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  By Portia Hab


  One moment I was walking up the aisle, toward the front of the classroom and the next …


  I was outside my body, watching my eyes grow wide with panic as they stared down in horror at … me? Then my body staggered and collapsed in a heap on the floor.


  Girls screamed. Maybe I did too. I’m not sure. I was too bewildered to have any awareness of what I was doing except … sitting. Yes, I suddenly seemed to be sitting. I felt firmness under my bottom and my knees were bent.


  Only … it almost felt like I was naked from the waist down!


  OMG! Where are my pants?


  And, when I looked down in panic to search for them, why did long hair fall across my eyes?


  Yes, now I was sure I was screaming too.


  Suddenly, someone shook my shoulder.


  “Hey, Lacey. Hey, Lacey,” a male voice said. “Get out of the way, girl. We’ve got to help Mr. Thomas.”


  What? Huh? Me? Lacey? Oh, Hell, no!


  I’m Randy Thomas, history teacher and basketball coach at Breckenridge High School, home of the Bulldogs.


  Lacey Daniels is one of my students, a junior and, along with her twin sister Lisa, one of the most popular girls in school. They are cheerleaders, too, and one or the other of them was the most recent homecoming queen, while the other was a close first runner-up. Honestly, I’m ashamed to admit, I still have a difficult time telling the petite blondes apart, even though I’ve had both of them in my classes.


  And now someone is calling me Lacey?


  No way. I’m Randy Thomas.


  But … I can’t be since that’s me– er, him– lying on the floor.


  As I tried to get up, my head started to spin. I collapsed back into my seat. Bright flashes bombarded my closed eyes and I struggled to remain conscious as I heard and felt someone scooting my desk out of the way.


  Then I also heard boys help Mr. Thomas to his feet and I forced open my heavy eyes to watch as they settled him into his chair while Jennifer Wills, a senior, ran for help. Her friend, Cassie Cantrell, grabbed his coffee cup and took it into the hall, probably to fill with water.


  I’m not sure if that’s what happened because suddenly I was hyper-aware of how foreign my body felt and smelled– like vanilla!– and even moved, as I re-adjusted myself in the desk. I looked down and confirmed that, yes, that had been hair in my eyes. Blonde hair too, just like Lacey’s.


  The fingernails on my tiny hands were pink, just like Lacey’s.


  The short, blue floral dress that I was wearing had an off-shoulder neckline … just like Lacey’s! And, OMG, what peeked out from that neckline…


  Yeah, they were just like hers too, but they were mine, I realized, as my body shuddered in shock and I grabbed the twin mounds to stop them from bouncing. Sudden awareness that I had breasts also made me note that I almost certainly had lost what once was between my legs. And, yes, it did, indeed feel empty down there. As I took mental inventory of my new anatomy, I also realized that my new butt felt huge, although, as I recalled, on Lacey– that other Lacey– it had looked just right. She and her sister were cute girls, no doubt about it, and lots of the boys understandably lusted after them. In the locker room, I had often heard them talk about the twins’ impressive “racks,” one of which I now seemed to possess.


  The bell rang and I heard movement at the front of the room. Intuitively, I reached under my seat for my purse and the rest of my books.


  No, not my purse! But the muscle memory of this body said it was. Okay, I’m not Lacey, but I am in her body, I decided, as the classroom emptied. But, if I am, where is she?


  With wide eyes I looked toward the front of the room and the teacher’s desk where I had been sitting just a few minutes before. Of course, I wasn’t there. I was sitting at Lacey Daniels desk. I was wearing her dress and holding her purse. I was sporting her impressive “rack.” And, I was forced to acknowledge with an almost overwhelming dread, to everyone else I was Lacey Daniels, twin sister of Lisa.


  And if I was her, that must mean that Lacey now inhabited my body. The shock of that must have made her collapse. If Lacey had been standing when we switched, I gratefully acknowledged, I probably would have passed out as well.


  Now what do I do? I wondered. I can’t just pretend to be someone I’m not, especially when that someone is a teenage girl. I’m a 38-year-old man!


  This is a living nightmare. It can’t be happening.


  But it was, I was forced to admit, as I stood up and assessed the bizarre reality of my new existence from a new perspective. My center of gravity had shifted and, worse, I was wearing girly wedge sandals. I put a hand on the desk to steady myself, fearful that I would fall on my face. I took a deep breath and blew blonde hair out of my face.


  How did I know how to do that? I idly wondered.


  Then I put the purse strap on my shoulder and pressed my books against my chest, again with a familiarity that was difficult to comprehend.


  “All dressed up and no place to go,” I giggled, knowing that I was supposed to be somewhere, but had no idea where that might be.


  Giggled? That’s right, I giggled.


  OMG, maybe I am Lacey Daniels, I thought, feeling a cold chill run down my spine. Maybe I don’t know where I’m supposed to go because all of this is a nightmare. Or maybe I’m having some kind of mental breakdown. Maybe none of this is happening. Maybe it’s a hallucination. Maybe I’m really lying in a hospital room somewhere and my sister Lisa is there holding my hand. Maybe …


  Suddenly, a familiar voice over the intercom interrupted my growing panic attack:


  “Lacey Daniels, please come to the nurse’s office.”


  Well, I am not Lacey Daniels, I told myself. I’m Randy Thomas. But considering how I look at the moment, I guess that’s where I should go.


  *     *     *     *     *


  The nurse’s office was a lot farther away than I remembered it. Partially that was because I now was 5-2 instead of 6-2 and taking much smaller steps. Also, I wore shoes that seemed to almost perch me on my painted toes and force this body to move in ways that made it even more foreign.


  With bare shoulders and legs and more than a hint of cleavage, I felt naked and exposed too. But, I’m embarrassed to admit, feeling the hem of my dress brush against naked flesh did feel kinda nice.


  I kept my head down, which also slowed me. I couldn’t bear the thought of looking anyone in the eyes. If I did, they’d know who I really was.


  Of course, they wouldn’t really. But that’s the way I felt, as I maneuvered down the hall, feeling very much like a frightened squirrel trying to cross a busy road during rush hour.


  Yeah, I bumped into people, which was to be expected, since I couldn’t see where I was going, no matter how slowly and carefully I walked. By the fourth time, as I brushed hair out of my eyes and mumbled an apology in my new girly voice, I realized that every collision had been with a guy, including two from my basketball team who had salivated at the thought of Lacey’s “rack,” which was now mine.


  Now I knew why girls carried their books the way they did– to protect their breasts from boys’ hands.


  I wasn’t exactly excited at the prospect of nurse Donna Winthrop seeing me in this body either. We had been dating for nearly a year, and lots of the kids asked both of us when we were getting married. Honestly, neither one of us was in a hurry. Well … I know I wasn’t anyway. And we hadn’t talked about a date for the wedding. We both had been married previously, with no children.


  As I entered her office and pulled the door closed behind me, Donna came out of a back room. At 5-8, the slender brunette had once been half-a-foot shorter than me. Now she towered above me, despite my wedges.


  “I gave him something to calm him down,” she said, obviously assuming I knew who she was talking about.


  Red eyes revealed she had been crying or, at the least, fighting back tears. As I put down my books and purse, she walked over, took my hand, and led me toward two chairs, where we sat down together.


  “This is just terrible,” she continued. “I’ve never seen anything like this. I don’t know what I’m going to do. But since he, well, keeps telling me that he is you, I thought I’d start there.


  “What happened, Lacey?”


  I looked up at her and now I felt tears welling up in my eyes too.


  No, dammit! I couldn’t cry. I was a man, not a girl. And I had to deal with this craziness the way a man would, by being strong and taking charge.


  But my body had other ideas. I started blubbering and bawling, not even knowing what I was saying.


  Donna didn’t either.


  “There, there, sweetie,” she said, as she handed me a couple of tissues from a box on a nearby table. “Blow your nose and slow down so I can understand you. I want to help.”


  I wiped my eyes, blew my nose, took a deep breath– and then lost it again. Donna handed me more tissues as my sobs became hysterical hiccups.


  As I blew again, she pulled me to her, stroked my hair, and said softly, “There, there, sweetheart. It will be all right. I promise. Now talk to me.”


  Her touch felt really, really good. Not arousing, but comforting. Without realizing I was doing it, I leaned into her, as I willed this alien body I now possessed to calm down.


  Stop acting like such a girl, I told myself.


  Then I giggled– just like a girl.


  “Sweetie? Are you okay?” Donna said, pulling away and staring into my eyes. “You don’t seem very rational either.”


  I stood up, teetered over to an examining table and leaned on it with my back to her. It would be easier, I realized, to tell her what I needed to tell her if she wasn’t looking at me.


  “He’s right,” I said. “I mean, she’s right. Lacey Daniels is in my body. I’m in hers. And I have no idea how this happened.”


  Long silence followed, before Donna finally said, “All right, now I’m pissed. This obviously is some sort of elaborate practical joke that Randy has concocted for you two to play on me, and I have no idea why.”


  I turned around to face her and crossed my arms under my breasts.


  “It’s not a joke,” I hissed. “It’s real. I’m in her body and she’s in mine. And I have no idea how or why this happened. But it did. It did!”


  This time I managed to fight back the tears. I wiped my nose with the back of my tiny hand.


  “I … am … Randy … Thomas,” I said, grateful that anger finally was helping me regain composure.


  “Our first date was after we won a three overtime game over at Springfield,” I said. “When I took you fishing for the first time, you wrapped a minnow around your neck like a pendant when you tried to cast.”


