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  By Portia Hab


  A slight breeze brushed the hem of the pleated skirt against my thighs and reminded me that I couldn’t just ring the doorbell and open the door with my key to go inside, as I had done hundreds of times before.


  I dropped it back into my purse and again blew a strand of long blonde hair out of my face. Gawd! That was so damn irritating! I should have put on the headband, I realized, but it was just so … so … girly!


  Finally, I closed my eyes, willed myself to be strong, and then rang the bell. As I did, a little electric jolt traveled down my spine and made me feel as if I were about to wet my panties. My nipples stiffened too, which made me bite my lip. As a cop, I’d known fear before, but never fear like this.


  As the door opened, I heard the car that had brought me to this address start up and head on down the street. The cops who had delivered me and carried the luggage with my new clothes to the porch for me didn’t know who I really was. Neither did the woman who now looked down at me, even though we had been lovers for three years.


  “May I help you?” asked the tall, slender brunette with brown eyes.


  She was wearing a yellow sundress, which had always been one of my favorites. As I recognized that, the most frightening and bizarre thought ran through my mind: Hey, now I can wear that too!


  “God, Susan, I hope so,” I said in the high, sweet voice of the teenage girl that I had been transformed into about three hours before.


  “Do I know you?” she replied, clearly stunned that this strange female adolescent had called her by her first name.


  “Yes, I’m afraid you do,” I said, as I used one of my small, feminine hands to push wavy hair out of my eyes and over my shoulder. “Please, let me come in so we can talk.”


  *     *     *     *


  Susan had been reluctant to allow me inside, I could tell. But I suspect that she surmised that I didn’t pose much of a physical threat because of my younger age and smaller size. She refused to let me bring my suitcases inside, though.


  “Not until you give me a good reason,” she said.


  Once we were sitting in the living room that I knew so well, Susan said, “Okay, young lady, who are you and what do you want? You’re wearing one of our school’s uniforms but I’ve never seen you before.”


  Despite my pledge to be strong when I realized what I had unwittingly gotten myself into, I felt myself blushing and feared tears were welling up in my now blue eyes.


  Again I bit my lower lip– something I never had done before today. Stalling for time to summon courage, I looked down at the dimpled knees in gray tights, peeking out of my school girl skirt. At least I had remembered to sit with my legs together.


  Maybe I could do this! Yes, with Susan’s help I could. I would!


  Following a deep breath, I said, “It’s me. Mark. Remember that experimental program that I told you about? Well, this is the result.”


  Suddenly, I stood up and spun around, no doubt showing Susan the panties that matched my pink bra, as the skirt flared out in all directions from my ample hips. Then I curtsied. Or at least that’s what I attempted to do.


  Throwing my arms wide, I yelled, “Ta-da!” And followed that with a fit of girly giggling– before I crumpled onto the sofa and started bawling like a baby.


  “Oh, Susan, look at me,” I whined. “Look at me. Please, help me. You have to help me.”


  Quickly her motherly instinct kicked in. She moved to my side, put her arm around my narrow shoulders, and handed me a tissue with her free hand.


  “Here, sweetie, blow your nose. It’s going to be okay,” she said, as she pulled hair out of my face. “Now tell me what’s really going on. Did Mark put you up to this? And why in Heaven’s name would he do such a thing?”


  “I am Mark!” I screamed as I pulled away from her. “Don’t you understand? The feds did this to me!”


  *     *     *     *


  A week before, I had told Susan that our police department had agreed to assist the federal government in testing a new disguise technology. In return, the department would receive several hundred thousand dollars in financial assistance, and the three detectives who agreed to participate would earn $100,000 for a 30-day assignment. I was one of those who volunteered.


  The feds didn’t want to use real undercover cops who were on the job in the experiment because the technique was so extreme and so revolutionary that they feared it could put them at risk if they couldn’t cope with the transformations. So, they wanted cops whose only obligation would be to pretend to be whom they appeared to be for 30 days. They wanted to see if they could pull off the deception without raising suspicions.


  Along with me, a young, black female detective volunteered, as did a short, older Asian male cop. Based on who I became, Lord knows what happened to them.


  I gotta admit, though, that, like most red-blooded American guys, I find school girl uniforms a turn-on, especially when they are worn by girls who are a little past high school age.  There’s just something about that combination of long, shapely legs and short, pleated skirts, I guess. And that likely explains why “sexy school girls” costumes endure, especially on college campuses.


  But, hey, even a girl of 16 or 17 can push the right buttons if she’s in uniform.


  And, following the transformation, that was the case for the girl I was looking at. With wavy blonde hair, big blue eyes, a slightly crooked smile, and a cute little turned up nose, she didn’t need a uniform to cause guys to drool. But throw in a white polo shirt and mid-thigh, gray pleated skirt above gray tights, and shiny black flats and … wow!


  Why, then, was I not feeling that “wow” the way that I normally would? I sensed a stirring because I’m not completely dead. But it just wasn’t the same.


  It wasn’t the same because I was looking in a mirror and that image was mine. I was the girl in the mid-thigh, gray pleated skirt and gray tights. Until a few minutes ago, I was a 40-year-old man and so I guess that explained why I half-way expected to see an erection tenting that little gray skirt. But it wasn’t going to happen. I was a girl from stem to stern– at least on the outside.


  Yet, in my head, I remembered the way that looking at a girl like that made me feel when I was a man and that manifested into a little turn-on at least. Call it a phantom hard-on.


  Someone somewhere said something. But I was lost in space. Figuratively, I mean. After initially admiring and perhaps even lusting after the girl in the mirror and even acknowledging that I had agreed to become this person, the chilling realization that she was me finally was settling in. I watched the girl’s eyes widen and her jaw drop in disbelief.


  Someone shook my shoulder, my new, narrow female shoulder


  “Well, Mark? Mark? What do you think?” said a female voice just off to the side. “Pretty impressive, huh?”


  Slowly I turned and faced her, the federal official who had done this to me. “I di … .” I began. “I di …”


  High and sweet and feminine, that voice couldn’t be mine. I cleared my throat and tried again.


  But it was mine and so I used it to say, “That can’t be me. Things like this aren’t possible.


  “That can’t be me,” I said again, biting my lip and shaking my head, even as I reluctantly acknowledged that the teen girl voice was mine now– along with everything that came with it. “It just can’t be.”


  I looked back at myself in the mirror, appraising the body that I now possessed. Nice peaches and cream complexion. Prominent boobs, but not too large. And those long, shapely legs in those gray tights. They were so sexy. Well … normally they were. Not so much now that they belonged to me. The feeling of an erection quickly was becoming more and more a distant memory.


  “It is, and that’s you for the next 30 days,” the fed said dispassionately. “Get used to it.”


  Of course, going in, none of us ever would have believed that such complete body morphing was possible. And the feds refused to tell us what roles they had in mind for us. Afterward, it was easy to understand why.


  In one aspect, though, I did fare a little better than the other two. They’re not allowed to tell anyone who they really are.


  “Since you’re an adolescent, you’re going to have to live with an adult now, so you can tell your girlfriend and live with her,” the fed said. “We know she’s a teacher at the Whitley School where we’re made arrangements for you to be a junior until the school year ends.”


  “Is that why you turned me into a girl?” I yelled, stomping one of my shiny black flats. “Because my girlfriend is a teacher?”


  The infatuation and even bemusement that I had felt when looking at my new appearance in the mirror was long past and I was angry. It hadn’t been real then. It was now.


   “There’s no way, no how, that I’m going to do this,” I said, crossing my arms under what now appeared to be disturbingly large breasts.


  I blew blonde hair out of my eyes and the fed handed me a headband.


  “Here. This will help with that,” she said with what clearly was an evil smile.


  I threw it back at her and– Gawd!– I threw limp-wristed like a girl!


  “I don’t want that,” I shrieked. “I don’t want any of this!”


  The fed laughed. “Suit yourself, Chloe,” she said, putting intense emphasis on the oh, so feminine name.


  “What did you call me?” I steamed, now acutely aware of and embarrassed by the bra that hugged my breasts, the soft panties that pressed against my flat crotch, and the distinctively feminine sound of my shoes on the hardwood floor as I paced in front of her.


  “I called you Chloe, dear,” she said. “That’s your name for the next month. Chloe Dawson.”


  I stopped, put my hands on my hips, blew hair out of my face– again!– and said, “No, it’s not. I’m not gonna do this!”


  The fed laughed. “Suit yourself, girlie. If you don’t, you won’t get the $100,000. You’ll still have that body for a month. We’re working on the reversal process to see if we can shorten transformation times. But as of right now, you’re going to look like that for 30 days.


  “Go ahead, trying working as a plainclothes cop for a month looking like that.”


  *     *     *     *


  “Look, the fed might have been a bitch, but she’s right,” Susan said, as I regained my composure and blew my nose one more time. “If you don’t pretend to be a student at my school for a month, you won’t get the money and you’re life down at the precinct will be a living Hell.


  “I know how cops are. You know how cops are,” she continued. “As of right now, they know only that you volunteered. They don’t have any idea about what you look like or who you’re supposed to be. But …”


  “Yeah, yeah,” I know,” I said. “She’s right, and you’re right. It’s just  that…”


  “That you’re a big macho man stuck in a little girl’s body and you’re freaking out on the inside?” Susan said with a gentle laugh.


  “You got that right,” I said and– God help me– I giggled.


  Then I felt my face flush. I lowered it and turned my head to hide my embarrassment– and that damned hair fell into my eyes again.


