

  

    
      
    

  




  

     Sex on the Beach Trilogy 


       


     By Portia Hab 


       


       


       


     1. Summer Magic 


       


       


      


      I caused a panic in the thrift store. Screaming tends to do that when a bunch of people are around. 


     My girl friend, Tracey, was first on the scene. She didn’t help matters. 


     “Where’s Dylan”? she yelled. “What are you doing back in town? Why are you wearing Dylan’s shirt?” 


     Then her 18-year-old daughter Megan barged in.  


     “Mom, what’s going on? Why are you screaming?  … Kaylee, OMG! I thought you moved to Florida!” 


     Still looking in the mirror at a reflection that definitely was not mine, I paused for breath. Big blue eyes stared back at me in disbelief, as the blonde girl in the mirror clasped her face in her hands. Incredibly, I felt myself doing the same. 


     And Tracey was right. The girl was wearing my tee shirt. Long, smooth, and shapely legs sticking out of the khaki shorts below the shirt, however, definitely were not mine! 


     In the mirror, I watched Megan hug the still stunned blonde, even as I sensed arms squeezing what felt like soft, sensitive, and massive bean bags on my chest.   


     “OMG, Kaylee, I missed you!” she squealed. 


     Suddenly, a woman I didn’t recognize joined us in a dressing room that was growing a bit crowded. 


     “I heard screaming,” she said. “Is everything all right? I’m Janis, the owner.” 


     Stepping away from Megan and the mirror, I said, “No, it’s not! Look at me!” 


     As I did so, I heard a high and feminine voice, a voice I recognized as –  you guessed it –  Kaylee’s. And yet it was coming out of me! 


     “What’s wrong?” the owner said.  “The shirt’s a little big on you. But the shorts look adorable, like they were made for you. I think that a little tank top would look great with them.” 


     Fists clenched, I yelled again, a long, primal scream. My unintentional tormentors covered their ears and waited for me to run out of breath. It took awhile. 


     “Listen to me,” I gasped. “I’m not a girl.” 


     Looking at Megan, I added, “I’m not Kaylee. I’m Dylan. Something happened. I don’t know what.  


     “I was trying on these shorts and the next thing I knew, I was looking at your friend  in the mirror.” 


     We stood in silence for a few seconds before Tracey said, “Yeah … right. Where’s Dylan? Why aren’t you in Florida? And … “ 


     The manager held up her hand.  


     More exhausted now than panicked I didn’t respond to Tracey, waiting for the woman in the peasant blouse and flowing skirt to speak. Add a flower to her long, gray-brown hair and she’d look like she just came from Woodstock. 


     But she didn’t speak. Instead, she walked over to the mirror and examined the lower left corner. After a long pause, she said, “Oh, crap!” 


     Then she turned and looked at me. “Which were you trying on in here, the shirt or the shorts?” she asked. 


     “The shorts,” I said in my new Kaylee voice. 


     The woman grinned as if she already knew the answer to her next question. “Why were you trying on girls’ shorts instead of men’s?” she asked. 


     Before I could get in her face, Tracey stepped between us. “What in the world are you talking about?” she demanded. “And what’s that got to do with anything? My boy friend came in here to try on some clothes. Now he’s disappeared and my daughter’s best friend, who had moved away, has replaced him.” 


     The woman backed up and raised both hands in a gesture of surrender. “Okay, okay,” she said. “Let me explain.” 


     Long story short, the new thrift store where Tracey, Megan, and I had gone to shop had been a magic store just a few weeks before, owned by this same woman. Instead of being placed in storage at the back of the building, an item from Grand Illusion had been mistakenly installed in this dressing room.  


     “When someone dons a piece of used clothing and looks in this mirror, it transforms that person into the mirror image of the person who wore the clothing before,” the woman said.  


     Finally, Megan, who had been silent for awhile, spoke up, “But magic’s not real,” she said. “This is not Dylan. It’s my friend Kaylee.” 


     The store’s owner shook her head. “Oh, but it is real. Dylan here is living proof. Those shorts belonged to Kaylee. That’s why he looks like her.” 


     I pushed long blonde hair out of my face. “This is nuts,” I said, throwing my arms wide and feeling weight sway on my chest. 


     Totally disoriented by the sensation, I paused and looked down at my body. Yes, my shirt. No, not my breasts. Only they were. Focused now on a piece of my new anatomy I’d rather ignore, I also felt nipples rubbing against the shirt. Giving no thought to what I was doing, I cupped my new appendages and explored them further until …  


     I heard giggles around me. Suddenly I was jolted back to reality and totally embarrassed by my actions. “This is not funny!” I said in the high, squeaky voice of an angry teenage girl. “And magic isn’t real. What the hell is going on?” 


     I blew more hair out of my face, something that I had never done before, and put my hands on my hips –  my newly expanded hips. “And I grabbed those shorts out of the men’s department. I wasn’t looking to try on women’s clothes!” 


     Tracey nodded. “He –  er, she –  is right,” she said. “I was there. Those shorts were in the men’s department.” 


     Then she looked at me with the trace of a smile. “And I have to say, Dylan, they do seem to fit you well, especially now.” 


     “Yes, they do,” Megan agreed, and Janis nodded her head. They giggled again. 


     I was –  or had been –  about 5-11, with a runner’s style physique. I kept in shape and still played sports. Tracey liked my body well enough, too. We had been lovers for more than a year, and the sex was great. 


     Both high school teachers, we had met at a party. But we lived 60 miles apart and taught in different districts. So that we could be closer together, I had accepted a job with her school for the following year. Megan and Kaylee were just graduated from that school, and Megan planned to leave for college in the fall.  


     Megan was a great kid, and we got along well. But it would be great to be alone full time with Tracey. And I knew that Tracey was looking forward to it as well. After all, Megan also was a typical teenager. She left clothing scattered all over the house. She rarely turned off lights and electrical appliances.  


     At least once a day, I’d hear Tracey say, “I swear, Megan, you’re going to burn down this house one day.” 


     The plan was for me to sell my house and move into an apartment nearby. As teachers, we thought it important to maintain separate addresses until we got married. The house sold, too, just days after summer vacation began and before I could even find a place. Consequently, I had moved in with Tracey and Megan for a couple of weeks. I sold my furniture and most household possessions and brought just my clothes and personal items with me. In fact, we had just moved the last of it in before we decided to visit the thrift store on this fateful Saturday, where I made the unwise decision of trying on a pair of women’s shorts mistakenly placed in the men’s department.  


     Slender and in good physical condition, I always had thought my butt was small. Now it felt gigantic. How could that be? And why didn’t I look at the tag or examine the cut of the shorts before I put them on?  


      “Stop giggling and laughing, you guys!” I fumed. “This is not funny!”  


      The store owner smiled apologetically. “Okay, okay, I’m sorry for what I implied,” she said. “But the fact of the matter is that magic is real and you’re going to be Kaylee for a week. After that, you can put on some of your old clothes, stand in front of the mirror, and you will change back into yourself.”  


       


     *     *     *     *     * 


       


     In exchange for my “trouble,” Janis told me to fill up a shopping cart with girl clothes to get me through the week. “This is a thrift store, so it’s no big deal,” she said. “You can bring them back when you come in to change back.”  


     I couldn’t even stand the thought of sorting through all kinds of girly clothing with the realization that I would be wearing it. So when Tracey pulled Janis outside the dressing room, I said, “Megan, will you just get some stuff for me, please? You can try it on to make sure it’s the right size. This is hard enough for me, as it is. I’ll just wait here.” 


     She shook her head, with just a trace of a smile. “Sorry, Dylan,” she said. “That’s not a good idea. You’re a bigger girl than I am.” 


     We were still standing in front of the mirror. I looked at us side by side, a cute blonde and a cute brunette, and we were almost exactly the same height. I knew that Megan was about 5-5, just a little shorter than her mother. 


     “You’re wrong,” I said in my new Kaylee voice. “Look in the mirror. We’re almost exactly the same.” 


     Megan laughed, as she lifted my hands and placed them on my breasts. My breasts! Then she pulled them toward her and placed them on her own! 


     “Megan!” I screeched as I jerked back my hands. 


     She laughed again. “Oh, relax,” she said. “We’re all girls here –  at least for right now. And you, Kaylee, are a 36C, while I am just a 34B. You need to go with me to pick out clothes so we can be sure that they fit.” 


     And so I went with her. I had come into the thrift store to pick up a pair of shorts and maybe a tee shirt or two. But I would be leaving with much, much more –  a new body, a new sex, and a new wardrobe. 


     I let Megan pick out my new clothes as we pushed the cart down the aisles. I just couldn’t bring myself to do it, to even touch the stuff on my own. At first, I refused to answer when she asked if I like a particular color or style. 


     But as she held up sundress after sundress and tank top after tank top, she eventually wore me down and, God help me, I started responding to her questions and even choosing an item or two myself. Eventually, we filled the cart with shorts, tops, flirty skirts, and dresses, most all of which were soft, skimpy, tight, and/or revealing. Some of it was adorned with lace, bows, and/or glitter. Too much of it was shiny and silky. 


     “You can wear my shoes,” Megan said as I stared in disbelief at the feminine wardrobe that we had compiled for me. “We’re the same size there. But we’ll have to stop somewhere else to buy you new bras and panties. You don’t want those to be used.” 


     When I didn’t respond, she shook my shoulder. “Earth to Kaylee,” she said. “Did you hear me? 


     I nodded, “Uh, yeah,” I said. “Buy underwear somewhere else. 


     “And I’m Dylan, not Kaylee.” 


     Megan laughed. “For the next week, you’re not,” she said. “For the next week, you’re Kaylee Reynolds, my best friend who moved away and now is staying with me for a week. 


     “And we’re going to have sooo much fun! Oh, wait … bikinis, you’re gonna need bikinis!” 


     After we added those to the cart, Megan pushed it to the front of the store. I followed, the reality of my predicament weighing heavily on my shoulders and Kaylee Reynolds’ 36C breasts weighing heavily on my chest. 


     Tracey was nowhere to be seen. But Janis was behind the counter and a man with his back to us seemed to be patting himself down as if searching for something. 


     “We’re all set,” Megan told Janis who nodded and yelled to the man, “They’re ready to go.” 


     When he turned to face us, he smiled and said, “Hi there, girls. Guess who I used to be?” 


     “Eeeeeeew!” I screamed. Megan joined me. We harmonized nicely. 


     “Girls! Quiet!” he said. “Don’t you like the new me? 


     Giving no thought to the gesture. I grabbed Megan’s arm for support, both emotional and physical, I suspect. She put her free hand on top of my mine. I used my other to push hair out of my face  –  again. We stared in disbelief.  


     “Mom?” she asked. “Is that you? What in the world did you do?” 


     The new male Tracey flexed his muscles in a body builder’s pose. Dressed in jeans and a tee shirt, he was about 6-2 and well built with short black hair. If I were a girl, I might think he was attractive. 


     Yeeeeew! I was a girl. Oh, no, I wasn’t even going to go there. 


      “Yes!” I said. “Tracey, what in the hell did you do?” 


     Tracey gestured toward the door. “Come on girls,” he said. “I’ll explain while we put Kaylee’s clothes in the car. “I can’t wait to see what it’s like being a man for a week.” 


     Megan grabbed the arm of the man who had been her mother less than an hour ago. 


     “Wait,” she said. “If you get to do it, so do I!” 


     Standing there in shock, I ran my hands through my long, blonde hair. “Oh, crap!” I screamed. “I don’t believe this!” 