  I could see the hostility soften in her green eyes and change to frightful recognition that the impossible actually might have happened.


  “Your favorite color is coral. Your favorite food is coconut shrimp. And your favorite position is doggy style,” I added.


  The latter was a low blow, I realized, but I had to drive home my advantage. I had to make her believe.


  Donna’s face turned red, as she stood up and walked over to me.


  Looking down, she said, “Oh … my … God! Randy? Is that you?”


  Thank God, she believed me!


  “Not by choice,” I replied, looking down at my body in the feminine little sun dress. “But, yeah, it’s me.”


  Feeling stronger still, I look her hand this time.


  “Okay, you need to call Lisa Daniels in here and have her talk to Mr. Thomas in there,” I said, gesturing toward the back room. “I’m betting he will be able to convince her as well.”


  But before Donna could call for her, Lisa stepped into the nurse’s office. Her appearance plunged me into near hysteria again.


  OMG, Lisa and Lacey were girly girl twins who liked to dress alike. She was wearing a dress just like mine, only in peach. She had on the same shoes too. When I saw silver hoops in her ears, I touched mine and realized that I had them as well.


  But before I could start bawling and blubbering again about losing my adult life and manhood, my twin said, “Lacey, is that you?”


  “I don’t think so,” Donna said.


  “No, it’s not,” I said, almost at the same time.


  “Cassie told me what happened, but I didn’t believe her,” Lisa replied. “I still don’t. This is some sort of end-of-the-year joke that you’re all in on, right?”


  Then Lisa walked over to me and we stared into each other’s identical eyes and faces.


  “There’s no way, no how, that you’re Mr. Thomas,” she said. “Stuff like body switching just can’t happen, no matter what Cassie says.”
The second time she said the name, I finally fully realized that this was real. It had to be if a third party– Cassie Cantrell– somehow knew what had happened.


  Yeah, Cassie had been in the classroom when I suddenly became Lacey Daniels. In fact, she was really close by, just on the other side of the aisle and back a little. But how could she know unless …


  “She stopped me in the hall after last hour and told me what happened,” Lisa said. “She feels really bad about doing this to Lacey. The magic spell was supposed to switch you, Mr. Thomas, and her.”


  Huh?


  “And she wants me to tell you that she will change you back,” she continued.


  Oh, thank God!


  “But wait a minute,” Donna said. “You’re telling us that Cassie used magic of some kind to cause them to exchange bodies. Magic like that just doesn’t exist. It just doesn’t!”


  “Hello!” I squealed in my new girly voice. “I’m living proof. If I didn’t convince you with what I told you before I always can reveal some more intimate stuff.”


  “No, no, I believe you, Lacey– er, Randy,” she said. “It just that it’s so, so …


  “Unbelievable,” Lisa finished. “I know, right? But that’s what she said.”


  “So she’s going to change us back immediately, right?” I asked, eager to regain my manhood.


  I’d been a girl for probably less than an hour and already I was giggling and crying and … well, I didn’t even want to think about what all those female hormones surging through this body would do to my identity if I remain as Lacey for a whole day.


  “I’m afraid not,” Lisa said. “She’s not going to do it until after prom.”


  “Prom!?!” I shrieked. “I can’t be a girl until after prom. Today’s Monday. That’s five days away!”


  “That’s what she said,” my twin replied. “Although she screwed up the spell, she says she still can get what she wants out of it so that’s the way it’s going to be.”


  “That bitch!” I sputtered and then dissolved into more tears.


  As Donna put her arm around my bare shoulders and handed me more tissues, Lisa explained.


  Cassie said she was doing this for her best friend, Jennifer, who had a crush on me. Since they were both seniors and were graduating this Friday, Cassie decided that she would switch bodies with me and give her bestie the attention that I had been denying her.


  The truth was that I treated Jennifer no differently than any of the other girls who had crushes on me during my career as a teacher. I never flirted or encouraged any of them. I treated them with kindness and respect, as I did all of my students. And that was it.


  But that evidently didn’t matter to Cassie.


  “She said that Lacey in your body is to talk to Jennifer during the last two days of school and make her feel special,” Lisa explained. “And she’s supposed to dance with her a bunch at prom, hold her close, and maybe even kiss her since Jennifer is 18 and legal and Mr. Thomas isn’t married.”


  I could see anger building in Donna’s face with that last part, and, God help me, I couldn’t help giggling again. She was jealous! Even if that wasn’t me in my own body kissing Jennifer, she was jealous!


  Tee. Hee.


  Suddenly realizing the ridiculousness of the situation, Donna giggled too. Then she put her hands on her hips and became practical again.


  “Lacey– er, Randy– here provided some pretty convincing evidence this really happened,” she said to Lisa. “But even with that, it’s still really difficult to believe that’s my boyfriend standing here in a dress.. Why don’t you go in there and talk to Randy? Ask questions. See if you believe he’s really your sister.”


  A few minutes later, my new twin came back shaking her head. “OMG, that is her,” she said. “We’re twins, and twins know. We just know. This is crazy. But I think it’s true.”


  “Okay, we can do a couple of things,” Donna replied, as she took both our hands. “We can go public with this and … “


  “Oh, no, please!” I screamed. “We can’t do that. No matter how much we try to convince them, some people just won’t believe us.”


  I held out my hands in front of me and added, “I mean, look at me. Who would believe I’m Randy Thomas? And who would believe he’s Lacey Daniels?


  “And even if by some miracle people did, what then? Am I supposed to teach class for the next two days looking like this? As much as I hate the idea, we need to ride this out and hope Cassie follows through on her promise.”


  We stood there silent for a moment before Donna finally spoke.


  “Well, girls,” she said, directing her gaze at me with an impish smile. “Looks like we need a plan to make it through the week.”


  The plan was for Lacey in my body to stay with her so Donna could  help the girl pretend to be me. Fortunately, she really wouldn’t have to do any teaching since it was the end of the year and we were just putting in time at school until graduation on Friday. She should be able to fake that.


  Meanwhile, I would go home with Lisa, who would guide me through two more days of school, two days off, and then prom on Saturday.


  Prom!?! As a girl!!!! Oh, ugh!


  “No! I’m not going to the prom as a girl,” I protested.


  “Oh, yes you are,” Lisa snapped back. “For right now, you’re my sister. My twin sister. And you’re going to prom for Lacey. Photos are important, for the yearbook and stuff. She has to be there.


  “And, besides, I’m the oldest by two minutes, so I’m the boss.”


  Donna laughed and said, “Hey, she’s the boss of you for now, Lacey, so you have to do what she says.”


  “All, right, dammit!” I said as I flicked my hair back and picked up my purse and books. “I’m not happy about it, but I’ll do it. Let’s go.”


  Donna laughed again.


  “And don’t say ‘dammit’,” Lisa said. “Lacey doesn’t talk that way.”


  Oh, gawd!


  “Okay!” I said, as I headed out the door. “Let’s just get this over with, all right? Let’s go home. I’m feeling like really stressed right now. And I’m wearing a dress!”


  But at least I had a twin who would be my girl guide for the rest of the week, to help keep me from making a complete fool of myself.


  And … ooooooh! Now I’d get to see that “rack” up close and personal that so many boys had wet dreams about. For the next five days, it was my rack.


  Not even realizing I was doing it at first, I giggled at the thought of that.


  “What? What’s so funny?” Donna asked.


  “Oh, nothing, Ms. Winthrop,” I smiled back at her. “Just practicing to be the new me.”   


  *     *      *     *     *


  “Oh, this is nice,” I said through clenched teeth.


  Awash in pinks and pastels and overflowing with stuffed animals and cheerleader trophies, photos, and ribbons, what lay before me was the most feminine bedroom I’d ever seen in my life.


  “Now, where’s my room?” I continued.


  “This is your room,” Lisa said as she placed her books carefully on an oversized nightstand next to a double bed adorned in lavender. “This is our room.


  “And that’s your bed,” she added, pointing at a pink duplicate of hers, on the other side of the nightstand.


  “But you’re teenagers. Teenagers want privacy. Why don’t you have separate rooms?” I replied, still unwilling to step inside the door of this place so alien to my life as a man.


  “Twins are different,” Lisa said, bouncing on the edge of her bed, as she kicked off her shoes. “Well, at least we’re different. Some identical twins might want their privacy, I guess. But we didn’t. We like being together.


  “And, hey, it’s just easier, you know? We’re the same size. We have the same tastes. This way, we can keep all our stuff in one big closet instead of in two separate ones.


  Then she stood up and started to slip out of her dress.


  “No, wait! You can’t do that!” I protested.


  “Sure I can,” she replied and giggled, as the garment slid down her body, leaving her standing there in a strapless bra and panties that matched the peach shade of her dress. “We have the same body too. I’m not showing you anything you won’t see when you take off your dress.”


  My dress! Oh, crap! She was right! I was wearing a dress … and a bra and panties, probably in a color that matched also.


  “Come on in and close the door, will you?”


  Reluctantly, I obeyed.


  “Aren’t you in the least bit nervous sharing your bedroom with a man?” I asked as I put my books beside hers and tossed the purse on my pink bed.


  As I took off my shoes, Lisa dissolved in a fit of giggles. Then, before I could resist, she spun me around and unzipped my dress. It slithered down my body to join hers on the floor.


  “Girl, you are sooo not a man right now,” she laughed.


  Then she took me by the arm and guided me in front of a mirror above a large dressing table nearly overflowing with perfumes, makeup, brushes, and other items I couldn’t identify.


