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1.

Drinks are like women. It’s easy to go overboard without realizing it. At first she goes down smooth and you trick yourself. You think it’s all warm and fuzzy and the headaches will never come. But they do.

I’m realizing this fact right now. I’ve got a splitting headache. My fiance, Kendra, love of my life and the woman I want to be married to is the reason. A wedding in Maui. What the hell was I thinking? I just want to lie here and die, slowly bit by bit. Or at least kill this pain in my head.

What happened last night? I remember yelling. I remember tears. Hers, not mine. Although if I did cry, it wouldn’t be the first time. I just don’t know anyone who can make me feel like Kendra does. Pain, pleasure. Good, bad. I guess that’s the reason I asked her to marry me. There has to be some reason, right? It seems like ten months ago we were different people. Those happy moments; holding hands in the park, taking care of her sick cat, screwing on the couch. Where the hell did it all go? Why is it that women suddenly do a 360 when a wedding is involved? Overnight she became a different person and–

Hold on. Someone’s at the door.

Whoa, okay. My head is still swimming. You never realize how drunk you still are with your face planted in a pillow. It’s only when you swing your feet onto the floor and it rushes up at you to realize that last night didn’t end with the appearance of the sun.

I crack open the door and squink, eyes narrow enough to make out the outline of my fiance’s maid of honor. Every terrible thing I just told you about Kendra I take back. And apply all of those things to her.

“Rosalind.”

“What did you do to her?” Rosalind demands.

“What?” I say, because I genuinely have no idea what’s happening right now.

“Kendra is gone.”

“Gone where?” I mumble.

“Gone, like I don’t know, Dalton. If I did, what would I be talking to you for?”

“Did you see that the lobby here has a Starbucks?” I ask.

“Yeah,” she says. “I already checked there.”

“Well, I’ll check again.” I sidestep Rosalind and I’m about to round the corner when I realize that I can’t go anywhere without sunglasses. Taking my phone would also be wise. But now I’ve got to actually turn around and acknowledge Rosalind again.

“I don’t think you realize how serious this is,” she stammers, rage bubbling up inside of her as I step back into the cool shadow of the darkened hotel room.

“Probably not.” I say as I take my Ray Bans, still caked with flecks of sand from the beach, from the end table. 

“She’s not answering her phone.”

“She’s sleeping.”

“We were supposed to go horseback riding. 7 AM. She missed it!”

“A lot of people were supposed to do a lot of things. You think I’ve got a hangover now because I scheduled it four months in advance? Things happen. People adapt.”

“Dalton, in all the time you’ve known her, when has Kendra ever missed anything she said she was going to do?”

My rum-addled brain struggles to process this. Try as I might, I can’t deny the logic of it. But then, I know something Rosalind doesn’t.

“Okay, look. Last night we had a fight.”

“You think she’s off crying somewhere because she didn’t get the table spread she wanted?”

Okay, I guess Rosalind does know we had a fight. Of course she knows. Women tell each other everything.

“That wasn’t all there was to it.”

“What else?” Rosalind asks, processing. “Oh my god. Do you think she’s getting cold feet?”

“Nobody’s getting cold feet. She’s stressed. I’m stressed. We both had too much to drink and then we fought. It’s happened before–”

“–And it will happen again.”

“Not what I was going to say. She’s probably hungover, like me, and she’s sleeping it off.”

“She’s not in her room.”

“Do you have the key?”

“No. That’s what I need you for.” Rosalind holds out her hand as if she’s expecting for Kendra’s room key to appear in her palm.

“If anyone is checking the room, it’s going to be her fiance.”

“Do you really think she wants to see you right now?”

“Well, if she doesn’t then all of us are in for a long day. Better to rip the bandaid off now.”

“Fine. But if you’ve done something to her, I’m going to find out about it. I listen to Serial!”

****

The Royal Hoʻololi Hotel is the most beautiful hotel on Maui. Or, at least Kendra reasoned that it must be since it’s the most expensive. The place is pretty amazing, I have to admit. And if it weren’t for her old-fashioned father, Dale the sunbed king, Kendra and I would at least be staying in the same room. Then, we wouldn’t have this problem. Or maybe we would. I don’t know. It seems like we’ve been doing nothing but fight ever since we got here. Maybe since we got engaged. I mean, I get that women put a lot of pressure on themselves. The ‘big day’ can’t just be big. It’s more like scorched-earth. They’ve got to do it so big that no one else can ever get married again.