     Janis  smiled and nodded her head knowingly. “Hey, people like magic,” she said. “And if it’s only for a short time, they like the idea of being someone else, walking in someone else’s shoes, especially someone of the opposite sex.” 


     Despite myself, I laughed. “Well, I might be the exception to that rule,” I said.  


     Janis put her hand on my shoulder. “I don’t doubt that’s how you feel now, especially since you weren’t given a choice,” she said. “A week from today, though, you might feel different about the adventure you’re about to have.” 


       


     *     *     *     *     * 


     As we loaded clothes for me in my SUV, as well as a few for the two new guys in my life, I noticed the magic mirror lying in the back. “What’s up with this?” I asked. 


     Tracey pushed in the last of the clothes and put her large, muscular arm around me. It felt weird encircling my new, softer body. But it also felt oddly comforting –  until suddenly I felt flushed and all fuzzy in my stomach. Without warning my knees buckled a bit. But thank goodness, she didn’t notice. I had no idea how I could explain what had just happened with this body because I didn’t know myself.    


      “I convinced Janis to let me bring the mirror so that we can change back as soon as the week is up,” she said. “You know how it is in stories and movies where stuff like this happens. We could come back in a week and the store would be closed or burned down and then what would we do. I didn’t want to take that chance.” 


     “No argument from me,” I said. “Where are my jeans? The keys are in one of the pockets.” 


      “I’ve got them,” Tracey said as she headed for the driver’s side front door. “I tossed your jeans in back. I’m the adult here right now, so I’d better drive, especially since it looks like you’re wearing clown shoes.” 


     She was right. My adult men’s running shoes did look like clown’s shoes on Kaylee’s small feet.  


     Megan laughed. “Don’t worry,” she said as she opened the passenger side front door for me. “Mine are all yours for a week. I won’t be needing them. She was at least 6 feet tall now, with brown hair and eyes and a crooked smile. She might have been a year or two older than the new me. And there was that butterflies-in-the-stomach feeling again. Yikes! 


     “But, hey, Dad, we need to go shopping. Kaylee needs some bras and panties and you and I need some men’s shoes –  and jockey shorts,” Megan said. 


     In the car, Tracey said that we should decide right away who we were and what our relationship was going to be to each other for a week. 


     “I’m still going to be Tracy,” she said, “but without the ‘e.’ And, Kaylee, it probably is best that we keep calling you that, since that’s who you look like to us. Is that okay?” 


     I nodded, with my arms crossed across my breasts to minimize bouncing. “That’s just peachy,” I said.  


     “I want to be Michael,” Megan said from the back seat. 


     “Okay, we’ve settled that,” Tracey replied. “Now, it would make sense to me, Michael, that you’re my son, and, Kaylee, you’re his girl friend.” 


     I shook my head. “And how do you explain this new father and son living in your house with the son’s girl friend?” I asked. “Where are Tracey and her daughter, Megan?” 


     “Simple,” she replied, as she turned into the driveway. “We’re not going to be living here. We’re going to spend the next week at the beach. It’s only a three-hour drive, and no one will even give us a second thought.” 


     “Yay!” the new Michael yelled happily from the back seat. 


     “Yay,” I said morosely, but acknowledging that what the father of my boy friend said made sense. 


     After we stopped at Tracey’s house to drop off the mirror and clothes and get a pair of Megan’s sandals for me to wear, I experienced what was, without question, the most embarrassing hour of my life. The only saving grace was that I didn’t have to try on the bras, since Megan knew my size. But still I had to sort through them, as they watched and offered advice on various styles and colors.  And I had to do so with the knowledge that I was buying these soft, silky, and sexy garments for me, not my girl friend.  


     Then it got worse. “You know, Dad,” Michael said. “We should get Kaylee a couple of new bikinis too. We picked up a couple at the thrift store, but a girl never can have enough.” 


       


     *    *     *     *  


       


     I awakened to pounding on the door. What the …  


     I looked around in bewilderment and then realized where I was, a beachside motel. Since the official tourist season didn’t begin for another week or two, finding vacancies late yesterday had been easy. Tracy used my driver’s license and credit card to secure a room for him and Michael and one for me. Although she was bigger and broader than I had been as a man, the facial resemblance and hair color were close enough –  as long as someone wasn’t paying close attention. 


     “Just a minute!” I shouted. “Just a minute! I’m coming!”  


     My God, is that an irritating voice,  I thought, as I pulled myself onto the side of the bed, realizing to my embarrassment that voice was mine. Long, tangled hair cascaded into my face. I brushed it away with the back of a hand, as my sleep-filled eyes focused on long, smooth legs peaking out of –  what did Michael call them? –  tap pants. Who wears stuff like this to sleep in? 


     “A teenage girl,” a little voice in my head told me. My “sleep” top was even worse, a tiny thing with thin shoulder straps that barely covered my breasts. Michael had laid them out for me to sleep in the night before. But I didn’t have to wear them. Why did I? 


     “Kaylee! Open up, please! I have something for you.” 


     “Coming!” I said, as I stood up and stumbled to the door, my new center of gravity still making movement seem strange and unnatural. 


     I opened the door and bright light blinded me. “Come in and close the door. What time is it anyway?” 


     Clad in cargo shorts and blue polo shirt, Tracy stepped inside with a small cardboard box and closed the door. “It’s after 9. Michael and I were getting worried about you. 


     “Did you sleep all right?” he asked. 


     “What do you think?” I replied. 


     He laughed. “You sound just like Megan when she’s grumpy,” Tracy said. “Get over it. Here, this should make you happy. 


     “It’s girl stuff,” he added before I could ask about the box. “Stuff you’re going to need besides clothes, like makeup, personal care products, and jewelry.” 


     I threw my hands in the air. “Oh, yes!” I gushed sarcastically. “That just makes me ecstatic!” 


     Tracy laughed. “You know, if I didn’t know better, I’d say that you’d just started your … “ 


     I cut him off. “Don’t you dare say the ‘p’ word. Don’t you dare!” 


     He didn’t. Instead, he put my hair up in a ponytail, which did a surprising amount of good to improve my attitude. Next to those 36Cs, the hair was what bugged me the most. 


     “Now, we have to get you dressed, and then I’ll show you about makeup,” he said. “You did shower last night, didn’t you?” 


     I nodded my head. “That’s a big reason I didn’t sleep so well,” I said. 


     Tracy pulled a  bra from the dresser drawer. “Okay, pull off that top and I’ll show you how to put this on.” 


     I gave him a look. 


     “You’re right,” he said. “I understand. I’ll turn around. You take off the top and turn your back to me. Then I’ll turn back and hand you the bra. You put your arms through the straps and place the cups over your breasts. I’ll snap the strap in back and check to make sure it fits properly. We might have to adjust the straps. Then I’ll show you about the makeup.” 


     His plan worked –  until  time came for him to check the fit. “Uh, I’m sorry,” Tracy said in a ragged voice from behind me. “You’re going to have to do the rest on your own.” 


     I turned around to ask what was wrong and didn’t have to. My eyes followed his to the large bulge in his shorts. 


     I stifled a smirk. “Uh, yes, I see.” 


     His face turned bright red. “We’ll meet you in 30 minutes in the motel cafe for breakfast,” he said as he made a hasty departure. 


     After I closed the door, I leaned against it and laughed. “Welcome to manhood, Tracy,” I said. “You and Megan wanted to do this. Now let’s see how you like it.” 


     Then, in the mirror above the sink in the bathroom alcove, I saw the reflection of a cute teen girl wearing a lavender bra and tap pants. For some reason, it didn’t bother me as much as it should have. Perhaps it had something to do with Tracy’s bulge. I had done that. The girl in the mirror smiled.  


       


     *     *     *     *     * 


       


     During late Sunday breakfast, we made plans. Tracy and Michael were eager to get out on the beach and go topless in their new male bodies. “Come with us,” Michael said eagerly. “You’re probably not supposed to, but you can go topless too. I won’t complain.” 


     He laughed. “Sorry. I really didn’t mean that. It’s just that I’m feeling so strong and free in this body.” 


     I finished up my scrambled eggs and said, “Don’t worry about,” I said. “Enjoy yourself out there on the beach. With lots of girls around you, I think you’re going to feel something else too. Ask your Dad.” 


     I patted Tracy’s hand and smiled. “Thanks for the girl stuff,” I added. “Since you didn’t have time to show me, I can just Google about how to put on makeup. Mostly, I’m just going to stay in my room today and practice so I don’t embarrass myself the rest of the week.” 


     And that’s what I did. I almost poked an eye out, but, finally, after scrubbing off lots of mistakes, I was at least adequate at applying eye makeup. I also learned that I should spray a whiff of perfume into the air and step into it, instead of applying directly to my body. Better to be alluring than overpowering, the online article said. 


     Maybe I’ll just skip the perfume, I thought. I didn’t like either option. 


     About 6 p.m., I called the guys’ room and asked Michael to come over and help me get dressed. I wasn’t ready yet to wear a dress and I was tired of tiny, tight shorts. So I had decided on a blue and white floral print romper. At least that’s what Michael had called it. More specifically, he said it was a skort romper.  


     Just before he knocked on the door, I impulsively decided to do the perfume thing. “Nice,” I said softly, as I inhaled the slight floral scent. 


     “Can you zip me up?” I asked Michael when he stepped inside. I pulled my hair up off my neck and over my left shoulder. 


     “Sure,” he said. He stepped up behind me, and pulled up the zipper. 


     “You smell nice,” he said, as I felt his hot breath on my bare shoulders.  


     “Do I?” I asked innocently. “Thank you.” 


     I turned around to face him, intentionally staying just inches away. “How was your day?” I asked, looking into his brown eyes with my blue, which now sported large, dark lashes. “Did you and Tracy have a good time?” 


     Then, slowly and deliberately, I lowered my gaze. Having been a teenage boy myself, I knew about raging male hormones and erections so rigid they were painful. Even through his jeans, I could see that was what Michael was experiencing. 


     “Is that a pistol in your pocket or are you happy to see me?” I asked. 


     Even if he didn’t get the reference, he understood my point. He blushed an even darker shade of red than Tracy had that morning. 


     “Uh, we’ll see you at dinner,” he said as he headed out the door. “You look great, by the way. Bye.” 


     At dinner, both said that their day have been relaxing and enjoyable, but uneventful. They had enjoyed looking at all the girls in  bikinis and now knew lots more about how and why men were aroused, they added.  


     “I’ll bet you do,” I said innocently, as I wiped my lips.  


     “I want to learn more too,” Tracy laughed. “I’m going to stop by that bar down the beach. Why don’t you two go for a walk?” 


     Michael didn’t say anything. He looked down at the remains of his pasta. 


     “Michael, Mike, are you okay?” Tracy asked.  


     “Uh, sure, I’m okay,” he replied. “We can go for a walk,  I guess.” 


     So we did. I swung sandal wedges with my left hand as we walked side by side in the sand, our hands noticeably not touching. A breeze lifted my hair and it whispered across my shoulders. 


     “I’m sorry I teased you back in the room,” I said. “It was a mean thing to do.” 


     As if on cue, we both stopped. I looked up into this face, his five-o’clock shadowed highlighted in the moonlight. 


     “Oh, that’s okay,” he said. “By intentionally turning into a guy, I was asking for it, and you didn’t have any choice in what happened to you. It was my fault too.” 


     I touched his arm. “And Tracy’s fault too,” I added with a laugh. “I did the same thing to her this morning. That’s when I realized I had this power, you know?” 


     “I do know,” Michael chuckled. “Boy, do I know. This thing between my legs seems to have a mind of its own and it feels like I don’t have any control of it when I’m close to … well, you know, a pretty girl like you.” 


