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  By Portia Hab


  “Uh, oh,” Rachel said.


  As I looked up from opening my suitcase, I saw her reading something that she apparently had just pulled from hers.


  “What is it?” I asked.


  “It’s a note from Kaylee,” she replied.


  I walked to the other side of the bed in our casino suite and looked over the shoulder of my statuesque girlfriend, who at  5-9, was still considerably shorter than my 6-3.


  The note in my daughter Kaylee’s handwriting said, “You’re right. You won’t do anything with Dad that you wouldn’t do with me.”


  “What in the Hell is she talking about?” I asked.


  Rachel tossed the note beside her suitcase and stood on tiptoes to give me a kiss.


  “Oh, it’s nothing,” she replied. “I just told Kaylee that I wouldn’t do anything with you while we’re alone in Las Vegas that I wouldn’t do with her. You know how possessive of you she still is.”


  Well, Rachel certainly was correct in that regard. My 15-year-old  daughter  was overly possessive, in fact. She had gotten accustomed to having me to herself, and Rachel was the first woman that I had become serious about since Kaylee’s mother died in an auto accident three years ago. My daughter liked Rachel well enough, when it was just the two of them doing girl things together. But the resentment was palpable when she saw Rachel being affectionate with me.


  “Let me get this straight,” I said. “You told her that you wouldn’t do anything with me during our Halloween holiday in Vegas that you wouldn’t do with her? Why would you do that? She’s 15. She has a boyfriend. She knows that’s not true.”


  Rachel stopped pulling clothing from her suitcase, pushed blonde hair away from her face,  and put her hands on her hips. She looked up at me with a pained expression on her face.


  “I know that, Kevin,” she said. “Believe me, I do. And I love being here with you and the thought of being alone with you– finally– for the whole weekend.


  “But you didn’t notice how she was looking at me when we first told her about this trip. I saw her anger, and I saw her pain. And I just felt so bad. I had to do something. I had to say something. So when you weren’t around, that’s what I told her.


  “And, yeah, I knew that she wouldn’t believe me. But there you go. I did it. Maybe this note is her way of trying to make me feel guilty about lying to her,” she added. “If so, it worked. I felt guilty before and now I feel even more guilty.”


  I paused from taking out my clothes and said, “It sounded like more than that to me. It sounded almost like a threat.”


  Rachel was putting her things in a dresser drawer now, and I couldn’t help but admire her tight bottom and long, shapely legs as she bent over to do so. Not bad for a 35-year-old woman.


  “Oh, please. What kind of threat could she make?” she protested. “Rachel’s your daughter. She’s a good kid. She was just angry and this was her way of getting in the last shot. When we get back home, I’ll apologize to her, and we’ll all sit down together and work this out.


  “Okay?” Rachel asked as she looked up– and saw the predatory smile on my face.


  “Look who I’m talking to. You didn’t hear a word I said. Did you?” she giggled. “You were ogling my butt, you big horn dog.”


  I blushed.


  “Guilty as charged, your honor,” I said. “Look, we’ve got this nice private suite and this nice big bed all to ourselves, with no one to interrupt us. What do you say? I’ll rock your world. I promise.”
Rachel smiled, slipped out of her yellow sundress, and stepped over to me. Pressing her boobs against my chest, she put one arm around my neck and gently massaged my manhood, which sprang instantly to attention.


  “I say you should put your money where your mouth is, big boy,” she purred.


  To Hell with unpacking, I thought. I picked up my suitcase and tossed it on the floor. As it hit, something sparkly popped out.


  “What’s that?” Rachel asked. “If that’s an engagement ring, I’m afraid the stone’s a little too big for my tastes.”


  And as a teacher and high school football coach, it was a little too big for my salary too.


  “I don’t know,” said. “Maybe it’s another surprise from Kaylee.”


  As I bent down and touched the crystal, everything went black.


  *     *     *     *     *


  When I could see again, I was looking at a teenage girl in her bra and panties. And not just any girl either. She was Emma, my daughter’s best friend! Kaylee was supposed to be staying with her while Rachel and I were in Vegas. She, her parents, and older sister lived just down the street from us.


  Before I even had time to think about where I was or why I was there, I blurted out, “Oh, my God, Emma! Put some clothes on!”


  As I realized my voice was no longer my own, my daughter’s best friend laughed. “Oh, Kaylee you are too much,” the red-haired teen said. “How about you, girl? You’re lying there topless.”


  Looking down I saw … breasts! No, not just breasts. Bare breasts! And below them were a naked torso, pink cotton panties against a flat crotch, and long smooth, feminine legs. In that moment, too, I sensed something tickling my shoulders. Sitting up, I  felt the foreign weight of those free-swinging breasts as I  grabbed a handful of hair. It was long and shiny brown.


  I gasped. Without thinking, I touched my body– rather the body that I was in. This was so not my body. I raised my hands– tiny hands, much smaller than mine should  be– to my face. It was incredibly smooth and soft, totally unlike what mine should feel like. I felt weight on my ears, touched them, and found what felt like small stones there.


  Looking down once more in disbelief, I grabbed the breasts on my chest and screamed, “These aren’t mine. This isn’t my body! Where’s my body?!”


  Emma didn’t laugh a second time. “OMG, Kaylee, now you’re scaring me. What the Hell is going on? Fun is fun. But why are you going all emo on me, girl?”


  When she spoke to me a second time, I suddenly noted that she was calling me my daughter’s name. My mouth fell open. She had my attention.


  “You called me Kaylee,” I said and looked down again, seeing that, without realizing it, I had tucked my bare legs under plump, panty-clad. Now that was weird.


  “That’s cuz ‘Kaylee’ is your name,” Emma said as she sat down beside me and put her hand on my bare thigh. “Sometimes your weirdness is dope. But now it’s just weird– and a little scary. Are you okay?”


  I swallowed hard, gathered my thoughts, and removed her hand from my leg.


  “Sorreee,” she said. “I was just trying to help. I thought we were BFFs.”


  Suddenly, I started crying. Me, a former college football player and now a coach, crying! But I couldn’t help myself.


  “Oh, Emma, I’m so sorry. I don’t mean to take it out on you,” I sobbed. “But something’s happened. I’m not Kaylee. I’m really not. I’m her father!


  “I was in Las Vegas with Rachel and then everything went black. When I opened my eyes, I saw you. Hell, I don’t even know where I am.”


  Emma started to touch me again but then thought better of it.


  “Duh. You’re in my bedroom. You’ve been here mega-times,” she said. “Are you telling me that you don’t remember?”


  I looked around the room. My eyes stopped at a full-length mirror on a closet door. In it, I saw the reflection of my daughter, Kaylee, and her taller best friend, Emma. Kaylee was topless and Emma was wearing only a black bra and panties.


  Emma saw where I was staring. “That’s us,” she said. “You realize that, don’t you? You’re not your father. You’re my bestie. Maybe you fell asleep while I was taking a shower and just had one of those– what do you call them?– lucid dreams. Only yours was a nightmare.”


  At a loss for any other reasonable explanation, I slowly nodded my head. “Maybe you’re right,” I said, although, deep down, I just couldn’t believe that was true.


  I was not Kaylee Vincent, no matter how I looked or what Emma said. I was Kaylee Vincent’s father.


  “Of course, I’m right,” she said, rubbing her hand along my bare arm,  feeling secure enough to touch me again.


  “Now, get dressed girl. Josh and Kyle will be here soon.”


  She picked up a pink, lace bra from the bed and handed it to me. I quickly dropped it, as if the feminine garment had burned my hand.


  “I can’t wear that,” I said, but the bra reminded me that I was topless! Feeling my face flush bright red, I grabbed a pillow and pulled it against my chest.


  For the third time, Emma laughed. She handed me a tee shirt and I quickly pulled it over my head.


   “Suit yourself,” she said. “I’m sure that Kyle will love it if you don’t wear a bra. Just be prepared for him to head to second base a lot quicker than he usually does.  Especially if you nip out like that.”


  I wasn’t sure what that meant, but I had a bad feeling. And when I looked down,  I almost screamed again.  Kaylee’s nipples– my nipples!– protruded firmly against the shirt.


  But closing my eyes, I willed myself to calm down. I pulled my hair out of the shirt and looked at Emma. “Oh, no way. I’m not going anywhere looking like this,” I said.


  “And I’m especially not going out with Kyle. He’s my daughter’s boyfriend, not mine,” I added. “And I’m going to call Las Vegas right now to see if I can get to the bottom of this.


  “Where’s my phone?” I asked, as I looked around for the black Motorola.


  Shaking her head, Emma handed me a pink cell. “This is your phone, Kaylee,” she said.


  I started to argue with her and then thought better of it.


  “I think calling is a good idea,” she said. “Call your Dad’s number and see what happens.”


  I found “Daddy” in the contacts, pushed the call icon, and put the phone on speaker. “You can listen too,” I said. “You’ll see that I’m not lying. I’m Kevin. You’ll see.”


  Hiya, pumpkin!” said a jovial male voice, a voice that I knew should be mine. “Rachel and I made it safely to Vegas. We’re in our suite now and getting ready to go out to dinner.


  “How are you?”


  “Okay, who are you really?” I said in a teen girl voice that should belong to my daughter. “You’re not Kevin. I am!”


  The male voice laughed. “Or, sweetie, you are too much,” it said. “I know that you’re not happy about me going away with Rachel for the first time. But you’re got to stop these juvenile stunts. You’re a big girl now.


  “You have a good time with Emma, okay?” he quickly added. “And we’ll see you Sunday evening.”


  Before I could respond, the person speaking in my voice hung up.


  I looked into Emma’s blue eyes. “That has to be Kaylee in my body,” I said.


  And as I did, I suddenly remembered the sparkling object and the sudden blackout. Somehow, that must be the key. Was it magic? But it couldn’t be. Magic wasn’t real.


  Only my predicament seemed to provide convincing evidence to the contrary– unless I really was Kaylee and experiencing some sort of mental breakdown. No, I would not believe that.


  I thought of calling Rachel. But if there was a person there in Vegas with her, who looked like me and sounded like me and was pretending to be me, how could I possibly convince her otherwise from a thousand miles away?


