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  By Portia Hab


  Hysterical screaming awakened me from a sound sleep. Heart pounding, I jolted upright and suddenly realized something else. I wasn’t in bed with my wife, Julie. I was by myself.


  Glancing frantically around, the first thing that caught my eye was a pink and purple metal sign on the wall that read, “The Princess Sleeps Here.”


  Huh?


  But before I had time to think about where I had seen that before, the bedroom door suddenly flew open and my 17-year-old stepdaughter Stacey burst in, squealing in apparent panic.


  “Lilly, oh my God!” she shrieked. “It’s me, Julie! Something’s happened! I woke up in Stacey’s bedroom and her body!”


  Mouth hanging open, I was too stunned to respond.


  “Look at me!” she screamed, gesturing wildly. “I’m not myself anymore. I’m my own daughter!”


  Simultaneously, a reflection of her frantic behavior caught my attention in a full-length mirror on the closet door. It also revealed why she had called me Lilly, the name of my own 15-year-old daughter.


  I started screaming too.


  “I’m not Lilly! I’m Jake!” I yelled in a voice that sounded high and shrill and girly.


  We both screamed some more, and then we stopped, staring open-mouthed at one another.


  “What the Hell is going on here?” I said.


  OMFG. That voice! I sounded like, like … Minnie Mouse!


  “Oh, my God!” she wailed again. “You too? This can’t be real!”


  She grabbed me by the hand and yanked me from the bed. I felt weight bouncing on my chest. Weight!?! Hell, I had breasts! I could see them bulging against a lavender sleep shirt. Long brown hair fell into my face. And I instinctively realized that something was missing between my legs.  Feeling totally out of balance, I stumbled and nearly fell.


  But Stacey or Julie or whoever she really held  me up and forced me to run barefoot with her down the hall.


  My mind awash in panic from this nightmare, I somehow managed to understand what she had in mind. If she was in her daughter’s body and I was in my daughter’s body then …


  The bedroom was empty, but a note was taped to the doorframe. “Dear girls, your father and I wanted a little alone time so we’ve gone out for breakfast. We won’t be long. Stay out of trouble! Love, Mom.”


  Perhaps because she hadn’t experienced a change of sex, Julie– now in the form of her daughter– appeared to cope a little better than I– now in the form of my daughter.


  “Okay, maybe this is some kind of crazy, shared nightmare,” she said as she led me back to Lilly’s room. “You say that you’re Jake and I believe that I’m Julie. Maybe that’s what is going on.


  “On the other hand … “


  I stopped abruptly and looked up into her blue eyes. She was now several inches taller than me.


  “What?” I asked, and then tried to clear my throat, wincing at the voice that was now mine. “What are you suggesting?”


  Eeeee! I wanted to scream! Everything I said sounded so high-pitched, and childlike, and girly!


  My stepdaughter who said she was my wife shook her head. “No, it’s too crazy … But maybe I am Stacey and maybe you are Lilly,” she said. “Maybe it’s as simple as that. Maybe we’re sick with fever and delusional.”


  I shook my head violently, hair whipping across my face and that damned weight bouncing on my chest.


  “I am not Lilly!” I yelled. “I am not my daughter!”


  Stacey or Julie or whoever she was suddenly looked as if she were about to cry. “I’m sorry,” she said meekly. “I’m just trying to figure out what happened.”


  Then I felt wetness in my eyes too. Oh, crap! Tears!?! Instead of taking charge, like a man should, was I going to start crying like a girl too?


  And before I knew it, we were embracing, breasts pressed against one another and I said, “I’m sorry” in my  little girl voice.


  Huh? Where did that come from? I wasn’t sorry. I was angry! I was … confused.


  I backed away and wiped my nose with the back of my hand. I put small fists on hips that now seemed disturbingly softer and wider.


  “We’re sick with fever and delusional at the same time?” I asked. “What are the odds for that?”


  I looked down at slender bare legs extending from my oversize sleep shirt. I stared at pink toenails, as alien weight shifted on my chest. I pulled long, brown hair from in front of my eyes.


  “All I know is that this is not me,” I said. “I am not Lilly. I am Jake Barnes, a 40-year-old man, not a 15-year-old girl. I don’t know … maybe the girls used magic to swap our bodies.”


  Stacey/Julie laughed. “Magic? Oh, please,” she said. “Magic isn’t real. It’s all illusion.”


  I pulled up my shirt to expose breasts and a flat crotch in panties that I could feel hugging my new private parts. I couldn’t bear to look down at my own daughter’s naked flesh, even though I was wearing it. But I knew it was there and what I was exposing for Julie, or Stacey, or whoever the Hell she was, to see. I felt cool air on my–yikes!– breasts and the nipples hardened. 


  “Well, it’s one hell of an illusion,” I said. “And, damn, this voice is annoying!”


  *     *     *     *     *


  “I don’t want to wear a bra!” I whined, as Stacey/Julie pulled my shirt over my head.


  “But you’re a girl now,” she said. “You have to. You need to. Lilly’s breasts are nice and cute and perky, but you still need support.”


  I put my hands over my ears.


  “Please!” I said. “Do we have to talk about this? This is my daughter’s body, you know, and it’s … it’s … creepy!”


  In our reflection in the mirror, I saw my wife, now a double for her blonde daughter, smile as she fastened Lilly’s bra– my bra– in back.


  “What do you want to talk about?” she laughed. “Periods? Boys? Cheerleader camp? That’s coming up next month, you know.”


  She turned me around and slightly lifted my breasts to settle them properly in the cups.


  “There,” she said. “Now put on that cute yellow tank top and those denim shorts. I’ll get a band for your hair to keep it out of your eyes. Then we’ll go to my room and I’ll get dressed. Mom and Dad will be home soon.”


  I had to lie on Lilly’s bed to pull the tight shorts up over my hips.


  “Mom and Dad!?” I exclaimed as I stood up and tried in vain to pull the tank down over my exposed midriff. “What is wrong with you? You’re taking this all too calmly.


  “And I’m so angry and frightened and frustrated,” I said as I balled my fists. “I think that I’m going to … going to … “


  Then, before I realized what was happening, I started to cry. Again! Me! A grown man crying! Then I made the mistake of looking in the mirror again. No, I wasn’t a grown man. I was a teen girl. I was my own daughter, with breasts, a flat crotch, and a girly girl voice that, as a father, I once thought cute but now, coming from my own mouth, considered an abomination. This couldn’t be real.


  Julie pulled me close and hugged me. As our breasts touched, I almost freaked out and pulled away. But then the embrace started to feel odd and comforting.


  “It’s going to be all right. I promise,” she said gently.


  “But we can’t live this way,” I sobbed. “I have a job. I can’t do it like this. I have responsibilities. That’s why I had to cancel our vacation. We have bills to pay. Whoever that is who left that note, it’s not me– or you. We are.”


  I pulled away, again wiped my nose with the back of my small hand, and turned us both back toward the mirror.


  “And yet we look like this,” I said. “We’re our own daughters, for God’s sake. Instead of man and wife, we’re sisters!”


  Julie shook her head as she placed the yellow band in my brown hair, which, thank goodness, pulled it back from my face. But the band had a bow on it. Why did it have to have a bow?!


  “Look,” she said. “Suddenly we’re in our daughters’ bodies, have no idea how it happened, and you’re worried about your job? That’s your priority?


  “You’ve been working way too hard lately, you know,” she added. “The girls really were disappointed when you cancelled our vacation to Florida. And, if you want to know the truth, so was I. Yes, your job is important, and you do a really good job at it. But if you took a week off, the work still would be there when you got back, you know.


  “Maybe this is some sort of higher power, Twilight Zone thing, forcing you to take some time off for your own good,” she said, as she took me by the hand and we headed for her– Stacey’s– room. “After all, you can’t oversee a construction crew looking like that.”


  I stopped and pulled her back.


  “But … ” I began.


  Julie put her finger to my lips. I felt it press lightly against my teeth.


  “Oh, my God, I just realized,” I moaned. “I have braces! Braces!!”


  Julie nodded her Stacey head and gave a “what are you gonna do?” gesture.


  “I know,” she said. “And they’re pink. Lilly takes pride in being a really girly girl. 


  “And I also know that we need to find out what’s going on. We need to fix this so you’re not a girly girl anymore. So you can be my big, strong husband again and do your job that you love so much. I don’t want to be my own daughter and you especially don’t want to be yours.”


  She took both my hands.


  “We have to be smart about it though,” she said. “Logic says that if we’re in their bodies, then they are in ours. And from the tone of that note, they’re going to pretend to be us, no matter what we say or do. They’re the adults now, and we’re the kids. They have the power.”


