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		I spent the better part of our school’s fall break moving into a new place. My parents had just gotten divorced, and Mom—although keeping the house while my asshole father now had the legal freedom to sleep with a girl fifteen years younger than him out east—couldn’t afford the mortgage on our place on her own. So, she had to downgrade.

		It was two stories, but upstairs was barely more than a repurposed attic with cramped, sloping ceilings. The siding was crummy, the separate garage was falling apart, and the tree in the front lawn was so overgrown that its branches knocked against by new bedroom window in the slightest breeze. But it was home.

		I’d been carrying boxes upstairs for half an hour. Eventually, I had to ask about a particular, leftover furnishing. “Mom!” I hollered. “What’s with this mirror?”

		From downstairs: “Something the last owner left behind. Consider it a birthday present, sweetheart!”

		Last week I’d turned eighteen. No real celebration had been held, for obvious reasons.

		This full-length mirror was in the corner. The style of its frame was intricate. It was clearly from an era when even basic mirrors were given unique craftsmanship—well before the ten-dollar mirrors mass-produced for Walmarts. I swept off the cobwebs. Although it was quite ancient, the surface of the mirror itself appeared pristine. No cracks or warping or anything. I tilted it so that I could see myself fully.
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		“Byron, I need your help with this dining table,” Mom called out.

		“Yeah, okay!” I hollered back.

		I reached out to swipe some lint off. However, instead of my finger coming into contact with a hard surface, the mirror felt wet. Ripples undulated across its surface from where I’d touched it. Immediately I stepped back, watching this liquid effect distort my reflection until the waves I’d created faded out.

		What the hell? I thought, having flashbacks to that scene in The Matrix. There was nothing on my finger, thankfully.

		I carefully poked the mirror again. Ripples went out in every direction, as if I was sticking my finger into a tub of water. It wasn’t cold. It wasn’t hot. It didn’t hurt. So, naturally, I experimented with more than just my finger; I pushed my hand all the way through. Based on what I felt, whatever this reflective liquid was didn’t go very deep. Beyond my submerged wrist, there was no feeling of this liquid on my hand. I flexed my fingers, even though I couldn’t see them behind where my arm and my reflection’s arm met together.

		I peeked around behind the mirror. There was no sign of my hand sticking through.

		It was somewhere else.

		I withdrew my arm. It looked completely fine.

		This wasn’t any ordinary mirror. It was like a portal, or something. My mom hollered for me again, but I barely heard her. I was too invested in this weird discovery.

		What was on the other side? Because there was an other side, and it was at least room temperature.

		I swallowed hard before pushing my face against the mirror. I closed my eyes, and what should’ve been a solid surface splashed against my nose and forehead. Only part of my face went through; I wasn’t brave enough yet to go exploring inside supernatural mirrors. When I opened my eyes, I saw that the other side wasn’t some witch’s dungeon or ancient castle. It was a bedroom. A tiny bedroom. With pink walls and pink sheets. A dresser was open, and there were silky and lacy garments stacked inside. There was a Michael Jackson poster—more specifically featuring the red outfit from his Thriller single. And Duran Duran. There was a window too. Wherever this place was, it was dark outside. I thought I heard car horns honking.

		Carefully, I pulled myself out. This pink bedroom was gone, and now I was only looking at my rippling reflection.

		“Okay,” I uttered to myself. “Just totally normal things.”

		Clearly there was someone’s house or apartment beyond the mirror. Honestly, I wasn’t so frightened by the experience of this magical effect as I was intrigued by seeing if I could step through the thing. That notion came with the fear that I might not be able to return, but in the moment the mirror’s two-way effect just seemed guaranteed. It was like any other door or window.

		So, after a deep breath, I ducked slightly and squeezed my lanky eighteen-year-old body into my own reflection. The drop on the other side was more than I anticipated, and I nearly tripped and face-planted into this new room. But as I found out, an injury would’ve been the least of my worries.

		Things were immediately different: I was barefoot, my jeans were gone, and my T-shirt had been replaced by a version much larger and baggier on my body. It was black, and when I looked down at the front there was a design that sort of resembled the logo for the Raiders NFL team. It said Los Angeles. And the text was slightly warped because of how my chest was pushed out.

		This was still in the reactionary phase of my trip through the portal. I didn’t notice my slender arms or the red color of my fingernails until I was grabbing the reason for my shirt’s distortion—and then I shuddered severely as my hands found two sensitive orbs underneath. I saw my arms. I saw my fingernails. I realized my bare legs were smooth and lacking all my muscles. At the bottom, on a kind of shaggy-looking carpet that I normally associated with houses from fifty years ago, I saw my toenails matched my fingernails.

		It was a pink room, after all.

		And those silky, lacy things in the dresser? I knew what those were!

		I spun around and saw this room’s version of the magic mirror.
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		Oh fuck, the cute young woman in the reflection mouthed.

		I was frozen. My eyes couldn’t focus properly. Never in my life had I looked in a mirror and not seen a young man. To relax, I stuck my head back through. Mom’s new house and my new bedroom were both there. Nothing had changed. And while it was dark outside in this place, it was still light back in Ohio.

		I withdrew my head, and there she was again.

		For a few moments, I was too stunned to consider the ramifications. I just studied myself. We had some resemblances; she could’ve been my sister or cousin or whatever. But we essentially had the same hairstyle. Hers was silkier and better maintained. But noticing that we also had the same moles was quite possibly the freakiest part.

		Was she supposed to be me?

		I lifted my oversized Raiders shirt. Underneath were silk panties. The fact that there was no familiar bulge in the front made me momentarily squeamish. But the style…

		They came up really high. They covered more skin than my usual briefs did.

		I dropped my shirt. I had no interest in seeing anything else above my underwear just yet. Instead I explored my new surroundings, and quickly found myself worrying about not just where I was but also when. The bands this female version of me liked predated my birth by decades. There was a TV on a little stand beside the mirror. It wasn’t a flat-screen model. It was boxier, and had those old rabbit ears. I found a music player—for cassette tapes. This woman had a neat little rack hanging on the wall for her collection, where I found more Michael Jackson and Duran Duran examples. There was a clock radio. There were newspapers. Magazines. The brands were familiar, like Cosmopolitan and Vogue. The cover on the former mentioned Cher. And I saw why: it was from 1984. And even then it didn’t click. I just assumed this woman, whose similarities to me were probably just coincidental now that I’d thought about it longer, was just big into retro entertainment. Even well into the twenty-first century, people were still obsessing over the eighties and its bygone fashion and pop culture.

		There was a calendar on the wall. I hadn’t seen anyone actually have a calendar on the wall since my grandma. The month was June. The year was 1984.

		“This is insane,” I said aloud, unintentionally startling myself with my new voice.

		I went to the window and lifted it. There was a huge city outside, with cars honking on the street below. Far in the distance, if I squinted, I could barely make out the HOLLYWOOD sign.

		I yanked the window down and retreated so far that I bumped into the bed.

		Then a phone rang.

