did she now know how to coach a box-and-one defense? Did I now know her cheerleader routines?


  Get out of your head, Chloe! You’re going to drive yourself crazy! I told myself as I neared Jessica and the other girls.


  Gawd, it was going to be sooo embarrassing walking back into my house looking like this. But at least Chloe-in-my-body had talked to Portia and explained the situation.


  Water ran off my long hair and down my bare back. I felt naked, and exposed, and incredibly self-conscious about my appearance. And it didn’t help that a slight, cool breeze prompted my nipples to press against the wet fabric of my bikini top.


  Quickly I grabbed a towel to dry off– and hide my rigid nipples.


  *     *     *     *     *


  As I opened the front door a little after midnight, I heard a familiar voice.


  “Hi, sweetie. How was your date?”


  Looking into the living room, I saw Chloe-in-my-body kicked back in my recliner, drinking a bottle of Dos Equis beer. She was wearing a gray NHS logo tee shirt and baggy shorts with – oh, ugh!– no underwear!


  “Chloe, I don’t want to see that, even if it is mine!” I squealed. “Why are you drinking my beer? And what the Hell is going on? Why didn’t you tell Portia what happened to us?”


  She laughed and replied, “Shhh! You’ll wake her.”


  Before I could respond, she laughed again and said, “You always told me that dress you are wearing was too short.”


  I felt my face flush with embarrassment as I looked down to see the hem of the white and red polka dot sundress brushing my legs just above mid-thigh. And its brevity had seemed to invite exploration by Blake’s octopus-like hands, but I wasn’t about to tell my daughter that.


  Instead, what I wanted her to tell me is why I received a text from her on my way home from the car wash that said, “You’re Chloe. I’m you” and why Portia– my girlfriend!– thought I was my own daughter and she was me when I arrived. Chloe was supposed to tell her what happened while I was on exhibit for lecherous teenage boys at a bikini car wash.


  *     *     *     *     *


  “Oh, hi, Chloe,” Portia said to me as I came in the door late Saturday afternoon. “How was the car wash?”


  Almost simultaneously, I saw Chloe-in-my-body silently mouth, “I’ll explain later.”


  But she never did. I tried at every opportunity to get her alone to find out what happened and why. And she tried her best to avoid me. When she couldn’t, she whispered things like “Please. I’ll tell you later” and “It’s complicated. Just play along for now. Okay?”


  So I did, including going on a date with Blake. To help ensure neither of us was embarrassed by my appearance, Chloe-in-my-body somehow had managed to leave me instructions on how to apply light makeup, add fragrance, and style my hair, which I worse loose with a red band to hold it back from my face. Her note also said, “Be sure your bra and panties match. And don’t forget your purse.”


  Numbed with shock by this unexpected turn of events, I obeyed. And then, to add humiliation to embarrassment, I chose a dress that I criticized as too revealing when the real Chloe wore it.


  Maybe I liked it because the red polka dots on the sleeveless white sundress matched the hair band? I mean a girl has to coordinate, right?


  Or maybe my body knew something my brain didn’t.


  “I just love this dress,” Blake told me later, as he tried his best to take it off me in the front seat of his Mustang.


  *      *     *     *     *


  Finally back home after arguably the most unusual experience of my life, I sat down on the sofa, crossed my legs at the thighs and said, “Chloe, what’s going on? Why haven’t you told Portia what happened?”


  She giggled and belched before she replied. Ooooh, gross! OMG, my-daughter-in-my body was drunk!


  “It’s a long story,” she smirked.


  “Enlighten me,” I replied, as I crossed my bare arms under my breasts and irritably bounced my right foot back and forth until the red ballet flat finally came off at the heel.


  It was a distinctly feminine behavior that I’d seen from both Portia and Chloe several times and I realized it just a split-second too late. At the car wash when Blake showed up, on the date, and now with this posture on the sofa, my female body reminded me that it had a mind of its own.


  It was scary. We’d been each other for only about 12 hours. What would I be like in two or three days if we didn’t figure this out and switch back?


  Chloe-in-my-body giggled and belched again.


  “Well, look at you,” she said. “You’re really getting into the part, Chloe.”


  “I am not,” I snapped back. “It’s just that this body …”


  “Has a mind of its own,” she finished for me, just before she took another swallow of beer.


  “Yeah, tell me about it.”


  “Chloe, why haven’t you told Portia who you really are?” I hissed. “And why are you drunk?”


  “I’m not Chloe,” she replied with a half-smile. “Until further notice, I’m Kevin Michaels, father, teacher, and basketball coach. And you, my dear, are Chloe, high school senior, cheerleader, and daughter of Kevin.


  “So … hiccup! … I will call you Chloe and you will call me Dad at all times. Got that, kiddo?”


  “No, I don’t,” I replied, feeling tears well up in my eyes.


  I didn’t want to pretend to be a girl, especially around my own girlfriend, dammit! I was a man. A man! And I didn’t want to wear a bra, panties, and this girly dress one second longer!


  Oh Gawd, I was going to cry! This was sooo embarrassing! I pulled a tissue from my purse and blew my nose.


  “Oh, sweetie, I’m so sorry!” Dad said. “I didn’t mean to make you cry.


  “I didn’t mean to drink so much beer either,” he added. “But after what happened here tonight …”


  What happened–ooooh, ewww!– is that my daughter in my body made love to my girlfriend!


  “She wouldn’t believe me!” Dad said, as he straightened up in his chair. “Baby, you have to believe me, I tried. I told her all kinds of things about being a cheerleader that I didn’t think that you could possibly know.


  “I told her about things that just the two of us had talked about. I told her about …  you know … girl things, but she wouldn’t believe me.”


  With the last, his cheeks reddened with embarrassment and he looked away.


  “So, your response to that was to have sex with her?” I asked incredulously.


  Then he started crying and– God help me– before I even realized what happened, I was sitting on his lap, with my arms around his neck, trying to console him!


  As I kissed him on the cheek, I said, “That’s okay, Daddy. That’s okay!”


  Oooh, yuck! That was sooo not okay!


  Simultaneously, we both realized it too. I jumped up from his lap as if I had ants in my panties and he mumbled something about getting another beer as he ran for the kitchen.


  That gave us both time to recover. I returned to the sofa. My panicked mind reminded me that I was a man in a girl’s body and I resisted the urge to cross my legs. Instead, I pressed them firmly together, embarrassed to realize that my panties were still damp from earlier in the evening.


  Back in his chair, Dad continued, “No, my response was not to have sex with her. That was the last thing on my mind.


  “But she thought I wanted to do some kind of role-playing game. Can you believe that?”


  He drank more beer and neither one of us said anything for a moment.


  Man, I could use one of those– or two or three or six, I thought to myself. But knowing how quickly this body seemed to take control sometimes, I decided against it.


  But, yes, having been intimate with Portia for about a year and knowing all about her past, I could believe it. Now the slender brunette was a solid citizen, a divorced high school English teacher and cheerleader sponsor who was extremely conscientious about living an exemplary life outside of school. Before she married, though, she was a “wild child,” to use her own words.


