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     To say that my girlfriend, Diane, was adventurous “between the sheets” would be an extreme understatement. That’s mostly because we often made love in locations that were not between said sheets.  


     She loved role-playing, but was not content with just donning costumes and assuming roles. When we played “football coach and slutty cheerleader,” she insisted we do so late at night, under the bleachers at the high school field. When we played teacher and naughty school girl, she insisted  that we sneak into my classroom after hours and do it on my desk!   


     I have to admit that was pretty hot. Finding that she had left her black lace panties on the desk when I went in the next morning was not. I barely had time to shove them in my back pants pocket before students came in the room for my first-hour class. One of the boys later whispered in my ear as class ended, “Hey, Mr. C, way to go, dude! But you better hide those panties in your pocket a little better.” Yikes! 


     And my crazy lady showed no signs of leveling off. You’ve heard of extreme sports? She was into extreme sex. It was almost as if she was trying to make up for “too many years of boring sex” when she was married.  And the greater the risk of being seen in the act, the better she liked it.  


     As was I, she was approaching 40. She also had a teenage daughter in her first year of college. With Mandy away at school and today being Halloween, I trembled– both with sexual excitement and trepidation– at the thought of what my sexy and sex-crazed dynamo had planned for us.  


     I was confident that I wouldn’t be disappointed. And when she arrived home from the tech company where she was one of the leading researchers, her dramatic entrance assured me that she would not. 


     “Oh, Tim!” she squealed as she stormed in the front door of her house, wrapped her arms around my neck, lifted both feet off the floor and kissed me passionately. Fortunately, I was six inches taller and 60 pounds heavier, so we both didn’t go tumbling to the door– not that doing so would have been so bad. I wrapped my arms around her torso and returned the passion. 


     Now that Mandy was 200 miles away, I stayed at their house most nights during the week and always during the weekend– unless Diane had some sexual escapade planned for us in another zip code. 


     “This is going to be so much fun. Wait until you see!” she said. 


     She grabbed my hand, led me into the living room, pushed me onto the sofa. Then she sat on my lap and pulled out her cell phone. 


     “I’ve always wondered what it would have been like to know you when you were 18 and, even better, to make love to you when you were 18,” she said.  


     “That’s when a male is at his sexual peak, you know,” she added with a wicked grin. 


     I smiled and said, “Yeah, I know, and a female just gets better as she gets older. Right?” 


     Honestly, at least with Diane, I suspected that must be true. If I weren’t in such good physical condition, the woman would have exhausted me. Right now, though, as her soft bottom pushed down on my groin and her firm breasts pressed against my arm, I wasn’t feeling the least bit fatigued. The delicious vanilla coconut scent of her dark hair was a turn-on as well. I was about 10 seconds away from picking her up and carrying to the bedroom, where we would partake of early Halloween treats. 


     “Damn right,” she beamed. “But if you were 18 again, it would only be fair to you if I were the same age. Don’t you think?” 


     “Okay, and how do you propose we do that?” I asked, as I gently moved one hand up her torso and massaged a breast through her blue dress. 


     Diane smiled, held up her phone and said, “There’s an app for that.” 


     “An app that can make us younger? Really?” I asked skeptically. 


     Diane nodded, moved from my lap, and– drat!– sat down next to me to tell me more about it. 


     Although she couldn’t confirm it, she explained, she suspected that alien technology from Area 51 might have played a role in the development of this app at her research lab, which did contract work for the federal government and the military. 


     “This is too extraordinary to ever go public,” she said. “I suspect that the government wants to keep this for itself for espionage and counter-terrorism operations.” 


     I looked at my beautiful blue-eyed numbskull and shook my head. 


     “And yet you bring it home with you?” I said.  “Surely, that can’t be allowed.” 


     Diane giggled and said, “It’s not. And don’t call me Shirley. But, hey, you only live once, right?  And think– just think– how great it will be for the two of us to be 18 again and know what we know now about love and especially lovemaking.” 


     She had me there. I was nearly salivating at the thought. But still … 


     “It’s illegal!” I practically screamed.  


     Diane put her hand on my arm and said, “Only if we get caught, my darling. Only if we get caught. And who’s gonna tell? Certainly not me or you.” 


     I had to admit that she had me there. I wasn’t about to tell anyone. 


     “Okay,” I said. “How does it work?” 


     The app, she explained, was an advanced hybrid of those popular face apps for phones, married with 3D copier capabilities, and possibly that alien technology. It didn’t just make you look younger or older in an image; it actually made you younger or older. And when provided with photos for the baseline, it even could transform you into other people, complete with appropriate attire. 


     “I don’t believe it,” I said. “That’s just too much.” 


     Diane leveled her phone and pointed that end at herself.  


     “I’ll show you,” she said.  


     Zap! 


     And instantly an absolutely stunning teenage girl in short, tight skirt, crop top, and high heels was standing in front of me. The smile and the sparkling eyes left no doubt who she was either. 


     “Oh, my God!” I said. “You weren’t kidding.” 


     My dark-haired vixen giggled and twirled. 


     “You like?” she said. “I think you do. You’re drooling. And you seem to have a flag pole in your pants.” 


     And I was. And I did. I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand. I couldn’t do anything about the other.  


     “Christ, Diane, I thought you were making all that up,” I said. “That this was all just a Halloween prank. But you weren’t. This is real! 


     “Okay, I’m a believer,” I said standing up. “Make me 18 again, and I’ll rock your world. I promise!” 


     But she shook her finger at me and said, “Ah, ah, there’s just one catch. Don’t worry. I will make you 18 and you can rock my world. I’ll rock yours right back too. There’s one thing that I want from you first, though.” 


       


     *     *     *     * 


     What a guy won’t do for sex, especially with a gorgeous 18-year-old who has 36C breasts, long, shapely legs, and a tongue that should be licensed as a lethal weapon. So, incredibly, I agreed to do it. 


     Diane wanted to go trick-or-treating before she made me 18 again. She had always loved taking Mandy out on Halloween when she was small, she reminisced. And now, with her only child out of the house for the first time, she was feeling especially melancholy. She wanted to take a child trick-or-treating one more time and, with the app, she could do that. 


     “Oh, don’t worry,” she said. “I’m not asking you to be Mandy when she was a little girl. I want you to be yourself when you were little.” 


     I laughed and pretended to wipe my brow. 


     “Well, that’s a relief,” I said. “I can handle being a cowboy or a pirate for a couple of hours, I guess. 


     Diane smiled wickedly. Uh, oh. 


      “I have something better in mind,” she said. “I want you to be yourself when you were little, only I want you to be a girl instead of a boy. Little girls in Halloween costumes are so much cuter than little boys. Don’t you think?” 


