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"That's crazy," I said. "You can't do something like that. It will never work. Stuff like that doesn't happen. And, besides, if you could do it, Lisa would never agree. She loves being a girl."

Beth Pinkston, my irrepressible and never dull girlfriend, smiled. "But it does work. And it will. I told you that I belonged to the Sisterhood, remember?"

I smirked. "Oh, now you're going to tell me that is code for 'witches.' Give me a break."

Beth shook her head. "Call them what you want. They have this book that's been passed down for generations and it contains a transformation spell. Endora promises me that it will work. The only thing that you have to worry about is not intentionally altering the body that you are changed into.               "First of all, no sex. Lisa’s a virgin, which is why I want to do this in the first place. Also, no haircuts, no tattoos, no piercings. You can't even clip your fingernails. If you do, that body will be yours permanently," she said. "The key word is 'intentional.' Accidents happen and you might skin a knee or chip a nail. But that doesn't count.

"Other than that, no problems," she continued. "We'll do it for five days and then I will change you and Lisa back to your original bodies and Lisa will be ready to handle Nick. She will either break up with him, or she will be strong enough to say no to him without being afraid that she will lose him.

“And when you’re Brett again, I’ll be very grateful and eager to show my appreciation in any and every way you want,” Beth grinned.

You see, summer vacation had just started, and her idea was to change me, her 38-year-old lover, into 16-year-old Lisa and Lisa into 16-year-old Nick, while the real Nick was out of town.             

Then, as Nick, Lisa could get the "feel" of what it is like for a hormone-driven boy to be around a girlfriend, to be attracted to her, and to want sex with her. She could learn first-hand, without the heartbreak, that age-old wisdom about guys giving love to get sex, while girls give sex to get love.

"Why don't you be Lisa?" I asked.

"She would never, ever agree to that, and you know it," Beth said. "She's a teenage girl, for God's sake, and teenage girls hate their mothers at least half the time. It's their job.

"But she loves you, and she respects you, and, like I've told you for years, you two are so much alike that it's hard to believe that you're not her father. She's much more like you than me."

Beth also argued that, as a man, I would understand what Lisa-as-Nick was feeling and, because of that, I could handle myself as his "girlfriend" for a week.

"Ok, say that I agree to this insanity," I said. "Lisa still never would. Like I said, she loves being a girl."

Beth smiled. "If I asked her first, she probably wouldn't agree," she said. "She never agrees with anything I say these days. But if I transform both of you while she's asleep, and let her see what it's like when she wakes up, I'll bet that she will go along with it. She's really worried about how to handle Nick, and she will see that this will help her."

So, God help me. I agreed, although I still was reasonably confident that transformation spells don't work and all of this was much ado about nothing.

If it didn't work, though, Beth would have wasted a lot of time figuring out the details for my week as a teenage girl with a boyfriend named Nick. She said that it wouldn't be a good idea for us to spend the time at their home because Lisa's friends knew that Nick was away, and, also, dealing with those friends might be difficult for me. No kidding. Yes, I knew many of her friends so they wouldn't be strangers to me. But pretend to be a girl around them? To walk and talk and dress like the real Lisa? No way!

Instead, we would go to my house, about 60 miles away. I was a self-employed writer/photographer who worked at home in a lake/golf community. As the owner of her own real estate office, Beth mostly could take time off when she wanted.

Down there in the "country," Lisa-as-Nick and I could just focus on being a couple, hanging out at the beach, going to the movies, and stuff like that. Also, Lisa could continue to stay in touch with her friends by texting.

Perfect plan, right?

Lisa didn't think so when she woke up as Nick and saw me standing there looking just like her, complete with shoulder-length brown hair, pink braces on my teeth and mascara around my big, brown eyes. Beth even had me wearing the light yellow tank top, shorts, and ballet flats that Lisa had on when she went to bed the night before. Also, she had put studs in my ears, a black bow in my hair, and spritzed me with perfume.

As we stood there by the bed, I glanced over at a full-length mirror on the closet door and saw mother and daughter—with me as the daughter! It was such an out-of-body experience that I thought I might pass out.

Then Lisa, who had been 5-5, looked from me to that same mirror and saw her blond-haired boyfriend staring back at her, all 6 feet, 180 pounds of him, in her bed! His eyes grew as large as saucers and he grabbed his face, unable to understand what he was seeing.

Beth and I beat a hasty retreat, as she told the new Nick to get dressed and meet us in the dining room.

After the screaming finally stopped, she stumbled in and collapsed into a chair. "Mother! What the hell is going on?"she said, looking down at hairy legs sticking out of baggy shorts that we had left for her to put on.

"Mother? I'm not your mother, Nick," Beth said with a devilish smile.

"Yeah, right," the new Nick snapped. "This has something to do with those crazy women that you hang out with. Doesn't it?

"And who is that?" she yelled, pointing at me. I looked pleadingly at Beth. My face--- Lisa's face, really--- felt scalding hot. I never had been so embarrassed in my life. I was unable to look at either one of them. And I couldn't bear to look down at my boobs, flat groin, and smooth, slender legs peeking out of tiny denim shorts. So I closed my eyes.

"That's, Lisa, dear, for the next week anyway," Beth said. "Or it is if you want it to be. It's really Brett in there, though. You two are so much alike that I figured he could handle it. Please, just hear me out."

And, you know what? Incredibly the new Nick agreed to the idea. When he finally said yes, he was looking right at me, with a half-smile on this face.

“You’ve got to be kidding!” I practically screamed at Lisa/Nick, hating the sound of my new girly voice. “You like being a girl. You love being a girl. How can you agree to this?”

“Well, for one thing, my new thingy seems to like it,” he chuckled, looking down at his lap.

“Okay, Nick, that’s enough of that,” Lisa quickly interrupted, as my faced flushed crimson at the realization that my girlfriend’s daughter now had my penis, while I had . . .

Oh, no! No! This can’t be happening! my panicked mind screamed inside my head.

“Okay, I can pee standing up. I’ve always wanted to try that. I’m the tallest person in the room now, instead of the shortest,” he grinned, looking pointedly at me, now the shortest.

“I can go topless to the beach. And we can go shopping and when you try on clothes, I really can see what I’d look like in them.”

“Who said I’m going to do a fashion show for you?” I snapped back. “No way. No how!”

“Okay, kids, stop fighting,” Beth laughed, as she looked at me. “We should get going. Lisa has decided she wants to try this, and you agreed to do it if she did.”

Yeah, I did, but . . .I hadn’t considered the sexual aspect of this bizarre body exchange. I hadn’t realized that Nick would have a teenage boy’s “thingy” and I would be the target of its desire. I hadn’t thought about me having a . . . Oh, crap!

“But this is more than I bargained for,” I pleaded to Beth. “Can’t we just forget about this and you turn us back to normal?”

“No!” they said simultaneously and then laughed.

“Oh, come on Lisa,” the new Nick said. “We’ll have fun. And I’ll behave. I’ll be a perfect gentleman. I promise.”

Yeah, right. I had life experience that argued otherwise. After all, I had been a teenage boy too.

“Please, Brett,” do this for me,” Beth said, taking my hand. “This will be just the wake-up call Lisa needs to understand boys.”

“Yeah, Lisa, help me understand them,” Nick chimed in.

“Okay, that’s enough, Nick,” Beth. “This is hard enough.”

“You can say that again!” he laughed. “Right now, it’s really hard!”

“Enough!” Mother screamed at him. Then she turned to me.

“Brett, please, just do this for me, okay?”

Against my better judgement, I nodded my head in assent, hating that I was acting so passive and compliant, but unable to do anything about it.

I always had thought that Lisa was really cute, and suspected that boys flocked around her like bees to honey. But seeing even the slightest look of interest on a guy's face from this perspective was beyond weird.

"Okay,” I finally said after a long pause. “But can't I put on some clothes that cover a little more? I asked.

"No," both Nick and Beth said.

"That's what Lisa would wear," she added. "And you're Lisa. But you'll get used to it, sweetie. You'll see."

No I won’t! I thought.

So . . . after Nick packed a week's worth of bras, panties, bikinis, skirts, tank tops, dresses, and shoes for me, we headed out the door for the trip to my house. Yeah, I guess that I would get used to it—like I had a choice!

"Don't forget your purse, Lisa," Nick said with a devilish smile, as my new boyfriend emphasized my new name and handed me a small denim shoulder bag.

The two of us sat in the backseat together—it was Beth's idea. And it was really, really, reeeelly strange. For one thing, I was so much shorter than Nick, when I once had been much taller than Lisa. For another, my shoulders were bare, as were my legs, all the way up to nearly my crotch. Once Nick's hand touched mine by accident and I felt this little electric charge run up my arm.

After about ten minutes of silence, suddenly I just couldn’t stand it anymore. This was so stupid. So ridiculous.

“I can’t do this! I am, a man, wearing a bra and panties, and sitting in the backseat of my own car with a horny, teenage boy!” I screamed.

“Whoa! Where did that come from?” Beth said over her shoulder. “I thought you were okay with this.”

“Well, I’m not,” I said, looking over at Nick, who had a goofy grin on his face.