		While I didn’t answer it, I did realize that this apartment wasn’t just a pink bedroom. Outside was the rest: a kitchen, a bathroom, and some space in between the two that acted as the dining area and the entryway. The kitchen had an old clunking refrigerator and a stovetop that had to be manually lit; the bathroom was a shade of turquoise with shag-style rugs. And the phone? Well, it was rotary and plugged into the wall right beside the front door. It rang for a minute before finally stopping.

		I didn’t know how to react to all this evidence of time travel. The fact that I was a girl seemed like a lesser detail compared to the phone, the cassette player, the TV with the rabbit ears, and the actual Hollywood letters being visible outside my bedroom window—coming from someone who had lived in Ohio his whole life. I slowly went back into the bedroom and looked around more. This woman had also decorated her walls with Polaroid photos. Most of them featured her and a young man with blond hair at a variety of locations: parks, beaches, and places with nightlife. The frequent theme of kissing meant he was probably a boyfriend.

		Knowing that the mirror was my way back to normal life kept me pretty calm. Multiple times, I made sure it was still active. Its surface still rippled when I touched it. With that in mind, I admired myself in the reflection.

		I felt so small—an observation reinforced by the Los Angeles Raiders apparel that dwarfed my body. Must’ve been her pajamas. With a hard swallow, I lifted it up. I felt like I had to see what was hiding underneath, if only to satisfy my male curiosity. And there they were. My breasts. Youthful and perky, with jutting nipples. I had no evidence of this young woman’s age, so I assumed she was my age. Her body certainly looked it. My waist was narrow, my hips were slightly flared, and contained within my silk, old-fashioned underwear was nothing hinting at my male equipment. I left my shirt up and peeked inside the panties.

		I supposed that I shouldn’t have been surprised at such a hairy revelation. There was nothing to see except the hair, which was probably good. I liked my scares in small, manageable doses. I let my underwear snap back into place, then looked around at this weird, wonderful place only accessible by a magic mirror. I knew I was going to come back to it, but I needed a day or so to psychologically catch my breath. I waved to the 1980s and stepped back through the mirror, again stumbling as the floor came up quicker on the other side because of my longer legs.

		And just like that, I was my male self again, wearing my male clothes. I checked my underwear inside my jeans to make sure it wasn’t silk. Nope, just plain cotton.

		Mom came up the stairs and into the room. “Byron, are you deaf? I need help with the table, or else I’m going to break my back hauling that thing in.”

		“Sure,” I said, smiling and going with her.

		But not before looking back at the magic mirror one more time.
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		“So,” I said, with jazz hands. “It’s a magic mirror.”

		All my stuff was moved in, though a few boxes remained with childhood items that I was figuring I would probably leave in the boxes anyway. The overgrown tree in the front lawn tapped at my window like it wanted to be let inside after this late-week cold snap. And on my made bed sat my girlfriend, Cassie, with a face like she thought I might have been intoxicated. Or blazed out of my mind.

		“A what?” she said. “A magic mirror?”

		“Yeah,” I said, skipping any further performance and standing beside it. “It’s a portal to another place. Los Angeles in 1984, to be exact. Although, I’m still not sure if it’s time travel or some kind of alternate dimension.” Maybe both.

		“Okay, what pills are you on?”

		“Do vitamins count? They’re not laced with drugs, I swear.”

		It was fun just to tease her with the secret. Obviously I could’ve pushed my hand through the mirror at any time, and she’d see it was no ordinary mirror. But I dragged it out a bit. Building up the suspense.

		When I’d thoroughly twisted her brain enough to the point where she was possibly considering her boyfriend needing medical help, I tapped the reflection. Ripples went scattering across the surface. And proof was given.

		Her eyes doubled in size. “Uh, Byron, why did it do that?”

		“It’s a portal,” I said again.

		“A p-portal?”

		“To 1980s Los Angeles.”

		“You’re joking. Please tell me you’re joking.”

		I couldn’t do much else with words and making ripples. So I stepped on through. Since it was earlier in the day back in Ohio, Los Angeles wasn’t dark yet. Everything was still there; I hadn’t, according to the most advanced date-tracking technology hanging on the wall, skipped ahead to a different month. The young woman who lived on the other side of the mirror—now me—was wearing a striped top and dark jeans. The jeans weren’t exactly like what the youth of the modern era wore. They came up really high on my waist, and to keep them there was a fashionable belt. I didn’t know of anyone who wore belts for just regular jeans anymore.

		I admired my surroundings again before sticking my head back through the mirror. Cassie recoiled on the bed like I was a monster.

		“Hey, how much time passed?” I asked her.

		“What?” she said.

		“Since I went in.”

		“Like, a second.” Her eyes were permanently wide now. “Byron, you’re…inside the…”

		“Okay, hang on.”

		I’d had this theory about time passage inside the mirror being a little different. In the 1984 realm, I watched the clock radio and counted off five minutes. Then I poked my head back into my Ohio bedroom.

		“How long was that?”

		“Like another second.”

		So that was interesting. Five minutes could pass inside the mirror, and only a second would pass outside. I hadn’t the slightest clue how or why there was such a discrepancy, but it made it easier to jump into the mirror realm if I didn’t have to tell my mom that I was going to be gone.

		I motioned my head. “Come on. It’s completely safe.”

		My girlfriend still looked unsure. Who could blame her? From her perspective, I was a disembodied head extending through a liquid mirror. She slowly got off the bed and came toward me. My hand popped through. It was male on this side. Although, funnily enough, I could still feel myself wearing those tight jeans on the other side.

		She nervously took my head.

		“I have to warn you, though,” I said. “On the other side, I’m a cute girl.”

		“You’re joking,” she said again.

		“Haven’t joked once.”

		“Does it hurt?”

		“Not at all.”

		After biting her lip some more, she agreed to come through. I had to repeatedly promise that coming back was just as easy. As for the changes she’d experience from going through the mirror, I had another theory. And that theory panned out when the arm I pulled through was much thicker and hairier. From the 1984 side, a young man stepped through. He was wearing the epitome of fashion at the time: a denim jacket. His blond hair was a little shaggy, and he had some scruff on his chin and neck. Interestingly, he still kind of resembled Cassie—or if Cassie had a twin brother.

		She gawked at the room. Then at herself.

		“I’m…a…”

		“My boyfriend, I guess,” I said.

		With Cassie, I at least confirmed I wasn’t losing my mind. This place was real. And it was fun to see her go through everything I had experienced when realizing I wasn’t only forty years in the past but also a different gender and on the other side of the country. She giggled as she flipped through the magazines and inspected my new cassette collection. And when she looked out the window, she gasped.

		“Byron, this is Hollywood!”

		“I told you.”

		“But…I…”

		“You can go back through the mirror at any time.” But I was perfectly comfy at the moment. I flopped on my alternate self’s bed and squeezed a teddy bear that was there. Meanwhile, I watched Cassie hop through the portal again just to make sure she could. There was no denying how freaky this was. It was like going up to a table with everything in the known universe and flipping it over. But as weird as the portal was, this apartment wasn’t. The technology was a few decades older, but it was still America.

		Cassie—my boyfriend in this reality—once again emerged. I giggled.

		The phone rang again. We ignored it.

