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  By Portia Hab


  “I hate my life. I hate it!” screamed the little girl in the passenger seat of my car as we pulled into the parking lot at the orthodontist’s office.


  Actually, she wasn’t such a little girl anymore. As of today, she was officially a teenager, 13 years old. But, despite a pool party planned for later in the day, it wasn’t such a great day for the petite brown-eyed brunette who was my niece.


  Lizzie had gotten her period the day before, my younger sister Janice had confided in me when I stopped by to pick her up. “So be prepared for some histrionics,” she smiled devilishly.


  Janice had been called in unexpectedly to her office for a Saturday business meeting and I had agreed to be fill-in chauffer. She was divorced and her ex was living out of state.


  “Add to that, she’s not too excited about getting braces, even though she knows she needs them,” my sister added.


  No kidding.


  “But pumpkin …” I began.


  “Don’t call me a vegetable. I’m not a vegetable!” Lizzie stormed. “I’m a person and a teenager, and I feel like shit and I don’t want to do this.


  “I don’t want any stupid old birthday party this afternoon either. Okay?”


  She sat there with arms crossed under her just budding breasts and blew a loose strand of long brown hair out of her face. Even though I knew it would make her even angrier, I couldn’t help smiling at the image she presented as a pretty, pouting teen.


  “What’s so funny, Uncle Brian?” she snarled. “You think this is funny? You think it’s funny that I’m having my period and that now I have to go in there for two hours and have stuff shoved in my mouth and metal wrapped around my teeth and then hafta to go home and pretend everything’s all right because I’m the birthday girl?”


  I shook my head. “No, pum … No, sweetie, I don’t think it’s funny,” I said. “I think some really crappy stuff is happening to you on your birthday, of all days. And I’m really sorry about that.


  “I was smiling because I love you and because, well … you look just so darn cute when you’re angry like that. This is life, kiddo. And you just have to roll with the punches.”


  Oh, damn! I couldn’t believe I said that. I would have thought that I learned my lesson about putting my foot in my mouth when having arguments with women when I was married. But evidently not.


  Mount Lizzie erupted. “Oh, Uncle Brian, how could you?” she shrieked and pounded on my right arm with her little fists. “You have no idea what it’s like for me right now. You have no idea.


  “I just wish you were the one having the period and you were the one who had to get braces. Then you’d see. Then you’d know what it’s like!”


  Suddenly, the world went black. And when it just as quickly became light again, I was the one!


  “Oh, my God!” we both screamed in the voice of the other, as we stared open-mouthed, first at our old bodies and then at the ones we now possessed.


  I gazed down at a pink cami, tiny denim shorts, long bare legs, and sandals. I felt twin pony tails brushing my bare shoulders. And, without thinking, I raised my tiny hands to assess the new protrusions on my chest. The bra I now was wearing was lilac, I knew, because I had seen the straps when Lizzie was wearing it.


  Now she was wearing my jeans and a polo shirt.


  “Uncle Brian! Cut that out,” Lizzie said, using her now much larger hand to knock away mine from my new breasts. “Don’t touch me there. It isn’t decent.”


  I looked up at her and said, “Oh, sorry.”


  Then the ridiculousness of that concern slapped me across the face. I wasn’t touching her. I was touching me! I now was the one wearing a bra and panties with a sanitary pad or maybe a Tampon stuck up inside me. Oh, Gawd, I think even want to think what was inside those panties. My panties.


   But somehow I managed to refrain from pointing out to her that the boobs were  mine and she now possessed my, well … I didn’t even want to say the word in connection with my 13-year-old niece. Maybe I had self-control because I now was her and females weren’t as likely to open mouth and insert foot.


  Or maybe it was because now I was a child and she was the adult, the authority figure.


  Oh, no. Oh, no. Bad thought. Bad thought.


  That was just nuts. No matter what we looked like, I was the adult and she was the child.


  Right? Gawd, I hoped so. But looking in the rearview mirror on the passenger side told me differently.


  “Oh, Uncle Brian,” Lizzie said in my baritone. “How did this happen? What are we gonna do?”


  “Well, for one thing, I’m not gonna get your braces,” I said in her girly soprano. “Being in your body with your period is bad enough. Now, let’s switch places and I’ll drive us back to your house.”


  Suddenly, Lizzie grinned wickedly with my face and I felt a chill roll down my spine.


  “Oh, no, Lizzie,” she said, emphasizing the name. “We’re here for you to get braces, and that’s what we’re gonna do.


  “I’m the adult now, and I have the car keys,” she added, as she pulled them out of the ignition and put them in the pocket of her – my – jeans. “We’ll go home and try to figure out what happened after you get your braces, young lady.”


  What in the Hell? I thought. How childish was that? Where were her priorities?


  Then I remembered: She was a child. Only now she was in my adult body. She was in control, with my car keys in her pocket, and she saw this as an opportunity to have braces put on her teeth, while avoiding the discomfort and possible pain that accompanies the procedure. She’d worry later about the rest.


  Not to mention that she was freed of the stomach cramps I now was enduring. At this moment, it was all good for her, and she wasn’t even thinking about what might be the long-term consequences of this incomprehensible body swap.


  “Now, pumpkin, you will call me Uncle Brian and I will call you Lizzie,” she commanded, as she opened the driver’s door. “And if you’re a good girl, we might go get some ice cream afterward. That’s one of the things you can eat right after you get braces.


  “And I’m thinking that, to start with, you should get turquoise elastic bands for those braces. That’s a really pretty color.”


  But, as he stared at me through the windshield and waited, I couldn’t move. I was petrified. I couldn’t step into the outside world as a 13-year-old girl instead of a 40-year-old man. I couldn’t. I just couldn’t. I felt tears welling up in my eyes.


  Oh, yuck! Where did those come from? I hadn’t cried in years. Was I now acting like a girl too?


  But before I had time to dwell on that frightening possibility, Uncle Brian opened the passenger door, took me by the hand, and said, “Come on, Lizzie. You don’t want to be late. This is life, kiddo. And you just have to roll with the punches.”


  The significance of those last words weren’t lost on me, despite my despondence.


  As I exited the car with shaky legs, he added, “Oh, sweetie, don’t forget your purse.”


  That finally provoked me. I was a man. I did not carry a purse. Unable to control myself, I stared daggers at my tormenter.


  She grinned and said, “You look just so darn cute when you’re angry like that.” 


  *     *     *     *


  Sitting on a folded blanket so I could see over the dash, I pulled the seat up as close as possible to the steering wheel.             


  As I adjusted the overhead mirror so I could see behind me, I briefly caught sight of my niece with her twin pony tails and her new braces – her new turquoise braces. For an instant I forgot what had happened about two hours before and thought, Hey, she’s cute! And I actually started to tell her so – until I remembered. That was my reflection. Those were my braces.


  God! This was so embarrassing. I was a brace face! I was cute!


  I pulled the shoulder belt between my breasts and snapped it.


  “Now remember to be careful, Lizzie,” Uncle Brian said with a smile. “If we get stopped, I – and by that, I mean you – could be in big trouble for allowing a kid to drive.”


  I didn’t respond and, for another few minutes, we drove in silence, until he said, “So, pumpkin, how was it? Lots of fun, huh? I watched a video of how they do it so I knew what was coming.”


  “Yeah, lots of fun,” I finally said begrudgingly. “The braces don’t hurt, but my mouth does from being stretched so much.”


  “And how does it feel to have all that metal in your mouth?” he asked, obviously enjoying our role reversal.


  “It feels really weird, okay?” I replied, and, as I did so, felt compelled to run my tongue across the braces. “It feels really, really weird.”


  “It won’t make kissing boys as much fun either,” he laughed.


  “I wouldn’t know,” I snapped. “And I’m not going to find out. We’re going to figure out what happened here and we’re going to switch back.”


  Following more silence, I added, “You’re enjoying this way too much, you know.”


  He nodded. “Yeah, I am,” he said. “And I don’t know why.”


  Then he paused before adding with a laugh, “Oh, yes, I do! You’re having my period. And you had to sit there for almost two hours and have your mouth spread all over your face, instead of me.”


  I muttered something under my breath, thinking he couldn’t hear.


  He did, though, laughed, and said, “No, I’m not a bitch, pumpkin. You are.


