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  By Portia Hab


  “So, how am I doing?” 15-year-old Libby asked as she drove my SUV through the streets of her neighborhood.


  “Keep your eyes on the road, remember?” I replied to the cute-as-a-button brunette who was blossoming into a beautiful young woman. “But in answer to your question, you’re doing great, kid.”


  I was teaching Libby to drive, at both the request of her and her mother, Stacey. Each had come to me privately and asked me to do it. Both were afraid of what might happen if they occupied a confined space together, like the front seat of a car, for any length of time.


  Yeah, they fought  … a lot. It had become particularly vicious as Lib neared her 16th birthday. Stacy yelled at Lib for being a slob and her negative attitude. Lib screamed at her mother for picking on her and expecting her to be perfect.


  And that’s just what I saw on weekends, when I came to visit them in the city or they drove down to my lake house in the country. The histrionics made me particularly happy that we didn’t live together full time. Thankfully, Stacey, an attorney in the city, was as content as I with our semi-long-distance relationship of nearly three years.


  Married young, she was just 35 and, because mother and daughter so closely resembled one another, with long brown hair and big brown eyes, she occasionally was mistaken for Libby’s older sister.


  I loved them both, and tried my best to keep my mouth shut so I wouldn’t be collateral damage. But it was growing increasingly difficult.


  So, on Saturday and Sunday mornings this summer, I gave Libby driving lessons, and she was, indeed, doing great. That wasn’t just something I said to make her feel better. It was as if she was– forgive the pun– “driven” to be a good driver as quickly as possible.


  Libby smiled broadly at my praise, flashing turquoise braces, as she brought the car smoothly to a stop at a red traffic light. Removing one hand briefly from the wheel, she pushed a stray strand of long, brown hair behind her ear.


  Always the fashion plate, today she wore fingernail polish that matched her braces, complemented by a girly blue tee shirt knotted at the waist and denim cutoffs. The shirt said, “Be like a pineapple. Stand tall. Wear a crown. And stay sweet on the inside.” A blue bow secured a slender braid behind her head.


  I called Libby my “Material Girl,” because she loved clothes, shoes, and glitter. And when she saw the old music video of Madonna singing that song, she agreed that described her perfectly. Starting with her 14th birthday, we had mutually agreed that my gift to her would be lunch and a shopping spree.


  “Do you really think so?” she asked about her driving skills.


  “I really do,” I said, grinning back. “You could pass that driver’s test right now, I’m sure of it.”


  “Oooo! That’s lit!” she exclaimed.


  “That’s what?” I asked.


  Libby giggled and replied, “Oh, sorry, I forgot, you’re old. I meant, ‘That’s amazing!’”


  “I am not old,” I said, pretending offense. “I’m not even 40 yet.”


  “Yes, Robert, but 30 is ancient!” she said, giggling some more.


  Then we looked at each other and started laughing. We really were good friends.


  As the light changed and Libby accelerated, she asked, “Why can’t Mom be nice to me like you are? Why does she pick on me all the time?”


  Uh, oh. This was dangerous ground, and neither Libby nor her mother ever had tried to drag me into it before.


  Yes, she was maturing physically into a beautiful young woman, but, as she did so, she still was very much a child in terms of attitudes and emotions. And as a 15-year-old girl going on 16, she was deep into hormone-driven puberty, with all of the intensified feelings and mood swings that came with it.


  No, I’m not a psychiatrist or even a psychologist. But I was a high school teacher for awhile before I left the profession to become a freelance writer. I had been around plenty of teen girls before Libby. Typically, they had been on their best behavior around me. But I had heard them talking among themselves and noted how intensely they felt things and perceived actions by others as slights, when they really weren’t.


  And I knew enough to realize that whatever I said would be wrong. So … why didn’t I keep my mouth shut? Fool that I am, I thought I could help. I saw this as a chance for me to turn down the volume on their feud.


  “Libby, sweetie, your mother loves you,” I said. “I know that it probably doesn’t seem like it to you sometimes, but she does. She really does. You’re the most important person in her life.”


  “Then why doesn’t she act like it?” she seethed. “I swear, that woman hates me!”


   “No, she doesn’t sweetie,” I replied. “I promise you she doesn’t. Try being nice to her and see what happens.”


  “What do you know?” Libby snapped as we stopped at the final light on the way back to her house.


  This time the stop was abrupt, not smooth, and we both pitched forward.


  “Lib, please. Take it easy,” I said. “You’re getting too emotional.”


  Yikes! That was so not the right thing to say.


  “I am not!” she shot back. “What do you know? You haven’t seen the way Mom is when you’re not around. She’s all nice and stuff around you. And you think you’ve seen us fighting when you’re here? It is sooo much worse when you’re not.”


  “Yes, Lib, but …”


  “But what?” she interrupted, as she pulled the SUV into their driveway and turned to face me.


  Oh, God, what have I gotten myself into? I thought. Why didn’t I just keep my big mouth shut?


  Still, I plunged that shovel in the ground and dug the hole even deeper.


  “But it’s not all about your mother,” I said.


  Libby crossed her arms and replied, “What else is it about, Robert?”


  “It’s about you going through a tough time right now,” I said. “Being a teenager is tough. Going through puberty is tough … especially for a girl.”


  Oh, Hell, just shoot me now.


   “What do you know about being a girl?” she yelled. “You don’t know anything about it!”


  “But I know about biology and hormones and …” I replied, persisting in my path of self-destruction.


  “You don’t know anything!” she screamed even louder, and, honestly, I feared a little for my safety.


  Suddenly, unexpectedly, and disturbingly, Libby smiled.


  “Would you swap with me if you could, to see what it’s like?” she asked.


  “What do you mean swap with you?” I asked.


  “I mean you become Libby for awhile, and I become Robert,” she said. “Then you could see how tough it can be to be a girl, especially when your mother picks on you all the time. And I could have a little time off, relaxing down at your lake house.”


  I shook my head and said, “Okay, sweetie, I apologize. I never should have said anything. I don’t know what it’s like for you and I never will.”


  She smiled. Uh, oh.


  “But you could know what it’s like, you know,” she said.


  Now I was the one losing my patience. I resisted the urge to respond and opened the door. We definitely had entered the Twilight Zone, and Libby’s irrationality was just confirming my point about the volatility of teen girls. Of course, I definitely was not about to tell her that. Finally, it seemed, I had learned my lesson.


  “Would you do it for me?” Lib said, as I stepped outside the SUV.


  “Do what?” I replied, looking back in.


  “If we could do it, if we could change places, and I asked you to do it for me, would you?” she asked, opening her big brown eyes even wider and staring at me with a plaintive smile.


  Oh, my Lord, I thought. This is worse than I thought. I’m going to have to tell Stacey. This girl needs counseling.


  “Sure, I’d do it,” I said, smiling back.


  *     *     *     *     *


  Libby refused to go out to dinner with Stacy and me that night, and she stayed in her room even after we returned. But when I knocked on her door to say goodbye the next morning, she sported a wide smile as she opened it and reached up on tiptoes to kiss me on the cheek.


  “Have a fun week, Robert,” she said.


  “You too, Material Girl,” I replied. “See you soon.”


  “Sooner than you think,” she giggled.


  “Uh, oh,” I smiled. “That sounds both sinister and mysterious.”


  “Maaaybe,” she said in a sing-song voice, as she shifted from one bare foot to the other. “You’ll just have to wait and see.”


  Before I could respond, she closed the door.


  Huh, I thought. Girls. Oh, well …


  A few seconds later, I was just settling into the front seat of my SUV when suddenly … I wasn’t there anymore.


  But … where the Hell was I? The abrupt shift in reality was so disorienting that I couldn’t relate to what I saw around me, although it did look vaguely familiar. And I was sitting, but not on a car seat.


  No, not a car seat. I was sitting on a bed and my legs were crossed under me. But how could that be? I’d never been that flexible.


  Just then I heard a knock, a door opened, and Stacey looked in.


  “I’m leaving for work now, Libby,” she said. “It would be nice if you could do a little something to help around here before you go to the pool with Emma.”


  Libby!?! I was in Libby’s room? On Libby’s bed? How could that be? I looked around but didn’t see her. What was going on?


  “But Libby’s not …” I said.


  That’s all I got out both because of the shock of hearing a feminine voice– was that
Libby’s voice?– coming from my lips and because Stacey interrupted.


  “Maybe clean up your room, wash the dirty dishes you left in the sink, or do some laundry. Okay?”


  Then the nightmarish reality kicked in. Stacey thought I was Libby, a 5-4, 110-pound girl. How could that be? I was a 37-year-old man! I was 6-1 and weighed 180 pounds!


  But I was in Libby’s room. I seemed to have Libby’s voice! OMG!


  “I’m not Libby!” I screamed, pressing my hands to my cheeks. “I’m Robert! Something’s happened. Oh, Stacey, you have to believe me.”


  To say she didn’t would be a gross understatement.


  She put her hands on her hips, shook her head, and said, “Well, that’s a new one. I swear, Libby, you’re even more of a brat when you’re on your period.”


  Oh, no! Libby’s room, Libby’s voice, and Libby’s period! And my girlfriend– my sweet, affectionate girlfriend with whom I’d been making love just a few hours before– was treating me like … like … I was her daughter!


  Before I could reply, she slammed the door behind her.