  She had been a cocktail waitress and even done a little stripping. “All very tasteful, of course,” she explained.


  Plus, today, as my girlfriend, I knew her to be adventurous, and, yes, maybe a little kinky when it came to sex. At her request, we had enjoyed role-playing too.


  But never with me pretending to be a girl–- my own daughter– for God’s sake!


  “She said that a man telling her all that stuff about being a cheerleader and a girl made her hot. She asked me if I wanted to pretend I was one of her cheerleaders and put on one of my– your– uniforms,” Dad explained. “And then she was all over me, right there on that sofa!”


  “Oh, gross!” I squealed as I jumped up and looked back down in horror.


  Despite the seriousness of our predicament, Dad laughed. Then I did too.


  “But you’re a girl. You don’t know how to be a man. Didn’t she notice anything strange about your response?” I asked, perching my plump bottom on the arm of the sofa.


  I didn’t want to admit, even to myself, that being in Chloe’s body somehow made me a lot more accomplished at being and reacting like a girl than I ever would have believed. And I had to assume that much the same thing happened with my daughter in mine.


  “No, no problem there,” Dad replied, remaining upright in his recliner. “She said that if I was Chloe, then she was my boyfriend. She unzipped my pants, climbed on top of me, pinned by shoulders to sofa with her hands, and, before I even knew what was going on …”


  “You had your first orgasm as a man,” I finished for him.


  “Well … yeah,” he said looking away in embarrassment. “Do you hate me, Dad?”


  “No, Dad,” I replied, emphasizing his name. “I don’t hate you. I can understand how that could happen. I mean, after all, I did go on a date with your boyfriend tonight.”


  “Oh, no, you mean that you and Blake …” she began with wide eyes.


  “No, that’s not what I mean,” I interrupted. “We didn’t. I was a good girl.”


  Despite myself, I giggled at the memory. I wasn’t about to tell Dad the truth about how much I wanted to also and how far I did go.


  After a pause, I added, “But I’m guessing that you and Blake have made love.”


  Dad shook his head violently.


  “No, we have not,” he said firmly. “Yes, we’ve been close a couple of times. But I just wasn’t ready.


  “And when I turned 18, Blake wanted to give me his … well, you know … as a birthday present,” he said with a baritone giggle.


  “But considering what I did tonight with Portia and– you know– what I used to almost do with Blake, well, I wouldn’t have been surprised if you …”


  “Ewww!” I said, disgusted with the idea.


  Or pretending to be disgusted with the idea. I wasn’t sure which.


  “Well, when you do, be sure you use a condom,” Dad said.


  “I’m not about to do that with Blake,” I replied, as if the Kevin in me finally had awakened after a night of being drugged and unconscious. “We’re going to find out what caused this and we’re going to reverse it.”


  “Before prom?” Dad asked.


  “Before prom.” I confirmed.


  “And, first thing in the morning, when you are sober and Portia is awake, we’re going to convince her that you were telling the truth and that we really have switched bodies.”


  Dad spit beer as he uttered a very feminine-sounding “Eep!”


  Then he added, “Chloe, we can’t do that. No way. No how. Not after I had sex with her tonight. Don’t you understand that?”


  “Explain it to me,” I replied. “We need to tell someone what happened to us, someone who will understand what we are dealing with and help us until we can fix things. Portia’s the perfect person.”


  Dad vehemently shook his head.


  “Christ, Chloe, didn’t you hear me? Portia didn’t believe me. I tried and I tried. You have to believe me. Even after we had sex the first time, I tried. All I did was turn her on again and we made love a second time.


  “Now I understand why it takes awhile for boys the second time,” he said with a wry smile.


  He walked over and sat down on the sofa beside me.


  “Now, what do you think will happen if you try to tell her that you really are her boyfriend and I’m Chloe?”


  I looked him in the eyes, smiled and said, “She will jump your bones again?”


  “Ha. Ha,” he said.


  Then he gave it some thought and he too smiled.


  “Well, yeah, she might do that too,” he said.


  “But here’s the bottom line: If we do manage to convince her, what do you think her response is going to be when she realizes she had sex with her boyfriend’s daughter who was trying to tell her the truth?”


  I pulled his head to me and kissed him on the cheek.”


  “She will be humiliated and embarrassed. Our relationship will be destroyed. And we still won’t have anyone to help us with this,” I replied.


  “Exactly,” he said, as he got up and pulled me up with him.


  God, it was so strange to be in my daughter’s body looking up into the face of my own body, with its square jaw and 5 o’clock shadow.


  Bending down, he kissed me on top of the head and said, “Night, sweetie.”


  “Night, Daddy,” I replied.


  As I headed down the hall to my bedroom, I stopped, turned and added, “But I’m not gonna have sex with Blake, no matter what. Okay?”


  I could tell from the poorly repressed smile that he wasn’t nearly as confident as I was. And that was understandable. After a night of love-making with his girlfriend, he realized– just as did I– how much biology and the needs and desires of person’s physical body control his or her actions, no matter what the rational mind wants or doesn’t want.


  But he’s a child in an adult’s body, I told myself. It’s understandable why he gave in to her. I’m a male adult in a girl’s body. I can handle this, no matter how much this body wants to have sex with Blake. I just won’t do it!


  “Whatever you say, sweetie,” he said. “Until we switch back, that’s your body. You’re 18. And after what I did with Portia tonight, I’m not in any position to tell you that you can’t.”


  “Well, I won’t,” I said, with my hand on the doorknob. “Even if I want to, I won’t.”


  Oh Gawd, I thought. I’m trying to sound like the man I am on the inside and yet I seem like such a whiny girl!


  After less than a day, my internal male determination already was facing stiff resistance from this body and its feminine desires. How long could I hold out?


   I remembered the sweet sensation of my first kiss as a girl and then the semi-serious wrestling match in Blake’s car not so long ago, with one of his hands on my breasts and the other up under my dress, massaging my girl parts through my panties. It was awful. And wonderful … And we had to find a way to swap back or soon, despite my strongest male intentions, I would discover what it feels like to have someone else’s penis between my legs.  


  “No matter what,” I repeated to myself as I opened the door of my bedroom and stepped into my new life as a teenage girl.


  “Oh, one more thing,” I heard Dad whisper from just behind me.


  That’s just great, I thought to myself. What could get worse that than it already is?


  I quickly found out.


  “Sorry I didn’t tell you sooner but this beer has made me kinda fuzzy headed, ya know?” he continued. “And ya know something else? I didn’t like the taste of beer until tonight. Isn’t that funny?”


  “Yeah, it’s hilarious,” I replied. “Now what is it, Dad?”


  He stifled a chuckle.


  “I’m sorry to do this to you, Punkin,” he continued in his exaggerated stage whisper.


  Punkin? What the Hell? I never called her that. Oh, wait, yes I did, up until she was about 12 years old and she asked me to cut it out.