     Actually, it wasn’t something that I’d never thought of before. But then I never had thought that I could be 18 again, paired with an 18-year-old girl who was just as eager as I was to have sex. She had me, and she knew it. 


     Zap! 


     So, with the promise of steamy, uninhibited teen sex later to sustain me, I went trick-or-treating with “Aunt Diane” as 11-year-old Zoe. She dressed me as Minnie Mouse in the same costume that Mandy had worn. It featured a long-sleeve, black leotard, black tights, black ballet flats, and a red tutu with white polka dots. She put large mouse ears with a red and white bow atop my shoulder-length brunette curls and painted a little black dot on my nose. She also painted my lips red and adorned my ears with clip-on hearts.   


     And, oh, yes, the ultimate humiliation, one of Mandy’s training bras. 


     “You’re a bit more developed than Mandy was when she was that age,” Diane said. “But this bra that she wore when she was 12 or so should fit you just fine. A camisole is just not enough for a girl like you because your nipples will show.” 


     Isn’t that just what every middle-aged guy loves to hear? He must wear a training bra belonging to his wife’s daughter to keep his nipples from showing while he’s wearing a girly Minnie Mouse costume. What some guys won’t do for sex! 


     Of course, Diane turned herself back into an adult for our trick-or-treat trek, and she held my hand as we walked through the neighborhood on the cool fall evening.  


     “And just think, Zoe, you’ll have lots of candy to give you energy later tonight,” she said. “And believe me, you’re going to need it.” 


     I looked up at her and said in my little girl voice, “Auntie Diane, you’re one crazy lady. You know that? You deserve a spanking for what you’ve done.” 


     Despite the way I looked, despite the constant comments about how cute I was, despite the creepy, foreign feelings of a flat crotch, budding boobs, and long hair, I was starting to enjoy myself. Anticipation for the ultimate treat later played no small part in that.  


     She laughed as she led me up the sidewalk to the next house. 


     “Keep talking like that, little girl, and I’ll give you one,” she said. 


     We both giggled. 


     “Deal,” I said.  


     My little plastic pumpkin practically overflowing with treats, we finally headed home about an hour later. I was grateful since my little legs were tried and my feet hurt. 


     “These shoes suck,” I said, sounding just like a petulant little girl. 


     “I know,” Diane said. “Mandy told me the same thing. But they go with the costume. Being a pretty girl is painful sometimes.” 


     We walked some more.  


     “Thank you for doing this for me, Zoe,” Diane said. “I really enjoyed it, and, besides the shoes,  I hope that that the rest of it wasn’t too uncomfortable for you.” 


     I pulled on her hand and we stopped. 


     “Look at me,” I said solemnly. “I’m freakin’ adorable. Everybody said so. I’m thinking that I just might want to stay this way. No job, no responsibilities and a sweetie auntie who will take care of me. And I really like wearing Mandy’s panties and bra, which highlights my boobies.”  


     “What do you think? Will you adopt me?” 


     Diane stared at me wide-eyed, obviously stunned by what she was hearing. Good.  


     Then I laughed.  


     “Gotcha!” I said. “Now let’s go home and I’ll really getcha!” 


     She laughed too. 


      But our cheerfulness was cut short when we saw a car pull up to the curb in front of Diane’s house, just a few yards away. 


     “Oh, crap!” we said simultaneously. 


     “Stop right here!” Diane hissed as she pulled her phone out of her purse.  


     Zap! 


     Suddenly I felt different, taller. Was I myself again? But looking down, I saw that my legs were bare and I was wearing – high heels? Since my hair was no longer held back by a head band, it felt into my face.  


     “Oops. I hit the wrong button,” Diane said, just as her daughter exited the car and waved. 


     “Hi, Mom!” she yelled. 


     Diane smiled and waved back. 


     “What did you do to me?” I muttered out of the side of my mouth, noting that I was just about her height. 


     “I meant to make you older and male,” she whispered back. “But default was set to female and I forgot to change it.  


     “Play along. Please. I’ll fix this as soon as I can. Mandy wasn’t supposed to come home this weekend. I don’t know what’s going on.” 


       


     *     *     *      *  


       


     What was going on was that Mandy, an attractive blonde about my height– my Zoe height, that is– received a call from old high school friends, inviting her to a Halloween party on Saturday night, and she had decided to come home to attend.  


     Meanwhile, I was still Zoe, it seemed, but when Diane introduced me to Mandy, she said that I was a new college intern at her lab and since my apartment wouldn’t be ready until Monday that I was staying at their house for the weekend.  


     “Zoe doesn’t have a car She flew in and the airline lost her luggage too,” she added. “Can you believe the bad luck?” 


     After shaking my hand, which looked as disturbingly feminine as hers, Mandy said, “Oh, I’m so sorry.” 


     Then she looked me up and down. As she did so, I wondered what she was seeing. What did I look like? What was I wearing? 


     “You look about my size, although your bust is a little bigger,” she said brightly. “And that’s a really cute dress too.” 


     Oh, great. Just what I wanted to hear. 


     “You’re welcome to wear some of my stuff,” Mandy added. “I still have plenty of clothes in my closet.” 


     And … this just keeps better and better. 


     By this time, I wasn’t supposed to be wearing any clothes. I was supposed to be in the house, transformed into  an 18-year-old stud and engaged in wild, uninhibited sex with his teenage girlfriend. 


     Suddenly Mandy grabbed my hand and said, “Come on. Let’s find you some things to wear right now. 


     “And you have to come to the party with me tomorrow night,” she added, as she pulled me toward the door. 


     I started to say, “Thanks, but no thanks.” She didn’t give me the chance.  


     Somehow, I managed to keep from stumbling in the heels, but it wasn’t easy. I looked pleadingly back at Diane, who mouthed “sorry” and shrugged her shoulders. 


     “Oh, and I know, you’re going to need some new bras and panties since your luggage was lost, so we’ll go shopping tomorrow,” Mandy gushed. “I have to get a Halloween costume …” 


     My God, didn’t this girl ever shut up? Why hadn’t I ever noticed it before?  Maybe it was because I mostly had seen her at home by herself, instead of with girls her own age. Now, I was a girl her own age. 


     “And, oh, you’ll need one too. Maybe we can get some kind of cute matching costumes– like slutty Catholic school girls!” 


     As she tugged me toward the stairs, Diane, trailing behind us, yelled, “Mandy, Zoe’s had a hard day. Go easy on her!” 


     “I will, Mom!” she yelled back, without slowing her pace. 