  “Don’t worry, sweetie,” she replied. “Girls are supposed to giggle. Now, here, let me fix that hair for you.”


  As she arranged it in a ponytail, I said, “I wouldn’t have to pretend to be a student and I wouldn’t have to go back to being a cop for the next month. I could just stay here with you, Ethan, and Ellie. Just stay inside and wait it out.”


  Ethan was Susan’s son and heading off to college in the fall. Ellie was her 15-year-old daughter, who attended Whitley, a nearby private school where Susan taught French. It was the same school that I was supposed to attend. And if I did, we’d wear matching uniforms!


  “You could tell the kids that I’m a distant relative or something,” I added.


  Susan nodded. “Sure, if that’s what you want,” she said. “But you won’t get the money. If you have to look that way for 30 days, why not get paid for it?


  “Besides,” she giggled, “it will be an adventure.”


  “You got that right!” I laughed, finally accepting that pretending to be a school girl and getting paid for it was the best option.


  “But you can’t tell Ethan or Ellie who I really am,” I hastened to add.


  “Of course not,” Susan reassured me. “Now let’s grab your suitcases and get you settled in the guest room.”


  As I arose from the couch to follow her out to get my clothes, Susan turned, smiled and said, “Don’t forget your purse, Chloe.”


  And just when I was coming to terms with my new reality, we heard, “Wait up, you guys. I’ll help with Chloe’s luggage.”


  Oh, Gawd, it was Ellie! Clad in a tank top and shorts, the brown-haired teen ran down the hall, flashing a huge brace-filled smile.


  “Hi, Chloe,” she said, exaggerating the name as she extended her hand. “I’m Ellie.”


  We were almost exactly the same height, which meant that I was now about 5-5, three inches shorter than my girlfriend. I had been 6-2 before.


  “Uh, oh,” I heard Susan say behind me, just before Ellie collapsed into a giggling fit as I started to shake her hand.


  “Oh, I love it. I love it. I love it!” Ellie shrieked. “My Mom’s boyfriend is a girl– and really cute too! Oh, we’re going to have so much fun together!”


  I wanted to crawl into the nearby coat closet and curl up into the fetal position. Oh, no! This couldn’t be happening.


  “You heard?” Susan asked.


  “I heard everything,” Ellie giggled. “This is totes amazing! And, don’t worry, Chloe, we’re going to be besties. I promise!”


  *     *     *     *     *


  That first night in bed was, well … let’s call it “disturbing.”


  The worst of it was that Ellie knew who I really was and, if she revealed it to anyone, I’d have to forfeit that $100,000. All of this humiliation would be for nothing. She had promised she would not. But I had a feeling that she was going to demand a price for her silence. She already had talked about the two of us going clothes shopping together.


  “Trying on clothes in a dressing room with my Mom’s boyfriend is going to be sooo hot!” she said.


  Terrific.


  As I lay in the darkness, I finally decided that maybe exploring my new body would take my mind off this unexpected complication. Until now, I avoided doing so. I wouldn’t even look at my bare breasts and bottom when Susan helped me undress and then dropped what she called a “nightie” over my head and down onto my body. It was soft and silky and fell to about mid-thigh, with tiny straps to hold it up over my breasts.


  “Wow, they really went all girly girl on you with this wardrobe,” Susan had said a little earlier, as she took a closer look at items that she had placed in the drawers of a dresser. “I hope you appreciate that these bras and panties are the best that money can buy. Nothing but the top-of-the-line for Chloe Dawson.”


  “Oh, I do! I do!” I said sarcastically. But truth was, the silk and lace confection cupping my breasts and covering my private parts did feel luxurious. Even the practical bra and panty set I had been wearing with my school girl uniform had felt sensual too. Men were really missing out with their plain old cotton boxers and briefs.


  Susan had just about emptied the two suitcases, placing tops and shorts in drawers and hanging up dresses and skirts, when she said, “Oh, look at this. Have you read it?”


  As she turned with papers in her hands, I remembered that the federal official had said she was placing the terms of our agreement in one of the suitcases.


  “No, I haven’t,” I said, distracted by the blonde in the skimpy nightie, staring at her reflection in the mirror.


  Slowly I was coming to terms with the realization that I was that person and would be for the next month. I turned to the right to assess my profile, which was so different than what I would have seen as a man. Breasts protruded in the front and a little bubble ass in the back.


  Suddenly I started giggling uncontrollably at the mental image of my old 190-pound male body wearing the nightie– and what would be protruding in the front.


  “What’s so funny?” Susan asked, but she really didn’t want to know. She was focused on what she was reading. She took me by the hand and led me to the bed, where we sat down together.


  “This might be worse than you think,” she said.


  “What could be worse for me that having to be a teenage school girl for a month?” I asked, as I played with my hair, trying to figure out how to take it out of the ponytail. I wanted to see what I looked like in the nightie with my hair down.


  “Well, it details what you have to do as that school girl,” Susan replied. “You won’t be just going to school, you know.”


  A cold chill ran down my spine.


  “Oh, crap!” I said, shaking out my hair. “What’s it say?”


  “Well … first, you have to make passing grades, which should be no big deal for you, I guess. You also have to make girl friends and do things with them socially.”


  No surprise there.


  “So, that’s kinda what I expected, ya know?” I replied and suddenly both of us realized at the same time what I had said, and we repeated it together.


  “Ya know!?!”


  Susan started to laugh but then noticed I wasn’t joining in.


  “I’ve never said that in my life before tonight,” I said.


  “And you sounded just like Ellie when you did,” she added. “Oh, well, that’s probably a good thing, don’t you think? It means you’re already adjusting and it will be easier for you to fit in with the other girls at school.”


  Other girls!?! Well, at the moment, that’s what I was.


  “Yeah, I guess you’re right,” I said, staring down at my exposed cleavage.


  “So maybe that will make the rest of this a little easier for you,” Susan continued. “You have to date boys. And you have to ask one of them to the spring formal at the school.”


  My jaw fell open and I felt a warm flush color that cleavage as well as my face. “I can’t …” I started to say, but Susan continued to read over my objection.


  “Ms Susan Delaney and your mother were good friends in college and they have stayed in touch. You lived in California with your parents until they died in a car crash. Their will designated Ms Delaney as your legal guardian.”


  Susan looked up at me and said, “Wow. Looks like they’ve thought of just about everything.


  “The contract ends with this statement: You have to completely immerse yourself in the life of a teenage girl for one month, and no one at the school or anywhere else should suspect that you are not who you appear to be, Chloe Christina Dawson. It’s vital to the future of this program that you try your best to fulfill these obligations so that we can determine if this form of extreme identity alteration is a viable alternative for undercover work.


  “At the end of 30 days, we will evaluate your performance and determine if you will receive the $100,000.”


  Suddenly I was angry. “They never said anything about being evaluated,” I snapped and jumped up from the bed, wincing at the foreign feeling of breasts bouncing on my chest.


   “They said I would be paid for doing this. Period.”


  Susan held the last page in front of me. “Looks like your signature,” she said.


  “Oh, crap!” I moaned.


  Then, despite my intense desire to scream and whine about unfairness, I laughed and sat back down beside Susan. Enough of the adult male remained in me internally to overrule my female adolescence and see the humor in this situation– at least for the moment.


  “Oh, Susan, what have I got myself into?” I asked, leaning my head on her shoulder.


  She stroked my hair and giggled. “Well, right now a sexy little nightie,” she said. “Tomorrow, I think you should let Ellie help you decide what to wear.”


  I giggled too, the female adolescent now taking charge. “It’s really embarrassing that she knows who I really am,” I said. “But I guess it can be helpful for me too in learning how to dress and talk and fit in.”


  “That’s my girl!” Susan said with a smile, as she took my small hand in her larger one and pulled me up from the bed. She kissed me on the cheek.


  Then she handed me something that had been clipped to the contract. “Looks like you’re old enough to drive, at least,” she added.


  As she examined the license, her eyes grew wide. “Oh, you’re gonna love this!” she exclaimed. “You’re going to have a birthday this month and you’ll be 17.


  “We’ll buy you a really pretty dress and have a big party and … “


  “Now, we won’t,” I interrupted, as I grabbed the license. “My life for the next month will be embarrassing enough without a birthday party. No one is to know about this. And that no one especially includes Ellie.”


  Susan laughed.


  “Okay, I’ve picked on you enough for tonight,” she added. “Sweet dreams, Chloe.”


  Heading out the door, she stopped, turned, and said, “You’re bra size is 34B, by the way. You and Ellie are the same size, which will make it much easier for you two to share clothes. I’ll bet you can hardly wait!”


  Now alone and with the lights out, I hesitantly ran my hands across the delicate material that lay snug against my flat tummy. I pushed them slowly down to the hem of the nightie and started to …


  But no! No! I couldn’t do that. The idea of touching myself there was not just disturbing. It was unthinkable.


  Still, as I visualized what it looked like between my smooth legs and what my hand would do there, it wasn’t exactly an unpleasant experience either. I couldn’t do that yet, though. I just couldn’t.


  Why, Chloe and I had just met!


  I giggled at the absurdity of that and then decided that we were well enough acquainted for me to fondle those 34Bs.              


    And once I started, I found it all but impossible to keep hands off my new breasts. I mean, they were right there with me the whole time. And if I wasn’t squeezing them or playing with my nipples, then I was feeling them press sensually against the bed when I turned on my stomach. Was I going to be so obsessed with them when I started school on Monday that I’d forget and start fondling myself in class?