  I reluctantly nodded.


  “So, what do we do?” I asked.


  “We go along with it. We pretend to be them,” she said. “I’ll bet that they’re not expecting that. Also, we keep our eyes and ears open. We eavesdrop. We try to find out why they did this and how they did it.”


  Once more she pulled me toward Stacey’s room.


  “Obviously, this pretending to be who we’re not is going to be easier for me than you,” Julie added. “So, I’ll take the lead and keep you informed. I’ll hang around them more, especially Stacey. Meanwhile, maybe you can sneak around when you’re by yourself and look for clues.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  So we pretended to be our own daughters. Each time before I spoke, I reminded myself not to cringe when I heard my new voice. Until Julie and I figured this out, like it or not, it was mine now, along with all of the rest of being an teen girl.


  But if our “parents” weren’t expecting that, they didn’t show it. They treated us as if we really were their daughters, instead of their parents. Maybe we had underestimated them. Maybe they had expected us to do this.


   As she pretended to be me, though, I could “see” Lilly in my body, based on her speech, her gestures, and her walk, even though she tried to behave like me. It was embarrassing to see my 6-0, toned and masculine body trying and failing not to seem feminine. At the same time, it also was humorous, and Julie and I exchanged secretive, amused glances from the time to time.


  Stacey had an easier time pretending to be Julie, since they both were female, and mothers and daughters were naturally closer than fathers and daughters. Still, I could detect the 17-year-old pretending to be an adult.


  A really humiliating revelation came, however, when I realized that Lilly, Julie, and Stacey had to be watching me and giggling internally as I pretended to be my own 15-year-old daughter. In fact, I felt my face flush. I also wondered if Lilly felt embarrassed to see her body trying and failing not to seem masculine.


  “What’s wrong, sweetie?” Mom said, as we sat around the table after a late Saturday lunch. “You look awfully red in the face. Are you okay?”


  I smiled and said, “Sure, Mom. It’s nothing really.”


  Dad joined the conversation with a shocker.


  “I hope so,” he said. “Sure wouldn’t want you sick while we’re on vacation.”


  My jaw dropped.


  “What?” I said. “We’re going on vacation?”


  He smiled and said, “Yes, pumpkin. We leave tomorrow for a week. I decided not to cancel the trip to Florida after all. I know how much you girls wanted to go. You’re birthday is coming up. And I realized that I really do need a break.”


  Julie and I exchanged puzzled glances.


  “Aren’t you girls happy about it?” Mom asked.


  “Sure, we are!” Julie said brightly. “Aren’t we, Lilly?”


  I nodded my head.


  “We’ll go pack right now, if it’s okay with you, Mom,” my wife added. “Come on, sis.”


  As we walked into my– Lilly’s– bedroom, the sign that read “The Princess Sleeps Here” once again caught my eye first thing, and I cringed. Yes, she did, in a room fit for a princess, with a cushioned headboard, heart-shaped pillows, and floral lace bedding, all in pink. A nightlight in the shape of a purse sat on one of two white side tables, which matched a vanity covered with makeup, perfume, and a unicorn-shaped earring holder with “Lilly” written in elegant pink script across the base. The white closet doors were open, revealing dozens of dresses and skirts and shoes and other girly clothing.


  Much of that I would be packing for a trip to Florida– along with bikinis!– if Julie and I didn’t figure out what was going on and fix it before tomorrow.


  Hands on hips, I hissed, “Now what? We can’t go to Florida. We just can’t. Not like this!”


  Julie nodded her head in understanding.


  “I know how you feel,” she said. “Really I do. But as of right now, we really don’t have any choice, I’m afraid. They’re still the adults, and we’re still the kids.”


  “God, I can’t believe this!” I said, falling back first onto the princess bed. “Why can’t we just tell them to go without us? I can’t bear the thought of going out in public looking like this!”


  Julie said down next to me and put her hand on my bare leg.


  “You know perfectly well why,” she said. “They might look like us, and Stacey, in my body, knows how to drive and, actually, she’s pretty good at pretending to be me. But on the inside, they’re still kids. We can’t let them go to Florida on their own.”


  I sat up and looked into Julie’s blue eyes.


  “But why would they?” I asked. “What’s the point of all this?”


  She smiled and said, “It’s simple. You cancelled our vacation. They want to go to Florida. Somehow, they found a way to trade bodies with us so that they’d be the parents.”


  I shook my head. “But Lilly’s such a girly girl,” I said. “She loves wearing pretty clothes and looking feminine, and she’s probably got a dozen bikinis that she planned on wearing to the beach in Florida. And now she’s going as a 40-year-old man? That doesn’t make any sense, especially since her 16th birthday is coming.”


  “I don’t know. I can’t explain it,” Julie said as she got up and headed for the door. “Priorities, I guess. Maybe she decided that going as her own father was better than not going at all.


  “At any rate, all we can do for the moment is keep going along with this and try to figure out how they made the switch.  In fact, I’m going to go back downstairs and see what I can learn,” she added.


  “I’ll be back a little later to help you pack. I’m sure that just looking in those dresser drawers is going to be a bit of a shock for you.”


  Just out the door, Julie suddenly stopped and stepped back into the room.


  “One more thing,” she said. “From now on, I think that it would be best to pretend to be our daughters, even when it’s just the two of us together. After all, until we find out how to reverse this, we are our daughters. And doing that will help make it less stressful and more authentic when we’re around others, especially for you.”


  I looked down at my breasts, my flat crotch, and my long, bare legs. I felt  the hair on my shoulders and smelled its vanilla fragrance. As much as I wanted to fight the notion, what she said made sense. I wasn’t a 40-year-old man anymore. I was a 15-year-old girl. I was Jake Barnes’ daughter and Stacey’s stepsister. Pretending to be that 24/7 would help me walk, and talk, and act like who I appeared to be, even if I still was myself– an adult male– on the inside. It was a truly frightening concept. But it also made sense. Biology is destiny and, for now, I was biologically an adolescent female. To behave as anything else, especially in public, would be embarrassing and humiliating.


  “Okay?” Julie said.


  I nodded.


  “So I’m going to call you Lilly until we’re back to normal,” she added. “And you should call me Stacey. We’re sisters. Period. Okay, Lilly?”


  What my sister said made sense.


  “Okay, Stacey,” I said.


  After we had packed, Stacey told me that I should shower before bed so I wouldn’t have to do it in the morning, when we’d probably be in a hurry to leave for the airport.


  “Nuh, uh,” I said, shaking my head and feeling my face blush. “Seeing my little girl’s breasts from this perspective was bad enough. There’s no way I’m going to get totally naked. Not tonight. Not tomorrow morning either.”


  Stacey smiled. “Suit, yourself, sis,” she replied. “Girls get body odor just like boys do. At some point, you’re going to have to.”


  Defiant, I crossed my arms and said, “Well, for the time being I’m not going to and you can’t make me. And I’m not going to look down there when I pee either!”


  “Oh, my gosh! You sound like such a child,” she giggled. “Welcome to the wonderful world of teen adolescence.”


  Before I could reply, she gave me a finger wave as she turned and left the room, pulling the door closed behind her.


  “Oooh, I hate you!” I mumbled to the empty room. Then, fists clenched, I pounded on the heart-shaped pillows until I fell asleep crying.


  And that was about all of the sleep I got. Try as I might, I couldn’t doze off that night. My body was just too foreign, and every move reminded me of that. I always had thought that Lilly’s breasts were about average for a girl her age, or maybe even a little small. But now, on my own chest, they seemed enormous, hindering arm movement and jiggling when I turned from one side to another.


  Also, as a man, I occasionally adjusted my junk during the night. Now there was nothing there to move, even though my male brain told my female hand from time to time that there was. Nearly touching Lilly’s crotch– even though it was now mine– launched me bolt upright a couple of times, fighting back panic.


  Finally, just before dawn, I decided that I had to calm down. I had to accept this female body as mine for the time being, even though it really did belong to my daughter. I had to clean it and properly dress it, and, yes, that included showering naked. Making peace with this new reality finally helped me relax a little and possibly even nap for a bit before the alarm sounded.


  Still, I decided as I extricated myself from the floral lace bedding, a sink bath would suffice for the trip to Florida. 


  *     *     *     *     *


  So, a nice, normal-looking blended family flew to Florida together on Sunday and, as far as I could tell, no one was the wiser. Julie was as good as her word. When she came back later to help me pack, she was Stacey. And her daughter was doing an admirable job of being Julie too. If I hadn’t known the truth, I wouldn’t have known anything was amiss with those two.