  “But, seriously, I am being a bastard, I guess, Uncle Brian,” he said looking at me with real sincerity in his green eyes. “I shouldn’t have forced you to go through that. It’s just that the cramps hurt so much and, today of all days, I didn’t want to get braces … and, well, we were there and this was my chance to make you do it for me.


  “Really, I’m sorry about this. I just hope that we can find a way to reverse it. I don’t want to miss my party this afternoon. Also, I feel ugly with short hair and this yucky, bristly stuff on my face and I hate that thing hanging between my legs. It keeps getting in the way.”


  I giggled and said, “Ooh, TMI! But it serves you right.


  “And, believe me, I don’t want to wear your bikini or your party dress,” I added, flashing my new braces. “God, I hope we can figure this out and get us back to normal.”


  As it turned out, figuring it out wasn’t difficult at all, after we explained to Janice why she saw her underage daughter pulling her brother’s car into the driveway.


  “Oh, my God, nothing like this has ever happened before, at least not that I know of,” she said.


  “You mean you believe us?” I asked, looking up at the woman who usually was 8 inches shorter than me but now was at least 4 inches taller.


  “Yes, I do,” she said, as we walked through the kitchen and into the living room.


  Everything in the house looked so much bigger to me now. It was weird. I had been 6-2. Now I was 5-2, maybe even shorter and probably 80 pounds lighter.


  “Okay, Mommy, tell us, please, what’s going on and how we can fix this,” Uncle Brian said as he kicked back in the recliner. Oh, wow. Lizzie never sat there when I visited. But I did.


   Mommy moved to one end of the couch and I settled onto the other, tucking my bare legs up under my butt.


  Yikes! Even weirder. I never sat like that before in my life. But I did it without thinking. Maybe it was body memory. It certainly wasn’t my male mind that made the decision to sit in that distinctively feminine way.


  One of my cami straps had slipped down on my arm and I pulled it back up. As I did, I noticed the lilac bra strap and suddenly I felt the soft cups cradling my breasts. OMG, even weirder still.


  We needed to get this fixed and fast. My mind was still all male, but this body  definitely was asserting itself more and more. I wondered if mine was doing the same to Lizzie. From the way she sprawled comfortably in the recliner, it seemed so.


  “Well, we’re from a family of witches,” Janice began. “But first, tell me what happened with you two, and don’t leave out anything.”


  So we did. Janice nodded knowingly and then began.


  In centuries past, she explained, her female ancestors had actively practiced white witchcraft. But with the passage of time and the advancement of civilization, they had gradually moved away from the spell books and rituals. And now, in the 21st century, only one remnant of their heritage survived.


  “On each family female’s 13th birthday, the wish that she makes as she blows out the candles will come true,” my sister said. “The tradition has been that she is not told about this until after the wish is made to ensure against greed or harm to another.”


  “What did you wish for?” Uncle Brian interrupted.


  “That’s a topic for another time,” she replied.


  Then my mother, formerly my sister, looked at me and shook her head. “And, based on what you told me, it appears that Lizzie made her birthday wish in the parking lot at the orthodontist’s office. I always had just assumed that the wish had to be made during the birthday celebration.


  “I guess I was wrong.”


  “We switched bodies because I wished it on my birthday?” Uncle Brian asked, as he popped up in the chair. “You mean this is all my fault?”


  “I’m afraid so, sweetie,” Mommy replied. “And all I know to do now is call Grandma to see if she knows how reverse this. Maybe she does. And, if she doesn’t, maybe she can find out in some of the old notebooks and journals that the family has passed on over the years.”


  “And if there isn’t a way?” Uncle Brian said, looking really worried for the first time since we swapped. Good!


  But I was worried too. No way did I want to be stuck as my own sister’s 13-year-old daughter! I was a healthy, happy divorced man with great girlfriend and a construction job that I loved.


  “Let’s not even think about that right now,” Mommy said. “I can’t help but think that there’s some way we can make things right. Those books have lots of reversal spells in them.”


  “And in the mean time, I guess we should postpone Lizzie’s 13th birthday party,” I said, and was stunned by the emphatic response.


  “No way!” they both said.


  “But look at us,” I protested. “The party is for Lizzie. I’m in her body and she’s in mine. This is not going to be any fun for her. And I certainly don’t want to pretend to be her.”


  “You have to,” Mommy said. “It’s too late to cancel now. It starts in just a couple of hours. All her friends are coming. They’ve bought presents. We have a cake and decorations.”


  “But that’s superficial stuff,” I argued. “People will get over it. Tell them I – I mean, Lizzie – is sick and we’ll do it another time.”


  “I’m telling you, it’s too late,” Mommy insisted. “You don’t just cancel a girl’s birthday party at the last minute, especially when Lizzie’s friends know that she’s been okay all week.”


  “And I have a new dress!” Uncle Brian suddenly added.


  “Yeah, but you can’t wear it,” I countered.


  “No, but you can,” Mommy interjected.


  My, God, these females were insane! What was the big deal about a new dress and postponing a birthday party?


  “You might be in Lizzie’s body, but you still have a male mind,” Mommy said, seemingly reading my thoughts. “You don’t understand about priorities.”


  “But what about Lizzie?” I continued to argue. “How will it make her feel to be in my male body watching me as the center of attention in what was supposed to be her party? Watching me wear her new dress?”


  Saying those last words made me almost shiver in revulsion.


  “I won’t like it very much,” Uncle Brian said. “But it’s better than not having the party.


  “I’ll still get presents!”


  Mommy moved over to me and patted my leg. “Look, we’ll explain to Michelle what happened. Okay? I’m guessing that you were planning on seeing her tonight and she will wonder what happened to you.”


  Michelle was my girlfriend and taught at the same middle school as Janice. In fact, my sister had introduced us. The thought of her seeing me in this tiny female body sent waves of panic washing over me.


  “No, way!” I shouted. “That would be so humiliating for me. I won’t allow it. You can’t tell Michelle. I’ll text her and say I’m sick.”


  Mommy shook her head and smiled. “Get over it, little girl,” she said. “I’m the adult. That’s the plan. I’ll call Grandma and get her working on finding a reversal spell. You will be a good little girl at your 13th birthday party with all of your friends. And Michelle will get Lizzie in your body out of the house for the evening. Maybe they can go to dinner and take in a movie.”


  Uncle Brian’s eyes went wide at that revelation and he started to say something, but then thought better of it, as Mommy added. “That’s final.


  “Now, Lizzie, you take Brian up to your bedroom, tell him about your friends, and show him the swimsuit and dress that you want him to wear for the party.


  “I’ll tell Michelle to stop by and then explain to Grandma what happened.”  


  *     *     *     *


  As I looked into the doorway of Lizzie’s room I feared that I would have a anxiety attack. OMG! Sensory overload! Hot pinks and pastels dominated, complemented by white furniture, including a four-poster bed. Stuffed animals covered the rainbow and unicorn bedspread, while framed selfies with friends and movie posters from Harry Potter and teenage flicks that I didn’t recognize covered the walls. One of them was High School Musical. Another was A Cinderella Story.


  I might as well have been landing on another planet. I was so fearful of what awaited me that Uncle Brian had to pull me inside. He didn’t have to pull too hard because he was so much bigger than I was.


  “I’m so sorry about this. I really am,” he said, as he led me over to the bed, pushed away a unicorn and lion, and directed me to sit down, before he started pacing about.


  “I don’t want to be you,” he said as he walked to the closet, started to open it and then stopped. “I know you don’t want to be me. And this is all my fault.”


  Then he started crying. No, not just crying, bawling. Oh, Gawd! I was watching myself, an adult male, bawling like a little girl, which, of course, is what he really was on the inside.


  Even though I certainly didn’t look the part, it appeared that I would have to be the adult here.


  I jumped up from the bed, feeling my boobs bounce as I did. Ewww! Yuck! This was not the time to be reminded of my new anatomy. But there they were anyway, refusing to be ignored. And that suddenly made me aware of something missing between my legs. My butt suddenly seemed big too. And my arms! What was up with them? Why were they flopping about as if my wrists were broken as I crossed the room?


  Ewww! I was such a girl!


  But I didn’t have time to dwell on that now. Lizzie in my body seemed close to having a nervous breakdown. And who could blame the poor child? This certainly was no fun for me either.


  Using all my strength, I pulled Uncle Brian back to the edge of the bed and pushed him down where I had been sitting. Pulling tissues from a box on the white nightstand, I wiped his nose with one and handed him the others.