   But I still had all today tomorrow to get used to this body. That would help, I decided, as I drifted off to sleep.


  I don’t know if my hands found their way back down to my private place and pleasured me with my first female orgasm or I just dreamed it. Either way, I woke up with a huge smile on my face.


  



  *     *     *     *


  The smile and the lingering pleasure were short-lived though, when a teen tornado whirled into my bedroom at 8 o’clock the next morning.


  “Okay, Chloe, time to get up!” Ellie said with a wide grin. “Mom said I should help you get dressed, and I’m gonna be your fashion consultant from now on!”


  Oh, God, just kill me now, I thought.


   Wearing a blue v-neck, cropped tee and white shorts, the girl actually skipped to the dresser and began opening drawers. Suddenly her eyes widened and she shrieked.


  “Oh … my … God! This is so cool!” she said, holding up some kind of pink and lacey piece of clothing.


  I had no idea what it was, but reluctantly resigned myself to the fact that I soon would find out.


  “Chloe, you’ve got the cutest clothes, especially bras and panties. You just gotta share them with me, okay?”


  “Okay,” I replied, as I tossed back the covers and sat up on the side of the bed.


  Ellie shrieked again.


  “Oh, Chloe! That nightie! It’s just so precious! Whoever picked out your clothes had the best taste. It’s all so pretty and feminine.”


  Yeah, right, I thought, remembering that damned federal official who had taken such tortuous delight in telling me about my new identity.


  When I evidently didn’t move fast enough, Ellie said, “Come on, girl, let’s go. Mom’s been fixing breakfast and telling Ethan all about you.”


  Oh, God, Ethan.


    “I’m sure he’s going to like you,” she giggled.


  I had known Ethan for nearly as long as I knew Susan. She said that he looked like his father, with dirty blond hair and green eyes. He was a good student and good athlete, and I liked him. We went camping and to baseball games, and he often confided to me things that he said he couldn’t tell his mother. “Guy” things, he called them. He never had that opportunity with his real father, who had abandoned them when Ethan was only four years old and Ellie was a newborn.


  But I wasn’t a 6-2, 190-pound man who shot hoops and threw the football around with him anymore. Now I was a 16-year-old blonde with big blue eyes and lots of curves, and I knew exactly what Ellie meant when she said, “He’s going to like you.”


  Yeah, that’s what I wanted, some horny teenage boy sniffing around me– even if he was a guy whom I knew.


  Ellie brought me back to reality. “Wanta wear this?” she giggled, holding up a lace thong.


  The mortification I felt at that question must have showed on my face.


  “Oh, don’t worry,” she said. “I wouldn’t either. It is pretty, though, don’t you think?”


   Then she said, “Here, catch,” as she tossed white bikini panties and what she called a tee-shirt bra, which featured a bow between the cups.


  Not really thinking about it, I picked up the bra and held it out at arm’s length as if were a snake that wanted to bite me.


  “Oh, Chloe, you are too funny!” Ellie exclaimed.


  Then she held up way too short denim shorts– with holes in them!– and a peach-colored tank top.


  “How about these?” she said. “Or would you rather wear a dress? I can see some really cute ones in your closet.”


   With that last comment, the fear, frustration, embarrassment, and maybe even a little anger that I had been alternately feeling as Ellie teased me suddenly combined and washed over me in a tidal wave and I began to cry.


  Oh, crap! Now I am acting just like a damn girl! I thought.


  Suddenly, Ellie’s face turned serious and she rushed to the bed, sat down beside me, and put her arm around my shaking shoulders.


  “Oh, Chloe– Mark– I’m so, so sorry,” she said as she patted my hand.


  Then she pushed my hair back behind my ear, grabbed a tissue, and held it up to my nose. “Here, sweetie, blow,” she said.


  I obliged, sniffed, and said, “Thanks, Ellie.”


  Oh, Gawd! I am such a girl!


  She tossed the used tissue onto the nightstand and then said, “I understand what’s going on, and I am so, so sorry. You thought I was teasing you, and I can see why you would.


  “I mean, after all, you were a man yesterday.”


  “And for almost 40 years before that,” I added, wiping tears from my cheeks with the back of my hand.


  “Yeah, I get that,” Ellie said, now taking both of my hands in hers and squeezing. “But it was nothing like that. I promise.”


  I looked at her sideways. “Well, what was it then?” I asked.


  “Stand up, we’ll get you dressed, and I’ll tell you,” she said.


  Again feeling resigned to my fate for the next month, I obeyed, and Ellie lifted the nightie over my head, leaving me standing there, wearing only a pair of white cotton panties with little red hearts all over them.


  The exposure made my nipples feel funny, and, despite myself, I looked down at the breasts that they were attached to. Nice, perky breasts with medium-size aureolas and eminently suckable nipples.


  For an instant, I wondered why I wasn’t feeling arousal at such an erotic sight. Then I remembered: Those were my breasts. My aureolas. My eminently suckable nipples.


  And with the realization that they belonged to me, suddenly they looked enormous. Fortunately, Ellie distracted me from an impending panic attack as I stared at my reflection in the mirror.


  “Oh, those panties are cute too!” she exclaimed and then quickly added, “Oh, sorry.”


  I guess I should have been embarrassed to be standing there bare-breasted in front of my girlfriend’s daughter. But, hey, we’re all girls here, I was forced to admit and I might as well get used to dressing and undressing in front of Ellie since she was to be my “fashion consultant.”


   Fortunately, she didn’t comment on my newly acquired assets. Instead she handed me the bra and said, “Okay, the easiest way to put it on is to put the band on backward so you can snap it in front. Then just spin it around, put your arms through the straps, and adjust your boobies until the bra feels comfortable.”


  Boobies?


  Despite myself, I giggled. “You call them boobies?” I asked. “I thought girls only called them breasts.”


  Chloe laughed.


  “Sweetie, you have so much to learn. We’re just as bad as the guys,” she said. “Melons, jugs, tits, puppies, the girls, call ‘em whatever you want. You ought to hear what we call that thing you used to have between your legs.”


  Before I could scream, “No thank you!” she continued, oblivious to my discomfort.


  “Mom says you and I wear the same size bra, by the way. So when you’re looking at yours, I guess, you’re kinda looking at mine too.”


  Then she stood back, put her hand on her chin and appraised me standing there in my tee-shirt bra and panties.


  “In fact, I’d say our bodies are so much alike that it’s almost like we’re twins, except for our hair and eyes. And that will make it so much easier to share clothes!”


  Terrific.


  Then she handed me the clean panties, and, without a thought, I stepped out of the old pair and put on the new. Ellie now seemed so uninhibited around me that I feared that she would tell me that my girly parts look like hers too, only with blonde hair. Fortunately, she did not.


  As I struggled to wiggle into the shorts that seemed way too tight for me to ever pull over my hips, Ellie said, “I’ve always really liked you, you know.”


  “I’ve always liked you too,” I grunted, as I finally managed to force the shorts over my bottom and snap them shut.


  Immediately I feared that I had irreparably damaged the “boys”
hanging between my legs. Then I remembered that there were no “boys” there anymore, only “girls”– or “melons” or “jugs”– on my chest. Staring down to see no bulge between my thighs seemed almost like an out-of-body experience. But at least there was no camel toe either!


  “Yes, I know you have,” Ellie replied. “But what I’ve felt for quite awhile is, well … kinda different. And I never would have told you my true feelings if you weren’t standing here now looking like that.”


  I pulled the tank over my head and sat back down on the bed.


  “Okay …” I said, waiting for her to explain, as she grabbed a brush from the top of the dresser and sat down next to me.


  “Turn sideways,” she said, and, when I complied, she began to brush out the tangles. “Oooh, such beautiful wavy hair,” she added. “I’m jealous.”


  My, God, girl get to the point, I thought.


  “You were saying …” I prodded.


  “Oh, yeah,” Ellie said. “Well, you know, at first it was like you were a father figure for me because, you know, my father left us when I was really little. And you did things with us as a family, and you bought me stuff.


  “But, well, after awhile, it became more than that, you know?”


  Suddenly, I felt a little surge of unease.


  “Oh, no, you didn’t have a crush on me, did you? I’m so sorry if you did.”


  Ellie laughed and said, “Oh, get over yourself already. No, it was something else. Something …”


  “Something what?” I pressed, pushing her hand down from my hair and looking at her girl-to-girl.


  “Something weird. Okay?” Ellie said. “You were the first adult I ever met who treated me like a person, like a friend. You knew what I liked and didn’t like. We shared a lot of the same tastes in food and music. When you bought me presents for Christmas and my birthday, it was like you read my mind. You asked my opinion on stuff. And it was like we had this awesome, special connection. Only … “


  “Only I was a man and you were a girl,” I finished for her.


  “Yes!” Ellie exclaimed. “And I couldn’t help but think how great it would be if you weren’t …”


  “A man?” I asked, stunned by this revelation.


  Ellie blushed, looked away, and nodded.


  “Yes,” she said softly.


  “That’s why I was so happy and excited when I came in here this morning. It was like my prayers had been answered. You weren’t my mother’s boyfriend anymore. You were my friend.”


  She began to cry and I held up a tissue for her to blow her nose.


  “Oh, Ellie, honey, don’t cry,” I said. “That’s okay. It’s weird, you know? But I understand. I really do.”


  She tossed away the damp tissue and wiped her tears.