     I leaned up on tiptoes and kissed him on the cheek. “That’s nice of you to say,” I said. “And I have to admit that getting a rise out of you two was a turn-on for me too. It made my stomach feel all warm and filled with butterflies and my breasts … “ 


     Michael interrupted, “And your nipples too!” 


     Now I felt myself blush.   


     “I can see them poking into the fabric of your romper,” he said. “That’s another good reason to wear a bra.” 


     We started walking again. Impulsively I grabbed his hand and we stopped a second time. I leaned up and kissed him a second time on his scratchy cheek. “Hey, you’re right,” I said with a sly grin, as I ran my hand lightly over the top of the romper. “I guess my kissing you makes them do that, huh?” 


     Michael pulled his hand out of mine and covered his eyes. “Geez, Kaylee! Stop that!”  


     I playfully poked him in the chest. 


     “We’re going to be this way for the next five days,” I said. “There’s nothing we can do about it. We can be hesitant and scared and let ourselves get embarrassed easily by the weirdness of it all.  


     “Or we make the best of it and decide to be who we appear to be –  boy friend and girl friend. Not just act like it. Really be those people. 


     “Are you up for that?” 


     Michael reached down and kissed me, not on the cheek, but on the lips. 


     “I am,” he said. 


     We walked back to the motel holding hands. 


       


     *     *     *     *    * 


     And for the next five days, that’s exactly what we were, with me wearing bikinis and sundresses and adorning myself with makeup, perfume, ankle bracelets, and hoop earrings. For his part, Michael opened doors for me, pulled out my chair at restaurants, and carried all the packages when we went shopping. When it was just the two of us, he paid for meals and admission to movies. 


     We rubbed sun block liberally on each other’s bodies. I gave him back rubs and nibbled on his ears. He liked to step up behind me, put his arms under mine, and  squeeze my breasts. “Surprise!” he’d say.  


     His touching me like that always sent an electric jolt from my breasts down into my tummy and then my knees weakened. It was amazing! And then I understood what was going on that first day when Tracy put her big, strong arm around me. 


     After giving Michael enough time for a good, long squeeze, I’d turn into his arms and we’d kiss.  


     As time passed, we kissed more and more often, first short and sweet and then long, deep, and even sweeter, especially after dinner, when Tracy left us to go back to the bar. 


     “You think he’s seeing a woman?” I asked Michael as we walked along the beach.  


     I wasn’t in a romper this time. I was wearing an orange bikini with tropical flowers that my boy friend had picked out for me. I had pinned up my hair, with a few wisps framing my face. He had taken off his shirt and, bare-chested, his muscles glistened in the glow of a bright moon.  


     “I hope he’s seeing a woman,” Michael said. “I hope that he’s enjoying himself the way that we are.” 


     I leaned into his broader, masculine frame and put my small arm around his waist. He put his arm over my shoulder and pulled me even closer. His fingers gently tickled the soft, sensitive flesh above my bikini top. 


     “You know, we’ve got only two days left after tonight,” he said. “You want to take this to the next level?” 


     We stopped and I looked up into his eyes. “What do you mean ‘next level’? What else do boy friends and girl friends do these days besides hold hands, kiss a little, and walk on the beach?” 


     Suddenly, Michael slapped my plump bottom and then swept me up into his arms. I giggled insanely. 


     “I’ll show you what they do, you big tease,” he grinned, as he leaned in and kissed me deeply and passionately. 


     Once I regained my breath, I reached down and squeezed the manhood tenting his swim trunks. 


     “Okay, show me,” I said.  


       


     *     *     *     * 


       


     Saturday morning came too soon. For the trip back home, I dressed in the sundress that had become my favorite, white with thigh-length hem, a tight bodice with clearly defined cups and lace shoulder straps. I wore a satin, strapless bra underneath and white cotton panties with a tiny red bow in front. I kept my blonde hair loose and I had applied subtle makeup and stepped into a perfume mist for the last time. In less than 8 hours, I’d be a 40-year-old man again and all of this would seem a dream. 


     Tracy and Michael carried out my luggage and my girly stuff box. 


     Tracy hadn’t revealed whether he had a summer fling with a woman. And standing here in the bright sunlight, with a return to reality growing closer with every second, my Dylan brain reawakened from several days of dormancy. Suddenly, the thought of my girl friend having sex with someone else was uncomfortable, even if  she was my boy friend’s father and I was her son’s girl friend.  


     Still, I hoped that he did have the full guy experience. It was only fair. After all, I had the full girl experience for three nights with Michael.  I had it on the beach. And I had it in my bed. I had it missionary style, buckin’ bronco style, and missionary style. And I had it in ways that defied description. Who knew this soft, curvy body was so flexible –  and accommodating? 


     And it was all good because I had once been a man myself, and I knew how little self-control a teenage guy has on the first go-round of the evening. So, I took things into my own hands, you might say, to ensure mutual pleasure later on. 


     “Oh. My God!” Michael said the first time. “That feels so good. But … you’re not going to pull it off, are you?”               


     I laughed and kissed his nose. “Not a chance,” I said. “I’m just warming you up for the main event.” 


     After his release and relaxation, I curled up against his bare chest and gently fondled him, knowing that it wouldn’t be long until he was eager to go again. 


     “You know, you can do this to yourself when you’re feeling really horny,” I whispered playfully. 


     “Really?” he asked, his brown eyes growing wide. 


     “Really,” I replied, raising up to play with the hair on his chest with my free hand. “Only it won’t be quite as enjoyable as when I do it for you.” 


     I snuggled in again. “And it will help if you think about me when you’re doing it,” I added. 


     Only now Michael’s days as a male –  and my boy friend –  were about to end, as departure from our beach vacation was just seconds away.   


      “Well, it was a heck of a week,” Tracy said as he slammed shut the back of the SUV. “I hope you kids enjoyed it as much as I did.” 


     With a wicked smile he watched as Michael and I glanced at one another and then away. I felt my face glow in embarrassment. 


     “I think you did,” he laughed. “And for the trip home, why don’t you two sit in the back seat together so you can hold hands.” 


     Michael started to protest. “That’s not … ” he began. But the effort was half-hearted and we all knew it.  


     “No, I insist,” Tracy said as he climbed into the driver’s seat. Michael opened the door for me. I stepped in, smoothed my dress under my bottom, and sat down. He slid in next to me. 


     “And one other thing,” Tracy added, as he looked at us in the rearview mirror. “I hope that you two used condoms. I certainly did.” 


       


     *     *     *     * 


       


     On the trip home, conversation was extremely awkward for awhile, and Michael and I intentionally avoided touching one another. It was painful. 


     Finally, Tracy said, “Oh, you two, lighten up. Don’t be embarrassed by what you did in those bodies. I’m not.  It was natural. We were different people while we were at the beach. I was a single adult male looking for  a female companion. And you were a couple with raging, teen hormones.” 


     He drove on in silence for another mile or two, and then added. “In the beginning, we might all have thought that our old brains were in charge of our new bodies. But they weren’t. Our bodies were. 


     “I realized it when I had an erection that first day in your room, Kaylee,” he added. 


     “You too?” Michael exclaimed, and we all laughed. The mood instantly lightened. 


     “Sorry about that boys,” I grinned.  


     “No, you’re not,” Michael said, as he pulled me close and squeezed my bare shoulders. 


     “No, I’m not,” I said, as I kissed him and grabbed his hand. 


     “See?” Tracy said. “It was a great week.” 


     Relaxed now, we shared with each other what it was like to be the opposite sex for a week. As we did so, we realized what was good about our old lives. And somewhere along the way, Michael and I stopped holding hands. 


     As we crossed the city limits, Tracey said, “I’m looking forward to being Tracy with an ‘e’ again.” 


     Michael chimed in with “And I want to be Megan again. I’d rather cause erections than have them.” 


     We laughed for a second time, and I added in my teen girl voice, “And I’d rather have them!” 


     But when we turned onto Tracy’s street and saw the smoldering remains of her house, happy talk abruptly ended. 


     “Dammit, Megan!” Tracy shouted. “You didn’t unplug the toaster!” 


     We pulled to the curb and observed the blackened ruins. The mirror couldn’t possibly have survived. If the heat didn’t destroy it, then the firemen certainly did  as they battled the blaze. 


     “What now?” Michael asked. 


     We sat in silence and contemplated our predicament. Of course, loss of the house and everything inside was a huge concern. But for right now, there were more important questions than where we were going to live. Were Tracy and Michael fated to be men for the rest of their lives? Was I permanently a buxom blonde? 


     Abruptly, and gratefully, I had an idea. “If Janis had one of those mirrors in the her magic shop, then she might have another,” I said. 


     And, as luck would have it, she did. 


     “Sure, I have a couple of more in storage,” she said, after we sped to the store and ran inside. “What happened to the one that you took home?” 


     Tracy told her.  


     “Oh, that’s not good,” the store owner said. “I’ll bet you panicked there for a bit, didn’t you?” 


     Then she looked at the three of us, especially me in my short, flirty sundress and sandal wedges.  


     “Or did you?” she grinned. 


     “Believe me, we did!” I said emphatically.  


     “Oh, okay, just wanted to make sure,” she said as she started for the back and we followed. As she unlocked the door, she looked back at us and paused, a look of concern on her face. 


     “But you’re going to need some of your old clothes to become yourselves again,” she said.  “You have some don’t you?” 


     “Oh, crap!” Tracy cried. 


     Janis smiled and nodded knowingly. “They burned up with the house, didn’t they?” 


     She turned to face us, put her hands on her hips, and said, “Well, boys and girls, this is a thrift store, after all. If you don’t want to stay who you are now, you’ve got lots of options.” 


     Michael and I looked at one another. “Well, if we can’t  be our old selves … ” I said, crossing my arms and legs demurely in front of me. 


     My tall, handsome boy friend nodded his head knowingly. “You’re right,” he said, “If we can’t be …” 


     Tracy stared in disbelief.  “Oh, no!” she screamed. “Oh, no. You’re not serious!” 


     Janis relocked the door. “I’m not surprised,” she said. “Happens all the time.”  


       


       


       


       


       


     2. Beach Babe 


       


       


     Something wasn’t right. The morning light in the room? The firmness of the bed? The softness of the pillow? I couldn’t put my finger on it. 


     And then I did. Actually, I put all of my fingers on both of them –  after I looked down to see two prominent bumps on my chest. 


     Breasts! I had breasts! And nipples! I squeezed them. Yes, they were real. And, yes, they were mine. They were under a soft pink shirt, which almost matched the shade of polish on my nails.  


     One hand went high, to find long, dark blonde hair on my shoulders. I stared in disbelief at the strands as my other hand went low and found – - nothing! Well, there were the silky panties, but nothing was inside them except a little fuzz.  


     Oh, my God! I was a woman. Why was I a woman? And where was I? Suddenly I sensed that someone was sharing the bed with me on my right.  I was afraid to look, but I had to. This was insane. It couldn’t be real. It had to be a particularly vivid dream. Make that a nightmare. I feared that I had been drinking too much lately, as work was very stressful and I had no time for a personal life. This was the consequence. 


     But I had squeezed my nipples on my breasts. I had felt the void between my legs.   


     And I was certain that someone was next to me. I reluctantly turned my head, fearing I would see a man, some stranger who was my husband or lover in this altered reality. Instead, I saw … My daughter? 


     She was lying on her left side, looking at me with those green eyes that I knew so well.  


     “Hi, Dad,” she said. “I guess you’re wondering what’s going on, huh?” 