Which is why I’m here. The hotel is immaculate. The place is all-open air and the fresh breeze and the sunshine make me want to throw up. I kinda hope that Kendra isn’t in her room. A little distance would be good for us right now.

No, this is good. I’ll stop by Starbucks, get an Americano for me and, for her, a venti nonfat mocha latte with a shot of caramel and peppermint (because what I really need is to revisit that whole debacle right now on top of everything else). That will smooth things over at least.

****

She’s not here. It looks like she hasn’t slept here, either. The bed’s made and the sheets are all tucked in. The yellow lai she got at the airport is hanging on the bedpost. But the sign on the door says ‘do not disturb’ and there are towels all over the bathroom floor, so I know the maids haven’t been here. Her phone is on the nightstand. Looks like 6 missed calls. Two from me. 2:43 AM, then another at 2:48. Drunk dials. Thankfully, I at least had the sense not to leave any messages. The rest of the calls are from Rosalind, along with texts that say things like ‘Where da hell is my main bitch?,” and other equally appalling things that female friends text to each other. Without even thinking, I slip the phone in my pocket. Does Kendra even have my number memorized? I know she’ll remember her own. At least this way if she calls her phone, she’ll have a way to contact me. Like that would be her first thought. But, whatever. It doesn’t matter. I’ve got to think. Maybe Kevin can help.

****

“For me? Ohh, thank you, baby!” Kevin says when he opens the door. He’s wearing a hoodie and sweatpants which are absurd in this weather and his hair is all messy.

“What?”

“The coffees, asshole,” he says with a grin. “What, you’re two-fisting both of those?”

“Shut up and listen. Kendra’s missing. I can’t find her.”

His face suddenly drops. “Since when?”

“Last night. We had a fight. I don’t know. I can’t remember it all.”

“Did you check her room?”

I give him a look like, do you really need to ask?

“Alright,” he says, “she’s probably by the pool or something.” 

“No, she’s not.” I hand him both coffees and enter his room. After being in Kendra’s room, the difference between a hotel room that’s been slept in and one that hasn’t is unmistakable. I start pacing involuntarily.

“I checked the pool. I checked the lobby. I checked her room. I checked the Starbucks.”

“What about her parent’s room? You said you two had a fight, maybe–”

“No, they’re not close like that. If Kendra had a problem, she wouldn’t admit it to her mother. That’s not the kind of thing they do in that family.”

“Okay, so she’s not at the hotel. She could be–”

“Exploring the island? I’ve got the keys to the rental car.”

“She could have gotten a ride with her friends.”

“Her friends don’t know where she is. Rosalind was the one who told me she’s gone.”

“What about the waterfall?” Kevin asks.

“What waterfall?”

He rolls his eyes, because apparently I am really that dense.

“Two days ago. We were in the car. You were driving, and she was in the front seat trying to get you to look at pictures of some waterfall on the other side of the island. Remember? She said that she would make you take her there if she had to drag you.”

“Jesus, you’re right! Kevin, how do you pick up on this stuff?”

“Oh, because she was so subtle? You should do yourself a favor and listen to your girl next time.”

I can’t put my finger on it, exactly. But something about the way he says this feels a little off. For a moment, it’s not like my best friend speaking. He’s being playful, but not in the punch-your-arm way that guys do. It’s more like the way my sister Jenny teases me.

“What?” says Kevin, seeming to read what I’m thinking. His response is just the tiniest bit plaintive, almost as if he’s stung, or something.

“Nothing,” I say. It’s probably me. It’s not like Kevin’s the most macho guy. He’s never liked sports. But, then, neither do I. It’s one of the things that bonds us together. But I’m just imagining things.

He takes a sip. “This coffee’s cold.”

“We’ll get more on the way,” I say.

“Where?”

“The fucking waterfall! Come on. We’ve gotta go.”

“All right, fine. Keep your shorts on. Let me have a shower first, at least.” He sniffs the air. “Ugh, you too. Care to join me?”

“Fuck off. Just grab your shorts and jump in the pool, or something. We don’t have time for this.”

“Look, wherever Kendra is we know she’s pissed at your ass. You really in such a hurry to run straight into that hurricane?”

“I guess you’re right,” I concede. 

“Good. So, get the hell out so I can get naked. I’ll meet you at the car in twenty.”

****

“What’s with the sweats? I say, as Kevin approaches the car. “I thought you had to shower.”