  “Of course, you do!” she laughed. “That’s the point!”


  Then I laughed too.


  “Oh, my God!” I said, but could find no other words to add.


  Ellie pulled me up and we hugged tightly and stayed that way for what seemed like several minutes. It seemed that neither one of us wanted to break the embrace.


  Finally, I did.


  “Well, we’d better get down to breakfast,” I said, pulling away. “I’m sure Aunt Susan and Ethan are waiting for us.”


  Ellie giggled.


  “You’re right, Chloe,” she said. “But just a couple of more things first. “You’re a girl now, remember?”


  Standing there in a bra and panties and skin tight denim shorts, with long, blonde hair tickling my shoulders, how could I forget?


  Ellie reached into a drawer and pulled out a flowered headband with a small bow on it. Then she arranged it on my head.


  “That will keep the hair out of your eyes,” she said.


  “Now, just a little light makeup and you’ll be ready to meet Ethan.”


  *     *     *     *


  The notion that I was going to “meet Ethan” didn’t seem exactly correct. By that I mean that I’d know him since I started dating his mother. We’d become friends and done lots of “guy” things together. Probably I’d even become a father figure of sorts for him.


  But he definitely wasn’t seeing a “father figure” when Ellie and I walked into the kitchen.


  “Ethan, this is Chloe,” Ellie said with a broad smile. “Chloe, this is Ethan.”


  When he said, “Hi, Chloe,” I suddenly felt a little tingle of excitement in my tummy and my nipples stiffened a little. Well, that was weird. He’d certainly never had that effect on me before.


  Well, duh, I told myself. You didn’t have ovaries, breasts, and a vagina before either.


  Now I did. OMG, I wasn’t prepared for this! I was feeling physical attraction to a boy and not just any boy either. Ethan was my girlfriend’s son!


  “Uh, hi, Ethan,” I said and felt myself blushing slightly. Oh, God, I was a school girl– an undercover school girl– with a crush! I wondered if Susan knew.


  Ellie certainly knew. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw her smirking!


  “Want to do something together today?” he asked. “Since you’re new in town, I’d be happy to show you around.”


  I did. I did!


  Before I could respond, Ellie stepped in. “Sorry, Ethan. Chloe and I are having a girls’ day. We’re going to the beach to work on our tans, talk, and watch cute boys in tight swim trunks.”


  We are? But that would mean … bikinis!?!


  Oh, no, I couldn’t put on one of those skimpy little outfits and parade around in public, I told myself. It would be just too embarrassing. I might look like a girl on the outside, but I was still a man on the inside. I couldn’t … No … No, not ever …


  “Okay, then, I’m outta here,” Ethan. “I’m gonna go shoot some hoops with Devon and Carl. I wish Mark was around so we could play some two-on-two.


  “When will he be back, Mom?” he asked as he stood up and I saw his muscular legs.


  Oh, my! I felt my pulse quicken. And looking at his legs prompted me to glance at his arms and then his firm chest and notice how his blonde hair curled up just a little on the nape of his neck like he was a Greek god.


  Oh, my!


  “I don’t know, Ethan,” Susan said. “He’s on an undercover assignment. It might be awhile.”


  Mark? They’re talking about some guy named “Mark.” Not that it matters, but who is he? Then I remembered. He is me. Crap! I had to calm down, to get a grip, to … 


  “Well, maybe I’ll see you there then, after we’ve worked up a sweat playing basketball,” Ethan said with a wide grin.


  Oh, yes, I could put on one of those skimpy little outfits and parade around in public– if Ethan was going to be there!


  Especially if he was going to be there with sweat glistening on his bare torso.


  OMG, the arousal was almost making me light-headed.


  Get a grip, girl! I told myself. No, scratch that! Get a grip, guy! You’re not a girl. You not Chloe. You’re Mark, the same Mark who would be going to shoot hoops with Ethan right now
if he hadn’t volunteered for this stupid transformation program.


  With a chance to catch my breath, I realized that Ellie had saved me from a possibly disastrous mistake. I wasn’t yet prepared to go full girl mode with a good-looking guy. I need time to regain self-control, to assert my masculinity, at least internally. And I needed more coaching in how to be a girl, without being too much of a girl.


  On the other hand, this female body was  demanding complete control of my behavior, and my male mind be damned.


  “Mom, will you drive us to the beach today?” Ellie asked Susan, who was sitting there with a silly smile on her face, between sips of coffee.


  “Sure, I’ll be happy to drive you two girls to the beach,” she said, intentionally emphasizing “girls.”


  “And since Chloe doesn’t have any bikinis of her own, I’m sure yours will fit her. You’re just like two peas in a pod.”


  Ellie giggled and replied, “That’s what I said too, Mom. It’s like were sisters from another mother.”


  Later in her room, Ellie started pulling bikinis out of a dresser drawer and throwing them on the bed. Soon it was covered in a riotous rainbow of Spandex and nylon. I was stunned at the numbers.


  “Why so many?” I asked, hands on my hips. “I’ve only got one pair of swim trunks. That’s all most guys have.”


  Ellie gave me that silly smirk again. “Sometimes I think we’re making good progress girlifying you Chloe and then … “


  She shook her head. “I have so many because they’re pretty and they’re fun to wear. People might call them swimwear, ya know?


  “But they ain’t for swimming, sweetheart,” she laughed.


  “What are they for then?” I asked.


  “Oh, Lord, have mercy!” Ellie said. “You come by that blonde hair naturally, don’t you? Let’s put one of these on you, we’ll go the beach, and I’ll show you.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  So now I knew. Bikinis were for wearing to a beach or pool and making boys salivate. Bikinis were for exposing lots of skin so that your bestie could slowly and sensuously rub sun tan lotion all over you, causing said boys to trip over their own feet as they lifted sunglasses off their eyes for a better view.


  “See, isn’t this fun?” Ellie asked, as we lay back on the blanket and watched the masculine parade along the surf line just a few feet away.


  Ellie wore a hot pink bikini. The top tied at the neck and a little gold ring connected the cups.


  At her insistence, I wore a patriotic number. And, I had to admit, I liked wearing the stars and stripes! A blue background with stars covered one breast and red and white stripes the other. Well … they were mostly covered.


  The tiny bottom, meanwhile was blue with stars, except for two little red and white stripes strategically placed you-know-where.


  Both of us had our hair in high ponies, and sported glamorous, oversize sunglasses as we lay there, propped up on our elbows so that we could watch the boys preen and posture and occasionally smile our way as they passed by.


  “You know, lying here like this, it almost feels like I’m naked,” I said to Ellie, as I watched drops of sweat roll between my breasts, down my flat tummy and pool around my belly button.


  “I know,” she said, pushing her glasses up onto her hair and looking over at me with a broad smile that allowed the afternoon sun to highlight her pink braces.


  “So, it’s not just me? You feel that way too, even though you’ve always been a girl?” I asked, glancing her way, as I lifted my own glasses.


  “As far as I know, all girls feel that way,” she said. “It almost feels like you’re naked, but you’re not. Isn’t that great? See what guys are missing?”


  “Well, honestly, it feels kind of naughty too,” I added.


  “Yeah, isn’t that great too?” Ellie giggled, sliding her glasses back down over her eyes.


  “There’s something else,” I said in a softer voice, as I also lowered my glasses. “I’ve kinda gotten accustomed to having breasts, ya know?”


  “You mean the jugs don’t bother you anymore?” Ellie giggled.


  “Nah, the tits don’t bother me so much,” I giggled right back. “But I keep looking down between my legs at the little flat triangle of red and white stripes, expecting …”


  “Expecting what?” Ellie said, genuinely curious as she looked over at me.


  “Expecting a cock and balls to pop out of there at any moment,” I said. “I mean, until now, I’ve always had them, ya know? And lying here, feeling all naughty, it’s like I can feel them. And if I can feel them, then …”


  “Then you should be able to see them,” Ellie finished for me.


  “Yeah,” I replied. “Totes weird, huh?”


  “Totes!” Ellie laughed. “But trust me, it’s not there anymore. You’ve got the same plumbing down there now as I do. Like Mom said, we’re two peas in a pod.


  “’Course if you want one of those yucky things between your legs, I’m sure there are lots of guys who’d be happy to put theirs there.”


  “Oh, God, no!” I exclaimed.


  “Then just relax and enjoy the view,” she said. “Trust me, Chloe, you’re all girl now.”


  But as we lay there, queens of our domain, I realized that maybe, just maybe, there was one guy who I would let put his “yucky thing” between my legs.


  And, dammit! Where was he? Why hadn’t he come to the beach so I could see what he looked like after working up a sweat playing basketball.


  He never did come either. I tried not to get too down about it, ya know? After all, we had lots of hot guys all around us. Still, it made me a little sad.


  In bed that night, massaging my breasts wasn’t nearly as pleasurable as it had been Saturday night. I much more enjoyed fondling Susan’s than my own, I realized.


  But then I thought about what it would have been like if Ethan had come to the beach, his muscular body glistening with sweat from playing basketball. And I thought about what if his hands were the ones massaging my breasts. Then I pretended my hands were his hands and suddenly I was back on that blanket at the beach, only with Ethan instead of Ellie.


  As he stepped out of his shorts, I wiggled out of my bikini bottom and then hungrily ripped down his underwear, nearly pulling him over on top of me. He caught himself with both hands. We kissed. And, as he hovered over me, I felt the tip of his penis tickle the lips of my new private parts.               As it turned out, Sunday night was much, much better than Saturday night.