  “Look, what’s it going to take for me to convince you that I’m telling the truth?” I asked the slender redhead. “It’s not like I can tell you any secrets that only you and I know. You’re my daughter’s friend, not mine.”


  Since the phone call, Emma had avoided looking at me. Now she looked at her lap and shook her head. I felt sorry for her. She was just a child, 15 years old, like Kaylee, and I was frightening her with what had to seem like insane rantings.


  It would be better to have her as an ally than as someone who feared me. I wouldn’t repent and totally pretend that I was Kaylee. But I wouldn’t keep denying it either. Instead, I’d be her friend and hope that I could come up with something along the way to convince her of who I was.


  And I had just the thing to start with.


  “Hey, Emma,” I said. “There’s a locked liquor cabinet at my house. Do you think that Kaylee’s father would tell her where the key is hidden?”


  She didn’t answer. I gently touched her arm and again said, “Emma.”


  Slowly she looked up with surprise in her eyes. “You’ve called me ‘Emma’ at least three times,” she said.


  “Well, that’s your name,” I said.


  “Yeah, it is,” she replied. “But ‘Ems’ is what Kaylee always calls me. That’s what she’s always called me, since elementary school.”


  I smiled and nodded my head. “I didn’t know that,” I said.


  “But you can’t be …  You just can’t,” she started and I was afraid she was going to cry.


  “That’s okay. That’s okay,” I said. “Don’t try to analyze this too much or you might think you’re going crazy too. You don’t have to believe me either. And I won’t keep talking about it. I just I’ll pretend to be Kaylee as best I can– at least around other people. And I won’t keep telling you that I’m not Kaylee. You already know that’s what I believe.


  “Kaylee– I mean Dad– and Rachel will be back Sunday,” I continued. “And there’s absolutely nothing I can do until then.


  “So … how about that liquor cabinet?” I asked. “Has Kaylee ever talked about it to you?”


  Emma smiled a little “As a matter of fact, she has,” she said, and I was happy to see her perking up a bit. “She told me that she’s looked and looked for the key but never been able to find it.”


  “Ah, but I do know where it is,” I said. “Why don’t you call Josh and Kyle and have them meet us there?


  “As a responsible adult, I wouldn’t allow underage drinking in my house,” I added. “But right now, it seems, I’m not a responsible adult. And I really could use a big, stiff drink.”


  Emma smiled more broadly this time. “You don’t talk like Kaylee either,” she said.


  *      *     *     *     *


  “It’s really awks being in your father’s bedroom,” Emma said.


  “I’m not sure what that means,” I said, as I opened the closet and stepped inside. “But I’m kind of creeped out being here with a teenage girl who is not my daughter.”


  As I pulled the key out of a coat pocket, I heard her laugh. “Well, yeah, about that. You’re a teenage girl yourself right now, you know. So no worries.”


  Exiting my closet, I saw my reflection in the mirror above my dresser. “No, argument there,” I said, as I looked at the image of my 15-year-old daughter, wearing an off-the-shoulder floral crop top with a ruffle along the top edge and tiny denim shorts.


   I could see one pink bra strap, while the other was hidden by long brown hair. Emma was dressed similarly. Although it was late October, with Halloween tomorrow night, the weather was warm in central Florida, so standard, skimpy teen girl attire was still appropriate. But it was beyond embarrassing to look in that mirror and know that was me. I didn’t feel quite as humiliated as I had been when sitting topless on Emma’s bed. But bare shoulders, bare midriff, bare legs– all of this exposure made me feel– to borrow my BFF’s word– “awks.”


  And seeing an exposed bra strap reminded me of what it was supporting. I didn’t know what size Kaylee’s breasts were, but, right now, they felt enormous. But I was relieved that the silky bra cups seemed to be preventing “nip out.”


  Emma stepped beside me and put her arm around my waist. “Whoever you are in there, we’re still tight,” she said. “Kaylee  is  my BFF and I’ve always thought that Mr. V is Gucci for an old guy.”


  Without even thinking about it, I leaned my head against Emma’s bare shoulder and said, “Thanks.”


  Then she took my hand, and as we headed for the door, she said, “Just so you know. Kaylee has talked about looking for the key to your liquor cabinet. But I think that she was doing it just to sound dope, you know? She’s a good girl. I’ve never even seen her taste alcohol. If anyone is the bad influence, it’s me.”


  I looked up into her face and smiled. “Ah, hah! I knew it,” I said. “When you came over here to see Kaylee, I always thought that you looked like trouble.”


  As we giggled together like  besties and headed toward the kitchen and the liquor cabinet, the doorbell rang.


  Emma let go of my hand and said, “I’ll let Kyle and Josh in and we’ll meet you in the kitchen.”


  She was just a few feet away when she stopped abruptly, turned, and added,  “Boys are clueless sometimes so they probably won’t notice that you don’t talk like Kaylee. But they do know that she calls me ‘Ems.’ You better do that too.”


  “You bet, Ems,” I said. “Anything else I need to know?”


  “Well, since we invited the boys to your house instead of going out like we had planned, they’re expecting Netflix and chill,” she said. “I hope that you’re ready for that.”


  “But we don’t have Netflix,” I replied. “I hope that they won’t be too disappointed. Maybe we can find a good movie on one of the cable channels.”


  “Oh, brother!” Ems said with a laugh. “I go back and forth on this, but I think that I really am starting to believe that you might be Mr. V. That’s just too funny.”


  I had no clue what she was talking about, but decided that I’d better start trying to sound more like the girl I appeared to be. 


  “What ev,” I said with a giggle. “But you better call me Kaylee, instead of Mr. V.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  Quickly, I poured myself a double bourbon on the rocks. I realized that Ems probably was right about Kaylee never trying alcohol.  Ewww! It tasted awful!


  But based on my experience as an adult, I knew the drink would help me relax and I really needed assistance with that. Unexpectedly, Ems  had been a big help. That’s when it had just been the two of us, though.  Now I’d have to pretend to be who I was not around teenage boys, including Kaylee’s boyfriend! Not just any boys either, I suddenly realized. These two were on the football team I coached.


  I took a big drink, grimaced, and then forced myself to smile as the trio came into the kitchen. God, was this a nightmarish situation! Halloween had started a day early for me and here I was on display in girly clothes as a treat for some horny, teenage boy.


   And it didn’t get any better, when Kyle, who would be catching passes for me in next week’s game, came over, bent down, and kissed me.


  “Hi, there, sweet thing,” said the dark-haired junior who was a year older than Kaylee. “My, oh my, do you look fly!”


  And, my, oh my, what was I feeling? That unexpected kiss made my stomach flutter. It should have made me want to vomit. I was a man after all. Thank goodness for bourbon.


  Then there was that thing about looking “fly,” whatever that is. It sounded like a compliment. It made me feel good too. As a man, compliments were nice, but they never evoked  a pleasurable feeling, like that I had just experienced. Yes, it had to be the bourbon.


  “Thanks, Kyle,” I smiled. “Since Daddy’s out of town for the weekend, I was thinking that we might just stay in tonight and watch television– and maybe drink a little of his booze. He will never know.”


  “Oh, yeah,” he said. “Josh and I definitely can handle some Netflix and chill with our ladies. I don’t drink much, though, especially during football season. Coach Vincent wouldn’t like that.”


  With a laugh, Josh added, “Especially if he knew it was his booze, in his house, with this daughter!”


  I giggled and said, “Boy, you’re right about that! Daddy would be furious! He’d ground me until I was 30!”


  What I really wanted to say, though, was, “Hey, guys. I am Coach Vincent! How about them nipples– er, apples?”


  Instead, I restrained myself and thought about that Netflix thing again. What the Hell was that about? I looked over at Emma and saw her blue eyes twinkle in merriment as she sensed my confusion.


  Then she mouthed the words, “You’ll see, Mr. V.”


  I obliged the other kids by mixing bourbon and Coke for them. Then I poured myself another double, carried the bottle in my other hand, and we headed into the TV room. The liquor still didn’t taste good to my Kaylee taste buds, but I definitely was feeling more relaxed.


  In the TV room, I plopped down in my recliner, raised up the footrest, and turned on the television with the remote.  Ahhh! This was just what I needed. Finally, I was feeling like myself again– although breasts protruding into my line of sight didn’t help with that. Still no nip out, though, thank God.


  Maybe we wouldn’t have to watch a movie either, I thought. Maybe the guys would be okay with tuning in a baseball game.


  Suddenly, I heard Emma laughing. It didn’t exactly sound genuine.


  “Oh, very funny, Kaylee,” she said. “Who are you pretending to be? Your father?”


  The boys laughed too. “Yeah, Kaylee, what are you going to do now?” Josh asked. “Fart and light a cigar?”


  “I wouldn’t mind having you as the coach, instead of your father,” Kyle joined in, arching an eyebrow. “I’d stay every day after practice for some one-on-one instruction.”


  Embarrassed by how I had forgotten my role as Ems’ bestie and Kyle’s girlfriend,  I tried to bluff my way out of it. “I just felt like being silly because of Daddy’s booze,” I said. “I’m glad you liked it.”


  And, trying my best to compensate, I added, as I exited the recliner. “Now, who’s ready for some Netflix and chill!”


  Tucking the bottle awkwardly under my arm, I grabbed Kyle’s hand– again feeling a disturbing arousal– and headed for one end of the sectional sofa. And suddenly I knew! Seeing his broad grin, I finally grasped the meaning of “Netflix and chill.”


  It wasn’t about Nexflix. It wasn’t about chill. It was about hooking up, while trying to fool parents into believing that it was something totally innocent.  Well, the term obviously would have worked on at least one father– me. It wouldn’t work on me now though, when I became Kevin again.


  If I ever became Kevin again, that is. I still didn’t know what was going on. Who was the person I had talked to on the phone? Was it Kaylee in my body? Had she somehow switched us using that crystal? If so, why and would she switch us back? And, oh crap! Was she having sex with Rachel? But surely Rachel would know that wasn’t me. On the other hand, if she knew the truth, why hadn’t she called me? None of this made any sense.