  I should have followed her. I should have grabbed her by the shoulders and shook her to make her see the truth, to make her understand that I was not Libby.


  But my legs collapsed under me. Only they weren’t my legs. They were smooth and shapely. They were a girl’s legs. OMG! They couldn’t be. I couldn’t be. And my feet … my toes … the nails were painted the same shade of blue as … those on my fingers?


  Oh, Christ! How could this be happening. A long strand of brown hair fell into my eyes, as I pulled myself back onto the bed. As I brushed it back, I felt unfamiliar weight bouncing on my chest. Oh, gawd, I had breasts too … Libby’s breasts? No, that couldn’t be. This had to be a nightmare!


  Just then I heard someone singing, “I’m a Barbie girl in the Barbie world …” Huh?


  I looked toward the sound of the noise and saw a phone in a glittery pink case lying on the bed. Oh, crap! Libby’s phone, Libby’s ring tone! If this was a nightmare, it was the most realistic I’d ever experienced. And I wasn’t about to make it even more so by answering the call. Eventually, it went to voicemail.


  I eyed the phone and started to pick it up to check for a message. But, no, I couldn’t, not yet. Instead, I took inventory of this body I now inhabited. Pink panties pressed against a flat crotch.


  Oh, Christ, I didn’t need to see that! And I especially didn’t need to feel it!


  Bare, slender arms. Lots of hair. Too much hair! A white tee shirt with “nap queen” and eyelashes on the front …


  Oh, no! That was the shirt Libby had been wearing when I said goodbye to her. Now it was on me, covering my chest, my breasts! No, dammit, those were not my breasts.


  They were Libby’s and I refused to believe any of this.


  Then the phone beeped to notify me of a text.


  With shaky, little feminine hands, I picked up the pink phone, pushed hair back out of my eyes again, and clicked on the text.


  “I don’t blame u for not answering ur phone Libby. This has gotta be a big surprise huh? But u said u would if we could. So we did. Have a fun week. B nice 2 ur mother. Don’t get 2 emotional! Talk to Emma.”


  A cold chill ran down my back as I realized …


  Those were my own words from yesterday being thrown back at me. And when Libby said, “Sooner than you think” …


  “Oh, Hell, no,” I said aloud in my new girly voice, cringing at the sound of every word.


  I wasn’t about to look in the mirror. That would be the final confirmation that she was now in my body, driving my car to my house, and I was Libby, sitting on her bed in her room about to experience life as a teenage girl.


  I plopped down chest first on the bed. Big mistake! If I was trying to avoid confirmation, that definitely was not the way to do it. I rolled onto my back. Dammit! That didn’t help either, as the foreign weight shifted with my movement. And then I was looking down at two prominent protrusions.


  I closed my eyes, willed myself to calm down, and, as I did so, simply as a matter of habitat, reached down between my legs to adjust the boys, only to find …


  Suddenly, I started crying.


  “Oh, that’s just great,” I sobbed, rolling back onto my stomach and letting the tears flow as I contemplated the reality that I had struggled so hard to deny: I was no longer a man. I had long hair, breasts, a flat crotch, and I was wearing pink panties!


   I was a girl. I was my girlfriend’s daughter. And if this wasn’t a nightmare, I was Libby.


  No, no, I won’t accept that, I told myself. Maybe I was drugged. Maybe I’m hallucinating …


  *     *     *     *     *


  I’m not sure how long I lay there. Maybe I cried myself to sleep. Maybe I didn’t. But I do know the sudden chiming of the doorbell sent a jolt of fear through my new body.


  Oh, no! No way, no how was I going to answer that door. Stacey seeing me this way was bad enough. I wasn’t about to let anyone else. I’d just lie here until whoever it was went away. Hell, the way I was feeling right now, I’d just lie here for the rest of the week!


  But then I heard the door open … and footsteps! Oh, crap!


  Following a quick knock, my bedroom door opened, and a tall blonde looked in. I’d seen her around lots of times. It was Emma, Libby’s best friend who lived down the street.


  “Hey, Lib, what’s …”


  Then she spied my tear-stained face.


  “Oh, sweetie, what’s wrong?” she asked rushing to my side. “It’s your period, isn’t it? It’s really bad this time. Have you taken anything for it? Can I get you something?”


  As I rose up on one elbow, anger replaced fear and I screamed for the second time that morning, “I am not Libby!”


  For good measure I added, “I am not having her period! This is not happening!”


  Suddenly, Emma’s blue eyes grew wide and she screamed too as she jumped up from the bed.


  “O… M … G! Libby did it,” she cried, as she pressed her hands against her head. “She really did it! She really did it!”


  I scrambled to my feet and then Emma, mouth open, looked down at me for what seemed an eternity. She was at least four inches taller than me now. Before this Looney-Tunes morning, she’d been considerably shorter. It was becoming more and more difficult to deny what my lying eyes told me.


  “Mr. Carlson … Mr. C … is that, is that really you?” Emma asked in a soft voice. “Oh, I’m so sorry. I didn’t think she’d do it. I really didn’t.”


  My relief was so great that I pulled her to me and hugged her tightly without giving my any conscious thought to my actions.


  “Oh, you believe me, Emma. Thank you. Thank you. Thank you!” I said as I pressed my head against the taller girl’s chest.


  Suddenly, though, an obvious question came to mind.


  Stepping back, I wiped my nose on the back of my hand and asked, “Why do you believe me? Stacey didn’t. I wouldn’t. Stuff like this can’t happen. Magic isn’t real.”


  But, as it turns out, it is real and the reason Emma believed me is that she saw Libby use it a few weeks before, guided by a book of spells that she found at a Goodwill store.


  “She turned me into her and herself into me, and we pretended to be each other for a day,” the blonde explained as she sat back down on the canary yellow sheets and floral comforter. “She said she wanted to do a test run and she also wanted me to see that it was possible.”


  As I joined her and pulled my sleep shirt down over my panties, I replied, “Test run for what?”


  But before she could answer, I knew. And I knew why Libby had been so determined to become a good driver as quickly as possible.


  “You don’t have to tell me,” I said. “I know. She wanted to escape from her mother for a week or so because they have been fighting so much. And trading places with me so she could drive down to my lake house was the perfect way to do it.”


  Emma nodded and patted my smaller hand.


  “I’m sorry she did this to you,” she said. “She told me that she wouldn’t do it unless you agreed. You didn’t agree, did you?”


  I pushed that damn hair out of my eyes again and thought about it. Then I smiled.


  “Oh, yeah, I did,” I said. “Only I didn’t realize it at the time. Knowing that I didn’t believe magic was real, she asked if I’d swap with her if she asked me to, so she could have some time away from her mother. And I said I would.”


  Emma giggled.


  “Oh, I’m sorry,” she said.


  “No, worries,” I replied in my Libby voice. “It is funny. That girl is diabolical.”


  Noticing that our bare legs had been touching, I pulled away, perhaps a bit more abruptly than I intended to.


  Emma giggled again.


  “Oh, that’s okay,” she said. “You’re not a man anymore, remember?”


  “So, now what?” I asked, as I crossed my arms under my new breasts. “I know Libby pretty well and I know what she likes and doesn’t like. And I can probably talk like her pretty well if I concentrate.


  “But I don’t know how to be a girl, you know?”


  Emma smiled and said, “Obvs you don’t. But Libby asked me to help you and I promised that I would.”


  So, in her text, that was why Libby said I should talk to Emma.


  “Is that okay with you?” she continued.


  “Totes,” I replied and giggled.


  Egad. My first girly giggle. But I did kinda like the sound of it, even though I am a man on the inside. Totes a man, I mean. And nothing was going to change that.


  “Did I use that the right way?” I asked.


  Emma giggled right back and said, “Totes.”


  After pausing for a moment, she added, “There’s one more thing. Libby said you shouldn’t try calling her. She also said that she really, really likes you and feels badly about doing this to you. But she needed this and hopes you will understand.


  “She also told me that she will return by Saturday so she can attend her cousin’s wedding as herself.”


  Then Emma laughed and added, “You know how she loves to dress up in pretty clothes.


  “Thank goodness for small favors, since I don’t,” I said.


  “Being her during the summer should be pretty easy,” Emma continued. “We sleep in. Go to the pool. Maybe get one of our mothers to take us shopping. You should be able to handle it.”


  The pool? Oh, yeah, I remembered, Libby liked to spend lots of time at the pool, which was just a few blocks away. And when she went to the pool she wore …


  A bikini! The girl seemed to have a different one for every day of the week.


  Suddenly, panic and depression came back with a vengeance. I shook my head violently, sending brunette hair swirling.


  “No, I can’t do it,” I said. “Going to the pool means wearing a bikini. And I can’t do that. I won’t do that. I’m a man.”


  Emma smiled and said. “I understand, Mr. C, I really do. You’re a man. But, right now, you don’t look like a man. And if you wear what a man wears to the pool …”


  At that visual, I burst out laughing. Despite this totally humiliating situation, I couldn’t help myself. Then Emma started laughing too and hugged me. Instinctively, I hugged back.


  “Okay, I’ll wear a bikini … I guess,” I said. “But I’m not going to the pool today, okay? All this is just too much right now and I need time to …”


  “And you’re having your period,” Emma interrupted. “So maybe you need some time to get used to that too.”


  Having my period?


  “Oh, gawd,” I said. “Thanks for reminding me.”