  “It’s okay. It’s okay,” I whispered, as I patted his hand with my much smaller one, noting pink polish on my nails.


  Of course.


   “I know you didn’t mean it.  And you had no way of knowing this would happen,” I continued.


  “But Janice – er, Mommy – is right, as much as I hate to admit it. While she and Grandma are figuring out how to fix this, we have to pretend to be each other.


  “And, who knows, maybe by the time your friends get here, we’ll be switched back.”


  “They’ll be here in about an hour,” he sobbed.


   Oh, weirdorama! It was sooo creepy to see my adult uncle, Mommy’s older brother, acting like such a little girl, I thought.


  Huh? That was totes weird! He wasn’t my uncle. He was my niece. I was his – er, her – uncle. And when the Hell did I start saying “totes”?


  Oh, Mommy – no, Janice – please get this fixed fast. Some weird shit is going on here.


  “You’re right, Lizzie,” Uncle Brian said suddenly, emphasizing my name and giving his nose one last, hard blow before standing up. “I’m embarrassed that I acted that way. For the moment, at least, I’m an adult, and I have to act like it.


  He stroked the stubble on his chin and then added, “Now let me tell you about the girls who are coming to your birthday party.”


  Seven of my best friends would be attending, it seemed. Or, maybe it was eight. My head was spinning as I tried to remember everything that Uncle Brian told me about my besties from middle school.


  “Okay,” I said. “There’s Chloe, Jessica, Sophie, Lucy, Grace, Emily, Megan, and …”


  “Hannah,” Uncle Brian finished for me.


  “Right, right, I got it,” I said, not certain at all that I did. “Sophie’s the redhead. Grace is boy crazy. And Megan’s the gossip.”


  “Excellent!” he said, as he pulled open a drawer on the dresser and pulled out two tiny pieces of green material.


  “Here’s what I want you to wear at the pool,” he added as he tossed it on the bed. Then he opened the closet door and stepped inside.


  A few seconds later, he returned with a black and pink dress on a hanger and a pair of black high heels. Placing them on the foot of the bed, he then pulled out pink panties and bra from the dresser.


  Finally, he opened a paper bag and pulled out a hot pink shirt with “Official Teenager” in glittery blue script. “Wear this over your bikini, and, if you want, you can knot it at the side,” he said.


  For a second, Uncle Brian seemed about to cry again, but then he regained control and said. “Okay, I’ll get out of here now so you can put on your bikini. Your friends will be arriving soon.


  “And I’m guessing my girlfriend will too. You kids have fun, Lizzie, and Happy Birthday.”


  Then he bent down and kissed me on the cheek. Reacting purely on instinct, I wrapped my arms around his chest, hugged him, and said, “Thank you, Uncle Brian. You and Michelle have fun too.”


  As he closed the door to my bedroom behind him, the gravity of what had just happened suddenly overwhelmed the male mind trapped in this girly body.


  “Oh, my God!” I exclaimed in a sweet soprano voice. “This is totes insane! I can’t be … He can’t be … How is it possible?”


  But then I was distracted by the clothing on the bed.


  Oh, that dress looks really cute, I thought. But my friends are gonna be here soon, so I better put on my bikini.


   Just as I started to pull off my cami, the door opened and Mommy came inside.


  “Michelle’s on her way, and my mother is optimistic that we can fix this,” she said. “She said that there are lots of reversal spells in the old notebooks. She just has to find the right one.”


  Then she saw the clothes on the bed and noticed that I was halfway out of my top. She smiled.


  “So, you think you can handle being Lizzie for awhile longer?” she asked.


  “Yeah, I guess I can,” I replied with a smile of my own.


  But Mommy’s arrival and that question suddenly sent me into a tailspin again. What the Hell was going on with that? Just a few seconds ago, I was looking forward to putting on my bikini and seeing my friends. And now I felt like throwing myself on the bed and crying my eyes out in fear and panic.


  Mommy saw the tears welling up in my eyes, rushed to my side, and put her arms around my shoulders.


  I leaned into her and sobbed, “What’s going on, Janice? Just a few seconds ago, I actually was okay with doing this, you know? I was about to put on my – Lizzie’s – bikini. Then you came in and … and … I just went to pieces.


  “I don’t understand it,” I whined, as I pressed my face into her chest. “I don’t understand it at all.”


  Mommy put her hand under my chin and lifted it up so that she was looking me in the eyes. “Well, I’m sure part of it is the trauma of the body swap,” she said.


  “But, well, what you’re talking about, I’m sorry to say, sounds to me like you’re a girl dealing with her period.”


  Stunned, I pulled away and shrieked, “Oh, gross. No! That can’t be it. I’m a man!”


  Mommy giggled. “Oh, I’m afraid not at the moment, sweetheart. Right now, you’re all girl and you’re dealing with an overload of female hormones. And, from your own experience being married and dating women, I’m sure you know what the means. Right?


  “Sometimes, it means being bitchy. But mostly it means being overly emotional and easily triggered, right?”


  “Oh, God, you’re right!” I said as I reached for a tissue to blow my nose. “I’m a girl on the rag!”


  She giggled again. “Yes, sweetie, you are,” she said. “And speaking of that, you will need to  slip a Tampon into your vagina before you put on your bikini.


  “What are you using now, a pad or a Tampon?”


  Aaagh! I thought my head would explode! I didn’t want to hear talk like that. I didn’t want to be reminded that I had a … a … vagina! I closed my eyes as tight as I could and put my hands over my ears. Mommy pulled them away and laughed.


  As I gave her the evil eye, she smiled and said, “Oh, I see, you don’t know what you’re using right now. Well, pumpkin, it’s time to get out of those shorts and panties and find out. Your friends will be here soon.


  “Come on into the bathroom and I’ll show you what goes where.”


  Mortified at the thought of what awaited me, I didn’t resist as Mommy pulled me up from the bed and led me toward the bathroom.


  “You’re probably going to need some help putting on your bikini top for the first time too,” she smirked. “Then I’ll do your hair up in a cute high ponytail and you will make one darling, newly minted teenage girl.”


  *     *     *     *


  The first couple of hugs – from Lucy and Hannah, I think it was – made me a little uncomfortable, ya know? I mean, I really didn’t even know these girls. But by the time that all eight had arrived, I was enjoying the affection. I not only was being hugged, I was hugging back. Cool!


  “Oh, Lizzie, I love that shirt!” Grace cooed. “Girl, you’re a teenager now! And you know what that means. Boys!


  “And with your body and those new braces! Boys love braces, you know.”


  Oh, yeah, I remembered, she was the one. Hee. Hee. Did I really have a body that boys would like? I hadn’t thought about it before. Yeah, I did remember that some boys liked braces. They thought they were sexy. At one time, I had been one of them.


  Being a girl now with braces, I thought that they were just a pain. But if they were an asset, well, I wouldn’t complain about that.


  All the presents were beautifully wrapped and I was tempted to take a peek at one or two. But Mommy saw me eyeing them and said, “Uh, huh, Lizzie, we open presents after you girls get all dressed up later. Remember?


  “First, you go swimming, decorate cupcakes, and play Truth or Dare.”


  Some of the girls had worn their bikinis under cover-ups. I took those that didn’t up to my room so they could change. For a split second, as they stripped down to their bras and panties, I felt panic, as if I were a pervert in disguise spying on them. But then I reminded myself that I was, indeed, just one of the girls.


  I unknotted my pink tee, pulled it off, and looked at myself in the full-length mirror on the door, as I put my hand on my hip and smiled. Grace was right. I was smokin’! Well, except for the ponytail. It made me look like too much of a little girl. But with my hair loose and falling on my shoulders …


  Wearing a red bikini, Sophie came up behind me, locked arms and smiled at our reflection. “It’s too bad your Mom wouldn’t let you invite boys,” she said.


  Boys at my birthday party? I hadn’t even thought about that. OMG, that would have been totes amazing!


  “Yeah, too bad,” I said.


  Others girls joined us in front of the mirror. Grace started twerking and posing and soon we were all doing it, before dissolving into fits of giggles.


  “But next year fer sure!” I added. “Plan on it, ladies. Pool party at my house with boys!”


  Then we charged downstairs to go swimming.


  Splashing around in the water reminded me that, even though I was growing more and more comfortable with this masquerade, this body was foreign to me in terms of physical sensations. For one thing, I was more buoyant. For another, the cool water made my nipples hard.