  *     *     *     *     *


  On Monday morning, as Susan watched and listened, Ellie helped me get dressed and explained my wardrobe options, which weren’t many. During warm weather, I could wear a navy blue polo shirt or a white one. During late fall and winter, white blouse, striped tie, and blue blazer were required. A gray pleated skirt was mandatory, as were black flats, but gray tights were optional, with white crew socks the alternative.


  “I wears tight most of the time,” Ellie said, as I sat in front of a mirror at a dressing table and she brushed my hair. “But temperatures have been really warming up lately, so you might want to wear socks. You’ll be a lot cooler that way.”


  I had no doubt that I would. But for the moment, at least, I was enjoying the snug, sensual feeling of nylon against my bare legs. Of course, I didn’t want to tell Ellie and Susan that. It was too embarrassing. Yes, I was all girl now and a student at their school, but just three days before I had been Susan’s boyfriend.


  I nodded to acknowledge the wardrobe choices and Ellie moved to applying light makeup to my face.


  After Ellie left to finish her own morning routine, before we walked to school together, Susan said, “There’s something Ellie neglected to tell you.”


  “What’s that?” I asked, as I appraised the new me in a mirror.


  Yes, I did like the feel and look of those gray tights on my legs!


  “Never forget your purse,” Susan replied, as she came up behind me and, without asking if I wanted it, put a blue headband in my hair.


  Oooh, yes, I liked that look with the navy blue polo!


  “Okay, I guess,” I said, picking up small leather shoulder bag that Ellie had left for me on the bed. “But what’s the big deal?”


  “Well, you don’t have pockets to carry money, keys, your identification card, or these,” Susan said, handing me two small white tubes.


  I had to look at them for a second to realize what they were. I mean, I knew what they were. Geez, who wouldn’t? They were tampons after all.


  But tampons were for girls. What was their relevance for me? Why was Susan handing them to me and telling me to put them in my … purse!


  Oh, Gawd, that’s why! I thought, as I felt my face blush beet red. I am a girl.


  Seeing the panicked expression of the girl in the mirror, I couldn’t help but giggle at how oblivious I had just been to the realities of this body.


  Well, duh, blondie, I told myself. Since you’re in this body for a month, you’re going to menstruate at some point. You’re going to have a period. You’re going to be on the rag.


  “Oh, yuck!” I said aloud, and Susan laughed.


  “Your penis wasn’t the only thing I put between my legs,” she laughed. “Didn’t you ever notice.”


  Then she laughed again and said, “Welcome to girlhood, Chloe. And put a pair of clean panties in your purse too. You never know when …”


  Oh, yuck!” I said again.


  Later at school, with my purse slung on my shoulder, I quickly developed a theory as to why girls carry their books in front of them, while boys tote them at their sides. My arms were much weaker and my hips much wider and more prominent than they had been when I was a man. I actually could balance the books on my hip and lighten the load for my arms. Whatever the reason, it quickly seemed natural to carry my books the way that the rest of the girls did.


  I was fitting in already!


  Meanwhile, seeing nothing but girls in a school, except for male teachers, was a bit of a shock. With no boys to pull girls away, Susan had explained, they tended to move in herds through the halls. And she was right.


  At first, my “herd” was just Ellie, but that didn’t last long. She introduced me to other girls, most of whom were juniors like me. Ellie was a sophomore


  My herd eventually included Megan, Paige, and Mary Beth, all of them mostly sweet, unlike the “mean girls” depicted in movies. Since I was an adult male pretending to be a teenage girl, I knew that it was important to be realistic in my role and especially not to try too hard. So I paid attention, made a comment here and there, but mostly listened, especially during the first couple few days, to learn how to talk like them and what to talk about.


  I also studied how they walked and gestured to more quickly fit into my role. At some point, the gestures, the walk, and the talk became second-nature for me.


  I didn’t notice it so much, ya know? But Ellie did.


  “Chloe, you’re one of the girls now!” she said one afternoon at my locker and gave me a big hug. “Congratulations!”


  Mostly we talked about what you would expect teen girls to talk about: boys, clothes, other girls, boys some more,  and occasionally school and teachers. “That Mr. Billings is such a perv,” Megan said one day.


  “Totes,” Mary Beth agreed.


  “He sure is. I hate the way he looks at me,” Paige said. “And I think Ms Hernandez is a lesbo. She looks at me that way sometimes too.”


  A tiny redhead, Megan looked at me. “What about you, Chloe? Have you been here long enough to think any of your teachers are sexual deviants? Or is it just us?”


  We all laughed.


  “Well, come to think of it, I have wondered about Mr. Billings,” I said.


  And it was true. I had. My class schedule included three male teachers, but Billings, the history instructor, was the only one I got a disturbing vibe from.


  My herd traveled together after school too. Sometimes we hung out at Susan’s house. That’s where I learned to braid hair. I was careful not to jump in too quickly. I didn’t want to appear the novice that I really was. If I had been a boy, weaving a girl’s hair and smelling her scent in the process would have been a turn-on. But as a girl, it just felt like bonding and maybe a little therapeutic.


  Mostly we went to the mall, to look at clothes– and boys. Sometimes, two or three of us went into a dressing room together to try on clothing. Watching teen girls in school uniforms undress and try on dresses together would have been the equivalent of a wet dream for sure if I still had been a heterosexual male. But now I was just one of the girls.


  “Oh, Chloe, you have just the prettiest bras and panties,” Mary Beth said as she watched me step into a flirty little skirt.


  Ellie looked at me with twinkling brown eyes and a smirk.  


  *     *     *     *     *


  Although Ethan was a no-show at the beach, he did ask me out later. Of course, I said yes. As a matter of fact, I always said yes when he asked if I wanted to do something with him. Occasionally, Ellie and her boyfriend, Ben, went with us. But mostly it was just the two of us.


  I liked that better. I especially liked it after our second date, when I  put my hair up, strategically applied a little perfume, and wore a short, flirty red skater dress for dinner at a romantic Italian restaurant. Back at home, he pulled me close to him as I got out of the car. I lifted my leg, closed my eyes, pressed my breasts against him, and wrapped my arms around his neck in anticipation of what was to come.


  He kissed me on the cheek.


  Huh? What was wrong with this boy!?!


  But I kept trying.


  We went to a movie and he held my hand. Well, that was a start.


  We went hiking and for walks in the park. We talked and talked and talked, sometimes in the car, sometimes on the back porch, and sometimes in the basement. He was impressed that I could talk about sports with him and his friends and that helped– or at least I thought it did.


  One afternoon, I tried to impress him too with what a good athlete I was. I tied my hair up in a high side pony.  Then I put on tight shorts, a cropped tee, some cute sneaks, and surprised him at the playground where he was shooting hoops as he waited for his friends. But much to my horror, I shot like a girl!


  My hands were smaller, my center of gravity lower, and my upper body strength just a fraction of what it used to be. I couldn’t even hit the rim from the free throw line.             


  Thank God, his friends hadn’t shown up yet. I hoped I at least looked cute with the effort.


  “Uh, it’s been awhile,” I said, feeling myself blush as I held the ball below my breasts.


  “I understand,” he said, and his smile made my knees weak.


  “Maybe you can help me get better,” I replied.


  “I’d like that,” he said.


  Just then, his friends pulled up.


  “Thanks,” I said, as I raised up on tiptoes to kiss him lightly on the lips. “See you at home.”


  Maybe that would give the guy a clue!


  But it didn’t!


  One night after a movie, I was so frustrated that I decided to see if my bestie could offer some insight into her brother.


  “You look cute,” Ellie said, as I entered her bedroom.


  “Yeah, I thought so too,” I replied, looking down at the yellow floral smocked top that matched the scrunchie I used for the loose pony hanging over my left shoulder. I had paired it with a tight denim miniskirt and some beige, woven wedge sandals.


  I hadn’t worn a bra either.


  “But not cute enough for your brother, I guess,” I added.


  “I’m sorry sweetie,” Ellie said as she got up from her bed, where she’d been playing a game on her tablet. She was wearing panties and an oversize tee, her sleepwear.


  She knew how much I liked Ethan. In fact, I suspect that she’d known it the first day, before I even realized it. She gave me a warm, sisterly hug.


  It made me feel better. Her hugs always did. And that made me feel a little mischievous.


  After giving her an extra tight squeeze, I pulled away and looked her in the eyes.


  “Tell me something,” I said. “Is your brother gay?”


  Ellie’s eyes grew wide and she burst out laughing.


  “Of course he’s not gay,” she said. “How could you think such a thing?”


  “I’ll tell you how,” I said. “We’ve been hanging out together for more than two weeks now and you know what I have to show for it? I have a couple of brotherly pecks on the cheek and a little hand holding.


  “And look at me,” I said, pulling her in front of a mirror. “I’m freakin’ adorable. And I’m not wearing a bra!”


  Ellie laughed.


  “You mean those puppies are hanging free?” she giggled.


  “I mean these melons are ripe and ready for picking,” I shot back, lifting up my breasts with my hands.


  “You mean those knockers were knocking?” she asked.


  “I mean these jugs were jiggling … and nothing!” I giggled and, wrapping our arms around each other, we collapsed onto her bed in fits of laugher.


  After we finally calmed down, I turned to face her, with our noses just inches apart.


  “Seriously, is there something wrong with me?” I asked. “Admittedly, I haven’t been a girl for long, but I think I’ve been a pretty good student.”