     I never had been in Mandy’s bedroom before. And I wouldn’t have been broken hearted if I never did. But I especially didn’t want to be in there as her new bosom buddy. 


     But she did have a full-length mirror so I finally could get a look at myself. Oh, crap! I was wearing a little black dress, the ultimate feminine attire. That’s what an intern wears to a research lab?! At least it had long sleeves and a square neck so my boobs didn’t show. Oh, my God, look at those boobs! 


     While Mandy pulled clothes out of her dresser drawers and closet for me to try on, I saw what I would have looked like as a teen, if I had been born female. I still had brown hair and green eyes, and I actually could see me– the old, male me– in those eyes.  But the rest of me … Yikes! 


     Okay, I’ll say it. I was hot! I wondered if my mother had been this attractive when she was a teen. At the very least, I had inherited her “big breasts” genes. Mouth open in awe, I attempted to cup them with my small hands. 


     Embarrassed when I suddenly realized what I was doing, I quickly pulled my hands away. Fortunately, Mandy was too preoccupied with building a wardrobe for me to notice.  


     I appeared to be about 5-6, in heels, with a small waist, a decidedly feminine but not too large bottom, and long, shapely legs. I hadn’t inherited the double chin I had as a male, thank goodness. My neck was slender and my smooth, girlish face had a small, round chin and high cheeks. Yes, the eyes were still mine, but they seemed larger now and my eyelashes longer.  


     Actually, I realized, it was my body that was hot. My face hadn’t yet caught up. Instead, it was cute. Although I probably was supposed to be 19 or 20, I could have passed for 16 or 17.  Great! Jailbait. 


     Just as Mandy started to load my arms with dresses and tops and items that were a total mystery to me, Diane finally came to the rescue. I think that she had taken her sweet time climbing the stairs, dreading to see what more embarrassment her zealous daughter had heaped on me. 


     “Okay, Mandy, I know that it’s early, but Zoe has had a long day, and I think that she probably would like to have some ‘me’ time, maybe take a nice, long bubble bath and relax,” she said. 


     Oh, yeah, a bubble bath would fix everything. 


     Mandy blushed and said, “Oh, you’re right, Mom. I’m so sorry, Zoe. I just got really excited. You know? You get a nice, long rest, and, in the morning, we’ll go shopping!” 


     As Diane closed the door on the guest room at the end of the hall, I tossed Mandy’s clothes on the bed and plopped down beside them. The impact caused my breasts to jiggle so much that I put my hands on them. 


     “That’s not a very ladylike gesture,” Diane laughed. “And I can see your panties.” 


     “And I’m not feeling very ladylike,” I said, as I blew long hair out of my face. “And since when do college interns wear little black dresses to research labs?” 


     Diane laughed. 


     “They don’t, sweetie. But the app can’t gauge circumstances,” she said. “It just puts you in clothing appropriate for your body. And don’t forget that I didn’t say anything about you being an intern until after the, uh, mishap.”  


     Diane sat down beside me and pushed my legs together.  


     “Look, I’m really sorry about this, Tim. But you’re going to be Zoe until Mandy goes back to college on Sunday,” she said.   


     “This is all my fault and, I promise, I will make it up to you as soon as Mandy is gone and I never will play around again with stuff from the lab, no matter how intriguing it appears. 


     “But until Mandy leaves, you’re going to have to behave like who you appear to be, a teenage girl,” she added. “I couldn’t tell her what was really going on. You understand that. Don’t you?” 


     I pushed myself up, nodded, and, despite myself, grinned. 


     “You got that right,” I said. “That girl is an unstoppable force of nature and telling her about that gadget could be disastrous. She might not mean to tell anyone about it, but, sooner or later, she would.” 


     “Bingo,” Diane said. “When she was little, my former husband and I called her ‘Hurricane Mandy.’ And that description is just as accurate today.” 


     Looking down at the tight black skirt hugging my thighs, I nodded.  


     “Okay,” I said. “I’ll try my best.  But I don’t have any frame of reference for how a teenage girl behaves, especially when she’s socializing with others her age. I didn’t have any sisters.” 


     As I continued to stare at the tight, stretchy material, a sudden chill raced down my spine. Sitting next to my girlfriend, who never failed to turn me on when we were this close, I should have seen a bulge. Instead, my groin was flat– as flat as hers, I noted. And that awakened me to the overwhelming foreignness of my new body and the clothing that I wore. Soft panties pressed against my now flat crotch. Straps pulled on my shoulders, as they supported a bra that encased heavy breasts. High heels … 


     I kicked off one of the black pumps. It bounced across the floor and against the wall.    


     “Again, not very ladylike,” Diane observed as she took my slim hand in hers. 


     “You’re smart,” she said. “Just watch and listen. If ever there were someone who was qualified to teach teenage girls how to be teenage girls, it’s Mandy. She’s the quintessential girly girl.” 


     “No kidding,” I replied, looking toward the pile of feminine finery on the bed. “Check out the stuff she gave me to wear. I don’t even know what some of it is.”  


     Diane smiled and said, “No worries. I’ll help you get dressed in the morning– unless Mandy beats me to it, which she probably will. Now, you just get out of those clothes, take that nice hot, bubble bath to relax, and then, well, maybe you’d like to explore a little. 


     “It’s not every day that a guy gets this opportunity, you know.” 


     My obvious look of horror at the suggestion made her giggle.  


     “Oh, come on,” she said. “Lighten up. Wouldn’t you like to know what it’s like for girls? I know that if I suddenly had a penis … “ 


     I jumped up from the bed, a little shaky with only one shoe on, and pulled Diane with me. 


     “Okay, I really am tired and, now that you mention it, a bubble bath sounds nice. And don’t you dare thinking of zapping yourself into a guy right now!” 


     Diane laughed and hugged me, our breasts pressing. 


     “Wow, those are something,” she said, suddenly squeezing them with her hands. “But don’t worry. I’m not going to use the app anymore tonight. It’s caused enough complications.”  


     “Now cut that out,” I said, as I pushed her hands away and felt myself blush. 


     Diane giggled again. 


     “Okay, sweetie,” she said. “But if you decide later that you’d like a little girl-on-girl action …” 


     Finally, despite myself, I girlishly laughed. 


     “There you go,” she smiled. “That’s what I was looking for. Good night, Zoe.” 


     Just as she got to the door, though, she turned.  


     “On second thought, I think that you’re going to need some help getting undressed tonight,” she said. “You’ve taken bras off me. But you’ve never taken one off yourself.  


     “And I’d really love to see those breasts. At your age, I’ll bet they’re nice and perky, despite their size. 


     “How about it?” 


     I put my hands on my new wider hips and said, “Good night, Diane.” 