  “What is it, Dad?” I asked in a voice that couldn’t hide my exasperation.


  He smiled wickedly and said, “You’re gonna have your period this week, Punkin.”


  I knew my mouth fell open because I felt it.


  “Better you than me,” he giggled.


  Before I could respond, he added, “Midol is in your nightstand, tampons and pads are in your bathroom, and a heating pad is in the hall closet.”


  Once again I felt certain I was going to cry. I already was fighting a near constant battle to retain my male identity, to keep a boy from getting in my panties and now this– perhaps the most definitive female biological characteristic of all! Menstruation. I could get pregnant!


  “There, there, Punkin,” he continued, putting his arm around my shoulder. “If you need to know, like, what goes where, just ask. Okay?”


  “You betcha, Dad,” I said in a voice dripping with sarcasm “Now let your little girl get some sleep, okay?”


  “Sweet dreams, princess,” he said, giving me a peck on the cheek, before heading back into the living room.


  “Yeah, this beer has really made me fuzzy-headed,” I heard him mumble. “I’m definitely not used to this much alcohol.”


  Standing there watching him, I certainly could understand why he had drunk so much. If I had allowed Blake full access, I probably would be hitting the bottle right now too. Still …


  “Just wait until in the morning, Dad,” I said with a giggle as I turned on the light and closed the door.


  *     *     *     *     *


  OMG! I had been in this room hundreds of times over the years, but always as Chloe’s father, not as Chloe! Yes, I had been swept in here for a few minutes earlier in the day by her friends, but that was just to put on a bikini and run out again. In all the bedlam and embarrassment, I gave little thought to my surroundings.


  And I kept my eyes closed as much as possible so as not to see what I did not want to see– my nude body.


  Now I was standing here in Chloe’s room, wearing Chloe’s dress, and I was Chloe. All those photos on the walls were of me in fancy gowns and cheerleader uniforms with my friends. Those bras and panties on the top of the dresser were mine, as was all the feminine footwear scattered at the foot of the bed and the purses hanging on the back of the door. 


  Now turquoise was my favorite color. I shared my bed with a bear, a unicorn, and at least a half dozen other stuffed animals. And a glittery sign on the wall above it proclaimed that I was a princess.


  Worst of all, I’d have to undress to get into bed. I just wasn’t ready for that. Fortunately, that’s when I heard Dad heading down the hall to my– his– bedroom.


  This is really going to be good, I thought to myself. I never drink like that and I certainly never go to bed with beer on my breath, especially when Portia is staying over. She’s a fitness nut too. Her reaction should be epic.


  Yeah, I could understand why he got lit. He is an 18-year-old girl in my body and he’d just had sex for the first time as a man, possibly even multiple times!


  Ewww, gross!


  But because this was going to be entertaining and because the idea of going to bed in girly nightwear in that girly bedroom still was a bit much for me to accept at the moment, I decided to listen in. I kicked off my flats and tiptoed down the hall. The hem of a short dress caressing my thighs was a constant distraction when I moved around during this, my first night as a girl. That’s not to say that it also wasn’t sensuous and nice. And it seemed even more so now. As did the long, blonde hair tickling my bare shoulders.


  Why is that? I wondered.


  Was it because I was aroused at the idea of being a Peeping Tom? Er, I guess now the proper term would be Peeping Pam. Tee. Hee.


  But I really didn’t care about the name or the reason. It felt good.


  As I pressed my ear against the door I first heard Dad taking off his– my– clothes and climb into bed. Then I heard Portia say, “Kevin, where have you been?”


  A long pause followed before she added, “Stop that! You smell like a brewery!


  “Kevin, what’s gotten into you?”


  “I wanted to wait up and see how Chloe’s date went,” he said. “And I guess that I got a little carried away watching a baseball came and drank more than I should.”


  “You sure did,” she replied, as I heard her turn on the bed. “Now get some sleep.”


  “But I don’t want to,” he replied. “I’m really Chloe in here, remember, and I want my boyfriend to make love to me again. Isn’t that hot?”


  I heard Portia once again move on the mattress, possibly turning to face him.


  “It’s not as hot as if you were sober,” she said. “Besides, you might not even be able to since you’ve had so much to drink.”


  I quietly giggled at that.


  “Welcome to manhood, Daddy,” I whispered.


  A long silence followed.


  “Well, I guess you can after all, Chloe-with-a-penis,” she laughed.


  Ewww, gross! That I didn’t need to hear. It was almost enough to make me slip on back to my bedroom to face the inevitable.


  Almost. Portia’s next words changed my mind.


  “Okay, roll on your back,” she instructed him.


  Then I heard considerably more movement. Almost certainly, she was climbing on top of Dad. Having made love to Portia so many times in that room, it was easy to envision what was going on.


  Suddenly, I felt my face flush and my nipples harden. Oh, my gawd! I was getting turned on. I really was a Peeping Pam!


  And looking down, I saw my right hand– as if it had a mind of its own– creep up under my dress. I didn’t try to stop it either. It felt too good, as my fingers slipped over the elastic waist and down toward my girly parts.


  Just as I managed to stifle a moan with my other hand, I heard Portia say, “Now with me sitting this way on top of you, it looks like I’m the one with the penis.


  “And when I stroke it– like this– it feels good to both of us. You’re rubbing against my clit, but you can pretend this is my penis rubbing against yours because you’re the girl and I’m the boy.”


  “Oh, yeah,” I heard Dad say in a trembling voice. “It really does feel good. Gawd, Portia this is sooo hot. You’re the best!”


  “Call me Blake, remember?” she laughed.


  It might be accurate to say that all three of us came at the same time. But since I couldn’t see them, I wasn’t sure. I do know that my first female orgasm buckled my knees and, gasping, I sank to the floor in the hall, as my middle finger continued to pump into and out of my vagina.


  My vagina!?!


  Yeah, there was no denying it. I had a slit.


  Breathing deeply, I looked down at my heaving breasts, which, somehow, had nearly popped out of my sundress. That turned me on even more and I pumped faster.


  Dammit! Before I staggered back to my bedroom, I was going to get a second one!


  And I did!


  Then I crawled about halfway down the hall, before I regained enough composure to get to my feet. Looking down, I saw that one of my boobies now had escaped the bodice of my sundress.


  “Oh, well, easier to get undressed now,” I giggled, as I pushed my hair out of my eyes.


  Suddenly, however, reality hit me in the face like a bucket of cold water. Being uncomfortable in my bedroom earlier wasn’t just about what I saw around me, it also was about being alone for the first time since I had become Chloe. It was about accepting the bizarre notion that this had really happened, that I was my daughter, she was me, and we would have to live as each other until we figured out how to switch back.


  Until then, with all the busy-ness of the car wash, my date with Blake, and my beyond-crazy conversation with Daddy in the living room, it had been some kind of lucid nightmare from which I would soon awaken.


  Now, that clearly was a fantasy. Our body swap was reality. Wet panties and a bare boob told me so. And I, formerly a 40-year-old man, had just enjoyed multiple orgasms as an 18-year-old girl, while my daughter, in my body, was screwing my girlfriend on the other side of the bedroom door.