  “Oh, you have,” Ellie smiled. “You make a great girl.”


  “Then what’s wrong?” I said.


  “I don’t know, sweetie,” she said, shaking her head.


  Then she gave me that silly smirk again, the one that I loved and the one that told me she was up to no good.


  “Except …” she began.


  “Except what?” I asked, braced for more silliness from my bestie. I wasn’t disappointed.


  “Except maybe he doesn’t like sluts!” she screamed as she grabbed a pillow and began to beat me with it.


  “Why you whore!” I yelled, fighting back with another pillow.


  “Cunt!” she shrieked, as she swung from the heels.


  “Bitch!” I bellowed as I took the blow against my braless breasts and returned fire with a shot to her butt.


  “Tramp!”


  “Hooker!”


  Suddenly, the door burst open and Susan, looking wild-eyed and frightened, looked in.


  “What the Hell is going on …,” she began.


  Then she saw we were having a pillow fight. She crossed her arms and smiled.


  “Oh, that’s adorable,” she said. “You are two peas in a pod. But lower the volume on the insults, okay? Ethan is trying to study for finals.”


  “Yes, ma’am,” we said simultaneously, as we collapsed into spasms of giggles.


  “And, Chloe, when you’ve finished here, I’d like to talk to you,” Susan said as she closed the door.


  Yes, ma’am,” I said, prompting Ellie to hit me one final time with a pillow.


  Later, when I had joined her in the living room, Susan said, “You’re not wearing a bra.”


  I felt my face flush, as she added, “And It looks like you’re wearing one of Ellie’s skirts, which I always thought was a little too short. I’m guessing you were out with Ethan tonight.”


  “Yes, we saw a movie, and then we came home so he could study,” I said, biting my lower lip and avoiding her eyes.


  “You two have been spending a lot of time together,” she said, as she patted the sofa next to her, beckoning me to join her.


  I did, being certain to keep my knees together. It had become second nature to me now, as was playing with my hair, which I did when I was nervous and was doing now.


  Susan put her arm around me and asked, “Are you sure seeing so much of Ethan is a good idea?”


  “The contract says that I’m supposed to date boys,” I said defensively. “And Ethan is the only boy I know, except for his friends. There are no boys are our school, you know.”


  She nodded and said, “Point taken.


  “And I’m guessing that you’ve asked or will ask him to take you to the spring formal … just as the contract says.”


  “Yes, ma’am, that’s what I was thinking,” I replied as I stared at my bare knees.


  Susan gently touched my face and turned it toward hers.


  “Is there anything left of Mark in there?” she asked. “Or is it just all Chloe now?”


  Valiantly I tried– and failed– to fight back tears, as I collapsed against her shoulder and sobbed, “Oh, Susan, I don’t know.”


  My former girlfriend squeezed me tight and said, “Yes, Mark, that’s what I was afraid of. But at least this will be over soon and the feds will turn you back.”


  As she said that, I suddenly felt my body tremble in her arms. I don’t know if it was from relief or dread.


  *     *     *     *     *


  As we walked to school with books on our hips, Ellie said, “You’ve been awfully quiet this morning, Chloe. You feeling okay?”


  Of course, we were dressed alike. Despite the warm weather, we both still preferred tights. Two peas in a pod, after all. But today we’d also added matching hairstyles, with two thin braids that ran from front to back and joined with a bow. Ellie’s was white and mine was blue.


  “Actually, I’m not,” I said. “I’ve been feeling kind of tired and achy, especially in my lower back, for a couple of days now, ya know?  Then last night I had a headache. And this morning, my stomach was cramping a little and my boobies actually hurt.”


  “You mean your melons?” Ellie shot right back, without missing a beat.


  “No, I mean my knockers,” I said and smiled.


  Ellie always could make me feel better, but the relief was short-lived.


  “Seriously, I think I’m coming down with a stomach bug or something. I hope I’m not contagious.”


  Ellie giggled.


  “No, sweetie, what you have is not contagious,” she said. “You’re having your period– or you are about to. Do you have tampons with you– and a clean pair of panties? You’re probably gonna need them both today.”


  Oh, Gawd! Suddenly, I wanted to be Mark again. Guys didn’t have periods. Guys didn’t get sore boobs. Guys didn’t have to carry tampons and freakin’ panties in their purse. Guys didn’t …


  “Do you remember what I showed you about how to put it in?” Ellie said, interrupting my mental temper tantrum. “Do you want me to explain it again? Or, when we get to school, we can go in the girls’ room and I can walk you through it.”


  “No! No! No!” I screamed. “I don’t need help, okay?”


  Angrily I blew a stray strand of hair out of my face and added, “Sheesh!”


  As we walked along and Ellie said nothing in response, I eventually realized what a shit I had just been.


  “Oh, Ellie,” I’m so, so sorry,” I said.


  We both stopped, as if my some unspoken agreement and I added, “I’m not only I’m feeling like crap. I’m acting like it too.”


  My bestie freed one of her arms and pulled me close.


  “That’s okay, Chloe,” she said. “This is your first time. You’re allowed.”


  “Thanks for understanding,” I replied, trying to perform the same maneuver to hug her back.


  Only I dropped my books all over the sidewalk.


  “This day just keeps getting better and better,” I said, as I knelt down to pick them up and suddenly was rocked by a stomach cramp.


  “Oh, Jesus!” I squealed. “Get me to the girls’ room fast, okay? I don’t know what’s going on, but I think I might throw up.”


  I didn’t. But I did find bloody panties after I threw my books and purse on the bathroom counter, ran into a stall in the girls’ room, and lifted my skirt.


  “Oh, Ellie, I’m bleeding to death!” I shrieked.


  “No, you’re not,” I heard her say calmly from the other side of the door.


  And I heard her try to stifle a giggle.


  “You think this funny?” I whined.


  “Actually, I do,” she replied. “Just think about it. You know … just think about who you were not so long ago, who you are now and what you’re doing.”


  “Ha, ha!” I said. “Will you get a tampon and panties out of my purse, please?”


  “Oh, don’t be such a girl,” Ellie laughed. “I do this every month too. So does Mom and every other female, every month for years and years. And you’re one of us, now, remember?”


  “Yeah, I remember,” I said begrudgingly. “Okay, now what?”


  As Ellie hand me the tampon and panties, she told me to sit on the toilet. Then she reminded me how to insert the applicator with my middle finger and thumb, before pressing with my index finger to push the absorbent part into my– ewww, yuck!– vagina.


  “But what if I push it too far?” I whined. “What if it gets lost in there?”


  Again Ellie laughed.


  “You’re really enjoying this, aren’t you?” I said.


  “I have to admit, you’re making it fun for me,” she giggled. “The tampon’s not going to get lost, sweetie. That’s what the string is for.”


  After she allowed me some time to do the deed, she added, “Okay now, I’m going to open to stall door and give you something else.”


  “I can hardly wait,” I said, as I stood up and pulled clean panties up my hips.


  “This is a pantyliner,” she said, as the door opened and she handed the object to me. “It’s a second line of protection, just in case, ya know?”


  “Thanks bunches,” I said sarcastically.


  “You want me to talk you through how to use it?” she asked.


  “I can figure it out,” I said, as I lowered my clean panties and added the liner.


  When I finally stepped back out into the world again, now a fully initiated member of the female sex, Ellie gave me something called Pamprin.


  “These will help with the pain,” she said.


  And before I could respond, she pulled me close and gave me a fierce hug.


  “Don’t worry, sweetie,” she said. “It will get better, I promise.”


  “Thanks,” I whispered. “I’m so glad I have you as a friend. And I’m sorry that I acted like such a bitch.”


  “You mean a tramp?” she giggled.


  “I mean a slut,” I giggled back.


  And it did get better. First, the Pamprin did help make the cramps easier to tolerate. Then there was lunch. As I sat alone at “our table, waiting for my herd, suddenly I heard …


  Oh, no, it couldn’t be! But it was. Surrounded by Megan, Paige, and Mary Beth, Ellie marched into the cafeteria carrying an enormous cupcake with a lighted candle in the middle. All of them bellowed the “Happy Birthday” song as they did so. Then they surrounded the table and Ellie said, “Surprise!”


  I wanted to be angry. I really did. I mean, I was having a period, for God’s sake. I was born a man. I was a man for nearly 40 years. Things like this weren’t supposed to happen to men. Cramps didn’t help my mood either. Nor did sore boobies. Nor did a string hanging out of my girly parts. And I told Susan not to tell anyone, especially Ellie, about my birthday and yet she …


  “I can’t believe that you didn’t tell me that today is your birthday,” Ellie said, as she sat the cupcake in front of me. “But I found out when I got the tampon out of your purse. I saw the date on your driver’s license.


  “You big silly, you should have told me!”


  She hugged me then and so did the other girls. Suddenly, incredibly, I wasn’t angry anymore, despite my physical discomfort. These girls loved me and cared about me. And period or no period, this was the best 17th birthday I’d ever had.


  After I made a wish and blew out the candle– I’m not telling what it was– we had lunch and talked, as we always do. Only we didn’t laugh as much as we usually do because Paige mentioned Mr. Billings again.


  “That man is such a perv,” she said. “I swear I caught him trying to sneak a peek under my skirt this morning. I think he teaches at a girls’ school just so he can do stuff like that.”


  Mary Beth nodded. “I’m wondering if he might be doing more than that, ya know? Sometimes, girls leave the school, never come back, and no one tells us why.”