     “Okay,” she said. “But if you change your mind later … “ 


     I took off my other high heel and threw it at her.  


     “You throw like a girl,” Diane laughed, as she closed the door behind her.  


     I couldn’t argue with that.  


     And as I looked at myself in the mirror, trying to figure out how to take off my little black dress, I started to think about what she had said, even though she obviously was teasing me in an attempt to make me feel better. She probably was right about my breasts being nice and perky. 


     I turned to assess my body from the side. Ooh, that tight dress hugged my butt nicely too. Without a giving it a thought, I lifted one leg in the air, bent it at the knee, and pointed my toes, the way that I’d seen girls do when they were flirting with boys in school. 


     Putting my back to the mirror, I looked over my shoulder and nodded appreciatively. Spying a zipper, I pulled it awkwardly down to my waist. The dress slithered down my legs, and I stepped out of it.  


     “Wow,” I whispered in response to what I saw. 


     Facing front again, I couldn’t help myself. I ran my hands over my boobs, covered in black silk and lace. Impulsively, I looked down, half expecting to see an erection in my panties. Of course there wasn’t one. But as I continued to massage my breasts, I felt rigid nipples in my bra cups, as well as a fluttering in my flat tummy.  


     Feeling a sudden compulsion, I squeezed my thighs tightly together and, as I did so, marveled at the realization that nothing was there to get in the way. The pleasure weakened me, compelling me to bend at the waist, to trace a hand down my bare belly, to push between my thighs, and to … 


     Oh, God … who knew it could feel this good? I giggled. Diane knew. 


       


          


       


     *    *    *    *  


       


       


     Sleep didn’t come easily for me. I didn’t let it. And Diane was right about my breasts. They were nice and perky. 


     After making that discovery– as well as a few others– I decided that a cold shower probably would be a better choice that a hot bubble bath. 


     At some time, I suppose, I must have fallen asleep, but I wanted to be up bright and early to get dressed without help from Diane or Mandy. Especially Mandy.   


     Putting on the bra was a major challenge. How in the Hell did women do this every day? After grunting and groaning with my back to the mirror and looking over my shoulder for five minutes, I decided to put it on backward so that I could snap it in front. Then I slid the cups back around to the front, lifted them over my girls, and pulled the straps onto my shoulders. A little gentle maneuvering here and there to get them nestled just right, and I was good to go.  


     After my exploration session in front of the mirror the night before, I had the good sense to rinse out my panties in the sink. They were nice and dry– and clean– when I slid them up my legs and snugged them into place against my flat crotch.  


     Then came the difficult part, sorting through Mandy’s clothes for something to wear.  


     “My, God, doesn’t this girl own anything besides skirts and dresses?” I said to myself as I searched.  


     Finally, I decided on a black, long-sleeved v-neck sweater with white hearts and something black that resembled pants but obviously weren’t. I thought that I remembered the girls at school calling them leggings. I had to sit on the bed to pull them on and they hugged my skin from ankles to waist.  


     As I stood up,  I noticed that the sweater and leggings didn’t meet, leaving a bare midriff. Of course they didn’t. They weren’t supposed to. This was teen girl fashion.  


     I was sitting in front of a mirror at a makeup table, using a brush that I found in the bathroom to get the tangles out my long, brown hair when someone knocked on the door. 


     “Oh, God,” I muttered under my breath, but said, “Come in!” in my best happy girl voice. 


     “My, don’t you look just adorable,” Diane gushed, as she walked up behind me and took the brush out of my hand.  


     “Here, let me do that for you, Zoe,” she said. 


     She was much better at it than I, thank goodness, so it was less painful and more productive. Soon the brush was gliding smoothly through my shiny hair. 


     “I’ll put it in a ponytail for you to keep it out of your face,” she added. 


     When she had finished, she looked into the mirror’s reflection of my eyes and smiled.  


     “So …,” she said. “How’d you sleep?”  


     I smiled back and said, “Why I slept very well, Ms. Malloy. Thank you so much for asking. You and your daughter have been so kind to a poor girl all alone in a new town. And I just love all the pretty clothes that Mandy has loaned me.” 


     Before Diane could call me a “wise ass,” which I knew that she was about to do, Mandy came bubbling into the room. 


     “Oh, Zoe, you look too precious in that outfit,” she exclaimed. “I have the perfect shoes for you too.” 


     She also had the perfect makeup and perfect earrings, as it turned out. Diane stood back and allowed her daughter to finish my going-to-the mall look. When I stared at Diane reflection in the mirror, I saw her fighting to keep from having a giggle fit.  


     After a quick breakfast, she walked with us out to Mandy’s car.  


     “You girls have fun shopping for Halloween costumes!” she said as she handed her daughter a credit card.  


     “Use this. And, Mandy, don’t forget that Zoe needs bras and panties in case the airline doesn’t return her luggage today. You should get some really sexy costumes for your party tonight too.” 


     Startled, I looked up from fastening my seatbelt and stared with open mouth. What on earth was going on with Diane? She winked at me.  


     “You forgot this,” she said. “A girl doesn’t want to forget her purse when she goes shopping or other places.” 


     Then she handed me a little black leather purse, which I later learned had money, my cell phone, and – oh, my God– some condoms in it. What was she thinking? 


     Mandy nodded as she turned on the ignition. 


     “We’ll go to Victoria’s Secret first,” she said. “It’ll be fun! I need some new undies too.” 


     Surprisingly, going into Victoria’s Secret was more frightening for me as a woman than it ever had been when I was a man and accompanied Diane. That’s because I realized that I was about to become a participant instead of just an appreciative spectator. 


     As a participant, I would be expected to go into a dressing room and try on bras to make certain that they fit properly. And I knew that Mandy would insist that we do that together. 


     Nothing wrong with that. Right? We were both girls. If she only knew. 


     I smiled as I tagged along behind her and she searched for her size in styles that she liked. 


     “What size are you?” Mandy asked idly, as she fingered a satin strapless. 


     Fortunately, I had made it a point to check the tag when I look off my black lace bra the night before. 


     “I’m a 36C,” I said. 


     “Oh, you’re so lucky,” she said. “That’s perfect. I’m just a 36B, which is why I usually go with padded bras.” 


     Oh, yeah, I was sooo lucky, I thought, as I looked down at my breasts pressing prominently against the sweater. 


     Bras in hand, we headed for the dressing room and, just as I had thought, Mandy wanted us to go in together. I was about to see the naked breasts of my girlfriend’s teenage daughter. That was so wrong. 


     On the other hand, she was about to see mine too. And mine were bigger than hers. 