  “Don’t worry,” Emma said brightly. “I’ll help you with that too.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  I was married for five years and had several live-in girlfriends since, but I never learned as much about feminine hygiene as I did in 15 minutes with my new bestie, Emma. I guess you pay more attention when it’s your own feminine hygiene. Cleansing wipes. Sponges. Pads for heavier flow. Pantyliner for lighter flow. Yech!


  And tampons? A tube that goes up inside your body?!!! Especially yech!


  So now I was wearing a pad in my clean panties, since Emma said my flow seemed to be moderate. I kept my eyes closed as much as possible as she talked me through cleaning myself and placing it properly. She laughed at my discomfort.


  “Yeah, real funny,” I said as I pulled up the bikini underwear over my hips.


  “Sorry,” she said, but she was only pretending. I could tell! She could barely contain a smirk. Some best friend!


  But at least she said a pad would be enough since I was just going to stay around the house today to adjust to my new life as my girlfriend’s teenage daughter. But Emma insisted that I would have to insert a Tampon into my– no, Libby’s– girly parts tomorrow before we went to the pool.


  “I won’t do it, and I’m not going,” I told her, going back on my original agreement to put on a bikini.


  What had I been thinking?


   “I’m not going anywhere outside this house until I’m my old self again.”


  Emma smiled and replied,  “Yeah, well, we’ll see. You’re just feeling really fragile and maybe a little emotional right now, girlfriend, with your period and all. And I guess being a man in a girl’s body doesn’t help either.”


  “You think?” I asked, putting my hands on my hips. “And don’t tell me I’m being overly emotional! I’m being just the right amount of emotional!”


  Then, God help me, I started crying.


  Emma sat me down on the bed and put her arm around my shoulders.


  “There, there, sweetie,” she said, as she handed me a couple of white pills and a glass of water. “This will help with some of the discomfort that you’re feeling from your period.”


  It did too, eventually … after Emma had left for the pool and I had to decide what I was going to do for the rest of the day. For sure, one thing I was not going to do was look at myself in a mirror. No way. No how.


  Yeah, I knew I should just accept the fact that I was in Libby’s body now and get on with being a teenage girl for a week or so. But as long as I didn’t see myself, as long as the full extent of the undeniable reality wasn’t presented to me in a reflection …


  Yeah, I might have long hair now. I might have smooth legs. I might have turquoise braces and blue fingernails. I might have breasts and a vagina– an angry one at that!– but that didn’t mean I was Libby. I wasn’t Libby unless I looked in a mirror and saw her looking back at me– and maybe not even then! But I didn’t want to risk it. Call me irrational if you want. I won’t deny it.


  Dammit, I was going to avoid confronting that vision as long as possible.


  Emma had laughed when I asked her to cover the mirrors in Libby’s bedroom and the bathroom before she left, but she obliged.


  “Whatever you say, Libby,” she smiled, as she emphasized the name. “Girls love to look at themselves in the mirror, though.”


  “I’m not a girl!” I snapped. “I’m a man!”


  “Only on the inside,” she said. “Only on the inside. On the outside, you look really cute in that outfit we picked out for you. And for the whole rest of the world, including your mother, you are a girl named Libby.”


  We
picked out the outfit?


  Yeah, right. Emma had picked it out. She was a force of nature that would not be denied. My choice would have been the baggiest sweats I could find.


  Instead, I was wearing snug denim shorts and a black and white floral cropped top with a gathered neckline and short puffy sleeves. It had ruffled trim around the bottom and my belly button showed! But at least it wasn’t skin tight.


  “Since you refuse to wear a bra, this is a good option,” she said as she pulled it down over my head. “This is loose enough that your nipples aren’t as likely to show.”


  Oh, God! I had nipples too!


  “But you’re gonna wish you had put on a bra if you’re very active today. Your girls are big enough that they need some support,” Emma cautioned. “Don’t say I didn’t warn you.”


  “Duly noted,” I said, as she pinned up my hair in back, while leaving a few strands hanging down on both sides.


  “You missed some,” I pointed out.


  “No, I didn’t,” she replied. “Your hair looks cute that way.”


  “Yeah, cute. That’s the look I’m going for,” I replied.


  Emma pulled me close and gave me a big hug.


  “Good luck today and for the rest of the week,” she said. “And if you need anything, just call or text. Okay?”


  “Okay,” I said, as my head pressed against her chest. “Thanks, Emma. You’re a good friend– to both Libby and me.”


  As she departed Libby’s bedroom, she looked back at me, smiled, and said, “And you are going to the pool with me tomorrow. Girls just want to have fun, you know.”


  Despite my predicament, I couldn’t help but chuckle at that. How in the Hell did a 15-year-old girl in 2021 know the lyrics to a Cyndi Lauper song from the 1980s? Then I laughed as I remembered who I would see if I ever got the balls to look in a mirror– Material Girl.


  “It’s time to man up,” I said suddenly, as I stepped across the room to pull the sheet off the full-length mirror on the back of the door. “Material Girls just want to have fun too.”


  And there she was … Libby the Material Girl, wearing clothes just like the ones Emma had put on me. I stared with wide eyes, open mouth, and hands pressed against my cheeks and head.


  Libby’s actions mimicked mine.


  “Aaaahhhhhhh!” I screamed.


  Oh my God! I thought. How is this possible?
That’s Libby, not me, and yet …


   Taking a deep breath and regaining my composure, I moved one hand to the  bottom of my crop top and watched as she seemed about to expose …


  Oh, no you perv! I  silently admonished myself and dropped my hand. Material Girl did the same.


  I stretched my mouth wide and ran my tongue over my teeth, feeling a metallic roughness there, as Libby’s moved across turquoise braces.


  But manning up without the anatomy to sustain it is difficult to do.


  “That is so not me,” I said, suddenly starting to cry. “I am not Libby. I am Robert!


  I might look like that now. But that’s only superficial, I thought, fighting to regain control. My appearance does not define me.


  I walked away from the mirror to get a tissue. As I walked back, blowing my nose, Libby was doing the same.


  “Appearances can be deceiving,” I said, as I put a hand on one hip, cocked the other to the side, and watched the girl in the mirror match the movement. “And sometimes, even reflections can lie.


  “But Libby, Emma, and I know the truth.”


  Maybe I could convince Stacey who I really am if told her enough intimate details of our love life, I thought to myself. Then again, she might die of mortification before I convinced her, thinking Libby had been spying on us.


  I smiled, recalling some of our more adventurous sex-capades, when we were confident Libby was asleep.


  And if I do convince her, that would almost certainly make their relationship even worse, I realized. Libby shouldn’t have done this. But she’s a child, and she was desperate. And what’s done is done, until she undoes it. So …


  “I might as well make the best of it,” I said to Libby, whose lips matched my words as I spoke.


  And the best way to do that, I decided, was to spend this time improving their mother-daughter relationship. Then, when all this madness was over, all three of us would benefit.


  “I just hope Libby isn’t doing anything crazy in my body, like getting drunk in a bar,” I said to the false reflection of who I really was. “Or giving my right hand carpal tunnel syndrome!”


  With that sick image in my head, I should have bellowed with laughter. That’s what Robert would have done. Instead, I giggled.


  Just practicing for my role as Libby, I told myself, as I blew a kiss at the girl in the mirror.


  Spying Libby’s phone on the bed, I suddenly was tempted to grab it, return to the mirror, and, you know … When in Rome … Or when you’re a man who suddenly finds himself in a teenage girl’s body, with a cute outfit on, in front of a mirror … take a selfie!


  “Oh, God, no, Robert!” I yelled. “Get control of yourself, man.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  Emma was right. I should have worn a bra. A few moments of bouncing boobs as I picked up Libby’s clothes and shoes in the living room and carried them to her bedroom convinced me of that. BTW, the girl was a slob! Of course, I’d noticed it when I was Robert, but thought it was kind of cute, you know … like it’s what a teenage girl does in TV sitcoms and then her mother yells at her for being a slob.


  Clothes were all over the floor in her bedroom too. I suppose some of them were clean, but I just assumed that all were dirty and added them to the laundry to do later. Shoes were all over too. My, Lord, how could one girl have so many shoes– and boots? Some of them, I noted, I had bought for Libby, at her request, for birthdays and Christmas.


  Something made me want to stop cleaning, sit down on the bed, and try them on, especially the black pumps that Libby wore last Halloween with her adorable– and just a little sexy– Little Red Riding Hood costume.


  “Ohhh, you can wear that now too,” a little voice inside my head said.


  Holy crap! I thought, where did that come from? Forget that! I’m a man, a man trapped in a girl’s body for a few days. Wearing Libby’s clothes and pretending to be her to improve her relationship with Stacey is necessary, but it is not fun!


  “But it could be,” the little voice said. “Remember? Remember how Libby was so proud of how well she would walk in heels? You thought that was kinda weird then. But  now …”


  “Enough!” I screamed in my Libby voice. “I have work to do.”


  First, though, I needed to do something about those bouncing boobs. That meant finding a bra in one of the drawers of the white dresser that matched the bed frame and nightstand in the girly bedroom, accented in pinks and pastels.


  OMG, the girl had more panties and bras than shoes! And bikinis! The realization that Emma was going to insist I put one of those on and accompany her to the pool tomorrow made my heart race. It was out of fear, of course. I mean, a man in a bikini, what else could it be?