		Cassie went around the room. At the vanity mirror—a non-magical mirror—she inspected her new face. Then over to the Polaroid photos, where there were many examples of our relationship in this dimension. Afterward, she was perusing my panties and bras, laughing at the styles. During this, I was glancing at her groin repeatedly, where I made two observations: men in this decade wore tighter jeans, and my girlfriend had a penis. Well, obviously. But actually staring at the bulge made by her junk gave me a funny feeling. She also smelled like she was wearing cologne.

		The phone rang again.

		“God, do you ever answer that thing?” she laughed. And when the sound of it became annoying, she marched toward it. “I’ll answer it.”

		“Just leave it alone,” I said.

		“I’ve never answered an old phone like this. I bet it’s fun!”

		She picked it up, and a short conversation ensued. Then she held out the handset. Reluctantly, I swung my skinny female body out of bed and went over to her, expecting to hear from my landlord or something—since I seemed to be living in this apartment alone.

		“Hello?” I said, putting the clunky relic against my ear.

		“Brittany! What’s the matter with your damn phone?” The voice was male, older, and raspy, like that of a man who smoked a pack each day. “I don’t pay you to dawdle. There’s a shoot today. Crew’s already here. Get to the house by five or your contract’s going in the trash and you can kiss Hollywood goodbye.” The call loudly ended, and I placed the handset back in its cradle.

		“Uh,” I said to Cassie. “I guess I’m needed at my job.”

		“That was your boss?”

		I shrugged.

		The house, he’d said. What house? Back in my room, I found some business cards on the dresser. One was for PERFECT DOLL STUDIOS. Underneath the logo—which featured a silhouette of a posing woman—was a handwritten address. The vibe I got from the card, the logo, and the man on the phone told me everything I needed to know.

		I showed Cassie. “I think I’m a girl trying to make it in LA as a porn model. We should probably go back through the mirror.”

		“Okay, on the one hand, eighties porn makes me shudder. But on the other hand, I kind of want to see you do it.”

		“But this is still the real world,” I argued. “I mean, I think it is.”

		“Weren’t you telling me last week that you need to find a job?”

		“This is not the same.”

		How quickly our opinions had reversed. I wanted out; she wanted to push me deeper into the rabbit hole. So I reluctantly agreed. It helped if I told myself this retro version of Los Angeles was just a simulation, but I didn’t know what it was. It felt pretty dang real. And after when we went downstairs to leave the building, I nearly suffocated from the real smog of exhaust fumes outside. The restriction on automobile pollutants wasn’t like it was in my world.

		We had no cell phones—meaning no rideshare apps. Cassie had to flag down a cab, and the boxy sedan that halted at the curb was definitely no Toyota Prius. We provided the overweight woman in the front seat with the address, and off we went through an urban sprawl where every other billboard was advertising cigarettes: Winston, Virginia Slims, Marlboro. Halfway through the trip, even the cabdriver started smoking. Over the radio, a man smoothly segued from talking about AIDS to President Reagan to praising the latest comedy to come out, called Ghostbusters.

		Truthfully, I was nervous leaving the mirror so far behind. What if something happened to it? Like a tornado. Did tornadoes happen in Los Angeles? In time-travel stories, someone always got trapped because they weren’t careful enough.

		The address wasn’t in the Hollywood Hills, but it was a nice neighborhood. There were several old cars outside. My father—an automotive enthusiast in addition to being a cheater—would’ve had a field day with the old Fords, particularly the showroom-quality 1971 Mustang parked in the driveway.

		Inside I was met with smoke. What else? The man who I assumed was the studio director wore a Hawaiian T-shirt and had a cigar in his mouth. “Brittany! Jesus! I rent the best lighting guy this side of Vegas and you test my nerve. And who the hell is this? Your boyfriend?”

		Cassie shook hands with him. “It’s a pleasure.”

		The director grumbled and let us inside.

		My introduction to the 1980s porn business was a circular bed with a zebra-striped blanket. The only woman on the production team was the makeup artist—also the director’s wife. She locked me in another room and tested outfits before deciding I should look like a cowgirl. She smoked while covering me in makeup. And then I was back in the room with the lights, the bed, and the other men, who were looking at their watches like I was wasting their time. Wishing to be back at the mirror more than ever, I climbed onto the bed and started posing.

		I improvised it all, leaning on my knowledge of porn through the lens of a young man living forty years in the future. The man with the camera snapped photos nonstop. An umbrella-looking light flashed every time. Behind the director, Cassie wouldn’t stop snickering.

		The director, sitting down with his gut overhanging his pants, kept having to walk me through it. “Smile!” he’d direct me. Or: “Strip!” Or: “Show your kitty!”

		Somehow I reached the part where I was totally naked with my legs in the air without dying of embarrassment. And to the camera—to the world, essentially—I showed everything. The director, finally satisfied with the nude content for his magazine, called the deal done and left before I was finished putting my clothes back on. Cassie used the house’s phone to call a taxi.

		Outside, while we were waiting during a Los Angeles sunset, Cassie wrapped her arm around me. I was oddly comforted, despite being smaller than her and knowing she probably had fuzzy blond hair on her chest.

		“Now can we go back to the mirror?” I said.

		“So eager to be the man again?” she asked.

		“Mostly to get away before I get lung cancer,” I laughed. “But yes. Before I die of embarrassment after all that.”

		“The world’s going to see that cute bush. What’s there to be embarrassed about?”

		I groaned.
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		Going into the weekend, Cassie and I made more trips into the mirror realm. With how the passage of time worked in the 1984 version of Los Angeles, we spent more time in the past than in the present. Occasionally we practiced my modeling—if Brittany’s life continued on while I wasn’t inhabiting her body, I didn’t want her dream of living in Hollywood to be ruined because I was scared of posing for porn magazines. Otherwise, my girlfriend and I explored the world.

		It was wild going to the mall. The video game stores—like GameStop—that would be commonplace by the turn of the century didn’t exist yet. Video games were only sold in places like department stores. So of course I dragged my girlfriend into a Sears just to see what was available. Nintendo? Not even that was for sale. The Nintendo Entertainment System was only out in Japan. The peak of video game experience for young Americans in 1984 was the Atari 5200. I was going to buy one—until I saw its price tag of two hundred bucks.

		So, a new video game console being half the price of rent was still true.

		“You should’ve brought some money back through the portal,” Cassie said, nudging me as we left Sears. I was wearing a skirt that made me feel like a ballerina—but which she absolutely insisted I had to wear. “If this is the same universe as ours, maybe we could use that to our advantage.”

		I liked where her head was at. “But objects don’t seem to pass through the portal,” I reminded her. “Our clothes always change. So, money would probably disappear. And even if money didn’t, the bills would have to be old enough, not those new fancy ones with special marks of authenticity.”

		“You could always invest in the stock market.”

		It was an interesting thought. But first I had to prove that this 1984 was the same 1984 as in our dimension, and I didn’t have any idea how to do that. We lived in Ohio; this was Los Angeles. I couldn’t just leave a mark somewhere and go look for it in the future.

		We saw men with mullets and bare midriffs, women with big curly hair. In addition to Michael Jackson, who Brittany seemed to adore, there was a rock-and-roll revolution happening, with bands like Van Halen and Iron Maiden hitting the mainstream. I told my girlfriend to not get a mullet even if her life depended on it.