  Except the liquor. I definitely had needed that to help me cope with this bizarre reality, and it was doing its job admirably. Perhaps I should have started a little more slowly, since Kaylee’s body wasn’t accustomed to it. But, oh well, too late to worry about that now.


  Yeah, the recliner thing had been embarrassing.  But, if I do say so myself, I had handled that well and, with the help of Kentucky’s finest, I would be able to handle the rest of the evening just as easily


  In fact, I was looking forward to it. It was obvious that Kaylee’s body was attracted to Kyle, that she liked touching and being touched by him. Since I was her for the time being, I might as well enjoy it too, although it was totally alien to the sexual arousal that I knew as a man, which was all about an erection and penetration. This was more like– oh, I don’t know– a tingly feeling all and an itch between my legs.


  I might not have felt quite so at ease with that notion if I had been sober. But that was no longer the case. That train had left the station, and I was a slightly tipsy teen girl about to cuddle up with her boyfriend in a darkened room, with an ample supply of alcohol to keep me that way.


  Ems or Josh turned down the lights and surfed the cable channels, until deciding upon “Zombieland.” Then they settled into the shadows on the adjoining sectional.


  I sat down at the end of the sofa, refilled my drink, took another healthy swallow, and then placed the bottle and glass on the table. I took Kyle’s drink, which seemed to have been barely touched, and set it next to mine.


  Kyle sat down slowly next to me and looked all around, as if  expecting something bad to happen at any second. “Wow, Kaylee, this is the first time that I’ve ever been with you in your house without your father around,” he said. “Are you sure it’s okay?”


  I took his arm and placed it around my bare shoulders. “Of course, I am,” I said. “Daddy’s in Las Vegas with his girl friend. They’re having fun. Why shouldn’t we?”


  That seemed to loosen him up a bit. He leaned down to kiss me, and this time it was a kiss that curled my toes. Yikes! I liked that. And ooh, yes, I felt that itch again. Only this time it was more intense and made me want to squeeze my legs together. Nothing wrong with that. I wondered if I could make it even more pleasurable for this newly acquired female body.


  I reached up, put my hand in his hair, and gently pulled his head down to my level. With that encouragement, he put his free hand on my breast and began to massage it. Oh, yes, I could make it even better! Or rather, Kyle could, with an little guidance from me.


  Ems had warned me that it wouldn’t take long for Kyle to get to second base if I didn’t wear a bra. It didn’t take long with me wearing a bra either. And I kinda, sorta wished I wasn’t wearing it. Nip out now would be a good thing. Nothing like erect nipples to get a boy’s attention.


  Of course, I could ask Kyle to remove it for me. I had taken plenty of bras off women and doing so had made me even more eager for what was to follow. I was pretty certain that it would do the same for him. Also, I never had taken one off of myself. It could get awks.


  On the other hand, it was a pretty, lacey feminine thing. From personal experience, I knew it was the kind of sexy undie that men loved to see on women. Maybe I should just pull off my top and let him see me in the bra.


  What’s a girl to do? I decided to go with the hands-on option. Kyle’s hands that is.


  I came up for air and giggled.


  “Wha… ?” he asked, as he regained his breath.


  “Oh, nothing important, sweetie,” I said. “Ems had told me that I needed to wear a bra tonight, even though I didn’t want to. You think that you could help me take it off? It’s kinda getting in the way, don’t you think?”


  I didn’t need to ask a second time. I loved the feeling of his big hands on my bare skin, as he pushed them up under my top to unsnap the bra.


  Uh, oh. Now what? In movies I had seen women not only unsnap  bras under their shirts, but then whip them off  as easy as you please. I had no idea what to do next.


  Oh, Hell! I wasn’t going to worry about that. With the bra loose in back, Kyle had easy access to my girls, which was all that mattered.


  My eyes rolled up in ecstasy as his hand moved easily under my pink bra. I moaned as his hands rolled over my bare breasts.


  “Oh, Kyle!” I managed to say, before he started kissing me again and our tongues fully engaged.


  His fingers tweaked my rigid nipples and I was just about to pull up my top to give his mouth full access, when I heard Josh say from the shadows, “Wow, Ems. Listen to Kaylee over there. You should take lessons.”


  But I didn’t care what anyone said, as I pulled away from Kyle just long enough to drink some more bourbon. I might not be fully sober, I realized. Yet I was in control. I still could take care of myself. Inside this teen girl body, I was an adult male, after all. But pleasantly, I was drunk enough to enjoy being a girl– tee hee– and not feel any guilt about it whatsoever. It was the perfect combination.


   And there was that itch. The more Kyle and I wrestled and kissed, the more erotically pleasurable it became. And the more I needed to scratch it.


  Or maybe get it scratched. And filled. For the first time, that realization entered my brain from someplace, probably  washed in by the female hormones coursing through my teen girl body. That itch was a kind of emptiness and filling it was the way to stop it– or, more accurately, enjoy it to its fullest.


  “Kaylee, maybe you better slow down on the booze,” I heard Ems say.


  “No, worries, Emma,” I said, but then quickly added, “Whoopsies! I meant no worries, Ems.”


  Then I whispered into Kyle’s ear, “I’m supposed to call her Ems, not Emma,” I said. “We’re besties.”


  With one arm then, I pulled his head back toward my breasts, eager to feel his mouth on them. With the other, I pulled his hand toward my crotch.


  “Uh, Kaylee, are you sure you want to do this?,” Kyle asked. “We’ve never gone this far before. And you’ve been drinking.”


  “Oh, you’re an old duddy fuddy. I mean fuddy duddy,” I replied. “I’m fine and I know what I want.”


  I removed my hand from his, walked my fingers lightly across his lap and squeezed his groin, feeling his manhood expand rapidly at my touch.


  “Oooh,” I said. “I like that. Can I see it? Can I kiss it?”


  “But Kaylee,” he protested.


  I leaned over onto his lap, intent on extracting the prize.


  “I have this terrible itch,” I said. “And I think that I’ve just found what I need to scratch it.”


  *     *     *      *     *


  Eyes still closed, I woke up in the shower, water streaming down my face. I felt like I had been sleeping for a thousand years, and my body still didn’t want to wake up. I felt achy too, and my stomach was queasy. What was that about? And, man! What a freaky nightmare. So bizarre, in fact, that I refused to acknowledge what I remembered about it.


  But how did I get in the shower? The last thing that I remembered was … Well, the last thing was that nightmare and I didn’t want to go there again.


  Then I felt hands on my hips. Ahhh! Rachel. And Vegas. We were in Vegas! And I must have had too much to drink in the casino.  That’s not something I normally do, but maybe I did this time. She brought me back to the suite, undressed me, and joined me in the shower.


  Good ol’ Rach. I love showering with her. She scrubs my back and I scrub hers and then, well, you know … we do other things.


  But … something was wrong.  Just the thought of Rachel naked and in the shower with me should have given me an erection. It didn’t.


  Maybe still too much alcohol in my system?  No, it wasn’t that. Even drunk and limp I should have felt something down there. My penis should have been trying at least.


  But it wasn’t.


  I dropped my hand between my legs to find out what was wrong.


  Oh, my God! It was gone. And not only was it gone, there was something else there! Something that only … only … only women had!


  I screamed. And screamed. And screamed!


  “Shhh. Quiet. It’s okay. You’re okay,” a feminine voice said from behind me. She pulled me back against her and put her arms around me


  No, I was not okay. But at least Rachel was with me. Thank goodness for small favors.  Only … while female, the voice didn’t sound like Rachel’s.


  Crap! I was naked, dickless, and seemed to be in the shower with a woman not my girlfriend. Was I a lesbian? I didn’t want to step away from her embrace and turn around. But I had to.


  I screamed and screamed again when I saw who she was. And I screamed some more when I looked down and saw my own naked body.


  My nightmare hadn’t been a nightmare! It had been real. I was my own daughter. Naked! And I was in  the shower with my her best friend, who was also naked!


  I started crying hysterically, and Ems pulled me against her one more time. She was so much taller than I that my head pressed against and then slipped partially between her wet, slippery breasts.  That made me cry all the harder for it again reminded me of what I should be feeling between my legs and wasn’t.


  Finally giving in to the despair I wrapped my arms around her and felt my own breasts press against her firm torso. My wet, smooth legs pushed against hers, and I hugged her as tight as I could for comfort.


  “It was real! The nightmare was real!” I sobbed. “I was so drunk and so horny and I was unzipping Kyle’s pants so that we could …  Oh, my God! Please tell me that I didn’t … That we didn’t.”


  “You didn’t, Kaylee,” Ems said. “But it wasn’t for lack of trying on your part.”


  As it turned out, Kyle had stopped me from pulling out his manhood, even though I tried repeatedly, Ems said as she wrapped a towel over my breasts and then put my hair in another.


  “Finally you just passed out in his lap,” she continued. “He and Josh carried you into the bathroom for me before they went home.


  “Somehow, I managed to take off our clothes and get you into the shower so I could sober you up. No way could we go back to my house with you that condition.”


  “Thanks,” I said as Ems secured a towel above her breasts and started brushing the tangles out of her long, red hair, which wasn’t quite as wet as mine.


  Looking at my red eyes in the mirror, I said, “You’re a really good friend, Ems. So are Josh and Kyle. I’m so embarrassed by my behavior.


  “Alcohol usually doesn’t affect me that way.”


  Ems smiled as she joined me at the mirror. “Well, if you are who you say you are, then you don’t usually weigh 110 pounds either,” she said.


  I nodded. “I thought that alcohol would help me calm down and gain control of this crazy situation. It did just the opposite. I hope that I haven’t ruined Kaylee’s reputation.”


  “I don’t think it will,” she replied as she headed back into the bedroom to get dressed. “I told the guys that you were really bummed out about your father going out of town with a woman for the first time since your mother died, and you were acting out because of it.


  “They promised that they wouldn’t say anything. Also, they could get in big trouble with your father if they did. Maybe even get thrown off the football team.”


  I shuddered as I looked down at the pink, lacey bra and panties that I had been wearing and would have to put on again. Ems noticed  my discomfort.