“And you shouldn’t be either,” I yelled at him. “You’re a girl, you know? Why are you acting like such a . . . such a . . .”

“Boy?” he finished for me. “Cuz, for the moment, I am one, I guess. And I kinda like the way it makes me feel, especially sitting next to my sexy girlfriend.”

“You’re a turd,” I said and looked away.

“I think Lisa must be having her period, Mrs. Pinkston,” he said sweetly.

“Okay, Nick, that’s enough,” Mom said. “Lisa’s just having a little trouble adjusting to all those female hormones. Aren’t you, sweetie?”

“Sure, okay,” I replied.

I crossed my arms—under my breasts! No, Lisa’s breasts! Oh, gross! Then it got worse. I crossed my legs and started bouncing my shoe on my toes. I wouldn’t even have noticed the behavior if Nick hadn’t pointed it out.

“Hey, you’re me!” he giggled in his new baritone voice. “That’s what I do!”

Oh gawd!

“And you just giggled,” I replied. “That is soooo not what guys do!”

Oooh, I was so mad! I wanted to hit him with my purse!

Oh gawd again!

While I wanted to break something or hit Nick over the head with my purse, he mostly divided his time between texting and nodding his head as he looked over at me. It was like he knew something that I didn't. I thought of shoving an elbow in his ribs, just to remind him that I'm not really a girl. But, for some reason, I didn't.

Still, I was the "adult" in this relationship, and I intended to make certain that "he" knew that—even though he was 7 inches taller than me and probably 70 pounds heavier.

About halfway to my house, I looked down and saw the bulge in his shorts. He saw me looking, smiled, and I nearly passed out. This was sooo embarrassing and humiliating. Why did I ever agree to it? I scooted as far away from Nick as I could.

And again I crossed my arms and legs and started doing the bouncy shoe thing.

Then thankfully I remembered something important, something that probably saved my sanity. Beth had promised me lots and lots of do-with-me-as-you-want sex as a thank you for my sacrifice. When then was all over, I was going to grab some energy drinks, drag Beth into her bedroom, and lock the door to exact my compensation.

Then there was also the fact that she could sell air conditioners to Eskimos.

But this humiliation is going to be worth it when I’m a man again, I told myself. It really is.

Still, seeing a boy's hard-on and knowing that I was the reason totally freaked me out.  I tried to lighten the mood, mostly to keep from pulling my hair out. "Beth, I'm bored. When are we gonna be there?" I whined.

She smiled at me in the rearview mirror. "Soon, kiddo," she said. "And remember, until we get back to my house and I change you back, you're Lisa. He's Nick. And I'm Mom or Mommy. It will be less confusing that way."

"Yes, Mommy," I said sweetly.

I looked over at Nick to see him smirking. “Or you can call me stud,” he said.

“As if,” I replied and looked away, realizing as I did so that I had just noticed his eyes for the first time. I had seen him at Beth’s house dozens of times and never noticed before what a nice shade of blue they were. 

Mother already had the sleeping arrangements figured out too. After she told Nick to carry in my two suitcases of clothes, she said that she and I would sleep in my bedroom, while he would sleep in the guest room.

"Oh, no," I said, folding my arms across my chest, or trying to. Again, the gesture was disturbingly awkward because of my newly acquired breasts.

 "You know how you snore," I continued. "I'll sleep in the living room. You can have the bedroom. In this smaller body, I'll have plenty of room on the sofa."

In the Army and in college, I had endured some of the world's loudest snorers, and, incredibly, Beth ranked right up there with them. As a couple, we were intimate, but we didn't sleep together.

"I don't think that's a good idea," she said.

I didn't understand. "Why? What's wrong with me doing that?"

Beth gestured with her chin toward Nick as he carried my clothes into the house through the garage. "Might be too tempting for your boyfriend," she said in a half-whisper.

"Oh, please! I can handle him," I said with my hands on my hips. "I'm a grown man, you know?"

Beth chuckled. "Seeing you standing there like that, I'd have to disagree. And since when did you start saying 'you know'?" You've been Lisa for only a few hours, and already you're talking like her."

She was right. The realization sent a sudden chill down my spine. But I quickly dismissed it.

"Whatever," I said and followed Nick.

Yeah, Lisa said that often as well.

Whatever, I thought to myself again, as I walked into my house as my girlfriend’s daughter. And so what if I’m saying “you know,” you know? I’m still a man on the inside. I can handle this.

*     *     *     *     *

"Why can't I drive?" Nick said the next morning, as we walked to the SUV. I still was unnerved by having to look up at him, and I intentionally stayed more than an arm's length away.

"Because you don't have Nick's driver's license," I said. "I have yours, so I'll drive."

He arched an eyebrow. "Hey, whatever you say, baby."

"Cut it out," I said.

"But that's what Nick calls me, and you're supposed to be me," he said. "So, baby, I'm going to call you baby."

"Whatever," I said, pushing the car seat up so my much shorter legs could reach the gas pedal and brake. Looking in the rearview mirror for the first time as Lisa sent a disturbing rush of adrenaline through my system as I saw what only could be described as "jailbait" looking back at me.

And a strap peeking out of my baby blue tank top reminded me of how much I hated wearing a bra. Preoccupied with its discomfort, I reached up to adjust it.

"Need some help with that?"

Embarrassed beyond words by his snarky question, I dropped my hands into my lap and closed my eyes to regain control. I hated the feel of hair on my bare shoulders, hoops in my ears, braces on my teeth, and nothing between my legs too! I hated the look of another stupid bow in my long, stupid hair too. But that was the real Lisa’s “look” and so Mommy insisted I had to look that way too for authenticity.

Oh, give me a break! She could make me so mad sometimes.

Finally, I regained control. I buckled my seatbelt across my breasts and nearly lost it again.

For the next five days, I am Lisa, not Brett, I told myself. I can do this. I can do this. And it will be worth it, you know? It will be sooo worth it.

We were going to Goodwill to buy Nick a week's worth of shorts and tee shirts, as well as some swim trunks for the beach. Beth said that we also should buy him a pair of pants and a button shirt in case we wanted to go to a nice restaurant on a "date."

"By the way, where is your driver's license, Lisa?" Nick asked, emphasizing the name that was now mine.

Small hands clenched on the steering wheel, I took a deep breath and then blew a stray strand out of my eyes. Damn long hair!

"It's in my purse," I said through gritted teeth. "I'll be right back."

Nick smiled sweetly. "I'll do the gentlemanly thing and get it for you,” he smiled, as he opened the car door and exited.

“Thank you,” I said grudgingly.

God, he was irritating! Good looking, but irritating.

OMG! Did I just think that?

And why was "he" having so much fun with this and I wasn't? Not that I wanted to have fun . . . For Chrissakes, no! But, this just wasn't fair.

Then I remembered what my mission was in this masquerade: To say "no." Yeah, I could do that. I was sure of it. But first Nick had to get my purse, which I had forgotten, even though Beth—Mom—had reminded me just before we left.             

"Always carry your purse when you go out, Lisa," she said. "Your clothes don't have pockets to carry stuff like men's clothes do. You'll need it for car keys, ID, and . . . other things."

I didn't even want to think about what those "other things" were. And God forbid I actually needed to use one of them during the next five days.

And she was right about the clothes. I couldn't even squeeze a tissue into the pocket of the skimpy shorts I was wearing.

We didn’t say much during the drive, which was more than okay with me. Mostly we just listened to the oldies station I had programmed on the radio.

“It’s a good thing you’re cute, cuz your taste in music really sucks,” Nick said, as he looked out the window.

I could see the reflection of his smile in the window. God, that boy could make me so mad!

Well, it’s a damned good thing you’re cute too, with a good bod and those nice blue eyes, Mister, I thought and then nearly freaked out when I feared I had said them aloud. Oh gawd! Fortunately, I hadn’t.

No, I don’t think he is cute with a good bod. And I don’t like his nice blue eyes. I don’t. I don’t. I don’t! I mentally screamed as I parked the car.

Inside the store, Nick quickly grabbed some clothes. "Okay," he said. "Now let's find some stuff for you."

"What do you mean?" I asked. "You packed plenty for me."

Nick grinned and shook his head. "Girl, you don't know anything about being a girl. Come on."

He grabbed my hand before I could pull it back and practically dragged me to the teen girls section of the store. Resistance in this petite frame was futile.

"Like I said before, this is a great opportunity for me. From my boyfriend's eyes, I can see what I really look like in all kinds of cute things,” he explained.

"I don't think so," I said, crossing my arms over—well, under—my breasts. God, would I ever get used to that!

Beth had told me that Lisa's bra size was 34B. But as I stood there, with my forearms brushing against them, they felt 10 times that large. And for some reason, as I looked into Nick's eyes, lightly touching my breasts like that felt good. Oh, crap. Yeah, I might be Brett on the inside. But this body had a mind of its own and, more and more, it seemed, I was just along for the ride.

I blushed—oh, no!—maybe even smiled.

Nick knew immediately what was going on. He grinned. "You're feeling it too," he said. "We really are boyfriend and girlfriend."