     After she showed me hers and I showed her mine, we left the store with two small shopping bags filled with bras and panties. From there, we went to Forever 21 and Nordstrom’s. After that … well … I just kind of lost track. Clutching my purse in one hand and my the bag with new undies in the other, I just rode along in the slipstream of Hurricane Mandy. 


     Eventually we stopped at Starbuck’s for lattes. By then, I had observed enough and adjusted enough that I suspected that I not only looked like a teenage girl but walked, talked, and acted like one as well. Really, it didn’t seem so bad either, once I got past baring my breasts in the Victoria’s Secret dressing room. 


     Of course, with any luck, I’d be back to my old male self by the same time tomorrow, when Mandy was on her way back to college. But for the time being, I might as well enjoy the ride and my time with her. She really was sweet, kind, and generous, and her enthusiasm for life was infectious. 


     “I’ve been thinking about tonight,” Mandy said as she sipped her drink. “I don’t think that we should be slutty Catholic school girls. Lots of my friends probably will have costumes like that. You can make those at home for almost nothing.  


     “Mom told me to use her credit card,” she added. “So I have something better in mind. It will be epic.” 


       


     *    *    *    *  


     Epic, it was too. As Mandy and I walked hand-in-hand down the steps to the basement in her friend’s house, talk ceased and all heads turned our way. We seemed to be royalty descending. 


     “Who’s that with Mandy?” I heard a superhero mumble. “I’d do her in the closet right now.”  


     Ooh. I felt a little shiver just as he said that, but thought nothing of it. 


     At the bottom of the stairs, soldiers, football players, cavemen, and cowboys continued to gawk in open-mouth silence, as mermaids, brides, French maids, and, yes, slutty school girls gathered around us. They exchanged hugs and air kisses and then Mandy made introductions. 


     “Krissy, Emma, Gabby, Taylor, this is Zoe. She’s my Mom’s new intern at the lab and she’s staying with us for awhile.” 


     More hugs and air kisses followed with me and I thought that I could get to like this. It was comforting and welcoming and … well, just nice. I liked that. But I did miss the arousal that usually followed after I embraced an attractive woman, and, despite myself, I even looked down for some sign of it as we stood around and chatted with the rest of the girls. 


     Of course, it wasn’t there. I didn’t see it. I didn’t feel it. My parts down there were just like theirs. Not only that, I wasn’t attracted to girls, so there were no butterflies in the tummy or little electric jolt from my boobs to my girl parts. I first realized that earlier in the day with Mandy in the dressing room at Victoria’s Secret.  


     Just like mine, her bare boobs were nice and perky too, but they did nothing to excite me.  


     But I suspected that they now were doing plenty to excite the boys in the room, and my bigger ones even more so because of the way they were enhanced by our costumes. 


     Mandy was a sexy devil and I was an angel in a costume that was anything but virginal. We both wore full bust corsets made of satin and sequins that cinched in the back and pushed up our boobs to eye-popping dimensions. Tiny ruffled skirts didn’t even extend to our plump bottoms, which were covered in mesh, ruffle panties with bows in the back. Garters held up our silky stockings. Both of us wore spike heels, which I felt surprisingly comfortable in. 


     Of course, Mandy was all in red, while I was all in white. I sported wings made of feathers and a halo, while she wore horns and carried a sequined pitchfork. 


     “Oh, my God, Mandy! Where did you get those costumes?” one girl gushed. “They are so bad!” 


     “Yeah, Mans, I’m surprised your mother was okay with that,” another added. 


     Mandy grinned.  


     “Yeah, me too,” she said. “She even paid for them. Can you believe that? Hey, she told me to buy something sexy for us to wear tonight, so I did.” 


     As some of the girls began to circulate again, a couple of boys approached with what looked like glasses of punch in their hands. From experience, I knew that the liquid contained more than just fruit flavors and sugary syrup. They handed them to us. 


     “Zoe, this is Mark and Damien,” Mandy said.  


     “Wow, you two look spectacular,” one of them said. 


     “Zoe, where have you been all my life?” the other added. 


     As they complimented us, I realized something funny. When the other girls talked about our costumes, I felt nothing. But when the boys did, it actually turned me on a little bit. Wow. That was disturbing. 


     Even more disturbing, I noticed a boy over in a corner by himself, eyeing us intently. No, I take that back. He wasn’t eyeing us. He was eyeing me. 


     Dressed in a policeman’s costume, he was tall and dark and … Well, I hate to admit this, but I thought that he was really good looking. He smiled slightly and saluted me with his drink. 


     Ooh. There was a shiver again. Only this one was longer and more intense than the one that I’d felt on the stairs. 


     I smiled and raised my punch glass in return. 


     Then someone grabbed my hand– I think it was Mandy– and suddenly we were near the snacks table, where the girls talked about what they had been doing during their first year out of high school. 


     I feigned interest, but it was difficult. The punch helped because it was spiked just as I had expected it would be. It was sweet, too, which didn’t appeal to me as a man, but now seemed delicious. I looked around to see where I could get a refill. 


     Suddenly, the empty glass was pulled from my hand and replaced with a full one. Startled, I looked up to see the tall policeman smiling at me. My heart skipped a beat and my knees wobbled. My hand tingled where his fingers had touched it. 


     “Officer Dylan, at your service,” he said in a soft, pleasant baritone. “You looked like you needed a refill.” 


     “Thanks,” I said and looked down in embarrassment as I felt myself blush. 


     “And you looked a little bored,” he added. 


     I nodded and said, “Well, I don’t know anyone here except Mans. You now? So its kinda hard to be interested in what they’re talkin’ about. You know?” 


     Huh?  Two “you knows” in the same breath? I sounded like some boy crazy, air-headed teenage girl. What was happening to me around this guy? 


     “See you around, maybe?” he said. 


     “Uh, huh,” I replied as he turned and disappeared into the crowd. 


     Dammit! I had sounded so stupid when I talked to him. That’s why he left. He probably was looking for a smart girl. I’m such an idiot! 


     And why I didn’t I go after him? Instead, I just stood there like a dumb girl! 


     The second glass of punch tasted even better than the first and helped give me the courage to ask Mandy about the tall, dark-haired policeman with blue eyes. 


     “Dylan?” she said. “No we didn’t have a Dylan in our graduating class. He must have come here with someone else.” 


     Probably he came with another girl, I thought forlornly. Probably a girl who was smarter than me. 


     After the third glass of punch, I stopped blaming myself for Dylan walking away. His loss, I told myself. And besides, if he had stayed around, what would we have talked about?  


     And talk was all that I was about to do with any guy. After all, it wasn’t like I was really a girl. So … good riddance. 