     Suddenly, I felt my eyes grow large in disbelief and delayed panic finally washed over me. I started to scream, but Rachael put her hand over my mouth.  


     “Shhh!” she whispered. “Mom and Tommy are in the next room. You’ll scare them. Try to calm down and I’ll tell you what happened.” 


     I nodded my head and regained control. When she removed her hand, I hissed, “What the Hell is going on? Why am I a woman?” 


     Rachael smiled, put her hand over my shoulder and pulled me close. “Oh, Dad, I’m so sorry,” she said. “This is all my fault. But you’re not a woman, you’re … “ 


     Just then my 10-year-old son, Tommy, burst in from the adjoining room. “Come on, you dumb ol’ girls!” he yelled. “We’re going to the beach!” 


     Then he looked directly at me and said, “Becky, will you help me build a sand castle?” 


     Huh? Becky? Who did he think I was? More to the point, who was I? 


     Rachael intervened. “Yes, she will, sweetie,” she said. “Now you go back to your room and close the door, so we can put on our bikinis.” 


     As Tommy closed the door, Rachael anticipated that once again I was about to scream. She softly put her hand over my mouth a second time. “Shhh!” she said again. “I’ll explain. 


     “You’re not a woman. You’re my sister, Rebecca. Or “Becky,” as Tommy called you. We’re on vacation in Florida, just liked we used to do when you and Mom were still together. I wanted it to be the way it used to be, all of us together, having fun. That’s why I made the wish. But I didn’t expect this.” 


     Sarah and I had been married for 16 years, when we divorced a year ago. It had been an amicable parting. We were to have joint custody of Rachael, who was 15 at the time, and Tommy.  But then a few months later, I had taken a job nearly 1,000 miles away. It was an opportunity that I just couldn’t pass up. The downside was I wouldn’t get to see my daughter and son nearly as much as all of us would have liked. In fact, I hadn’t seen them since I moved. 


     Only now, here I was, in bed with my daughter –  as her sister. 


     When they arrived at the motel the night before, Rachael had seen a falling star, and, as she explained, wished “that we could be on vacation as a family again.” 


     Whoever is in charge of wish fulfillment evidently has a perverse sense of humor. 


     “I meant for you to be here with us as yourself, Dad,” Rachael said. “Not as my sister. I’m so sorry.” 


     Despite my predicament, I smiled. I couldn’t be mad at my little princess. “But why do you know who I really am and Tommy doesn’t?” I asked, noticing how high and girlish my voice sounded. 


     “I don’t know,” she said, as she tossed the sheets off us and pulled me out of bed. “I’ve told you everything I know, and I’m so, so sorry. But now we have to put on our bikinis. We’re going to the beach!” 


     What?!  How could she so compassionately apologize one second and then tell me I had to put on a bikini and pretend to be her sister in the next? 


     Her younger sister, as it turns out. She was taller than I, and her breasts were a little larger –  although mine certainly were big enough. 


     “What else can we do, Becky?” she said with her hands on her hips as she emphasized my new name. “You’re my sister now, and Tommy’s, and your Mom’s daughter. And we’re on vacation together at the beach, just like I wished for –  only not how I wanted it to be.” 


     Then she smiled sadly and pulled me to her for a hug. We were close enough in height that our breasts pressed together. It felt intimate and comforting … and weird.  


     “But we have to do this now,” she said. “You have to do this. We’ll talk about it later and try to figure out how we can fix it when we can be alone together, maybe tonight. For today, though, you’re my sister, Becky.”  


     I pulled away, and shook my head. “No, way,” I said. “I’m the adult in the room –  although I might not look like it. I say that we tell Sarah what happened. She’ll believe us.” 


     Rachael was pulling off her night shirt. I turned my head, embarrassed to see her 16-year-old body wearing only panties. 


      “No, she won’t,” she said. “In this reality, you’re her daughter and you’ve always been her daughter. Didn’t you see how it was with Tommy? If we do that, she will just get mad at both of us and say that we’re trying to ruin her vacation. Come on, Becky –  I mean, Dad –  please play along for today.” 


     I nodded, unhappy but accepting of the  reality. I mean, what else could I do? If I knew of anything –  anything at all –  I would have done it. “I guess you’re right,” I said. “I have to go to the bathroom.” 


      More than needing bladder relief, I wanted to be out of the room when Rachael took off her panties and put on her bikini. In the bathroom, I saw my reflection for the first time. Yes, I was my ex-wife’s daughter, all right. I could see the resemblance. My eyes looked like Rachael’s. Yes, I was younger than she was, no doubt about it. And I had braces. Braces! Light pink ones, which matched my shirt and nail polish. 


     After pulling panties down my smooth legs, I lifted my shirt and sat down on the toilet, for another first. Yes, it is different for girls. Fortunately, I remembered seeing Sarah teach Rachael about what to do afterward. 


     When I opened the bathroom door, Rachael was standing there in a yellow bikini. Her dark blonde hair, the same shade as mine, was in a high pony tail. She was adorable. 


     “This one is yours,” she said of the small scraps of cloth in her hand.    


     “I found it in your suitcase on the other side of the bed. Come on, I’ll help you put it on and then I’ll put your hair up like mine.” 


     Of course, my bikini was hot pink.  


     Rachael wanted me to stand in front of a full-length mirror as she dressed me. I refused. But after she dropped the neck support string over my head, pulled the top down over my breasts, and snapped it in back, she firmly moved me in front of the mirror to do my hair. The weight on my neck and the bounce of my boobs made a little tingle in my stomach and sent chills down my mostly bare spine. 


     “There,” she said, as she finished up and put her hands on my bare shoulders. “Rachael and Rebecca, sisters forever.” 


     The she realized what she had said. “Oops. Sorry about that. What I meant was sisters for today and then back to normal soon. At least we’re all here together on vacation again, right, Dad?” 


       


     *     *     *     *     * 


       


     I did help Tommy build a sand castle, and it was the highlight of my day. It allowed me to forget for a little while who I appeared to be and just have fun with my son. The rest was a continuation of the nightmare that began when I felt breasts on my chest and a void between my legs. More accurately, it was an intensification of the nightmare. 


     In the motel room, at least, I was alone with Rachael, and she knew who I really was. That made a huge difference for me in coping with the situation. 


     But then I had go outside, wearing a pink bikini and flowered flip-flops, to be greeted by my ex-wife, who now believed that I was her daughter. “Oh, don’t you two look cute,” she said. “Come on, Tommy and the Morrisons are already in the van.” 


     The Morrisons? Oh, crap! The Morrison family consisted of Sarah’s best friend, Beth, and her son, Matt, who had to be about –  Oh, crap again! –  my age. They lived about 100 miles away from the house where I used to live with my wife and children, but Beth and Sarah had kept in constant touch since their college days together. 


     Beth was in the front passenger seat, Matt the second, and Tommy the third. Matt’s eyes brightened and he grinned from ear to ear when he saw me. “Hi, Becky!” he said. 


     “Hi, yourself,” I replied, hating the sound of my teen-girl voice.  


     I paused at the door, not wanting to sit next to this horny kid who obviously had the hots for who he thought was a girl his age. 


     “Come on, Becky, get in,” Rachael said, trying to push me forward. My breasts bounced and my beach bag bumped against my feminine hips, but I somehow managed to stand firm.  


     “Okay, then,” she said, as she stepped around me and joined Tommy in the third row. Oh, crap again! Why didn’t I think of that? Now I had to sit with Matt.  


     I stepped up into the van, still feeling awkward because of my new center of gravity, and Sarah pulled the sliding door closed. I sat as close to the door, and as far away from Matt, as possible. But that tactic was short-lived. He moved closer to me. So close, in fact, his shoulder brushed mine. “Wanna play Frisbee when we get to the beach?,” he asked. “Or maybe we can look for sea shells together.”  


     My immediate instinct was revulsion. I mean, he was a nice kid and all, as I remembered from when Sarah and I were married. But I was a heterosexual male. I had fathered two children. I wanted to throw up. Instead, I smiled. Huh? Where did that come from? 


     Even worse, I realized that the slight touch of his bare skin seemed to burn mine in a disturbingly pleasant way. It also ignited that tingle in my tummy again. “Maybe,” I managed to mumble, although I swear that I didn’t intend to say that.  


     I was mortified and embarrassed after I did. I was painfully aware that Rachael in the seat behind us was seeing and hearing everything. Still, I smiled at him again, stunned by how blue his eyes were. Oh, crap! I was a 40-year-old father on the inside and a 14-year-old girl on the outside, and, despite my best efforts, the girl was winning!  


     At the beach, Matt wanted to put lotion on my back. But Rachael stepped in, thank goodness, and said that, as sisters, we always did that for each other. I was so glad that she did. It kept me from saying, “no,” and hurting his feelings or “yes,” and taking one more giant step into female adolescence and consequences that I didn’t want to contemplate.  


     As Tommy and Matt raced down to the water and Sarah and Beth spread blankets, Rachael whispered in my ear, as she rubbed lotion on my shoulder and back. “What’s going on, Becky? You act like you really like Matt. You’re …  not a girl.” 


     “You’re telling me!” I whispered back. “I don’t like it any better than you do. It’s like I’m not in control. This body is. And this body seems to like Matt. You’ve got to run interference for me. When he gets too close, I might say or do something to encourage him even more.” 


     After I put lotion on Rachael, we lay down on a blanket, side-by-side on our stomachs, to soak up the sun. We turned our heads to face each other, green eyes staring into green.  “I’ll do what I can,” she said softly. “But I don’t know why you have to be that way.” 


     Then she closed her eyes. 


      “You’re the one who did this,” I said. “You tell me.” I turned my head away. I was hurt and confused and … couldn’t stand feeling my boobs being pressed into the sand.  


     I turned on my back. That was even worse. Now they seemed to be in my face, young firm breasts encased in hot pink, with a valley of cleavage between. If I had been a boy Matt’s age, instead of a girl, I would have come in my swim trunks. I looked down toward the water and saw that Tommy and Matt were throwing a Frisbee well down the beach. Thank goodness! 


     “I’m going swimming,” I said. 


     That was no better. The cool water made my nipples hard. And there was that tingle again. Surely, “normal” girls weren’t this easily turned on. But because of my new flotation devices, it was easier to bob around on the surface than it had been when I was a man, a small consolation. My arms spread, my eyes closed, I relaxed and enjoyed my unexpected vacation as a beach babe. 


       


     *     *     *     *     * 


       


     Mother Nature spared me from even more embarrassment and possible disapproval from my daughter, who was now my big sister. A summer thunderstorm chased us away from the beach before I had to decide whether I should accept Matt’s invitation to “look for sea shells together.” That could had led to him taking my hand or even trying to kiss me, a possibility that made me light-headed just considering. Whether that light-headed feeling was because of fear or longing, I don’t know. And I didn’t want to think about it. 


     Rachael managed to keep us apart on the way back to the motel too. When Matt climbed into the van’s second seat, hoping that I would follow him, she jumped in. That left the back seat for Tommy and me, a safer and less stressful location for someone who had been a man for 40 years, but now was a blonde in a bikini. Forced separation was the best way for me to avoid actions that were being more and more dictated by female hormones, and I was grateful to my daughter/sister for taking control of the situation. 


     Back at the motel, Sarah, Beth, and Rachael decided to go shopping before we went out to dinner that night. What else are women going to do on a beach vacation when it’s raining? 


     As the fourth female in the group, I did something also stereotypical of my new sex. I feigned a headache. I needed some time alone to think about my life in this new reality and how I was going to handle it until Rachael and I figured out how to restore my old life. 