“I did.”

“So why are you wearing the same thing I just saw you in?”

“Do we really need to hash over my sartorial choices right now?”

That’s Kevin. He always uses words like that. Sartorial.

“Let’s get a move on,” he says, “Your bridezilla awaits!”  

“Fine. But don’t start crying to me when you’re sweating your balls off.”

Strangely, this remark is met with a tiny smirk. Just at the corner of his mouth.

“Am I missing something here?” I ask.

“Possibly your brain,” he answers. In a split second, he reaches down and grabs my dick hard, giving it a twist. He grins as I wince. “Nope. I guess it’s where it’s always been.”

“Asshole,” I say as I punch him in the arm. Kevin retreats to the passenger side of the Subaru. Seems I’m driving. With a massive hangover. Fun.


2.

Things between me have never been easy. Happy, sure. Much of the time. But never easy. She can be, well, kinda headstrong. On our first date, she didn’t like what I was wearing. It’s not like I showed up in a Metallica t-shirt and cutoffs or anything. But she insisted that one year later we recreate the scene with me in a polo and a pair of khakis she picked out. She was like that with everything. Movies, the books I read, the music that we put on while we cooked ‘together,’ with all of the hard stuff relegated to me. At first, I didn’t really mind. I was so into her that I was willing to do anything for her. Her dog ran away? Oh, Dalton will go look for her. Oh, now the dog has cancer? Well, fine I’ll gladly pay the six grand for her chemo treatments, and for the burial two months later. She was a good dog. I’m not saying otherwise. I think it was the death of that dog that made Kendra really come to trust me.

I knew right away that I was attracted to her. We were at this house party in Venice Beach on the Fourth of July. We started talking about penguins. She’d been to the South Pole and seen them up close. I told her about the time I saw a coyote on Pico Boulevard. She had the best laugh. She had this way of making me feel like I was in on some secret, special conversation she was having that no one else could be expected to understand. I got her number, and I might have gotten more that night if Kevin hadn’t decided to get completely shitfaced and forced us both to leave the party early. I’d never been with a girl like Kendra, and I think she could tell. She liked that. I’m making her sound really conceited right now, but the truth is that she was hot and she knew it. But she wasn’t one of those girls who liked to torture you with that fact. Of all our terrible fights, she never stated the obvious. She was so much better than me.

I mean, don’t get me wrong. I work out. My arms aren’t exactly twigs. Kevin’s always telling me that he would kill to have my body. Admittedly, he’s always had more trouble than me bulking up. Of course, he’s always been the better dresser (his weird choice of sweats in Hawaii notwithstanding). I’ve got a few things going for me, but still. In the veritable ocean of male competition that is Los Angeles, I’m nothing special. But Kendra never made me feel that way. Maybe that’s why I fell so hard for her. I never pictured being the ‘down-on-one-knee’ type of guy. But last Fall when we were in a really good place and we’d been hardly fighting at all, it felt like it was time. We’re almost thirty, after all. And women have their clocks ticking. You’ve got to respect that. So, I asked, and she said ‘yes’. Since then, it’s like nothing can go right between us.

“Hey, can I ask you something?” says Kevin from the passenger seat.

“What?” I say.

“Is Kendra a squirter?”

“What the hell? Why would you ask me that!”

“Jesus, relax,” he says, suddenly defensive. “I’m just trying to break the tension here.”

“You realize that I may have lost the woman I’m going to marry, right? Do you honestly think I’m in the mood for jokes right now?”

“Sorry, yeah. You’re right. I was being stupid. Just ignore me. I don’t know what I’m saying.”

We sit in silence for a moment. Then, he asks–

“So what happened between you two last night?”

I take a pause before I answer.

“I’m not really sure. I know that we fought. Again. You know, she was the one who asked for Hawaii. But since we got here it’s like nothing is ever good enough for her. First, it was the flowers. Then, she wanted to interrogate the caterer about where the shrimp came from. I mean, they’re shrimp. They come from the ocean. We’re surrounded by water, so what does she think?”

“Right, I remember that whole debacle,” his voice cracks slightly on the last word. He coughs and clears his throat. “Is there a water bottle around here?”

“Check the console,” I say. “I think Kendra had one in here yesterday.”

He flips the console open and finds the warm, half-consumed bottle.

“Ooh,” he says in a girlish, high-pitched voice, “Fiji water. Yummy!”