		Outside the mirror, I was always anxious to go back in. But we had lives. Cassie worked at a nail salon, and I was helping my Mom unpack.

		On Saturday I found her in our new ramshackle garage. She had a bunch of boxes laying out and was digging through them.

		“Hey, sweetheart, you mind helping me sort through these?” she asked me. “It’s mostly your father’s junk—everything he didn’t bother taking. But there might be something worth a little money. You know how people are these days. Things from the eighties and nineties are all the craze again.”

		I laughed. “I know. It’s weird.”

		The boxes were damp and almost falling apart. Some contained a cassette collection that reminded me of what was on Brittany’s wall, but Dad’s taste in music was worse. There were CDs, a few toys. And then I came upon a magazine collection that wasn’t like the few issues of Popular Mechanics I’d seen stuffed in with the other junk. From the assortment, I pulled out what turned out to be a copy of Playboy. I cringed.

		“Mom, really? These are all Dad’s?”

		She shrugged. “Someone might want them. Even if it’s a few bucks.”

		I knew she was struggling for cash lately. I’d spied a few overdue bills in the kitchen, one for a doctor’s appointment and another for the auto shop. I couldn’t imagine old porn magazines were very popular after the internet had relegated such things as Playboy to being stone-age technology, but I flipped through them anyway.

		There were other brands: Genesis and High Society, for instance. And another: an August 1984 issue of Perfect Doll.

		Hey, wait a second, I thought, my heart jolting hard in my chest.

		Perfect Doll Studios? Perfect Doll? That couldn’t have been a coincidence. And I flipped through the old, wrinkled pages—thankfully not sticky—like I was about to uncover a deeply held secret from one of my older family members. Not quite true. But not far off. I came to the centerfold spread, and the paper rolled out on its own. It was me on the zebra-striped bed, wearing my cowboy hat and assless chaps. Only it wasn’t my ass that was being shown to the camera.

		I dropped the magazine and actually gasped.

		Mom: “What?”

		“Uh,” I said, swallowing hard, staring at me on the ground. “A spider. Several spiders.” I nodded, confident in my lie. “Looks like they scampered off.”

		Fortunately, my mom’s phone buzzed, and she went away to answer it.

		I took the magazine up into my bedroom.

		It was the closest feeling I’d had to being in a dream—even more than my repeated trips into the mirror. It shouldn’t have been possible. And yet the pose, with my ever-full bush of hair and visible pussy, was exactly how I remembered it, and behind the camera the director had been grinning wide with his cigar planted in the corner of his fat mouth.

		My girlfriend came over after her shift.

		We stood and stared at the magazine on my bed. The fact that this exact issue was in my Dad’s collection—meaning he’d probably seen this photo multiple times—made me feel uneasy.

		Cassie just laughed. “Well,” she said, “this confirms that it’s the same timeline, right? You had your photos taken, the photos are here in the future.”

		“Does it? Multiple timelines could still have the same events. I’ve seen movies about the multiverse, you know.”

		“You look nervous in the photo.”

		“Maybe Brittany was nervous whenever she did the shoot too.”

		For a while, we were just silent, pondering the consequences of the magic mirror. I wondered if anyone in history had been in a position like this, seeing a nude photo of themselves from forty years ago as the opposite sex. I was pretty confident in assuming that, no, no one had ever done that.

		What the hell was this mirror?

		With this photographic evidence of my porn career sitting on my bed, I did something I should’ve done earlier: I examined the mirror more thoroughly, looking on the back side for any manufacturing logo or name or anything. I wasn’t surprised when there was nothing, and I wondered if I ever would learn more about the mirror.

		But historians still couldn’t fully explain how Egypt’s pyramids had been constructed.

		My outlook wasn’t too great.

		I looked over and saw my girlfriend on her phone. After some typing and frowning and lip-biting, she said, “Okay. Apple was a publicly traded company in 1984. So, I say we dump however much money we can into it. We’d have to be millionaires by now, right?”

		“How do we even invest in the stock market back then?” I asked her. “We don’t have internet. We don’t have Ameritrade on our phones.”

		Cassie did some more digging. “Stockbrokers, I guess. We could try that right now.” Then she saw the time. “Oh, wait, my parents want me back for supper.”

		“It’s only gonna take a second,” I reminded her.

		So we hopped back into the mirror.

		My girlfriend loved the whole pretending-to-be-a-man part of this alternate reality—well, alternate for us, it seemed—so I let her do all the talking on the telephone. She had to find a stockbroker in the phone book, get in touch, arrange some withdraws from her male self’s bank account, and drop some money into Apple Computer, Inc. She could only afford to put in a few hundred dollars, but it wouldn’t be a few hundred dollars on the other side of the mirror. She gave my name and my social security number, so we could access it in the future. When she came back into the room, she started writing the account number down repeatedly on a notepad.

		By then, I was painting my toenails and watching Knight Rider on NBC, which was the only channel that came in clear. With eleven inches of screen and only the occasional fuzz when a jetliner passed overhead, I was living in luxury.

		“Why do you keep writing the number down?” I asked Cassie.

		“Well, we can’t take anything through the portal,” she said. “So I’m trying to remember it.”

		“Oh, good idea.”

		Knight Rider went to break. An advertisement for Ghostbusters came on.

		I’d seen the movie probably dozens of times. But living in the era when Ghostbusters was brand-spanking new was just surreal. It was playing at the theater down the street. And as soon as the idea popped into my head, it became inescapable.

		“Cassie,” I said, altering my voice to sound as sweet and girly as possible. “Would you take me to see Ghostbusters tonight?” I batted my eyelashes.

		She laughed. “We can watch that movie on streaming, you know. In the other realm.”

		“But that’s totally not the same.”

		So, on our version of a 1984 date, we headed out to see Ghostbusters and gorged on popcorn and a relatively new drink called Diet Coke. Watching such a familiar movie on the big screen in a mostly packed theater, it was easy to forget that I was living in the past. Except for a few details. Like when I shivered because my bare legs were cold, or when Cassie wrapped her arm around me and I was momentarily mesmerized by her comparative largeness and warmth. When we walked back to the apartment after the credits rolled, I didn’t notice the smoggy fumes of exhaust or see the box-shaped automobiles as anything out of place. I was happy, and everything clicked. And our knowledge of the future—particularly the stock market—meant that we could easily make a life here. A prosperous one.

		But then I’d have to give up TikTok, YouTube, PlayStation, and all the conveniences of the internet and portable phones.

		There was no way I could do that.

		I figured now was the time we should relinquish our alternate lives and go back to Ohio, but as soon as we entered the apartment I was swooped into a kiss. I still wasn’t accustomed to Cassie being the one with facial hair, but her arms being long enough and large enough to completely wrap around my relatively dainty body was a hypnotic sensation. I found I loved being embraced.

		We smooched for a full minute.

		When we separated, I said, “Thanks for the date.”

		“Thanks for being so adorable,” she said.

		I giggled. But I realized there was more to what she said when I noticed the front of her jeans bulging more than usual. My mouth opened, and I looked back up at her eyes like I was ready to scold her. “You do not have a hard-on.”