  “Hey, that’s what girls wear, and, for better or worse, Mr. V, that’s what you are for right now.”


  I looked up at her, my mouth open. “So, you really do believe me,” I said.


  “Oh, totes,” she replied. “It’s still hard to believe that magic and body swapping is a thing. But the real Kaylee never would do what you did tonight. She’s a good girl.


  “You, on the other hand, are a slutty girl.”


  Briefly, she fought back a grin, and then suddenly we both started laughing.


  “Well, I can’t argue with that,” I said. “A few hours in a bra and panties, a couple of drinks, and I’m trying to get laid. Keep me away from the liquor cabinet, will you?”


  Pulling black panties up her long legs, Ems said. “I’ll try my best.”


  Still wearing my towel, I then watched her effortlessly put her arms through bra straps and snap the garment closed in the middle of her back.


  When she looked up and saw me standing there, she said, “Well? Get dressed already. We have an 11 o’clock curfew at my house.”


  “I’m embarrassed to get naked in front of you– again,” I said. “I know it’s stupid. But you’re a 15-year-old girl and I’m a grown man and …”


  Ems was having none of it. “Oh, no you aren’t. Right now, you’re a 15-year-old girl too. And girls, especially besties, get naked in front of each other all the time. Get used to it.”


  Blushing, I reluctantly dropped the towel, stepped into the pink panties and pulled them up to my hips. I watched them snug against my flat crotch and again felt a sense of loss. But I didn’t share that with Ems, even though we were besties. That probably wasn’t something she wanted to hear.


  Anticipating that I was about to ask for help with the bra, she said, “I helped you with it the first time. But you need to be able to do it on your own. Wrap it around you backward and snap it in the front. Then spin it around and put your arms through the straps. Easy Peasy.”


  I followed her directions.


  “Okay, now, make sure the straps are tight enough, but not too tight,” she said. “And make sure your breasts are settled properly in the cups.”


  Oh, God, I thought as I did so, I’m playing with my own daughter’s breasts.


  Once more seeming to read my mind, Ems said, “Come on, Mr. V. You’re Kaylee now. Those are your breasts, not hers.”


  Then she smiled wickedly. “And that penis that you miss between your legs? That’s hers.”


  Again we simultaneously burst out laughing.


  After we finished dressing, Ems stood behind me and brushed my hair, and I realized that I had a whole new respect for Kaylee’s judgment in choosing friends.


  *     *     *     *     *


  “Okay, sleepyhead, time to wake up!” Ems said brightly as she bounced back into the bedroom at her house.


  “Oh, please, not so loud!” I moaned as I raised up on one elbow, and pushed hair out of my eyes. Long hair and bouncing boobs starkly reminded me of who I was and a stabbing pain between my eyes reminded of what I had done the night before.


  “Serves you right, girl,” Kaylee’s best friend laughed. “But how about showering together afterward? That was kinda fun wasn’t it?


  I blushed a bright crimson.


  “Not so much,” I said, as I slowly slid my bare legs off the bed. It was high enough that my feet didn’t reach the floor. I wasn’t just a girl; I was a short girl. For the first time, I noticed that I had pink toenails. Oh, gawd!


   “But I owe you big time for helping me,” I continued. “You’re a good friend, and I’m not just talking about for the real Kaylee. I’m talking about for me too.”


  Ems sat down beside me and began, “I’m so glad you said that.”


  Just then a sexy female voice said, “Hey, sweetie, you have a mail message.”


  Ems reached over the nightstand, grabbed Kaylee’s pink phone, and handed it to me. With a broad grin on her face and an emphatic emphasis on the last word, she said, “It’s for you, sweetie!”


  “Very funny,” I said.


  I opened up the text, and read aloud, “Don’t worry, pumpkin. You’ll be your old self by tomorrow night. Rachel and I are having a great time. Hope you are too with Ems. And don’t do anything that I wouldn’t do!”


  Ems put her arm around my shoulder. “Well, there you have it,” she said. “Kaylee did do something to switch your bodies. And she’s going to put things back to normal tomorrow night.”


  I nodded. “Yeah, that’s a relief at least. But, boy, is that girl going to be in trouble when I’m her father again.”


  Ems laughed. “Can’t say that I blame you, bestie,” she said. “But that’s not gonna happen until tomorrow, right?”


  Suddenly I felt a little adrenaline jolt, and not the good kind.


  “What are you talking about?”


  Ems squeezed my cheeks and kissed me on the nose.


  “What I’m talking about is this,” she said. “You just said that you owe me big time, right?”


  Reluctantly I nodded.


  “Okay, for today, I want to you to promise to do everything I want you to do. I want to be the boss. And, don’t worry, it won’t be bad. This is not one of those S/M things or whatever they call it.”


  “Well, then, what is … ” I started, and then it hit me. Oh, no! Was Kaylee’s best friend gay? And now that she had a man in girl’s body was she hoping for …


  Ems saw the frightened look on my face and laughed. “Oh, my gosh, no!” she said. “Girl, are you crazy?”


  Quickly she leaned over and kissed me on the lips. My eyes popped wide in shock and alarm. I pushed away from her.


  “Emma!” I shouted. “Cut that out!.”


  She giggled. “Do anything for you?” she asked. And when I shook my head violently from side to side, she added. “Didn’t do anything for me either. You like boys … well, Kaylee likes boys and, from the looks of things last night, you in Kaylee’s body like boys too.


  “And I like boys. Relax. I’m not looking for any girl-on-girl action, you little perv.”


  I smiled. “Okay, I believe you,” I said.


  “Sorry about that. You  know, I hate to admit it, but I think that I was attracted to Kyle last night,” I added.


  “Girl, you were attracted to him,” Ems interrupted. “Maybe the alcohol had something to do with it. Maybe it loosened you up just enough that Kaylee’s girly hormones took over. But you were all over the boy.”


  I lay back on the bed and looked up at the ceiling, the jiggling weight on my chest distracting me, but not quite as much as it had just a few moments before. Maybe I was getting use to having breasts? I hoped not.


  Cupping them in my hands, I said, “Just what size are these anyway?”


  Ems laughed. “Oh, get over yourself already. Girls have boobs. It’s a natural thing. Get over it.”


  I sat back up. “Yeah, but guys don’t, and I’m a guy. And we love that girls have them. But now I have them and, oh, it’s all so confusing. So, humor me, okay?


  She nodded and said, “I see your point. They’re 34Cs, which is pretty impressive. In other words, you’re a petite girl with a big chest. Does that help?”


  I hefted them once more. “Honestly, no,” I said. “But I did ask. What size are yours?”


  Ems suddenly grabbed a pillow and bopped me with it. “You little brat!” she yelled. And bopped me again.


  As I endured her barrage, I managed to find another pillow and struck back. Soon we both were on our knees, laughing and giggling and pounding each other. That’s right, two girls in crop tops and panties having a pillow fight. It was right out of every teen boy’s wet dream.


  Finally out of breath, we collapsed side-by-side on the bed.


  “Did you ever have a pillow fight with the real Kaylee?” I asked.


  Ems shook her head. “I’m beginning to think that you’re more fun that the real Kaylee,” she said. “You wouldn’t want to consider a permanent trade, would you?”


  I reached for a pillow and said, “You wouldn’t want another pounding, would you?”


  Without warning, Ems suddenly rolled over on top of me and raised up on her arms. “I’m really a lesbian,” She said. “And I want you for my lover!”


  Then she started tickling me in the ribs, and I giggled uncontrollably. In mock protest, I kicked and wiggled and screamed “Stop it!” But I really didn’t mind it so much.


  Just then, Ashley, Ems’ older sister, opened the door and looked inside.


  “Okay, you two, if you want a ride to the mall, you’d better get with it,” she said. “We leave in an hour.”


  Ems raised up off the bed. “Oh, wow, we’d better get going.  Time to get dressed.”


  “What’s this about the mall?” I asked as I continued to lie on the bed, still enjoying the pleasurable feeling from the fun we had.


  “It’s part of what I came to talk to you about in the first place,” Ems said as she sorted through her dresser drawers. “Then you were a brat and distracted me.


  “I’m asking if you will let me be in charge of what we do today. Okay?” she continued. “I helped you out last night and now I’d like this favor in return.”


  “Sure,” I said, sitting up. “As I said, I owe you, and also I trust you. But I don’t understand this ‘being in charge’ thing. Why can’t we just be two friends hanging out?”


  Ems turned around with a yellow bra and panties in her hands. “Oh, we will be,” she said.


  Then she paused and I could clearly see her blushing through her pale complexion.


  “But there’s a little more to it,” she said. “This is kind of embarrassing.             


  “If I’m in charge, you see, it’s kind of a turn on for me. You’re a big, strong guy and one of the best-looking teachers at the school and … “


  I jumped off the bed. “Wait a minute,” I interrupted. “You think that I’m good looking?”


  She nodded. “Lots of the girls do. You’re the football coach too. You’re–- what do old people call it? Oh, yeah, you’re a real macho man.


  “But suddenly you aren’t you anymore,” she said. “You’re in my best friend’s body and a real girly girl. You’re 5-3 and I’m 5-9. You’re the shortest cheerleader on the squad and I’m the tallest.


  “And, well, the idea of a big, strong guy who’s usually an authority figure being stuck in a little girl’s body. And the idea that you’ll do whatever I want you to do … Well, as I said, it’s a turn on.”


  Ems paused to give me time to speak, but I didn’t know what to say.


  “It’s not about humiliation or embarrassment or anything like that,” she continued. “And I will never tell anyone about what happened this weekend– not that anyone would believe me anyway.


  “It’s just that I want to be in charge, you know? It’s kinda like I want you to be my life-size, dress-up doll, all the time knowing who you really are, but keeping that a secret just between the two of us.


  “Will you do it?”


  I rubbed my girly smooth chin and pretended to think about it.


  “So …,” I began. “No handcuffs, whips, or black leather bustiers?”


  Ems laughed. “I don’t even know what a bustier is,” she said. “I just want to dress you up pretty, take you to the mall to try on clothes, and then take you to a Halloween party tonight, wearing one of the sexiest costumes you’ve ever seen.”