“It’s not real Fiji water,” I say. “She saves the bottles and then fills them from the tap at home. She’s always doing that kind of thing. Everything is a performance. It’s all about how she looks, even when we’re on vacation.”

“Yeah, basic bitch alert,” he says, still doing that stupid valley girl impression, which is not what Kendra sounds like at all.

“Will you cut it out?” I say, “she’s not like that.”

Kendra hates all those blonde stereotypes and she’s always getting on to me about them.

“Sorry,” he says, his voice returned to a normal register. “I thought we were bagging on her.”

“I’m bagging on her. I’ve earned it. You already do it all the time.”

“Sorry,” says Kevin, crossing his arms over his chest. We drive on for a while. I have to admit it’s probably some of the most beautiful country I’ve ever seen. Verdant green hills that give way to narrow mountain passes covered in trees. It’s not all coconut and palm trees like the brochures. There are pine trees in Hawaii, which floors me. Everything that can grow here does.

My eyes are starting to glaze over, and I’m becoming aware of how hungry I still am. When you wake up with a hangover, the last thing you want to do is eat. But then there’s this point in the morning where you realize that you’re actually starving. Kevin keeps shifting in his seat, unable to get comfortable.

“Do you want to stop for a minute?” I ask.

“I’m fine,” he says, still fidgeting.

“We could stop at one of these roadside stands. Get some fruit, or something.”

“Whatever you want.”

“Alright, look. I’m sorry I was an asshole,” I say, throwing him a glance. He’s slumped down in the seat with his arms still crossed like a pouting child.

“No big deal,” he says, eyes fixed on the blurr of greenery moving past his window.

“What’s with you?” I ask, crossing my arms in a mock pout of my own before taking back the wheel.

He doesn’t answer, but when I look again I see him surreptitiously wipe away a tear. Oh, shit. Really?

“Hey,” I say, pinching his shoulder. “You okay?”

Suddenly, he’s full-on sobbing. Kevin has always been a little on the sensitive side, but never like this. He’s always been able to take as good as he gives. But I guess something I said really pinched a nerve. And speaking of pinching, there was something a little peculiar about his shoulder. It feels strangely boney and lithe. He must be ignoring all those workout tips I gave him. He’s too self-conscious to go to the gym with me, but I keep telling him it’s the only way to add mass. He should do some squats, maybe. Build up his testosterone a little.

“It’s not like you give a shit anyway,” he says venomously. I’m surprised by the harshness of his tone, dripping with disdain. But behind it there’s real pain.

“Alright, what’s up with you?”

“Do you realize this is like the first time that we’ve even hung out like this in almost a year?” he says, still too ashamed to show me his red puffy eyes.

I know he’s right, but I can’t admit it. Maybe it’s just a product of the shitty morning I’ve had, or my impatience to find Kendra again, but instead of being understanding I snap.

“What the hell do you want from me? Huh?”

“I just told you,” he stammers. 

“Ohh, Dalton, I miss you! We never hang out anymore” I sneer in a sissy voice. “You think I need this right now? I may have permanently screwed things up with my dream girl, who I’m about to marry tomorrow, and all you can do is make stupid wise cracks and whine that I’m not paying enough attention to you? Man up for, chrissake. Stop being such a girl.”

I’m coming off way too harsh, and I know it. What the hell has come over me? I used to hate those jock assholes and all their macho ‘be a man’ shit. We both did. But it’s too late to do anything about it now. And I’m fucking starving. I see the sign for a gas station up ahead, and I turn off Route 340 and pull around to the parking lot. As soon as I pull into a spot, Kevin throws open the door and slams it loudly behind him. He’s making a beeline for the men’s room.

“Kevin!” I call after him, “do you want any snacks for the road?”

He doesn’t even turn around. Not that I was expecting him to. Great. Well done, Healy. First your girlfriend, now your best friend. You’re two for two this morning.

I need a Red Bull and some powdered donuts. And a cure for my big fucking mouth.


3.

