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Amanda HawkinsThe Games Couples Play: The question is, when does it end?
I couldn’t help but think of him as Jared. I

knew full well that he was Trish, because

I saw her turn into him right in front of

me. Even so, the guy looked like Jared, he

sounded like Jared, and he sneered at me

exactly like Jared often did—after we had

stopped being friends and he became my

hated rival. So as far as I was concerned,

it was Jared himself that approached me

and repeated his question.

“So, ‘Trish’,” he said with a thin smile,

“are you ready for the next stage of our

little game? I warn you, it’s a doozy.”

With no choice but to play along, I smiled

back. “Sure thing, Boobear. If there’s one

thing I love, it’s a game. Bring it on.”

“That’s the spirit.” He opened the Book of

Magic to a marked page. “This is a spell I

stumbled across the other day. Seriously

cool. It’s meant to be cast on someone

who’s already been turned into somebody

else, see? What it does is force that person

to act exactly like the person he appears to

be.” He grinned. “Pretty wild, huh? What

it means is, as long as you’re in that body

you’ll have to act like you really are

Trish. You’ll talk like her, you’ll move

like her, you’ll do every little thing she’d

do if she was in your shoes. Oh, and I’ll

tweak things a little to make you believe

that she chose me back in the day, instead

of that dweeb Derrick. I’m sure you can

imagine what that will involve.”

I stared at her, my mouth hanging open.

This was getting out of hand. “I changed

my mind. I’m not so sure I’m up for this

particular game. How about we play Clue

instead? I call Colonel Mustard.” I bit my

lip. “Okay, how about Barrel of Monkeys?

Checkers? Anyone? Grand Theft Auto?”
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Jared laughed and bent over the book. His voice deepened and

strange words flowed out, as though being spoken by some

entirely different sort of entity. Then he flipped to another

page and cast a second spell. This time it included two words I

did understand: Jared Cavendish.

I didn’t feel any different, but it occurred to me that the magic

wasn’t intended to alter my mind or my thoughts, but only my

outward behavior. How would Trish react to Jared if he truly

was her boyfriend? I shuddered to think.

He snapped the book shut, returned it to the shelf and strolled

back to me. “Well, Trish, I don’t think we’ll be needing these

ropes anymore.” He untied me.

I stood, hugged him around the neck and gazed up into those

steel blue eyes. “It was very naughty of you to tie me up like

that, Jared. But on the other hand, it was awfully sweet of you

to rescue me from being tied up. So I suppose I’ll just have to

reward you.” I went up on my tippy-toes to reach his mouth,

kissed him, then forced my tongue between his lips. Inwardly,

I recoiled in horror. This was not something I would ever have

dreamed of doing with the original Jared, and knowing he was

actually my girlfriend didn’t improve matters.

When we came up for air, he wiggled his eyebrows at me. “I’d

say it’s about time we moved this party into the bedroom.”

I glanced around. “Uh, sweetie? We are in the bedroom.”

“Oh. Right.” He began unbuttoning his shirt.

I took over, then loosened his pants and watched them drop to

the floor. Dismay reared its ugly head: this was exactly what

Trish had done for Derrick the night before. Meaning that I

knew what was about to happen. Not that!

I pushed him onto the bed. “Relax, lover-boy. Let Patty do the

heavy lifting for a change.” Word for word!

Jared flashed a fake smile, then lay back with his hands behind

his head. I pulled his boxers down and off, then lifted his legs

apart. His manhood danced before me, like an obscene cobra

rising from a wicker basket. Gently, I took it in my dainty

hand and began to stroke.

He actually giggled. “Way bigger than Derrick’s, amiright?”

“So much bigger,” I said. “Why do you think I picked you?

Derrick’s li’l thingie hardly counts as a pecker at all.”

“I hear that.” He sighed happily, gazing up at the ceiling.

“He’s not half the man you are.” I bent to kiss the tip. “In fact,

he’s hardly a man at all. Like, duh. Wherever he is, I bet he’s

wearing women’s clothing and makeup.”

“Oh yeah, I’d take that action. But there ain’t a bookie in the

universe dumb enough to take the bet.”

“Nooo kidding.” Playfully, I gave his knob a lick, then did the

same for his lips—as if I was a mere go-between for him to

taste his own dick. Please, no!