  “See what I mean, sis?” she asked. “No matter what or who you think you are on the inside, to the rest of the world you’re a teenage girl. You’re Lacey Daniels, my twin sister. So, no, I’m not in the least bit nervous about sharing a room with you.”


  My mouth fell open in shock and disbelief at what I saw. Of course, I’d seen both girls around school lots of times. I knew what they looked like, although, admittedly, I’d never seen them in their underwear before, nor even thought about doing so. I wasn’t one of those lecherous male teachers who hit on young girls, not matter how attractive they were.


   But seeing Lacey and Lisa in their underwear wasn’t what made my heart start pounding. It wasn’t like I suddenly was one of those dirty ol’ guys getting a peek. It was the in-your-face realization that I was Lacey. I was one of those teen girls whom lecherous men lusted after.


   This was the first time I’d seen myself since we switched bodies a couple of hours before and, until now, it just wasn’t real, you know? It was more kinda like a lucid dream– or nightmare– that was going to end soon. Now I knew it wouldn’t end soon. It wouldn’t end for five days.


  “You’re right. There’s no need to be nervous,” I said softly, marveling at just how identical we were except for our different colored bras and panties. “I’m not a guy. I’m Lacey and your Lisa and …”


  “We look just alike,” she said, finishing for me.


  “Are you going to be …” I started.


  “Doing that a lot?” she giggled. “Yeah, probably. That’s what identical twins do. Since we’re often thinking the same thing, it’s easy to finish each other’s thoughts. You know, you …”


  “Might be doing the same thing in a couple of days?” I interjected with a grin. “No, I don’t think so.”


  As we both laughed, suddenly Lisa spun me to the side, and unsnapped my bra. It was gone before I could grab it and keep my breasts covered. In a split second, she also had dropped her own.


  When I tried to turn my back on the mirror, she pulled me around toward her, our bare boobs rubbing against each other.


  “Those are yours now so get used to them,” she said, gently pushing away my hands as I once more tried to cover them. “They’re 34c’s, by the way. Or, as the guys on your basketball team like to say, they’re ‘nice racks.’”


  “You know about that?” I asked, as I felt my face grow red in embarrassment.


  “Of course, we do,” Lisa chuckled. “We’re cheerleaders, you know. We’re around lots of guys. We hear things.”


  Then she smiled slyly and added, “You should hear some of the things we say about them.”


  “No, thank you,” I replied, regaining my composure as I reluctantly accepted this reality.


  As if on cue, we then turned to face the mirror again. For several seconds, we stood silently and identically in front of it, wearing nothing but panties and hoop earrings.


  “That is a nice rack,” I said finally, struggling mightily to resist cracking a smile, as I hefted my breasts with tiny hands.


   “And I guess it’s all right to say that if …”


  “The rack is yours?” Lisa giggled. “Yeah, it’s okay. And, for their size, they’re also nice and …”


  “Perky!” I finished.


  Without a thought to what I was doing then, I pulled my new sister to me and hugged her tightly, our perky racks pressed firmly  and identically against each other since we were the same height.


  “Thanks, Lisa,” I said. “I’m still worried about what’s going to happen this week, both for me and Lacey in my body. I don’t want us to embarrass ourselves or each other.”


  As she squeezed back, I added, “And I don’t think that I could ever show my face again at the high school as a teacher and basketball coach if anyone besides the four of us and Cassie ever found out I was Lacey Daniels for the last week of school.


  “But I am feeling a little better and a little more confident now because of your strength in helping me deal with this reality.”


  Lisa pulled away slightly and our identical blue eyes stared into each other as she said, “Hey, Lacey, that’s what big sisters are for.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  “Lacey! Hey, Lacey! It’s time to get ready for school. Come on, girl, rise and shine!”


  Huh? What? I thought. Lacey? Who’s Lacey? Where am I and what’s going on?


  Then I remembered, as I tried to gather my thoughts from what had been a deep sleep, probably the result of stress. Or maybe Lisa had slipped a Xanax into that warm milk she said would help me sleep.


  “I am not a girl!” I said in a petulant, whiny voice that sounded just like a girl’s.


  Any optimism that I had felt the night before regarding making it through this nightmare with my sanity intact was gone in the cold light of day and the prospect of going to school as a student instead of a teacher, a cheerleader instead of the basketball coach, and, most embarrassing, a girl instead of a man.


   Plopping heavily down on my bed, Lisa bounced merrily twice and said, “Oh, do we need another little display in front of the mirror to prove otherwise?”


  “No,” I grumbled, pushing hair out of my eyes as I rose up on my elbows. “I got it. We’re sisters, twin sisters. We have nice, perky boobs and … You’re having way too much fun with this.


  “You’re gonna make me wear a dress again today aren’t you?”


  “’Afraid so,” she said. “Today we’re wearing skater dresses. Do you want yellow or lilac?


  “And we’re gonna wear our hair in messy ponytails and …”


  This girl was insufferable. And unflappable. Despite initial resistance, I soon gave in. If I didn’t, I suspected, she would try to tickle me into submission.


  “Okay, okay, I got it,” I said, pushing her off and, for a brief moment, considered tickling her in retaliation.


  Wow, I thought. That was weird. From crab to grab in a millisecond. Schizophrenic much? No, it wasn’t that. Multi-personality disorder? … Bipolar? … Or maybe … Oh, to Hell with it. I was a mental mess.


  As I sat up, I was reminded that we were wearing matching lace-trimmed nighties in light pink with a bow in front.


  Oh gawd!


  “Okay, I think you should wear the yellow,” Lisa said, refusing to give me a moment’s respite.


  She tossed me a matching bra and panties for the yellow dress.


  “Put these on and then I’ll do your hair and makeup,” she said. “And we’re gonna wear flats today, just for you. Okay?”


  “Thank you sooo much,” I replied sarcastically.


  Just as she was about to leave and give me a moment’s peace, something else occurred to her and she giggled as she turned..


  Oh gawd!


  “I just remembered. You’ve never put on a bra before. Take off your nightie and I’ll help you. But you need to learn how to do this yourself, you know. You’ve got four more days of being a girl.”


  Oh gawd!


  But resistance was futile. I dropped the nightie and stood there bare-breasted in my panties.


  “Okay, turn around,” she said.


  When I did, she added, “Now put your arms through these straps.”


  I obliged.


  “Good girl,” she said, putting special emphasis on the “girl.”


  Then she pulled the band and secured it in back.


  “Okay, now make sure the twins are nestled in there comfortably,” she giggled. “Or, if you’d rather, I can do it for you.”


  “No thanks,” I said as I dutifully obeyed and turned to face her.


  “Good girl,” she said a second time.


  As she did my makeup and hair, Lisa prepped me on how to be Lacey at school.


  “Remember to carry your books the right way,” she said. “We’re gonna turn ‘em in today so you won’t have to worry about that tomorrow.


  “Sit with your legs together. And smile a lot. I don’t know where Lacey sits in her classes, but it’s probably not gonna matter since it’s the end of school.


  “’Course, I’m guessing you know where to sit in Mr. Thomas’ class,” she giggled. “That should be fun.”


  “Yeah, right,” I said as I sat at the vanity and Lisa finished my look with gold stud earrings and a heart pendant.


  Just as we were leaving the bedroom, Lisa grabbed me by the arm and said, “Oh, wait, how could I forget this? Your boyfriend!”


  Oh, God, please, make this end, I thought.


  But I smiled and said sarcastically, “Oh, yes, tell me about my boyfriend. I can’t wait.”


  “He’s Lacey’s date for the prom too, and they’ve been going together for awhile,” Lisa said, either ignoring or oblivious to my tone of voice. “He’s probably going to kiss you at school and maybe, you know …”


  She giggled and blushed.


  “You know what!?!” I exclaimed.


  “You know,” Lisa said pushing me playfully. “You know … what boys like to do to girls– and what girls like when they’re the right boys.”


  “So, who is this so I will know it’s the right boy?” I asked through gritted teeth.


  “It’s Dan Richardson,” she giggled. “And he’s really cute.”


  “He’s also a starting guard on my basketball team,” I shrieked before I could contain myself.


  It was a good thing that our bedroom was upstairs at the back of the house, far away from where our parents were having breakfast downstairs.


  Lisa’s blue eyes twinkled.


  “Oh, my,” she said with a smirk. “Well, I guess you’ll be seeing him from kinda a different point of view, huh?”


  No kidding. I was going to be kissed and “you know” in the halls at school by the kid that I slapped on the butt after he made good plays on the basketball court?


  “Oh, no, it’s not gonna happen,” I said as we descended the stairs.


  Lisa laughed. “You’re so cute,” she replied. 


  I should have gone into school prepared to resist, I guess. But I had lived for 38 years as a masculine, heterosexual guy without a fear of being kissed and “you know” by another guy. When we got to school, I wasn’t thinking about when I would be most vulnerable, like first thing in the morning, when my back was to the hall as I opened my locker.


  A large hand on my bare shoulder spun me around, a male voice said, “Good morning, Lacey,” and suddenly I was looking up into big brown eyes and a gorgeous smile.


  Gorgeous smile? I told myself. Where did that come from?


  But that was the first thought that crossed my mind before I … was kissing Dan Richardson. Actually, he was kissing me. And then I was kissing him back.


  Oh gawd! No! my mind screamed. Oh gawd, yes! my body replied.


  To say I was unprepared for the kiss and even more unprepared for how I would respond to it would be the understatement of all understatements.