"Whatever. Get me the clothes, and I'll try them on," I said and waved an arm to get us out of a conversation that I found really, reeelly disturbing.               So disturbing that I was willing to model short little, flirty skirts, sun dresses, and even a strapless prom dress for him. Never in my wildest dreams could I ever have imagined wearing such a thing. Now I was. What a guy won't do for hot sex with his girlfriend.

Nick had to zip up the back for me.

"Can't wait to take you to prom," Nick said as we stood together in front of the full-length mirror and he put his hands on my shoulders. Yikes! His hands were large and strong, but gentle and warm and  . . .

This time I did jab him in the ribs. "Cut the crap!" I said a bit too emphatically. "That's not gonna happen and you know it. Now let's get out of here."

My boyfriend put his arm around me as we walked out of the store with our purchases. My immediate instinct was to slap it away. But, for some reason, I didn't. Instead, I forced myself to tolerate his embrace. To keep up appearances, I guess.

At his insistence, one of my too many purchases was a cute, little black and white dress with red and yellow tulips.

"And, you know, I brought you some wedges that will go great with that dress," he said as he opened the driver's door of the car for me. "You can wear them tonight when we go out to dinner."

Oh, that’s just great, I thought. A boy just opened the door for me because I’m a girl, and tonight I’m going to wear a dress out in public.

That will be just terrific. Maybe if I'm lucky, I'll stumble and fall because of those shoes, break my neck, and end this nightmare.

*     *     *     *     *

Beth didn't want to go out to dinner with us. "You kids go," she said.

But I insisted. Time alone with Nick at the store and on the way home, when he had put his hand on my bare leg—and I had hesitated before slapping it away—had made me really uneasy for a reason that I couldn't identify—or maybe didn't want to identify. I feared that I was losing control and it scared the Hell of me. I felt that I shouldn't be alone with him anymore that day.

I wore the wedges with my new dress to the restaurant and I didn't fall. Except for trying on clothes at Goodwill, this was my first time in a dress, and I felt vulnerable and exposed being out in public that way.

"Just remember to keep your legs together when you sit, sweetie," Mom advised.

Nick said I was beautiful. I didn't tell him that he was handsome in his new pants and button shirt. But he was.

Also, he was a gentleman, opening doors for both me and Mom.

Before the waiter came to take our orders, I assessed my predicament. Breasts bulged prominently against my strapless sundress. With nothing between them, smooth, bare legs pushed tightly together. Silky panties pressed against my flat groin. Long hair tickled my bare shoulders. I smelled of gardenias.

And a boy that I did not want to be attracted to--- but was--- was sitting too close. Much too close. Close enough that when he placed his warm hand on my leg, it seemed . . . well . . . natural.

"I could use a glass of wine," I said. "Or two or three."

Mom laughed. "In your dreams," she said. "Maybe if you're a good girl, I'll let you have a little sip of mine."

  After that dinner, which I'm sure that Mom thought was uneventful, I didn't sleep very well that night.

*     *     *

But I was sound asleep about 8 a.m. when Nick walked into the living room and turned on the TV to watch ESPN Sportscenter. Huh?

That’s just the real Lisa playing the part, I told myself, but wasn’t sure I believed it.

More and more, it seemed, we both were behaving as the people we were pretending to be. Yes, a little of that could be good, to make life easier for both of us. But I had been a man for 38 years and suddenly being a 16-year-old girl with a boyfriend wasn’t supposed to be this easy!

Keep telling yourself that, big guy, I told myself. And good luck. You have four more days of this!

Also, Nick was eating cereal out of a mixing bowl, something the real Lisa never would have done.

"I have cereal bowls," I said, as I brushed hair out of my eyes. "You're a barbarian, you know?"

"This will do," he said, and then he nearly choked when he looked over at me. "And you're a slut.

"You might want to pull up that shirt, cutie," he chuckled. "You're revealing your assets.

"Or maybe you are advertising."

Looking down, I was mortified to see a boob peeking above the neckline of my oversized tee shirt. I should have worn something of Lisa’s to sleep in instead of my own favorite sleep shirt. It had been large on me when I was a man. But now it was like a low-cut dress for an Amazon and, somehow during sleep, one sleeve had slipped off my shoulder and the neckline had wedged under a nipple. Blushing, I quickly straightened the shirt.

"And you're a pig," I said. "What do you want to do today, Porky?"

Nick laughed and then pondered the question. "Well, I think the beach would be a good idea," he said finally. "It's early yet and a week day, so we'd probably have it to ourselves.

"And I can rub lotion all over your body," he said as he arched an eyebrow and gave me a crooked smile. "And then you can rub it all over mine."

I smiled back. I couldn't help myself. It happened before I realized it. And I felt a funny feeling in the pit of my stomach. I didn't like what he said. Or did I?

Maybe it was because I was hungry. After all, I hadn't eaten much at the restaurant. My mind had been on other things and it kinda killed my appetite—at least for food.

OMG, I can’t even believe I’m thinking that way, I told myself. Get a grip, girl! Er, man!

"In your dreams," I said. "But we can go to the beach anyway."

Beth helped me put my hair in a high ponytail and I put on a yellow bikini that had "Hollister" written on one boob. "What's that?" I asked Mom as I pointed at the word.

She laughed. "You might look like my daughter, but if you have to ask that question, you definitely are not her."

Thank you, Mommy! I said to myself. At this point, I needed all the reassurance I could get.

Then she turned serious. "Are you sure that you'll be okay alone with Nick at the beach? I saw him hold your hand when we went into the restaurant. And when I was coming back from the bathroom, I saw him whisper in your ear, and you giggled."

I adjusted my bikini top and eyed myself in the bathroom mirror. My God, I had boob bulge and cleavage.

 "He was just telling me a joke. I'll be fine," I lied. "I'm in total control. Nothing to worry about."

But it hadn't been a joke he was telling me. As we sat side by side at the table, Nick had whispered in my ear that just being next to me, touching my bare leg, and smelling my hair was making him lose control. He was ejaculating in his pants --- and he wanted me to know. And I did giggle, although I have absolutely no idea why.

Then, with the tablecloth hiding the movement, he had taken my hand in his and moved it onto his lap, where I discovered he was telling the truth.

I’d never felt another man’s penis before, especially an active one! Tee. Hee. Who was I kidding? I wasn’t a man when I touched Nick’s thingy. I was his girlfriend and he was so attracted to me that he couldn’t control himself.

I liked that in a boy!

I liked that in my dreams too! Although I wasn’t about to tell Nick that, especially after he saw one of my boobs hanging out and called me a slut.

Boys, even boys you like, can be such jerks!

*     *     *     *     *

Although Mommy had helped me put on lots of sun block before we went to the beach, I said "yes" when Nick asked if he could put some on my back. Again, don't ask me why. So . . . okay, I know why. But don't ask. It's embarrassing.

Increasingly, it was difficult to say no to him.  I was still me--- Brett--- on the inside, but too often I didn't seem to be in control anymore. Sometimes, I still could think and talk the way I used to. But increasingly, I realized, I was thinking and talking and --- worst of all--- acting like the person I appeared to be. This was only the second day too. And, OMG, I liked it.

As I lay with my breasts pressed against a towel on the sand, Nick untied the strings of my bikini at my neck and back. He was on his knees, straddled across my hips, just below my bottom. His muscular calves pressed firmly against my legs.

"Hey!" I said. "I didn't agree to that!"

"Don't want to miss any bare skin," he said, as I felt the coolness of the lotion he squirted on my back. "You could get a nasty burn."

"Well . . . okay," I said.

Then his large, strong hand started spreading the liquid across my narrow shoulders and down, down, down . . .

"Hey!" I yelled for a second time, as his hand pushed under the waist of my bikini bottom. "That's off limits."

"Oh, sorry," he chuckled. "My hand slipped."

But he squeezed one of my butt cheeks before pulling out.

"Sure it did," I replied. "You're a big ol' perv, you know that?"

"And you're a big ol' tease, you know that?" he said.

Then, as he got up, he slapped my plump bottom and added, "Come on. Let's go swimming."

Before I could respond, he had pulled me to my feet. I then watched in horror as the bikini top fluttered to the ground in front of me.

"Whoops! Sorry about that!" Nick said with a wide grin.

"I'll just bet!" I snapped, trying to cover my bare breasts with my too small hands. At least they covered the nipples, which were hard. One of them poked between my fingers.

"Can you at least hand me my top?" I squealed.

"Oh, sure. Sorry," he said. "I was just admiring the merchandise from a new perspective. You know, as a guy, I'd have to give those boobs an A plus. They're big enough to be sexy, but still nice and perky.

"And they're even too!"

I grabbed the top out of his hand, quickly turned around, and covered my breasts. "Thank you so much!" I said sarcastically. "Now tie me up, please."

"Oh, I'd love to!" he laughed. "But let's save that for later tonight."

As he tied the strings, Nick also started nibbling on my neck. His hands moved gently down my slender arms. Ooooh, that felt nice, and suddenly I wasn't so mad at him anymore.

 But then, without warning, he pushed his raging hard-on into the cleft of my bikini-covered butt cheeks.

Instinctively, I pushed back and moaned. I felt my mouth fall open and my eyes roll back in my head. OMG, did that feel good!