     “I’ll be okay,” I said. “I just need to lie down for awhile and be quiet. Maybe take a nap. I want to be all better when we go out to dinner tonight.” 


     Sarah was reluctant, but Rachael convinced her that was the best for me.   


     “Becky told me that she was starting to feel it at the beach,” she said. “Maybe it’s from too much sun.” 


     Thanks, sis! I cheered silently. 


     “Okay. But I’m sorry that you don’t feel like going,” Sarah said. “Tell you what, I’ll bring you back something pretty to wear tonight!” 


     Oh, joy! I moaned silently. 


     “Thanks, Mom,” I said 


     Once they were gone, I  took off my bikini and headed to the bathroom for a shower, keeping my eyes closed as much as I could. I banged my head, elbows and knees a few times, but considered the pain less harmful to my psyche than the alternative. It had been bad enough having boobs and cleavage constantly remind me of my female body while we were at the beach. But thus far, I had avoided looking at what was now between my legs, and I intended to keep it that way. 


     Then, I actually did lie down and take a nap, after I  decided that lying on my back was the most comfortable position –  as long as I kept my eyes closed. Sarah and Rachael awakened me a couple of hours later. 


     “Oh, Becky, wait until you see what we got for you. It’s so cute. I know you’re going to love it!,” Sarah said as they came through the door from the adjoining room.” 


     Groggy from a deep sleep, I at first didn’t know what was going on.  But as I raised up, long, blonde hair hung in my eyes, weight dragged on my chest under my pink shirt, and quickly I remembered. Oh, crap. 


     “Hi, Mom. Hi, Rachael,” I said, remembering that I was the father, but dutifully playing my new role as the daughter. “Did you guys have fun?” 


     “Yes, we did, sweetie,” Sarah said. “Now you girls put on your new dresses and get ready. We’re going out to dinner in about an hour.” 


     And just as quickly as she entered, she was gone. Rachael closed the door. 


     She put our dresses on a chair near the door. Then, shaking her head, she walked over to the bed and sat down beside me. 


     “Man, does Matt have it bad for you,” Rachael said.  


     “Thanks, a lot,” I said. “That’s just what I need to hear. By myself here, I was starting to feel a little more secure about the real me. Now you tell me that.” 


     We sat quietly for a moment. 


     “You mean he likes me? What did he say?” I suddenly blurted out. “Don’t keep me in suspense. Tell me!” 


     My mouth fell open. So did Rachael’s. “Oh, my gosh,” I said. “Did I just say that? Oh, Rachael, I’m so confused. I’m your father. I’m not a boy-crazy girl. But this body seems to have a mind of its own.” 


     My big sis laughed. “You’re not telling me anything I don’t know, Becky. I’m a girl myself, remember?” 


     She told me that Matt wanted to know what I liked to do for fun and whether I had a boyfriend back home. “Of course, I told him you didn’t,” she said. 


     “Oh, good,” I eagerly replied, and then reigned in my girlish enthusiasm. “I mean, it’s good that I don’t have a boyfriend. I don’t want to have a boyfriend,” I said quickly, trying to cover my tracks. “I don’t want Matt to be my boyfriend.” 


     Was I trying too hard? 


     “You’re trying too hard,” Rachael said with slight smile, as she put her hand over mine. “But while we were shopping, I had time to think about what’s happened to you. I’m sorry that I got upset with you while we were at the beach. It’s not your fault. You’re trapped in that body. That’s who you are right now, Becky, my 14-year-old sister. You can’t help it if you find boys attractive.” 


     I shook my head vigorously, my hair swaying to and fro and my boobies bouncing. “No, I don’t like boys. I really don’t,” I said. “I’m saying things that I don’t  mean. I’ll get control of this until we can fix this somehow. You’ll see.” 


     Rachael nodded her head slightly, her smile replaced by a slightly sad expression. “Okay, Dad,” she said. “Whatever you say.  


     “Now, we better get dressed.” 


     Rachael had chosen a simple white, strapless dress for herself. Mine was a little pleated number with cut out shoulders. It was a medium shade of blue with  white flowers and it reached to about mid thigh, where it flared out. Sarah had been correct. I loved it! But I didn’t tell Rachael that. 


     “Are you sure  this is not too short?” I said. “I feel naked in it.” 


     Rachael laughed. “More naked than you did in a bikini?” 


     I laughed too. 


     “Just remember to keep your legs together when you sit down,” she said. 


     We both strapped on sandal wedges, before Rachael put light makeup on herself and then me. She sprayed a mist of perfume into the air and then gently pushed me into it. “Not overpowering. Just enough,” she said. 


     Finally,  with me smelling faintly of gardenias, she put me in front of the full-length mirror to brush out my hair. 


     “Okay, just one more thing,” she said. “I have to get a ribbon for your hair. You always wear a ribbon. It’s like your trademark.” 


     We both were smiling as she talked about my “trademark.” And then suddenly we weren’t. I turned around and looked up slightly at the teen who used to be my daughter. 


     “I’ve been a girl for less than a day. I’ve never had a ribbon in my hair in my life,” I said. “How can it be my trademark?” 


     Rachael frowned slightly. “I don’t know,” she said. “I don’t understand it. It’s just what I remember.” 


     Just then, the door opened and Sarah stepped in. “Let’s go, girls,” she said. “Oh, my goodness, Becky, I was right. You look beautiful in that dress.” 


     My former wife, now my mother, winked at me. “And Matt’s going to love you in it!” 


     I blushed. I felt it in my face, and I saw it as I looked in the mirror at the blonde girl with braces in the shapely, blue dress. 


     “Oh, Mom!” I said. “It’s not like that. We’re just friends.” 


     As she closed the door, Sarah smiled and said, “Okay, sweetie, whatever you say. Let’s go to dinner.” 


     I sat next to Matt in the van again. I guess it was by choice this time, although I was confused about everything that was happening. His hand lightly touched mine. I tried not to like it. Walking into the Italian restaurant, he actually took my hand in his. I tried not to like that too. With eyes enhanced by liner and mascara to attract the opposite sex, I glanced back at Rachael who saw what was happening. She smiled and mouthed, “It’s okay.” 


     I didn’t need that. I needed her help to keep from losing myself. I needed her to step between us. I needed my sister to remember that I was her father. 


     Or did I? 


     Matt and I sat next to one another at the table. He gently placed his left leg against my bare right one. I didn’t move mine away. After he ordered and returned his menu to the waiter, he dropped his hand below the table –  and onto my knee. 


     Wine! I needed wine! A glass or two would help me regain some sense of control and reassert my male self. But I was too young to drink. Way too young. Damn! 


     I watched enviously as Sarah and Beth sipped white wine and chatted intently about what they had been doing for the past few months. I glanced over at Rachael, who was looking at her phone –  perhaps a little too conspicuously. Tommy was playing a game on his. I pulled my hair back over my ear, licked my lips, and looked over at Matt. He was smiling at me. I smiled back and put my hand on top of his, which was still on my leg. 


     He was about to say something, something that I didn’t want to hear. Or maybe really wanted to. I didn’t know who I was anymore or what I wanted, although my body certainly seemed to. 


     “Excuse me,” I said hurriedly. “I have to go to the little girls’ room. Rachel, would you like to go with me?” 


     She looked up from her phone. “No, thanks,” she said. 


     “Rachael,” I said with more emphasis. “Would you like to go with me?” 


     Now I had her attention. “Oh, sure, Becky. Yes, I would.” 


     She put her phone in her purse and got up with me. “We’ll be right back, Mom,” she said. 


      Although my body seemed to be all girl, my mind still remembered going into men’s public restrooms. I headed that way and Rachael pulled me in the right direction. “Boy, oh, boy, are you confused,” she said. 


     “Tell me about it,” I replied, nearly tripping on the wedges that made me about three inches taller. “I don’t know how much longer I can deal with being pulled one way and then the other. It’s making me crazy.” 


     We stopped in front of the mirrors over the sinks, two sisters who could almost be identical twins if one wasn’t older than the other. And if I didn’t have braces. 


     As we looked at our reflections in the mirror, she said, “Okay, what is it? I told you that we could talk about this tonight, when we’re alone, and maybe we can figure out how to make this right, how to make you my father again.” 


     I looked over at my big sister. “I know you did,” I said. “And I know that you didn’t intend for this to happen and that you feel terrible about it. 


      “But I’d like to ask you something now. It’s important.” 


     She looked at me. “Okay, sure,” she said. “Ask away.” 


     I gulped, glanced back at my reflection, and then looked down at my bare legs. “Remember when you said that I always wore a ribbon in my hair?” I asked. 


     Rachael nodded. “Yes. But I told you that I didn’t know why I said that. It just came out of my mouth.” 


     I nodded back. “Okay,” I said. “Now I’m going to ask you something and I want you to answer without thinking about it, just like you did about the ribbon. Just say whatever seems like the right answer, without even thinking about it.” 


     Rachael put her hand under my chin, raised my face, and looked into my eyes. “This sounds serious,” she said. “But go ahead.” 


     I looked down again. “In this reality, I’m you’re younger sister, right? And we’re on vacation together as a family and we all live happily together back home. Right?” 


     Rachael laughed a little, but I could tell she wasn’t entirely comfortable being in the women’s bathroom with me, having this conversation. “Come on, Becky,” she said. “My spaghetti is getting cold.” 


     “Okay, here’s my question,” I said. “In this reality, where’s our father?” 


     Rachael gasped, but said nothing. 


     “Come on, Rach,” I said. “Where’s our father? Is he dead? Is he divorced from Mom? Where is he?” 


     Rachael grabbed me by the shoulders. “Oh, my God, Becky, he’s back home. He has some work to finish up. But then he will join us in a couple of days.  


     “But why did you ask that?” she asked. “Why is it important?” 


     I smiled. “It’s important because in my other life, your Mom and I are divorced, I moved away from the people I love most, and I’m working way too hard in a job that I really don’t enjoy that much. 


     “In this life, I have a stable home life, a wonderful big sister, a bratty, but likeable little brother, parents who love me –  - and maybe a boyfriend!” 


     Rachael stared at me with mouth open and then she began to cry. “Oh, Becky, you don’t know how happy I am to hear that!”  


     Suddenly, I cried too, prompting her to pulled a tissue from her purse and wipe the tears from my cheeks. She then did the same for herself. 


     Rachael hugged me tightly, again pressing our breasts together. This time, it felt just right. I was embracing my big sister, whom I loved dearly. 


     “But I’m going to need some help with this being a girl thing. I’m not used to it,” I said. 


     She laughed, as she slung her purse strap over her shoulder. “I don’t think you’re going to need much help at all,” she said. “Seems to me that you’ve accepted this reality. You’re still yourself. But you’re now  a 14-year-old girl. So you’ve had 14 years of experience and I’d bet anything that soon it’s all going to seem natural for you. The girl you are in this reality has been trying to assert itself, but you’ve been fighting it –  until now.   


     “You have your own bedroom back home and a closet full of clothes and shoes. You were a cheerleader in middle school and have lots of friends. You’re going to be a freshman next year. I can help you with being in high school. But you won’t need help being a girl.” 


       I squeezed her hands and then looked back toward the mirror. Without giving it a thought, I adjusted my breasts in the dress and fluffed my hair before I grabbed her by the hand. I  dragged her toward the door.               “Come on, sis,” I said. “I don’t want to keep Matt waiting. I think that he’s going to kiss me tonight.”   


       


       


       


       


     3. Summer Rental 


       


       


       


     I awakened to the panicked feeling that I was suffocating. I couldn’t breathe! And heavy weight pressed on my body! 