		“I can’t stop looking at your legs,” she said, and she was blushing. “I think this body is affecting me. I definitely wouldn’t notice girls the way I notice you.”

		I rubbed my hands along her shoulders and pectorals. She had a broader chest than I did back in Ohio. I wondered if Brittany’s boyfriend worked out. And in feeling the firmness of her muscles, a tingle zapped my nipples.

		The thought of sex with her in this world hadn’t crossed my mind until now, but all of a sudden there was an emptiness between my legs and a shiver in my spine.

		It was scary. And exciting. But more scary. For now.

		“Come on,” I said, tugging on her shirt. “Star Wars is on TV tonight. The original version before George Lucas ruined it. Wanna cuddle? I’ll even let you touch my boobies if you’re nice enough.”

		“Say no more.”
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		In classic Ohio fashion, a sunny day could lead to a nuclear armada of late-evening storms, and that’s precisely what happened on Sunday. Cassie stayed the night. The barrage of heavy rain and thunder was bad enough to keep us more awake than not, but it was that damn tree that was worse. The overgrown bastard and its many branches kept slamming the window. When the wind picked up, the house would feel like it was shaking.

		Just our luck, I thought. Dad leaves, and now Mom’s new house might blow apart. With how many employers were refusing her applications, she just couldn’t catch a break.

		Tonight was no different.

		It was past midnight—I kept glancing at the time on my phone, hoping each time I dozed off would bring me closer to morning. Not that I wanted to go to school. At this rate, I just wanted the peace and quiet that came with sleep.

		Then the wind howled something fierce, as if a rare instance of meteorological conditions had somehow spun up a hurricane. The force of the gust pushed the tree right through the window, its long branches spearing the glass. I was still half awake, so I had the presence of mind to protect myself and Cassie with the blankets in case any shards came flying in our direction. She shrieked as loud as I did.

		Lightning flashed, thunder bellowed.

		I slowly uncovered my face and gazed at the damage, intermittently illuminated by the chaotic electrical storm.

		The window was completely busted out, and rain was spitting into the bedroom. But that wasn’t the worst. The magic mirror had been in the corner beside the window, and now it was flat on the floor. I sat up and saw jagged shards around it that weren’t all from the windowpane.

		“Oh shit,” I said, scrambling out of bed.

		Mom appeared with a flashlight. “Jesus,” she said, shining the beam on the damage. I hadn’t even realized the power was out. “Are you two all right?”

		The storm raged on, and Cassie had to climb over the mattress to avoid the debris field of glass. For a while, neither of us said a word. Mom got out some old sleeping bags for us to use downstairs. But as the storm finally began to move out, Cassie and I didn’t leave the bedroom.

		A weird, purple haze hung around the overturned mirror. It dissipated as I watched, and a sinking feeling formed in my gut.

		We both put on our shoes and stood the mirror back up.

		It was completely busted, with fifty or so pieces lying on the ground. When I touched them, they acted like any other mirror—as in there was no magical side effect. Our connection to 1984 Los Angeles and our gender-swapped lives was closed off.

		“You’ve got to be kidding me,” Cassie said, taking a seat on my bed. “What are the chances?”

		“It’s my fault,” I told her. “I noticed that stupid tree on the first day. It’s been trying to break that window ever since. All I had to do was move the mirror, but I left it there.”

		“It’s just a freak accident. You had nothing to do with it.”

		“I guess.”

		When morning came around, we learned that a brief tornado had touched down. There were no casualties, but with power being out across most of town, school was closed for the day. Cassie and I spent the morning tending to the damage. First, we separated the window glass from the mirror glass, and tried to reassemble the broken pieces one at a time. We had the same idea: put it all back together with glue. We didn’t know if it would work or not, but it gave us a project to concentrate on. By sundown that day, we had reconstructed the puzzle.

		We tried it without glue. Nothing happened.

		Then we glued it. And we waited. And even when everything was dry, and we could insert it back into the frame and stand it up—like how it was before—it acted like any old mirror. With lots of cracks.

		“I knew it was too good to be true,” I said, when the lights finally came back on that evening. Not even a week had passed since stepping into Brittany’s life, but Cassie and I had spent, cumulatively, more than a week in the world behind the reflection. It hurt to lose access. Years from now, it was probably going to feel like a dream—that wacky time when I’d thought I was a girl living in the past, trying to survive in LA by allowing pictures of my nude body to be printed in porn magazines.

		Good one.

		But the magazine did survive. And it was the only way I could see the evidence of the life I’d briefly been a part of. It actually made me a little emotional, lying in bed with Cassie and looking at myself inside a magazine published in 1984. It was a secret that only the two of us could have. Because no one else would believe it.

		Now seemingly stuck in the twenty-first century, life went on. The school week finished without any help from cosmic forces to reactivate the magical portal. Although I touched it every day. I made a habit out of it, sometimes checking on it every hour.

		Before long it was Christmas break.

		I was taking a shower, remembering the time I’d tried the shower in my alternate life’s apartment, and the pipes had hissed so much I thought they were going to burst. I remembered Brittany’s cassette collection, the Polaroid photos, the TV. There had been a charm to that old rabbit-eared TV that made modern versions boring by comparison. I remembered painting my nails, trying on makeup, wearing skirts. I could still do all those things, but it just wouldn’t have the same effect. I couldn’t go out in a skirt in this body of mine and see boys turning their heads.

		Just let it go, man, I told myself for the millionth time. It might look nice on the surface, but you’d be breathing in fumes from leaded gasoline and lead paint.

		When I finished up, I hopped out of the tub, toweled off, and went to grab my clothing. Except…

		The pile was slightly different.

		I unraveled a pair of acid-washed jeans much too slim for my body—and with a waist that went higher than anything my mother wore. The shirt was a Michael Jackson graphic tee. And the underwear? My hands had started to shake when I pulled out a pair of white, silky panties. There was a bra too. I stared at everything in utter confusion.

		These weren’t my clothes. They were Brittany’s.

		The Michael Jackson shirt was a dead giveaway.

		Initially, I suspected it had to be a prank. Cassie had snuck in, swapped out my clothes. It was completely ridiculous and yet completely believable at the same time, because how else, if not by magic—there was no proof of magic existing except for that single mirror—would my clothing change?

		I saw a flash of red on my fingernails. I held them up. They were painted.

		And then they weren’t; the color faded, my hands morphing back into their larger, male counterparts. And then they changed back to being girlish with red fingernails. My arms were shifting back and forth too. And not even just me. My toothbrush couldn’t decide if it wanted to be electric and stranding upright or a generic, manual toothbrush sitting in a cup.

		All around me, things were shifting back and forth: wallpaper, the color of the towels, the rugs. One second, they were an older shag style. The next, more contemporary. And that was the theme of everything in my surroundings.

		Reality couldn’t decide what it wanted to be.

		The mirror was fogged up. I swiped my hand across it. As I watched, frozen, the left half of my face was smooth and feminine. The right half was more angular and had a five o’clock shadow. I blinked; my half-formed female features reverted.