  But there you had it. I was kissing the boy that I taught in school and coached on the basketball team. And no matter how much I tried to tell myself I didn’t like it, I knew that I did. Or, more specifically, this body did, and, it seemed in matters such as these, my male mind was going to be overruled.


  Still, the male me had to admit, it was pleasurable. And since I was kinda stuck this way for the rest of the week, I might as make the best of it.


  So, our lips still locked, I stood up on tiptoes, put my hands around Dan’s neck, and leaned into him.


  And that’s when the “you know” happened. Dan pressed his right hand firmly against my left breast. Oh … my … God! My knees trembled and weakened as an electric charge streaked from my hardened nipples to my tummy. Never in my life had I felt anything so orgasmically pleasurable from the top of my head to the tips of my toes.


  Sure, erections are tough to beat. Tee. Hee. But as intense as they are, they are localized.


  This was …


  And even more hot than having an erection, I thought through my hormone-driven haze, was the fact I was causing one!


  “Okay, kids break it up!” a deep authoritarian voice said. “Time to get to class.”


  Pulled back from the brink of ecstasy, I opened my eyes to see …


  Oh, no! Mr. Thomas!


  As Dan shuffled off down the hall, the girl inhabiting my male body gave me a funny, knowing smile, as if to say, “Being a girl ain’t half bad, is it?”


  Then he said, “You look very nice today, Lacey. See you later in class.”


  During the three hours leading up to Mr. Thomas’ history class, I smiled and laughed, pretended to know kids that I didn’t, constantly reminded myself to sit properly, and discovered that teenage boys don’t often look into the faces of girls with nice racks when they’re talking to them. Having been a male myself, that didn’t really surprise me. The guy in me wanted to peek as well. But the girl I now was said, “Cut it out” some of the time and “I like it!” the rest. My schizophrenia wasn’t just a male-female kind of thing, I guess.


  As I walked around in the short, flirty dress and the shoes with bows on the toes, I at first felt certain that people would recognize the real me– Mr. Thomas, the history teacher and basketball coach– and start laughing and pointing fingers at me. But when no one did, I kinda, sorta began to enjoy myself.


  Don’t get me wrong! I didn’t want to be a girl. I didn’t have any say in the matter, though. So, as I realized that people just accepted that I was Lacey, I started going with the flow, so to speak. I just let my female body move and gesture and react as nature dictated it should, no matter how mega-weird my male mind insisted it was. The soft, light, pretty clothes felt good, while long hair brushing my shoulders and a dress brush my bare legs felt pleasant and natural.


  Until I walked into Mr. Thomas’ class! OMG, I had no idea this would feel so humiliating and wrong. Just wrong! I was supposed to be the teacher in this room, not one of the students.


  But, again, I had no choice, I had to do this. Pressing my books firmly against my chest and gritting my teeth, I walked to Lacey Daniels’ desk and sat down. Knowing who sat just to the left and slightly behind, I turned to see Cassie Cantrell, the girl who did this to me. The tall senior with black hair smiled.


  That bitch!


  Well, I wouldn’t give her the pleasure. I smiled back.


  As were most classes today and tomorrow, with finals finished last week, this was mostly a free period.


  “Just keep the noise down and you can talk or read or whatever,” said Mr. Thomas, which is probably what I would have said as well.


  But, oh my goodness, I can’t tell you how wacko it was to see someone else being me. ‘Course Mr. Thomas probably felt the same way. I hoped Donna had done as good a job of coaching him as Lisa had done with me.


  Yeah, I had to admit it, as much as I hated having to pretend to be a girl, Lisa made it easier to pull off and, yes, even accept.


  And so did that kiss from Dan. Hee. Hee.


  As the other kids started to talk, I opened the romance novel that Lacey had in her locker and pretended to read it, as I had done in other classes that day and likely would do again tomorrow. I mean, who was I gonna talk to, you know? Cassie? That bitch!


  From time to time, I looked up to watch Mr. Thomas. He talked often to Jennifer Wills, the girl who had the crush on me– er, him– as Cassie wanted him to do. Good girl! Oops. Good man!


  She sat in the first row. Since she liked me—him– that made sense, I guess. Cassie was four seats back.


  Although I had no desire to make eye contact with her again, I couldn’t resist glancing back to see if she was paying attention to the interaction between Mr. Thomas and Jennifer.


  She was.


  Only I didn’t see what I expected. I thought she would be smiling or at least have a pleasant expression her face. She wasn’t and she didn’t.


  Huh.


  Then I thought about what Lisa had said, that Cassie wanted to be me so that she could give Jennifer the attention and affection I had denied her.


  And now I had to wonder if that really was her motivation.


  *     *     *     *     * 


  Of course, Lisa and I couldn’t talk about what we really wanted to during the day or even when we got home from school. But after we had showered, put on our nighties, and turned out the lights, Lisa didn’t waste any time.”


  “Lacey said she likes being tall,” my twin said.


  “No kidding,” I replied. “So do I.”


  After a long pause, I added, “But being short isn’t really so bad, I guess, once you get used to it.”


  “We prefer to call it ‘petite,’” Lisa giggled.


  “She hates your short haircut. She’d rather have blonde hair than brown. And she thinks your clothes are really, really boring,” she added, as I heard her turn on her side, probably to face me.


  “Good to know,” I replied. “I’ll trade her. How about that?”


  We both giggled at that image.


  I stayed on my back. Even though I was getting used to carrying the girls, rolling around with them unstrapped still was disconcerting. Of course so were a flat crotch pressed against silky panties and smooth, shapely legs.


  “And she wants to know what it feels like when a guy kisses a girl,” Lisa said.


  Now that got my attention. 


  “Why in the world would she want to know that?” I asked.


  Lisa laughed.


  “Like you don’t know,” she chuckled. “Lacey, perhaps you didn’t notice that my locker is just down from yours. I was watching you two kissing and ‘you know,’ when Mr. Thomas told you to break it up.


  “Girl, you were getting it on!”


  “Was not,” I lied. “I was just enjoying the …”


  “You know,” we laughed together.


  “So she knows that you know what’s it like for the other sex and she wants to know too,” Lisa continued. “She especially wants to know since she said that watching you made that thingie between her legs all hard and she realized how different it is for a guy to get turned on than for a girl.”


  Remembering that delicious moment with Dan, I couldn’t help but giggle.


  “Well, she’s right,” I admitted. “It is different.”


  “Different good or different bad?” Lisa asked.


  “Just different,” I replied honestly.


  “Maybe she will kiss Ms Winthrop,” she said. “I mean, fair is fair. And Ms Winthrop is supposed to help her out this week.”


  Wow. That one threw me for a loop. I hadn’t considered that my girlfriend might kiss another man. Even though that guy was a girl in my body, it still made me a little jealous.


  And the ridiculousness of this whole situation made my head hurt.


  “Oh, Lisa, this is just all too crazy, you know? I  think I’d …”


  “Like to go to sleep now?” she finished for me, and we both giggled. “’Night, Lacey.”


  But she couldn’t help herself.


  After a long pause, my sister asked, “So, are you going to kiss Dan again tomorrow?”


  “Well, what’s  a petite girl to do if a big strong boy like that surprises her again?” I said, smiling in the dark, and hoping that would happen.               “’Night, Lisa.”


  And, what do you know? It did happen the next morning! Well … not really. I kinda saw Dan before he saw me.


  “Good morning, Dan,” I said as he was closing his locker door.


  “Good morning, Lacey,” he said as he stood up and smiled.


  Oh my gosh, he looked so good standing there in his blue polo shirt and jeans. He was sooo tall and his shoulders were sooo broad and his butt looked so good in those jeans.


  And it felt sooo weird to be so turned on and not have an erection. But there certainly was that little tingle of anticipation in my tummy for what was to come and my nipples hardened against my bra cups.


  Then he bent down to kiss me. Yes. Yes. Yes!


  Only it wasn’t like yesterday’s kiss. It wasn’t the kiss I was expecting, that I was dreaming about when Lisa woke me up this morning.


  “Sorry, babe, gotta run and turn in my uniforms and stuff since it’s the last day of school,” he said after he gave me a quick peck. “See you later, okay?”


   “Okay,” I said, standing there in my cute little ruffled top and shorts, Lisa’s wardrobe choice for the final day of school. “See ya.”


  “Guys can be real dicks sometimes,” said a female voice behind me.


  I turned to see the cute brunette that was responsible for me being a blonde, lovesick cheerleader. Only she didn’t know it.


  “Oh, hi Jennifer,” I said. “It’s no big deal. But, yeah, guys can be real dicks sometimes.”


  As I headed for my first-period class, she walked along beside me. OMG, she was at least three or four inches taller than me. Everyone was taller than me!


  “Are you looking forward to prom?” I asked.


  “Yeah, I guess,” she said, stopping to get a drink at the fountain.


   “I mean, I’m a senior and all and it’s my last one,” she added after she swallowed.


  “I guess you’re going with Dan?”


  “Yeah, we’re kind of a thing,” I replied. “And he’s not always a dick.”


  We both laughed as she stopped at her first-period classroom.


  “How about your friend, Jennifer?” I asked. “Is she going?”


  She shook her head in disgust and said emphatically, “No!


  “That girl is the one who encouraged me to go, insisted I get a date and then she said she wasn’t going,” she added. “If you want to know the truth, I’d have a better time with her than I will the dick I’m going with.”


  We both laughed again.


  Then, before my mind could stop my mouth, I said, “But if Cassie isn’t going to be there, how will she …”


  “How will she what?” Jennifer asked, having no idea that her friend had ordered Mr. Thomas to dance with her at prom as a condition for switching us back.