  Lilly as me wasn’t quite as convincing. Of course, she wasn’t old enough to drive, so “Mom” drove us to the airport, something that I would have done had I been adult male instead of a teen girl. But as weird as it was seeing my body in the front passenger seat, it didn’t compare to sitting in the back with my “sister,” wearing a sleeveless floral sundress and wedges, with my hair in a ponytail, a purse in my lap, and smelling lightly of jasmine. Even if  the sound of my Lilly voice didn’t send shivers down my spine when I spoke, I would have kept my mouth shut. I was too mortified by my appearance to speak.


  Needless to say, my sister had helped me get dressed, closing my bra, zipping up my dress, and helping me insert little gold studs in my ears.


  “You look adorable, Lilly,” she said with a grin.


  “Yeah, thanks a bunch,” I squeaked.


  Mom checked us in as well at the airport and led the way to the waiting area. I still didn’t say much, and neither did Dad. But Stacey and Julie laughed and chatted as if everything were perfectly normal. It was bizarre, to say the least, considering that they were in each other’s bodies.


  Once, I felt uncomfortable– well, more uncomfortable than I already was– and looked across the aisle to see a teenage boy looking at me. He smiled, and I felt my face grow read.


  “Stacey, that boy is looking at me and it gives me the creeps,” I whispered, elbowing her in the side.


  “Oh, he’s cute,” she giggled. “Don’t you think?”


  Angrily, I crossed my arms and replied. “No, I do not think.”


  In Florida, Mom took care of renting a car and driving us to our condo.


  “It’s right on the beach, girls,” she said. “You’re going to love it! And Ron-Jon’s is just up the road, with tons of cute clothes.”


  Oh, joy! For me, coming to Florida had always been about going fishing and leaving the shopping to the girls. Now, unless, Stacey and I figured what had happened and how to reverse it, I was going to be trying on bikinis at Ron-Jon’s with my sister and mother, while Dad … well, I don’t know what Dad would do.


  But as the man of the family, he did have an immediate responsibility, carrying in most of the luggage. As a girl, I had brought far more clothing and other junk than I would have as a man. Stacey had insisted on it. And I actually smiled a little watching him struggle with the suitcases. Finally, something for me to enjoy. When he looked at me holding the door for him, I gave him a cute little finger wave.


  “Thanks, Daddy!” I gushed.


  “You’re welcome, pumpkin,” he huffed.


  After Mom directed Dad to put our bags in the upstairs bedrooms, she called a family meeting in the living room. I sat on the sofa next to Stacey, crossing my legs just as she had. Normally I would have sprawled, legs wide. But doing that once in the airport waiting area and exposing my pink panties to strangers all around me had convinced me not to do that again while wearing a dress.


  “What’s this about, Mom?” I asked sweetly.


  Watching Dad do all the work, I suddenly had realized that it didn’t feel so bad to be a kid again, although I certainly would have preferred to be a boy instead of a girl– especially my own daughter.


  Mom smiled back.


  “Well, Jake, it’s about the fact that I really am Julie, your wife, not Stacey. And Stacey is really Stacey. We switched back last night so I could get us all down here safe and sound.


  “And now we’re going to switch you and Lilly back to your original bodies so you can go fishing.”


  Lilly in my body nodded her head from a nearby recliner.


  “Yeah, Daddy,” she said. “You’ve been working too hard. We were worried about you. And then you cancelled our vacation and … “


  “But how did you do this?” I interrupted, incredulous at what I was hearing. “And why didn’t you just talk to me about this instead of … this,” I said as I gestured at my girly body and looked down at bare flesh, a sweetheart neckline, and a tiny gold heart hanging just above my cleavage.


  “We tried,” Julie said. “You weren’t listening.”


  But one of her colleagues at the middle school where Julie teaches was listening to her concerns and revealed that she might have a way to help. She had picked up a pair of rings at a magic shop in New Orleans a few years previously and had used them with her husband a couple of times for some kinky fun.


  “She said that a change of outlook would help you, if for no other reason than you would be a child instead of head of the household,” Julie said. “Then you’d have to do what your parents say and we could bring you to Florida, which we did.


  “The rings swap essences,” she continued. “While you were asleep, I put one of the rings on you. Then Lilly got in her bed and put on the other one, and instantly you weren’t asleep in our bed anymore. You were asleep in Lilly’s bed, and, more importantly, her body, while she was awake in your body in our bed.


  “Then Stacey and I did the same thing. Of course, the three of us planned this out together. We thought maybe you could handle this a little better if I was her for awhile and pretended to be stuck like you. And it worked.”


  I laughed, a high, girlish sound, and shook my head, my ponytail brushing against my bare shoulders.


  “I really should be mad, you know,” I said. “You tricked me and scared me and … and … I hate this voice!”


  Then I laughed girlishly and they joined in.


  “But you were right,” I continued. “I wasn’t listening. And I did need a vacation. We all did.


  “So … “I said, getting up. “Lilly and I can change back now, right?”


  Julie nodded and said, “You sure can, sweetheart. Here’s one of the rings.”


  She handed it to me and asked the real Lilly in my body to produce the other one.


  “The switch happens in an instant,” my wife said. “No muss, no fuss.”


  Temporary Jake stood up too.


  “It’s in my suitcase– er, your suitcase, Daddy,” he said. “I’ll go get it.”


  As we waited, Julie embraced me.


  “Thanks for being such a good sport … princess,” she said with a wicked smile.


  “Yeah, Dad, thanks for understanding,” Stacey said, hugging me as well. “Mom’s got another surprise for you too. I think that you’ll like this one a lot better!”


  But we didn’t get a chance to find out. Suddenly, Lilly screamed wildly in my baritone voice and then came running down the steps.


  “The ring’s not there,” she sobbed. “I meant to put it in Dad’s toiletries bag. But I forgot. It was right there on the night stand and I just … forgot.”


  It was embarrassing to watch a grown man cry. Especially since that grown man was me.


  “Oh, no!” Julie said and hugged me– er, him. Now that was a really weird sight– a wife consoling her husband, who was really her stepdaughter.


  “Sweetheart, are you sure?”


  Lilly sniffed and nodded.


  “I’m sure,” she said. “The ring is still on the night stand.”


  I had heard enough and headed for the steps. Being my own daughter for little more than a day was one thing. Being her for a week was quite another.


  “Okay, family,” I said. “So much for the vacation. Let’s get the luggage. We’re going back home.”


  But Julie was having none of it.


  “Stop right there!” she shouted. “We are going to have a vacation. We’ve rented a car and a condo. We’re here now. And we’re going to stay here.


  “Lilly, I’m sorry sweetie,” Julie added. “And Jake, I know that you’re mortified at the thought of being in your daughter’s body for a week. But we’ll just have to make the best of it. There’s another complication and we really don’t have any choice.”


  Just then we heard a car honk outside the condo.


  “And there it is now,” she said.


  *     *     *     *     *


  Our longtime friends, Eric and Linda Phillips, had moved to Tampa six years ago. He also had been my fishing buddy. And as part of my surprise, Julie revealed, she had asked him to arrange a fishing trip to Lake Okeechobee for the two of us, while Linda and their twins stayed at the condo with my family. They would stay in the downstairs bedrooms.


  “I’m sorry,” she said as she walked to the front door. “But we don’t have any other choice now. You two are just going to have to pretend to be each other for the week.”


  “But I can’t … ,” Lilly in my body said, before Julie interrupted her.


  “Yes, you can,” she said. “You know how to fish. Jake taught you. Since you forgot the ring, you’re just going to have to make the best of it and go fishing with Eric.


  “And Jake, you’re Lilly for the week. Get used to it.”


  Wow! I knew that Julie could be assertive; her job as a teacher required it. But I couldn’t ever remember seeing her so bossy during our eight years of marriage.


  As if reading my mind, when she got to the door, she turned and said, “I apologize for being so cold about this. But, look, we have to deal with reality. Jake, you’re in Lilly’s body. And Lilly, you’re in Jake’s. There’s nothing we can do about it, until we get back home, which is more than 1,000 miles away.


  “Our longtime friends are about to come through this door, expecting to have a good time with us while we’re on vacation. So, Jake, you are Lilly. Lilly, you are Jake– unless you want to tell our friends that you’re in each other’s bodies.


  I looked at Dad and he looked at me. Especially dressed the way I was, the idea of telling anyone that was far too horrifying and humiliating to even consider. We shook our heads.