		“Uh,” I said aloud. “Did I just break reality?”

		I remembered during the night of the storm when there’d been that purple cloud in the room. Something from the mirror breaking. Whatever it was, it must’ve been something to do with the mirror losing its power. Maybe it hadn’t just faded away.

		It had been absorbed.

		Oh shit.

		While my reflection couldn’t decide if I should be a tall, somewhat lanky eighteen-year-old guy or a short, dainty eighteen-year-old girl, I grabbed the clothes and put them on. Then I went back into my bedroom, meaning to call Cassie. As soon as I picked up my cell phone, it vanished out of my palm. Suddenly there was a rotary phone on the table near my bed, and it was ringing.

		Ghostly images of music posters were beginning to appear on my walls.

		And I thought I saw a shelf full of cassettes out of the corner of my eye.

		I picked up the handset.

		“Byron?” a familiar male voice said.

		“Cassie?” my girlish voice squeaked. “Is that you?”

		“What’s going on? What did you do?”

		“Nothing! I was in the shower. And then, things were changing around me.” I went to the window—now replaced, momentarily forgetting that the phone was tied down. I grabbed the whole thing and took it with me. Outside, I watched a modern crossover-style SUV drive by. Then it faded into something that looked like a Ford Pinto. The solar panels on the house across the street were nearly invisible. Even the tree in my front lawn was flickering, giving me glimpses of a younger version that was more maintained and not breaking windows.

		By now my body was starting to stick into girl mode. The bra I was wearing was providing its intended function, and the acid-washed jeans were adhering snugly to my rounder hips. The wall around me began to bloom with a fresh coat of pink paint, like the apartment in Los Angeles. As it did so, Polaroid photos appeared.

		“Byron, everything’s changing. Is that my car? It’s boxy and ugly. My laptop is gone. I have books. Like, physical books. And this lamp looks like something my grandma would have.” After listing off even more things she saw morphing, she announced: “I’m coming over.”

		So, the broken mirror had evidently fucked up reality.

		But not for everyone else.

		While observing life outside my second-story bedroom window, I noticed that no one else was freaking out. Kids skipped happily along the sidewalk. Old, rust-free cars from the 1970s and early 1980s cruised by. And since the day was warm enough, young women in colorful leggings power-walked with portable cassette players hooked into their clothes.

		Then an old Pontiac steered into the driveway, nearly sideswiping the mailbox as it negotiated the turn more clumsily than my girlfriend’s little hatchback. A man with shaggy blond hair and wearing a denim jacket popped out.

		I hurried downstairs, wondering what freak had decided on the brown carpet and wood paneling on the walls. Besides the questionable decor, though, everything did look fresher.

		My girlfriend came in and hugged me. I was the small one again, but here in what appeared to be a 1980s version of Ohio, not Los Angeles.

		“Oh God, Byron! I think I need to lie down.”

		We went upstairs. To protect our sanities, we didn’t look at anything else. We held each other in bed, hoping this change to our reality was just some temporary glitch—although that made zero sense. It wasn’t a faraway world anymore; it now affected everything. Our family, our friends, the very town we’d grown up in. Everything around us had been sent back forty years into the past, and our genders were maybe permanently reversed.

		“Bryon,” my girlfriend sniffled. “What did we do?”

		I couldn’t answer her. We were dealing with a power beyond our understanding.
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		During our resistance to the past becoming our present, we both dozed off. When I roused—at around close to nightfall based on the amount of light outside—I wasn’t as scared anymore. Cassie was lightly snoring. With her angular chin and facial fuzz, it wasn’t exactly correct to consider her as my girlfriend anymore, but in my memories she’d always been female. That perception would be difficult to change. It’d require some time.

		The room around me was like the 1984 apartment: very, very pink. The same musical posters were taped to the walls, and I recognized a familiar cassette player, TV, and dresser. When I rolled over more, I identified a cheerleader outfit hanging on the knob of my closet door. It was much too late in the year for high school football; maybe it was going into storage.

		A cheerleader? I thought.

		The problem was I had no memories of being a cheerleader. I was piecing together my life like a detective at a crime scene. But there was evidence in the Polaroid photos.

		I took one off the wall. It featured me as a cheerleader. Cassie was beside me. We were on a football field and smiling.

		My partner in bed sat up and grunted.

		“It’s really 1984 now, isn’t it?” she asked.

		I saw the calendar on the wall. “Yeah,” I told her quietly. There were tears in my eyes, and I didn’t know if they were from sadness or happiness. Or just from being so overwhelmed that I was emotional. I sighed. “I don’t think we’re going back now.”

		“Why 1984?”

		“Maybe whoever made the mirror thought it was a good year.”

		Cassie got out of bed. She removed her denim jacket, complaining that it was hot. My eyes were trying to be respectful, but they were eventually pulled down to her ass. As a former guy who had a clear grasp on what I was attracted to in women, I couldn’t say for sure why I thought her butt in those tight jeans was worth looking at, but it made warmth rush into my nipples. She went over to the window, and I shamelessly stared some more.

		“Looks like snow,” she said.

		“Well, it’s nearly Christmas,” I reasoned. Decembers in Ohio usually came with snow. And sometimes blizzards. A part of me already missed Los Angeles, which would’ve been warm this time of year. I wondered what I’d look like in a bikini on Venice Beach.

		My girlfriend ambled around the room, examining its changes. She went through my underwear drawers. My new, girly life was repeatedly snickered at. And then from a bottom drawer she pulled out a familiar magazine: the August issue of Perfect Doll. “Well, well, well,” she said, flipping through the pages. “Looks like some things haven’t changed. God, what if your mom found out? Or people in school?”

		I giggled. “That’s why I trust you in keeping a secret.”

		In this altered reality, I wasn’t a centerfold model. My photos—Polaroids, this time—were featured in a different section of the issue, titled Hometown Dolls. Evidently, I’d mailed them to the studio in exchange for quick money. Cassie showed me the picture with my iconic pose, bush and all. There were other young ladies like me, all hairier than they probably would’ve been forty years from now.

		Styles changed. But sexy women posing nude didn’t.

		“This is going to take a while to get used to,” I said. “I suppose my mom doesn’t even realize we’re different. No one does. Just us, because we interacted with the mirror.”

		Cassie sat down beside me. “I’ll have to learn how to deal with facial hair.”

		“I’ll have to put the toilet seat down every time.”

		She smiled. “I’ll leave it up constantly just to annoy you.”

		Her hand reached out to me. I took it. Accepting our new lives wasn’t as easy as flipping a switch, but I knew we’d adjust in time. Besides, after our jaunts into Los Angeles, we were already accustomed to the technological downgrade, the push for gender equality in the workplace, the war on drugs, and the presidential election—which would now be concluded with Reagan winning in a landslide victory, if my knowledge of history class was to be relied upon.

		In short, 1984 wasn’t the most stellar year in American history, but the twenty-first century, from when I’d left it, didn’t have many stellar years either.

		More importantly, I had someone to adapt with. A girlfriend-turned-boyfriend who, despite the odds, was beginning to look pretty dang cute to me—even cuter whenever she leaned in for a kiss. Our lips mingled for a while, and her hand came around my slender neck. I swore I could still smell cologne on her. Did men constantly wear cologne in this decade?