Me and Kevin have been best friends since the eighth grade. No, that’s not strictly true. We’ve known each other since eighth grade, but we didn’t actually become best friends until freshman year. My mom, sister and I moved from Colorado to get away from my father. Kevin’s dad was an asshole too, so I guess he could relate. We liked all the same nerdy shit. He could pretty much name every type of anime there was, and not just the cool ones. He used to steal his dad’s Jack Daniel’s and stay up all night watching tapes he’d buy from Cosmic Comics in Denver. That’s right. Tapes. We go that far back. Of course, a lot of it was basically soft-core porn. Giant lizard demons violating girls with heaving breasts, short skirts revealing their panties as they squealed in mock protest. Naturally, those tapes were as close as either of us got to real women in those days. Sleepovers involved the two of us side by side in our respective sleeping bags with the TV on and the lights off, neither one of us acknowledging what we were doing in the dark.  I’ll put it this way; there was a pair of stiff socks stuffed to the bottom of his closet the next morning. 

By sophomore year, things were starting to change for us. Suddenly instead of hopeless freaks we started to be labeled ‘eccentric’ and ‘alternative’. A guy wearing a Sailor Moon backpack (Kevin) or wearing eyeshadow (me) was considered hip and ironic, which made us not all that unusual in our moderately-progressive little bubble. We got made fun of, but never really bullied. We found more guys like us who were into Magic: The Gathering and shit like that. By senior year, our adolescent dweebiness was starting to disappear. Kevin was still getting shot down constantly, but that was because he was always chasing after the most unattainable girls. And me? Well, I didn’t go to college a virgin, which was far more than anyone, myself especially included, could have expected. Thank you, Sarah Limley.

When we graduated, it was clear to both of us that we weren’t going to stay in Colorado. I got into the Arts Institute of California in Hollywood. Kevin didn’t. I’m not exactly sure what happened, but his dad got pissed at Kevin for the final time, or vice versa, and he was pretty much on his own after that. We found an apartment in North Hollywood that we could sort of afford, and for the next four years we were roommates. We had parties, groups of friends we made at Meltdown Comics, but for the most part our lives were pretty insular. I met Lindsay Harper, the bitch, and she drug my heart through the ringer for two years (plus another three months) but eventually I had the good sense to be done with her. The fact that she gave me no choice helped with my decision. Through it all, Kevin was there. He had hookups of his own. Most of them unmentionable. That is, they weren’t exactly worth mentioning after the night of. I had a few of those also.

But I didn’t really connect with anyone new until I met Kendra. And, yeah, things changed between me and Kevin. I can’t deny it. First she moved in, which complicated our carefully-calibrated TV schedule. Then after we’d been dating six months, I told Kevin that I’d found a place on the Westside, which Kendra and I could basically totally afford with our grown-up jobs. Kevin gave me all kinds of shit about how I was turning into the kind of person that we hated in high school and how I was just another greedy tool looking to climb the ladder. All true, of course. But I knew it was more than that. He found a replacement roommate in Dale Willard, but Dale’s hygiene was horrendous and his knowledge of manga was even greater than Kevin’s. Soon, Kevin was calling me every weekend to hang out just for an excuse to get away from Willard. But during that year, things between him and Kendra had gotten a little frosty. And by ‘frosty’ I mean that Kevin refused even to speak to her. I had a choice to make, and I made it. I started to phase out the late-night phone calls, the matinees, the comic release events. Everything, really. 

Now I’m standing outside a convenience store bathroom waiting on a friend I really should have treated better. Waiting and waiting.

Alright, it’s been like twenty goddamn minutes already.

“Hey, Kevin?” I yell. No answer. “Kevin! I’m sorry, okay?”

Still silence. This is getting to be too much. I realize that I was being an ass, but it’s not like I can just leave him here. I don’t know what the big deal is. He’s never acted this way before. Something has to be wrong.

“Kevin are you in there? Just let me know you can hear me.”

Just when I think the bathroom door is so thick that I’ve been talking to myself this whole time, a strained voice calls, “Just give me a minute. I’ll, uh, meet you in the car, okay?”

Now I don’t know what to think. Either my friend is taking a massive shit, he’s still pissed at me but doesn’t want to admit it, or, and this is what I really think, he’s hiding something.

“Fine. Just don’t be too long, okay?”

I don’t hear anything more, so I walk back over to the Subaru. There’s a guy with his kid who has been watching this whole exchange. The boy is crossing his legs, doing a little pee pee dance and the dad is giving me a look like, ‘what the hell? Do you know what the holdup is here?’ I wave, which actually makes the situation even more awkward.