  I threw my arms out to the sides– as my breasts bounced again– and said, “Oh, Hell, why not? I don’t have anything better to do today. Why not spend it with my bestie doing whatever she wants us to do?”


  Ems wrapped her arms around me and squeezed tightly. “Oh, thank you, Kaylee. We’re going to have so much fun I promise.


  “Now let’s find you a really cute dress to wear!”


  *     *     *     *     *


  As we walked into the mall entrance, I asked Ems, “What do you call these shoes again?”


  “They’re wedges,” she replied. “They give you more height, which a petite girl like you wants, but they’re easier to walk in than heels. Don’t you think?”


  I laughed. “Really? You think that I’ve worn high heels before?”


  Ems giggled. “Oh! I guess not. Well, I hope not anyway!


  “Also, take smaller steps, don’t swing your arms so much, and don’t carry your purse in your hand. Put the strap between your boobs and across your body, so it hangs at your side.”


  I stopped, adjusted Kaylee’s brown leather purse accordingly and then saluted. “Yes, ma’am,” I said.


  “That’s a good girl,” she replied. “And you look adorable, by the way.”


  As I looked at our reflection in the glass of the mall’s front doors, I couldn’t disagree.


  Ems had dressed me in what she called a halter-style, floral mini dress. White with tiny flowers, it had narrow straps, a low back, and plenty of side exposure for my 34Cs, which nestled in silky, built-in cups.


  “You won’t have as much support as if you were wearing a bra,” she said as I eyed my profile in her bedroom mirror. “But it will make it easier for what you’ll be doing at the mall.”


  “You mean trying on clothes?” I asked.


  Ems nodded and said, “Exactly.”


  She then had put on an emerald green sundress with sleeves and a V neck, which complemented her red hair, but wasn’t quite so revealing.


  “Why aren’t you showing more boob, like me?” I had asked as she stepped into it and pulled it over her shoulders.


  “Because today is all about you being my little dress-up doll. Remember?” she said.


  Inside the mall, she said, “Okay, Kaylee. You’re in a for a real treat, girl friend. I’m taking you to Victoria’s Secret to get your first really sexy lingerie!”


  “But Kaylee’s not … I’m not …,” I started to protest.


  “VS has a special line for teens,” Ems said. “And the real Kaylee never wanted to go with me. Like I told you before, she’s a good girl and pretty modest too, although this magic thing does have me wondering about her.


  “So, anyway, you and I will go instead,” she added, as she locked arms with me and we headed for VS.


  Ems’ advice, guidance, and, yes, even dominance, had made me surprisingly comfortable in this girly body that I had been trapped in for less than a day. But when we walked arm-in-arm into the store, I feared that I might faint.  Of course I had been in VS stores before, most recently with Rachel.


  But I had been a man then, ostensibly going along to offer advice on what looked good, but really just there to ogle the underwear and the sexy women who were sorting through it and occasionally offering an untended peek as they tried it on.


  Now I would be a sexy woman sorting through it and possibly offering unintended peeks to other men who were just there to ogle.


  Ooh! Well, that was disturbing. Thinking about strange men admiring me in sexy lingerie suddenly had sent a little chill up my spine.  And despite my best effort to avoid such thoughts, I suddenly envisioned Kyle there with me, offering his opinions as I modeled for him. As I did so, I felt the return of the itch between my legs that almost led me to do, well, something that might have taken care of the itch but made me regret it for the rest of my life.


  “Earth to Kaylee. Earth to Kaylee! Are you in there, girl?” Ems said as she gently shook my arm.


  “Oh, yeah, sorry,” I said. “I was just thinking about how different it is to come into this store as a girl than as … well, you know.”


  My bestie’s blue eyes twinkled. “Yes, I do know,” she said. “That’s what makes this so much fun!


  “Come on.”


  Taking me by the hand, Ems led me to the “Pink” section, which carried a line of bras, panties, and other items for young women and teen girls.


  “See why I didn’t have you wear a bra?” she asked.


  “Really?” I asked. “How difficult would it be for me to have taken off my own bra to try on others?”


  Ems gave me an intentionally evil smile. “You got me,” she said. “That’s such a feminine, sexy dress, and I wanted to see you in it. I was with Kaylee when she bought it months ago, and the girl never wore it.


  “Seeing you in it, though, is a lot hotter,” she added.


  “Come on, let’s find a  dressing room.”


  I was a bit surprised by that. I thought that we’d choose a few bras first. But who was I to question?


  Ems then sent me into the dressing room alone and said that she would join me shortly. She also suggested that I take off my dress to make the ‘fitting’ easier.”


  So I was standing there topless, wearing only lavender bikini panties and wedges, trying to avoid looking at myself in the full-length mirror– and failing– when Ems came back, bringing a VS employee with her.


  “Kaylee, this is Candice,” she said. “I told her that this is your first time here and that you want to make sure that your first Victoria’s Secret bras fit properly.”


  What the Hell did that mean?


  I soon found out. As I watched, mortified, in the mirror. A dark-haired woman who looked to be in her 20s used a tape to measure me just under my bare boobs and then across them. I was so glad my nipples behaved themselves.


  “Okay, sweetie,” she said. “I’ll be right back with some bras in your size that I think you might like. And your friend tells me that you love lace. Is that right?”


  Ems looked at me and smiled.


  “Oh, yes, I do,” I said.


  “Having fun?” I asked Ems when we were alone.


  “Oh, yes,” she smiled. “Girl, this is so hot! I mean, just calling you ‘girl,’ and knowing who you really are is hot. But this … this is sooo hot.


  “Thank you so much for being such a good sport about this.”


  I nodded my head. “Yeah, well, I owe you,” I said, looking away.


  She gently took my chin and turned my face up and toward her. “Oh, come on,” she said. “Surely you’re enjoying this just a little bit?”


  Despite myself, I smiled. “Well, yeah, there have been a couple of times when …,” I said.


  But I stopped short of telling her details, such as my thoughts about Kyle and the return of the itch.


  “When what?” she asked.


  “Just when,” I said.


   Candice soon returned with– no surprise– a black lace push-up, among others.


  “Here you go, sweetie, slip your arms in there, and I’ll close it in the back,” she said.


  She adjusted the straps. Then she turned me around and placed her hands under my breasts to make certain that they were nestled properly in the cups. Finally, she turned me back toward the mirror.


  “Oh, you look so good in that,” she said, her hands on my arms as she looked over my shoulder at our reflection in the mirror. “And isn’t it comfy? Don’t you like the way it lifts and separates?”


  Oh, yes, I just loved it, I thought sarcastically. But I just said, “Oh, yes, ma’am. It’s really comfy.”


  Next came a “pink thrill” push-up, followed by a “neon candy super” push-up, and a “tropical punch date” push-up. That’s right; all of them were push-up. Just what a busty girl like me needs.


  With Ems’ “help,” I chose the neon candy super push-up and “cotton cheekster” panties in the same color. She also decided that I needed some sleepwear, which turned out to be rainbow tie dye leggings and a tee, with “I dream of puppies” emblazoned across the front.


  Planning in advance, she had brought some of her babysitting money with her and paid for the purchases with that. “This is so worth it … ” she started.


  “Yeah, I know,” I said. “Because it’s so hot. Where to next, bestie?”


  Now I carried a Victoria’s Secret shopping bag in hot pink with white polka dots, as well as my purse, as we stepped back into the mall.


  “Aeropostale,” Ems said. “They’re got some really cute clothes and they’re not very expensive.”


  “We don’t have to do this, you know– spend your money, I mean,” I said. “We can just window shop.”


  Ems looked down at me and smiled, “Oh, I know,” she replied. “But this is just so …”


  I put my small hand on her forearm to stop her. “I know. This is just sooo hot!”


  And we both giggled.


  Just about that time, two teenage boys passed us and, as they did so, both turned their heads and looked our way. One of them smiled slightly and mouthed, “Hi.”


  “Did you see that?” I exclaimed. “Those guys. They …”


  “Yeah, they were checking us out,” Ems said. “That’s what is supposed to happen to good-looking girls like us in shopping malls. They’ve been doing it ever since we came in. Didn’t you notice?”


  Actually, I hadn’t. Entering the mall, I had felt so naked, exposed, and vulnerable in my tiny sundress that I had concentrated mostly on trying– and failing– to make myself invisible.


  Now, though, I did notice. It was nearly constant too. At first, I felt a little embarrassed. Then it started to make me feel a little warm and tingly inside. Eventually, I started smiling back at the guys who I thought were good looking.


  “Good looking” guys? Where did that thought come from? Never in my life had I thought of guys as good looking. Yet suddenly I was.


  As one particularly attractive guy passed, nodded, and smiled, I suddenly grasped Ems’ arm and exclaimed, “OMG, Ems. Did you see him? He was sooo cute. And he smiled at me.”


  My bestie stopped, put her arm around my waist, kissed me on the cheek, and said, “Oh, Mr. V, that’s the best yet. This is just sooooo hot!


  “I can’t wait for tonight.”


  But she wouldn’t tell me what she meant by that. All I knew is that we were going to a Halloween party.


  As we walked some more and I started to make eye contact and smile at “cute” guys, little chills, tingles, and flutters eventually awakened the itch. Now why did that have to happen? But it did.


  Just have to avoid the alcohol and I’m good to go, I told myself. I can live with the itch. I can handle it. After all, it’s not that’s unpleasant. It’s just that it’s … What? Demanding? Yes, that is what it was. Well, too bad.


  My bestie used her babysitting money to buy me a “Seriously Soft” scoop-neck, mini dress with an adorable flare skirt for just $10 at Aeropostale. And I picked it out!


  “For a football coach, you have good taste in dresses,” Ems told me as we left the store.


  I giggled and said, “And I know. Don’t tell me. That’s so … “


  “Hot!” we said together and burst into laughter.


  As we walked on, I noticed a closed store on the right. The lights were out and all of the inventory seemed gone. But a remaining sign said, “Magic Crystals For All Your Magic Needs.”