  “Oh, nothing,” I replied and quickly added, “You can join Lisa and me at our table.”


  “Aww, that’s nice,” she replied. “But, no, you two really do have dates. 


  “But I’ll see you there, I guess. Or maybe Friday. That’s when the pool opens.”


  Oh gawd! Dresses and panties and bras and nighties weren’t enough for my week as a girl? Now I had parading around in public in a bikini to look forward to? Then again, if I wanted Dan to treat me like a girl, I guess I should look the part.


  But did I really want him to? The male in me screamed, “No!”


  But the female replied sweetly, “Oh, chill and enjoy the ride. You’ll have a lot more fun that way.”


  That night in bed, I asked Lisa about Friday.


  “Oh, you’d better believe it,” she said. “We’re going and I already have the most darling bikini picked for you.”


  Just what I wanted to hear! Or maybe just what I didn’t want to hear! Why did there have to be this conflict? Why couldn’t I just be Lacey? Period.


  “Because you’re not Lacey. Period,” that damned male voice said in my head. “You’re Randy Thomas pretending to be Lacey Daniels.”


  “No, I am Lacey Daniels!” I insisted, not realizing that I said it aloud.


  “Of course you are, sweetie,” Lisa replied. “It’s not like you have a choice, you know. It’s who you are until after prom. And you might as well …”


  “Enjoy the ride,” I said, finishing for her the way twins often do for each other.


  She giggled and replied, “That’s right, sis.”


  After a short pause, she added, “And there’s one more thing about that ride.”


  “Oh Lord, what’s that?” I asked, as I turned to face her in the dark.


  Just one day later, the bouncing boobs in my nightie didn’t bother me so much anymore.


  “Tomorrow we’re going to buy our prom dresses,” she said.


  “But I thought girls shopped weeks before prom for their dresses,” I said.


  “Lacey and I did,” she replied. “But we couldn’t decide between two styles. So tomorrow we’re going back. Of course, we’ll have to try on both of them again. Won’t that be fun?”


  “Barrels of monkeys fun,” I replied. “’Night, Lisa.”


  As my sis said, “’Night, Lacey,” I closed my eyes and smiled. I might not have gotten the kiss I wanted this morning. But just like last night, I could get it in my dreams. Only this time, I wasn’t going to stop there. I was going to enjoy the ride.


  As I drifted toward sleep, I smiled as my hand drifted under my nightie and down my flat belly to my panties.


  *     *     *     *     *


  Yeah, I’ll admit it. After more than two days, there were some things I was starting to like as a girl. Of course, as a guy for 38 years, having boobs was one of them. And not just boobs. But a “nice rack,” as my basketball players referred to them.


  I liked the way they felt, and the way you could dress to accent them, and I especially liked the power that having a “nice rack” seemed to wield with teenage guys, who were often led more by their little heads than their big ones.


  I liked being kissed by a boy too. In fact, I liked it a lot, and definitely wanted more of that before we changed back. I was hoping that would happen at prom.


  And, yes, although I’m embarrassed to admit it, I enjoyed wearing soft, pretty, and feminine clothes. I certainly could understand why the real Lacey thought mine were dull and boring.


  But to acquire those pretty clothes, a girl had to shop for them, and I wasn’t quite ready to say shopping was one of my favorite things.


  Still, here I was with my twin sister on a late Thursday morning at the mall, making the final decision on which dresses we would wear to prom.


  “Well, sis, what do you think of these?” Lisa asked as we stood in front of mirrors, hands on our hips.


  We  wore full length, strapless ball gowns with tulle skirts. They had satin bodices and sweetheart necklines. Her was baby blue and mine, of course, was light pink. We both had our long, blonde hair loose, as we would for prom.


  “Well, these are what I would imagine prom dresses look like. But it’s not like I have anything to compare this too,” I said. “I haven’t wore a lot of prom dresses, or any dresses, for that matter.”


  “Oh, I would hope not!” Lisa giggled. “But I understand, and yes, these are more traditional. So think about the color, the length, and the neckline and we’ll go try on the other option.”


  Fifteen minutes later in a second bridal and formal shop, Lisa said, “I’d call this style more fun and flirty. Wouldn’t you?”


  “Oh, definitely, sis,” I grinned, deciding to play along. “It’s also short, I see.”


  On the whole, I’d probably still rather be fishing or even washing the car on this beautiful late spring day. But, as I already had reminded myself several times, just go with the flow and it gets easier.


  “Yes, fun, flirty, and short and again with a strapless sweetheart neckline,” she explained, as she twirled in front of the mirror and directed me to do the same.


  Hey, that was kind of fun!


  These cute little numbers featured full skirts that flared out about mid-thigh and also seemed to be mostly tulle– whatever that is– covered with iridescent sequins. To my male mind and current feminine disposition, this dress definitely was more eye-catching.


  I twirled again and couldn’t help smiling as I did so. Hey, shopping wasn’t so bad after all.


  “Well, what do you think?” Lisa asked, with a broad grin on her face.


  “I gotta say, I do like sweetheart necklines,” I giggled.


  “Of course you do, you big perv,” she replied. “They’re sexy.”


  “And I think I like short, fun, and flirty better than long, formal, and traditional,” I added.


  “I kinda thought you would. And you know why?” my sister asked.


  “Because you like it too,” I giggled.


  “Two peas in a pod,” she replied. “Now, which color do you want?


  “Well, since it seems to be my signature color, I guess …” I said.


  “Pink,” we giggled simultaneously.


  “Only this is called ‘blush.’ And the other is lavender,” she said.


  “So much still to learn and so little time,” I smiled as we headed back into the dressing room to put on our shorts and cheerleader camp crop tops.


  “Yeah,” she agreed. “But even so … and I know you probably don’t want to hear this … but you’ve been a pretty good twin sister for someone who is really a   … well, you know.”


  “You too,” I said and squeezed her hand. “Now I guess we have to get shoes to match, right?”


  “That’s right, Lacey,” she replied as she unzipped my dress. “That’s exactly right.”


  As we headed out the door, though, we saw Ms. Winthrop trying on a dress. I pulled on Lisa’s arm, hoping we could escape without her noticing. I sooo did not want her to see me buying a prom gown.


  Too late. Oh, crap.


  “Oh, hi girls,” she said, smiling brightly and waving. “I’ll be finished in a minute. Meet me at the food court and we’ll get caught up, okay?”


  “Sure, Ms Winthrop,” Lisa said. “We’ll buy our shoes and then meet you there.”


  I gave my sister the evil eye, but the deed was done.


  “Sorry, Lacey,” she said as we entered the shoe store, but I don’t think we had a choice. And besides, well, you know …”


  “You wanta find out about your real sister,” I replied. “Yes, I understand.”


  But a short while later, after we picked up Chinese food and sat down at a table, I said, “I still really, really don’t want to do this. You can understand, right?”


  “I know that, hun,” she said. “But on this one, you’re just gonna have to man up.”


  Damn that girl! She knew just how to cheer me up, to make me act like the teen I appeared to be.


  I giggled first. Then we both were giggling when Ms. Winthrop arrived with her dress, which she placed next to ours. 


  “Oh, girls, your dresses are so pretty,” she gushed. “I’ll be right back.”


  She returned a few minutes later with kung pao chicken and an egg roll.


  “So, how’s it going, Lacey?” she asked.


  God, this was sooo embarrassing. This was the woman who, until a few days ago, was my lover and confidant. Now I was a blonde cheerleader and she was just the nurse where I went to school.


  Or, so we had to pretend. Unfortunately, I was the only one of the three of us who seemed to have a problem doing that.


  Thankfully, though, she noticed my discomfort.


  Reaching across the table to take my hand, Ms Winthrop said, “I’m sorry about this, dear. I really am.”


  “I know,” I mumbled, still unable to look her in the eyes. “I’ve been trying my best to adjust and …”


  “And doing a good job of it,” Lisa chimed in.


  “Thanks, sis,” I smiled.


  Then I looked back at Ms Winthrop and added, “But talking to you for the first time since Monday is such a shock to my system, you know? And as you see me looking like this, I can’t help but believe that … that … you think less of me because I’m such a … a … girl.”


  And with that, I started to bawl– just like a girl.


  Lisa put her arm around me. Ms. Winthrop reached over to wipe my eyes and then handed me the tissues to blow my nose.


  “No, that’s not true at all,” the school nurse said. “Honestly, I can understand how you’d feel that way, sweetie, considering who you really are. But I promise you, I don’t think less of you.


  “In fact, if anything, I’m impressed.”


  “Me, too!” Lisa added.


  “And, don’t forget, I’m seeing the other side of this up close too,” Ms Winthrop added. “In general, Randy’s adjusting pretty well too. But he has his weak moments.”


  After a short pause, she added with a smile, “Like when he saw you kissing Dan Richardson.”


  Now my tear-stained face grew hot with embarrassment.


  “He caught me by surprise,” I said. “I wasn’t expecting it. Really.”


  “That’s true,” Lisa added. “I saw it happen.”


  Ms Winthrop smiled and said, “Yes, I understand that. And that’s what I helped Randy understand. But the point is that you’re both experiencing some discomfort from time to time.”


  Feeling better and stronger, I managed a smile and said, “Yeah, you’re right. Both of you, thanks for being there for me.


  Then, as we started to eat lunch, I decided to make small talk.


  “So where are you going to wear your new dress?” I asked.


  “Now where do you suppose?” she chuckled. “Randy’s decided that he wants to be a chaperone at the prom so … And a girl never passes up the opportunity to buy a new dress, right?”