  Suddenly, I was exhausted. This was all too much. I wanted to sleep. I needed to sleep. Was it to relive what I had just experienced outside my father’s bedroom door? Or to forget it?


  I didn’t know and I didn’t care. I still didn’t want to go into my bedroom for the night, but I definitely wanted to go to bed!


  *     *     *     *     *  


  Not surprisingly, we all slept in Sunday morning. Well, I didn’t really sleep and maybe Dad and Portia didn’t either.


  Maybe they stayed in bed to … In the cold light of day, I so did not want to think about that.


  I stayed in bed to delay dealing with the reality that I was in my daughter’s body, that I would have to dress in her clothes, and I would have to pretend to be her in front of my girlfriend.


  But around 10 a.m., I finally forced myself out of bed because I needed to pee. Sitting down, of course. And I made myself look down because I remembered what Daddy said last night about my period.


  Ewww! I so did not want to see that. But at least I didn’t notice any blood.              


  Did the blood come first or the symptoms? I wondered and, as I carefully wiped back to front, giggled at the total absurdity of this. A girl really should know these things, and I don’t have a clue.


  As I washed my hands and face, I realized I still was wearing the dress from last night. Well, of course I was. Instead of turning on the light and taking it off last night, I just plopped into bed, to avoid dealing with as much reality as possible.


  At least I had pushed my boob back inside the dress, I noted.


  But now both my boobs must come out as I undressed to put on fresh clothes for the day. I’d have to change my underwear too. Ewww! I so did not want to do that.


  Thinking back, I realized, getting dressed for my date with Blake wasn’t nearly as embarrassing as it could have been because my body still was enjoying the lingering memory of that kiss. Ya know what I mean? Now all I had was the stark reality of my first full day of pretending to be a girl, and starting it by having breakfast with Dad and his girlfriend.


  Well, first things first, I thought. I’m not going to get undressed until I have something picked out to put on.


  Maybe the real Chloe enjoyed prancing around naked, while trying to decide on an outfit. But this Chloe would not.


  Don’t ask me why, but I decided on tight, white shorts and a long, scoop-neck teal knit top that covered my belly button.


  And, oh, yes, clean underwear. I chose a lacey peach-colored bra with matching panties. As I lifted the bra out of my dresser drawer, I noticed for the first time that I was a 36C. Yeah, maybe as Kevin, I knew that, but it never really registered. Does that make sense? When I was Kevin, I also knew that Portia was a 34B. As Chloe, I giggled at the realization that I now had bigger boobies than my girlfriend. Tee. Hee.


  Then came the worst part of getting dressed. It would be worse than wearing a bikini. It would be worse that being kissed by a boy– and liking it. It would be worse than masturbating outside my father’s bedroom door as I listened to him and his girlfriend making.


  But it had to be done. There was no getting around it. I had to see myself naked and then dress in front of the mirror. Girls did it all the time without thinking about it. Didn’t they? Or maybe it was just a male fantasy. Tee. Hee.


  At any rate, it was what I had to do to help come to terms with this body and accept it as mine– at least for the time being.


  And, as expected, I did not see myself when I looked in the mirror. I saw my naked daughter. It was humiliating. It was wrong.


  Then I saw the disapproval I felt for this shameful act reflected on her face. As I raised my hand to my face in disbelief, she did the same.


  I wanted to stop, to shield my eyes, walk away, sit down on the bed, and cry.


  But I needed to do this. I didn’t want to be in my daughter’s body. I didn’t want to pretend to be her, as she pretended to be me. Yet, at the moment, we had no choice. Tormenting myself served no purpose. I needed to just go with the flow, to accept this reality, be the best Chloe I could be to avoid embarrassing us both.


  That meant accepting myself as the person I saw in the mirror.


  Gritting my teeth and swallowing hard, I dropped my hand from my face to my hip, slightly bent one knee, and executed the classic female photo pose.


  “That’s me,” I said. “I’m Chloe.”


  I stood on tiptoes and slowly turned in a full circle, looking over my shoulder as my back faced the mirror. And yes, God help me, I actually felt not just acceptance at what I saw, but approval.


  Firm, perky breasts despite their size, I thought. Shapely legs, taut butt, slender but firm arms.


  Perhaps my male mind had something to do with way I assessed my new body.


  “But, hey, that’s part of me too,” I giggled.


  Feeling better about my new self, I decided to put on my underwear in front of the mirror too. I stepped into the bikini panties. Then, watching myself, I slid them up my legs and hips, snugging them against my female parts. I stood back to the mirror, pushed my hair out of the way, and used my reflection to help put on my bra


  “Well, if the bra fits …” I said as I snapped the band around my chest and watched over my shoulder.


  Then I faced forward and  adjusted my girls in the cups.


  “And it does,” I giggled.


  Then my jaw dropped open as I realized the absolute insanity of that.


   “This is my daughter’s bra and I’m wearing it,” I said, staring wide-eyed at my reflection. And right now, she’s wearing my jockey shorts, with my junk nestled between her legs.”


  Oh, ewww! I thought. I so did not need that image!


  After I pulled the knit top down over my head and breasts, I was shocked to discover that, in less than a day, I already had gained weight, so much that I couldn’t squeeze into the real Chloe’s shorts.


  Oh, no! I panicked, as I fought back tears and sat down on the bed. Chloe is going to be so upset with me when we switch back!


  Deciding to try one more time, I pulled them up my bare legs and lifted my butt. As I did so, something happened. I’m guessing it was muscle memory. But who knows?


  Suddenly I was on my back, knees bent, and wiggling my butt into the shorts. Hey, they weren’t too small! I hadn’t gained weight! They fit perfectly. Tee. Hee.


  Still not confident in ways to fix my hair, I decided to slide on a head band that matched my top as I headed down to breakfast with Dad and Portia.


  “Rough night, Chloe?” Portia smiled as she watched me pour a cup of coffee, sit down, and sip the strong, dark brew.


  With her brunette hair in a loose pony, my girlfriend was dressed similar to me, in a knit top and shorts. Only her top was red, her shorts were denim, and, I noted, they weren’t nearly as tight as mine. Her green eyes twinkled as she asked the question.


  “No, why?” I replied, fearing that she knew something I didn’t want her to know, like what I did outside their bedroom door last night.


  “Well, I’ve never seen you drink black coffee before,” she said. “Like me, you add milk. Kevin’s the one who likes its straight up.”


  “Oh, you know, like father like daughter,” I laughed.


  As I said that, I looked over at Dad’s cup and saw that– Oh, my gawd!– his was a lighter brown. He had added milk.


  Had Portia noticed? The look she gave my father suggested she did.


  But before she said anything, Dad looked up from his phone and added, “And like daughter like father.”


   As we ate our typical Sunday breakfast– waffles and bacon– Portia asked me to go shopping with her that afternoon.