  And I remembered the crystal that I found in my suitcase. Bingo! That explains the body-swap mystery. Kaylee’s going to be so sorry she did this. She’s going to be grounded until she starts drawing Social Security!


  Last stop was Starbucks. I had enough money in my Kaylee purse to buy lattes for both of us.


  “Cross your legs, Kaylee, or keep them together,” Ems said as we sat down. “You’re already showing enough skin as it is. We’ve left drooling guys behind  us all over this mall.”


  “Yes, ma’am,” I said primly.


  Suddenly we weren’t alone anymore. The guy that I thought was sooo cute stood by our table, along with a friend. “You mind if we join you?”


  Ems looked at me and said, “What do you think, Kaylee? Do these guys measure up?”


  Shyly I looked up and thought I would melt into my seat when I looked into those blue eyes. Instead I smiled, and managed to say. “Sure.”


  He had short blond hair and a little stubble on his chin. OMG. He must be a college guy. And from the looks of his physique, he probably played football.


  “I’m Aaron,” he said, and offered his hand to me. It was at least three times the size of mine. The shake was firm, but gentle. I liked that!


  And his touch sent a lightning bolt of pleasure streaking from boobs to just below my belly button.


  “I’m Kaylee,” I said softly “But, oh, you know that. Ems already told you. Actually, her name is Emma. But I call her Ems. We’re besties. We live just down the street from each other. We’re cheerleaders too.”


  Aaron smiled, and I feared that I would pee my panties.


  Stop babbling, Kaylee, I told myself.


  I giggled. And squeezed my legs tighter together in a vain attempt to stop the itch. My lips suddenly felt dry and I licked them.


  His friend’s name was Nathan. And they were college students, as a matter of fact. They attended the same small university as Ashley. Aaron even knew her.


  “She’s been to some of our fraternity parties,” he said.


  “We haven’t seen you around there,” Nathan asked. “Are you girls still in high school?”


  “Yes,” Ems said quickly. “But we’re seniors, and we’re both 18.”


  “Excellent!” Aaron said happily. “You should have Ashley bring you with her the next time she stops by one of our parties.”


  “Oh, we will!” she replied. “Won’t we, Kaylee?”


  I nodded. “We’d love to,” I said.


  The boys stood up. “Well, we’ll see you around, I hope,” Aaron said.


  “Count on it,” Ems said as they walked away.


  Before I could ask her what she meant by that, she added, “Oh, this is just soooo damn hot!”


  “But we’re not 18,” I protested. “We only 15, and those are college boys.”


  Ems didn’t seem to hear me.


  “Come on, Kaylee,” she said. “Ashley’s gonna pick us up in about 10 minutes outside.”


  “But … But …” I stuttered.


  “But what, sweetie?” she asked. “Are you going to tell me that Aaron didn’t turn you on? I could see it. He could see it. You were blushing and flirting, and carrying on just like the school girl you appear to be. When you licked your lips, it was so cute!”


  Yeah, I’m sure it was, I thought. But now that itch had started again, and I wasn’t even drinking!  For the first time since becoming Kaylee, the thought of masturbation entered my mind. Guys did it all the time. Why not girls? Maybe I could get some free time by myself this afternoon.


  But in my own daughter’s body? No way, no how!


  “Hey, Kaylee,” Ems said as she pulled me by the arm. “There you go, zoning out again. Come on, girl, we have to go. And don’t forget  the bags with your dress and undies. That new push-up bra should go just fine with the costume I have for you to wear tonight.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  Holy crap! We were going to a Halloween party at Aaron and Nathan’s fraternity house!


  “I don’t know how, but you set up that meeting in the mall today. Didn’t you?” I accused Ems.


  She laughed. “I wish. But, no, I didn’t. It was just too perfect, though, wasn’t it? Only this time, your costume will be a lot sexier than that dress you were wearing. And Aaron really is going to like that.”


  “How can anything be sexier than that dress showing side boobage?” I asked.


  “Just wait,” Ems grinned.


  “But we’re not 18. We’re 15,” I protested. “We’re underage. We’re illegal, for Christ’s sake.”


  “It’s Halloween. We’ll be in costumes. And with makeup, we can look older,” she said.


  “Look, you’re not planning on getting drunk and having sex with Aaron the way that you almost did with Kyle last night, are you?” Ems asked.


  “Of course, not,” I replied. “But still … “


  “But still …” my bestie teased. “You only live once. In your wildest dreams did you ever imagine that you’d one day get the chance to go to a college frat party as a sexy teenage girl?”


  I shook my head and said, “Of course not. And I don’t want to either.”


  “But you’ll never get a chance like this again,” Ems argued. “And remember, you promised me because I helped you and because  … “


  “This is soooo hot!” we screamed in unison and started laughing so hard that we had to grab each other to keep from falling down. Ems really was my bestie, and I just couldn’t say no.


  So the three of us arrived at the frat house as a devilish angel in red, a sultry cat in black and, nearly every frat boy’s wet dream, a sexy French maid.


  Guess who was the French maid.


  “But this costume was made for someone with your figure,” Ems insisted she laid it out on the bed for me.


  “You mean someone with my boobs,” I replied.


  She laughed. “Okay,” she said. “When you’re right, you’re right. Those frat boys will come in their pants when they see you.”


  “Oh, what father-stuck-in-his-daughter’s-body doesn’t want to hear that,” I countered.


  “Look, forget about that,” Ems said. “Tonight you’re Kaylee. You’re a girl. You’re beautiful and sexy. Have fun. No one’s going to make you do anything that you don’t want to do. And Ashley and I will be right there at the party with you.


  “Come on, bestie, Pleeeese!”


  Of course, she won, and when the three of us entered the frat house, all heads turned and silence descended. “Oh, my Lord, goddesses have descended from Heaven,” I heard one male voice say.


  “And I’m definitely in love!” said another.


  “Hold my beer!” added a third.


  “If you make it hard for me, I’ll hold it against you,” a fourth said.


  Oh, terrific!


  But then a savior stepped out of the crude crowd, dressed as a cowboy.


  “Hi, girls,” Aaron said. “What a pleasant surprise to see you here. Can I get you girls some punch?”


  I glanced at Ems in her feline finery. Punch at a frat party would be far more than just punch.


  “Sure, that would be nice,” she said. And as he left, she whispered to me, “You don’t have to drink it. Just take tiny sips. You’ll be okay, I promise. Girl, this is sooo hot!”


  By the time Aaron came back, Nathan had joined us. Ashley took her punch and decided to mingle.  Nathan took Ems’ arm and led her away, leaving just the French maid and the cowboy.


  “That’s quite a costume,” Aaron said as he sipped his punch.


  I blushed. “You’re telling me,” I said. “Ems picked it out for me. I thought it was too much, but she convinced me to wear it.”


  “Do you always do what she wants you to do?” he asked.


  “Oh, no, it’s not like that,” I said. “It’s just that, uh, she had done me a big favor and asked me to wear this costume and come to your party in return. You know. Friends do things for friends.”


  Aaron nodded. The poor guy. He kept trying to look me in the eyes. But they kept slipping away to stare at my boobs. I couldn’t blame him either.


  After Ems had dressed me and I looked in the mirror, my eyes popped too. My 34Cs looked even bigger in the costume that featured a lace-up bodice with a sweetheart neckline and thin, silk shoulder straps. The tiny black skirt included an attached white apron and, underneath, a black lace petticoat with white polka dots. My legs were encased in sheer black pantyhose, with 4-inch black pumps on my feet.


  It was a good thing that I’d had practiced walking in wedges earlier that day. As it was, I still had to move carefully to keep my balance.


  My sex-for-sale costume was accented with lace wrist bracelets, a black choker and a lace headband in my long, brown hair. I also carried a tiny duster, with pink feathers at the end.


  Aaron realized that I had seen him staring at my ample boobage, and blushed. He was so cute in his hat, vest, jeans, and boots– and no shirt!


  “Oh, I’m so sorry,” he said.


  “That’s okay,” I replied. “I’m used to it.”


  I really wasn’t, of course. Those were my daughter’s breasts that he was drooling over. But he was sooo cute. And, for the moment, at least, those breasts belonged to me. Also, I had agreed to put them on display like this, even though this costume was Ems’ idea.


  And when I saw him looking at them, I felt what seemed like a thousand butterflies take flight in my tummy. So the truth was that I actually was okay with him looking at them. In fact, I really wanted him to touch them.


  Oh, my God, where did that come from? Of course, it came from when I was on the sofa with Kyle. But alcohol was to blame for that. Wasn’t it?


  Not entirely, I realized. Raging female hormones played a part as well. And dressed as I was in front of a really cute guy who seemed to like me, those ‘mones seemed to be revving up big time.


  “So do you play football?” I asked.


  Aaron beamed at the question. “Why yes, yes I do,” he said. “How did you know?”


  “Oh, just a hunch,” I said demurely. “What position?”


  “I’m an end,” he said.


  “Defensive or offensive?” I asked. “You’re built like a receiver.”


  His jaw dropped nearly to the floor. “A girl like you knows football?” he exclaimed.


  “What do you mean a girl like me?” I replied, pretending offense.


  “Oh, I’m so sorry,” he said. “I didn’t mean it to offend you. It’s just that, you know, you’re so feminine and beautiful. It’s really unusual to meet someone like that who knows football.”


  “I know other sports too,” I said and smiled as I brushed his nose with my feather duster.


  “Would you like to go somewhere and talk?” he asked, taking me by the hand.


  “I thought you’d never ask,” I said.


  Holy crap! What had I just done?  Had I just given Aaron an invitation to have his way with me?  Of course not! We’d talk sports. He was an athlete and impressed with my knowledge. He liked me for my mind.


  Yeah, right! You don’t like him for his mind either, girl, I told myself. You already were fantasizing about him putting his big, strong hands on your breasts and … doing other things.


  Aaron led me upstairs and into a bedroom. “Up here is the only quiet place around here,” he said. “If you’re uncomfortable being here alone with me, we can go back down.”


  I smiled, leaned up, and brushed his nose again with the feather duster. “No, that’s okay,” I said. “I trust you.”