Then I realized what we were doing. That alone was enough to horrify me. But then the memory of my conversation with Mom in the bathroom doused me with an icy, cold bucket of reality.

"Are you sure you'll be okay with Nick alone at the beach?" she had asked.

And I had answered, "I'll be fine."

Well, I wasn't fine. I was hot and horny in a teeny bikini with a hunky boyfriend. And we were about 10 seconds from doing it doggie style on a public beach. A public beach that was empty at the moment, except for us. But that was beside the point.

I screamed and, some way, I found the strength to pull away. Then I was heading for the water, shrieking like the girl I was. And running like the girl I was, with bent arms at my sides and limp hands waving wildly. OMG, I realized in a panic, this body really did have a mind of its own. More and more, It was taking control of my actions and the way I moved, as well as my thoughts and desires, despite my best efforts to resist. It even made me run like a girly girl.

Well, I hope that Lisa is a good swimmer, I thought as I dived into the cool water. I had to get away. But I never got to find out if she was.

Suddenly, big, buff Nick with his six-pack abs was treading water beside me.

"Get out of here!" I cried, pushing at him with my arms and then kicking away.

He grabbed one of my bare legs and pulled me back to him. Oh, no! Was he going to rape me? Would it even be rape or would I be a willing participant? This body certainly seemed willing to oblige--- if I allowed it to.

As I splashed and kicked and protested, Nick said something that I couldn't understand.

Then his arms were locked around me, holding me in place.

"Let me go! Let me go!" I screamed.

"Lisa! Lisa! Listen to me!" he screamed right back. "I'm sorry. Okay? I'm sorry!"

Finally, he had my attention, and when I stopped resisting, he let me go.

"I went way too far up there on the beach," he said. "I'm sorry. I shouldn't have done that."

 My racing heart started to slow and I took a deep breath. But when I looked down, I saw that my hard nipples were pressed obscenely against my bikini top. Oh, crap!

Nick saw where I was looking and laughed. "Being a girl is a bitch sometimes, isn't it?

"But this being a guy isn't so easy either," he said. "I've got this thing between my legs that seems to have a mind of its own, especially when I'm around you."

I nodded. "Like last night at the restaurant," I said.

"Yes!" he said. "I mean, I was just sitting beside you and suddenly, 'Look Ma, no hands!' It was doing its thing all on its own."

I giggled. "Well, it wasn't all no hands," I said. "Remember?"

Nick blushed. He was so cute when he did that. "Well, I just wanted you to know," he said.

I giggled again. "Sure, that's all you wanted. Don't forget, I've been where you are," I said.

Then he took my hand and started leading me toward shore. "And I've been where you are," he replied. "That's why I'm sorry for what I did up there on the beach."

As we stepped onto the sand, he turned and looked down at me. "But, Lisa, I'm so attracted to you that it's making me crazy."

I looked up into his blue eyes and smiled. "And I'm really, reeelly attracted to you too, you know?"

I reached up and wrapped my arms around his neck and we shared our first kiss. Then he scooped me up and carried me back to our towels.

"I'm thinking that we should head back to the house and spent some quality time with my—I mean, your—mother," he said. "It will be safer that way."

"You got that right," I grinned, realizing that I was both relieved and disappointed.

This was only the second day. The way that I felt after that kiss, we might have to spend lots of "quality time" with Mom for me to make it safely through the week and for her daughter, now in the body of a boy that I lusted after, to learn about the differences—beyond the obvious—between hot, horny guys and lovesick girls.

And I didn't need my newly acquired feminine intuition to tell me that he felt the same way about me.

*     *     *     *     *

"Lisa! . . . Brett! . . . What are you doing?" Mom shrieked as she walked into the bedroom unannounced on Wednesday, the third day.

"Oh, hi, Mom," I said. "I'm taking selfies."

Yikes! I was sooo glad she hadn’t come in a few minutes earlier!

 I quickly straightened my posture from the exaggerated sexual pose that I had been in, wearing only a black pushup bra and panties.

After our time at the beach, I’d decided I needed a little “me” time at the mall before we had dinner, a decision that puzzled Mom. But, to her credit, she didn’t argue. She trusted her daughter. Tee. Hee.

That’s where I bought the bra and panties for the selfies and, like, did some other stuff that I knew would get Nick hot.

I put my phone down on the bed and slipped on the button shirt that Nick had worn to the restaurant and tied it at the waist. It smelled like him, and I liked that.

"Why on earth would you do that?" she asked. "And that's the first time you've called me 'Mom,' you know."

"They're for Nick," I said. "That's what girls do for their boyfriends."

Hands on her hips, she replied, "Are you serious?"

Mom looked me straight in the eye --- we were both 5-5. "You know that you're not really his girlfriend, don't you? You're my boyfriend, Brett. And he's not Nick; he's Lisa. You know that, right?"

I laughed. "Of course I know, Beth," I said putting emphasis on her name to reassure her. "I used to be a guy, remember? Inside here, I still am a guy. Relax. Everything's under control."

I licked my lips and pushed my hair behind my ears. "I know that I'm really Brett," I said. "I know. Trust me."

I watched myself button the shirt in the mirror as I spoke.             

"We're just playing the roles. No need to worry. What I'm doing is helping the real Lisa better understand the real Nick, believe me. You might say that I'm making it hard for him."

Mom smiled. "Okay, now that's a bad pun so that's Brett talking. You're still in control then?"

I giggled. "Yeah, I am. Nick is down at the lake fishing so I thought that he might need a good, stiff rod."

I swirled backward and looked over my shoulder to admire my legs in mirror. "So like, totally, I'm in charge" I said. "Everything's under control."

Mom left laughing. Whew.

The truth was that the Brett inside me didn’t want me to take those selfies and send them to Nick. But the girl I was pretending to be did and, evidently, she was in control. As Lisa, I got excited doing it, especially the ones I took before I put on the pushup bra.

Twice Nick had taken the battle of the sexes to me. First in the restaurant, when he put my hand on his throbbing penis. And then at the lake, when his aggression had taken us right to the brink of sex on the beach. So now I was taking it to him and, like I told Mom, helping the real Lisa better understand what her boyfriend felt.

But posing like a slut also turned me on. I couldn't deny it.  It made my tummy tingle. That was something that I didn't want Mom to know.

Besides, she didn't need to know. After all, no matter how turned on I got in this adolescent female body, I was still captain of my domain. Those bad puns proved it. Inside, I was still Brett, the guy who had a way with words.

Yes, Nick lusted after me and would jump my bones in a second if I allowed him to. And, yes, that was something that made me hot just to think about. Last night, as I lay on the sofa, I had experienced my first female orgasm as I visualized an alternative ending to our time at the beach. Also I experienced my second, third, and fourth.

Oh gawd! I was such a slut!

As he nibbled on my neck in the dream, Nick had peeled off my bikini bottom. It pooled around my feet. He untied my top and tossed it aside. Then he pressed on my back, forcing me to bend forward at the waist. Grabbing my breasts, he tweaked the nipples. And just as I started to moan, his rigid manhood found what it was seeking. My moan quickly morphed into a scream of ecstasy, while he pumped and pumped and pumped.

Then Nick lay down on the towel and pulled me on top of him. He let me do most of the work, and I didn't mind, as I slid up and down his shaft, feeling the pleasure build inside me. I rode him until he bucked and groaned and wasn't hard anymore. We came at the same time, too, and then I collapsed on his chest.

Finally, he took me missionary style, with my slender legs locked around him, trying to pull him deeper and deeper and deeper . . .

Sweaty and breathing deeply there in the dark of the living room, I then had wondered how Nick was coping in the bedroom. One thing I now knew for certain, though, was that girls had it all over guys when it came to multiple orgasms!

Nevertheless, the guy in this girl body still was calling the shots. Mom had no reason to worry. Lisa-as-Nick was going to learn what it was like for a guy so that she would be more skilled at dealing with the real Nick. And, as an unexpected bonus, I was having a Hell of a good time experiencing sexual arousal and orgasms from the other side of the gender fence.

In fact, I realized, if I took a few more selfies, I might have to go into the bathroom and lock the door for a little "me" time. That sounded like a great plan.

As I picked up my phone, I noticed that the pink polish on my nails was chipped in a couple of places. Oh, no! And I didn't have any of that shade with me. If the local Walmart didn't carry it, then I'd just have to redo them all before we went out to dinner tonight. I wished that I had bought another dress. But Nick had packed that cute little red skater dress for me. Good boy!

 And, oh, no! There was stubble on my legs!?! This afternoon was turning into a nightmare. I couldn't take more selfies and then play with myself in the bathroom. I didn't have time. I had to shave my legs—and probably my pits—and make myself look gorgeous for my boyfriend before he got back from the lake.

I started looking through my closet, hoping that I'd find some strappy high-heel sandals to wear with the dress.

And a purse that would go with the outfit.

*     *     *     *     *

I was closing my purse at the sink when I heard the bathroom door open. Looking up into the mirror, I saw my blond-haired boyfriend step up behind me, reach around, and squeeze my boobies through my red skater dress. My knees weakened as he nibbled on my ear and my bottom wiggled against his groin. Then, he picked me up and carried me into one of the stalls . . .