  “Since your father and I also are going to your prom as chaperones, I need a new dress, and I’d like your help,” she said. “Okay?”


  Dad was nodding subtly when I glanced his way before answering.


  “Uh, sure,” I replied. “I’d love to.”


  “Great!” my girlfriend said. “We’ll make it a girls only day at the mall.


  “How about you? Do you have everything you need for prom?


  Again Dad nodded his head.


  “Oh, yes,” I beamed. ‘I’m all set. But it will be fun. I’d love to have a girls only day with you.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  But we didn’t shop, at least not at first. Portia led me to Starbucks.


  I had been considerably taller than her when I was Kevin. Now I was 3 or 4 inches shorter, and it was soooo weird seeing her look down at me to say, “I need another coffee first to get going. How about you, Chloe?


  “Black again?”


  “Uh, no,” I replied, hoping to repair the damage I had done to the secret that Dad and I were trying to keep. “A caramel frappuccino sounds great!”


  It didn’t really though. It sounded absolutely disgusting! No matter what I looked like, I still was a man on the inside and I still had a man’s tastes– at least I thought I did. But right now, I had to be the best Chloe I could be to keep from raising suspicions. Portia didn’t believe the real Chloe last night and to keep trying to convince her could be catastrophic for our future together.


  As we sat down, Portia said, “That’s a really pretty bra, Chloe. What color is that?”


  What!?! How could she see my bra? Fighting back panic, I looked down to see one of the straps showing outside my sleeve. OMG! How did that happen? Was it tacky or trendy? Did that make me look like a slut, or just another teenage girl?


  “Uh, peach, I think,” I said.


  I wasn’t taking any chances. I hastily moved the sleeve over it. Then I took a big drink of the frappuccino, struggling with every fiber of my being to avoid making a face as I swallowed the disgustingly sweet liquid.


  “Thanks for buying me the frappuccino,” I said with a big smile. “It’s yummy.”


  “You’re welcome, Chloe,” she replied.


  Gosh, she was saying my name a lot. And was she putting a special emphasis on it? It sure seemed like it.


  “Tell, me, Chloe,” my Dad’s girlfriend said, as she smiled at me from across the table, “what is a ‘broken T’?”


  “Uh, a T that’s been broken, I guess,” I replied, suddenly feeling a panicky flutter in my stomach– and it wasn’t from the frappuccino. What was going on here?


  “Very funny,” she said. “But you’ve been a cheerleader since middle school. And every cheerleader knows what that means. Doesn’t she?”


  Feeling my face flush with embarrassment, I looked away from her and said, “Uh, maybe I’m having a memory lapse or something, Ms Hayes.”


  “Okay, then, how about ‘candlesticks’? Surely you can remember that one.”


  “Er, something you put candles in?” I said softly.


  “Oh, Chloe, that’s too funny,” Portia said. “Both of those are arms and hands movements that cheerleaders use. And your father told me all about them in trying to convince me that he was really you, that you two had inexplicably switched bodies.


  “I didn’t believe him, of course,” she continued. “But I’ve always been turned on sexually by role-playing. Since you’re 18 now, I think you’re old enough for me to talk to you about stuff like that. Don’t you?”


  “Uh, sure,” I said, as I played with a buckle on my leather purse.


  Portia leaned on the table and then reached across to lift my chin.


  “The thing is that I’d been the initiator and your Dad just played along. But last night, he started it by pretending to be you. By itself, that was hot enough for me to want to make love to him, pretending to be your boyfriend.


  “But there was something else, something that made it even hotter.”


  Like most of us, Portia had been searching the internet for references to herself. In doing so, she stumbled onto an author of erotica named Portia Hab. She writes stories about men and girls swapping bodies through magical means or mishaps. Focus in each story is on the man forced to live as a teenage girl, wearing bikinis and prom dresses, getting fitted for a bra, experiencing menstruation, dating, and, occasionally even having sex with a boy. Sometimes they’re able to switch back. More often than not, through some unforeseen complication, they are not.


  “My favorites so far are Birthday Girl and Summer Switch,” Portia said.


  “And so, while Kevin was telling me that he was really you, I was thinking about those stories I’d just read and I was thinking how hot it was that he was initiating our role-play for a change. And …


  “You don’t have to tell me anymore,” I said. “I get the picture. But what’s the point? And why do you put so much emphasis on my name when you say it? What’s going on, Ms Hayes?”


  Of course I knew where this was leading. I just didn’t want to go there. Instead, I wanted to be a man again, sitting at home watching a baseball game, while my girlfriend and daughter went shopping for dresses.


  Instead, I was my own daughter and my girlfriend wasn’t as oblivious to the switch as the real Chloe believed last night.


   “What’s going on is that I’m having second thoughts,” she replied, after she took a sip of coffee. “Body swaps can’t happen. They’re impossible.


  “But something incredibly weird is going on and I’m just trying to figure it out. Are you two trying to play some elaborate practical joke on me?”


  Suddenly I felt like a child about to be disciplined for misbehaving. This was so wrong. I was a man, dammit, not a bad little girl!


  “First, when your father finally fell asleep last night, I realized just how improbable– if not impossible– it was that he knew all of those cheerleader terms,” Portia continued.


  “Then, before you came down for breakfast, he spent most of the time on his phone, instead of talking to me.”


  After a long pause, she added, “Only it was your phone, Chloe, not his. Since that’s the case, I’m guessing you are carrying his phone.”


  Again my face felt fire red.


  “And along with you drinking black coffee for probably the first time ever, you sat at each other’s places at the table.”


  OMG, she was right! I hadn’t even realized it until now.


  “Want to hear more?” she asked.


  I didn’t, but that didn’t matter.


  “You weren’t able to hide your disgust when you took a sip of that frappuccino, sweetie. And you’re not wearing earrings. Chloe, the real Chloe, always wears earrings.”


  Summoning all my strength, I scooted my chair close to hers and put my feminine hand on top of hers.


  “It’s true, Ms Hayes– Portia. It’s true!” I whispered desperately. “We really did switch bodies and we don’t know how or why.


  “It’s true. I’m Kevin and he’s Chloe. Please, you have to believe me!”


  Then, like the girl I appeared to be, I broke down into tears.


  Portia pulled me to her shoulder and stroked my long, blonde hair.


  “There, there, sweetie, it’s going to be all right,” she said.


  “How can it be all right?” I sniffed, as a tried to find a tissue in my purse. “I’m your boyfriend, Kevin. I’m not Chloe. I’m not!”


  I blew my nose fiercely into the tissue and then pulled another one out of my bag to wipe my eyes.


   As I regained composure, she took me firmly by my shoulders and looked into my eyes.


  “I believe you,” she said, and then paused, as we stared at each other. I fought to keep my lower lip from quivering.


  “Really?” I squeaked.


  “Yes, I do,” she said. “But also I don’t, sweetie. You have to understand that body swaps like this don’t happen, not by magic, not spontaneously, not by any means.”


  “So what are you saying?” I asked as I pulled a small mirror out of my purse to assess my appearance in the wake of my crying jag.