     After the third glass of punch, I also had to go to the bathroom, really, really bad. 


     “Up the stairs and just on your right,” Mandy told me. 


     It’s funny, but going up the stairs in spike heels was a lot harder than coming down them. But I managed to make it by holding onto the banister. 


     Inside the bathroom, I pulled down my ruffled panties, but almost forgot to sit down to pee. Then the wings were in the way and I had to take them off. 


     Business finished, I washed my hands and looked in the mirror. 


     “No more alcohol for you, young lady,” I laughed. “And it’s a good thing your bestie is driving too.” 


     I started to splash water in my face, but then stopped. It would mess up my makeup. Being a pretty girl required sacrifice. 


     “Oh, well, I’m good to go, I guess,” I told the angel in the mirror. 


     Stepping out the door, I ran right into Officer Dylan. 


     “Your wings are gone,” he said. “Does that make you a fallen angel? That would be good for me.” 


     “Oops!” I said, at first not recognizing what he was suggesting. “I just forgot. I better get them.” 


     Then I realized the implication of what he had said, and it helped me sober up far more than cold water would have. He was interested in me after all! But I also was still mad at him for walking away from me earlier.  


     “Uh, I don’t think so,” I said. “I’m not that kind of girl. You might have better luck with my devil friend in the basement.” 


     Dylan tickled me under the chin. 


     “Oh, you’re mad at me. Aren’t you?” 


     I pushed his hand away and tried to cross my arms, but my satin-covered boobs got in the way. 


     “No, I’m not,” I said, putting my hands on my hips. “I couldn’t care less about you walking away from me in the basement. I couldn’t care less about you. Period.” 


     As I stood there, tapping my toe, waiting for Dylan to get out of the way and let me pass. I suddenly realized that I didn’t know what was going on. Was I really mad at him? Was I attracted to him? Or was I genuinely fighting to keep him at arm’s length because I was a man temporarily trapped in a girl’s body? 


     Oh, to Hell with it. This will all be over with tomorrow anyway, I thought as I started to push past him. 


     “Mandy left already,” he said, and that stopped me cold.  


     Now I was totally sober. And at least a little afraid. 


     “You’re lying,” I said. “She wouldn’t do that. We came here together.” 


     Dylan shook his head. 


     “I saw her leave with some guy just before I came up to use the bathroom and you were in it,” he said. “But I’ll be happy to give you a ride home, Zoe.” 


     “You’re lying,” I said again. “I know you are.” 


     Not aggressively, but insistently, he backed me against the wall in the dark hall.  


     “Tell you what,” he said. “Give me one little kiss. If you don’t like it, I’ll get out of the way. You still won’t find Mandy. But you can see for yourself.” 


     “Nuh, uh. No way,” I said. “I told you that I’m not that kind of girl.” 


     He chuckled. 


     “You’re a girl who doesn’t kiss boys?” he asked. “A girl who looks like you do and dresses like that and doesn’t kiss boys?” 


     He stepped back and crossed his arms. 


     “Are you a girl who kisses girls?” he teased. 


     More frustrated now than fearful, I threw up my hands in the air. 


     “Okay, you want to know?” I said. “Okay, I’ll tell you. I’m not really a girl. Okay?” 


     I could see his teeth in the darkness as he smiled broadly. 


     “That’s okay,” he said. “I’m not really a guy either. So kiss me. Okay?” 


     Then he gently leaned in and whispered, “Just one little kiss.” 


     Oh, crap! I never in my life had kissed a man. But now… Was I about to? Did I want to? 


     Yes, I finally decided, as I closed my eyes and pushed my face toward his. I wanted to. Our lips met. His were soft and warm. I hoped mine were as well, as I savored the tender moment and suddenly realized that, hey, in this body, I really did like kissing boys. Well, this boy, at least. 


     True to his word, Dylan kept the kiss “little,” much to my disappointment. 


     “Well?” he said. “Did you like it?” 


     I didn’t answer. As much as I enjoyed it, I knew what would follow if I said that I had. I was afraid that I wasn’t ready for that. 


     “Did you?” he asked again. 


     “Yes, I did,” I finally said softly. 


     “Do you want to do it again?” he asked. 


     “Yes,” I said.  


     This time, Dylan took me in arms, pressed my soft body against his firm frame and kissed me passionately. I kissed back and our tongues intertwined. As he lifted me out of my high heels, I felt my toes curl. 


     Finally, we came up for breath. He took my small hand and headed down the hall into even deeper darkness. Without hesitation, I followed. 


     He led me into a bedroom and closed the door. 


     “Mandy really didn’t leave without you,” he said. “I want to be honest about that. Do you still want to be in here with me?” 


     When I nodded yes, he locked it, and then added, “But I did tell her that I would take you home.” 


     Suddenly, the implication of what he was saying made my blood run cold. I was about to make love to a total stranger who would then take me home to my girlfriend? Even sexually uninhibited Diane might have trouble with that. And if she did, would she slam the door in my face and never change me back into her boyfriend? 


     “I’d really like to, you know, do what I think you want to do in here,” I said. “I really, really would. But … “ 


     Dylan put his hands on my breasts and gently backed me onto the bed 


     His handsome face hovering just inches from mine, he whispered, “But you forgot to bring your purse that has the condoms in it?” 


     After a slight pause he added, “Or maybe you were about to tell me that you have someone at home whom you care about and don’t want to cheat on?” 


     Oh, my God! Even though I had just relieved myself, I felt as if I were about to pee my panties. 


     “Diane!” I screamed. “No, it couldn’t be!” 


     Officer Dylan then pushed me farther onto the bed and lowered himself on top of me. He massaged my breasts and nibbled on my ear.  


     “Get off me, you son of a bitch!” I screamed. “This was a dirty trick!” 


     I pounded my fists on his chest and kicked my legs. Even as I did so, though, he leaned into me and pressed his lips against mine.  


     I fought that too– for about a second. 


     “Do you want to make love or do you want to fight?” he asked, as I finally calmed down. 


     “Both, dammit,” I said, as I snaked my hand between our bodies and found his bulging crotch. I gently squeezed. 


      “But I’m thinking that we should save the fighting for later,” I giggled. 


     Moaning with pleasure he nodded his head and said, “I think you’re right.” 


     Raising up, he unhooked my stockings from the garters and then pulled down my panties. I unbuckled his trousers. 


     “I’ve never made love to an angel,” he said, as kicked off his shoes and pulled off his pants and jockey shorts. 


     His rigid penis sprang forward, just inches from my face. 


     “Wow, I’ve never seen one of those from this end,” I said in my best little girl voice. “It looks so big!” 