  I always had found water, whether at pools or the beach, to be sensuous and a turn-on. Changing sex hadn’t changed that.


  Now, floating around on my back, seeing my perky boobs bobbing on my chest with those rigid nipples would have given me a raging hard-on, I realized, if I had anything between my legs besides the Tampon that Mommy showed me how to insert and insisted I replace as soon as I got out of the pool.


  I blushed as I thought about the visual image of that and then giggled as I imagined what the other girls’ reaction would be if they saw my stretchy bikini bottom being pushed to its limit by a rigid penis.


  Well, Grace probably would like it, I thought. And giggled some more.


  After fun in the sun and water, we put on cover-ups – mine was pink with Minnie Mouse on the front! –   and decorated cupcakes. Mommy had set up a big table with trays of white and chocolate cupcakes, along with bowls of icing, sprinkles, coconut, raisins, nuts, and chocolate drops. It was sooo much fun!


  So was eating ‘em as we played Truth or Dare, cuz we really had worked up an appetite swimming and playing in the pool. We also brushed each other’s hair and, just like with the hugging, it was kinda icky for me at first, having someone else touch my hair and touching someone else’s. That was something guys never did, and only a few hours before, I had been a guy! But not anymore. Tee. Hee. And, soon, just like with the hugging, it was fun!


  Jessica said that I should go first. But as the birthday girl, I exercised my authority and said I would go last. Although I was feeling more and more comfortable in my new role and, disturbingly, even enjoying myself, I didn’t feel confident enough to take the lead. I wanted to see  how “real” girls reacted to the truth and dare questions that Mommy had put in separate bowls.


  Lucy drew “Have you ever kissed a boy?” from the Truth bowl.


  She giggled and blushed. “Yes,” she said, with too much certainty, I thought.


  Evidently some of the other girls did too. “Oh, really, who was it?” Megan asked.


  “That wasn’t the question,” Lucy countered. “I said that I kissed a boy, and I did.”


  “I bet it was your brother,” Hannah chimed in.


  “Yeah, I bet it was too,” Grace said.


  Then all the other girls – well, except for me – started talking at the same time. It was crazy, and, suddenly, I felt like an outsider again, a spy in the war of the sexes.


  “Okay, girls, that’s enough, now,” Mommy said, as she cooked hamburgers and hot dogs on the grill. “Lucy answered the question. It doesn’t matter who the boy was. Move on.”


  “Yes, ma’am,” said Sophie, who was up next.


  She read, “What’s the most embarrassing thing that ever happened to you at the mall?”


  Then she, too, turned red in the face, before she started giggling.


  “I got my period!” she shrieked. “We were in Starbucks, standing in line and …”


  Instantly other girls started yelling “Me too! Me too!” It was infectious. Even I joined in, although I had just one period to date and it started in the parking lot of the orthodontist’s office.


  Soon, we were all laughing and the brief moment of tension from just a few seconds before was completely forgotten.


  Finally, it was my turn.


  “If you could be a boy for a day, would you and why?” I read.


  OMG!


  My immediate thought was, God has a wicked sense of humor!


  I glanced at Mommy and she was grinning.


  I guess that I hesitated too long because Megan poked me in the ribs and said, “Well, girl, would you want to be a boy for a day?”


  I took the plunge. “No, no I wouldn’t,” I said. “I love being a girl.”


  “You mean that you wouldn’t want to see what it feels like to have a thingie between your legs and be able to pee standing up?” Sophie giggled. “I would.”


  “Yeah, me too,” Emily said. “That would be epic!”


  “But it would look funny poking out of your panties,” Megan said.


  Unable to resist adding to the fun – and the irony – I said, “And your bikini bottom.”


  “Ewwww!” the girl crew replied, almost in unison.


  “Thingies are over-rated!” I giggled.


  “And how do you know, Lizzie?” Sophie said with a raised eyebrow.


  Suddenly, then, several girls shrieked in laugher and general chaos followed as most started talking at once about whether they would like to see what it’s like to have a “thingie” hanging between their legs for one day.


  And ya know what? This party that I wanted no part of was turning out to be kinda fun!


  *     *     *     *


  After eating hamburgers and hot dogs, we headed up to my bedroom. We stripped out of our damp bikinis and, wearing only panties and bras, did each other’s hair and makeup before putting on our dresses. ‘Course, I had to go into the bathroom and put a new Tampon in my girly parts.


  “Oh, bummer,” Chloe said when she came in unannounced and saw me sitting on the toilet, doing the deed. “And you got those braces put on this morning too, didn’t you?”


  I nodded as I stood and pulled up my pink panties. I should have been angry or embarrassed at the intrusion, I guess. But I wasn’t.


  “Yeah, I’m afraid that I really haven’t been myself for most of the day,” I smiled. “But I am feeling a little more like a birthday girl now.”


  “Sweet,” she said and hugged me, her budding breasts pressing against mine.


  Back in the bedroom, Jessica was using a curling iron on my long, brown hair when I started to giggle.


  “What’s so funny?” she asked.


  “Oh, nothing,” I said. “I’m just happy. I’m having such a good time with all my friends and now we’re getting all dressed up and I’ll get to open my presents and we’ll have cake.


  “And … and … I’m a teenager!” I shrieked. Instantly Jessica joined me, and, a split second later, the rest of the girls did too. Then we dissolved into spastic fits of laughter.


  And, ya know what’s really megaweird? For some reason, even though I remembered I was a guy inside, the idea of being a teen girl at that moment really did make me happy.


  But that giggle? It wasn’t because I was happy. It was because I was thinkin’ that if I was a guy on the outside, sitting in that room with all those girls in their underwear, my thingie would be about to explode!


  With my lips glossy, my eyes highlighted with mascara and shadow, and my hair now in ringlets and waves, I sorted through all the clothes thrown on my bed, looking for my dress. When I finally found it and held it up, I heard “oohs” and “ahhhs” throughout the room.


  “Oh, Lizzie, that’s just sooo dope!” Lucy squealed.


  “Totes!” several of the others agreed.


  The top was shiny black and sleeveless with a pink, glittery “13” in the middle. Stopping just above my knees, the flouncy skirt was three-tiered with alternating black and two shades of pink in the ruffles.


  After Jessica zipped me up in back, I slipped into my heels and, without giving it a thought, twirled in front of the mirror. Ooooh, I loved the feeling of the skirt swirling around my bare legs and I looked sooo cute that I almost couldn’t stand it!


  And one more time before heading downstairs, we shared another loud squeal as my besties hugged me and told me how beautiful I looked. It was totes awesome!


  But in an instant, that warm, fuzzy feeling of joy was replaced by overwhelming embarrassment. As I stood at the top of the stairs with my entourage, I looked down to see Michelle about to go out the front door with Uncle Brian. When she looked up at me and smiled, I was afraid that I’d pee my panties.


  Oh, God! the Brian in me thought, as my heart started pounding. This is the worst! I’m her boyfriend and I’m wearing a dress – and high heels. How can I ever face her again when things get back to normal?


  “Happy Birthday, Lizzie,” she said, her blue eyes twinkling. “You look really cute in that dress.”


  Oh, just kill me now and get it over with. I’ll never live this down. Please, Michelle, just get the Hell out of here.


  As if reading my thoughts, she took Uncle Brian’s hand and led him out the front door. “Happy Birthday, Lizzie,” he said over his shoulder.


  When the door closed behind them, Grace started the squealing this time.


  “Oh, don’t Ms Douglas and Lizzie’s uncle make just the cutest couple!” she shrieked. “He’s so tall and handsome and she’s so tall and beautiful!”


  Unanimous agreement followed, and, as I listened, I suddenly felt like a spy instead of just one of the girls, which I had been only moments before.


  “He’s got all those muscles and that five-o’clock shadow going on,” Chloe said.


  “And what I wouldn’t give to have her naturally blonde hair and those boobs,” Grace added.


  “I heard she was a cheerleader in college,” Megan chimed in. “I guess that’s why she’s the sponsor at school.”


  “Can’t you just see them as a bride and groom?” Emily asked and received unanimous agreement.


  Oh, God, please make this end, I thought.


  I had been so happy and care-free just moments before and now I was thinking that I might just “accidentally” trip in my high heels and, if I was lucky, break my neck falling down the stairs.