  Portia giggled. “Well, you might not know cheerleading terms, sweetie. But you are such a girl. Look at yourself.”


  Suddenly mortified, I shoved the mirror back in my purse.


  Yeah, I know,” I said. “Sometimes, the man I am inside is in control. Other times, this body is, and I don’t even realize it.”


  “What I’m saying is …” my girlfriend began. “Well, as an English teacher, let me explain it with this quote from Shakespeare’s Hamlet,” she replied:


  “There are more things in heaven and Earth, Horatio, than are dreamt of in your philosophy.”


  I nodded my head and said, “We don’t know everything.”


  Portia patted my hand and replied, “Exactly. So, while intellectually I still don’t believe body swaps likes this are possible. What I see, feel, and hear tell me something different.


  “So, what do we do now? Shop for dresses?”


  Despite myself, I giggled, and she joined me. Gawd, did it feel good to laugh together.


  I told her about Chloe’s fear that our relationship would be over if somehow we managed to convince her of what happened, after she had sex with my daughter in my body.


  “Ain’t gonna happen,” Portia said. “I’m not about to leave you over this. I love both of you.”


  Then she smiled broadly and added, “Besides, now my boyfriend and I can go shopping together, share clothes, do each other’s hair …”


  “Not funny,” I interrupted.


  But it was and we both knew it, especially when I added, “Only I can’t wear your bras. I’m a bigger girl than you are now, 36C.”


   “But hopefully not for long,” she said. “I’d much rather my boyfriend have something big between his legs than on his chest.”


  “So would I,” I said. “I knew Chloe was well endowed. But they seem so much bigger now that I have them.”


  “What’s the plan then?” she asked as she finished her coffee and reached for her purse


  “Chloe and I are going to spend as much free time as possible researching, trying to find out what happened and how we can reverse this,” I said, pulling my shoulder bag onto my lap.


  “Then I’ll do that too,” Portia said with a smile. “Anything else?”


  “Let’s not tell Chloe about this conversation,” I said. “For all she knows, you still think she’s me. Okay? I don’t want to lay a guilt trip on her for what happened last night.  After all, the poor kid tried her best.”


  Portia kissed me on the cheek, pulled me up, and locked our arms.


  “You got it, sweetie,” she said. “Now let’s go try on some dresses, then go home and make that lazy-ass boyfriend of mine take his best girls out to dinner.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  I am sooo excited! Tonight is prom, and I’m going to look so hot and make Blake so horny! Tee. Hee. And tomorrow Dad and I will switch back. Yes, that’s right. I’m happy about both.


  Don’t believe me? Well, it’s like this. After six days of being Chloe, I kinda, sorta like being a girl, ya know? I like being pretty and having long, blonde hair, and wearing clothes that are soft and silky and sexy. Guys are always trying to do things for me too ‘cuz, like, my boobies are boy magnets.


  They were sooo heavy and all in the way Monday. And I hated how the straps pulled on my shoulders and the band wrapped around my chest. But as the week went on, all that seemed to just go away and it was like I always had ‘em and I realized how much fun it was to accent and accessorize to highlight them– as if my 36C’s needed highlighting. Tee. Hee.


  And when I’m Kevin again I’ll have, like, a much better understanding of what life is like for women. I’ll be more compassionate and stuff.


  Even though it seems like it was all a dream, I know that I was a guy for, like, forever, before I switched bodies with my daughter last Saturday. I was a teacher and a basketball coach and even my sweet boyfriend was one of my players. I guess it’s a good thing that he’s a graduating senior, along with me– er, Chloe. ‘Cuz, who knows? Tee. Hee.


  Psych!


  That’s slang for “gotcha,” a word I remember from way back when I was in high school the first time.


  But I liked my life back then. I know I did. I mean I kinda had to, don’t you think? Just look at Dad. He seems happy. He has a good job with plenty of time off in the summer, a pretty girlfriend, and me, as his darling daughter!


  Yeah, I know. It sounds like I’m kinda mixed up right. And that’s ‘cuz I am. I mean, a man’s mind in a girl’s body? What do you expect? But bottom line is that I’m gonna have lots of fun with Blake tonight– one last fling!– and then tomorrow I’m again gonna be the father of the girl I am tonight! Tee. Hee.


  But first let me tell you about my week. It’s no big surprise, I’m sure, but Monday didn’t start so good. I mean suddenly being a girl on the weekend is one thing, but having to pretend to be her at school for a week is like totally another.


  First, Dad told me that I couldn’t wear my favorite blue skater dress to school. “I just wore that last Wednesday,” he said. “You need to put on something else.”


  “But I like this dress!” I argued. “I’m gonna wear it!”


  “No, you’re not,” he replied. “You’ll embarrass me if you wear it again so soon.”


  “I’m still gonna …” I screamed.


  “No, you’re not,” he interrupted in his big, scary man voice.


  So, I didn’t.


  Then, after I changed, he told me that I’d hafta change shoes too!               “You can’t wear sneakers with that dress,” he said. “You need to put on my– your– black ballet flats.”


  Sheesh!


  But now I’m a fashionista, ya know? Tee. Hee.


  Then, at school on Monday, I kept getting so confused. I mean, I knew all the teachers. But I knew them by their first names. And all of a sudden, I had to call them by their last names. I slipped up a few times too, including with Ms Hayes. Of course, she knew why I did, and I could see her trying not to smile.


  Yeah, I’m okay with being Chloe right now, and it’s easy to see that Dad is okay with being Dad because we’ve had like almost a full week to adjust. It was tough for both of us at first, though. But Ms Hayes? That crazy lady has been having a fun time since Saturday night, when she and Dad did the nasty in his bedroom and I was on the other side of the door pleasuring my new girly parts.


  Of course, I knew who my friends were at school, especially the girls who have been cheerleaders with me for the past four years. But I didn’t like know which ones were just friends and which ones were besties, ya know what I mean?


  And, yeah, just like if this were a story or a movie about a man stuck in a girl’s body, I had a little problem with the bathrooms. No! I didn’t walk into the boys’ bathroom by mistake, if that’s what you’re thinking, although that probably would have been fun! But I did have to remember I couldn’t use the faculty restrooms and I had to pause for a moment and remind myself that I no longer had a thingie between my legs before going into a girls’ bathroom for the first time in my life.


  What was so funny about not having a thingie is that I still looked for urinals, not that I could use one! Tee. Hee.


  And on that first day of school, even though I saw Chloe when I looked at myself in the mirror, I still felt like some kind of perv for being in the girls’ bathroom. Of course, that’s not a problem today. I am one of the girls– until tomorrow.


  Oh, yeah, I guess you’re wondering about that “tomorrow” thing. Sorry about that. My mind is kinda scattered right now.


  Maybe it’s because I’m having my first period EVER! I’m not sleeping well. I’m having trouble concentrating. My back hurts. I’m feeling all bloaty and gassy.


   Ms Hayes explained that I’m on hormone overload or somethin’.