  “I didn’t think so,” Julie said. “Case closed.”


  As she pulled open the door, she added, “Now, everybody, smile!”


  While Eric and I had gotten together from time to time to fish, we hadn’t seen the rest of the family since they moved. Linda hadn’t changed much. She still was a slender, dark-haired beauty.


  On the other hand, their twin sons, Derrick and Darren, had grown and changed considerably. And for the better, I might add!


  OMG! Did I just think that? I’m a man, a man who likes women. How could I possibly have a thought like that? No more of that. Not ever. Never!


  But there was no denying my body’s attraction to them– even if my brain refused to deal with it. As I watched the two muscular young men with black hair and brown eyes, unload their car, I felt a tingling in my tummy and just below it. I felt my heart quicken. Oh, God, I was physically aroused by them.


   And the truth was that, for the next week, I wasn’t a man. I was a teenage girl, and I was feeling what a teenage girl would feel when looking at good-looking guys.


  Would the brain follow where the body led?


  No, I told myself. No, it would not!


  There was no way that I ever would actually …


  Suddenly, I felt a presence and looked over my shoulder to see Stacey standing there with a big smile on her face.


  Leaning down, she whispered in my ear, “I saw you licking your lips, Lilly,” she said. “I feel the same way. This could be a really fun week. Don’t you think? And what a great way to celebrate your sweet 16 birthday!”


  I looked up into her blue eyes, flashing with merriment. She realized my female body was attracted to the boys, while my male mind was repulsed by the idea.


  “Come on, Dad, lighten up,” she said more sympathetically. “Yeah, I was teasing you. But I also was serious. Enjoy yourself. In that body, it’s okay to like boys. Mom understands and I understand. We’ll help you get through it.”


  I do not like boys,” I said angrily, as I crossed my arms and tapped my foot. “Got it?”


  Stacey rolled her eyes and giggled. “Yeah, right,” she said. “Oh, well, that just means more for me.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  After our fathers left to go fishing, Mom and Linda decided that the six of us would go out to dinner. And, although, my male mind still was resisting, I decided that I would follow my big sister’s advice: I would try my best to enjoy myself– within reason. I mean, it was the only logical thing to do. Right? You know, the whole “when in Rome” thing?


  And the only way to do that was to allow my outer girl to reign supreme over my inner man. Jake Barnes was someone else and somewhere else, fishing with his friend. I was Lilly Barnes, staying at a beach condo with my Mom and sister and a couple of dreamy looking guys who made my heart go pitter-pat.


  “No, you’re not!” the male me protested.


  “Yes, you are!” the girl me replied.


  Fortunately, Linda interrupted before things got even more heated in my head.


  “Oh, Lilly, that’s such a pretty dress, and you’ve grown into such a beautiful young woman,” she said as we waited for the waiter to bring our orders. “And you’re going to be 16 on Tuesday!”


  I smiled and said, “Thank you Mrs. Phillips, and yes I am.”


  We were sitting at a circular table in a seafood restaurant and I was between Derrick and Darren. I still didn’t know which was which, since they were identical twins and I hadn’t seen them in six years. But it didn’t matter. They both were real hunks, and I was loving every second of being so close to them.


  “Okay,” the inner male me finally conceded inside my head. “Yes, you are. But watch your step, young lady.”


  Linda smiled and patted my hand.


   “Well, 16 is an important birthday for a girl,” she said. “And in honor of that, I would like to take you shopping at Victoria’s Secret, if that’s okay with Julie.”


  “Can we come too?” Derrick or Darren asked with a laugh.


  “Yeah, can we come too?” the other echoed.


  Linda smiled and said, “I don’t think so, boys. But don’t worry, you’ll have ample opportunity to spend time with Stacey and Lilly at the beach. Just be sure to behave yourselves.”


  Both nodded solemnly and said, “Yes, ma’am,” as I suddenly felt fingers tracing lightly along my bare leg toward the hem of my dress on my left side. Almost simultaneously, the same thing happened on my right. I jumped and spilled a little water from my glass.


  “Lilly, are you okay?” Mom asked.“You look a little flushed.”


  I nodded and smiled, at first unable to speak. Finally, I found my voice.


  “Water went down the wrong way,” I squeaked. 


  As Mom and Linda discussed which day that we would go to Victoria’s Secret, I fought off panic and slipped both hands beneath the table cloth to push away the boys’ fingers. As I did so, I noticed Stacey smiling at me knowingly. Derrick or Darren had done the same to her.


  But as an attractive 17-year-old girl, she had plenty of experience dealing with grabby boys, I’m sure. She could handle it, feeling both flattered and amused, without losing her voice or spilling her water glass.


  Lilly, the real Lilly, probably could too. But I wasn’t the real Lilly. And I had just been touched in a sexual way for the first time by a good-looking boy. No … two good-looking boys!


  Feeling an itch that I couldn’t scratch, I wiggled my butt and crossed my legs. And I realized that the dampness I felt in my pink panties wasn’t the result of spilling my water glass. Oh, this was sooo mortifying. I should be getting an erection, not wet panties!


  Oooh, nooo! Forget that! I thought, fighting back hysteria. That’s not what I meant! I’m not attracted to boys. I shouldn’t be getting an erection. But I shouldn’t be getting wet panties either. It isn’t natural. It isn’t…


  Oh, to Hell with it, I finally decided.


  I smiled back at Stacey.


  Later that night, as we lay in adjoining beds in our upstairs bedroom, Stacey said softly, “One of the boys touched your leg. Didn’t he?”


  I laughed quietly and replied, “Both of them did. And at the same time. I nearly passed out.”


  I heard her chuckle and through the near darkness saw her raise up on one elbow.


  “So you liked it?” she asked.


  “Yes and no,” I said. “Lilly liked it at the time. Bu the real me freaked out. And now that I’ve had time to think about it, I’m siding with the real me, her father and a 40-year-old man. I’m not going to be turned on by boys. Period.”


  Stacey giggled, and said, “Good luck with that.


  “Like it or not, right now the real you is Lilly. Jake is just along for the ride. Or, it would be even better if he just went into hibernation for a week.” she continued. “Don’t think about it. If a guy you think is attractive touches you, it’s perfectly natural to like it and to be turned on by it.


  “Being a girl is great. You get to wear pretty clothes. Good-looking guys flirt with you and buy you things.”


  Following a long pause, she added, “And you get to go shopping at Victoria’s Secret.”


  Oh, great, and now the visual of trying on bras with the other girls in Victoria’s Secret was a nightmare just waiting for me when I closed my eyes. But I pushed it away as I remembered something that I wanted to know.


  I raised up on an elbow and said, “Stacey, can I ask you something?”


  “Sure,” she said.


  “Is Lilly a virgin? I mean, I won’t be upset if she’s not. Well … yes, I will, I guess, since I’m her father,” I said. “But I won’t ever tell her that you told me so she won’t get mad at you.


  “I’d just like to know since, you know, I am her right now and … “


  “And we’ve got two guys in the downstairs bedroom who have the hots for us?” Stacey interjected. “Honestly, I don’t know. She’s a girly girl, and she talks about guys a lot. But I think that she is.”


  “Thanks, Stacey,” I said.


  “You’re welcome, Lilly,” she replied. “And if you decide to try a little exploring tonight, please keep the noise down. Some of us will be trying to sleep.”


  She giggled and then added, “Sweet dreams.”


  “Oohh, gross,” I protested. “I am not going to explore. I don’t care how hot I think those guys are. I mean …


  “I don’t think they’re hot so I’m not going to … Oh, I don’t know what I mean,” I said, totally frustrated.


  “Oh, to Hell with it,” I said, more to myself than to Stacey.


  “Sweet dreams to you too, sis.” I added. “Try to keep it down over there too. Okay? Some of us will be trying to sleep.”


  “I will,” she said, giggling again. “We’re gonna have so much fun this week, Lilly. You just wait and see.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  “What size bra do you wear?” the woman at Victoria’s Secret asked me.


  “Uh,” I said.


  “She’s a 34AA,” Mom added hastily. “But she’s still a growing girl so you’d better measure her to be sure we get the right fit.”


  I gave her a look that said, “Really?” and she smiled.


  “Now is no time to be shy, Lilly,” she replied with a smile. “And beside, we’re all girls here.”


  After the five of us moved to a dressing room, the woman asked me to remove my cami and bra and pulled a measuring tape from her pocket.


  “Actually, you can keep your bra on if you’re shy,” she said. “But if you take it off, I can get a more accurate measurement.”


  “Oh, she’s not shy,” Stacey said, smiling knowingly at me.