  What the Hell was happening to me? I wondered, as I decided not to take the plunge, and, instead, carefully navigated down stairs in high heels for the first time in my life. As I willed my pulse to slow, I remembered what Mommy had told me earlier about these extreme emotional swings I was experiencing: Part of it was the trauma of the body swap. And part of it was just me being a girl, dealing with her period and the complications that come with it.


  Yeah, that helps a little, I thought. But, still, Michelle saw me like this!


  But before I could descend into the depths again, Mommy saved the day.


  “Okay, girls, grab your presents and take them out to the lanai. I need to talk to the birthday girl for a minute and then we’ll join you.”


  “Sure Ms Spencer,” several of them said, as they dutifully did as they were told.


  With just the two of us at the bottom of the stairs now, I continued to look down at my feet in the open-toed heels, still feeling the lingering embarrassment from my brief encounter with Michelle. Mommy put her hand under my chin and lifted it.


  “Oh, Brian,” I’m so sorry,” she said. “I tried my best to get Michelle out of here before she could see you like that.


  “I finally realized that it would be awful for you, looking like Lizzie, to try to convince her who you really are and it just wasn’t worth it. And while I knew we had to tell her what’s going on, so she can help with Lizzie in your body, I didn’t want to put you through that.”


  I looked up and said, “So she does know then.”


  Mommy nodded. “I told her everything. Lizzie did too. But I’m not sure she believed us. Who would, you know? It just sounds all too fantastic. Even though witchcraft is a real thing, most people don’t believe it.”


  “So, what now?” I asked, arms folded across my chest, now feeling ridiculous in the “13” dress, instead of beautiful.


  “Well, Michelle at least agreed to take Lizzie to her house until the party is over,” Mommy said. “She said that she’d fix him – er, her – dinner and they’d talk.


  “Maybe with a little time, Lizzie will be able to convince her.”


  I walked over to a mirror in the entryway and looked at myself in the mirror.


  “Oh, Gawd!” I whispered as I shook my head and curls brushed against my bare shoulders. “Will this never be over?”


  Mommy came up behind me and kissed me on top of the head.


  “Well, speaking of that, I have good news,” she said.


  I swirled around and hugged her around the waist. “Oh, thank you, thank you, thank you!” I squealed.


  “Not so fast, pumpkin,” she said, forgetting for an instant who I really was.


  Then she remembered. “Oh, sorry, Brian,” she added. “But don’t get too excited yet. My mother still is not certain, but she’s really confident that she can find a reversal spell. She’s looking right now and will call as soon as she finds something.”


  I looked up at her and nodded. “Oh. So we still don’t know,” I said softly in my soprano voice.


  Mommy smiled sadly. “No, not 100 percent we don’t. But hang in there, okay? The party’s almost over.”


  Then she took me by the hand and started leading me through the kitchen on the way to the lanai.


  “And from what I saw earlier, you were doing a great job of pretending to have a good time,” she said and winked at me. “Pretend a little longer, okay?


  “And, by the way, birthday girl, you look beautiful in that dress.”


  *     *     *     *


  Mommy was right, of course, I had been having a good time. And, as soon as we got outside with my friends, it was like a switch was flipped inside me and I was Lizzie again.


  I sat at the middle of the table with the presents piled around me and Mommy took photos as I opened them.


  First I opened Jessica’s present, which was a pink North Face hoodie. Yes, more squealing followed, as I held it up for everyone to see. Then, without even thinking about it, I hugged her to show my appreciation.


  It felt good. And the hoodie was pretty.


  More screams and hugs followed, as I tore open wrapping paper to find a smartphone wristlet, pearl hair clips, a makeup kit, chiffon hair scrunchies, a nail polish set, Princess perfume and, finally a mermaid tail blanket.


  “OMG, that is the best!” Grace screamed. “I can’t wait to try that on when we have a sleepover.”


  After we cleared away the paper and ribbons, Mommy set down my cake in front of me. It was a yellow, smiley face cake wearing sunglasses, with 13 candles ablaze.


  “Okay, girls, gather around behind Lizzie so I can take a picture as she blows out the candles,” Mommy said.


  “And Lizzie, honey, don’t forget to pull your hair back so it doesn’t catch on fire.”


  Of course, she wouldn’t have had to tell the real Lizzie that. But it was really smart of her to tell me! I love my Mommy!


  The other girls didn’t even notice because they were too busy squeezing in around me.


  “Don’t forget to make a wish!” several of them yelled.


  Suddenly, then, I had an inspiration. OMG! It just might work. And if it didn’t, no harm, no foul. We’d just wait for Grandma to find the reversal spell.


  I was going to wish that I was back in my own body! Yes, it was pretty cool having a 13th birthday party as a girl, despite the period and the braces. I liked the presents and the hugs and, yes, even the dress. But inside, I was still Brian, and that’s the life I wanted back. I wanted Michelle to be my girlfriend again, not my eighth grade English teacher.


  Why wouldn’t it work too? I was now a female member of the Brennan family and I was celebrating my 13th birthday, as dozens of others had over the centuries. It only made sense that I should have my wish granted too.


  So, holding my hair back and squeezing my eyes closed, I made my wish … or started to anyway.


  That’s when it all went to Hell.


  *     *     *     *


  Suddenly I was looking at Lizzie about to blow out the candles. And I knew exactly who I was too. I was the person whose name I had involuntarily acknowledged in my mind as I made my wish.


  Instead of thinking “I wish I was in my own body,” I had mentally verbalized, “I wish I was … Jenny.”


  That’s right. Lizzie’s 18-year-old sister had stepped into the lanai at precisely the wrong moment, surprising me just enough to derail my train of thought and prompt me to acknowledge her by name.


  Oh, crap!


  And if looks could kill, I would be dead now. Jenny thought that I was Lizzie and that I had used my birthright birthday wish to steal her body and trap her as a 13-year-old.


  “Okay, Lizzie, blow out the candles now,” Mommy said.


  Realizing that she had no choice, the new Lizzie complied, but continued to stare daggers at me.


  OMG, I had to do something. But what? I had screwed up things big time.


  “Mom, can I talk to you for a moment in the kitchen?” I said. “It’s really important.”


  “Sure, Jenny,” she replied and followed me inside. “What’s up sweetie?”


  “I’m not Jenny,” I said, as I looked down at the red skater dress I now wore and the breasts that looked absolutely huge compared to what was on my chest just seconds ago.


  Long, blonde hair fell across my eyes and I pushed it back, as I looked up, feeling tears well up in my blue eyes. Mommy and I now were the same height, only I was a little taller in my wedges.


  “I’m Brian,” I said, as I leaned into her shoulder and sobbed. “Oh, Janice, I’m so sorry. I shouldn’t have done it. I shouldn’t have done it!”


  “Shouldn’t have done what, Jenny?” Mommy said. “You’re not making any sense. How can you be Brian? Lizzie is Brian.”


  And then it struck her.


  “Oh, no, you didn’t,” she said, grabbing my bare arms and looking me in the eyes.


  “You didn’t make a wish to switch with Jenny, did you?”


  “I didn’t intend to,” I cried. “I was going to make a wish to be back in my own body and then I saw Jenny just as I was making the wish and … “


  “You thought her name instead of finishing the wish,” she said.


  “Yes! That’s … what …  I  … did,” I stuttered, fighting to regain control of my emotions.


  Mommy handed me a napkin to blow wipe my eyes and blow my nose.


  “That’s what I did,” I said again. “I thought that making a wish to be myself again might work and, if it didn’t, it couldn’t hurt anything. But it did, and now I’m Jenny and she’s Lizzie.”


  Pushing her hand through her own blonde hair, Janice began to pace. “Okay, here’s what we’re going to do. You’re going on a date with Jenny’s boyfriend, Kevin. I’ll explain to the real Jenny what happened, and I’ll call my mother and tell her what happened. She can start looking for ways to fix this.”


  “Go on a date,” I whined. “I can’t go on a date with a boy. Being a 13-year-old girl with braces is one thing. But I can’t …”


  Mommy whirled around, eyes blazing. “You can’t?” she said. “You caused this, and you can’t?


  “Oh, yes, you will, young lady. We have to get you out of here until I can get the real Jenny calmed down. Oh, God, this is the first time in my life I wish we didn’t have that birthright birthday wish,” she said.


  I sat down at the table and started to cry again. Mommy handed me another napkin.


  “I’m sorry I blew up like that,” she said, stroking my hair. “But you have to get out of here. You understand that, don’t you? The real Jenny probably would choke you to death with her bare hands right now if she had the chance. And I’m sure that Kevin is going to be here any second to take Jenny out to dinner and a movie or whatever they had planned.