  Still, I found myself sorting through them, and remembering how cute Libby had looked in them, especially one patterned as an American flag. I made a mental note: If Emma absolutely forced me to go tomorrow, that’s the one I’d wear. I mean, she was bigger than me, and I’d probably have to, even though I didn’t want to.


  Ewww! I thought. I can’t believe my male mind is betraying me this way! I’ve got to be stronger! Now, time to put on a bra.


  I’m a 34B, if you must know– at least while I’m a man inside a girl’s body. I discovered that when I pulled out a plain white bra from a drawer in Libby’s dresser.


  “Well, here we go,” I said, as I headed back to the mirror. I mean, in front of a mirror is where you’re supposed to put one on, right? I’d seen that in movies. And I’d seen that just the day before, when I had been Robert, lying on Stacey’s bed and watching her get dressed.


  I was really good at taking them off, too, and Stacey wasn’t the only one who praised my skills. So … putting one on should be a snap, right?


  Tee-hee.


  Oh, my God! I panicked. Did I just “Tee-hee” in my head? That is such a girl thing.


  That fear quickly was replaced by another as I realized I would have to take off this crop top to put on the bra. For the most part, I had kept my eyes closed as Emma dressed me. But I was alone this time and would need to see what I was doing.


  And that meant seeing Libby’s bare breasts.


  As it turned out, they were cute and exceptionally pert bare breasts. And, no, don’t call me a dirty, old man for thinking that. There was nothing sexual about my appreciation of them.


  Hello? I have nothing between my legs to show my appreciation with!


  I’m just saying that, esthetically, they were exceptional specimens of female adolescent mammary glands … Oh, all right, my hands did seem to have a mind of their own and wanted to … you know. But I didn’t let them.


  “Okay, Libby– I mean, Robert– stop procrastinating and get on with business,” I said.


  Yikes! Did I just refer to myself as Libby?


  Oh, stop worrying, I told myself. Misspeaking like that is not a warning I’m losing my identity. I’m a man, all man. Still.


   It was just that I was looking in the mirror and saw Libby there, you know? That’s not me. It’s Libby, the Material Girl.


  So … I accessed my memory banks and proceeded to put the bra on Libby’s breasts in the same way I had watched Stacey and other girlfriends put them on. I put my arms through the straps, made certain the cups were properly positioned, and then reached around behind me to snap the band closed. As I struggled to make the connection, I noticed the girl in the mirror biting her lower lip as she concentrated on the task at hand. 


  Cute, I thought, as I felt myself doing the same thing.


  I put the crop top back on.


  Ah, yes, that’s much better. Support for the girls. I told myself, watching Libby smiling back at me in the mirror.


  Even as I did so, though, the total complete foreignness of this body almost overwhelmed me and Libby frowned. Maybe it was because putting on a bra really brought home to me that– no matter how I felt on the inside– on the outside I was a girl.


  The bra reminded me of soft panties pressed against my flat crotch and they reminded me of my plump, little butt and smooth bare legs. I was so much smaller too, and, despite the new weight on my chest, my center of gravity was lower, forcing me to …  well … walk like a girl.


  But I’m still a man … still a man … I told myself, as I headed out to do laundry and dishes. A man in a girl’s body who’s making the best of it until he can be himself again.


  Hours later, I changed my pantyliner– thank goodness the flow was even less– and then collapsed onto my bed. After I had finished the laundry and dishes, I’d even done a little vacuuming.


  Stacey is going to be so pleased with Libby, I told myself as I quickly drifted into oblivion, both from stress and exhaustion, no longer bothered by the breasts on my chest, a plump butt, or short stature.


  Suddenly, a scream awakened me. No, wait, that was more of a squeal. Whatever it was, it started my heart pounding and I raised up, not certain at first where I was or– if you can believe it– who I was. Then I was reminded, when the bedroom door opened and …


  “Oh, Libby, I’m sooo happy,” Stacey gushed, as she rushed to the bed and enveloped me in a fierce hug. “I saw what you did, sweetie, the laundry and the dishes, and you even vacuumed!”


  As she pressed my head into her chest, I heard her gasp.


  “Oh, my God! You even cleaned your room!” she laughed in delight.


  Fully awake now and aware of my ludicrous predicament, I realized that I had to tread carefully. I mean, my girlfriend of almost three years was nearly squeezing the life out of me, thinking I was her daughter. And, for all intents and purposes, I was her daughter for the rest of the week.


  Now, as Libby, I was about to have my first interaction with her. This morning, when I had yelled and she had yelled back, there wasn’t a whole lot of communicating going on.


  Pushing away a little, I smiled sweetly and said, “I guess you like it, huh?”


  “Oh, Lib, you don’t know how much,” she replied. “Putting in the hours I do at the office and then coming home to more work …It was really wearing on me, sweetie, especially during this last year, when we’ve been fighting so often.”


  “I’m sorry, Mom,” I said, hugging her. “I should have been more considerate.”


  Stacey smiled, stood, and pulled me up with her. Yikes! She now was a couple of inches taller than me! Before I had been six inches taller than her.


   “Yeah, you should, young lady,” she said. “But I should have been with my mother as well when I was your age. And I was your age one time, whether you believe it or not.”


  I giggled and said, “Well, I don’t know about that …”


  Stacey– Mom– playfully slapped me on the arm and said, “Now, cut that out. My point is that I know it’s really tough to be a teenage girl. Of course, it’s lots of fun too. But girls have to cope with so much as they grow into puberty.


  “And I’m not just talking about periods and hormone surges either,” she continued. “There’s also peer pressure and issues with self-esteem and … but my point is I should have been more considerate of what you’ve been going through, and, from now on, I’m going to try my best to do that. Okay?”


  “Okay!” I said as we embraced again.


  “But I am puzzled about something,” Mom added.


  Uh, oh, I thought. You reeeelly gotta tread carefully here.


  “I’m the adult. You’re the child,” she said. “You were just acting like millions of other teenage girls do. I was the one who should have taken the lead on improving our relationship.


  “And then, this morning, when you screamed that you were Robert … I mean, I was seriously thinking of getting professional help for you.”


  I giggled, and said, “Well, I’m not Robert, as you can see.


  “Maybe I was just having a nightmare or something. But whatever it was made me realize that I wasn’t being the person I should be. As my mother, you deserved better, hormones or not.


  “So …” I added, spreading my arms wide, “how do you like the new me?”


  “I love her!” Mom replied, hugging me once again.


  *     *     *     *     *


  I showered before going to bed. I didn’t want to. I didn’t want to see Libby’s body nak … er, with no clothes on. But after a day of housework, I realized that girls’ bodies get body odor too. Of course, when I was a teenage boy, I didn’t think so.


  I accepted the necessity with great trep … trepida …Oh, I can’t think of the word! I was really worried about it. I mean, I’m like, still very much a man inside and Libby’s just a girl and …


  I behaved myself, I’m proud to say. Yeah, rubbing a shower puff up and down this soft, smooth body felt good, ya know? But nothing happened–- except I smelled a lot better and felt more relaxed. Well … I might have given my– I mean, Libby’s– breasts a squeeze or two, just to see what they felt like. Still, that’s all that happened. Promise!


  And, after all, it wasn’t like I was doing it to the real Libby’s breasts. I mean, yeah, this is her body, but it’s not her, ya know? She’s in my body and … I’ll just bet that she has been exploring too, or, if she hasn’t, she certainly will first thing in the morning. Mr. Happy will insist on it!  Tee-hee.


  I maybe shouldn’t have massaged my boobies and tweaked the nipples just a little bit, though, because, well…then I wanted to do it more, especially after I slipped on a black nightie, matching panties with a liner because I was still leaking a bit–yewww!– and climbed into bed. Ooooh! The silky material felt sooo good against my skin!


  So … well, yeah, I did a little more exploring– keeping it all above the waist, of course– as I lay there, feeling happy, relaxed, and tired until I fell asleep and dreamed …


  Ahhh, the sun feels nice and warm on my face and bare skin as I lie on the beach near my lake home, propped up on my elbows. I can smell water and sun tan lotion. Out from shore, I can see Stacey swimming. It is a nice, relaxing summer weekend in the country.


  But where is Libby? She should be here too. She always comes with Stacey.


  Then I see someone out beyond her, swimming toward shore. It’s a man, I can tell that now, as he strokes by her. Glare prevents me from seeing his face until he exits the water and starts walking toward me.


  Then I see … it’s me!


  OMG, then that must mean …


  “The water’s great, Libby,” he says.


  Before I can say, “No, there’s been a mistake. I’m not Libby. You are,” an aggressive horsefly, attracted by the wet warmth of his body, turns its attention to me and buzzes around my face.


  Suddenly panicked, I jump up, and, with arms raised and hands flailing, run screaming into the water.


  “Oh, Libby, you are such a girl,” he laughs.


  Yikes! And just like that I was awake again, or at least half-way so, gasping for breath as if I really had been running away from a horsefly. Realizing where my hands were, I quickly moved them away. No more of that!


  Calming down, I replayed the dream in my mind, not because I wanted to be scared again but, well– if you must know– I realized that it felt so good lying there in the sun in Libby’s body, wearing a bikini.


  Yeah, that’s right. A bikini. That’s not a very manly thing to think, I know. And I am all man on the inside.             