  And before I could protest, she had unsnapped my white bra.


  Damn that girl!


  Just as she had suspected I would, I had become quite familiar with my breasts the night before, as well as other parts of my new anatomy. But this was going to be the first time that I had been topless with an audience.


  I stared at my reflection in the mirror, as I watched the woman wrap the tape around my torso, just under them.


  “My, they’re nice and perky,” she said. “And you’re so cute, I’ll bet you’re a cheerleader.”


  “Yes, she is,” Stacey and Mom said at the same time and then laughed.


  “Okay, now I’m going to wrap the tape around the fullest part of your bust,” the woman said. “And then we can figure out your cup size.”


  The tape tickled my nipples and, despite myself, I giggled and then put my hands over my breasts to stop the tingling after she removed the tape. As I did, I realized that they felt sore and maybe even a little swollen.


  But I didn’t have time to dwell on the discomfort as the woman did some quick calculating and said, “Well, it’s a good thing we measured. You’re not a 34AA anymore. You’re a 34B. Congratulations.”


  Girls get congratulated when their boobs grow? Who knew? It seemed silly to me. Still, the compliment made me feel good. I couldn’t help myself.


  The boob talk seemed to awaken the Jake in me from hibernation, but he manfully maintained self-control and stayed out of the conversation. After what he experienced the night before after the lights went out, I suspected, he was resigned to just being a silent passenger as I lived life as Lilly.


  At the realization that I was thinking about myself– the real me, the male me– in third person, I nearly giggled, but managed to restrain myself.


  Yeah, Jake’s toast, I thought. For now, I’m Lilly.


  “Thank you,” I said, looking at my naked torso in the mirror and nervously running my tongue across my braces.


  It was something that I had seen the real Lilly do often, and I suddenly realized that I was doing it more and more.


  “Can you bring us a selection of bras that you think she might like?” Linda asked.


  “Certainly,” the woman said. “I’ll be right back. We should have quite a few in our Pink line that she will like.”


  During the next 30 minutes, I discovered more about bras than I had learned in 40 years as a man. Pushup bras were especially popular with girls like me, it seemed. But I also modeled sports bras, lace halter bras, strapless bras, and bralettes. And every once in awhile, I’d feel that soreness again and fight back a wince. What was going on with my boobies? Was this normal?


  “We” finally decided on two, including a white floral “Wear Everywhere” pushup that I kept on. The others left the room, as I pulled my cami over it and looked one last time in the mirror. I shook my head in disbelief, brown hair swishing across bare shoulders. And just to assure myself that I wasn’t having a nightmare, I pulled my tongue across the pink braces one more time and squeezed my 34B boobs with my small hands. They were a handful, I thought idly, and, yes, this was real.


  I was Lilly, not Jake. I was trying on bras at Victoria’s Secret. My father, meanwhile, was fishing on Lake Okeechobee with his friend, Eric.


  But … that really wasn’t so bad. Eric’s cute twins sons were staying with us in the beach condo and …


  I smiled, gave myself a finger wave in the mirror and started to leave the dressing room. But then Julie stepped back inside.


  “You were taking so long. I got worried about you,” she said. “Is everything okay?”


  For obvious reasons, we both laughed at that.


  “You mean besides the fact that I’m your husband in the body of a 15-year-old girl, trying on bras at Victoria’s Secret?” I said, feeling a little resentment resurface for my predicament. “Yeah, everything is just super.”


  Before I could say anything more, Julie took me into her arms and hugged me tightly.


  “Oh, Jake, I’m so, so sorry about this,” she said. “You know that, right? This was never supposed to happen.”


  “Yeah, I know,” I said, strangely comforted by her embrace, as I felt myself almost melt into her arms. “It’s nobody’s fault. Well … if it’s anybody’s, it’s Lilly’s. And you all had the best of intentions. And if it’s Lilly’s fault, then I guess it’s mine because now I’m her and …”


  Suddenly, I started to sob, big, deep, cavernous sobs, and I couldn’t stop.


  “There, there sweetie, let it out,” Mommy said. “Cry as much as you need to. I’m here for you.”


  Gradually, I regained control, as she handed me a tissue to blow my nose.


  “Sorry about that,” I said. “That’s not like me to get emotional so easily.”


  Mommy grinned. “But it is,” she said. “You’re Lilly right now, and like most adolescent girls, she wears her emotions on her sleeve for everyone to see. Get used to it.”


  She handed me another tissue and I wiped my eyes.


  “So, are we good now?” she asked.


  I started to say “yes” but then I remembered something.


  “Well, there was something that I was too embarrassed to mention when that woman was measuring me and I was trying on bras,” I said.


  “Is it normal for Lilly’s breasts– my breasts– to be sore?”


  Suddenly I saw panic on the face of the woman who had been so calm and reassuring only seconds before. Then I watched her fight to regain control.


  She cleared her throat and said, “Well, Jake, honey, I’m afraid that is one of the symptoms of PMS. And that means that you’re going to have your period in a day or two.”


  My period? My period!?!


  “No way. No how!” I screamed in my Minnie Mouse voice. “I’m not going to have a period. I’m a man!


  “This can’t be happening to me! It can’t. It can’t!”


  Then I burst into tears again.


  Obviously hearing my high-pitched shrieks, Jane and Stacey quickly came in to see what was going on.


  As Mommy embraced me again, she looked toward them and said, “It’s okay, Jane. Nothing to worry about.


  “I’m afraid it’s that time of month for Lilly, and she always has pretty bad PMS for a day or two.”


  Jane patted me on the head and said, “Oh, sweetie, I’m so sorry, and just when you’re turning 16 too. But we’ve all been there. We all know what it’s like.”


  Oh, God, just when I was accepting of being a teen girl for a week, this had to happen, I thought. My life just can’t get any more humiliating.


  But I was wrong.


  “We’ll stop at a pharmacy on the way home,” Mommy said, helping me dry my eyes. “You’re going to need pads, for sure, and, if you want to wear a bikini, you’ll need Tampons too. Plus, you’ll need a heating pad for the cramps.”


  The cramps!?! Oh, Gawd!


  Stunned into a near catatonic state, I felt Stacey take me by the hand and lead me back out into the store.


  “Just to be safe, I’ll take her into the bathroom to make sure that she’s not spotting or bleeding yet,” she told Mommy and Jane.


  In the women’s room, Stacey wet a paper towel and wiped my face with it.


  “Welcome to womanhood,” she said. “I’m really sorry this is happening to you. Lilly shouldn’t be having her period for at least another week. But I guess all this trauma and stress triggered it to start earlier.


  “Now, let’s check your panties,” she said, as she helped me peel off my tiny denim shorts.


  “You look. I can’t,” I said, leaning backward on a sink.


  “I understand,” she replied, peeling down my pink cotton panties.


  After a moment, she added, “Good news. All clear. That means we have time to do more shopping.”


  “Oh, joy,” I said, watching her pull my panties back up and snug them around my hips.


  I was no longer feeling quite so stunned, but I was resigned to my fate. I was not only going to be a girl until next Sunday. I was going to be a girl experiencing her period for much of that time. I was going to be putting pads in my panties and Tampons inside of me. I was going to curl up on the sofa with a heating pad to lessen the pain of my cramps. And I probably was going to endure lots of other torturous symptoms that, as a man for 40 years, I had no clue about.


  “Okay,” Stacey said brightly as I squeezed my hips back into my shorts. “Let’s go shopping for panties!”


  As we approached Mommy and her friend, we heard Linda gush, “Oh, these are just so cute!”


  I had no clue that so many panty styles existed. But there they were, and she and Stacey seemed determined to sort through them all. So, for about a half hour, we looked at bikinis, hipsters, cheeksters, boyshorts, and thongs in my size, which was small, according to Mommy.


  Finally, Stacey helped things along by saying that I preferred bikinis and cheeksters, but Linda also insisted on buying me a pair of  black boyshorts that said, “Hot Stuff,” and was adorned with two red peppers.


  Yeah, I thought as we headed for the checkout counter, that’s exactly how I feel right now.


  We ended the day at Ron-Jon Surf Shop. I learned that bikinis come in even more varieties than bras. I also discovered that tops and bottoms can be purchased separately. Of course, my mind was on other things, like sore breasts and what was about to happen between my legs!  And I was not about to try on a bikini.


  At least Mommy and Stacey understood. And Jane thought that she did.


  “Okay, sweetie, it’s okay,” she said. “But you’re such a girly girl that this bikini just screams ‘you’ so I’m going to buy it for you, okay?”


  Terrific.