     Quickly, though, panic turned to pleasure. I couldn’t breathe because I was kissing someone. Or, more accurately, someone was kissing me, deeply and passionately, with lots of tongue. It felt good too. And the weight was a body atop me. Its warmth was both comforting and pleasurable.  


     Cathy! Somehow, she had managed to get away from her job a few days early, crawled into bed with me at the beach house that I rented, and was delivering that great news to me in the best way possible. 


     Only … something didn’t feel right. Had Cathy gone on an ice cream binge and packed on at least 50 pounds during few days that we’d been apart? It certainly felt that way.  


     Only … that wasn’t soft weight pressing on me. It was hard weight. Muscular weight. And since when did  my nipples seem the size of pencil erasers as she massaged my chest? 


     Only … my nipples never had felt that large when she played with them. Nor had my chest ever felt so soft or her hands so big! 


     And in addition to packing on the weight, Cathy must have stopped shaving her legs. I felt their hair rubbing up and down my own legs. 


     Only … she never had stopped shaving her legs during the five years that I had known her. And her legs weren’t longer and larger than mine either. 


     Only … now they were. 


     Panic returned as I came fully awake, assaulted by what seemed like a million alien sensations. Some, just seemed wrong, such as why I was looking up at a sky full of stars, instead of a darkened bedroom ceiling. And why I  –  or rather, we –  were lying in sand instead of my bed. I knew that because my back was bare against the grit. Yet I always slept in a tee shirt. 


      Other sensations were light years beyond wrong. My butt wasn’t only bare; it was big! Also, I kept my hair short. But now it was everywhere, in my face, over my ears, on my shoulders. 


     Worst of all, my hands were on another butt, a hard, hairy butt. 


     No, that wasn’t the worst. The worst was that Cathy had a penis. It was large and hard and pressing urgently up against my bare belly. 


     Only … Cathy didn’t have a penis. Cathy was a woman.  


     And whoever was on top of me definitely wasn’t a woman! That was confirmed as my eyes adjusted to the darkness and I saw the masculine silhouette of the body on top of me. 


     “Oh, babe, I’m so ready,” he said in a deep, breathy voice that reflected his eagerness. “Are you?” 


     He gave my chest a squeeze with both hands and then lifted them away. 


     Only … it wasn’t my chest, I fearfully realized. It was my breasts. I had breasts with engorged nipples and they swayed and bounced as he set them free!  


     He had released my breasts so that he could reposition himself to …  


     “No!” I screamed. “No! Get off me!” 


     I pushed against his chest with both hands, hands that seemed pathetically small and weak.” 


     “Get off me!,” I yelled again. “Get off me, now!” 


     He got the message.  Pushing himself up, he backed away and towered over me in the near darkness, hands on hips and sizable manhood hanging between his legs. 


     “Hey!” he shouted. “What’s with you? You said that you wanted to do this. You get me all hot and hard. And now this? 


     “I ought to screw you anyway, you bitch!” 


     And he could have. But he didn’t, thank goodness.  


     He let me lie there in the sand for what seemed like forever, but probably was only a few seconds. It was like the moment just before you’re in a car accident and then everything seems to unfold in slow motion. 


     Gradually, my heart rate slowed and I regained my breath. I could hear the surf just a few feet away. I raised up on my elbows to get my bearings –  and once more the alien weight on my chest swung to and fro. I pushed long hair out of my eyes. I looked down the beach and saw my house.  


     Or what I thought was my house anyway. That’s where I thought I was with Cathy. That’s where I was the man and she was the woman. Right now, though, I didn’t know what was going on, who I was, or where I lived. But recognition of the house in this reality that seemed so foreign to me was at least a little helpful. Maybe Cathy was real too. Maybe she was at the house.  


     I looked down to see those alien breasts and the rest of a naked female body. I sat up and held my hands in front of me, gazing in disbelief at the bracelets on both wrists. Along with the house, they seemed familiar, but I didn’t know why. I ran my hands over my breasts, down my stomach and touched –  a belly ring! I had just seen a belly ring on someone. Could it have been Cathy? I didn’t think so. Could it have been me, looking in a mirror? I didn’t remember getting one.  


     Of course, I didn’t remember having smooth legs either. But there they were. Nor did I recall having pierced ears. but stud earrings said otherwise. 


     I couldn’t remember the last time I cried either. But now I was.  


     The stranger squatted down beside me. “Oh, babe, I’m sorry. What’s going on? Are you okay?” 


     I didn’t know what to say. I sniffled and wiped my nose with the back of my hand. “I don’t know,” I said. “I don’t know anything.” 


     I started to add that I didn’t know who I was and I sure as hell didn’t know who he was or why I was naked on the beach with him. But I didn’t. 


     And while this dude was  not in my memory, the house down the beach was, along with Cathy, whoever she was. That’s where I needed to go to try to find out what was going on. 


     “I’m really sorry about this,” I said, suddenly realizing how high and girlish my voice sounded and recognizing that it seemed so wrong coming out of my mouth. But I had heard it before. Somehow, it was familiar too.  


     “I should go home now. I’m not feeling well.” 


     As I scrambled to get up, my sense of self once again shocked by how alien my body felt, the stranger grabbed one of my small hands and pulled me to my feet. My breasts bounced as I staggered. He grabbed my shoulders to steady me. 


     “You don’t look so good,” he said. “I’ll walk you home.” 


     I shook my head and felt hair sway against my bare shoulders. “No, that’s okay,” I said. “Just my time of month, you know? I’ll be okay. I’ll see you around. Okay?” 


     My time of month! I thought, as I fought the impulse to brush the sand off my body, my naked, female body. I can’t believe I said that.  


     I started slowly down the beach, each step a shock because of the bounce and sway that seemed so unnatural. 


     “Hey, babe! Wait up! You don’t want to go home without this,” the stranger said, as he ran up and handed me something. “Your bikini. You might want to put it on before you go in the house, you know?” 


     My bikini? 


     “Uh, yeah, you’re right,” I said. “I don’t know where my head is. I’m suddenly just not feeling like myself tonight, you know?” 


     The stranger chuckled and said, “You can say that again.” 


     But he didn’t leave. He stayed and watched as I pulled a small piece of cloth up my smooth legs and covered up a too small part of my plump bottom.  


     Then I held the other piece out in front of me, bewildered by all the strings hanging from it and unsure how I was going to secure it to my body. 


     “You really are out of it,” he said. “Here, I’ll help you with that.” 


     While  I held the skimpy top against my breasts, he tied bows on my neck and back. “There you go,” he said. “See you later.” 


     And as he turned and jogged the other way, I heard him mumble, “Crazy, psycho bitch.”  


     Can’t argue with that, I thought.   


     As I walked toward the house, I realized that the top, tiny though it was, at least lessened the bouncing of my breasts. It helped even more after I adjusted them, but freaked me out that I had done it. Or, more accurately, that I felt the need to do it. 


       


     *     *      *     *     *    


       


     I climbed onto the deck and approached the sliding glass doors. There wasn’t much light, but there was enough to see a vague reflection. In another second or two, I would be able to see what I looked like, maybe even recognize who I was. 


     But I didn’t get the chance. Suddenly the doors were pulled open from the inside and bright light temporarily blinded me. 


     “Dammit, Becky where have you been? Can’t you ever give me a minute’s peace? I couldn’t believe it when I looked in your room a few minutes ago and saw that you were gone. I was just about to wake Blake and come looking for you.” 


     An angry woman a little taller than I confronted me face to face. Grabbing a shoulder with one hand, she pulled me into the room. And as my eyes adjusted to the light, I saw that the room looked familiar. Thank goodness. 


     At the same time, realization struck. The angry woman had called me “Becky.” That was my 16-year-old niece’s name. She had just arrived that afternoon, along with her friend Sloane and my younger sister, Sarah. The bracelets that looked familiar were Becky’s, as was the belly ring and the voice.   


     And the angry woman was Sarah. Only now, for a reason that I couldn’t begin to comprehend, she wasn’t my sister. I wasn’t her brother. I was her daughter, the daughter who, without warning, somehow had become the child from hell shortly after Sarah and her husband divorced about six months ago.  


     I fully could understand her yelling at Becky. They had been quarreling from almost the minute  they arrived, about one thing or another, including Becky’s clothes and her attitude. But I couldn’t understand Sarah yelling at me. 


     Only … I could understand. I was now her rebellious, and, it seemed, slutty teenage daughter who almost had sex on the beach. 


     Did this mean that Becky was now in my body? Was she now me, Sarah’s older brother, a 40-year-old teacher and freelance photographer, and her own uncle? That’s the only thing that made sense. 


     Only … It didn’t. Body swapping like that wasn’t possible. It happened only in movies like Freaky Friday. 


     Only … it had.  Hands on her hips, Sarah boiled with anger. I couldn’t possibly tell her that I really wasn’t her daughter, that somehow we had switched bodies. Nor could I even begin to explain to her how it happened –  if she even gave me the chance. I needed time to think about this. 


     “Well, young lady, what do you have to say for yourself?,” she fumed.  “Where were you at this hour. And what were you doing?” 


     I looked down at my tiny, bare feet with pink toenails. “I’m sorry, Sarah,” I said meekly. “I was just walking on the beach. It’s so nice out there. But I should have told you. It won’t happen again.” 


     My apology helped some. At least her face wasn’t as flushed and red anymore. But it didn’t help nearly enough. 


     “You’re so right it won’t happen anymore,” she said. “And … “ 


     The woman formerly my sister paused and cocked her head. “What did you just call me, Rebecca Lynn?” 


     I swallowed hard and thought fast. What did Becky, the real Becky, call her? “I’m sorry, Mommy,” I said. “I’m just really tired, you know? I didn’t mean to call you by your first name. It won’t happen again. Can I go to bed now … Mommy?” 


     Sarah nodded her head. “Yes, go. I’m tired too. Tired of fighting with you all of the time and tired of you blaming me for the divorce. Go to bed.” 


       


     *     *     *     * 


       


     Upstairs in the room that Becky shared with Sloane, another light came on as I opened the door. 


     Sloane stared up at me wide-eyed. “Becky, don’t tell me you sneaked out to meet that guy on the beach! You didn’t did you? You didn’t have sex, did you? 


     “Did you? What was it like? Was it as good as you thought it would be?” 


     For a long moment, I was speechless, not only because of what Sloane said, but because I saw my reflection in the full-length mirror on the closet door. I touched my face. Becky did the same in the mirror. I walked up to the closet and stared eye-to-eye with the  curvy blonde with blue eyes. Becky stared back. Unable to resist temptation, I squeezed what were now my breasts. Becky did that as well. 


     Until now, I might have been able to pass all of this off as a particularly vivid nightmare. But no more. I was the 5-6 teenage girl in the mirror. I was Becky, my own niece and my sister’s daughter.  


     “Becky?” Sloane said, as she came up behind me and put her hands on my shoulders. “Becky? Are you all right?” 


     Sloane was about two inches taller, with shoulder-length brown hair and green eyes. She wore a baggy black shirt with “girl power” in glittery silver across the front. She stroked my blonde hair and then gently guided me to the bed, pushed me onto it, and sat down beside me.  


     “Oh, no, don’t tell me it was bad,” she said. “He didn’t hurt you did he? Come on, Becky, talk to me.” 


     I looked up into her eyes. “I’m not Becky,” I said. “I’m Blake. Somehow, Becky did this to me.” 


     I have no idea why I decided that Sloane would be the first one I told about this insane situation. In fact, I didn’t even know that I was going to do it until I had. But I do know that I didn’t feel threatened for the first time since I woke up on the beach. Sloane was Becky’s friend and now my friend. 