		It was one of the things I’d have to learn about.

		“Okay,” Cassie whispered, with our lips hovering centimeters apart. “Don’t look now.” She was trying to not smile. “But I’m getting an erection.”

		“Ew,” I said jokingly.

		“And you don’t have a penis, which is…I don’t know.”

		It was true. In the absence of an erection, my groin was missing those hardening and throbbing sensations, but the warmth down there was still pretty nice. It had a different vibe to it. It was flowing and swirling and blooming.

		Cassie looked me in the eye. “Are we still a couple, you think?”

		“Look at the wall,” I said. “Our pictures are everywhere.”

		She nodded. “Just checking. I don’t want you having some secret, side-piece stud. Maybe reality’s really changed, you know?”

		“You’re my only stud,” I laughed.

		So, to welcome in Christmas break officially, we made out. In the life behind me, I was usually the one to be on top of Cassie, but tonight she took that position. The submissive side was new. And I found myself enjoying it. I liked her hand going along the curve of my waist, exploring my slenderness. I liked the weight of her, really trapping me against the bed while she had her way with me. Well, not so much like that.

		But if she’d gotten more aggressive and really unleashed her horniness, I probably wouldn’t have complained too much.

		In Los Angeles, I’d learned what my new female body wanted. Here, I was on the fast track to relearning it. Her planting kisses along my neck made my skin tingle. My back arched, nipples reaching for the sky. And I just couldn’t stop squirming. The warmth in my loins just made me absolutely restless, as if it was some kind of mating ritual to get my girlfriend to see me slithering around. Hey, look! The oven’s ready!

		My mind wanted me to be silly about it. I was a girl, my girlfriend was a guy. But she wasn’t clumsy in the slightest, and when I began moaning it didn’t sound fake.

		She sat up slightly and stroked my short hair. “Is this right?” she said.

		“We’ve been dating for over a year,” I said. “And we’ve had sex before.”

		She rolled her eyes. “You know that’s not what I mean.” She sighed. “I mean, should we be accepting how things are so quickly? There still might be a way…”

		The words might’ve been optimistic, but the tone wasn’t. We weren’t inside a mirror anymore. Its magic had been absorbed into our reality. Possibly there were more mirrors out there, and maybe one led to the year we belonged. However, the thought of looking for even just one other magical mirror seemed exhausting, and there was no proof any more existed.

		My answer involved me helping Cassie to remove her T-shirt.

		Frequently I glanced at her groin, where a substantial bulge had asserted itself. The tightness of her jeans made it look painful.

		My shirt was added to the pile. With my bra on display, I reached under the covers and removed my own jeans. I couldn’t look down at myself without feeling small. My waist, my arms, my shoulders—everything seemed skinny and delicate. It would be something I’d have to get used to.

		Cassie fiddled with my bra. “Forty years haven’t changed too much. At least in our era, they were starting to acknowledge women of different shapes and sizes. And now we’re back to magazines featuring women who are all built the same.”

		“We’ll get to see it again,” I told her.

		She snickered. “Yeah. When we’re sixty years old.”

		“We have the nineties to look forward to. Everyone loved the nineties.”

		What got me to stop squirming was Cassie’s hand slipping underneath the sheets. My breath caught in my throat as her fingers slipped along my silk panties, advancing downward on a gradient of sensitivity that soon had me fighting shivers. We’d never done it like this yet. We’d cuddled. We’d kissed. But as our gender-swapped selves, we’d never gone so far as to round the bases, and suddenly that was the only thing on my mind.

		I could feel the tautness of the silk wrapped over my pubic mound. The warmth was intense enough down below my navel that I felt inflamed. She massaged her fingers across my vagina through my underwear, concentrating more on the upper part than the lower. Something there was very sensitive.

		“I hope you were paying attention in biology,” she said.

		I nodded nervously. “I’ve eaten you out before. I know.”

		She bit her lip. Her facial expressions, I’d noticed, were still quite feminine despite the changes in topography.

		My hands clenched the sheets as I experienced my clit being rubbed for the first time. All the heat down there seemed to funnel into that tiny feature beneath her fingertip. How something so diminutive could have the hairs on the back of my neck stiff, I didn’t quite understand. But it did! My mouth shifted into varying looks of pleasure and concern.

		This was all before her hand actually went into my panties.

		I went tense so violently that my spine popped.

		“Whoa—oh, uh…” I driveled out through gritted teeth.

		“I bet young women in the eighties don’t have many dildos either,” Cassie commented.

		“I don’t think we need—ah—need any dildos, honestly.”

		Her swirling her finger was so good. But I about jumped again when she dipped her hand lower and introduced me to the penetrative aspects of my new genitalia. I was damp too—which was a realization that slammed repeatedly against the concrete wall surrounding my male pride, as if knowing that I was wet down there was some kind of stake through my entire identity if I let myself appreciate it.

		I got over it, though.

		Cassie unbuttoned her own jeans.

		Just as I found a groove to having her finger repeatedly slide inside me, I was terrified all over again when her tighty whities were exposed—and a very prominent bulge wanted to join in on the action. I reminded myself that this was equally weird for her, touching someone else’s pussy. I shouldn’t chicken out. But none of that stopped my hand from trembling as I touched my girlfriend’s cock for the first time. I stroked her from the outside, pinning the cotton inside my grip and grasping that surging column of energy that soon had her threatening to tear out of her underwear. She moaned and laughed.

		“Oh, God, I can feel it pulsating,” she said.

		“That’s just an erection.”

		“It’s not going to, like, rupture anything if it gets too—oh—hard, is it?”

		“Cassie,” I laughed. “It’s a dick.”

		“Okay, okay. It just seems really, really intense.”

		We masturbated each other. It was our orientation to our new bodies. And with the wetness in my panties and my nipples pulsing like miniature dicks themselves, I had a lot less to complain about. As a girl, I really enjoyed the aura of being aroused. Everything was tingling, my toes were curling, and—to dumbly describe it—my brain was being flooded with relentlessly happy feelings.

		When Cassie started leaking pre-cum, I had to accept that as something my girlfriend did now. She had balls too. And she had a strong desire associated with her new sexual organs.

		She wasn’t alone.

		If there was still any resistance inside me, it died that evening. True passion, in my limited experience, came when Cassie and I both wanted the same thing at the same time, when we were so perfectly unified in our desires that everything seemed to happen automatically. I rolled my slightly soggy panties down my little legs, and she removed her 1980s basic briefs. Her cock was raging: completely hard and nearing a shade of purple at the tip. Another drop of pre-cum oozed out of its eye.

		Seeing how aroused she was made me even hotter down below. The warmth and persistent tenderness of my clitoris were replaced with emptiness.

		We weren’t teasing anymore. This was serious.

		I sprawled myself, hands on either side of me, as if I was surrendering to the inevitable. Cassie whipped the sheets off, exposing my naked lower body. I let out a soft moan as she crawled on top of me, that erect cock just wagging away as she adjusted herself.

		If nothing changed, this was sex now.