  “My” new bikini, which I was never, ever going to wear– not in a million years! – was pink velvet with a side tie at the hip on the bottom and a front tie on the lightly padded bralette.


  God, I hated that I was learning so much about girls’ clothes.


  *     *     *     *     *


  Oh, yay!


  In case you can’t tell, that’s sarcasm.


  Mommy just stuck her head in the door and told me that we’re going to celebrate my sweet 16 birthday tonight. As I lie here with a heating pad on my tummy to combat the cramps, I can’t think of anything that I’d rather do.


  That’s sarcasm too.


  “How are you feeling?” Stacey asked from her bed across the room.


  “How do you think I’m feeling?” I snapped. “I’m a man having a period for God’s sake. How can you even ask me that question?”


  After a long silence, I looked over to see why she hadn’t responded. Her back was to me and I thought that I heard sniffling.


  “Hey, Stac, I’m sorry,” I said. “It’s not your fault that I’m stuck like this. Lilly is the one who forgot the ring. Forgive me, okay? You’ve done everything you can to help me, and I’m grateful.”


  Stacey turned toward me and smiled. “That’s okay,” she said. “Lilly– the real Lilly– is crabby too when she’s having her period.”


  I was sincere in my apology too. After I developed a headache and cramps before dinner last night, Stacey had brought me upstairs.


  “We’d better put a pad in your panties,” she said as we entered our bedroom. “I’ll show you how to do it.”


  Not surprisingly, I suppose, we found a spot of blood in my underwear. I was sure I was going to vomit, but I swallowed and fought back the bile.


  “Oh, my God, I’m dying!” I shrieked.


  Of course, I knew it wasn’t true. Periods are a fact of life for healthy teenage girls. But I wasn’t supposed to be a teenage girl. I wasn’t supposed to have periods.


  And yet I was.


  Stacey got a clean pair of panties for me, took the strips off the pad, and put it place. Then she told me that I should check it every three hours or so. She also wanted to show me what to do with a Tampon!


  “Hell, no!” I said as I pulled up the panties over my smooth legs. “This is bad enough. I’m not going to stick something like that up inside myself.”


  “Suit yourself. But if you want to wear that new bikini, you’re going to have to.”


  “I don’t want to wear any damn bikini,” I said.”That’s what girls wear. I am not a girl. And I am not going to pretend I am. This has gone far enough.”


  Despite my best efforts not to, then I started to cry. My big sister sat down beside me and put her arm around my shoulders.


  “I understand. Believe me, I do,” she said. “Everything seems so much worse when you have PMS and are starting your period. It will get better, I promise.”


  “I’m not supposed to be having a period,” I sniffled. “I was just accepting that I had to be Lilly for a week. I was going to be okay with being a girl and wearing bras and bikinis. I think that I even was going to like boys. And then this! A period!


  “I’m not supposed to have periods!” I repeated. “I can’t handle this!”


  “But you are and you can,” she replied. “Right now, you are a girl, and you are having a period. And to make matters worse, it’s your first.


  “How about some ice cream?”


  Huh? Where did that come from?


  “Ice cream?” I asked incredulously. “I’m bleeding to death and you want to know if I want ice cream?”


  But I knew why she asked. Julie had cravings for dark chocolate when she had her period. I never paid that much attention to what Lilly ate when she had her period. But now I realized it was ice cream.


  Stacey seemed to see the light bulb go off over my head and we both laughed.


  I smiled and said, “Sure, that would be great. Vanilla, please.Thanks, sis.”


  “Yeah, I already knew that,” she said with a wicked grin. “I’m your sister, remember?”


  And that was just one more thing that made my head want to explode. She wasn’t my sister. Lilly was her sister. I was Jake. I was her stepfather.


  Yeah, tell that to my sore breasts and bleeding uterus.


  Before Stacey left, she had me take a Tylenol and then lie down as she fetched the heating pad. “Put this on your tummy and try to get comfortable,” she said. “You’ll feel better eventually, I promise.”


  And I did. Weirdly, the ice cream seemed to help make me feel better too.


  But now it was morning, and the humiliating reality of my predicament overwhelmed me again, causing me to snap at Stacey and then apologize.


  “I hope Lilly falls out of the boat,” I said in my squeaky voice as I pulled myself out of bed, pushed long hair out of my eyes, and headed for the bathroom to …  well, to sit down and pee and to do what girls do every few hours when having their periods and wearing pads. I was a girl, after all. There was no denying that, even though I tried to the night before and wanted to again this morning.


  “Or drinks too much beer and has to spend the day in bed,” Stacey replied, and I turned to see her smiling broadly.


  “Or gets motion sickness in the boat and barfs all over Eric,” I grinned.


  “Or gets a fish down his pants!” Stacey countered.


  Then we both started giggling.


  *      *      *     *     *


  “Happy Birthday.”


  The sudden sound of a voice beside me made me shriek in fear, as my heart skipped a beat.


  “Oh, sorry about that. I didn’t mean to scare you,” said Darren. Or maybe it was Derrick.


  I still didn’t know which was which. And I didn’t care. Yeah, I was a girl until Sunday.  But any interest that I first thought I might have in boys was long gone. Having to endure a period and all of the pain and discomfort that comes with it had chased it right out of me.


  I just wanted to be left alone as much as possible until this nightmare was over.


  That’s what I told Mommy and Stacey and that busybody Jane. That’s why I decided to go for a walk on the beach.


  “At least wear your new bikini, sweetie,” she said.  “You’ll look really cute in it, and it will make you feel better about yourself.”


  Yeah, that’s what I wanted right now, when I felt like crap, to look cute.


  “Uh, thanks, Mrs. Phillips,” I said. “But I’m just not up to feeling cute today. You know, I’m having my period and stuff.”


  That certainly was true. But even if I had been tempted to wear nothing else but those tiny pieces of pink fabric over my boobs and bottom, there was something else: To wear “my” bikini, I’d have to put a Tampon up my you-know-where.


  “It’s really not so bad,” Stacey had told me, as I put a pad in pair of my new panties and pulled them up. “You get used to doing it, just like you do putting a pad in your panties. It just becomes normal.”


  I shook my head violently. “Nuh, uh,” I said. “Not interested. I do not want it to become normal. I’m only going to be a girl for the week, and then I’ll be a man again. I do not want that image burned into my brain for the rest of my life.”


  Stacey shrugged her shoulders. “Suit, yourself,” she said. “But you’re missing out on one of the really fun things about being a cute girl.”


  I raised an eyebrow as I wiggled into some distressed denim shorts and replied, “And that is?”


  My stepsister shook her blonde head in mock exasperation. “Wearing a bikini and watching guys drool over your hot bod, you big silly,” she. “Here I am, trying my best to help you have a fun time as Lilly and you insist on being a big baby.”


  I yanked off my sleepshirt and picked up a new bra that closed in front. I pulled it over my boobies— ouch! – and snapped it closed. Then I added a yellow tank top.


  “Please, Stacey, cut me some slack,” I said as I pulled my hair out of the top. “I’m having a period. Guys are not supposed to have periods!”


  “Oh, boo, hoo,” she replied. “Mom and I have them every month and we don’t whine about them. But do what you want, Lilly.”


  Then, without missing a beat, she added, “Here, let me put your hair up for you.”


  So, there I was, my hair up in a high pony, walking barefoot along the water’s edge, when Derrick– or Darren– nearly made me pee my panties.


  “I’m Derrick,” he said, as if reading my mind, as he regained his breath. He obviously had run to catch up with me.


  “And, again, I’m sorry that I scared you.”


  “That’s okay,” I replied, not looking at him, as I kicked wet sand with my foot and watched water run over my pink toenails. “I’m used to it. It’s just one bad thing after another this week.”


  “Oh,” the abrupt tone of his voice made me stop and look up at him– right into his big brown eyes. “I just wanted to wish you happy birthday,” he said. “I’ll leave you alone now.”


  That’s when I noticed he was bare-chested and, based on his chiseled abs and the muscular legs below his swim trunks, I guessed he played sports, probably football. He as way taller than me too, and a real hunk.


  Huh? I did not think that. I did not wish I was wearing my new bikini!


  “Oh, no,” I said quickly and grabbed his arm. “That’s not what I meant. It was very nice of you to wish me happy birthday. It’s just that I’m not myself these days and a couple of bad things have happened to me recently and … Well, I’m the one who’s sorry now, okay?”


  “Okay,” he replied with a smile, which nearly made my knees buckle. “I heard you weren’t feeling well. I understand.”