  Of course, all three of us knew why he did that– so he could dance with Jennifer, as Cassie insisted he do.


  After we ate in silence for a bit, something else occurred to me. And now, feeling even a little devilish, I asked  “Well, Ms Winthrop did you help Mr. Thomas find how what it feels like for a guy to kiss a girl?”


  Lisa’s eyes grew wide in what might have been horror. She was the one who had told me about that.


  But Ms Winthrop laughed.


  “Now that, young lady, is none of your business,” she said, the clear suggestion being that, yes, she had.


  “Did he like it?” I persisted.


  “The more important question is did you like it?” Lisa added with a broad grin.


  “All right, that’s enough you two,” Ms Winthrop said. “You’re both brats. You keep giving me trouble and I’m not going to buy you ice cream for dessert.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  As much as I enjoyed wearing my new prom dress and snuggling against Dan as we slow danced, I couldn’t help spying on Mr. Thomas and Ms Winthrop. He was having way too much fun with her, dammit!


  He wasn’t planning on being here but then the switch thingie happened and he volunteered to be a prom chaperone, I guess, so he could dance with Jennifer and then Cassie can switch us back.


  I just hope she doesn’t do it too soon, I thought. Tee. Hee.
‘Cuz I’m really, really having a good time with my boyfriend and I’m hoping it’s going to get even better later on, if ya know what I mean.


  Against my tummy, I’m feelin’ that he’s feelin’ more and more turned on all the time. I loved sharing my erections with girls when I was a guy, and now I can’t wait for Dan to share his with me! Hee. Hee.


  I just hope the boy measures up!


  Suddenly then, out of the corner of my eye, I saw Mr. Thomas take Ms Winthrop’s hand and lead her out of the gym.


  That bastard! I screamed inside my head. He’s gonna go do the nasty with my girlfriend. I just know it!


  “Uh, excuse me, Dan,” I said, looking up into his brown eyes and batting my own blue ones. “I like have to go to the little girls’ room. It’s kinda an emergency.”


  “Oh, no!” he replied, the concern in his voice genuine and appealing. “Are you okay?”


  I smiled and said, “Sure. I just drank too much punch. That’s all. Be back in a minute.”


  Then I lifted one leg behind me as I put my arms around his neck, pulled him down, and gave him a big kiss.


  “Miss me bunches, okay?” I said, as I hurried toward the same exit Mr. Thomas and Ms. Winthrop had taken, my high heels clicking on the hardwood floor.


  “I will,” I heard him say over my shoulder.


  Outside in the hall, I took off my shoes, realizing that they would prevent a stealth approach. I wanted to sneak up on those two and get evidence of my girlfriend cheating on me. That bitch!


  Only my phone was in my purse back on the table. Dammit! I was liking more and more stuff about being a girl, but wearing clothes with no pockets was not one of them!


  Okay, so I’d just catch them in the act and humiliate them. That’s what I’d do!


  Down the darkened hall, I saw a bright spot cast on the floor by the dim light shining out the window of an office door. My office door!


  Not only was he doing my girlfriend, he was doing her in my office!


  Well, they’re going to be sorry! I told myself. I’m gonna catch them in the act. And I’m gonna go back into the gym and I’m gonna tell …


  When I peeked inside, that plan went right out the window, along with most of my anger.


  Yeah, I still was a little pissed off.


  I mean what girl wouldn’t be if she caught another guy having sex with her girlfriend, I thought. Huh?


  Then I had to put my hand over my mouth to keep from erupting into spasms of giggles at the absurdity of that thought.


  But mostly I was turned on as I watched Mr. Thomas doing Ms. Winthrop doggy style– her favorite position– on my desk.


  Oh gawd! I had to do something … and fast!


  Still holding my heels in one hand, I ran back down the hall and into the gym. Then I grabbed my purse and Dan’s hand and said, “Come on!”


  “Where we going?” he asked, as he obediently followed.


  “I need to talk to you in private,” I said, pulling him along toward the outer door.


  “Sure, okay, I guess,” he replied. “But shouldn’t we tell Lisa maybe where we’re going?”


  “No time,” I said, stopping to put on my shoes before we exited into the parking lot. “Besides, she’s dancing and this won’t take long.”


  “Well, okay …” he agreed.


  The boy was clueless!


  In his car, though, he quickly got the message, as I leaned across to kiss him and rub my hand across the bulge in his trousers that had been teasing me much of the night.


  As I continued to massage, I whispered in his ear, “Push your seat back.”


  Good boy! I thought as he did so. He obeyed his coach both on and off the court.


  That mental observation made me start giggling almost hysterically.


  “Lacey, are you all right?” Dan asked. “What’s going on here?”


  “What do you think is going on here?” I asked, as I started to unzip his pants.


  “Oh, I think I know,” he gasped, as my small hand grasped his penis and began to stroke it. “But don’t you think I maybe should put a condom on first?”


  “Oh, we’re not there yet!” I said. “I need to do this first.”


  Having been a teenage boy myself, I knew that he would have little to no staying power with the first orgasm so I wanted to quickly get that out of the way so both of us could enjoy the second. And putting my mouth around his rigid rod, I did.


  “Oh God, Lacey,” Dan heaved as he regained his breath, “that was great.”


  “And it’s gonna get even better, believe me,” I smiled, as pulled tissues from my purse to wipe my mouth and his crotch.


  As I finished, I asked eagerly, “Well, are you ready to go yet?”


  “Holy cow, Lacey, I’m not a yogurt dispenser,” he replied with a laugh. “Give me a minute.”


  “I’ll help,” I said, gently rubbing his limp manhood, as I chewed on his ear and moved one of his hands onto my breast.


  Like a good boy, he began to massage it.


  “Oooh, that’s good for you and for me,” I cooed, as I felt his penis slowly regain life.


  “Where are your condoms?” I whispered in his ear.


  When he told me, I pulled one out of the first aid box that was under the passenger seat and unwrapped it.


  “Want me to do the honors?” I asked.


  “You’d better let me,” he replied. “Probably safer that way.”


    With condom in place, he then pulled me close and lifted me onto his lap, with my legs bent behind me.


  “God bless short prom dresses,” he grinned.


  “Amen to that,” I giggled, as he ran his fingers across the top of my breasts and we kissed.


  My heart pounding, I moaned and leaned into him, aroused by his tongue in my mouth and his hands as they squeezed my boobs through the dress and bra.


  My nipples hardened and released a spark down to just below my belly button. Needing no more encouragement, Dan dropped his hands to my thighs and reached under my skirt.


  His penis throbbed against my pantyhose and he groaned, “Oh God, I want you.”


   Feeling wetness in my silk panties, I raised up slightly on my thighs and helped him pull down the garments just enough to provide entry.


  Then I lowered myself and suddenly he was in me! Filling me up! Caressing my vagina walls with his manhood!


  Oh gawd, yes! This was what I wanted. This was what I needed since that moment I saw that bastard screwing my girlfriend.


  “Relax,” I whispered with ragged breath. “Let me do the work.”


  And I did, riding back and forth on his manhood until I gasped, my eyeballs rolled back my head and the sky filled with exploding fireworks behind my eyelids.


  Oh, no! Those weren’t fireworks. It was the overhead light.


  “My gosh, Lacey, did you have an orgy in your bed last night and not invite me?” Lisa giggled, as I reluctantly surrendered the most erotic dream of my life– male or female– to resurface in reality.


  As I raised up on my elbows, I realized I was sweating and still breathing hard.


  “Oh my God, Lisa, it was awful,” I said grimly. “I was being chased by pirates and I just couldn’t get away from there and if you hadn’t turned on the light.”


  Lisa laughed and said, “Yeah, I’ve been chased by pirates in some of my dreams too!


  *     *     *     *     *


  The next logical thing to do after awakening from a dream like that would be to smoke a cigarette. Tee. Hee.


  Lisa might have agreed with me too, if I had told her the details. I mean, it was really hot and stuff, so much more than anything I’d ever experienced as a man. When a guy wakes up from an erotic dream, he has a limp dick and a wet spot on his sheets. And I certainly can remember a few of those.


  This was waaaay better than that, as it seemed that most all of my body continued to tingle with pleasure long after I escaped the pirate ship.  Chalk one up for the surging female hormones in this girly teen body!


  But I just couldn’t tell Lisa. I guess there are some things a sister doesn’t share with her identical twin, like when she’s dreaming about being a horny slut! Hee. Hee.


  So I did as she suggested and just took a long, hot, soapy shower. Make that a long, long, long hot, soapy shower. As a man, I’d never had much use for a shower puff. But as a girl, I realized it could be used for more than just cleaning your body– like being the stimulator for a follow-up happy ending to that prom dream.  Tee. Hee.


  Finally, I heard Lisa yell from the bedroom, “Girl, you’re gonna turn into a prune if you don’t get out of there soon.


  “While you’re in there, though, you need to shave your legs, pits, and pubes,” she added. “It’s bikini day, remember?”


  My pubes? Yikes!


  But what she said did make sense.


  “I don’t know where to start,” I screamed back, as I leaned against a corner in the shower stall and regained my breath.


  After this, I’d need not only another cigarette, but a stiff drink.


  “With your legs, start at the bottom and work up,” she replied. “And be really careful on your shins. There’s not much skin there and the last thing you want are cuts on your legs when you’re wearing a short prom dress.


  “With the pits and pubes, just be really, really careful, ‘cuz, well, you know. The last thing you want down there is to have to use a band-aid.”