  “Welcome to womanhood,” she laughed when I told her my symptoms. “Maybe you’ll be a little more sympathetic to my time of the month now.”


  The bitch! 


  This is one of the things I sooo do not like about being a girl and one of the reasons I’ll be grateful to be a man again.


  Yeah, boobies are great and all. I really like how sexy they make me look in my clothes. And I loved the feel of Blake’s hands on them. On our dates this week, I think he made my nipples as hard as I made his thingie. Hee. Hee.


  That’s right, I let him get to second base again, just like I did Saturday night! But no farther, even though I really, really wanted to.


  But even they are sore now. My poor boobies.


  And I started bleeding Wednesday night. Oh, what fun!


  Ms Hayes wasn’t there to help, and maybe I wouldn’t have wanted her to coach me even if she was. But I so did not need my father asking if I needed help.


  “I’ll be happy to talk you through it, sweetie,” he said through the bathroom door.


  “Go away!” I screamed. “Gawd, you are so embarrassing me! Daddy, please! Leave me alone.”


  When he finally was gone, I bit my lower lip as I looked down at blood-stained panties stretched between my ankles. I closed my eyes and wiggled the tampon tube past the folds of my vagina, before sliding the entire barrel inside. Gritting my teeth, I then I used my index finger to push the absorbent part into me. It didn’t hurt. But it felt wrong! So wrong!


  I wasn’t supposed to have a vagina. I was supposed to have a penis to insert into vaginas!


  “This is so not fair,” I mumbled to myself, as I removed the barrel and stared at the string hanging out of my girly parts.


  So now it’s Friday afternoon, a few hours before prom. I’m still bleeding. My boobs are still sore. But I’m feeling better because I know how pretty I will be in my gown and how handsome Blake will be in his tux and how fun it will be to dance together and … er, other things. Tee. Hee.


  Then, tomorrow, around 1 p.m., I’ll be Kevin again and Chloe will be Chloe and Portia will be … as kinky as ever. But I’ll have a penis between my legs instead of a tampon string and take full advantage of the welcome addition. Tee. Hee.              


  Oh, yeah, I forgot to explain why that’s gonna happen. On Thursday, I finally found this new government website that talked about something called the Minor Shift. It’s been happening all over the world for at least a couple of years. But the incidents are so infrequent that it’s taken awhile for it to be noticed and documented.


  What happens is that males and females body swap. No one knows how or why. The switch occurs between the two people who are closest together, and so that often means family members, just like Daddy and me.


  When I told Ms Hayes about it, I could tell that she wished it had happened between Daddy and her. She is such a perv!


  I told her that too and we laughed and hugged. It’s almost like we’ve become besties!


  ‘Course, I also told Daddy. But like Ms Hayes and I agreed, he still doesn’t know that she knows who he really is. And after tomorrow, none of that will matter.


  No one knows how many people this has happened to and the website says that it’s probably happened to some who didn’t report it because they didn’t think anyone would believe them, just like Dad and I thought after it happened to us. I mean … really? You look like a 3-year-old girl but claim you’re a 30-year old man?


  The site says it’s constantly being updated with new information as people come forward and it encourages victims to contact the government and tell their stories to help scientists try to figure out what is going on.


  But here’s the best part: Those who are swapped by the Minor Shift automatically return to their own bodies one week later. For Daddy and me, that will be tomorrow afternoon.


  The only way that won’t happen is if the female is a virgin and the male has sex while he is in her body. Then they are locked into each other’s bodies permanently.


  Chloe told me she is a virgin and, while I am her, I will remain that way, no matter how much I might want Blake inside me tonight instead of a tampon. Tee. Hee. 


  *     *     *     *     *


  After nearly a week, I’m used to wearing bras and panties and dresses and skirts. Girls’ clothes are, like, normal now for me, ya know? But I gotta say that when I stretched those pantyhose up my long, bare legs, it was like I was getting a woody between them. Swear to God.


  They were the kind that is supposed to look like you’re not wearing any. Dad said they were optional. But I wanted to see what they felt like. And they didn’t disappoint. By themselves, they felt really sexy on my legs. But then I put on my sparkly, deep pink strapless dress. It has a sweetheart neckline, sequined-bodice, and tulle skirt that doesn’t quite reach to mid-thigh. As my nylon-covered legs caressed the silky lining, I think my eyes rolled back in my head and I orgasmed right there in front of the bedroom mirror. Swear to God.


  At the very least, my knees buckled with pleasure.


  I also wore a matching strapless, pushup bra, which helped emphasize the girls. Tee Hee. Like they needed more emphasizing. I was so bad!


  Naughty, lacey, boyshorts bikini panties pressed against my flat crotch. They matched the bra and dress, of course. And I completed the look with strappy, silver high-heel sandals and long, dangly silver earrings. I kept my long, naturally wavy hair loose, falling onto my bare shoulders. Blake told me he liked it that way.


  Dressed and waiting for my beau, I put my hand on my hip and smiled at my reflection in the mirror. I might not be able to get a woody, but I sure was going to give him one!


  I did too! Tee. Hee. As we were slow dancing, I felt it poking through his pants and into my tummy. Having been a man for 40 years, my first instinct was to panic.


  No. This is so wrong. I shouldn’t have a man’s penis rubbing against me! I thought.


  But then muscle memory and pleasure centers for my girly self took charge. As I pressed my body against his, I giggled and said in my best Mae West imitation, “Is that a pistol you’re packin’ or are you happy to see me?”


  Of course, an 18-year-old boy had no clue who Mae West was or what I was referring to. Well, duh, girl, get real!


  “Oh, never mind,” I giggled again, as I lowered one of my hands from his neck and gently squeezed his crotch. “It just means that I like what I feel.”


  Then, as I locked my hands around his neck again, I looked around to see– Oh my gawd!– Ms Hayes smiling at me. As she danced with Dad, she clearly had seen what I had just done.


  I started to panic! I was her boyfriend and she saw me grabbing another guy’s penis! What must she …


  Hold on there, Chloe Catherine Michaels! a girly voice suddenly shouted in my head. Ms Hayes is dancing with her boyfriend, you bimbo. You’re his daughter!


  At the same time, she flashed a thumbs-up my way, showing she approved. She was such a perv! But I loved her for it. I giggled a third time and returned the signal to her with a huge smile.


  “You sure are giggling a lot tonight,” Blake said as the music ended and we walked back to the table.


  “That’s ‘cuz I’m having such a good time,” I replied, pulling him to a stop, leaning in, and looking up into his brown eyes. He got the message.


  He leaned down and kissed me. Oh, yes! And it was only the first of many more to come, especially after prom ended and we sat in the darkened interior of his Mustang in front of my house.


  “Tonight, can we do it tonight?” Blake whispered in my ear, as he massaged a breast with one hand and tried to find my panties under the tulle skirt with the other.


  “You want to do it right here in my driveway? You want this to be our first time?” I gasped, as I pushed his hand away from my skirt.