  Still, I couldn’t allow this. I couldn’t be attracted to this guy. I had to regain control.


  “But it wasn’t very nice of you to put your hand on my bare leg the other night at the restaurant,” I said, crossing my arms and trying my best to look stern. “What was that all about?”


  Derrick countered with another smile and once more my resistance waned.


  “That was about you being the most beautiful girl I’d ever seen and I couldn’t help myself,” he said. “But it was wrong and I know it. That’s another reason I wanted to talk to you, to apologize.”


  I shook my head and tapped my foot. “Yeah, right,” I smirked. “I know how it is for guys. Sometimes, you just can’t control yourself. You think you’re going to explode. And some of you will say anything to get what you want, which is to get in a girls’ pants.”


  Derrick looked at me with a puzzled expression. “How can you know what it’s like for guys?” he scoffed.


  Oops!


  “Uh, I hear things,” I shot back. “And my father has warned me about guys like you!”


  Once more he shined that big smile at me. It was my Kryptonite.  I was trying to be stern with this guy, to even have an argument with him– without being too mean– and make him go away. But it was turning into … eeeew  … a flirtation. How in the Hell did that happen?


  Oh, well, I thought as we walked hand-in-hand along the beach and made small talk, what could it hurt?


  *     *     *     *     *


  After I returned from my walk with Derrick and stepped into my bedroom, I thought I was going to pee my panties again!


  “OMG, Stacey!” I screamed in my Minnie Mouse voice. “What is going on here?”


  My big sister giggled and said, “Well, your instant BFF and mine, Mrs. Phillips, thought that this would be the perfect way to celebrate your sweet 16 birthday and make you feel better, you know, because of your period and all.


  “And you haven’t seen anything yet,” she continued, as she lay on her bed, amused, and watched me stare open-mouthed at the décor. “Wait until you see what it looks like in the dining room tonight. And, even better, wait until you see your dress!


  “My dress!?!” I exclaimed.


  “She and Mom went to pick it up. They should be back anytime now.”


  “And Mom’s okay with this?” I asked. “She knows I’m really not Lilly. She knows how I’m struggling with this, especially, since, you know …”


  Stacey giggled. “You mean since you started your period? And that is your period. You have a pad in your panties to prove it.


  “Only girls have periods,” she continued. “You’re having one. You’re a girl. Case closed. Deal with it. Have fun. You’re only 16 once.”


  Suddenly, she realized what she had said and chuckled. “Well, in your case, I guess you’re 16 twice,” explained. “But this one will be a lot more fun, believe me.


  “Come on, girl. Live a little.”


  Then she paused, as if considering what she wanted to say and how to say it. For God’s sake, she’d already said enough. I couldn’t take any more!


  Overwhelmed, I felt tears welling up. OMG, I was having a meltdown. Shopping for bras and panties, sore boobs, horrible cramps and bleeding, having a good time on the beach with a boy, and now this! The room was a riot of pink, fuchsia, lavender and white. Balloons dotted the ceiling. A banner proclaiming “Happy Birthday” hung on one wall, pom pons dotted the others, and a garland of hearts draped along the headboard of my bed.


  I threw myself on my tummy onto my bed and started bawling.


  “Oh, Lilly, I’m sorry,” Stacey said as she rushed to my side, popped the tie out of my hair, and began stroking it down my back. “I was just having fun with all this craziness from Mrs. Phillips and hoping the outrageousness of it would make you laugh and feel better.”


  As slowly my sobs subsided, she added, “And the real Lilly really would love all of this, you know. Plus … “


  When she stopped, I rose up, turned my tear-stained face and asked, “Plus what?”


  Stacey smiled. “Plus, I saw you and Derrick walking on the beach holding hands,” she said. “That made me think you were going to be okay with being a girl for the rest of the week and maybe you’d actually enjoy your sweet 16 party and that pink dress that Mrs. Phillips is buying for you.”


  “Pink?” I moaned. “Oh, Gawd!”


  *     *     *     *     *


  Not just pink. Hot pink! It was a silky, one-shoulder little number, with a flared skirt that ended mid-thigh. And thoughtful person that she was, Mrs. Phillips bought some silver, ankle-strap sandal heels for me to wear with it.


  “Oh, Lilly, you look just adorable,” she said as she painted my lips pink and Mommy finished brushing out my hair. I also wore silver, dangly earrings.


  At this point, I was just going with the flow– no pun intended. Actually, the flow into the pad in my panties had subsided a bit during the day and the cramps had lessened. But Stacey had warned me that bleeding and symptoms likely would continue for most of the week.


  The flow that was Jane Phillips, meanwhile, was more like an unstoppable force and I was just along for the ride. Stacey had helped convince me that was the best course of action and that, if I just accepted being Lilly, it would be a lot more fun. I didn’t tell her my attraction to Derrick helped convince me too, although I suspected she thought that already.


  So … I would go with it, I decided, and that acceptance instantly lifted my spirits. I smiled at my image in the mirror, which I had to admit was “adorable.” Maybe it was just a temporary high from the emotional roller coaster that I was on because of my period.


  Whatever it was, I felt better than I had in more than a day until … I nearly fell and broke my neck as I walked in my new heels down the stairs. Fortunately, Mommy was there to steady me.


  “I haven’t forgotten how difficult this is for you,” she whispered in my ear, with her arm through mine as we walked down the hall. “And I’m so sorry this happened. I’ll make it up to you, I promise.”


  Huh. Well, that was disturbing. I knew that she said that to make me feel better. She was my Mommy after all. But I was feeling good right now, and there was something about it that made me confused and a little uneasy. I didn’t have time to think any more about it, though. My birthday party awaited.


  As we entered the dining room, I saw giant, helium-filled, rose gold foil letters and numbers that proclaimed “Sweet 16” and a cake topper in rose gold glitter that said the same. I saw more hearts, pom pons, and balloons too, probably more than I’d ever seen in my life.


  “Isn’t it just too much?” Mrs. Phillips gushed. “Don’t you just love it?”


  Before I could answer, someone dropped over me a white sash that said– what else– “Sweet 16.”


  When I turned to see who it was, he kissed me squarely on the lips, and then said, “Happy Birthday, Lilly.”


  Derrick and Darren might have been twins and I might not have been able to tell them apart at first. But after that walk on the beach, I knew, and his lips on mine sent a little jolt of electricity from my nipples down to my tummy and– period be damned– I loved it.


  “Thank you,” I said, and felt myself blushing.”


  Before Derrick could say anything more, Darren stepped in and gave me a kiss too. I liked that too. What girl wouldn’t? They were twins and they were good-looking guys.


  But it wasn’t the same. I wanted Derrick to kiss me again. And again. And again.


  Instead, we had dinner. Then I blew out the candles on my cake, wishing for something that would have repulsed me just 24 hours before. And, as we ate the coconut cake with pink icing, I opened presents. All of them, of course, gifts of feminine finery fit for a princess on her sweet 16 birthday. 


  *     *     *     *     *


  A little boy that I once taught to use a fishing rod – in another lifetime when I was another person– was now a horny teenager who insisted on showing me his mastery with another kind of rod.


  “I’m not that kind of girl!” I protested, as I pushed Derrick away. 


  I wore jeans and a tee shirt when I taught the boys to fish years before. Now, with my long hair pinned up and silver hoops dangling from my ears, I was wearing my pink velvet bikini from Ron-Jon. And, yes, I admit it, I inserted a Tampon into my lady garden so I could wear it. A girl’s gotta do what a girl’s gotta do.


  As we wrestled playfully, Derrick had succeeded in untying the bow on my bralette. His next objective was the side tie on my bottom.


  “Darren, stop it,” I said. “I told you I’m not that kind of girl.”


  “It’s Derrick,” he replied and smiled broadly. “And you know it. And, yes, you are that kind of girl. I’ll show you.”


  Screaming in mock fear, I jumped up and ran from behind the sand dune, my hands waving in the air, my boobs bouncing wildly in the loosened bikini top. Derrick caught me just before I reached the surf, scooped me up in his arms, and headed back toward seclusion behind the dune, as I pretend-pounded on his chest in protest.


  On Tuesday, he had been a gentleman, just as Darren had been with my sister, she later told me. Then things had heated up, after that first kiss at my birthday party. Each night, Stacey and I had compared notes and laughed about how identical they were, not only in their looks but in their behavior.


  With each couple holding hands, we walked along the beach and talked on Wednesday. Then Derrick curled my toes when he kissed me good night. In bed later, it made me like, you know, want to pleasure myself down there where I was having my yucky visitor. But I was a good girl. I just played with my boobies and traced a finger round and round on my tummy. Still, that was enough to make me afraid my little mews of pleasure would wake up my big sister.