  I didn’t say anything, but I suspected that my friends were right on target with their assessment. As a cop, I’d encountered plenty of sexual predators, but, until now, never from the perspective of a potential victim. I felt concern for all the girls at school, including myself. I’d seen him looking at me too.


  In fact, I’d talked to Susan about Billings.


  “I know what you mean,” she said. “Girls have expressed their concerns to be too. But the man has tenure. And I’ve heard rumors that he has connections with people in high places.”


  As I listened to my friends talk about their concerns at the lunch table, I realized that, while I still was Chloe, I could investigate Billings in a way that I never could as Mark, the male detective.


  Ah, yes, I giggled and thought to myself, I’m an undercover school girl.


  “What’s so funny?” Megan asked.


  “Oh, nothing,” I smiled. “Life’s just funny, ya know? I get my first period– er, I mean my period– on my 17th birthday and am feeling really sad and bitchy. And then suddenly it’s all better because of you.”


  “That’s what friends are for, bestie,” Ellie said. “Now, are you gonna eat that cupcake or what?”              


  *     *     *     *     *


  Molded into a  strapless little black dress with sheer black stockings and matching heels, I  stood in front of the full-length mirror in my bedroom. My blonde hair was pinned up except for wisps along the sides. Diamond studs adorned my ears and a double strand of pearls circled my neck, draping down to just above my cleavage.


  Suddenly Ethan, wearing only a predatory smile, was behind me. As he nuzzled my neck, he reached around and squeezed my breasts. He unzipped my dress and the silky fabric slid down my sides, over my hips, and onto the floor. He unfastened my bra and my breasts fell free– with no sag, I noted proudly.


  Down on one knee now, he gently lifted my feet out of the dress and slowly peeled my black panties down my legs. Then he swept me up into his arms and tossed me on the nearby bed.


  I knew what he wanted. Wearing only the pearls, stockings and heels, I raised up on my hands and knees and put my bottom in the air. I looked over my shoulder with an almost predatory smile of my own that invited him to take me. I wanted to feel the vibrations of the bed as he positioned himself. I wanted to feel his rough hands on my plump, bare bottom. I wanted . .  .


  I woke up in a cold sweat. I had just experienced another one of “those” dreams. They seemed to be getting more and more erotic each night, too– as if that were possible. And always they involved Ethan.


  In my dreams, we made love missionary style on the beach, with me in that American flag bikini. We made love in an elevator, with me in a cheerleader costume– what was that about?– and Ethan holding me up against the wall, as my long, bare legs locked around his waist to push him farther into me. And we made love in bed, with me on top and wearing my school girl uniform from the waist down. My little pleated skirt draped over our union as I leaned forward and he squeezed and kneaded my breasts as if they were bread dough.


  Always, too, the dreams forced me to pleasure myself, after I woke up with rigid nipples and dampness between my legs. The orgasms took me to a place of ecstasy that I had never experienced as a man and,  when I returned to Earth, I feared that my moans and cries of “Oh God!” had awakened Susan, whose room was right down the hall, and even Ethan or Ellie, who slept downstairs.


  But no one stirred in the house afterward that I could tell or knocked on my door to see if I was all right. Maybe I hadn’t been as loud as I feared I had been. Maybe no one knew just how much I enjoyed being Chloe Dawson after the lights were out.


  The dreams began almost immediately after I started spending time with Ethan. But they were a lot more G-rated at first, if you know what I mean. They grew more erotic as I grew frustrated with Ethan for doing no more than holding my hand and kissing me on the cheek. What was wrong with that boy?


  So, I’m guessing, I compensated with these X-rated dreams. No, they weren’t the real thing. But they were better than nothing!


  *     *     *     *     *


  Ellie and I got dressed for the spring formal dance downstairs, in her bedroom.


  “I’m glad we’re not upstairs in my room. I’d probably break my neck going down the steps in these heels,” I said, as I stood in front of the mirror in strapless bra and panties, assessing how my legs looked perched on 4-inch silver, glitter platform shoes with ankle straps.


  “You’ll do fine. Just walk around and practice.” Ellie shouted from the adjoining bathroom, as she finished up her makeup. “And stop being such a girl.”


  “But I am a girl,” I replied in the teasing manner that we so often enjoyed with each other.


  “Well, you are for another week or so at least,” she replied.


  The cold reality of that silenced both of us and, embarrassed by I’m not sure what, I looked away from the mirror.


  Suddenly, Ellie appeared in the door of the bathroom and said, “Oh, Chloe, I’m so sorry. I shouldn’t have brought that up.”


  “Oh, that’s okay, bestie,” I said, forcing a smile. “No prob.


  “Now are you gonna zip me into my dress or what?”


  “Totes, Chloe,” she said, smiling back. “Let’s do this thing.”


  Both of our dresses were short, with tulle skirts and sequined bodices. Hers was a strapless orchid number with a square neckline, while mine was blue with a sweetheart neckline. As we did so often as besties, we wanted to look similar, but not identical.


  “Will you put some braids in my hair and maybe a bow, like we wore that one day to school?” I asked, as I zipped up the back of Ellie’s dress. “I thought that was so cute.”


  Ellie turned around and shook her head.


  “No, I will not,” she said. “Yes, braids are cute, but in a little girl kind of way. Tonight, you want to look mature and sophisticated. Right?”


  I nodded and added, “And sexy.”


  Ellie laughed and agreed.


  “Okay, then, wear your hair down. Yours is so beautiful with that nice wave in it,” she said. “Believe me, guys like that look, especially when you’re all dressed up. Now, let’s add some accessories.”


  When we had a girls’ day at the mall, getting mani-pedis and shopping for dresses, Ellie had insisted that I get my ears pierced. She now adorned them with glittery, silver teardrop earrings.


  The silver necklace she added dangled a infinity heart pendant just above my cleavage.


  “There you go, sweetie,” Ellie said, standing back to appraise her work. ‘You’re absolutely beautiful. If Ethan doesn’t do more than peck you on the cheek tonight, there’s something wrong with that boy.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  Well, at least he agreed with Ellie’s assessment of me when we met in the hallway.


  “You look really awesome,” he said.


  “Thank you, Ethan,” I replied as I kissed him on the cheek and put my arm through his. “So do you.”


  And he did too, in a black suit with a black and blue checked tie.


  Ethan drove us to the dance in the family car, stopping along the way to pick up Ben, Ellie’s date. They sat in the back and we sat in the front. I could hear Ellie giggling during the short drive, but didn’t look back. Meanwhile, Ethan was a perfect gentleman, not even touching the bare leg that I placed as close to him as I could.


  In the school gym, I really wasn’t interested in fast dances, especially in my heels, and so wasn’t disappointed when Ethan said that he’d rather sit and talk for awhile, as Ellie and Ted took the floor.


  “Sure,” I said, as I crossed my legs and leaned on my elbows to look into those sexy green eyes of his. “What do you want to talk about?”


  “Uh, how do you like going to Whitley School?” he asked. “It must be a whole lot different than what you’re used to.”


  I giggled. Oh, boy, is it ever, and you’d never believe me if I told you, I thought to myself.


  But aloud I said, “Oh, it is, I guess. But you know, a school is a school. “I really do like having Ellie as a friend, though. She’s the best.”


  “Yeah, she’s okay, I guess, for a sister,” Ethan replied, looking away from my direct gaze.


  I reached over and gently pulled his face back toward me.


  “You’re okay too,” I said. “I really like you, Ethan.”


  “I like you too,” he said, blushing.


  Just then, the band started playing a slow song, “Wonderful Tonight,” an Eric Clapton tune.


  “Then, let’s dance, okay?” I replied.


  “Sure. I’d like that,” he said, as he took my hand and led me onto the floor.


  Suddenly I panicked. I’d never danced as a girl before.


  Which hand goes where? Is it left up or right up? Oh, Hell, I won’t worry about that! I told myself.


  I put both arms around Ethan’s neck and pulled him close, our torsos touching. I put my head on his chest.


  “Oh, this is nice,” I said.


  “Yeah, it really is,” he replied, and I could tell that he meant it too.


  I guess that I should have panicked, feeling another guy’s hard-on press against my tummy. But I didn’t. It felt nice. It felt natural.


  “Do you have a girlfriend?” I asked and that seemed to take him by surprise.


  He pushed me away a little and looked down at me.


  “No, I don’t,” he said. “Why would you think that? You and I do stuff together all the time.”


  I pulled him back against me.


  “Well, I think that because all you’ve ever done is hold my hand and kiss me on the cheek.” I said. “To me, that says you’re not interested in me as a girlfriend.”


  Ethan gasped and squeezed me even tighter. It was heavenly!


  “Oh, gosh, no! I really like you, Chloe!” he protested.


  “Then why haven’t you ever shown it?” I asked.


  He hesitated for a long moment, as, thank goodness, the band began a second slow tune, “Can You Feel the Love Tonight?”


  “Because …” he began and paused once more. “Because Mom told me what happened to you, that your parents were killed in a car crash. And I didn’t want to be pushy, you know?


  “I figured you had enough on your mind, dealing with that, living in a new place, and being in a new school.”


  “Oh … my … gosh!” I gushed. “I think I’m going to cry.”


  “No, no, don’t do that, please,” he said. “Now, look what I’ve done. I’ve made you feel even worse.”


  “Oh, no, Ethan, that’s not true,” I protested. “I said that because you’re so sweet. You didn’t make me feel bad, believe me!”


  “Thank goodness,” he said. “Sometimes, I think I open my mouth just to change feet.”