  But still, that dream made me look forward to putting on a bikini tomorrow and going with Emma to the pool. I mean, I want to get out of the house, and I can’t very well go topless like Libby in my body could.


  Also, I want to wear that red, white, and blue bikini that I– Libby– wore in the dream. I liked that one even before Libby swapped us. And no, it isn’t because I’m some sort of trans … trans … Oh, I can’t remember the word! Some sort of cross-dresser! Maybe it’s  because I was a veteran and it’s patriotic, ya know?


  It’s cute too! The bottom has red and white stripes with red ties on the sides and the top is blue with white stars and ties behind the neck.


  But I keep it and other clothes down at Robert’s house for our weekends there.


  What? No, wait, Libby keeps the bikini and other clothes down at my house for weekends there. Lying here in Libby’s room and wearing her nightie, is really confusing, ya know? And I’m not, like, fully awake. But I am still all man.


  And when I’m totally awake in the morning, painting my fingernails pink as I wait for Emma to help me pick out a bikini to wear to the pool, I will feel even more so. You can count on it.


  *     *     *     *     *


  Yeah, going to the pool in a bikini was fun– most of the time. I can’t tell you why exactly. It just felt like the right thing to do in this body.


  Emma said that it was fate that I painted my nails pink because I had the perfect bikini to complement them. Huh? As a man, I had no clue what she was talking about.


  She said it was aqua. Is that a color?


  But you know what? She was right! The suit looked sooo adorable on me. Er, I mean on Libby’s body with me inside it. It had a flirty skirt bottom– I didn’t need a Tampon either! Yay!– and a top with a sweet bow between the cups.


  Also, Emma gave me a side pony and then added a pink headband. I don’t know why she did both. But she was my Sherpa for this adventure into girlhood, and I wasn’t going to argue. Not to mention that I reeeelly liked the look. Tee-hee.


  I liked it so much that I asked Emma to take photos of me with my phone and send them to Libby in my body.


  “Maybe this will make her wish she was here with you, getting ready to go to the pool, instead of down there in my body,” I said.


  “You got it, girl,” she laughed.


  And, ya know what? It was kinda fun striking poses and being silly with my bestie.


  At the pool, we mostly just lay back in lounge chairs and talked with their other girl friends. Well, I didn’t do much talking. I mostly just closed my eyes, listened, and enjoyed being outside in the sunshine. During this time of day at home, I would have been behind a computer.


  I was afraid that I’d feel naked in a bikini, and I guess I did a little at first, especially when we walked to the pool. But around the other girls, I felt totes relaxed.


  Totes? Again? I guess I must have picked that up from hearing Emma say it a couple of times, or maybe the real Libby. Probably it was a good idea for me to use words like that when I talked too, since I didn’t want it to be obvs that I was a man.


  “Hey, Libs, you look lit in that bikini, babes!”


  Huh? OMG! I opened my eyes to see a brown-haired boy standing beside me. Tall and bare-chested, he looked down with a huge smile on his face.


  Suddenly, I did feel naked, so naked that I was afraid that everyone would realize who I really was. This was the first time I had been around a guy since Libby had put me in her body more than a day ago, and I had to fight back panic.


  “Uh, thanks,” I said, as I forced a smile.


  God, it now seemed sooo weird hearing Libby’s voice when I spoke, and soooo weird lying there in public with only tiny bits of fabric covering my boobs and girly parts and sooo much bare skin exposed.


  I didn’t feel just naked. I felt naughty! Naughty in a boy-girl kinda way, ya know? But that couldn’t be! I was a man.


  Still, I couldn’t deny the pleasant  tingle I felt in Libby’s tummy as I looked up into the boy’s blue eyes. I couldn’t deny that my nipples hardened too. Ewwww!


  The man in me didn’t want to, but I smiled.


  “See ya around,” he said and left.


  “O. M. G! Libs! Luke is going to be a senior and the starting quarterback. And he just hit on you!” one of the girls said.


  From that point, conversational chaos erupted and I was forced to participate for what seemed an eternity. I guess I did okay, too, since no one yelled, “You’re a man!” and ran away screaming.


  On the way home, though, Emma did tease me about my first flirtation as a teen girl.


  “So, how was it?” she asked.


  “How was what?” I replied, pretending to not know what she was talking about.


  She giggled and said, “You’re first time as a girl talking to a guy, of course. Did you … you know …  feel anything?”             


  “Yeah, I felt humiliated and embarrassed, kinda like now,” I said. “I’m a man, you know.”


  “Oh, girl, you are so not a man,” she giggled. “Look, you might as well enjoy the ride until Libs turns you back. I mean, it’s not like you have any control over this. And being a girl is fun!”


  *     *     *     *     *


  Well, it wasn’t so much fun Tuesday afternoon, when Mom got home.


  She had asked me to take chicken out of the freezer to thaw for dinner, as well as get the clean stuff out the dishwasher and put in the dirty, which was sitting in the sink. And I had forgotten.


  It wasn’t like I did it on purpose, though. I really was trying to improve Libby’s relationship with her mother. It was just that my mind was on other things, ya know? I mean, it happens. Right? Especially when you’re a man in a girl’s body and just trying to get through the day. I mean, just taking off a bikini and jumping in the shower can be, well … distracting. And then there’s the hair!


  Also, I was doing something important when she got home, sending selfies from the pool to the real Libby, still hoping to make her feel bad about all the fun she was missing.


  Increasingly I was worried about how Libby was faring in my body. Being an adult male in an adolescent female body is one thing. At least I have life experience to help me cope. But being an adolescent girl in an adult male body is quite another. She did not have that experience.


  As an adult now, was she going to bars? Was she drinking too much without realizing how it would affect her? Was she getting into fights, although not intending to? Had she been arrested for DUI? And what about my softball league? She had been to a couple of games to see me play. Oh, God, I hoped that she didn’t remember about that and try to be one of the guys! Ewww! She would throw like a girl!


  And what was she doing in response when she woke up daily with “morning wood?” Oh, gawd, please, erase that mental image from my mind!


  Of course, I couldn’t tell Stacey any of that.


  I guess that it was too late to thaw anything for dinner. But she coulda reminded me nice about the dishwasher and I woulda emptied it.


  But, oh, no, not her! Mom can be sooo mean sometimes!


  “Libby, I swear, I ask you to do two little things after you get back from the pool and you can’t do either one!” she ranted, as she stood at my bedroom door with her hands on her hips, wearing one of her attorney power suits. “And after yesterday, I really thought things were going to improve.”


  “They would if you’d be a little more understanding!” I snapped back. “Why do you have to be such a bitch, Mother?”


  OMG! I thought. Did I say that? Did I just call my girlfriend a bitch? And why am I getting so emotional and so angry so quickly?


  “You little brat!” she screamed. “You can just find your own dinner and you can just let dirty dishes pile up in the sink. I don’t give a rat’s ass!”


  Then she slammed the bedroom door. I put down my phone and started to cry. I didn’t mean to. Even more, I didn’t want to. But tears rolled like a flood and sobs wracked this girl body I was trapped in. My mind might still be very much a man’s, I realized. But right now, it wasn’t in charge.


  I kinda could better understand Libby’s point of view about her relationship with her mother too, ya know? I mean, it wasn’t like I forgot on purpose! It’s just that I’m not perfect and it seems like Mom expects me to be!


  Doing those things just … like … slipped my mind, I told myself, as I blew my nose for a third time. And Mother is being so unfair!


  Suddenly the bedroom door opened.


  Stacey– Mom– looked like she had been crying too.


  “Oh, Lib, I’m so sorry,” she said. “You took a big step toward making things better yesterday, but I shouldn’t expect you to be perfect. I should have been a little more understanding today.


  “Can I get a hug?” she asked as she stepped into the room.


  “Oh, Mommy, I’m so sorry too!” I bellowed, as I rushed to her. “I didn’t mean to forget. I really didn’t!”


  Mommy!?! I thought. What the Hell? Where in the world did that come from?


  But I didn’t dwell on that disturbing development in my masquerade as Libby. Mommy’s– Mom’s!– fierce hug started the endorphins flowing, my mind went blank, and I instantly felt better, even though I started crying again.


  “Oh, Mom, I’m sorry! I’m getting your suit all wet!” I said between sniffles, when I finally pulled away a bit to regain my breath.


  “Don’t worry about it, sweetie,” she said, as she stroked my hair. “This is more important.”


  After we embraced some more and I finally regained my composure, she took my bare arms in her hands and looked down into my eyes.


  “How about I order a pizza and you empty the dishwasher? Okay?” she said.


  “You betcha, Mom,” I grinned, happy in a way that, as a man, I couldn’t totally understand or accurately describe.


  The goodwill between us continued the next afternoon too when she got home from work. Having just showered, I was lying on my bed reading texts, with my wet hair wrapped in a towel and wearing just a bra and panties.


  Hey, I’m still all man on the inside. But I had come a long way in acceptance of my role as Libby, my girlfriend’s teenage daughter. For awhile there, I was afraid of– well, if you must know–  experiencing phantom erections if I exposed too much of this girly body to the guy inside it.


  And eewwww!!!! I so much did not want to be a dirty old man.


  Thankfully, I’m not. Of course, I can’t say that looking at myself in a mirror and seeing a girl is natural for me, but it no longer seems so foreign– or in the least bit arousing– either. In fact, once in awhile, when my male mind is taking a nap or something, I kinda like it in a “hey, I look cute in that!” kinda way.