  If they did, she didn’t say anything to me. But she did have a funny smile on her face the next morning.


  “What?” I asked, as I stood in front of the mirror and snapped one of my Victoria’s Secret bras in the back.


  “Oh, nothing,” she giggled as she sat on her bed and watched. “I was just thinking you really seem to like being a girl now.”


   “Yeah, I guess I do,” I said, as I put on a cami top and tie-dyed shorts and then turned slowly in front of the mirror.


  “You think Derrick will like this?” I asked.


  “I think he would like anything you wore, including a football uniform,” she said. “But, yes, he will like that.”


  “Thanks!” I squeaked, as I put gold studs in my ears and slipped into flip flops.


  On Thursday, we started kissing at the beach, and, as couples, sought more privacy. Then, as the week progressed, came fun stuff behind the sand dunes. Derrick’s  hands were more than large enough for my 34B breasts too. My eyes rolled up in my head and I moaned in ecstasy each time he massaged them and sucked on my rigid nipples.


  With my tiny hands I pulled down his trunks and returned the favor on the rod that he carried there. I gotta admit that seeing one from this viewpoint the first time was kinda disturbing, you know? I guess that was because the old me had one of those! Ewwwww!


  Now, though, I liked seeing it much better on boys, especially Derrick! And running my hands up and down it until he erupted liked a volcano made me really hot!


  For two days, when we weren’t sunning, swimming, or playing volleyball, we were behind the dunes pleasuring one another.  But despite my desire and Derrick working magic with his hands and his mouth, I remained a “good girl.” I mean, with a Tampon in my muffin, I really didn’t have much choice, you know?


  ‘Course I probably wouldn’t have done the dirty even if I was “open for business.” Tee. Hee. ‘Cuz I really am a good girl. I mean, I’m only just 16, you know? And I think he’s like 18 or something. Plus, we live like a gazillion miles from each other.


  But I told Derrick it was ‘cuz of my visitor.


  Now, we were enjoying our last time on the beach. Our fathers would be back later in the day, and Derrick and his family would drive back to Tampa during the evening. Before he left, I knew, he wanted very much to make me a bad girl. I had made the mistake of telling him that my period was almost over, and, when he asked if I was using a Tampon, I had told him no.


  I was just as determined that he wouldn’t. ‘Cuz, like I said, I was a good girl.


  But I loved his scent, his embrace, his warm breath on my neck, and, most of all, his rugged hands on my breasts. When weren’t at the beach, I dressed for him in short dresses and low-cut blouses and loved it when he complimented me. I especially liked it when he started calling me “Princess.”


  And as a princess, I wasn’t going to sully my royal reputation, even though I wanted very much to please Derrick.


  As we neared our place behind the dune, I wrapped my arms around his neck and kissed him passionately.


  “We have to get back soon,” I said. “You’re leaving in a couple of hours.”


  “I don’t want to go,” he said, as he lay me gently in the sand.


  “And I don’t want you to go,” I replied, pulling him on top of me. “But I’m still not going to be a bad girl. I’m just barely 16, you know.”


  He raised up on an elbow.


  “Are you sure you don’t want to?” he asked. “I mean, I know that you’re a good girl and all. And I respect that. And you’re my Princess. But …


  Then I followed his eyes down to his crotch, where it looked like his penis was about to burst out of his trunks and, I had to admit– good girl or not– I really, really wanted to put it where I’d been inserting Tampons for the past three days. I ached to see what it would feel like inside me, pumping and pumping and pumping …


  But no. No! I was going to stay a good girl! Using all the strength in my thin arms, I pushed him onto his back.


  “Well, there are other ways,” I said, raising an eyebrow, as I pulled down his trunks, and kissed the tip of his rigid manhood. Then, like the Princess that I was, I performed royally.


  *     *     *     *     *  


  So a nice, normal-looking blended family flew back home from a vacation in Florida and, as far as I could tell, no one was the wiser. Nor should they have been. For me, the best part was that my period finally was over and I no longer had to have a pad in my panties or a tampon in my … well, you know.


  Following a week of being Lilly, I was Lilly, you know? After awhile, it kinda just happened. I hated my period at first, but now I’m wondering if maybe it didn’t help seal the deal. I mean what’s more girly that having ovaries, a uterus, and stuff– and a boyfriend. Tee. Hee.


  And following a week of being Jake, as strange as it seems, Lilly was Jake– er me, the old me that is. Don’t ask me how that happened ‘cuz I don’t know.


  Daddy hugged Julie and kissed her on the cheek when they returned. Then he picked me up, kissed me on the forehead and said, “And how’s my Princess?” as he swung me around in a circle.


  “I’m great, Daddy!” I squealed, as my skirt swirled around my bare legs. “And you should see all the pretty clothes I got for my 16th birthday!”


  “And you should see the photos of all the bass we caught,” he beamed.


  Taking his huge hand in my tiny ones, I added, “Uh, Daddy, you didn’t fall in the lake or get a fish down your pants or anything like that. Did you?”


  “Of course not, pumpkin,” he replied, as he grabbed his luggage and headed into the condo. “Why would you ask something like that?”


  “Oh, nothing, Daddy,” I said, and Stacey and I giggled.


  Derrick and Darren and their parents left for Tampa right after they got back, which made both Stacey and me really, really sad. And not just ‘cuz we like, really liked them, you know? With nothing else to do, we got stuck with Mommy looking at Daddy’s photos of the fish that he caught. Oh, yuck. It was sooo boring.


  Of course, he also insisted on driving us to the airport the next morning.


  “But you don’t know how to drive,” Julie said as we loaded the car.


  “I do now,” he said. “It just came to me. I like fishing too. And beer. It’s really weird. I know that I used to be a girl through and through. But now that I’ve been Jake for a week, I’m totally comfortable with that.”


  “But you do want to be Lilly again,” Julie said. “Don’t you?”


  Dad smiled.


  “Of course, I do,” he said. “That’s who I really am deep inside.”


  Mom might have believed him. I don’t think Stacey did ‘cuz she knew me too well. We’d had a bumpy ride there for awhile, but now she thought of me as Lilly, just like I did, and we were sisters through and through.  


  And I know that I didn’t believe Daddy. I knew because of how I felt.


  Mommy and Daddy didn’t talk much during the flight. Troubled by their silence, Stacey and I didn’t either, as we watched them.


  “What’s gonna happen when we get home?” she whispered


  “I don’t know, but I have a suspicion,” I said.


  “Me too,” she replied. “And is that what you want?”


  Instead of answering, I just hugged her and then put my head on her shoulder.


  After we pulled into the driveway at home, Dad quickly hopped out of the car and ran for the door before we girls had even unlocked our seatbelts.


  “I’ll go get the ring so we can change back right away,” he said, as he disappeared in the front door.


  Mom looked back at me and I saw sadness in her eyes. I felt sad too, but for her, not me. I liked being Lilly. And Dad liked being Dad. But she had no way of understanding how much. I hoped that she would make peace with it in time and love him the way she had that other Jake.


  Just as I did, she knew that Dad would not find the ring, that he would say that it was “lost.” Yes, he probably accidentally left it on the night stand a week ago. But much had changed for both Daddy and me since then.


   Mommy and I both realized that we could tear the house apart and never find it.


  She had seen me painting my toenails and applying makeup. She had seen my flirty behavior around Derrick. And just after the boys and their parents left, she had walked into our bedroom just as I was taking selfies, wearing only my Victoria’s Secret pushup bra and “Hot Stuff’ boyshorts.


  Still, I think that she was in denial until now, as we walked slowly toward the front door. There was no more delaying the reality that I was Lilly, her stepdaughter, and he was Jake, her husband.


  That was Daddy’s decision. Not mine. I mean, I was just a girl and didn’t get to make those kinds of decisions for adults. But I was okay with it.


  Okay? I was more than okay. It was the bestest thing I could have hoped for, you know? And I didn’t even mind my Minnie Mouse voice anymore after Derrick told me that he liked it.


  I loved my new undies from Victoria’s Secret and my pink velvet bikini from Ron-Jon’s. I was going to wear it to the pool and watch the boys drool.


  Before school started, I’d get my driver’s license and Stacey and I would go shopping for all kinds of cute back-to-school clothes. Derrick and I were going to stay in touch.


  And I really was looking forward to going to cheerleader camp with my sister next month. It was scheduled for about the same time that I should be getting the “girl flu” again. But no prob! This time, I would be totes ready! 
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