  Then I heard her laugh.


  OMG, now that really got my attention.


  “Thanks, sis!” I yelled, as I carefully followed her instructions and heeded her warning. Afterward I wrapped my hair in a towel and put another around my waist.


  Then I looked in the mirror and erupted in giggles.


  Old habits die hard, I told myself with a smirk, as I, nevertheless, admired my profile, especially my perky breasts. No matter how totally feminine I felt this morning because of the dream and sensuous shower, I still had a male appreciation for that part of the female anatomy.


  Then I repositioned the towel over my boobs, grabbed a bottle, and re-entered the bedroom. Sitting down on my bed, I rubbed lotion all over my smooth, bare legs.


  “Hey, and I didn’t even tell you that you should do that,” Lisa said with a smile. “Good girl.”


  Then she walked over to a dresser on her side of the room and pulled out a bikini.


  “And when you’re finished with that, put on this,” she said, as she tossed the two pieces onto the bed beside me.


  As I held them up, my eyes grew wide. Yeah, I always had loved seeing bikinis on attractive women. But now, the prospect of putting on one myself and parading around in public wearing something this tiny …


  My gasp was audible, I guess.


  “Oh, don’t worry, sis,” Lisa reassured me. “You’ll look great, I promise. And the guys at the pool will be absolutely drooling when they see you.”


  I can believe that, I thought as a posed in front of the mirror, wearing the pink and yellow floral print bikini. The tiny bottom was adorned with ruffles around the waist and along the leg holes in the back. Plus, a yellow and green flower sat just above my butt crack.


   “OMG, Lisa,” I can’t wear this!” I shrieked.


  “Don’t you like it?” she asked.


  “Well … sure I do, but …”


  “But what?” she giggled. “That’s a swimsuit and we’re going to a swimming pool. And you look darling in it. End of story. Now, let’s go.”


  I had to admit, she was right. I looked darling in it, and also a little bit naked and naughty, especially because of my bare butt cheeks. Tee. Hee.


  If I were a guy, the cleavage would be pretty mouth-watering too.


  But feminine me was in full control today, so the male remained quiet and just enjoyed the view.


  “Okay, let’s do it,” I said as I glanced over my shoulder and took one last look at my plump, but tiny butt.


  Then I grabbed a tote Lisa had prepared for me and started out the door.


  “OMG, Lacey, wait, wait!” Lisa said. “Look at me, girl.”


  I stopped and turned back.


  “You show off your bikini at the pool, not on the way to the pool,” she continued. “See, I’m wearing a cover-up. You need one too.


  “Otherwise, riding there in Daddy’s convertible, you just might cause an accident of two.”


  Our cover-ups were soft, drapey things, almost like dresses, only lots looser. Lisa’s was white and mine was a pretty shade of turquoise.


  Fifteen minutes later, we stepped out into the sunshine on the concrete surrounding public pool. It was opening day and the place was nearly overflowing with kids, most of them teens.


  “Why did we wait so long?” I whispered.


  “So we could make a grand entrance,” she said, as she led me to a couple of empty chaise lounge chairs and we put down our purses and totes.


  “Okay, now strut your stuff, sis,” she giggled. “And watch the boys. You’ll love it!”


  Then I generally followed Lisa’s lead as she slowly and deliberately, removed her cover-up, placed it on the lounge, put sunglasses on her head, and sat down. But I decided to add a couple of bends, both forward and backward, to search through my purse and tote for nothing in particular.


  “Nice touch, sis,” Lisa giggled. “Girl, you’re a natural at this.”


  “Do you think Dan will be here?” I asked, as I sat down and put on my oversize sunglasses so I could survey the crowd.


  “Could be,” she replied. “You shoulda told him you were going to be here.”


  “Damn!” I exclaimed.


  But then I saw someone I did know. Cassie.


  Without pausing to think about what I was might say, I pointed at her and told Lisa that I was going to talk to her. Yeah, her screwy idea was forcing me to live as a teenage girl for a week, which didn’t seem so awful at the moment. But that’s not what I wanted to chat with her about.


  “Be careful,” Lisa cautioned. “Your future’s in her hands, you know. If you make her mad, she might not switch you back.”


  “I’ll be careful,” I replied.


  A side benefit of my mission was that Cassie was on the other side of the pool so that gave me plenty of opportunity to strut my stuff in my teeny bikini and gauge the male reaction. I wasn’t disappointed.


  I hafta admit that, being so small and wearing so little, I never dreamed I could feel such power and command such attention. Tee. Hee.


  Still, as much as I enjoyed the walk, it was a bit disconcerting to look down from time to time and  realize that, yes, I really did have a flat crotch and bouncing boobs.


  With her black hair tied up and still wearing her cover-up, Cassie was reading a Jack Reacher novel.


  “Hi,” I said, to get her attention.


  Lowering her sunglasses, she looked up at me and said, “Well, hello, Lacey,” she said. “How are things?”


  “Actually, not bad,” I replied. “But I am looking forward to getting my life back to normal.”


  “As long as Mr. Thomas follows through at prom, I promise that will happen,” she said.             


  “Prom is what I want to talk to you about,” I said.


  “I don’t think that you trying to switch bodies with me was just about Jennifer. I think it was about you too.”


  She laughed and said, “Oh, please! She’s my friend, maybe my best friend, and I want her to be happy. Getting Mr. Thomas to give her some attention– even if I had to borrow his body–- was the best way to do that.


  “It had nothing to do with me. For, sure I don’t want to be a man.”


  I sat down at the foot of her lounge chair.


  “I didn’t say you did,” I replied. “But I do think this had to do with you wanting to be more than just friends with Jennifer.”


  When she didn’t respond immediately, I added, “Jennifer told me that she’d rather be at the prom with you than her date. I just thought that you’d like to know that.


  “See ya, Cassie.”


  “Yeah, see ya, Lacey,” I heard her reply as I walked away.


  *      *      *     *     *


  As I walked arm-in-arm into prom with my sweetie, I suddenly realized that the teen-girl world that I had mostly allowed myself to enjoy during the past two days was about to be over. I’m not saying that was a bad thing or that I didn’t want to switch back. I definitely did want my old life back. It’s just that I recognized my time in this alternative reality was drawing to a close.


  Sometime tonight or maybe early in the morning, Cassie would cast the spell that returned Mr. Thomas and me to our own bodies.


  Possibly that realization was driven home by the fact I soon would be coaching Dan Richardson, my date, in this very gym again. OMG, would I still think he was handsome and sexy?


  Of course, not, you silly girl! I told myself. But for the moment, it’s totally okay for you to think about him that way and to want to … well ‘you know’ like you did in that dream.


  So I did. I also enjoyed the feel of the corsage on my left wrist and the skirt on my pink, glittery prom dress brushing against the pantyhose covering my thighs, as well as the sound of my silver heels clicking on the wooden floor.


  We joined Lisa and her date Billy Watkins– another of my basketball players– at a table, as the DJ rocked the gym with “Party in the U.S.A.”


  Billy and Dan talked basketball for a few minutes–- and I sooo wanted to join them. I might have too, if Lisa hadn’t put her hand on mine, smiled, and shook her head.


  I nodded back and whispered, “Thanks.”


  Then we got up to dance when “A Groovy Kind of Love” came on.


  For a brief moment, I was totally befuddled about where to put my hands. Well, duh!. I’d never danced as a girl before.


  Fortunately, my man took control before I experienced a panic attack. He put his arms around my waist and I put mine around his neck.


  “You’re the most beautiful girl here tonight,” he said with a smile that weakened my knees.


  Oh, how I sooo wanted to do with him what we had done in my dream. Instead, I just pushed my body a little tighter against his.


  “Even more than Lisa?” I teased him. “After all, she is my twin sister.”


  “Yes, even more than Lisa,” he said, as he bent down and sweetly kissed me.


  For the next two hours, we danced and made small talk. The boys preferred the slow numbers. But Lisa and I would take off our heels and enjoy ourselves with the fast songs as well.


  “You know what?” Lisa asked as we bounced around to one number. “I’d never, ever know that you’re not really Lacey. You’ve done a great job.”


  Then she hugged me.


  “Uh, thanks, sis, I guess,” I said.


  “Hey, that’s a good thing,” she persisted. “It made the week so much more enjoyable for you and for me.”


  That made me smile and I said, “Yeah, you’re right,” as I hugged her back. “You’ve been a great sister, yourself.”


  When we went back to the table, Dan grinned and said, “Nothing we like better than a little girl-on-girl action. Right, Billy?”


  I pretend slapped him.


  “Your just jealous ‘cuz guys can’t be friends like girls can.”


  “Ah, come on, Dan. Hug me, bro!” Billy laughed.


  Lisa pretend slapped him.


  Then we danced some more, talked, and drank punch– which wasn’t spiked. No alcohol? I was disappointed. No, wait, I wasn’t.


  These are good kids, the male teacher and coach hiding out in this strapless prom dress whispered to me. That’s a good thing.


  During the evening, I saw Mr. Thomas and Ms Winthrop moving around the gym and occasionally dancing together. And I particularly noted that he danced with Jennifer. Thank goodness for that!


  But I couldn’t determine where Jennifer was sitting.


  Eventually, I found her. She was sitting at a table in a back corner. Someone was there with her too, but the crowd made it difficult to tell who it was.


  Finally, though, I saw. OMG, it wasn’t her date. It was Cassie, who said she wasn’t going to attend. And it didn’t look to me like she was there just to make sure Mr. Thomas was following through. It looked like they were a couple, having a good time!