  I giggled as if I were hearing that cliché for the first time.


  “Oh, you’re so funny … and sweet,” I said.


  “You know, there’s one thing you can do right now if you really want to make me feel better,” I added.


  “Okay, name it,” he agreed.


  “Kiss me like you want to, not like you think you should,” I said.


  The kiss was everything I hoped it would be and more. My eyes rolled back in my head. My knees weakened, and I think I might have collapsed if Ethan hadn’t been holding me.


  As strength slowly returned to my legs and I opened my eyes, the first thing I saw was Ellie dancing with Ben nearby, and she had that silly smirk on her face.


  Plenty more kisses, teasing, and squeezing followed with every slow dance until the night was over. By that time, I was certain that poor Ethan felt as if his testicles were about to explode. I sympathized. I’d been there and experienced that.


  And as a kind, considerate person, I decided that I should do something about it. Tee. Hee.


  After we dropped off Ben and drove home, Ellie quickly made herself scarce.


  “I’ll see you guys later,” she smiled as she exited the car. “Have fun.”


  “Well, alone at last,” I said, looking over at Ethan and putting my hand on his thigh.


  “Yeah, alone at last,” he repeated, and I watched him swallow hard. Tee. Hee. No doubt something else still was really hard too.


  “I really liked kissing you,” I said. “But there’s something else I’d like to do too because you’ve been so sweet and so kind–- and I like you a whole bunch.”


  I walked my fingers from Ethan’s thigh over to his zipper and began to pulled it down.


  “But …,” he started to protest.


  “No buts,” I said, leaning over and kissing him deeply. “I want to do this.”


  And that’s when the déjà vu moment hit me. I’d seen this movie before, right here in this driveway. Only I’d been in the driver’s seat and Susan sat where I am now. I’d had a really bad day at work and then we’d had an early dinner. I told her that I didn’t feel like coming in.


  She said she had something that she guaranteed would make me feel better. And it did. Boy, did it ever!


  So … she did it to me, and now I was going to do it to her son, I realized as I reached into his jockey shorts and grasped the rock hard missile between his legs.


  Suddenly, I broke into an uncontrollable spasm of giggles.


  “Hey, it’s not that small!” he gasped.


  “No, no, it’s not … I guess,” I said, giggling some more. “I haven’t had a whole lot of experience, with this, you know?”


  “So … you’ve never done what I think you’re going to do with another boy?” he panted, fighting to keep control.


  “I solemnly promise that I’ve never done this with another boy,” I said, as I lowered my head and opened my mouth.


  I wish I’d pay more attention to Susan’s technique. But who knew? I thought, fighting back more giggles.


  “But I promise that what I lack in experience I’ll make up for in enthusiasm,” I said, as I smiled and closed my lips around a sexual organ that once belonged to me.


  



  *     *     *     *     *


  During what was to be my final school day as Chloe, Mr. Billings called me aside after class and told me that he wanted to see me at the end of the day. I have to admit that I had been doing everything I could to attract his attention and possibly entice him into behavior that would get him fired and maybe even arrested.


  Likely, too, I suspected he knew my cover story, which said my parents had been killed in a car crash. Sexual predators look for the most vulnerable, and I potentially was just what he was looking for, a recent orphan in a new school, struggling to just get through the day in a totally new environment.


  “Chloe, you didn’t do so well on your history final,” he said. “And it looks like you might be promoted, if we don’t figure out together a way for you to pass. Stop by my room after school and we’ll see what we can do in the way of makeup work.”


  Ah, yes, he had taken the bait! I had been a good student when I went to high school the first time. Chloe’s classes here had been easy for me too. There was no way I was failing history.


  “Yes, Mr. Billings,” I said, as I picked up my books and held them in front of me. “I’ll stop by right after school.”


  And I did, much to Mr. Billings’ delight, I’m sure.


  But he wasn’t feeling quite so happy about it when I left.


  Walking home for the last time in my school girl uniform, I fought to suppress the panicky feeling I experienced after our encounter. I wanted to cry. I wanted to scream. Instead, I focused on the here and now, and not what had just happened. I could collapse in exhaustion and relief when I got home.


   I no longer had books to carry on my hip in front of me. A slight breeze shifted my skirt and the hem tickled across my bare legs. The tights finally had started feeling more hot and confining than erotic so I had switched to crew socks for the final week.


  I smiled at the memory of that. Without something covering my legs, I felt exposed and almost naked at first, especially since I never had revealed so much skin in school as a student when I was a male. But surrounded by other girls who looked the same, I quickly accepted it as normal, just as I did sitting to pee, carrying a purse, and frequently blowing hair out of my eyes.


  I didn’t have to do that on this final walk home, though, because my blonde hair was in twin braids. I had oversize Chloe— just like my name!— sunglasses on my head and a small Michael Kors handbag slung across my body, the strap between my breasts. The feds had taken good care of me in terms of accessories, as well as expensive bras and panties.


  Back at home, as I waited at the kitchen table for Susan to join me, I got out my phone and put my sunglasses and purse on the table.


  The shakes had returned. But I had handled a sexual predator, even as an undercover school girl!


  I turned sideways in my chair, crossed my smooth, bare legs and nervously played with one of my braids. Suddenly, Susan was behind me. She began loosening them and combing out my hair with her fingers. I handed her a small brush out of my purse.


  “So, are you ready to be Mark again and collect that $100,000?” she asked.


  To this day, I don’t know if I avoided the question because I knew the answer or because I didn’t know the answer.


  “There’s been a complication,” I replied, and, with a nervous hand, showed her a photo on my phone.


  “That’s Mr. Billings with his pants down, right after I kicked him in the balls.”


  *     *     *     *


  Under normal circumstances, the feds would have changed me back into Mark even if I had wanted to remain as Chloe. They told me so. Studying post-transformation consequences was part of the research, they said. But exposing a sexual predator with photographic evidence and first-hand testimony altered priorities– both for them and for me.


  They wanted to see Billings go to jail and, as a policeman for 15 years, so did I. In fact, I felt obligated to make it happen.


  But to improve the odds for conviction, Chloe would have to testify. A photo without corroborating testimony almost certainly wouldn’t be enough. Yeah, the feds could have made me Mark again and revealed their new transformation technology to the court so I could testify as a man. But they refused to do that.


  “Also, Billings almost certainly has done this to other girls at the school,” a Justice Department attorney said. “Once they hear that he’s been caught and Chloe will testify against him, some of them will come forward with their own stories of abuse. It almost always happen that way.”


  It did this time too. Only it took six months for the case to go to trial, where Billings was convicted and sentenced to 10 years in prison.


  By that time, I was three months into my senior year as Chloe, best friend of Ellie, girlfriend of Ethan, and ward of Susan Delaney. And by the time the trial ended, there was no going back. Susan knew it. Ellie knew it– much to her delight. Even the feds admitted it would be best if I remained Chloe Christina Dawson.


  Today, three years have passed since I volunteered to participate in an experimental transformation program intended to facilitate undercover work for law enforcement agencies. My transformation was far beyond anything I could have conceived of in my wildest dreams. And so was what occurred during the days that followed, as I pretended to be a 16-year-old school girl. The feds wanted to determine if a cop could be convincing as a person with a physical appearance and societal role dramatically different from his original life.


  As it turns out, I could.


  Ethan has one more year of college to get his teaching degree. Taking an extra heavy class load, I have two to obtain a degree in criminal justice. I want to be a police detective, and, based on my experience during another lifetime, as well as when I was an undercover school girl, I should be pretty good at it.


  Then we are going to get married. Ellie will be my maid of honor. And, when the time comes, I’m certain that I’ll be hers. Then we’ll be sisters-in-law, as well as besties.


  Susan will be my mother-in-law. She said that she’s okay with that, and I believe her. She said that she gradually suspected I was transforming into the girl I appeared to be as she watched how Ellie and I interacted.


  “I’d never seen Ellie so devoted to the happiness of any other girl friend,” she said. “And I’d never seen you, as Mark, so connected to any of your male friends.”


  She said that she feared she had lost me as a boyfriend that night she interrupted the pillow fight and then I told her I was asking Ethan to take me to the spring formal at school. Seeing how beautiful I was in my dress and what a handsome couple we were convinced her even more, she added.


  “If you heard noises coming from my bedroom at night, Ethan was the reason,” I told her. “You wouldn’t believe the erotic dreams that I’ve had about him.”


  Susan laughed and replied, “Yeah, I would. I did hear you say something about ‘Oh, God!’ a couple of times. In fact, the first time I did, I sneaked down to Ethan’s room just to make sure he was still there.”


  She also said, “Then that thing with Billings came along and you had to stay as Chloe for the trial if he was going to get what he deserved. It was like fate was saying that you’re supposed to be Chloe, not Mark.”


  Susan is dating a teacher from another school, and he seems nice. I’m happy for her. Maybe they’ll get married and Ellie and I will be bridesmaids for her.


  I don’t know if the feds decided to use  and share that transformation technology with local law enforcement agencies after what happened with me. But at least I got my $100,000, which will help my sweetie and me buy our first house.


  And, oh, yes, Ellie, Susan, and I unanimously agreed that we wouldn’t tell Ethan that I once was his mother’s boyfriend.


  “Chloe is who you really are, and who you always were supposed to be,” Ellie said. “Mark was the illusion.”


  I can’t argue with that. I truly love being a girl and having the prettiest bras and panties that money can buy.               
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