Yikes! For the second night in a row I'd just had . . . well, if I were a guy, I'd call them "wet dreams." But as a girl, I wasn't sure. All I know is that my nipples were hard, my panties were damp, and I was breathing deeply.

Considering all that had happened since, our dinner Monday night at the restaurant hadn't been nearly as exciting as I first thought it was. Still, I couldn't complain, especially because of what it led to afterward, a hint of what was to come in the nights that followed. Tee. Hee.

So on Wednesday night, I didn't insist on Mom coming with us and, surprisingly, she didn't volunteer to go. After she had seen me sexting with Nick, I was afraid that she'd want to change us back right away, instead of waiting for the full five days. But, somehow, the Brett in me had managed to convince her that everything was under control.

Of course, it was--- except for the erotic dreams which involved Nick and my increasing fondness for bikinis, dresses, heels, and purses.

This time, the dream was  prompted by our make-out session in the driveway, after we got home from the restaurant. During dinner, I had sat across from Nick, instead of next to him, to prevent him from moving my hand to dangerous places. But our knees had touched, which was pleasantly arousing. Then, as we left, he had put his arm around my bare shoulders and squeezed me to him, which was even more exciting. I snuggled up against his chest when we got to the car and we kissed.

"Thanks for dinner," I said. "Just one more day to go before we head home on Friday."

He smiled and nodded. "Yes, just one more day," he replied. "I wonder what will happen next."

Then he arched an eyebrow, a gesture I once thought was aggravating. Now I liked it and it made me want to kiss him again. But I didn't.

I saved that until we got back to the dark driveway at the lake house.

Nick would have made the turn at second base and gone on to third if I had allowed him to. And I really wanted to let him. But there was Brett, getting in the way, which is just what Mom wanted him to do.

Instead, I had to be content with Nick taking advantage of the plunging neckline and knit fabric of my dress, to pull it aside for access to my breasts. As we kissed, he massaged them. Then he began to suck on my nipples and . . .

The light outside the garage came on, signifying that Mom knew we were home—and might even be spying on us from a window.

Inside the house, she didn't give any indication that she knew that we had been in the driveway for awhile before she turned on the light. And when we realized that she wasn't going to ask any questions, Nick and I grinned slyly at one another.

*     *     *

Mom said she wanted to have some "girl time" at the local outlet mall with me during our last full day at the lake house, while Nick went sailing with a guy that he met yesterday, while fishing. I suspect she wanted an update on whether Lisa-as-Nick was learning a lesson. I know I was!

So, after finally calming down after that bathroom restaurant dream, I got up, showered, and decided I wanted to wear another skater dress—this one emerald green.

As we walked into the mall, Mom, without looking, reached over and took my hand. Holding hands in public was a long-standing habit for us as a couple, and I guess that she forgot that I wasn't exactly Brett anymore.

Quickly, though, she realized it—perhaps because of the size and softness of my hand—and pulled away. "Oops! I'm sorry," she said. "I forgot . . . "

"That I'm your daughter instead of your boyfriend?" I giggled. "No worries, Mom. I kinda liked it."

Hand-in-hand, then, we walked inside. As we did, Beth laughed.

"You know, if you really were my daughter, I wouldn't get out of here without spending a couple of hundred dollars, guaranteed," she said.

"But not today?" I asked. "Why not?"

Beth stopped and looked me in the eyes. "Duh," she said. "Because you're not Lisa, remember? Do you want to shop for bras and panties?"

"Of course not," I laughed, as I pulled her forward. "I was just having fun with my Mommy."

But the truth was that I did want to shop for bras and panties and all kinds of cute girl clothes. Way back on Monday, when I went to Goodwill with Nick, I hated the idea of wearing girl clothes, especially bras. And I was struggling to keep it together inside because of my new body and my new role as a girl with a boyfriend.

And not just any girl either. I was the daughter of my girlfriend. I was Lisa. The only person I had spent more time around than her during the past few years was her mother and, so, it was really, reeelly strange to be her instead of being around her as her mother's lover.

I knew how Lisa walked and acted and gestured. I knew how she dressed and talked. I knew what she liked and didn't like. Sometimes, I even knew what she was going to say before she said it. And so, it scared me when I first saw myself becoming more and more like her even before that first day ended.

It was like an early warning system, you know? If I had just been turned into some generic girl, I might not have realized what was going on.

Quickly, though, the fear passed as I settled into the role of the person I knew so well. It just kinda happened, you know?

And now on Thursday, I woulda liked to shop, to try on pretty things, and walk out of the mall with bags and bags of new clothes. But I knew that I shouldn't tell Mom that. She might start worrying again. So, I'd be content to just walk around, looking at the displays in the stores, and maybe stop at Starbucks for coffee and "girl talk." I’d keep pretending the man inside this teen girl body still was in charge, although I feared he was just about to go under for the final time in an ocean of estrogen.

No, that’s not true! I screamed inside my head. I am still me. I’m Brett, not Lisa! I’m . . .

Suddenly, I felt someone shaking my arm. Then I heard Mom's voice.

"Lisa! Lisa!" she said. "Are you okay? Lisa!"

Wow. Where had I been? Lost in my thoughts, I guess.

"What? Oh, sure, Mommy. I'm fine," I said. "I guess that I was just thinking how weird all of this is. You and me . . . like this."

She nodded. "Weird is right. It was like this display  was calling your name," she said. "Do you even realize what you're holding?"

I looked down to see a leather purse in my hands.

"Uh, it looks like a purse," I said. "But I have no idea why I'm holding it."

"That's not just a purse," Mom said. "It's a Michael Kors purse. You—I mean Lisa—has wanted one for the past year. But they're too expensive."

Well, that had just taken weird to a new level. I took a closer look at what I was holding. A little tag said it was a "Monogramme Burnished Calf Leather Shoulder Bag." And I had to admit—at least to myself—it was calling my name. Well, Lisa's name, and, for the moment, I was Lisa.

But it definitely would not be a good idea to tell Mom—Beth—that.

"Wow, how about that?" I said, feigning nonchalance as I hung it back up. "Some kind of crazy coincidence, huh?"

Mom pulled me back toward the store entrance. "Yeah . . . I don't think so," she said. "Let's go have some coffee and talk."

Despite my best efforts not to, I couldn't help looking over my shoulder, to get one more look at the purse I wanted so badly.

"I'm thinking that we should pack up, go back to the city, and I'll change you both back today," Mom said as she sipped her latte. "With those selfies yesterday and this purse thing today, I'm afraid that you're becoming more Lisa than Brett. I don't want to lose my boyfriend because he couldn't keep his panties on."

Ha. If she only knew. Still, I was confident that she had nothing to worry about, no matter how much I felt like her daughter. Lisa-as-Nick was going to learn what Beth wanted her to learn. And there would be no sex. I would see to it. I was still enough Brett to make it happen and then happily return to normal as Beth's boyfriend. And I was enough Lisa to enjoy myself while doing so, something that I was trying my best to keep between me and my boyfriend.

I focused my inner Brett and replied, "Don't worry, Beth. I promise you that everything is under control. Let me have one more night just to make sure that Lisa understands what it's like to be a guy.

"It's working great so far," I added, before taking a drink of my caramel frappuccino.

Beth shook her head and chuckled. "That's Lisa's favorite coffee drink, you know. But okay, if you say so, we’ll stick to the schedule, and tomorrow night, when you’re a man again, I’ll express my gratitude in ways you can’t imagine.”

Of course I didn’t tell Mom, but the truth was I didn’t want to imagine. My thoughts were more focused on what Brett and I would do on our last night as girlfriend and boyfriend.

*     *     *     *     *

Nick was already home when we returned, and he was excited. I was too when I saw he wasn't wearing a shirt.  And, OMG,  sweat was trickling down his chest. I wanted to lick it off. If I had, though, Mom would have dragged us both to the car and headed back to the city to change us back as soon as possible.

Instead, I licked my lips and then kissed him on the cheek. "Hi, handsome," I said. "Did you have fun?"

"Oh, yeah," he said, as he took my hand. "And I learned something really neat.

"Did you know that there's a drive-in around here?" he continued. "That would be a great place for our 'last date,' don't you think?"

I certainly did! But the sexting, the purse, the frappuccino. .  . all made Mom worry about what was happening to me. In no uncertain terms, she had laid out the ground rules to both of us. No sex! Now, though, she feared I might be a weak link in the game plan to teach her daughter about boys, sex, and love.

So I played it cool.

"Would that be okay with you, Mommy?" I asked. "We've never been to a drive-in before. It would be really cool to see one."

Mom rolled her eyes and laughed.

"What's playing?" she asked. "I might want to go with you."

She knew what went on at drive-ins, just as well as we did. The question was whether she was willing to let things play out as originally intended or end the game right now.

I couldn't resist. "This was your idea, Mommy," I said.

"Yeah, Ms. Pinkston, it was," Nick added.

OMG, this was too weird.

Mom looked at Nick.

"Okay, young man, I'll let you take my daughter to the drive-in," she said. "But you must promise me that you'll behave yourself."