  Anyways … Mom was just home from work.


  “Hey, Lib,” she said as she looked in my room. “Have a good day?”


  “Yes, Mom, thanks,” I smiled. “I emptied all the wastebaskets into the trash can for pickup tomorrow.”


  “And I didn’t even ask,” she beamed. “You are so sweet.”


  Then she paused and I looked up to see why. Clearly she wanted to ask me to do something. As her boyfriend for nearly three years, I knew that look.


  I giggled and said, “Okay, Mom, out with it.”


  “How would my Material Girl like a new dress?” she asked.


  Well, as a man on the inside, I certainly didn’t want one. But because I was pretending to be Libby, I knew that the proper response was “Oh, Mom, I’d love it.”


  When she smiled, but didn’t respond right away, I knew there was a catch.


  “Okay, what do I have to do for it?” I asked.


  *     *     *     *     * 


  And that’s how I found myself having dinner Thursday with Mom, one of her clients, and his teenage son. Afterward, we were going to a Braves baseball game, with box seats behind home plate!


  I have been to dozens of baseball games over the years, but this was my first in a dress. And I hafta tell you, I felt even more exposed wearing that in public than I did in my bikinis. There was just something about feeling air rising up under that short skirt, and knowing that if I bent or sat in the wrong way, I’d be showing my panty-clad girly parts to the world.


  But the dress was cute. I loved it as soon as I saw it.  And Emma, who went shopping with us Wednesday night, said it was just what the real Libby would want too.


  Huh. I guess that I know Libby’s tastes better than I thought I did.


  So as we were being seated for dinner at this fancy Italian place with Chip and his father, I was wearing what Emma said called a skater dress in white floral print chiffon. It was fitted on top with a deep V neckline that teased but was not too revealing. Tee-hee. And it had a flared skirt that reached to about mid-thigh. Also, I wore a gold necklace with a little heart pendant, and, at Emma’s recommendation, sandal wedges with ankle straps.


  “You are a doll,” Emma had said as I posed earlier in my bedroom mirror.


  “I am, aren’t I?” I giggled, and handed her my phone to take photos for Robert.


  “And you are bad,” she laughed. “This is going to make him– her– sooo jealous.”


  “That’s the idea,” I said, as I gave a toss to the hair that I had decided to wear loose, with no ribbons, no bands, and no bows.


  I tossed it again as I sat down at the restaurant and thanked Chip for holding my chair for me.


  “You are such a gentleman,” I added, causing him to blush.


  He was a doll too. Or at least I suspected that’s what Libby would think. I mean, I’m a man and stuff inside this body so I don’t know about things like that.


  He probably was as tall as I was when I was a man and looked really buff in his open-collar blue shirt and khaki pants. He had wavy blond and green eyes, like his father. Mom said Chip was 17 and just had a painful breakup with a girlfriend. Also, Mr. Mitchell, her client, told her that he knew she had a daughter about the same age and hoped that maybe being around another pretty girl would help cheer him up, while the two adults talked business over dinner.


  Another pretty girl. Sigh. That’s so sweet! I mean, even though I’m a man on the inside, I can appreciate that, ya know?


  So, while they talked about corporate law stuff, Chip and I started with small talk about school and what we’re doing during the summer. But while I might now identify with Libby’s tastes in clothes and better understand her emotions, I hadn’t been a teen long enough to talk the talk, if you know what I mean. So, since we were going to a Braves game, I guided the conversation toward baseball. We talked about the pennant race, wild card berths, whether the designated hitter was a good idea for the National League and other, like, inside baseball stuff.


  And, boy, was he impressed!


  “Wow, a girl as pretty as you, and you know baseball!” he gushed.


  I blushed, and loved it.


  And Mom, who overheard our discussion while Mr. Mitchell was in the bathroom, was impressed as well.


  “Oh, my gosh, Libby, I didn’t know you knew so much about baseball!” she said. “How did that happen? You certainly didn’t get it from me.”


  “Robert, of course,” I giggled. “He’s a big fan, you know.”


  Although the new Robert might not be, I thought to myself with smirk. I just hope that he’s not coming across as too girly all of a sudden around my neighbors down there.


  But no point in worrying about that because I can’t do a thing about it. I’m the real Robert and I’m going to enjoy this game, even though I have to wear a dress to do it.


  A really cute dress!


  I enjoyed the game too, which the Braves won in a slug fest. I didn’t like waiting in the long line at the women’s bathroom. As someone who’s now experienced public urination as a member of both sexes, I can tell you that standing up to pee definitely has its advantages.


  Even better than the game, though, I liked that Chip held my hand as we walked from the parking garage to the stadium and then back again. It made me feel the same kind of fluttery, fizzy stuff in my tummy that I got when Luke talked to me that first day at the pool. Even though I’m all man inside, a pleasant feeling is a pleasant feeling, ya know?


  I was maybe halfway hoping that he’d kiss me goodnight, just to feel what it’s like too. Intellectual curiosity, ya know, nothing more. I mean, since I’ve worn bikinis and a dress now and peed in a public bathroom as a girl, why not see what a kiss is like?


  I think he might have too, if we’d had some privacy. I wouldn’t even have been too embarrassed if he wanted to do it anyway in front of Mom and his father. Sigh.


  He could have at least given me a little peck when he walked me back to Mom’s car at the Italian restaurant. But he didn’t even do that.


  OMG, maybe he doesn’t like me! I told myself, as I sat down, slid my bare legs together into the car, and put my purse in my lap. Maybe I wasn’t pretty enough! Maybe he didn’t like that I knew just as much about baseball as he did! Oh, and I burped after taking a big drink of Coke at the ball game. That was sooo embarrassing. That was it. It had to be!


  “What’s wrong, sweetie?” Mom asked as she pulled out of the restaurant parking lot. “Didn’t you have a good time with Chip? It looked like you were.”


  “Oh, no, Mom, I had a great time,” I said. “It’s just that …”


  “It’s just that he was good looking and he held your hand, but he didn’t kiss you goodnight,” she finished for me with a sympathetic smile. “I was a teenager once too, you know.”


  I felt my face grow red, as I nervously pushed hair behind my ear and then crossed my legs.


  “Well, why didn’t he?” I asked.


  “Why didn’t you?” she came right back. “Guys can be shy too, you know, even the handsome ones.”


  “You think he will call me?” I asked.


  “I wouldn’t be surprised,” she replied. Then she added, “And speaking of phone calls, Robert called me today.”


  Robert? I thought, confused for an instant by the mention of that name. OMG, that’s me! And I was upset about a boy not kissing me?  No, no, I wasn’t really. I was just playing the role, acting the way I thought Libby would for the benefit of her mother. Yeah, I looked and behaved like a girl,  but it was all an act, an act I was getting pretty good at, if I do say so myself. But I was still a man on the inside.


  “What’s up with him?” I asked, adjusting the seatbelt between my breasts.


  “He’s not coming up tomorrow and he won’t be going to the wedding with us either,” she said. “He got a last-minute, out-of-state assignment and he has to leave first thing in the morning.


  “But he said to tell you that he definitely will be here on Wednesday to take his favorite Material Girl to lunch and shopping on her 16th birthday.”


  When we got home, I sent Robert about a gazillion selfies that I had taken at the ball game with Chip. That would show him! Ooooo, that man made me so mad!


  *     *     *     *     *


  Libby wasn’t just going to miss the wedding. She was going to miss being a bridesmaid for her cousin. That  responsibility now was mine.


  Oh, just great! Additionally, that also meant I was going to be my girlfriend’s daughter for another six days. Although I still was very much a man on the inside, four days as Libby had started to take its toll and I feared that more and more of my female behavior was becoming natural, instead of an act.


  I really did like that dress Mom bought me. I really did want Chip to kiss me. Early on, too, I noticed a loss of language skills and teen slang was becoming almost natural for me. And if this was happening to me, an adult who had nearly four decades of experience as a man, what was the swap doing to Libby, who was just 15 years old, in my body?


  While Emma and I were at the pool on Friday, I received a text from him, telling me that he was at a casino for the weekend “to have some fun.”


  “C U soon, Libs. B nice 2 ur mom!” he added. “Thank U so much. I needed this time away.”


  “OMG, Emma! That man makes me so mad!” I said, as I showed her the text and told her about his phone call to Mom. “And I’m really sus about what he’s doing, ya know? I mean he has my credit cards and money. This is really FUBB.”


  Emma raised her sunglasses and giggled.


  “Wow, Libs, that’s really good. ‘Sus’ and ‘FUBB’? I’d never know that you’re a 40-year-old man in that body.”


  “Thirty-seven,” I replied and crossed my arms under my bikini-clad breasts.


  She giggled again and said, “Oh, chill out, bestie. You got this. It’s only for a few more days. And you’re way beyond having to worry about someone thinking you’re not Libby.”


  As I pushed my glasses up on my forehead, I wanted to say, “Yeah, that’s exactly what I’m afraid of.” But that would serve no purpose except to maybe make her more uncomfortable around me. And no matter how good I was at pretending to be Libby, I still needed her help.


  Instead, I said, “Thanks, Emma. You’re the best. And since I haven’t had a whole lot of experience being a bridesmaid, how about coming over tomorrow to help me get dressed?”