  He looked at me, smiled, and said, “Yeah, I kinda do. And tonight you’ve been acting like you really wanted it, you know.”


  “You do know that Daddy would kill us both if he caught us,” I said.


  “I’m willing to take that chance,” he grinned, squeezing my breast just enough, until it hurt so good that I wanted– I needed– for him to suck my hardened nipples.


  “How about it? I’ve got a condom,” he added. “I’ll put it on. You can sit on my lap and …”


  “I’m sure you do,” I interrupted, fighting to keep control, as I visualized how easy it would be for me to peel down my pantyhose and boyshorts and climb atop his rock hard penis.


  And I remembered that I had much the same conversation with a girl more than 20 year ago, who had eagerly obliged.


  Oh, my gawd, it would be so awesome to be the one riding the rocket this time, I told myself and fought back the urge to giggle in delight at that visual.


  But I just couldn’t do it. It wouldn’t be fair to … Dad. If I lost my virginity tonight, then we wouldn’t change back tomorrow. And besides …


  “I’m having my period,” I said, putting on a sad face as I stroked his cheek with my tiny hand. “Believe me, babe, I really would like to do it with you tonight. Even more than usual, ‘cuz my period makes me extra horny.”


  Then I put my hand on the tent pole in his pants and began to gently stroke it. He closed his eyes and moaned. Yeah, I knew what that was like. My guy was about to lose it and I didn’t want it to happen yet. I backed off.


  “But if we did it, I’d get me, you, and your car all bloody and stuff,” I said. “This is just not the right time or place for us to do it the first time, okay?”


  “Okay,” he said, putting his hand on top of mine as he leaned down to kiss me.


  After we sucked lips and tangled our tongues for awhile, I leaned back in my seat, looked up seductively and said, “But I can do something that will make you feel really, really good,” I giggled. “How would you like a boob job?”


  Blake pulled back like he’d stuck his finger in a light socket and I giggled some more.


  “No, silly,” I said. “Not that kind of boob job.”


  Then I told him what I had in mind.


  “See, we get a motel room, we get undressed, and I lie down on the bed all naked and stuff,” I said and then rolled the tip of my tongue around my lips.


  “Then you kneel on top of me, put your penis between my boobies, and I …”


  “Oh, Christ!” he moaned.


  Tee. Hee. I did it! As his rod throbbed violently against his pants, I could see that I had talked my guy to orgasm. Being a girl was so much fun, even if I was having my period and couldn’t screw my boyfriend’s brains out as I really, really wanted to do.


  “Oh, poor baby!” I giggled. “Does that hurt? Let Chloe kiss it and make it better.”


  I’m not sure Blake heard a word I said. As he leaned against the driver’s door, I could see that his eyes were closed and he was breathing deeply, recovering from what I hoped was a mind-numbing climax.


  I pulled tissues out of my silver clutch and zipped down his pants.


  Partially recovered, he opened his eyes, looked down, and said, “Oh, no, not yet. Give me a minute, okay?”


  “Sorry, no can do,” I grinned, as I wiped away his semen with the tissues. “This girl is hungry for a midnight snack. And it’s the least I can do since I teased you so much and we can’t have sex because of my period and stuff.”


  *      *     *     *     *


  Life is back to normal at our house.


  There is one thing, though: We had a marriage over the summer.


  I was the maid of honor.


  You really didn’t think that Daddy and I would switch back, did you? Portia– Mom– said that almost never happens in the stories she read online.


  They say that art reflects real life. But in this case, I guess life reflects art. Tee. Hee.


  So … I’m a freshman at State College and living at home for the first semester. After that, I’ll move into a sorority.


  I decided I didn’t want to be a cheerleader ‘cuz, like, my body might know what was going on, but my brain didn’t. Instead, with Mom’s help, I decided to work real hard and try out for the Golden Girls dance team. She said they used to call them “pompon girls” and, considering my personality, that probably was a good idea.


  I made it too and I love it! The costumes are way sexier.


  Dad and Mom seem really happy too, although he took it kinda hard when we didn’t switch back a week after we swapped– for about 15 seconds! Mom made him feel better quick! Tee. Hee.


  She also told him I was telling the truth when I said I was still a virgin. That’s ‘cuz I thought I should tell her what I really did in car with Blake, after she saw us dancing at prom.


  “The website must have been wrong, Kevin,” she said. “And there’s nothing we can do about it.”


  You know something? I think Dad never wanted to give up his penis after that first night of role-playing sex with Mom. I think he is more than okay with his new life as a husband and history teacher instead of a college freshman and cheerleader. ‘Course he doesn’t coach basketball anymore, for the same reason I’m not a cheerleader.


  Also, we told him that Mom believed we had swapped after the two of us had a girls’ day at the mall, but we thought it best not to tell him at the time. He was okay with that too. 


  I took it kinda hard too, I guess, ‘cuz, while they were in their bedroom with Mom making it all better, I called Blake. He picked me up and we drove to the state park where I rocked his world! I mean, it wasn’t like I needed to preserve my virginity anymore, right?


  But I was still havin’ my period and bleeding a little so we did it outside. I pushed down my shorts and panties, Blake dropped his jeans and jockeys and we did it doggy style on a picnic table. That was something I never did as a man, and it was awesome!


  I loved being pounded from behind and feeling him cum deep inside me!


  Only next time we do it, I want it to be in front of a mirror so I can watch. You know what I mean? As a guy, I always liked to see a woman’s face as we made love and I brought her to climax. As a girl, I’d like to see what I look like. I’ll bet I’m hot! Tee. Hee.


   I’m gonna take my bra off too, so I can feel my boobies bouncing and Blake can squeeze them and …


  Anyway … This is like the really crazy part.


  So a few days after Blake and I have sex while I’m still on the rag, I check the Minor Shift website for updates. One was there too. A big one.


  It said that if a man in a girl’s body is menstruating at the time they are supposed to swap back, the switch would be delayed until his period is over.


  Does that mean, like, if I hadn’t had sex with Blake while I was still having my period, that Dad and I would have switched back when it finally was over? I’m kinda guessin’ that it does.


  But since I was a virgin and had sex, that locked us in permanently.


  I thought about telling Mom and Dad, but decided not to. I mean, like Mom said, there’s nothing we can do about it. And, anyway, they know about the site too.


  Maybe one or both of them did check and they know what happened. I’ll bet they do.


  So … whatever. It’s like the body swap never happened for all of us. Now and forever, she’s Dad and I’m Chloe.


  Out of curiosity, I check the website from time to time, and still no one knows what causes the body swaps.


  Oh yeah, there’s one more thing. Tee Hee. My old bras don’t fit me anymore. I’m now a 36D. I like to show ‘em off too! Blake doesn’t seem to mind, as long as he’s the only one touching them.


  When I wear a really low-cut dress, though, sometimes Daddy shakes his head like he doesn’t know what to think. I just smile and give him a big hug, smashing my boobies against his chest ‘cuz I’m such a girl!


  #     #     #     #     #


  “


   


  


cover.jpeg