  That made me smile and I was just about to point them out to Lisa when… OMG, just like in my dream, I saw Mr. Thomas and Ms Winthrop leaving through a side entrance.


  I should have just ignored the them and pulled Dan out onto the dance floor again. But I just couldn’t.


  “I’ll be right back,” I told Lisa and the boys.


  “I’ll come with you,” she replied, as I knew she would because girls always do.


  “No, sis, I need to go somewhere alone for just a moment,” I said. “I’ll be right back.”


  Heels in hand, I tiptoed out of the gym and down the hall toward Mr. Thomas’ office, where I was sure they would be. And where I was certain that I’d catch Mr. Thomas doing my girlfriend doggy style on my desk. The bastard!


  But as I looked through the window on the door I saw… the two of them looking back at me!


  “Oh, I’m so glad you’re here,” Mr. Thomas said, as he opened the door. “Donna has a headache, and I was hoping I could find some aspirin in your office. But so far, no luck.”


  Stunned into silence, I walked over to the desk, opened the bottom drawer on the left and felt around at the back until I found the aspirin bottle.


  I handed it to Ms Winthrop.


  “Thanks, sweetheart,” she replied. “My head is really pounding.”


  “You’re welcome,” I mumbled and started back out the door.


  “Hey, wait,” Mr. Thomas said. “Did you need something?”


  “Oh, no,” I ad libbed. “I just stepped out into the hall to enjoy a little silence and saw the light on so I came to check it out.”


  “Thanks again, Lacey,” Ms Winthrop said as I headed back toward the gym.


  “You’re welcome,” I said, still processing what had happened.


  But by the time I returned to the gym, I was one happy girl, and I was laughing at myself for having been so silly to think that a dream like that would reflect reality. Mr. Thomas and Ms Winthrop were not having sex doggy style in my office. And I was not going to drag Dan out to the car, give him a blow job, and then ride him like a cowgirl.


  He’s a good kid, I told myself. And so am I.


  ‘Course that didn’t prevent me from letting him get to second base later that night. I mean, what’s the point of having a nice rack if you can’t enjoy it?


  *     *     *     *     *


  Well, I wouldn’t say things are back to normal. But they’re about as normal as they’ll ever be, I guess, because of that magic spell book that Cassie found at a Goodwill store.


  Donna, the nurse, broke up with me. She said that what happened was just too crazy for her to forget and that every time she saw me she’d wonder if I was really Lacey. When we had lunch at the mall, she still thought that she could handle it, she added. But by the end of the week, the girl had gotten so good at pretending to be me that, from time to time, she’d forget who she was talking to.


  I can believe that, I suppose. Lisa told me that I was pretty good at being her sister too. That’s kinda creepy, but true. Donna and I parted on good terms.


  Lacey told me that the real reason Donna broke up with me is that she was so much better than me at kissing and Donna wasn’t willing to settle for second best anymore. That’s even more kinda creepy to think about. But Lacey was just having fun with me.


  Not surprisingly, we became pretty good friends after what we went through together, and we teased each other often after we switched back.  


  On the positive front, meanwhile, Cassie and Jennifer finally realized that they cared for each other as more than just friends. I like to think I had a small part in helping make that happen.


  They’re enrolled at the local community college and plan to get married over the Christmas holidays.


  I’m invited to the wedding. As of right now, I don’t know whether I’ll be wearing a suit and tie or a dress.


  But, no, it’s not what you think. After we went back to our own lives, Lacey and I didn’t decide we liked being each other so much that we wanted to switch again and make it permanent. Dumb stuff like that happens only in fictional stories.


   Through most of the summer, we resumed our normal lives. As a guy on his own now, I mostly played softball, went fishing, and taught a couple of summer classes. The twins went to cheerleader camp, hung out at the pool, and, as it turned out, Lacey told Lisa that she really enjoyed her time pretending to be me.


  In fact, she told her so convincingly that Lisa approached me about a week before school was to start.


  “Cassie said I could have this,” she said, holding up an old gray book that said “Magick Spells for Young Witches” on the cover. “And, I’ve been thinking, I’d really like to find out what it’s like to be a man– if you’re willing, that is.


  “You might not want to admit it now that you’re a man again, but I know you enjoyed being Lacey at least a little bit. Am I right?” she added. “And you don’t  have a girlfriend right now, do you?”


  Sitting behind my desk in the classroom I was preparing for the new school year, I rubbed my chin and pretended to ponder the request.


  “Yeah, you’re right, I guess. I did enjoy it a little bit,” I said, preferring not to admit the truth too enthusiastically.


  “That’s a nice outfit,” I observed idly, commenting on the white off-the-shoulder top and tiny denim shorts she was wearing.


  “And you could wear it!” she gushed. “Lacey and I have lots of cute stuff like this.”


  Then she laughed and said, “But of course, you know that. You wore some of them.


  “I’m babbling, I know, but I really, really would like to do this. Twins share everything, and I’d really like the same experience that Lacey had being you.


  “And being me wouldn’t be a whole lot different than being her,” she said, perching on the edge of the desk. “After all we are twins. We think alike. We dress alike. And we even …”


  “Finish each other’s sentences,” I said.


  “See?” Lisa said with a broad grin. “It’s like you’re still a part of us. Pleeeeese!”


  When I smiled and finally agreed, Lisa gave me a big hug and said, “Oh, thank you, thank you, thank you.”


  Then she opened the book and said, “Should we do it now?”


  “Sure,” I said. “Like I mentioned, I like that outfit.”


  So, for the next week, I spent much of my time with Lacey, shopping for new clothes and showing off our bodies at the pool on sunny afternoons. I even wore that teeny bikini with the ruffled bottom! I’m not sure what Mr. Thomas did.


  But on the day before school was to start, he texted and asked me to come into his office. I arrived with my hair in a side pony and wearing a gold cheerleader cropped tee, tight blue shorts, and white sneakers.


  “What’s up Mr. T?” I giggled, using my new nickname for him. “You ready to put things back to normal for the school year?”


   As he stood up and towered over me, it was like I was seeing him– me!– for the first time and– oh, my! I could see why girls liked him– er, me. Those green eyes. Those bulging biceps. Those firm thighs below those coaching shorts!


  Why had I never noticed that about him–me– when I was Lacey? I wondered. Well, maybe twins didn’t exactly the same tastes about everything, especially men.


  I felt my heart quicken and there was that same little tingle in my tummy I had felt as Lacey when I was with Dan. The nipples on my boobs grew hard too. OMG, I was so glad I had on a sports bra under the tee!


  I backed up against the desk, crawled up on the edge the same way the real Lisa had a week before and gazed up at him.


  “You okay, Lisa?” he asked. “You look a little shocked about something.”


  “No, no, I’m okay,” I replied. “Seeing how tall you are just reminded me how short I am. I’d kinda gotten used to it and forgotten.”


  “Well, I hope you don’t mind being short for awhile longer,” he said. “I’d really like to stay this way for another week, to see what it’s like to be a teacher instead of a student. You okay with that?”


  I wasn’t sure that I was. But feeling a little overwhelmed by his presence and enjoying the male-female attraction from the feminine side, I agreed.


  “Sure, it’ll be fun!” I giggled. “And now I’ll get to wear all those cute new clothes that Lacey and I bought for back to school.”


  Oh, gawd! I sounded like such a girl. But that was appropriate, I guess, since I felt like it too.


  “No one but Lacey knows about us, right?” he asked. “Why don’t you tell her we switched back to our original selves and see if she notices. I’ll bet she doesn’t!”


  “Sure, Mr. T. It will be fun,” I beamed, not entirely sure this was a good idea. Sisters, especially twin sisters, don’t keep things from each other. But I wanted to please him.


  Then two weeks extended into three.


  “Since you’re a candidate for homecoming queen, wouldn’t you like to stay Lisa for another week to see what it’s like?” Mr. T asked.


  I couldn’t argue with the man. I did want to see. I wasn’t disappointed either! I was chosen queen and Lisa was one of the princesses. And my silvery glitter dress with a sweetheart neckline was just so darling!


  After that, Mr. T wanted to keep our arrangement until into the basketball season.


  “I want to see what it’s like to be the coach instead of a cheerleader,” he said.


   Because of football season, I already knew what it was like to be a cheerleader. I liked it too. I realized I was feeling more and more natural being Lisa, and that bothered me a little. So, although I didn’t want to admit it to him, I thought this would be a good time to switch back. For me, at least. But to be fair, I decided he should have the opportunity to be a coach, like I already had the chance to be a cheerleader. I mean, fair is fair.


  Also, it was really hard for me to say no to the man. I mean he’s soooo handsome. 


  Now the team is on a winning streak, and he doesn’t want to give it up. Having been a coach, I understand that. I also know that being a cheerleader on the sidelines is one of the funnest things I’ve ever done, ya know?


  So, with Cassie and Jennifer’s wedding coming up in just a couple of weeks, I still don’t know whether I’ll be wearing a suit and tie or a dress. But I kinda think it will be the latter since the Bulldogs are in a big holiday tournament. And if you wanta know the truth, I’m more than kinda okay with that. Like lots of the other girls at Breckenridge High School, I think I have a crush on Mr. Thomas.


  BTW, I did tell Lacey the truth that second week, even though Mr. T wanted to keep it a secret that we were still switched. Lacey and I are sisters after all, and we don’t keep things from each other. And just like I knew she would be, she’s okay with it. She wants us to wear matching dresses to the wedding. I do too.


  #     #     #     #     #
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