  “And look at you. You’re all dressed up and ready to go.”


  Just then the doorbell rang.


  “Okay, I’ll do it,” I sniffled and stood up. “This is my fault after all.”


   As I regained control of my emotions, the weight on my chest suddenly seemed enormous and I stared down at my cleavage.


  Mommy couldn’t help laughing. “That’s right,” she said. “For her 13th birthday, Jenny wished for boobs. She got 36Ds.


  “Have fun, sweetie, and I’ll do my best to put out the fire here.”


  “Who is this Kevin, anyway,” I asked as I gathered myself as best I could, smoothing my dress, pushing my hair over my bare shoulders and unavoidably staring one more time at the impressive results of Jenny’s 13th birthday wish.


  “Oh, you don’t know?” Mommy replied. “He’s Michelle’s son, home from college for the summer. They dated when he was a senior and she was a junior, and they saw each other weekends this past school year. Isn’t that special?”


  At that news, I nearly collapsed onto the floor, but Mommy grabbed me by the elbows and held me up. “Steady, girl,” she laughed. “Not many people can say they dated a mother and her son.


  “And don’t forget your purse.”


  *     *     *     *


  Kevin, a tall, lean boy with black hair and blue eyes, didn’t waste any time with small talk at the door. He said a quick “hello” to Mom and then escorted me  toward his car. In my new, more mature female body that seemed to move in ways that Lizzie’s didn’t and in a situation that was totally out of my control, I couldn’t even find the words to speak.


  Oh, Gawd, what’s going to happen now? I thought, as Kevin opened the passenger door for me. I smiled, or at least I think I did, as I sat down sideways, feeling the soft stretchy material of my dress press against my bare thighs and bottom. I lifted my legs into the car and put my purse on my lap, my heart pounding in fear of the unknown.


  As I pulled the shoulder strap between breasts that seemed about to fall out of my red dress, I heard him get in on the other side. When I turned that way, I didn’t even have time to react as he pressed his lips against mine and pushed his tongue into my mouth, using his left hand to hold my head in place.


  OMG, a boy was kissing me, and it was awful!


  I might look like a girl, but I was a man on the inside. All man!


  OMG, a boy was kissing me, and it was wonderful.


  I might be a man on the inside, but my body was all girl. His lips against mine and his tongue in my mouth made my insides tingle in ways that I’d never experienced before. My toes would have curled if I hadn’t been wearing shoes.


  Grace was right to be boy crazy. Hee. Hee.


  When he finally pulled back after an eternity that was much too short, Kevin smiled and said, “Hi, Jen.”


  “Hi, yourself,” I gasped. “You really know how to say hello to a girl.”


   “And now that I’m home for the summer, I’m going to be saying hello a lot,” he said and gave me a quick peck on the lips before turning on the ignition. “Is that okay with you?”


  “Absolutely,” I said, as thousands of butterflies finally settled down in my tummy and I simultaneously felt a dampness in my panties.


  Oh, no! Had I forgotten to put a Tampon in?


  Then I giggled. I didn’t have to worry about that anymore. I was Jenny, not Lizzie. That wetness between my thighs wasn’t because of menstruation. It was because of anticipation!


  “What’s funny?” he asked.


  “Oh, nothing,” I said. “I’m just happy to see you.”


  “I wasn’t sure at first,” he said as he drove. “When you opened the door, you had a panicky look on your face. And when I kissed you, for an instant there, I thought you were going to resist.”


  For an instant there, I thought, I was about to.


  “I’m sorry about that,” I said. “It’s been a stressful day at my house, and I guess that I wasn’t exactly feeling like myself when I opened the door. It’s Lizzie’s birthday, you know. Plus, she’s having her period. And Mom was running around, trying to be the perfect party planner.”


  “But you’re okay now?” he asked, taking a quick glance my way and putting his hand on my thigh.


  “Yes, I’m okay now,” I smiled, putting my hand on top of his.


  Ooooh, yes. Grace was sooo right to be boy crazy!


  “We’ve got a change of plans,” Kevin said, changing the subject. “I know that I told you we were going out to dinner at a nice restaurant, but Mom asked that we join her and your uncle Brian at our house. She fixing spaghetti.


  “I hope that’s okay. We can still do … you know … what we were planning to do afterward.”


  OMG, first Michelle had seen me as a 13-year-old birthday girl in a party dress and now she was going to see me as her son’s blonde girlfriend, with boobs hanging out of a skater dress. Suddenly, I felt light-headed and feared I might pass out.


  But, thankfully, the wave of panic passed quickly as I realized that Michelle had no way of knowing that I was not Jenny.


  Still, her seeing me this way was just so … I couldn’t even think of the right word. When I was a man again, how would I ever handle talking to her about this experience?


  Maybe that should be if I become a man again, I thought. With that stupid wish I made, things have gotten a lot more complicated.


  “Sure, it’s okay,” I said, forcing a smile. “I like your Mom. Did she say why she wanted us to join them?”


  Kevin shook his head. “No, and I didn’t ask,” he said. “I didn’t see any reason not to, though.


  “And besides, it saves me a few bucks,” he said as he gave my leg a firm squeeze, causing some of the butterflies in my tummy to start fluttering again.


  *     *     *     *


  Michelle was right there waiting for us, as Kevin opened the door for me. Once again, I felt panic, and I feared my facial expression might have shown it. I tried to smile, but it felt all crooked. When I walked inside, my body felt all stiff and awkward and I had to lean on Kevin for a moment to regain my balance.


  “Come on in. Dinner’s almost ready,” she said.


  We were about the same height now, both wearing dresses, and both with long, blonde hair. Yet, just the day before, I was her boyfriend. It was megaweird.


  “I’m so glad you can join us,” she said, hugging me.


  Once upon a time, the touch of her sexy body against mine would have given Mr. Happy an instant stiffy. But now, nothing. Make that totes megaweird.


  “Kevin, go ahead and join Brian in the dining room,” Michelle said. “Jen, sweetie, why don’t you come with me into the kitchen and help me finish up?”


  Uh, oh, I screamed mentally. Something’s up! But there’s no way she could know. How could she?


  Now in the privacy of the kitchen, she asked, “Would you like a glass of wine, Jennifer? You look like you could use it.”


  “But I’m only 18, Ms Douglas,” I said. “I shouldn’t.”


  “Normally, I’d agree,” she said, as she poured two glasses of red wine and handed one to me. “But these aren’t normal times, are they?”


  OMG, what did she know? Well, I knew for certain that Mommy had told her about Uncle Brian and me – er, Lizzie—switching bodies. But what else?


  “You don’t seem at all like your usual bubbly self,” she continued, as she sat down and took a drink. “Of course, I had no way of knowing you’d be this way, so that’s not why I asked Kevin to bring you’re here for dinner. But, considering what Janice told me at your house earlier today, I have to say, it’s very strange.”


  When I didn’t respond, she added, “Isn’t it?”


  When I still didn’t say anything, she told me, “Sit down, dear.”


  “Yes, Ms Douglas,” I said softly and joined her at the table.


  “Now, have a little wine,” she said. “It will help, believe me. You need to relax. Right now, you look like you’re about to jump right out of that red dress.”


  I started to take just a sip, but instead chugged half the glass. She was right. I needed to relax. Whatever came next was out of my control and I might as well go with the flow. No matter who I had been before, right now I was an 18-year-old girl being grilled by her boyfriend’s mother, and there was no getting around that.


  I finished the glass.


  “Oh, my,” Michelle laughed gently and refilled it. “Now let’s talk.”


  As I drank the second glass more slowly, I did, indeed, start to calm down, thank goodness. And I said that what Mommy had told her was true.


  “You see, here’s the problem,” she said. “If this is all some sort of elaborate practical joke – and I don’t know why it would be – Brian in there could just pretend that he doesn’t know obvious things about me, like my age, my middle name, and my birthday.


  “And I’d have no way of finding out if he’s lying to me.”


  After pausing to take a drink, she continued, “But I have to say that the man in there definitely is not behaving like Brian in any way, shape or form. He really does seem to be a girl in a man’s body, which is what he keeps telling me he is. And I don’t think he’s that good of an actor. No one is.


  “He’s genuinely sad and depressed, it seems, about missing his 13th birthday party and getting to wear the dress that I saw what one someone who looked just like Lizzie was wearing as we left your house,” she said.