He didn’t bother moving, so I grabbed his head and planted a

firm kiss on his mouth. “Gee whiz, am I gonna have to do all

the work around here?”

He shrugged. “Looks like it to me.”

I faked disgust. “Never send a boy to do women’s work. Send

a girly-girl like me instead.” I wriggled back to his loins, bent

over and took his other head into my mouth.

It twitched and grew larger. Part of me badly wanted to hurl,

but the magic was too strong. I had no choice but to keep right

on doing precisely what Trish would’ve done in the same

situation. It seemed so unfair. Why would my own girlfriend

do this to me? Was she angry? Insane? Bent on revenge?

Whatever the case, the game played out to its inevitable

conclusion. The new Jared did exactly what the old Jared had

always wanted to do, which was make love to Patricia.

Once he was good and hard—and throbbing—he lifted my

head from his loins. “Let’s finish this the regular way.”

I sidled up next to him, running my fingers through his chest

hair, whispering into his ear. “I want you inside me, lover,” I

sighed. “Make me forget all about that doofus Derrick.”

“That loser? Consider it done, babe.”

We giggled like a pair of hopped-up schoolgirls. I rolled onto

my back and he mounted me. When his raging manhood met

my eager womanhood, they hit it off—one fitting into the

other like a key slid into a well-oiled lock.

It didn’t take long to fall into an easy rhythm. Some minutes

later, Jared caught my eye. “Thanks for making my dreams

come true,” he whispered. Then he kissed me, hard.

My eyes rolled back into my head. As one, we climaxed.
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Several weeks later…

More than once, when Jared was out doing whatever, I tried to

find a spell in the Book of Magic that would reverse what had

been done to me. I couldn’t do it when he was around, because

his presence made me act like Trish and she had no interest in

altering our relationship. But again, the magic was too strong

and I simply couldn’t bring myself to speak the right words.

I also found out that Jared—the new Jared—had cast a spell

on the old Jared that transformed him into Derrick, and which

forced him to act like the old me—which meant all three of us

were accounted for and nobody was missing in action. To me,

that didn’t sound like the former Patricia was planning to end

this bodyswap game anytime soon. Far from it.

The weird thing was, the new Patricia—which is to say, me—

was acting more girlish and feminine than the old Trish ever

did. I worked to improve my cosmetic skills, took regular trips

to the beauty parlor—I couldn’t recall her ever doing that—

and I wore a dress almost all the time. I began to suspect that

yet another spell might be behind this behavior.

Jared seemed pleased. “I gotta say, babe, you look absolutely

fantastic. I love what you did with your hair, your makeup is

perfect, and that dress looks like it was designed just for you.

Now the whole world can see what I’ve always known: you

are one classy lady. Not to mention gorgeous.”

My cheeks dimpled. “That’s so sweet of you to say.” What I

wanted to say was, ‘Okay, I give up. Game over, you win.’ But

I couldn’t. All I could do was kiss the man ever so gently on

the lips—so as not to smudge my lipstick—and to whisper in

his ear how much I loved him.

~

One day I arrived home from dress shopping to find Jared on

the couch, casually leafing through the Big-Little Book of

Magic. He looked up. “Y’know, I have no idea why we’re

hanging on to this old relic. I think I’ll donate it to charity.”

I perched next to him, dying inside. “Fine with me, hun.”

He nodded slowly. “The weird thing is, I actually remember

trying to cast a spell on myself one time. Must’ve been a few

months ago. But now I can’t even find it in here. Strange.”

“Wh-why would you want to cast a spell on yourself?”

“Don’t know. Maybe it was an accident; meant for someone

else or whatever.” He leaned back. “From what I recall… it

was something to do with forcing someone who’d already

been turned into somebody else, to act exactly like the person

he or she had been turned into. Pretty bizarre, huh?”

Oh—my—god… “Well, one thing’s for sure,” I said, perky to

the end, “it totally has nothing to do with us.”

“I don’t see how it could, babe.” He snapped the book shut.

“I’ll drop it in one of those book bins tomorrow.”

We made love that night, both of us now sealed in these bodies

forever, cursed with the knowledge of who we once were and

driven to act out another’s life—in the Twilight Zone.  