  And at 10 a.m. Saturday, wearing shorts and a crop top, she was there, just as she promised. I had on similar teen girl attire, with my hair in a side pony.


  “Oh, Libs, that dress is soooo pretty,” she said, when she saw it hanging on the closet door. “So many bridesmaid dresses are ugly, you know, so the bride will look prettier by comparison.”


  “So … the uglier the bride, the uglier the bridesmaid dresses have to be?” I asked with a grin.


  “You got it, bestie!” she laughed. “But your cousin is almost as pretty as you are, so she’s not putting her bridesmaids in satin stool samples.”


  “Ewwww! Thanks for that image,” I said as I retrieved the dress and brought it over to the bed.


  “So, are you a junior bridesmaid or a bridesmaid?” Emma asked.


  “You’re asking me?” I giggled.


  “Oh, yeah, I sometimes forget, you know,” she replied. “Sometimes you do really seem like Libby.”             


  Before I could respond, she added, “Yeah, I know, I know. You’re all man on the inside.”


  Then she continued, “I’m guessing, because of your age, you’re a junior bridesmaid, which means you’ll walk down the aisle in front of the bridesmaids and their escorts. That’s easy enough. Just pay attention and you’ll figure it out. You’ve been really good at doing that so far and no one has a clue that you’re not the real Libby.”


  I peeled my shorts off my bare legs and pulled the top over my head. I’d long moved past being embarrassed by another girl seeing me in my bra and panties, especially Emma. Then I reached for the dress.


   Emma said, “Wait, wait, what are you doing?”


  “Duh!” I replied. “Putting on the dress. What else?”


  She laughed and said, “No, you’re not all Libby yet. If you were, you’d know that we have to put on your makeup first and decide what to do with your hair.”


  We went into the bathroom and Emma worked her magic again, just as she had done before my “date” with Chip. She applied, foundation, blush, eye shadow, blush, and a whole bunch of other stuff that I still hadn’t learned the names of.


  “I’m impressed you know as much as you do already,” my bestie said. “You’d be a master at doing this yourself in no time. Libby is.”


  “Oh, goody,” I said. “But I’m still …


  “Yeah, yeah,” Emma laughed. “Hey, Mr. “all man” how about we keep your hair loose again? It has that beautiful natural curl in it, and wearing it that way makes you look more mature.”


  Then came the reddish-purple dress, some kind of off-the-shoulder style with material that crisscrossed across my bust and a fitted waist.


  “This  color is fuchsia, if you’re wondering,” Emma said as she laced up the back. “And where are the shoes?”


  After searching through about a gazillion pair in my closet, we found what appeared to be a never-worn pair of light pink sandals with  block heels.


  “Yeah, those are the ones,” Emma said. “Now, a little perfume and we’re all done.”


  “My fashion savior!” I giggled. “And don’t forget to take photos so I can send them to Robert.”


  Once we got to the wedding, though, Emma wasn’t there to help me anymore. But I got through it okay, I guess. I mean no one pointed at me and screamed hysterically, “That’s a man in a dress!”


  And, as it turned out, I was a junior bridesmaid, without an escort, which was fine with me. The way that this body reacted when I was around cute boys scared me a little, and the less of that the better, as far as I was concerned.


  Afterward, Mom, Emma, and I went to the reception dinner. Of course, I had to sit up at the front table for the meal and the toasts, with the rest of the wedding party.


  As soon as the dancing started, though, I was ready to go. Unfortunately, Mom was not. And who was that she was dancing with?


  OMG! It was Mike Mitchell, Chip’s father, the guy who’d taken us to dinner and a baseball game. But Robert was her boyfriend. No, I was her boyfriend. What was going on here?


  And double OMG! Did that mean Chip was here too? I didn’t need that, especially dressed like this, with bare shoulders that he might touch with his large, masculine hands. Oh, no, I didn’t need more tingles in my tummy.


  I didn’t have time worry about it, though, because someone tapped me.


  Oh, gawd, no! I thought as I slowly turned around.


  “Hi, Libby,” the brown-haired boy with blue eyes said. “You look really pretty tonight.”


  No, it wasn’t Chip. It was Luke, a soon-to-be-senior and quarterback of the football team. He was the one touching my bare shoulder. 


  “Uh, thanks,” I said softly. “What a nice surprise seeing you here.”


  Yeah, right!


  “Your aunt and my mother are good friends, and I was hoping I’d see you here,” he said, looking oh, so handsome in a blue blazer and open-collared shirt.


  “You were?” I blushed. “That’s nice.”


  Yeah, right! Pretending to be Libby around Stacey and her girl friends was one thing. But I sooo didn’t need this boy-girl thing because I was still… well, you know. In other words, I was not into boys, dammit!


  This body, though, seemed to have some disagreement about that.


  But I couldn’t escape, so we danced. We started in the traditional way, with Luke holding one of my small hands with his and putting the other around my waist. But when the second slow song started, he put both hands around my waist and I was forced to lock my arms around his neck. He pulled me close.


  Oh, gawd, I was feeling more than tingles now. A little electric jolt of pleasure surged out of my breasts, down my body, and zapped me in my girly parts! It was all I could do to keep my bottom from wiggling as our bodies pressed against each other.


  My knees weakened and I feared I would collapse. It was a good thing he was holding me in his arms.


  No, it was not! It was not a good thing! I told myself.


  Eventually, though, as Luke and I danced some more, even the man inside me had to admit he was enjoying the ride. Just don’t tell anyone, he said.


  When the time came to leave, Luke asked for my phone number. What else could I do? I gave it to him.


  “Thanks for the dances,” he said, as he took both my hands in his.


  “No, thank you,” I replied, as I reached up and kissed him on the cheek.


  Oh, please! Tell me I didn’t do that! I said to myself.


  Wednesday, the day that Libby and I would switch back, couldn’t get here fast enough. And why the Hell did she have to wait that long?


  That meant more days at the pool, more days in a bikini, more days that I might see Luke again…


  Oh, well, what choice did I have? I’d just have to endure. Tee-hee.


  On the way home, I just couldn’t keep my mouth shut.


  “So, Mom, I saw you dancing with Mr. Mitchell,” I said.


  “Yes, small world, huh?” she replied without looking at me. “Turns out, he’s a friend of your uncle.”


  After we drove a silence for a bit more, she added, “Are you disappointed that Chip wasn’t there too?”


  “Not at all,” I replied. “I had lots of friends there too, like, talk to and keep me busy.”


  Mom looked at me and smiled. “Yes, I saw who was keeping you busy,” she said.


  *     *     *     *     *


  “Happy sweet sixteen, Libby,” Robert said, as I slid into the passenger seat of his car.


  “Thank you, Robert,” I replied, putting hard emphasis on his name– my name.


  “Looks like you’ve adapted well,” he said as he pulled out of our driveway.


  “Like I had a choice,” I said, buckling the seatbelt across my breasts.


  But the truth was, during the 10 days or so that I had been Libby, I had adapted well, maybe too well. And that’s why I was so eager for us to switch back, so I could be Robert again and she could be Libby for our annual birthday lunch and shopping date.


  I knew that she’d want to look nice for our day together, so I’d taken special care of my appearance. Instead of shorts and a top, I wore a dark blue skater dress, with small white flowers on it. It had spaghetti straps and a sweetheart neckline. A blue band kept my hair pulled back from my face. Also, I’d put on a little makeup and added gold stud earrings and a necklace.


  “I always liked that dress on you,” he said.


  “You mean on you,” I replied.


  “And I see you’re wearing wedges,” he continued, ignoring my response.


  “I don’t like being short,” I snapped.


  And so it went until we got to the restaurant, our restaurant. I ordered broccoli-cheese soup.


  “The same thing you always order,” he grinned.


  “It wasn’t intentional,” I replied. “Don’t make a big deal out of it.”


  “But it is a big deal,” he said, as he finished a bite of sandwich. “Don’t you see? I not only look like you. I act like you too. I’m more mature. In a lot of ways, I am you.


  “And look at you,” he continued. “You’re Libby the Material Girl. You’re dressed the way she would dress. You ordered for lunch what she would order. And you’re behaving like the same emotionally unstable adolescent that she is.”


  “I am not!” I seethed through clenched teeth, as I put my spoon down, picked up my purse, and went to the bathroom.


  I needed some time to cool off. Yes, he was correct in much of what he said. But what was his point? Why was he torturing me this way?


  “Are we gonna change back or what?” I asked, as I sat down again at our booth and crossed my legs.


  “I’m sorry I upset you,” Robert said. “That wasn’t my intention. I’m just not very good at understanding what’s going on with teenage girls, I guess.”


  “Ha. Ha,” I said. “You are so funny. So, are you gonna turn us back or what?”


  “You can be Robert today. I promise,” he said. “But I’d like it to be at the end of our date, instead of the beginning.”


  My crossed leg bounced in irritation under the table as I shook my head. I leaned with my elbows on the table and countered, “Why in the world should we do that? It’s your birthday, not mine. You’re supposed to be the one going shopping, not me.”


  “But I want it to be you,” he said, leaning toward me, his eyes staring into mine. “I want you to be Libby today, and I want to be the adult buying you all kinds of pretty clothes.”


  I stared back and bit my lip as I tried to figure out what to say.


  “I love it when you do that,” Robert grinned. “It’s so cute.”


  Dammit! This guy was pissing me off.