     “Oh, Becky, no,” she said. “That’s not true.” 


     We sat quietly on the bed for a moment, holding hands, our bare legs touching. 


     “Okay,” she finally said. “I’m going to ask you something. What’s the code word?” 


     I shook my head. “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I replied. “In fact, I don’t know anything. I don’t know why I told you that I’m Blake, and I’m not even sure that I am anymore.” 


     Sloane shook my shoulders. “Becky, don’t play games with me. What’s the code word?” 


     I pushed her away. “I don’t know any damn code word,” I hissed. “I’m sick of all this. Just leave me alone, will you?” 


     I fell down onto the bed and buried my face in the pillow. Even as I started sobbing I couldn’t ignore the foreign feeling of my breasts pushing against the mattress and that made me cry even harder.” 


     “Oh, no!” Sloane said. “Mr. Carter, it is you!” 


     I raised up onto one elbow, grabbed Sloane and hugged her. “Oh, Sloane,” I said. “You believe me? You really believe me?” 


      She nodded her head. “You didn’t know the code,” she explained. “You didn’t know the code word that Becky, the real Becky, gave me. She said that’s how I would be able to tell if the magic spell worked. She would know it, and you wouldn’t.” 


     I released Sloane and looked her in the eyes. “Just what the hell is going on here? How did I get in Becky’s body?” 


     Sloane shook her head. “I still don’t believe it,” she said. “Becky didn’t think it would work. I didn’t think it would work. But it did.” 


     After the divorce, it seems, Becky not only became rebellious, but she made some new friends, notably a couple of Goth girls who claimed to have magical powers. Becky told them that she needed a break from her mother before they killed one another. 


     “They told her that they knew a body swap spell,” Sloane said. “They asked her if she wanted to be someone else for awhile, to get away from her mother. But that someone else would have to be her too.” 


     I was the perfect candidate, it seemed. The spell worked only on a blood relative, and, as her uncle, I was her only option. She had no cousins, no brothers or sisters or aunts. Also Becky knew that she was coming to my beach house rental. 


     “If the body swapped worked while we were here for the weekend, Becky said that she could stay here as you, while you went back home as her with her mother,” Sloane continued.  


     I put my hand on hers. “But you’re not just staying for the weekend. You’re staying for a week,” I said. “Becky didn’t tell you that?” 


     Sloane gasped. “She didn’t know, I’m sure of it. Becky and her mom haven’t been on very good terms for awhile now. If her mom did tell her, I don’t think she heard it. 


     “And Becky went to meet that boy on the beach tonight because she thought that the spell hadn’t worked and so she wanted to do something else that would piss off her mother. She told me that she had brought some condoms with her. The spell must have kicked in while she was with the boy and you were in bed.” 


     I nodded my head. “Well … it worked,” I said. “The pissing off, that is.” 


     Suddenly Sloane realized the implications of when the switch occurred. “Oh, no!” she gasped. “She didn’t … You … weren’t.” 


     I put my hand on her forearm. “I almost was,” I said. “That guy on the beach was just seconds away from sticking his … his thing … into Becky … into me. And he wasn’t wearing a condom either.” 


     Sloane gasped a second time. “Oh, Mr. Carter, I’m so sorry,” she said.  


     Once more we sat side by side in silence for a long moment.  


     “How long is the spell supposed to last?” I asked quietly. 


     Sloane shook her head. “I don’t know. Becky didn’t tell me. I don’t think that she thought the spell would work. I know I didn’t.” 


     I said, “But she gave you a code just in case.” 


     She nodded. 


     Then we looked at each other and, God help me, I giggled. “I wouldn’t have believed it either,” I said. “But it did work.” 


     Sloane smiled. “Yes, it did. I’m really sorry about this, Mr. Carter.” 


     She got up and moved across to her bed.  


     “It’s not your fault, Sloane,” I said. “You need sleep and I need some thinking time. And I guess that you’d better call me Becky instead of Mr. Carter. He’s my uncle.” 


      I  reached across to turn off the lamp on the night stand between our beds. Making the room dark wouldn’t do anything to lessen the disturbing but sensual feelings of long hair brushing my shoulders and tight Spandex squeezing my new breasts and private parts. But at least I could no longer see the bulges above my hot pink bikini top, the belly ring sparkling in the lamp light, and the camel toe between my legs. 


     “Mr. Carter, I mean Becky,” Sloane said in the darkness. “Aren’t you going to take a shower?” 


     For the second time, I giggled, and it was just as disturbing as the first. “Ah, I don’t think so, Sloane. I’ve had enough for one night.” 


     I heard Sloane roll over in her bed. “Oh, okay … Becky. And thanks for inviting us to stay a week. Night!” 


     I lay on my back in the bed, staring up in the ceiling. I knew that I wouldn’t sleep much, but I would try. I certainly needed the rest to be prepared for tomorrow, my first full day as a teenage girl.  


     Then I remembered that Cathy, my girl friend, was coming in tomorrow to join us at the beach house. Only she wasn’t my girl friend anymore. She was Blake’s girl friend. And I was Becky.  


     For the last time that night, I giggled. Tomorrow certainly was going to be interesting, I suspected.  


       


     *     *     *     *     * 


       


     Sloane said that she would pick out clothes for me as I showered. I really didn’t want to be naked in this body for a second time. But I had to. I had sand in my hair, on my legs, and in places that it definitely shouldn’t be.  


     I tried not to look, but I still got weak in the knees as I lathered my body with a shower pouf, exploring all of the curves, bulges, and indentations that I never had experienced before from this perspective. I always had loved bathing with a woman. Showering as a woman was almost as pleasurable, I suddenly realized and  felt my face flush with embarrassment.  


     “Wrap your hair in a towel when you finish!” Sloane yelled, thankfully bringing me back to stark reality.  


     Back in the bedroom, I didn’t want to drop the towel that I had wrapped around my breasts.  


     “I’ve seen Becky naked dozens of times,” an exasperated Sloane said. “And she’s seen me naked dozens of times. It’s no big deal.” 


     I shook my turbaned head. “It is to me,” I said. “I’m not used to this.” 


     Sloane put up her hands and backed away. “I understand,” she said. “I’ll turn around and you put on the panties and shorts. Then you turn around and I’ll snap your bra in back. You’re gonna need help with that.” 


     With our hair in ponytails and dressed in similar teen girl attire –  shorts, tank tops, and sandals –  we skipped down the stairs to breakfast. 


     “Good morning, Mommy and Uncle Blake,” I said brightly.  


     During the night I had realized that I was in a situation beyond my control and it was best just go with the flow until the spell wore off  –  if it wore off, and I didn’t even want to contemplate the implications if it didn’t. Meanwhile, maybe I could improve Becky’s relationship with her mother and Becky could relax and enjoy life as an adult instead of a dependent child. 


     Mommy seemed shocked but happy and smiled at us. Uncle Blake choked on his corn flakes.  


     “And thanks for inviting us to stay for a whole week!” I gushed.  


     Uncle Blake choked some more. I stepped behind his chair and patted his back. 


     “You okay, Uncle Blake?” I asked.  


     He nodded. “Uh, yes, I am, Becky. Thanks.” 


     I gave him a hug from behind and then sat down next to Sloane for cereal and orange juice. 


     “How would you girls like to go shopping today?” Mommy asked. 


     “That would be great, Mrs. Johnson,” Sloane said, and I nodded in agreement. 


     Mommy got up from the table. “Okay,” she said. “Let’s go before it gets too hot. I’m going upstairs to get ready. We’ll go in a half hour. Is that all right with you girls.” 


     “Sure,” we said, as we both crunched flakes. “We’ll be ready.” 


     When Mommy had gone, I looked at Sloane. “I’d like to be alone with my favorite uncle for a few minutes, please.” 


     Sloane nodded and went up to our bedroom. 


     As soon as we were alone, Uncle Blake started sobbing. “Oh, I’m so sorry about this. I never thought the spell would work. I really didn’t. Uncle Blake, you have to believe me.” 


     I handed him a tissue to wipe his eyes. “I’m not Uncle Blake  anymore,” I said. “You are. I’m Becky. And that’s what we will have to call each other until … How long is this spell supposed to last anyway?  


     He dried his eyes. “About a week,” he said. “And I understand. I’ll pretend to be you and you will pretend to be me. 


     I stood up, leaned across the table, and pushed out my breasts as far as they would go. I wanted them to get his attention. They did. 


     “About a week?” I said. “You don’t know for sure? You don’t know how long I’m going to have these?”  


     For a moment his eyes remained locked on my cleavage and then he looked up obviously embarrassed. “No, no, Isabella and Sabrina didn’t know for sure either,” he said. “They told me that they never had tried the spell before.” 


     I put my hands on my hips. “Oh, that’s just great,” I said. “Apprentice witches trying a new spell. What if it never ends?” 


     Uncle Blake put his head in his hands. “I’m so, so sorry,” he said. 


     I backed off a bit. That wasn’t a man in a man’s body. It was a girl. 


     “Okay, I believe you,” I said in a softer tone. “We’ll just have to hope that it’s about a week and not about a month, or about a year or about forever.” 


     But he had put us both into this awkward situation. I was still going to have a little fun with him.    


     “You do know that Mommy, Sloane, and I are going to be here for a week,” I said. “That was true. Uncle Blake invited us for a week, back when I was Uncle Blake. You’re not going to have the house to yourself  after tomorrow as you had hoped.” 


     Embarrassed, he lowered his head and shifted uncomfortably in the chair.  


     “How do you live with this thing between your legs?” he said. “It’s so uncomfortable.” 


     Stunned by the unexpectedness of the comment, I laughed, a high girlish laugh. 


     “It’s not between my legs anymore,” I said. “It’s between yours. And I have these.” 


     I pushed up my breasts with both hands. Then we both laughed.  


     “And these clothes!” he exclaimed, pulling on the plain blue tee shirt that he was wearing. “They’re so boring!” 


     I twirled. “Yours aren’t. See?” 


      Then I turned serious again and gave him an intentionally devilish little grin. 


     “Yes, your guy clothes might be boring, but starting later today, you’re life isn’t going to be. Your girlfriend Cathy is coming. We’re all going to be here together for the rest of the week.” 


     All the color drained from his face. “My what? Coming here? Today?” 


     After I had lifted my breasts to show them off, they had settled back awkwardly in my bra. I nestled them properly and then leaned on the table, one hand on my prominent hip in tiny, tight denim shorts. 


     “Your girl friend,” I said. “And she loves hot, sweaty sex. We were planning on humping like bunnies while she was here. But now that’s going to be Cathy and you, instead of me.” 


       His face paled even more and I feared he would pass out. 


     I took my hand off my hip and patted his hand. “Don’t worry,” I said. “I know that you didn’t think this could really happen. Who would? I’m not going to make it worse for you than it already is. We have to help each other, right?” 


       He nodded and smiled weakly. “Thanks,” he said. 


     “Maybe some time as me will help you loosen up and relax,” I added. “And maybe, as you, I can help mend your relationship with your mother. The divorce wasn’t all her fault, you know.” 


     He took his hand back and rubbed the stubble on his chin. “I know,” he said. “I just hate it so much that we’re not a family anymore. 


     “And I hate this hair on my face!” 


     We both laughed. Then I told him how to be Blake for “about a week.” 


     “You’ll be fine with Cathy,” I began. “First, just remember to treat her how you liked to be treated when you were Becky. And that’s not just in bed either. I’m talking during the day too. Be kind and considerate.” 