  Looking around,  I added,  “But I don’t see a place for us to sit together, except the bed.”


  He smiled sadly. “I know,” he replied. “If you want to go back downstairs.”


  “No, I don’t!” I said emphatically and pulled him onto the bed. “Let’s talk right here!”


  What the Hell? Yeah, Aaron was a nice kid. But he also was a frat boy, with raging male hormones and he had just brought me up to his bedroom. It was like my female body controlled my male mind, instead of the other way around. Every nerve ending was tingling and there was that damn itch again, demanding to be scratched and filled at the same time.


  But as long as I avoided the alcohol, maybe I could maintain control. It was torture in a way, but it was a pleasant torture, totally unlike anything I’d ever experienced as a man.


   I took a small sip of punch before I set it down on a nearby table! OMG! That wasn’t punch. It was liquor with fruit flavoring. Definitely no more for me.


  It would be interesting, though, to see if Aaron tried to get me drunk.


  Before I knew it was coming, Aaron leaned down and kissed me. It was a sweet kiss, not like the tongue wrestling with Kyle the night before.


  Even so, if I hadn’t had on pumps, it would have curled my toes.


  “I hope that was okay,” he said. “I’ve been wanting to do that since I saw you in the mall.”


  “Ditto,” I smiled and kissed him back, putting my hand on his leg.


  Suddenly, he was on his feet. “Er, please excuse me. I have to go to the bathroom,” he said.


  “Hurry back,” I replied as I gave him a finger wave.


  Wow! I had made him nervous and probably his penis had been in an awkward position when I brought it to attention by touching his thigh. Been there, done that. Or rather, been there and had that done to me.


  I giggled at the memory and at the fact that I still could see a bulge in his jeans when he came out of the bathroom. He might have rearranged it, but it had not gone away.


  “What’s funny?” Aaron asked.


  “Oh, nothing,” I said. “I’m just having a good time with you.”


  “Really?” he asked.


  “Really,” I said and pulled him back down.


  “Maybe we should talk some more about sports,” he said. “Who’s your favorite football team?”


  Raising his arm over my shoulder and leaning in against his hard chest, I said, “Well, I don’t like pro football much. I’m more of a college fan.”


  “SEC?” he asked, as he finally allowed his hand to touch my bare arm and pull me in a little closer to him.


  “No, Big 10,” I replied. “Ohio State. I … I mean my father played football there.”


  Aaron was genuinely excited at the news. “No kidding! What was his name? Maybe I’ve heard of him!”


  “Kevin Vincent, defensive back,” I said. “They called him Mad Dog.”


  “Oh, my gosh, yes!” he exclaimed. “He was before my time. But I’ve seen videos of some bowl games that he played in. He was something else!”


  “Thank you,” I said. And after an awkward pause added, “I’ll tell him that you said that.”


  “You think I could meet him sometime?” he asked eagerly.


  I reached up and kissed him again.


  “That’s very sweet,” I said. “Maybe you can. He’s the coach at Central High School.”


  Slowly, Aaron started moving his free hand toward my breasts, where my nipples felt like they were as hard as his penis. Yes! Yes! Touch them, please!


  Suddenly he stopped. Oh, crap!


  “No kidding!” he said. “I’ve been to some Central games.”


  Then he looked at me with a startled expression on his face.


  “And I’ve seen you there too!” he said. “You’re a cheerleader. You’re the flyer, the one who’s always at the top of the pyramids.”


  I didn’t even know that “flyer” was what it was called. But that was Kaylee all right.


  I smiled and gently pushed his hand closer to my breasts. “Yes, that’s me,” I said. “I’m the flyer!”


  Aaron took his hand away. Oh, no, not again. I wanted him to touch them, to squeeze them, to roll them around with his athletic hands. Maybe I’m gonna have to get this guy drunk before he will take advantage of me, I thought.


  “But you’re not a senior are you?” he said. “And you’re not 18.”


  My face blushed bright red and all the tingling vanished, along with the itch.


  I put my small hands in my lap.


  “No, I’m not,” I said. “Ems is the one who told you that and I didn’t want to embarrass her. She’s my best friend.”


  “How old are you?” he asked.


  “Fifteen,” I mumbled.  Then I quickly added, “I’m so sorry, Aaron. I really like you. And deceiving you is the last thing I wanted to do, but I didn’t know how to get out of it.”


  He smiled sadly and I started to cry.


  He pulled me to his chest and whispered, “That’s okay, really. I understand,” he said. “I like you too, and we can still talk some more if you like. But that’s all we can do. Okay?”


  Sniffling, I looked up at him and said,  “Okay.”


  Two hours later, someone banged on the door and a voice that I recognized as Emma’s started yelling. “Kaylee, are you in there? Kaylee?”


  Aaron stepped to the door and opened it.


  “Yes, she is,” he said. “We were just talking about football.”


  Ems looked at me with a frightened expression. Maybe she had been afraid that I’d be naked or at least have my big boobs hanging out.


  “That’s right,” I said. “We were just talking about football. Are you ready to go home?”


  Ems nodded, looking visibly relieved. “Yes, Ashley has some other stops to make and she wants to drop us off first,” she said.


  “Okay,” I said and smiled.


  Wobbling a bit on my pumps, I walked over to Aaron, wrapped my arms around his waist, and leaned up for him to kiss me.


  When he obliged, I squeezed him as hard as I could.


  “Thanks so much for a lovely evening,” I said. “Maybe my Dad and I can come and watch you play football. And if you stop by one of our games at Central, I’ll be sure to introduce you.”


  He smiled and said, “That would be great, Kaylee. Happy Halloween.”


  “Happy Halloween,” I said, lightly touching his hand as I stepped out of his bedroom and carefully maneuvered down the steps, holding onto Ems’ arm for support.


  “You’re kidding me, right?” she whispered. “You didn’t really just talk about football did you? That’s not hot. That’s boring!”


  “Maybe for you it would be boring,” I said. “But for me it was hot.”


  Finally, she smiled. “Well, if it was hot for you, that’s good enough for me,” she said. “After all, we’re besties. And I definitely didn’t want a repeat performance of  last night.”


  After we reached the bottom of the steps, I leaned up and kissed her on the cheek. “Thanks, bestie,” I said.


  “It helped that I avoided the punch. Otherwise we might be taking a shower together again tonight.”


  A boy standing near the stairs, turned and stared at us with bulging eyes and open mouth.


  “That’s right, big boy,” Ems said. “We get naked together in the shower. We wash each other’s backs. And we do … other things.”


  We laughed so hard that we stumbled out the front door, down the sidewalk and into Ashley’s car.


  After we had showered– separately– I put on new VS jammies with the “I dream about puppies” across the front.


  “You look so darling in those,” Ems said.


  “You mean that me wearing Victoria’s Secret sleepwear is not hot?” I laughed.


  “Oh, that too,” she smiled.


  Impulsively, I pulled her to me and gave her a fierce hug.


   “This could have been one Hell of a bad weekend for me, and it sure started out that way. But you didn’t just make it better for me, you made it fun.


  “You’re not just the real Kaylee’s bestie,” I said. “You’re mine too.”


  She giggled. “Oh, that’s just the warm and fuzzy little girl in you talking,” she said. “Once you’re that big, hunk of a football coach that all the girls talk about, you won’t even give me a second thought.”


  I backed away and looked solemnly up at this sweet, funny girl who was wise beyond her years.


  “Nu, huh,” I said. “I don’t know what’s going to happen after Kaylee and Rachel get home. But I promise you that I won’t ever forget what a good friend you were to me. And  . . “


  “And, what?” Ems asked.


  “Oh, I don’t know,” I said. “Let  me think about it.”


  Later, as we lay side by side in bed, I whispered, “Ems? I want you to help me with something tomorrow.”


  “You got it, bestie,” she said.


  *     *     *     *     *


  Wearing the red dress that Ems had picked out for me,  I ran, leaped, and put my arms around Kaylee’s neck as she opened the front door Sunday afternoon. Then I swung my legs up so that, as expected, she instinctively caught them with her left arm and cradled my plump bottom with her right.


  With her holding me against her chest, I planted a big kiss on her bristly cheek.


  “Oh, Daddy, I missed you!” I gushed. “I’m so glad you’re back. And, you, too, Rachel.”


  As I said the latter, I looked at her and winked. I still didn’t know what role she had played– if any– in this body-swapping adventure. Hell, I didn’t even know if she understood that I wasn’t really Kaylee and the man with whom she had spent the weekend wasn’t really me. But I was hoping that she did and that the wink was a signal for her to “just play along.”


  When she smiled slightly and nodded, I had my confirmation.


  Jumping down, I hugged her too. Oopsies! That was really weird, my girly body pressed against my girlfriend’s body.


  “Did you and Daddy have a good time?” I asked, looking up at her, as he brought in their luggage.


  Rachel pulled away, took both my hands, and appraised my appearance. “And my, don’t you look nice, Kaylee! What’s the occasion?”


  “Just you coming home!” I said. “I especially wanted to look pretty for Daddy. I am a big Daddy’s girl, you know.”


  Then I lifted my body up on one toe in my ballet flats and twirled, with arms in the air, skirt flying out all around me.


  “Ta, da!”


  Ems also had helped me perfect that little performance. “That, along with the makeup and bow in your hair, could make Kaylee’s head explode,” she had laughed.


  And as I looked at Kaylee and saw her mouth hanging open, I thought it might.


  “Did you bring me something?” I asked eagerly. “Maybe a pretty top from the Paris Casino with lots of sparkly glitter on it?


  My appearance, performance, and over the-top-welcome had caught Kaylee in my body totally off-guard. But with the suitcases inside and the door closed, she slowly was regaining her senses and probably starting to realize what was going on.


  But before she could speak, I grabbed  her hand and Rachel’s and pulled them toward the living room. “Let’s go sit down and you can tell me about the trip,” I said. “And I can tell you about all the fun that I had with Ems.”


  “Ems?” Kaylee said.


  “Oh, Daddy, she’s my bestie,” I said. “You know that. We had all kinds of fun together this past weekend.”