  “Look,” he said. “I’ve been talking to your Mom this week, and she’s told me how the two of you have been getting along so much better. And I know it’s because you’ve been making such an effort to improve things for me. I know that’s the mature male adult inside that emotionally unstable girl body that’s responsible for it too.


  “That can’t have been easy for you because I know, based on my own experience, that being in someone else’s body, over time, makes you more and more like that person,” he continued. “I know that I like to eat and drink what you, as Robert, liked to eat and drink. I know that I think about things more logically instead of emotionally.


  “Also, I know that I like wearing jeans and tee shirts. I know that my speech has changed. And, heck, I suspect that my vocabulary even has expanded, although I have no idea why.”


  Backing away, I looked down at my lap.


  “And you think the same type things have happened to me,” I said softly.


  “I know they have,” he said firmly. “So, for today, I want us to be each other, with each other, you understand? I want to see me through your eyes, and I suspect that you’d enjoy doing the same, although being a bratty little girl, you might not admit it.”


  Quickly, he put both hands up in front of his face and grinned.


  “Just kidding,” he said. “But will you do this for me, please? That will be your birthday present to me. Then I’ll change you back.”


  When I nodded, a weary child giving in to a persistent adult, he smiled and added, “Okay, until our date ends then, from this moment on, you are Libby and I am Robert. No breaking character. Okay?”


  “Okay,” I said. “I guess you’d better pay the check then, Robert. ‘Cuz I wanta go shopping!”


  First stop? Victoria’s Secret!


  “What? No, I don’t want to go in there with you,” Robert said, as I took his hand and led him toward the entrance to the store in the mall.


  “Hey, it’s my birthday, Mister,” I said. “And I’m 16 today, I’m a young woman. I want some pretty lingerie from here and maybe some perfume and makeup.”


  “But I’m a man with a girl going into a store like this,” he hissed. “What will people think?”


  “That you’re my sugar daddy?” I giggled. “Now come on, old man!”


  Yeah, I’ll admit it, I wanted to make him feel uncomfortable, to feel what a man feels when he’s dragged into a place like this. But I kinda also really wanted him to buy me some pretty things here, ya know?


  As we left, I asked him to carry the VS bag with my new pink push-up bra in it, along with pink hipster panties, Pink Paradise perfume, and Pink Mimosa lip gloss.


  “Wasn’t that fun, Daddy?” I teased, taking his hand.


  “Cut that out!” he protested, but then looked down at me and smiled.


  “Libby, you are something else,” he added.


  “Now let’s go you-know-where,” I said.


  You-know-where was an upscale second-hand clothing shop where I’d taken Libby on her two previous birthdays. She loved to take lots of clothes, especially dresses, into the changing rooms and then do fashion shows for me.


  And that’s exactly what I did for Robert this time. I modeled a short black and white plaid skirt with a slit in the side, paired with a tight black tee that didn’t quite reach my belly button.


  “Whatcha think?” I asked, as I extended my arms and turned in a circle.


  “You look marvelous,” he laughed.


  “I think so too,” I said.


  Then I pranced around in a skin tight, thigh-length black dress that was cut out around the midriff.


  “Whatcha think? Too slutty?” I asked.


  “Definitely too slutty,” he smiled.


  “Good, then I want it!” I squealed.


  “No way,” he replied. “Not with my money.”


  But we did leave with the black top/skirt outfit, a yellow floral, strapless dress with a sweetheart neckline, and a lavender party dress with a tulle skirt.


  “Are you broke yet, Robert?” I asked, as he opened the car door for me.


  “Not yet, my Material Girl princess,” he replied. “What do you have in mind?”


  What I had in mind was a cross-body, brown Michael Kors purse that I remembered wanting a year ago, but wouldn’t admit to Robert that I did because it cost too much.


  Huh? Wait a minute. I wanted it a year ago? No! Libby, the real Libby, wanted it a year ago. Me? I’m still all man on the inside. I was just going to ask Robert to buy it for me so she could have it later.


  Yeah, that’s it.


  Starbucks was the final stop, where I had a mocha frappuccino– my favorite– and Robert a black coffee.


  “So, did you have fun, Libby?” Robert asked after I taking a sip.


  “Ya know? I kinda did!” I said, taking the paper off my straw. “And I got you lots great stuff for when we swap back.”


  “Well …” he said, looking down. “I’m afraid that’s not going to happen.”


  “What!?!” I shrieked, drawing concerned glances from people all around us.


  “Please, keep your voice down, Libby,” I’ll explain.


  “This is so unfair,” I replied, fighting back tears. “I’m still a man in here. I don’t wanta be girl. And you promised …”


  “Well, not exactly,” Robert said, leaning toward me.


  “What I told you at lunch was the truth,” he continued. “I really did want to see me through your eyes, and I thought you’d enjoy it too. Was I right?”


  I paused before saying, “Well, yeah, like, I guess. But that was when I thought we’d be swapping back and you just said …


  “Oh, this is just so unfair!” I said through clinched teeth. “Why did you lie to me? And why are you doing this!?!”


  “Let me start with this,” Robert said, rolling up the short sleeve on his polo to show me “Libby” tattooed in red script on his upper arm.


  “I thought that this would be a fun thing for you to see when we swapped back and it would always remind you of our little adventure.”


  “Little!” I seethed. “And how you say we can’t switch back? How could you do this to me, Robert? How could you!?! This is so unfair!”


  “Please, don’t get so emotional,” he whispered. “Someone is going to call the cops if you don’t tone it down. Let me explain.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  So we went back to my house that afternoon, where I put on my new strapless dress with the sweetheart neckline, trying to make the best of a day that was not ending at all the way I thought it would. Mom, Emma, and other friends who’d come for my sweet 16 birthday party told me how pretty I looked in it.


  Along with the other stuff, I showed them the pink push-up bra and hipster panties that Robert had bought me at Victoria’s Secret. They giggled. I did too, because it was infectious, not because I really felt like it after what Robert had told me.


  Then, with huge pink “1” and “6” balloons hanging from the ceiling, Mom lit the candles, I blew them out, and my friends gave me presents. Robert snapped photos, a job that I thought I’d be doing.


  I got lots of cool stuff too! The girls gave me a Sweet 16 bangle, a vanity mirror with LED lights, a makeup set, a small backpack in baby blue and pink, and a necklace with “Libby,” the name that would be mine for the rest of my life.


  While my friends and I had fun in the dining room, I noticed Robert whispering to Mom and then they went into the kitchen to talk. After a few minutes, only Mom came back, and it made me really sad to see that her eyes were red. I wanted to hug her, but she quickly started pretending everything was all right. But I knew it wasn’t. I knew that Robert had just broken up with her and we’d probably never see him again.


  At this point, I know what you’re thinking. You think because of something to do with that tattoo that I’m forced to be Libby for the rest of my life, while she is now me. And you think that Robert ended his relationship with Mom because he was once her daughter and that being with her as her boyfriend would be totes weird.


  Well, you’re, like, partially right. That last part is true. Obvs.


  But, you see, I didn’t hafta be Libby. Tee-hee. I made that choice of, like my own free will and stuff.


  True, Robert couldn’t be Libby again because of the tattoo. After he got it, he read in the magic book that altering a borrowed body in any way locked the person into that body. But, the person he had swapped with still could get her body back if she wanted to.


  That’s me! I coulda been Robert again. Still sus?


  Okay, here’s the thing: If I went back to my old body, then there’d be two Roberts. That would mean I coulda had my old life back, ya know, and that new Robert would have had to start, like, a new life as someone else with no ID or any other stuff.


  Also, there’d be no Libby! Mom would have her boyfriend back, but she wouldn’t have a daughter. Then we’d have to try to explain it to her. We probably could have, with the help of the magic book. But where would we be after that, ya know? Totes awkward!!!


  So, because I’m still all man inside this girly body, I decided to, like, “man up” and do the right thing for all of us. That’s right. I’m man enough to be a girl. Tee-hee.


  And I’m also man enough to admit that I kinda like it!


  Three weeks into the new school year, I don’t see “Libby” when I look in the mirror anymore either, ya know? I see me. I’m the girl in the mirror.


  Those aren’t Libby’s dresses and shoes in the closet. They’re mine. So are those drawers full of panties and bras, including that cute little pink push-up that I’ve still been too shy to wear. But I will soon. I promise!


  Maybe I will wear it for a date with Chip. Yeah, we’ve gone out a coupla times. He’s a good kisser too! Tee-hee.


  But I also like Luke. And he kisses even better!


  Mom, meanwhile, is dating Chip’s father. Like totes! And I think it’s serious. That’s good, I guess.


  Emma’s still my bestie ‘cuz, well, she just is. Maybe even more than before. At first, I thought that I’d lie and tell her that Robert and I had switched back. But I didn’t. I told her the truth and, you know what, she hugged me and hugged me and hugged me and said I was like the best Libby ever and it just made me feel so good that I cried.


  Oh, yeah, Mom and I are fighting again. I don’t think it’s as bad as before, when I was Robert and made the huge mistake of trying to help. But she, like, makes me so mad sometimes. And she can be so unfair! Still I love her and I know she loves me.


  I’ve started keeping a diary about all this and maybe I’ll be a writer someday like Robert. But if I write about what happened to us, it will have to be as fiction ‘cuz no one ever would believe the truth.
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