     Once again, I feared he would pass out. “You mean you weren’t kidding? I really do have to … in bed … you know … do it with her.” 


     I giggled. “Yes, you do,” I said. “And the second thing is, don’t worry about that thing you now have hanging between your legs. It has a mind of its own. When the time comes, it will be ready.” 


       


     *     *     *     * 


     In the days that followed, I accustomed myself to doing girly things with Sloane and sometimes Mommy and Cathy, going shopping, getting mani-pedis, sun bathing, and watching the occasional chick flick, while Uncle Blake pretended to attend to photography business for awhile each day in his office. It was ultra-strange being  Becky instead of Blake around Cathy. 


     Most surprisingly, I quickly became comfortable in my new female form.  My breasts continued to bounce, I’m sure, but I didn’t notice them. They were just a part of the new me. The long hair didn’t bother me so much anymore either. Nor did the feminine way I walked and talked and used my hands. 


     What remained foreign, though, was the clothing. It was tight and soft and skimpy and a constant reminder that I was a fraud, someone pretending to be someone of the opposite sex. So were the heels and the purses and the jewelry, especially the earrings.  


     I must admit, though, that I did develop a fondness for sundresses. They were cool and airy and their hems whispering against my bare legs made me feel naughty, sexy, and innocent, all at the same time. Also, wearing them really showed off my long, shapely legs and my nice, firm boobies. 


     That’s right. I referred to my breasts as “boobs” and “boobies” now, and sometimes even “the girls.” I heard Sloane use the words and they just seemed natural, you know? Same with “tummy” for stomach. And I also had started saying words I didn’t even know existed when I was Blake. Stuff like “awks” and “Gucci” and “dope.” 


     I wondered if I would still talk like that when I became a man again. More importantly, I worried that I would have a fetish for wearing women’s clothing when I became Blake again –  if I became Blake again. 


     Meanwhile, Uncle Blake seem to be getting along well with his girl friend. They smiled at each other often and held hands when they walked on the beach. Once when we all were in the living room watching TV,  Cathy suddenly plopped down on his lap, wrapped her arms around his neck, and kissed him deeply.  


     “You two, get a room!” Mommy said with a laugh.  


     “We will,” Cathy said, as she led Uncle Blake into their bedroom. 


     Watching them show affection for each other made me feel funny in the tummy. A good kind of funny, though. And I noticed it more and more when we were at the beach and  good-looking guys walked by, including Brad, the one whose kisses I had awakened to that first night. 


     One afternoon, Sloane and I were soaking up rays on a blanket in the late afternoon, when some boys starting playing football at the water’s edge, just below us. I propped up on my elbows, put my sunglasses on my head, and watched them. Sweat from my neck and shoulders trickled down my front and into the valley between the girls. At first it was awks, but then it was dope, as it seeped past the top of my yellow, floral-pattern bikini, flowed down my smooth, flat belly and into … well, you know where. 


     Actually, it wasn’t my bikini. It was Sloane’s. She said that it was from Aeropostale and that both of us have lots of cute stuff from there –  tops, shorts, rompers, and sundresses. Even though she’s two inches taller, we’re the same size up front. Well … almost. I’d never tell her this but I think that my boobies are a little bigger and her bikini top squeezed them up just the right amount.  


     Sloane stirred beside me. She was on her elbows now, glasses on her head and sweat running down her front. Funny, but feeling sweat run down my own body was more of a turn-on that watching it run down between the boobies of a cute, teenage girl. Make that another cute, teenage girl.  


     “They’re showing off for us,” she said. 


     “I know,” I smiled. 


     “You’re okay with that?” she asked, looking over at me with concern. “It doesn’t make you feel funny? You were a guy just a few days ago.” 


     I giggled and lowered my glasses. “Yes, I was. But now I’m Becky and her body seems to be in charge more than my memories of who I was a few days ago. I like looking at cute guys now, especially the ones with tight butts.” 


     Sloane shook her head. “Weirdorama,” she said as she lay back down.  


     “Tots,” I agreed.    


     Alone in bed, meanwhile, I started … touching myself. I didn’t mean to do it. It just happened. Maybe I was thinking about those tight butts. Or maybe I was thinking about Brad and those kisses. 


       Having been a guy, I naturally started with my boobs. Rubbing and squeezing them did feel pleasant, too, especially rolling and tweaking my nipples.  But it was nothing like the arousal I had felt when I was Blake and massaging Cathy’s breasts.  


     Pressing my fingers into the wetness between my legs, however,  made my eyes roll, my toes curl, and …    


       “Becky, be quiet! You’re moaning again. Someone will hear you,” Sloane hissed at me several times that week. 


     Always after, she giggled and added, “Tight butts!” 


     After her comments one night, I whispered, “Sloane, what about you? Don’t you ever … You know.” 


     She  laughed quietly. “Of course, I do,” she whispered back. “But I’ve been a girl for 16 years. I’ve learned to exercise a little more self control.” 


     After a moment’s pause, I asked, “What about with a boy?” 


     Sloane said, “Good night, Becky.” 


     But I wouldn’t let it go. “What about Becky?” I asked. “The real Becky.” 


     Following a long silence, she finally replied. “Yes,” she said. “Yes, she has. Since you’re her now, it’s only fair that you should know.” 


     “Good night, Sloane,” I said.   


      


     *     *    *     *     * 


     As the week neared an end, Mommy seem happy and relaxed. I had done my best to make that happen too. I was cheerful and respectful and did everything she asked me to do, without hesitation. I gave her hugs and told her that I loved her. It was honest affection too. She had been my younger sister before I became her daughter. 


     At first, she seemed reluctant to believe what she was seeing and hearing. But by the third day, she had bought into it and reciprocated. Mother and daughter had a loving relationship once again. 


     In addition, Uncle Blake and Cathy seemed to have grown even closer and more affectionate with each other. He was a contented man, instead of an angry teenager.  


     One night, I stepped out on the deck as he was barbequing. 


     “How’s it going, Uncle Blake?” I asked.  


     He grinned. “You know how it’s going, and I have you to thank,” he said. “I can’t remember when I’ve felt more relaxed. Happy even. 


     “In fact, I might not even want to change back,” he added with a straight face, as he gave me a hug and kissed my forehead.  


     The unexpected words sent a chill down my spine. He had said what I felt but was afraid to voice. My time as Becky had been good too. 


     Except for one thing, which had become more and more demanding with each day and each night alone in bed. I wanted to relieve the itch, especially since I had learned that the real Becky had done the dirty deed with a boy before we switched bodies. I wanted to know what it felt like for a girl. No, not just for a girl. For me, for Becky, a 16-year-old girl with raging hormones and a fixation on a tall hunk named Brad. Also, I saw how happy, how satisfied Cathy seemed around Uncle Blake and I wanted some of that too.   


     And as luck would have it, who should I see walking down on the beach at that very moment? “See you later, Uncle Blake,” I said as I ran down to talk to him. 


     Brad was hesitant at first, and I couldn’t blame him. From his perspective, I suddenly had gone bat-shit crazy that first night and left him terribly frustrated. And from my own years as a teenage boy, I knew first-hand what that was like.  


     Or at least I thought that I did. Suddenly I wasn’t so sure anymore. What I was certain of, however, is how I felt in the here and now, when I was a horny girl in the presence of an attractive teenage guy. 


     I stepped up on tiptoes to kiss him and, as I did so, I gently squeezed the bulge between his legs. I knew what that did to a guy too and he responded as I knew he would, with an instant erection. 


      “Please,” I whispered. “Please meet me tonight. We’re leaving soon and I want to make it up to you.  


     “I want to make it up to you sooooo bad.”  


     He agreed to meet me, of course.  How could he not? Girls like me could wrap guys like him around our fingers. 


     And sometime after midnight, I put on the hot pink bikini, grabbed some condoms from my purse and crept down the stairs, out the sliding glass doors and down to the beach. 


     Brad was waiting. “Oh, thank you, thank you, thank you, for meeting me,” I gushed. “I shouldn’t have run away that first night.” 


     I jumped into his arms, pressed my lips against his, and pushed my tongue into his mouth. In seconds, we were rolling around in the sand, gasping and groping each other.  


     “Oh, baby,” Brad whispered, as he pulled off his trunks. “You make me so hot.” 


     Looking between his legs, I had no doubt of that. As we kissed some more, he reached behind my back and untied my bikini top. Then he peeled off the bottom as I giggled and wiggled on the sand. 


     “Are you absolutely sure you want to do this?” he asked as he crouched over me? “I couldn’t handle another case of blue balls.” 


     I reached around his neck and pulled him onto me, his hairy chest pressing against my breasts and his manhood pushing urgently against my flat tummy. 


     “Oh, yes, yes, I am sure,” I squealed, as I locked my legs around his back.  


     Suddenly I released his neck and unclasped my legs. 


     “Oh, no!” he moaned. “Not again!” 


     I laughed and stroked his cheek. “Oh, no, it’s not that,” I said. “I want you to wear a condom. I brought some.” 


     Searching around in the sand, I finally found where I had dropped them. With trembling hands, I unwrapped one.  


     “Here,” I said. “I’ll put it on you.” 


     But as I started to, he grabbed my hands. “Uh, no,” he said, his words coming in tortured breaths. “I don’t think that’s a good idea. You’d better let me.”  


     I giggled and handed him the condom. “I understand,” I said. And I did. Premature ejaculation was a horny teenage girl’s worst enemy. And I was one very horny teenage girl. 


      As he slipped it on, I massaged the wetness between my legs. 


     Condom in place, I once more pulled him onto my eager flesh and wrapped my smooth legs around his hairy back. We kissed. I nibbled on his ear and bit his shoulder. He massaged my breasts and sucked on my nipples.  


     And then I felt his condom-clad manhood seeking entrance. He was but seconds away from giving me the fulfillment that I wanted, that I needed, that I had to have. 


     “Oh, yes! Yes!” I moaned. “I want you inside me. Now!” 


     Brad removed one hand from my breasts. He was going to use it to guide the missile.  


     Now he had it in his hand, now he was pushing it past the lips that I had shaved around earlier than night in preparation for this moment. Now, hard and rigid, his penis was entering me, filling me up. Now I started to quiver and quake.   


     Only … what happened? Where the hell was I? What happened to the sand? What happened to my breasts and  rigid nipples? What happened to Brad and his guided missile and the explosive orgasm that I so wanted? 


     Suddenly, I knew what had happened and where I was. I was in my bedroom again. The swap had ended as abruptly as it had begun.  


     “Oh, Christ!” I gasped. “I can’t believe this!” 


     To my left, I felt weight shift on the bed. “Blake, honey, are you all right?” 


     It was Cathy.  I was no longer a horny teenage girl on the beach. I was Blake in bed with his girl friend. And Becky, the real Becky, was having hot, sweaty sex with Brad as I lay there drained, frustrated, and unfulfilled. 


     “Yeah, I’m okay,” I said in breathy gasps. “I just had a really vivid dream. Or maybe it was a nightmare, I’m not sure.” 


     Cathy pressed her body against mine. “Want to tell me about it?” she asked. “Or maybe do something else, since we’re both awake?” 


     “Maybe I’ll tell you about it someday,” I said as I kissed her on the nose. “Right now, let’s do that something else. What did you have in mind?” 


     I put my hand on one of her breasts and gently squeezed. Yes, I thought, I much preferred caressing them when they belonged to someone else. But I also realized that it had felt pretty damn good when I had boobies a few moments ago and someone else was playing with them.  


     I just hoped that I didn’t still have a thing for wearing sundresses.  
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