"Girl Scout . . . I mean Boy Scout's promise," he said.

After dinner, Nick asked if I would put the green dress back on to wear to the drive-in. "You look really pretty in that," he said.

"And it has a plunging neckline and short skirt," I smirked. "But okay, I'll do it.

"For you. Just remember your promise."

Truth was, though, it wasn't just for him. I wanted to wear it too.

"Don't forget your purse," Mom said as we headed out the door just before dusk.

 After we got settled in on a row near the back of the drive-in, Nick said, "Well, at least I've never seen 'Return of the Killer Zombie Cheerleaders.' Have you?"
I looked up into his blue eyes, ran my tongue lightly over my lips, and said. "No, I haven't. So I guess that we're both in for a real treat, huh?"

"No fair!" he protested. "The movie hasn't even begun and you're already making it hard for me. And I promised Mom—er, your Mom—that I'd behave."

I smirked. "No one believed that," I said. "And I'd be really disappointed if you did. But we need to talk first. Okay? Set some ground rules."

"We already know the rules," he said. "No sex."

I winked. "Yes, that's true. That's Mom rule. But there are other rules too," I said.

Nick wrinkled his brow. He was sooo cute when he looked puzzled.

"What are they?" he asked.

"Well, first, since I'm your date at the drive-in, you have to buy me popcorn and a soda," I said. "And if I get scared, you have to put your arm around me to make me feel safe."

He grinned. "Okay. I agree," he said. "What else?"

Suddenly, the movie audio came over the radio and the screen brightened. Nick turned down the volume.

"What else?" he repeated.

"First we have to talk," I said.

"Oh, man!" he said, bouncing the heel of his hand on the steering wheel. "You girls always have to talk. Didn't you do that enough today with your Mom?"

I laughed. "Girls can't ever get enough," I said.

"So what are we going to talk about? Feeeeelings?" he said, intentionally dragging out the word.

I giggled. "Hey, you're getting to be really good at being a guy," I said. "Isn't that a little scary for you? Scary, I mean, because you're good at it and just a few days ago you were a girl."

Nick looked me in the eyes. "And just a few days ago you were my Mom's boyfriend," he said. "And now, for Chrissakes, you're me!"

I nodded. "That's what I want to talk about before we . . . maybe . . . do other things," I said, as I swept my hair behind one ear.

I also crossed my bare legs and watched Nick's eyes follow the movement.

"Doesn't it freak you out to look at me and see yourself?" I asked.

He touched my cheek and replied, "Yeah, but maybe not as much as you think. This permanent hard-on that I have when I'm around you kinda gets in the way of that."

Now it was my turn to look down, and sure enough . . . I giggled.

"What about you?," Nick asked. "You're a man in a girl's body. Doesn't it freak you out to look in a mirror?"

I forced my eyes to look back up.

"Like it totally did on the first day," I said. "But now, it's not so bad, you know? I'm used to seeing this body in the mirror. It's not 'xactly me, I guess, but it's not 'xactly not me either. You know what I mean?"

As zombie cheerleaders chased football players across a field on the screen, Nick said, "What about having a guy come on to you? Doesn't that bother you?"

"What do you think?" I said, smiling sweetly and crossing my arms under my breasts. As I did so, I felt my nipples harden, and it certainly wasn't because it was cold in the car.

In fact, I thought that I saw a little steam starting to fog the windows.

"I think that it did—at first," Nick said. "I think not so much now."

I nodded. "I think you're right," I said, as I reached over and kissed him.

But before he could draw me into a clench, I pulled away.

"What I'd like to know is whether you love me," I said.

Nick's jaw dropped open.

"You do want to have sex with me, don't you?" I added before he could respond. "And you don't have to answer that second question. I know you do."

Then I reached over and put my hand on his crotch. "It's really easy to tell with guys. See?" I giggled as I stroked back and forth.

"Lisa . . . please," Nick moaned, as he pulled my hand away. "I promised your Mom."

"So, answer my question," I said. "Do you love me?"

Nick closed his eyes and put both hands on the wheel. "I . . . I . . .," he began. "I don't know, okay? When we had dinner last night, I thought I did. But now . . . now you're teasing me and I don't know. I can't think straight."

I nodded. "So there's the answer," I said. "You don't love me. But you do want to have sex with me. See how that works?"

Suddenly, he turned the tables. "Well, do you love me?" he asked. "Do you love me enough to have sex with me, knowing that I want to?"

"That's a little more complicated for me than it is for you," I said. "You're Beth's daughter on the inside. I've known you for years, and I love you. I love to make you happy. Doing that makes me happy.

"But now I'm you and you're my hunky boyfriend. When you put those two together . . ."

"You want to have sex too," Nick finished for me.

"Yes, I do," I replied. "But we promised Mom.

"Still," I said as I unzipped his shorts, "there are other things I can do that are almost as good as sex. But later I'll definitely need that soda."

*     *     *     *     *

Back at home, I lay there on the sofa, hot and sweaty with soaked panties for the third night in a row. Nick had gone to bed a very happy boy. And I had gone to bed a very frustrated girl. A couple of shots of Irish whiskey had helped me relax a little.

OMG, Mom would have been so upset if she knew that. I giggled thinking about it. On the other hand, she would be so very proud of me. For the most part, I had been a good girl at the drive-in, which is why I needed something to help me relax.

Nick would vouch for my goodness. But maybe his definition of "good" was not Mom's. I giggled again.

Yes, the liquor was helping.

If Nick had said he loved me, would I have had sex with him there in the front seat at the drive-in? If he had said he loved me, would I have said it back?

I'd never know. But what I did know is that I came right up to saying it anyway, before Nick interrupted by pointing out that I wanted to have sex with him just as he wanted to with me.

That certainly was true. If it wasn't, I'd be sound asleep, instead of hot and bothered.

It wasn't fair. It wasn't fair on so many levels. Although not in the traditional way, I gave Nick what he wanted. In return, he kissed me with plenty of tongue and, once again, lavished attention on my breasts, which made me squirm and wiggle, as well as gasp for breath and almost—almost—climb onto his lap with my panties down around my ankles.

With the whiskey helping me to analyze, the big question for me was not whether Nick loved me. Guys were idiots when it came to understanding their feelings. I knew because I had been one.

But I was a girl now and girls were supposed to know this stuff. The big question was whether I loved him. I don't know why that seemed so important. But it was. It wouldn't let me sleep.

One more drink, I decided, might help me clarify. 

*     *     *     *     *

After we got back to the city, Beth had me change into some of Brett's clothes as she retrieved the spell book. As Nick watched and waited for his turn, I finished up by pulling up baggy shorts. I heard her reading some words.

When I looked up, Beth was staring at me with wide eyes.

"What?" I said as I stood there with hands on hips and blew a strand of hair out of my eyes for about the zillionth time during the past five days. "I'm ready to, like, be a man again. Now, are you going to change me back or what?"

Beth read the words again.

"It's not working!" she gasped. "The spell isn't working. "Lisa—I mean, Brett," she said, looking at me, "what did you do?"

I looked down at my feminine body in the oversized men's clothes and felt myself blushing.

"Well . . . nothing that would make the spell not work," I said. "I remembered what you said, you know?  I was a good girl and I didn’t cut my hair or get tattoos or piercings or change this body in any way. I don’t . . .”

“But . . .” Lisa-as-Nick interrupted. 

"But what!" Beth nearly screamed. "What happened?"

Nick opened up his phone, scrolled, and showed something on the screen to Mom.

“What’s that?” she gasped.

Nick laughed. “Er, Mom, I think you know what it is.”

“Of course, I do,” she snapped. “But why are you showing it to me?”

Then the implications of what she was seeing finally registered. “OMG, Brett, you didn’t!”

Yeah, I did. On Tuesday afternoon at the mall, I got a Brazilian bikini wax. Then on Wednesday I had taken a selfie of my naked vagina and sent it to Nick.

Totally embarrassed to be exposed this way to Mom and refusing to believe I’d done anything wrong, I protested. “But I didn’t cut the hair,” I whined. “I just waxed it. I didn’t think . . . I didn’t know . . .

“That’s right! You didn’t think!” Mom shrieked. “Removing hair with wax is the same as cutting it, you little fool. How could you not see that?”

Feeling my face flush crimson, I realized she was right. It was the same. Only it hadn’t seemed that way when I was hot and bothered by my attraction to Nick and wanted to do something to please him—and myself.             

"I guess maybe Brett wasn’t as much in charge sometimes as I thought he was," I said. "Sometimes, Lisa was. Sometimes, it was like I was Lisa, you know? Brett still was there inside, and sometimes he'd get a say. Sometimes, I'd even talk like him. But sometimes, he was just along for the ride, even though he might not have realized it.

"I liked being Lisa, too," I said. "It felt right. And I liked that Nick was my boyfriend.”

 Beth threw her hands in the air.

"Well, Lisa," she said, emphasizing the name as she looked me in the eyes. "That's your body now, permanently. Instead of my boyfriend, you're an exact double of my 16-year-old daughter.

“I take full responsibility for this,” she continued. “I talked you into doing it, and it’s my fault. I’m so sorry. I will take care of you. I promise.