  “And if that someone was Brian, looking so adorable with all of Lizzie’s little friends, it just makes my head want to explode. I mean, magic isn’t real. It can’t be. Can it?


  “But after spending several hours with that poor, tortured soul in the dining room, I’m really starting to believe that it is,” Michelle added. “So, Jen, I wanted Kevin to bring you here for dinner to tell me whether it is.”


  I finished the second glass and nodded. “Yes, Ms Douglas, it is,” I said. “I promise.”


  She smiled. “So, what did you wish for on your 13th birthday?” she asked.


  Involuntarily, I looked down before responding and instantly she knew.


  “Oh, my,” she giggled. “Really?”


  I smiled back. “Really,” I said. “36Ds.”


  As she got up from the table, she said, “Okay, I believe you. I believe you asked for big boobs and Lizzie asked to swap bodies with Brian.”


  With her back to me at the kitchen counter, Michelle continued, “But I don’t believe that you’re telling me everything. And I’m wondering if you could tell me Kevin’s birthday or his middle name or his favorite food – all things a girl should know about her boyfriend.  But I’m not going to press you on it, though.”


  With a plate of pasta in her hands, she turned back around and smiled.


  “Just enjoy that nice wine buzz, my spaghetti dinner, and whatever you and Kevin have planned for later,” she said.


  “I’ll continue to babysit Lizzie in your uncle’s body until your mother gets back to me. Maybe I’ll convince him to drink some wine too. That body definitely is old enough, and he – or, rather, she – could use it,” she said.


  “I think that’s a good idea, Ms Douglas,” I said, knowing that I should be freaking out about what she had just implied, but, thankfully, soothed by the alcohol from two glasses of wine that this body wasn’t accustomed to.


  *     *     *     *


  Thanks to the wine, I’m not sure if dinner was awkward or not. And I still was pleasantly buzzed when Kevin and I got back into his car about a hour later. I’m sure that the third glass I sneaked while helping clear the table didn’t hurt either.


  “Okay, I probably shouldn’t say anything, but your uncle did not seem like himself tonight,” my boyfriend said.


  “Who did he seem like?” I giggled.


  I suspected that Michelle had coached Uncle Brian not to say anything about who he really was when we were having dinner. But I was aware enough to see, just like Kevin, that good ol’ Uncle B wasn’t himself tonight. Hee. Hee.


  But neither was I, Kevin’s busty girlfriend who nearly got her panties scared off her my his mother. But, now that we were alone again, I couldn’t wait to take them off for real.


  “How about me? Am I myself tonight?” I giggled.


  Kevin eyed me sideways and chuckled. “You know, now that you mention it …”


  Before he could finish, I leaned over and put him in a liplock in much the same way he had done to me earlier.


  When we finally re-surfaced, he took a deep breath and said, “What was the question?”


  I giggled again. “The question is what are we going to do now?” I said.


  “You mean you don’t know?” Kevin said, suddenly turning serious. “After we talked about it so much last week, when I was getting ready to come home from college?”


  Uh, oh.


  “Uh, your mother let me drink a little wine when we were getting dinner ready in the kitchen,” I said. “And it kinda muddled my brain, you know? Tell me again, pleeeeese.”


  I walked my fingers across his thigh and onto his groin, where I felt an instant hard-on.


  “Pretty pleeeeeese!”


  Kevin wiggled back and forth in his seat and moaned, before pushing my hand away.


  “Now cut that out!” he said. “At least until we get to the lake.”


  I raised an eyebrow and then ran my tongue around the rim of his ear.


  “So, we’re going to the lake,” I whispered. “Then what are we waiting for?”


  Fortunately, the trip was a short one. Kevin pulled into the parking lot, turned off the ignition and said, “I’ll get the blanket out of the car.”


  I put my hand on his groin and said, “Wait a minute there, Mr. Speedy.”


  “Why? What’s wrong?” he asked.


  Having been a male myself, I knew what was wrong, of course. If we started right away doing what I think we were going to do, he’d have little or no self-control and I’d be left horny and frustrated until he was ready to go again. During my teen years, I’d done that to a couple of girls.


  But it wasn’t going to happen to this girl. Tee Hee.


  “Nothing’s wrong, sweetie,” I said. “It’s just that this girl didn’t get dessert at your house and I’m hungry. So … before we get that blanket and go down to the beach …”


  “You mean, you’re …” Kevin stammered. He was so cute!


  “I am,” I said. “So unzip those pants, mister.”


  As he did so, suddenly I broke out into a fit of giggles. When I was a man, Michelle had done this to me several times, including under the dining room table where we had dinner. And now I was going to do it to her son.


  “What’s so funny?” he asked defensively, as his rigid shaft popped up out of his pants.


  Embarrassed, he hurriedly tried to cover it with his hands.


  “Oh, don’t be so defensive,” I said, as I pulled his hands away. “I’m just giggling because I’m so happy to be here with you, ya know? Now relax and let me have my dessert. Okay?”


  “Okay,” he said. “But … but … Jen. This is so unlike you.”


  I looked up at him and grinned.


  “Oh, is it?” I said. “Well, to tell you the truth, I haven’t been myself lately.”


  Then, before he could respond, I wrapped my lips around his rod. Instantly he began to moan and grabbed my hair with both hands, as I began to move my mouth up and down.


  Feeling him about to explode, I stopped and looked up, feeling his pre-cum dripping from my lips.


  “You know what?” I said. “I usually like something sweet for dessert. But this salty stick will do just fine?  Is that okay with you?”


  Kevin groaned loudly and said, “God, woman, you are such a tease!”


  Then he pushed my head back down to finish the job, which I did in quick order.


  I can’t say that I swallowed. I can’t say that I didn’t. I mean, this was the first time for me, ya know?


  All things considered, it wasn’t bad. I mean I felt my nipples get hard and I felt a little tingle in my tummy as I sucked his penis. But I think that I liked it better when Michelle was doing me under the table.


  But this was an investment on a better return down at the beach, as soon as I could get Kevin hard again. And I had no doubt I could do that.


  Fifteen minutes later, I was proving it.


  “Jenny, you’re a wild woman tonight,” Kevin said, as I pulled down his pants and jockey shorts.


  “And?” I asked, as I stood and yanked off my red panties.


  “And I love it,” he said. “Come here, you.”


  “I’ll cum shortly,” I giggled. “But first let’s get you ready to go again.”


  It didn’t take much either. A little massaging of his balls and a little licking up and down his shaft and he was hard.


  “Did you bring your purse?” he said suddenly.


  Huh?


  “What are you talking about?” I asked, as I prepared to lower my dripping pussy onto his rod.


  “The condoms,” he grunted. “Remember? I buy them and you keep them in your purse?”


  “Oh, yeah, I forgot,” I said, “I’ll be right back.”


  I thought my breasts, even encased in a bra, were going to slap me to death as I dashed back to the car, grabbed my purse, and hurried back.


  Oh, thank God! He was still hard. Gotta love the stamina of teen boys!


  “Okay, we’re all set,” I said, as I grabbed a condom from my purse and unwrapped it. “Do you want me to do the honors?”


  “Don’t you always?” he asked.


  “Uh, oh yeah, I forgot,” I replied.


  Well, this was new. I never put one on from this direction. But, hey, I always was willing to learn. Hee. Hee.


  But my hands shook so much in anticipation and excitement that I couldn’t even get the rubber over the tip.


  “Here, let me,” Kevin said, taking the condom from me. “You really aren’t yourself tonight. Are you?”


  “It’s just that I’m so horny right now,” I said, as he rolled it down his shaft. “It’s like, you know, that I’m doing it for the first time.”


  And, in truth, I was. This would be my first time to have sex as a girl.              


  I giggled … and giggled … and giggled.


  “You are such a girl,” my boyfriend said, as he pulled me down on top of him. “Now let’s do it.”


  I needed no more encouragement. With my legs bent backward, I guided my girly parts onto his rod and began to ride him.


  Oh, Gawd! It was wonderful. It was so much more … so much more …  so much more everything than sex as a guy. My whole body was on fire. And I wasn’t even having an orgasm yet!


  As I writhed up and down on his pole, I grabbed Kevin’s hands and put them on my breasts. He knew what to do. He squeezed and squeezed and I felt the nipples get so hard I feared they would put an eye out.


  I giggled again.


  “I know,” I gasped. “I am such a girl.”