     I took it in my hands and kissed its tip, as he gasped for breath. 


     “Now, who’s in charge?” I giggled. “Certainly not the big, bad policeman.” 


     As I gently stroked his manhood, he swayed and moaned, his eyes closed tight. 


     “Now tell me when you got the idea for this latest extreme role-playing escapade,” I said.  “Did you intentionally turn me into your sexy little intern?” 


     “No, no, nothing like that,” he whispered in his husky baritone. “That was an accident.” 


     I put about two inches into my mouth, swirled my tongue around, and then slowly pulled by lips  back to the tip. Much to my delight, he groaned, grimaced, and clinched his teeth in an effort to control himself. 


     “Oh, my God!” he exclaimed. “I can’t stand it. This is too much! Please! Do something!” 


     “What about the condoms in the purse?” I asked sweetly, as I wiped the salty taste from my mouth and pulled my hands away.  


     I knew how it was for a guy. He was close to the edge, and I didn’t want to take him over. Not yet.  


     Then I pushed his penis down and away from my face, picked up his large hands and put them on my breasts. 


     “But I am your sexy little intern. Aren’t I, Officer Dylan?” I teased. 


     “Oh, thank God,” he gasped. “Yes, yes you are. I think that I was about to lose it there. I’ve never felt anything so intense.” 


     “You have no idea,” I said as I wiggled backward until we aligned. “Now what about those condoms?” 


     “Well, since you were stuck as Zoe until tomorrow, I was starting to think about role reversal sex when I saw you this morning,” he said. “So, I guess they might have been my way of suggesting something like that to you.” 


     I locked my legs around his firm butt and said “And?” 


     “When I saw you in that angel costume tonight, it was just too much,” he said. “I wanted to be the male version of me at 18 so that I could make love to you. It’s just like I wanted to do originally, you know, with us both being young. Only we’ve changed sexes.” 


     “Yes … only,” I giggled.  


     “And I’m guessing that an added bonus would be to come to this party and do it in someone else’s bedroom,” I said, as I pulled his head down and kissed him fiercely. 


     Coming up for air, he laughed and said, “You got that right.” 


     Grabbing his penis once more, I guided it under my skirt and between my legs. I teased its tip against my moist entrance. 


     “Then let’s do this thing!” I gasped, pressing my heels into his bottom. “There are a few more positions that I want to try.” 


     “Yes, ma’am!” he replied, plunging his police baton deep into my angelic host. 
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     2. Sudden Princess 


       


       


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


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


     Suddenly the bedroom door flew open and my 17-year-old step daughter Stacey burst in, squealing in apparent panic.  


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


     Mouth hanging open, I was too stunned to respond. 


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


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


     I started screaming too. 


     “I’m not Lilly! I’m Jake!” I yelled in a voice that sounded high and shrill and girly. “What the Hell is going on here?” 


     That got her attention.  


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


     She grabbed me by the hand and we ran barefoot for our bedroom down the hall. If she was in her daughter’s body and I was in my daughter’s body then …  


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


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


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


     “On the other hand … “ 


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


     “What?” I asked. “What are you suggesting?” 


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


     I put small fists on hips that now seemed disturbingly softer and wider. “At the same time?” I asked. “What are the odds for that?” 


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


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


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


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


     “Well, it’s one hell of an illusion,” I said.  


       


     *     *     *     *     * 


       


     “I don’t want to wear a bra!” I whined.  


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


     I put my hands over my ears. 


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


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


     “What do you want to talk about?” she laughed. “Periods? Boys? Cheerleader camp? That’s coming up in a couple of weeks, you know.” 


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


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


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


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


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


     Then, before I realized what was happening, I started to cry. Me! A grown man crying! Then I made the mistake of looking in the mirror again. No, I wasn’t a grown man. I was a teen girl. I was my own daughter! This couldn’t be real. 


     Julie pulled me close and hugged me. Feeling our breasts press against each other, I almost freaked out and pulled away. But then the embrace started to feel odd and comforting. 


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


     I stopped and pulled her back.  


     “But … ” I began. 


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


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


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


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


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


     She took both my hands. 


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


     I reluctantly nodded. 


     “So, what do we do?” I asked. 


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


     Once more she pulled me toward Stacey’s room. 


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


       


     *     *     *     *     * 


       


     So we pretended to be our own daughters.  


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


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


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


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


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


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


     Dad joined the conversation with a shocker. 


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


     My jaw dropped. 


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


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


     Julie and I exchanged puzzled glances. 


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


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


     I nodded my head.  


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


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


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


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


     Julie nodded her head in understanding. 


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


     “Okay?” Julie said.  


     I nodded.  


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


     What my sister said made sense.  


     “Okay, Stacey,” I said.  


       


     *     *     *     *     *  


       


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


     Lilly as me wasn’t quite as convincing. Of course, she wasn’t old enough to drive, so “Mom” drove us to the airport, something that I would have done had I been adult male instead of a teen girl. But as weird as it was seeing my body in the front passenger seat, it didn’t compare to sitting in the back with my “sister,” wearing a sleeveless floral sundress and wedges, with my hair in a ponytail, a purse in my lap, and smelling lightly of jasmine.  


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


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


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


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


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


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


     “Thanks, Daddy!” I gushed.  


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


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


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


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


     Mom smiled back. 


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


     Temporary Jake stood up too.  


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


     As we waited, Julie embraced me. 


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


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


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


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


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


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


     “Sweetheart, are you sure?” 


     Lilly sniffed and nodded. 


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


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


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


     But Julie was having none of it. 


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


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


     Just then we heard a car honk outside the condo. 


     “And there it is now,” she said.  


       


     *     *     *     *     *  


       


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


     “Our longtime friends are about to come through this door, expecting to have a good time with us while we’re on vacation. So, Jake, you are Lilly. Lilly, you are Jake. Case closed.” 


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


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


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


     OMG! Did I just think that? I’m a man, a man who likes women. How could I possibly have a thought like that?  


     But there was no denying it. As I watched the two muscular young men with black hair and brown eyes, unload their car, I felt a tingling in my tummy and just below it. I felt my heart quicken. There was no denying it. I was physically attracted to them. 


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


     Still, there was no way that I ever would actually …  


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


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


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


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


       


     *     *     *     *     * 


       


     After our fathers left to go fishing, Mom and Linda decided that the six of us would go out to dinner. And I decided that I would follow my big sister’s advice: I would try my best to enjoy myself– within reason. And the only way to do that was to allow my outer girl to reign supreme over my inner man. Jake Barnes was someone else and somewhere else, fishing with his friend. I was Lilly Barnes, staying at a beach condo with my Mom and sister and a couple of dreamy looking guys who made my heart go pitter-pat. 