"But now we have a girl problem. There can’t be two Lisas," she added as she plopped down in a chair. 

After a long pause, she added, "There can't be two of Nick either . . . And somebody's going to have to be Brett for at least a little while."

*     *     *     *     *

In the following days, no one who saw the three of us together would ever know that things were different than they were before that fateful time at the lake house. When people looked at us, they still saw Brett, Beth, and Lisa. Only now I was Lisa, and she was Brett. I was Beth's daughter. She was Beth's boyfriend.

Lisa's room was my room and I slept in her bed. Without even thinking about it, I sat in her chair at the kitchen table. I used her toothbrush.

The mega-weirdness of that somehow kinda frightened me enough that my old Brett brain regained a little control. And then that was scary strange, you know? 

Still, Lisa's clothes were my clothes and I wore the skirts and dresses and bikinis that I'd often seen her in. And the stronger Lisa part of me was so excited to try on the heels that I'd seen her wear to parties and that now I could wear. The tops and shoes and jewelry that I had bought her as gifts for her birthday and Christmas were now mine as well, along with the panties and bras and sleepwear that I'd never seen. I felt pretty and feminine wearing them, and I didn't care if the Brett part of me was embarrassed. Too bad for him.

Tucked away in drawers and my closet I found lots more clothes and shoes that I had never known about, and it was like Christmas! I loved trying them on in front of the full-length mirror on the back of my bedroom door.

I had lots of purses too! When I first became Lisa, I, like, hated having to carry one. But now I loved them, you know? Don't ask me why.

And it was soooo weird to see Brett—the person I used to be—there in the house with us. It almost made me feel that I was having an out-of-body experience like in a movie, you know? I remembered what it was like to see Beth and her daughter—me!—from his eyes. I wondered if the same thing was happening with him.

I remembered being Brett and taking photos of Lisa as she blew out the candles on her cake for her 15th birthday. And I remembered being embarrassed when I looked at the pictures and saw that her breasts were partially exposed. Now they were my breasts.

And I wondered if he was sad because he was so much older—nearly 40!—and the clothes that he now had to wear were soooo boring compared to mine.

Of course, Mom and the new Brett weren't really a couple. That would be just too weird.  Oh, we went out to dinner together and to movies, but Brett slept in the basement instead of with her.

"You have to be Brett because he can't just suddenly disappear, and I can't change you into someone who doesn't already exist," Mom had explained to him that day we got back from the lake.

She added that we also needed someone to be Brett until we got all his money and stuff and sold his house. Then, she said, she  would change him back into Lisa.

"But what about me?" I panicked. "You said this is my body now. Who will I be?"

Beth smiled. "Well, my dear, you will be my niece. That is your body. You are now and forever female, and I can't change that. But I can make you a few years younger or a few years older. And I'm sure that some of the money that Brett had will make it possible for us to get school records and documents for your new identity."

*     *     *

But I had decided that I liked being Lisa. I didn't want to be her younger or older cousin. I liked putting on a bikini and hanging out at the pool with my friends. I liked putting on a sexy dress, fixing my hair, and going on dates with Nick—the real Nick. I liked kissing him and letting him do stuff to me. It felt good. And I even liked doing stuff to him. Tee hee.

But no way, no how was I going to let him talk me into doing the nasty in the front seat of his GTO. When all was said and done, I was still a good girl.

So, I like didn't want to be a cousin, especially a younger cousin. That would be so lame. I'd probably be shorter and my breasts would be smaller, and I didn't want smaller breasts. Mine were almost a C cup and nice and perky! It would be just soooo awful if I had to get fitted for a training bra!

And braces! If I were younger, I'd probably have to wear them even longer! As a guy, I'd always thought that a cute girl with braces was a turn-on. But being one was a whole 'nother story. No way did I want to wear braces, even pretty pink ones, any longer than I had to.

And if I were older, would I have to get a job!?! I didn't want that. As Lisa, I had two more years of high school and I was looking forward to them. I was going to try out for the cheerleading squad!

On the other hand, if I were older, then I could date older guys, guys like . . . Brett. OMG! Did I just think that? Yes, I did! How gross is that. And not only is he old. I used to be him!

But I couldn't deny it. Although he was mega-old, I liked him. This couldn't have been any easier for him than it was for me. Probably it was harder. And he didn't like have a boyfriend or girlfriend or even regular ol' friends to spend time with either. It was just Mom and me.

When Mom was busy at work, he'd drive me to the pool or the mall and we'd talk on the way. He was so understanding and sweet and, of course, he could give me lots of  good advice on how to be me, since he used to be me! Hee. Hee.

One afternoon, I headed out the door as he was watching TV. "Want some company?" he asked.

"Uh, no thanks," I said. "I won't be gone long."

Brett smiled. "Oops, sorry. It's that time of the month, isn't it? I can see the signs," he said. "And the first is the worst, believe me."

Grimly, I nodded my head. "Nothing could be worse," I replied.

He laughed softly. "Oh, yeah, it could. You could be pregnant—at 16."

Despite myself, I smiled. "No kidding," I replied. "Give me cramps over breast-feeding any day."

We both stood there silently for a moment, and then he added, ”I'm sorry about what happened to you. You became me because you wanted to help Mom and me both. You were just being a good guy.

“I understand why you did the bikini wax thing too. You wanted to please your boyfriend, to make it up to him because you wouldn’t have sex with him. If I hadn’t been just a jerk as Nick, you might not have thought you needed to do that. 

“So, on behalf of jerks like Nick all over the world, may I extend most sincere apologies to you and others of the fair sex. But especially to you," Brett said as he got up and met me at the door.

Looking up at him, I giggled. He was sooo funny sometimes.

Then I realized something. OMG! He was talking just like me—the me that I used to be. How was that possible!?! Then again, how was any of this possible? But it was real. My girlfriend's teenage daughter was now a charming and appealing adult male. I was an adolescent female with a crush on him. And we were having a moment.

"Uh, don't forget your purse," he said, as he handed me the little blue bag with the shoulder strap.

Another day, he said, "Let's go take some photos in the park."

As Brett, I had taken, hundreds, perhaps thousands, of photos of Lisa. She loved to pose and prance and make funny faces, and I loved capturing both her beauty and her antics with my camera. We were a perfect match then.

And, evidently, we still were. "I'll get my purse," I said, smiling broadly. I couldn't wait to pose and prance and make funny faces for him. 

Maybe he was okay with the way things were because he knew that the situation wasn't permanent, that soon he would get to be Lisa again. Maybe we hadn't had a moment. Maybe, like, that had been my estrogen-driven imagination. Then again . . .

Sometimes at dinner, I noticed him looking at me. I'd smile and he'd smile back. Mom noticed too. I wondered what she thought about that. But she never said anything.

But thinking that I maybe could date him if I became an older cousin was really, reeelly stupid because he wasn't going to be Brett anymore. Still, I couldn't deny the growing feelings I had for him. It wasn't like down at the lake house, when Nick and I got each other hot and horny. This was something else.

On the other hand, my relationship with Mom was . . . well . . .  complicated. Sometimes I called her "Mom" and other times I called her "Beth." Sometimes she called me "Brett" and sometimes she called me "Lisa." But as days turned into weeks and Mom worked to sell Brett’s lake house and wrap up all the financial stuff, more and more we were "Mom" and "Lisa" and she seemed to have accepted that I was her daughter.

I didn't always like that either, you know? She told me that I was too young to have a glass of wine with dinner. She told me what time to be home when I went on a date with Nick. And she always was nagging me about picking my clothes up off the floor—in my own bedroom! Sheesh!

On the other hand, she also remembered that I hadn't always been a female and helped me with stuff that any "normal" girl of 16 would know how to do herself, like exfoliating, choosing wardrobe accessories, and—eww!—inserting a Tampon.

"Get used to it, sweetie," she said. "Once a month, for the next 30 years or so, you're going to be dealing with this."

And one day, she gave me the bestest surprise of all, that Michael Kors purse that I had drooled over when I saw it in the store down near Brett's house.

For some reason, she looked a little sad when she gave it to me. "This is not  a fair trade," she said. "But I knew you wanted it."

I didn't know 'xactly what she meant by that. But I didn't care. I loved my new purse.

"Thanks, Mommy!" I said, as I gave her a big hug.

*     *     *     *      *

As Mom stood behind me in the bathroom and brushed my hair, she said, "Brett and I are closing on the house tomorrow. Then I can change him back to Lisa. Have you decided if you want to be younger or older?"

In the mirror, I looked at the reflection of mother and daughter.  And I was the daughter. It was natural. It was nice. It was comforting. And I didn't want to be a cousin.

I had just gotten out of the shower and put on my pink robe. But I hadn't closed it, and beads of water glistened on my bare breasts.

 "I want to be me, Mommy," I said in my best little girl voice. "I want to be Lisa. That's who I've been for three weeks now, you know? I'm used to it. I like it."

Beth stopped brushing and our eyes met in the mirror. "Okay, be serious now," she said. "There has to be something left of Brett inside there. Isn't there? Can we talk as adults?"