  “Oh, yes, you are!” Kevin screamed and I felt him cuming deep inside of me, just as my whole body exploded in pleasure.


  *     *      *     *


  A porch light was on but the house looked dark inside. Sorting through more condoms, some breath mints, a hair brush, mirror, and other stuff, I found the key and opened the door as quietly as possible. After I closed it, I waited for my eyes to adjust to the dark so I could sneak upstairs.


  I didn’t know what time it was. But obviously, Mom hadn’t found a way to switch us back yet and I didn’t want to wake up her or the real Jen in Lizzie’s body  and have to deal with questions about what I had been doing all night with Kevin.


  But just as I stepped barefoot onto the first step, a bright overhead light in the hallway flashed on – and there was Mommy in her nightgown leaning against the doorway to the living room with her arms crossed.


  Smiling, she pointed at the floor behind me. “You dropped your panties,” she said.


  I had been carrying them, along with my shoes.


  “Uh, oh,” I said and smiled back.


  “Ah, I’m guessing that Grandma hasn’t called yet with a way to fix this,” I added as I stood back up and pushed blonde hair out of my face.


  “No, she hasn’t,” Mom acknowledged. “And I’m guessing you’ve been doing okay in the meantime.”


  “You ordered me to go on a date with Kevin,” I snapped. “So I did. And, I guess, I did what – you know – 18-year-old girls do on dates with their boyfriends. Okay?”


  Mom raised her hands. “Oh, sorry. I didn’t mean to put you on the defensive. I was just making an observation.”


  Then she grinned broadly. “And, as I said, I’m guessing that you did okay.”


  This time I blushed. “Yeah, I guess I did,” I grinned. “Kevin is clueless too.”


  She walked over and squeezed my bare shoulders. “Boys usually are,” she said. “Now you go on upstairs and get some sleep. Surely my mother will have something for us by tomorrow.”


  As I started up the steps again, she added, “Oh, by the way, you’ll need to sleep in Lizzie’s room. Even though she’s in Lizzie’s body, she insisted on staying in hers. I put some of Jen’s pajamas and a change of clothes on the bed for you.”


  I looked over my shoulder and said, “Thanks, Mom.”


  “One more thing,” she said, her blue eyes twinkling in merriment.


  “Yes?” I said after a long pause.


  “The next time you take your panties off for a boy, put them in your purse,” she giggled.


  I rolled my eyes in mock exasperation and continued up the stairs.


  A little way down the hall, the real Jen was waiting for me in white shorty PJs with a purple unicorn on the front and her hair in pigtails. Just like Mommy, she was leaning in the doorway with her arms crossed.


  “You had sex with my boyfriend,” she said accusingly.


  “And you had condoms in your purse,” I replied. “What was I supposed to do? Mommy told me to go on your date with him.”


  “You didn’t have to enjoy it,” she replied.


  Despite myself, I giggled and said, “Well, it was kinda hard not to.”


  My emphasis on the “hard” made her giggle too.


  “Yeah, I know what you mean,” she said. “And I’m not mad at you. I’m just really frustrated, you know?


  “I know it’s not your fault. It’s those damn wishes,” she added.


  Then she pointed at my chest. “I’m sure you know that’s what I did with mine,” she said.


  “Yeah, I kinda heard,” I said, looking down and hefting them with my small hands. “Would you do it again?”


  “Probably not,” she replied. “Just like I’m sure Lizzie wouldn’t want her wish either.”


  Talk of the wishes suddenly made me wonder something.


  “Say, what did Mom wish for when she was 13?” I asked. “She never told me.”


  Jen in Lizzie’s body motioned me closer and whispered, “I’m not supposed to know this, but I heard her talking about this with Grandma.”


  I bent down until our heads were close together, the weight of my massive breasts trying to pull me even farther.


  “She wished for an older brother,” she said quietly.


  It took a moment for that revelation to sink in.


  “You mean … ?” I started.


  “I guess it does,” she said. “You were a girl too.”


  And that meant, since I was two years older, I had made a wish as a 13-year-old girl also.


  “So what was my wish?” I wondered aloud.


  “I don’t know,” my sister said. “They didn’t talk about that. But it’s something to think about, isn’t it?”


  “It sure is,” I said.


  Then, without thinking about it, I kissed her on the forehead and said, “Good night, Lizzie.”


  “Good night, Jenny,” she replied.


  In Lizzie’s room, I turned on the light, closed the door, and peeled the skater dress off my curvy body. Standing in front of the full-length mirror on the door, I pulled down the straps and cups of my bra, spun it around, unsnapped it, and tossed it on the floor.


  Yes, those babies are impressive all right, I thought, as I turned back and forth. And no sag either.


  I bounced them with my hands.


  “Man, they don’t even need a bra,” I said quietly, more than impressed with my new physique and now wishing that I’d taken off more than just my panties when Kevin and I had sex on the beach.


  Then I noticed something else – the nipples. They were huge too! That’s why Jenny – er, I – needed to wear a bra. Those babies actually could put out an eye.


  I giggled.


  It can’t still be the wine, I told myself. Maybe it’s just because I really enjoy being a girl. Maybe I do like having 36Ds.


  Then I giggled some more, as I slipped on the lavender pajamas set, turned off the light, and slide under the covers.


  And maybe that’s because I was a girl before Janice made her wish that turned me into a boy.


  *     *     *     *


  My wish when I was a 13-year-old girl was to have a younger sister, according to Grandma, so that means Janice originally was my brother. I guess what she did to me then when she was 13 was just, like, what do you call it … karm … karma …  karma chameleon …  Karmic? Yeah, that’s it. Karmic justice. I wished her to be a girl and, when she got to be 13, she wished me to be a boy.


  Hee. Hee.


  Neither one of us remembered what happened when we were kids because each spell involved changing only one person, instead of two. Don’t ask me to explain it. I don’t make the rules. I’m having enough problems getting my head around the idea that Grandma used to be my mother and my mother used to be my sister, after she was my brother.


  Oh, brother!


  Based on what Grandma found in the spell books, I could have gone back to being a boy – er, man – this time, and I thought long and hard about it too. I mean, like, I was a guy for like 25 years. I was used to it, ya know? I liked girls too.


  But the only way for me to go from being Jenny to Brian again would be if Jenny had to stay in Lizzie’s body and Lizzie got put in Jenny’s, Mommy said. And that just wasn’t fair to Jenny. After all, it was my wish that switched the two of us.


  Also, I realized after my date with Kevin, I really wouldn’t have minded stayed Jenny either, big boobs and all. But that wouldn’t have been right either.


  So, the only way to be fair to Jenny and give her back her body was for me to be Lizzie again and her to be me for, like, the rest of our lives.


  And ya know what? I realized that wasn’t, like, really so bad for me. I mean, I started out as a girl when I was born. But then I didn’t get to be one, to date boys and stuff, when I was a teenager because of Janice’s wish. So now I do.


  Yeah, the braces are a pain, and so are the periods. But I’m getting used to them. I mean that comes with being a girl, right?


  The original Lizzie, though, had a tougher time adjusting, and I felt sorry for him. But, hey, he’s the one who made the wish that started all this.


  He’s been lucky, though. Turns out, Ms Douglas was willing to do more than just babysit him that first night. They became friends and then even boyfriend and girlfriend. Can you imagine that? Ewwww!


  And, OMG, I just realized something. When I was a guy, I dated Ms Douglas – Michelle – too. Now she’s my eighth grade English teacher and cheerleader sponsor.


  Weirdorama!


  In other news, it looks like Jenny and Kevin are going to get married next summer. And that means I’ll get to be a bridesmaid! Yay! I can’t wait to go shopping and fitted for my bridesmaid dress. It will be so much fun!!!


  I can’t wait to have a boyfriend either. That one date with Kevin when I was Jenny sold me on the idea, ya know? Now Grace isn’t the only one in our group who is boy crazy. Tee. Hee.


  Hey, I just thought of sumthin’ else! Maybe Ms Douglas and Uncle Brian will get married and I can be a bridesmaid then too.


  And, oh, wow, then the woman that I used to date when I wuz a guy would be my aunt too!


  Mega weirdorama!


  All this is makin’ my head hurt. I’m just gonna go lie down for awhile, before Uncle Brian comes by to pick me up and take me to the orthodontist to have my braces adjusted.


  #     #    #     #


   


  


cover.jpeg
i

PORTIA HAB