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


     Feeling an itch that I couldn’t scratch, I wiggled my butt and crossed my legs. And I realized that the dampness I felt in my pink panties wasn’t the result of spilling my water glass. 


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


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


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


     “So you liked it?” she asked. 


     “Yes and no,” I said. “Lilly liked it at the time. But I’m not so sure that I did, especially now that I’ve had time to think about it.”  


     “You’re Lilly. Remember?” she replied. “Don’t think about it. If a guy you think is attractive touches you, it’s perfectly natural to like it and to be turned on by it.  


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


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


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


     “Sure,” she said.  


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


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


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


     “Thanks, Stacey,” I said. 


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


     She giggled and then added, “Sweet dreams.” 


     I giggled too. 


     “I will,” I said.  


      


       


       


     *     *     *     *     * 


       


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


     “Uh,” I said. 


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


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


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


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


     Just as Stacey had suspected I would, I had become quite familiar with my breasts the night before, as well as other parts of my new anatomy. But this was the first time that I had seen them up close and naked– and with an audience. 


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


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


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


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


     The tape tickled my nipples and, despite myself, I giggled and then put my hands over my breasts to stop the tingling after she removed the tape. 


     After doing some quick calculating, the woman said, “Well, it’s a good thing we measured. You’re not a 34AA anymore. You’re a 34B. Congratulations.” 


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


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


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


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


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


     During the next 30 minutes, I discovered more about bras than I had learned in 40 years as a man. Pushup bras were especially popular with girls like me, it seemed. But I also modeled sports bras, lace halter bras, strapless bras, and bralettes. 


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


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


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


     I smiled, gave myself a finger wave in the mirror, and then  went out to look at panties with the other girls.               


     “Oh, these are just so cute!” Linda gushed, as we sorted through bikinis, hipsters, cheeksters, boyshorts, and thongs in my size, which was small, according to Mom. 


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


     We ended the day at Ron Jon Surf Shop. We all bought new bikinis and I learned that they come in even more varieties than bras. I also discovered that tops and bottoms can be purchased separately. But being a traditional girl– and a girly girl– I opted for a match in pink velvet with a side tie at the hip on the bottom and a cute front tie on the lightly padded bralette. 


       


     *     *     *     *     * 


       


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


     “I’m not that kind of girl!” I protested, as I pushed Derrick– or maybe it was Darren– away.   


     During the week, Stacey had paired off with one of them and I with the other. At first, we weren’t certain which was which. But we had decided that it really didn’t matter since we were just two girls having fun at the beach and they were identical twins whom we probably never would see again. 


     I wore jeans and a tee shirt when I taught the boys to fish years before. Now, with my long hair pinned up and silver hoops dangling from my ears, I was wearing a pink velvet bikini from Ron Jon and Derrick– or Darren– had succeeded in untying the bow on my bralette. His next objective was the side tie on my bottom. 


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


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


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


     Early in the week, he had been a gentleman, just as Darren had been with my sister. Each night, Stacey and I had compared notes and laughed about how identical they were, not only in their looks but in their behavior. 


     We held hands the first day, as the four of us walked along the beach together and talked. On the second day, we started kissing, and, as couples, sought more privacy. Then, as the week progressed, came fun stuff behind the sand dunes. Derrick’s  hands were more than large enough for my 34B breasts too. My eyes rolled up in my head and I moaned in ecstasy as he massaged them and sucked on my rigid nipples. 


     With my tiny hands, I pulled down his trunks and returned the favor on the rod that he carried there. 


     For two days, when we weren’t sunning, swimming, or playing volleyball, we were behind the dunes pleasuring one another with our hands. Still, I had remained a “good girl.”  


     But now, we were enjoying our last time on the beach. Our fathers would be back later in the day, and Derrick and his family would drive back to Tampa during the evening. Before he left, I knew, he had every intention of making me a bad girl. 


     And I was just as determined that he wouldn’t. With each passing day, I had grown more and more comfortable being Lilly. Yes, I’ll say it. I now enjoyed being a girl, and Derrick, no doubt, played a large part in that.               I loved his scent, his embrace, his warm breath on my neck, and, most of all,  his rugged hands on my breasts. I dressed for him in short dresses and low-cut blouses and loved it when he complimented me. I especially liked it when he started calling me “Princess.” 


     Stacey laughed when I told her. 


     “If he only knew,” she said. 


     I smiled at her comment, but wasn’t quite sure how I felt about it. She was correct, of course. Derrick would be mortified to know who I really was– or rather who I had been. And that, I realized, was what bothered me. I wasn’t who I had been anymore. I wasn’t Jake. And Stacey had suggested that I still was. No, I was Lilly. I was his princess– at least for now, at least until we got back home and found the other ring. Only then would I be Jake again. 


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


     As he carried me from the surf, I wrapped my arms around his neck and kissed him passionately. 


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


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


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


     He raised up on an elbow.  


     “Yeah, I know,” he said. “And I respect that. You’re my Princess, after all. So … what are we gonna do?” 


     Using all the strength in my thin arms I pushed him onto his back. 


     “Well, there are other ways,” I said, raising an eyebrow, as I pulled down his trunks, and kissed the tip of his rigid manhood.  


       


     *     *     *     *     *    


       


     So a nice, normal-looking blended family flew back home from a vacation in Florida and, as far as I could tell, no one was the wiser. Nor should they have been.  


     Following a week of being Lilly, I was Lilly. And following a week of being me, as strange as it seems, Lilly was me. She— or rather, he– hugged Julie and kissed her on the cheek when they returned. Then he picked me up, kissed me on the forehead and said, “And how’s my Princess?” as he swung me around in a circle. 


     He also insisted on driving us to the airport. 


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


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


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


     Dad smiled. 


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


     Stacey might have believed him. I’m not sure Mom did. And I know that I didn’t. 


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


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


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


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


      Mom and I both realized that we could tear the house apart and never find it. She had seen me painting my toe nails and applying makeup. She had seen my flirtatious behavior around Derrick and Darren. And just after the boys and their parents left, she had walked into our bedroom just as I was taking selfies, wearing only my Victoria’s Secret pushup bra and “Hot Stuff’ boyshorts. 


     She knew that, now and forever, I was Lilly, her stepdaughter, and he was Jake, her husband. 


     That was Dad’s decision. Not mine. But I was okay with it. Maybe even better than okay. 


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


     Before school started, I’d get my driver’s license and Stacey and I would go shopping for all kinds of cute back-to-school clothes. Derrick and I were going to stay in touch. And I really was looking forward to going to cheerleader camp with my sister in a few days. 
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