		Men like Cassie had dicks. I had a tight little pussy. And intercourse no longer involved putting a piece of me into someone else but them penetrating me.

		My head was swimming. I felt like a fever was coming on. I hoped the medicine of this decade was as effective as it was in the future.

		Cassie pushed a strand of hair out of my eyes. “You okay?”

		I nodded. I was breathing out of my mouth, almost panting. For the first time, I really loved those piercing blue eyes of hers and that heavy brow. Her chiseled features made my little body tingle all over.

		We were living in a time before both of us had been born.

		But that was the old reality.

		Right now, we were making our new one.

		Being on the bottom, it became an awkward compromise of positioning our legs before we found something suitable. I hesitantly grabbed her big shoulders; she scooped up mine.

		“Go easy,” I told her.

		“I have no idea what I’m doing,” she laughed.

		“You just stick it in there, champ.”

		“Well, duh.”

		She placed her hard-on at my entrance. And with an astonishing amount of ease, she pushed herself in. I shook as each inch of it slowly spread me open, my eyelids fluttering nonstop to the incredible sensation of her throbbing rod sliding against my inner walls. I had wondered beforehand how perceptive this side of intercourse would be. No more wondering! I felt her dick’s shape and girth with amazing clarity. And…

		Oh my God, the throbbing.

		She held herself inside me, her full length engulfed by my slit. I loved that so much. And it triggered euphoria, like my new female body was telling me, Okay, you’ve got that part down, this is what it needs now, here’s a little reward to make you want more!

		Cassie and I stared at each other.

		“I was just thinking about prom,” she said. “That’s coming up. Unless, in 1984, they did things differently.”

		I lightly slapped her shoulder. “You’re thinking about that now?”

		“Well, mainly just you in a cute dress.”

		I sighed and shook my head, but I was smiling. “You’re such a guy, you know?”

		“Looks that way.”

		She moved in and out of me. As a former guy, I’d read about intercourse to prepare myself before my first time. But words weren’t the same as being in the moment; to understand the rhythm, and find it, you had to do the act itself. And that’s what Cassie did. As a former girl, she had to relearn everything—especially how to move her body now that she was the thruster.

		We were probably clumsy. We would’ve scored low in an Olympic competition for sex.

		But God.

		Being filled with her cock was so satisfying. And watching her muscles flex—while droplets of sweat began to pop up—made my nipples hurt more than ever. I reached into my bra and played with them. I must’ve had a dopey smile on my face, because then my girlfriend was smiling. Hey, having sensitive nipples was new to me!

		Cassie found her rhythm after a few minutes. Her muscular body moved like a wave, starting at the shoulders and moving down her back and into her hips. My toes were curling nonstop, and I couldn’t keep from moaning.

		I held onto her again.

		She wrapped me against her body. She took me on a ride.

		“Oh fuck,” I squealed as the mattress springs protested our lovemaking. Every thrust, every pounding, was another jolt of pleasure.

		Cassie buried her face into my neck.

		We regressed then. For about ten seconds, we became like our animal ancestors, losing control and devoting ourselves to the pleasure exploding through our bodies. With her climactic thrust, she buried herself so deep and so hard that brief pain flashed through me, and then I was wrapped around her as tightly as possible as her balls unleashed their gift. Her warmth shot into me, and I shivered and cried out as I experienced my own orgasm. The hot spurts were incredible, seeming ten times as voluminous as they were, with ecstasy surging through my loins after each ejaculation.

		And then we lay there.

		This won’t be so bad, I thought, stroking my girlfriend’s hair. Of course I was biased; I’d just had my first female orgasm. And I’d heard those lasted longer. A man’s cum was inside me, and I was glowing.

		Cassie planted kisses along my neck.

		“Guys have it pretty nice,” she admitted.

		I said, “But you kind of miss it, don’t you?”

		She raised her head and looked at me. “Yeah. So I’ll have to live vicariously through you, meaning I’ll probably have to make you wear the cutest clothes possible.”

		I smiled. “Put on some Michael Jackson, champ. I need to soak in this eighties vibe.”

		

	


		Epilogue

		 

		Mom got a job as a waitress. She had to work on Christmas Eve. It was nice knowing she made enough money now to pay the mortgage. In the next forty years, real estate prices and salaries were going to diverge drastically, but in 1984 a single mom could make it on her own.

		My boyfriend Casey and I were celebrating our own little Christmas, since I knew Mom wouldn’t want him over tomorrow morning—although she’d repeatedly told me what a nice man he was, even though his lingo was a little strange sometimes.

		We were seated by the Christmas tree. I was wearing a dorky reindeer-themed sweater with felt antlers atop my head. Casey handed me a small present.

		“I spent all my savings on this,” he said. “I can’t believe how expensive they are. People will be throwing these in the trash soon.”

		I tore the wrapping paper. Inside was a new, fresh-off-the-shelf sealed copy of The Empire Strikes Back. VHS edition. I snuggled it against my cheek. “Aw. It’s perfect! On my eleven-inch TV and with the lights off, it’ll practically feel like a movie theater.”

		The movie industry was really slow back then—or back now, rather. Some movies took a year or two between being released in theaters and being released on home video, which was why Return of the Jedi’s theatrical release was in 1983 but Empire had just hit store shelves.

		We opened some more packages. I got a blue sleeveless dress that I instantly wanted to try on. Casey had noticed I’d been growing my hair out and admiring a teenage Brooke Shields. I was still a little new to this girl stuff; I needed some role models!

		After making a mess, we played rock paper scissors to decide who cleaned it up. I was the loser, but Casey helped me anyway. He groped my butt while I gathered up all the wrapping paper and headed for the garbage can.

		“What are you implying?” I said, swinging my rear.

		“Maybe there’s another present ready to be unwrapped,” he said with a wink.

		“We probably shouldn’t. My mom’s going to be home soon, and I don’t want to be yelled at again after she heard us bonking so hard that the floor was creaking.”

		While looking to see if there was enough room for our trash, I noticed some junk mail already sitting there above today’s earlier food leftovers. One was an envelope with a brokerage company on it. I set the wrapping paper aside and pulled it out. It had my name.

		“Huh,” I said. “I completely forgot about this.”

		“What?” Casey said, coming over.

		“The money you invested. It apparently still happened.” Although it was addressed to female me, like that information in this reality had been altered accordingly. Then I laughed. “You gave them my twenty-first-century address. We thought we were being smart, but the mail would’ve gone to someone else back then. But since reality changed, it worked out.”

		He slipped his hands around my waist. “I still hate that Facebook won’t be around for at least twenty years. But at least we’ll be set.”

		“Apple. Microsoft. Then eventually Bitcoin. We’ll be so rich.”

		Casey caressing me got me in the mood again. So did the thought of knowing the future.

		“Okay, since you got me horny, one blowjob,” I said, and we almost tripped up the stairs from running for my bedroom.

		 

		


		 

		The changes don’t stop here! Check out the massive Gregor Daniels catalog and indulge in your wildest fantasies, whether it’s transformations, boys becoming sexy girls, or totally-unorthodox-but-completely-safe pregnancies caused by untested phone apps.
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		The author can be reached on Twitter at https://twitter.com/GregorDaniels.
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