  When Kaylee started to sit on the sofa, I let go of Rachel’s hand, and dragged her toward the recliner. “This is your chair, silly,” I said.


  I then sat down on the sofa, next to Rachel, and crossed my legs primly and properly, the way a young lady should. I pulled long, brown hair out of my eyes and put my hands in my lap.


  “So … ” I said with a broad grin. “How are things?”


  And just as I expected they would, tears started to flow, as Kaylee sobbed. It was even more unsettling to see than I thought it would be. I hated to see my child in pain. But, still, it was what I wanted because it was what she needed.


  What Kaylee had done was childish and petulant and possibly even dangerous, and, as her father, I had decided that this was the best way to punish her for that behavior. And I wasn’t finished yet.


  “Oh, Daddy, I’m so, so sorry,” Kaylee in my body blubbered. “I shouldn’t have done it. It was a mean, childish thing to do, and I won’t ever do anything like that again. I promise!”


  I handed her a box of tissues that was on the end table. She took several and blew her nose.


  “And … and … and I really didn’t think magic was real,” she stuttered between sobs. “And then it was and I was in Vegas in your body and you were here in mine … And, oh, Daddy, I’m sorry!”


  “I see,” I said, maintaining a straight face. Then I looked over at my girlfriend.


  “Rachel, I’m worried about Daddy. He seems to think that he’s me because of some kind of magic thingie. You think that we should get him some mental help?”
And, finally, that did it.


  Kaylee stood up and yelled, “All right, cut it out! Please! I feel bad enough, okay? Can we please swap back now?


  “I want to be me again,” she added in a softer voice. “And I want you to be my Daddy. Please.”


  “I see,” I said. “But what if I don’t want to go back to my own body? What if I’ve decided that I like being a teenage girl. Ems and I had a really good time together.”


  “Oh, Daddy, no! You wouldn’t!” Kaylee screamed in my baritone voice.


  “No, I wouldn’t,” I said as I walked over and sat on the arm of the recliner,  just as the real Kaylee had done so many times before.


  “But there are some conditions.”


  Kaylee nodded. “Anything,” she said. “I’ll agree to anything.”


  “No. 1 is that you remember that Ems really is your best friend. And if you’re ever questioning whether you should do something or not, listen to what she has to say. She’s a smart girl. And a good girl.”


  She nodded. “Sure,” she said.


  “No. 2 is that if Kyle asks you about Friday night and how you are feeling, you tell him that you are better and that you are sorry for your behavior. It won’t happen again,” I detailed. “Are we clear on that?”


  “But, Daddy, I didn’t. Oh, no! You didn’t … ” Kaylee exclaimed.


  “No, I didn’t,” I giggled. “But that’s all you need to know. No more questions.


  “No. 3 is that if a boy named Aaron from the university starts talking to you as if he knows you, pretend that he does,” I said.  “And just go along with whatever he says about what happened. He’s a good kid too.”


  Kaylee said, “I promise.”


  “No. 4 is that you give me the crystal and we’ll talk about it later in private. And then I’ll put it in a safe place,” I said. “And by the way, the place in mall where you bought it is closed.”


  After a pause, I added, “How does it work anyway?”


  Kaylee quickly explained that, after she bought the crystal for $19.95 at the magic shop, it was activated by her touching it.. That meant that the next person who came in contact with it would swap bodies with her, no matter how far away they were from each other.


  I nodded and said, “So, if someone were to touch the crystal right now, then that person would swap with my body since I was the last one to touch it.”


  “Yes,” Kaylee said. “So for us to switch back, you need to touch it. Okay?”


  Her explanation of how the crystal worked was pretty much what I had suspected, and that meant I could do exactly what I had hoped.


  She pulled a small, white bag from her pocket and handed it to me. “Here it is,” she said. “To prevent accidental swaps, it needs to be kept in the bag.”


  I smiled and said, “Okay, sweetie, as long as you agree to all of that, with one more minor condition, I’ll put you back in your body.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  Several hours later, as we lay naked side by the side in the dark, Rachel lightly traced her fingers along my bare thigh. A little chill thrill ran up my spine.


  “Oooh, that feels soooo good,” I moaned, as I took her hand and gently moved it between my legs.


  “Which one did you like best?” she asked, as she nibbled  playfully on my ear.


  “Well,” I gasped, finding it difficult to form words as her fingers explored my crotch. “They were all pretty great.


  “But I’d say… Oh, that’s nice! … But I’d say,” I began again.  “I’d say that cowgirl was a close second, but doggy style was the best.”


  “Oooh! I was hoping that you’d say that,” she replied. “How long before we can go again?”


  I grabbed her shoulder and pulled her toward me. “I’ve still got this really bad itch that needs scratched,” I said. “Come over here and help me with it, and I’ll have you up and ready to go in no time.


  “I promise.”


  Rachel moved on top of me and raised up on her arms. “I’ll be only too happy to oblige, as long as you’re promising to make it hard for me afterward,” she said, as she grinned down at me.


  I giggled and wriggled underneath her as she sucked on one of my engorged nipples. “Oh, I promise!” I whispered in a breathy voice, as I felt my toes curl.


  Rachel then plunged three fingers deep inside me, and I screamed, “Oh, my God, that feels so good!”


  “Good thing Kaylee is staying another night over at Emma’s,” Rachel laughed. “I’m not sure about how she’d feel hearing her father scream like a girl.”


  I wrapped my arms around her back and squeezed as hard as I could.


  “Ouch!” she yelped. “Those fingernails are sharp.”


  I laughed, as I moved my hands lower and grabbed her hairy, bare butt.


  “Tell me about it,” I said. “You’ve done that to me plenty of times too. Turnabout is fair play. Don’t you think?”


  “I’m thinking that you might not need to help me get it up,” she said. “Just doing this to you is making Mr. Happy happy again.


  “But what about you?” she asked me. “Is this helping with the itch?”


  “Oh, shut up!” I gasped, putting my smaller hand over hers. “Harder, faster, please! Now!”


  She obliged


  “Oh, yes, yes!” I screamed, even louder this time.


  As I moved quickly toward a fifth or maybe sixth orgasm, she suddenly stopped and pulled her hand back. Stunned, I opened my eyes and looked up into her face– my face actually, since she was in my body and I was in hers.


  Hours before, I had told my daughter that she would get her body back, but first Rachel had to touch it and jump into my body, as Kaylee’s spirit moved into hers. Then I would touch it and Kaylee would be herself again, while I would be Rachel.


  Both Rachel and Kaylee were startled by that request. But I said that it was nonnegotiable and then I told my daughter that she was spending the night at Emma’s.


  Yeah, the multi-swap was a minor complication for us to return to our original bodies. But that way, I finally could scratch the awful itch I had felt too often since Friday night, when I had fallen asleep, drunk and stupid on Kyle’s lap. I had experienced what it felt like to be a hot, horny female, and I desperately wanted to experience what it felt like to have a woman’s sexual needs fulfilled.


  “What’s wrong?” I panicked. “Why did you stop? I was so close!”


  “I just realized that Kaylee in your body was doing this exact thing to me about 24 hours ago in Vegas,” she said. “I needed to tell you that.”


  Still breathing heavily, I raised up on my elbows, feeling my heavy breasts shift. Blonde hair fell across my eyes and I swept it back. I was still so turned on that it was difficult to think straight. But the shock of that revelation quickly was bringing me back to Earth. There would be no fifth or sixth orgasm.


  “Right away, Kaylee explained about the switch and why she had done it,” she continued. “She said that she wouldn’t have done it if I hadn’t told her that stupid lie about me not doing anything with you that I wouldn’t do with her on a weekend in Las Vegas.


  “She said that if I had sex with her in your body, then I wouldn’t be lying anymore and we would be good. I felt so bad that I agreed. It was a stupid, childish thing for her to do, but she’s a kid , and I provoked her. I wanted to make it all better for us. Unfortunately, you were collateral damage.”


  I nodded my head. “And that was why you had that session Saturday night, like the one we’re having now– or were having,” I said.


  Rachel nodded my head. “Yes” she replied. “And Kaylee was a lot better the second time.”


  Despite my desire to feel anger, I laughed. “Practice makes perfect, I guess,” I said. “And since she had sex in my body, it’s not like she lost her virginity.


  “How was she the rest of the time?” I asked. “Did she make a good me?”


  Rachel laughed with my voice. “Actually she did. She was a little awkward at first and she made your body look a little … “


  “Gay?” I offered.


  She snickered. “Yes, that’s the word. But we had fun with it and she’s been around you all her life. She got your gestures and mannerisms and speech patterns down pretty quickly.”


  We lay in silence for a moment.


  “Well, what do we do now?” Rachel finally asked as she raised up on her knees between my legs.


  I wrinkled my brow as if considering how to respond. But I had already decided. That’s because I remembered something Rachel said just a few moments ago.


  I giggled and put my hand between her legs, gently grasping  her recovering manhood.


  “Well, you were in Vegas,” I said. “And I’ve always heard that what happens in Vegas stays in Vegas. I’m okay with that if you are.”


  She grinned and knelt down to kiss me passionately on the lips. “Oh, baby, am I!” she explained.


  Releasing her penis, I pushed her gently toward the side. “Okay, then, on your back, buddy,” I said, feeling my nipples harden in anticipation of what I was about to do.


  Blonde mane falling into my face, I slipped in between his spread legs. I lowered my head toward his crotch and my breasts swung freely beneath me.  Pushing back my hair once again I said, “Give me a minute here with Mr. Happy, and he will be ready for doggy style again.


  “My itch still needs scratching really badly and you’re just the man to do it!”


  As she ran her hands through my hair, Rachel moaned and said, “You think maybe we can do this again some time?”


  Raising up, I smiled and said, “Only if we get all dressed up and you take me out to dinner first.”


  At some point, I thought as I worked magic with my lips and tongue, maybe I’d tell Rachel something else. Maybe I would tell her I’d be using the crystal once a month or so on Saturdays to switch bodies with Kaylee so that I could spend time with my new bestie, Ems. Then again, maybe I wouldn’t have to since Kaylee seemed to have mastered being me, especially in the bedroom.
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