I nodded and smiled. "Okay, I'll try," I said. "But it's getting more and more difficult, you know?"

"Yeah, I know," Beth laughed. "'You know' was something that I never heard Brett say."

“Yeah, I know,” I said.

I took the brush and stroked my long, wet hair. "Tell me about it," I added. "Yes, there is something of Brett left in here. And there always will be, I think. I'll always have the memories and experiences that he had. And when I really concentrate, I still can mostly talk like him.

"But it's getting more and more difficult, you . . . "

We both laughed at what I almost said.

Then I continued. "It's just that in pretending to be the girl that I appear to be, I'm actually changing into her. I can style my hair now, apply makeup, and put on a bra without even thinking about it. As I hang out with Lisa's friends, I get better and better at talking like them, acting like them, and even thinking like them. It just happens. And that's a good thing, I guess, considering I have no alternative."

Then I paused for emphasis and added, "You know?"

Beth smiled briefly and then nodded solemnly. "I understand. And what happened to you and Lisa is all my fault because it was my idea. My bad idea."

I saw her eyes getting wet and I turned around and hugged her. "Yes, it was pretty bad," I giggled. "But I disobeyed your instructions too. If I hadn't, well, I wouldn't be your daughter instead of your lover.

"What's done is done, though," I said softly. "And speaking seriously now, it's never been more obvious to me that biology is destiny. I'm not a 38-year-old man anymore. I'm a 16-year-old girl and I have the body, the hormones, and the desires to prove it.

"I like it too," I added. "So, I really don't want to be younger or older. I don't want to be a cousin. I want to be your daughter. But the adult in me understands the situation. I can never be me again. But Lisa can be Lisa again.

"So, all things considered, I guess that I would rather be older than younger," I said, as I closed my eyes and visualized an older me kissing  . . . Brett!

I'd already decided too that Nick just wasn't mature enough for me, and, when Lisa became herself again, I wouldn't mind at all giving him back to her.

*     *     *     *     * 

Dressed in fresh bra and panties and my hair in a high pony, I was hanging my wet bikini on the shower rod when I heard the front door open. I'd just walked home from the pool. Brett normally would have picked me up, but he and Mom were closing on what used to be my lake house.

Quickly, I shimmied into some tight denim shorts and pulled on a tank top before heading into the kitchen to greet them. If it had been just Mom, I wouldn't have bothered. But it wouldn't be appropriate for Brett to see me in my undies—even though it made me a little tingly thinking about that possibility.

"Hi, sweetie," Mom said with a bright gleam in her eyes and a broad smile on her face.

"Wow, you're happy today," I said, smiling back.

"I always am after I close on a house," she said. "And I especially am today. We made a nice profit on yours, and, this weekend, you and I are going to celebrate by going out and buying lots of new, expensive clothes."

"Clothes for your niece, who is older than your daughter," I clarified.

"Well, about that . . ., " she began.

But I interrupted her. "Where's Brett?" I asked.

"You miss him when he's not around, huh?" she said.

I blushed.

"I'm sorry, Mom," I said. "I know that he's too old for me. And I know how I feel about him seems totes creepy because that's your real daughter in my male body.  But I can't help it. I like him, you know? It's like he gets me."

Mom laughed and then said, "No it's not totes creepy. I understand."               Wow! That was a surprise.

"I think he would say that you 'get' him too," she added.

Once again I felt my face grow red.

"Yes," she said. "I've seen you two smiling at each other and I've wondered . . . "

"Oh, no, Mom, we never would . . . !" I said, my heart racing.

She smiled. "Oh, I know that," she said. "I think that you learned your lesson about the importance of self-restraint with Nick. I'm not suggesting that you and Brett have done anything like that. I'm just saying that I've noticed your attraction to each other."

I boosted myself up on the kitchen counter and crossed my legs, as Mom set her tote and purse down on the table. My pose was something that I'd seen the real Lisa do many times, what remained of the Brett in me suddenly realized, and I had done it without giving it a second thought.

Mom noticed too. "Every day, you're more and more like my real daughter," she said.

"Ma-um! I am your real daughter!" I giggled.

"So where is Brett?" I asked again, before she could respond. "I want to give him a goodbye kiss before you turn him back into your daughter and me into her cousin."

Mom smiled and said, "That Brett is gone and never coming back."

If my teen girl body didn't have a male writer inside with an ear for language, I'm not certain that I could have noted her emphasis on 'that.'

"What do you mean?" I asked with genuine concern, as I jumped down from the counter. "What does that Brett mean?

"What's going on? What Brett is he now?"

Mom stepped to the door that connected to the garage and opened it. "Okay, Brett, you can come in now," she said.

OMG!

That wasn't Brett. But it was Brett. Only younger. Lots younger.

OMG! That was me when I was 18 or 19.

I wasn't going to be a cousin after all, it seemed. Brett was the one who had been transformed.

"Lisa, I'd like you to meet Brett," Mom said. "He's just graduated from high school and will be starting college in the fall.

"And soon, we'll have all the paper work to prove it," she added with a wink.

"From what I know about both of you, I thought that you'd have a lot in common, so I thought that you two should meet."

"Hi, Lisa," Brett said. "I hope you don't mind your mother introducing us. I'd really like to get to know you better."

"Close your mouth, dear, before you trip over your tongue," Mom added, looking at me with a smirk.

"Uh, hi Brett," I said. "It's nice to meet you."

Suddenly losing control, I ran up to Mom and gave her a fierce hug. "Oh, Mommy, thank you, thank you, thank you," I exclaimed. "I love you. I love you. I love you."

Then I turned to Brett, locked my arms around his neck, lifted one bare foot in the air and gave him a fierce kiss.

"Wow!" he said when we finally came up for air. "Then I guess you're okay with being Lisa. I told your Mom that I wanted to stay Brett only be younger and she said that she thought that was a good idea."

I looked him up and down, taking in his wavy, brown hair, his green eyes, and his slim, but muscular build.

"I'm better than okay," I said as I wrapped my arms around his chest. "I never thought about Mom fixing things this way, and it's just . . . the best!

"Look at us. We're made for each other!" I exclaimed, fighting back tears of joy as both of them laughed.

I felt Brett kiss me on the top of my head.

"In that case, maybe you'd like to go out sometime," he said.

"Like, right now!” I squealed. “I’ll get my purse!”

#     #     #     #     # 

Night fairy tale ending, huh? That’s cuz that’s what it was. That part about Brett and me getting together is what I wrote in my diary, maybe cuz that’s what I wanted to happen because it was such a sweet and romantic ending.

I guess I still have enough of the man I used to be inside to write pretty good. Maybe I always will. I mean, I still know lots of stuff  and remember lots of stuff about my life back when I was Beth’s boyfriend, and it’s been almost three months now since she asked me to be Lisa for a week.

A week! Yeah, right. Well, I guess it kinda woulda been for a week if I hadn’t gotten that Brazilian bikini wax. But it was for such a good cause. Tee. Hee.

Now it’s about time for Lisa and me to start school. Yeah, that’s right. I’m not that guy I used to be and I’m not Lisa anymore either.

In real life, the real Lisa wanted her life back. Yes, she was really good to me when she was Brett and helping Beth sell the house and stuff. And I guess I probably had a crush on her—er, him. How weird is that! I mean, I was in her body and she was in mine and . . . that’s why I wrote the fairy tale ending, I guess.

Of course, Beth wanted her daughter back too. But when she turned her from Brett back into Lisa, she still had a girl problem—me!

She didn’t give me a choice to be younger or older either, like she first said she would. She said since I was going to be a girl for the rest of my life I needed all the practice I could get.

So I’m Libby, her 13-year-old niece and Lisa’s cousin. Right now, I’m sitting here in the bedroom I share with her, writing in my diary again. And tomorrow Aunt Beth is taking me to the orthodontist to get my braces tightened before I start 8th grade next week.

I’ve accepted this new life, I guess. Inside this 5-5 body wearing a training bra and panties, I’m still the man I used to be, and I’ll always be shaped by the experiences I had in that life. It’s just that in pretending to be the girl I now appear to be, I’m actually changing into her. And, like I told Aunt Beth, that’s a good thing, I guess, considering I have no choice.

Pretty deep stuff for a kid to think about, huh? That’s cuz sometimes I can, like, write and think like the man I formerly was. And sometimes I write and think and talk like Libby, the girl I’m becoming.

As a newly minted 13-year-old girl, I need a hobby! Boys, maybe? Tee. Hee. But Aunt Beth says no car dating until I’m 16. She’s sooo strict sometimes.

As Libby, I’m gonna have to wear these braces for at least another three years and my boobies are an A cup, while Lisa now is a C. But at least I know what I have to look forward to! And I can’t drink or drive and, like, I kinda think that will be a pain cuz I won’t be able to come home and enjoy a beer after a hard day at middle school. Periods aren’t so much fun either!

On the positive side, Aunt Beth has bought me all kinds of pretty clothes, which I love, and now Lisa and I are fighting over closet space.

And the best part, the very best part, is that Lisa wanted my Michael Kors purse but Aunt Beth said no.

“I think Libby has earned it,” she said.

#     #     #
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