Back in the car, I sit with my head resting against the steering wheel and my eyes shut. Kendra’s face swims into my mind. She’s smiling, those luscious gold locks framing her face as she bites her lip. We’re in bed together, seconds away from making love. On impulse, my cock stirs just a little in my shorts. Everything that I love about her comes flooding back. Not just her smile but her smell, the warmth of her body. She shivers as I bring my hand around to tug at her bra strap. I look down at her crotch, at her those cute pink lace panties, and I can smell that she’s getting wet. God, I miss her. The memory is torment, but so too is everything else that it drudges up. Because it’s not just that memory. It’s all of them. She’s yelling at me and crying and laughing all at once; the images are a cacophony that’s assaulting all of my senses. I feel a gnawing in my stomach, a dull kind of an ache. I whisper her name under my breath.

“Kendra.”

The car opens, blasting me out of my reverie. I look up from the steering wheel and the first thing my eyes can focus on is that face framed by those trestles of long blonde hair. I squint against the glare. The blonde-haired girl slips into the passenger seat.

“Kendra?” I ask, but even before the question leaves my lips I see the face isn’t the one from my memories.

“Dalton?” a timid voice asks, cracking slightly. “It’s not Kendra.”

The blonde girl turns to face me, and that’s when I see it. More androgenous; the nose is more narrow and the eyes are brown, the chin is softer and the face is rounder, more supple, but it’s absolutely unmistakable.

“Kevin?”

“I didn’t know how to tell you before,” says a lilting, feminine voice just a little bit darker and richer than Kendra’s. “I wished for this.”


4.

The next few minutes pass something like this: I open my mouth to speak, then I realize that I’m just sitting with my mouth agape. So, I close it. Then, I try to speak again. But no words come out. Kevin for (his?) part is hiding his eyes behind a curtain of blonde hair, not moving except to fidget again. And now, without the road to distract me, I can see what I should have noticed forty minutes ago.

My friend Kevin has a pair of tits.

Loose bumps peeking out from that formless grey hoodie. Two tiny wet spots are forming where the nipples would be. Where a woman’s nipples would be. The shape of them are unmistakable. They look just like, like– 

Well. And, I hate myself for noticing, but that’s not the only change. His shoulders are narrower too. Not as narrow as a woman’s but definitely getting there. And all the shifting back and forth, the straining to get comfortable. If I could see him standing, I could probably tell you that my best friend now has a round, firm girl’s ass.

“Wha...how?”

“I don’t know,” he says, still not looking directly at me. “Last night I made a wish. And this morning, I could feel that something was different. My nipples felt weird. Too sensitive, you know? And my chest, well…They just started growing and they won’t stop.”

“I, but,” I stammer like a fool. “Why?”

There’s a pause so long that I think he hasn’t heard me. Then, finally–

“I’ve wanted this for, God, I don’t know how long. Since you met Kendra. Before, actually.”

“But...Kendra?”

“I swear I don’t know what happened to her. I didn’t mean for her to...disappear or anything like that.” 
“What did you say?”

“About what?”

“Your wish. What did you wish for? What words did you use, exactly?”

“I...I wished, prayed really, that somehow some power would turn me into Kendra Hammond,” Kevin says, letting the words drop to the floor.

“Why?” I still had trouble processing. The information was clumping in my brain like mud in an engine.

“Ugh!” Kevin exclaims, letting out a girlish little squeal. “Are you seriously not getting this? Wake up, dipshit. I like you, okay?”

“But now...Kendra…”

“I don’t understand what happened. Like I said. I’m figuring this out just like you are.”

“Wait, okay? Hold on. You knew when I came to your room that something was different.”

“Well, yeah,” Kevin admits. “But I didn’t know for sure what it was.”

“Then I told you that Kendra was missing, what about then?”

“I don’t know. What do you want me to say? It’s not like I killed her and I’m wearing her skin. I’m not a freak.”

“But, if you’re here, then that means…”

Kendra could be gone. Forever. The woman I love more than anything. She couldn’t have just evaporated, could she?

“The waterfall, what was that? A distraction?”

“It was an idea. I don’t know what’s happening. Maybe she is there, for all I know.”

“But you said that just to distract me. To get me alone so that we would... what Kevin?”

“I don’t know. I just said the first thing that came into my mind.”

“The first thing that came into your mind?” I say.

“Yeah,” he says. “Why?”

I mull this over for a minute.

“Okay, so maybe Kendra is at the waterfall and you had that idea because this spell, or whatever, told you to look there. You two could have some kind of psychic connection because you’re turning into her, or something.”

“Yeah, maybe,” says Kevin, obviously not convinced.

“Or maybe she’s at the hotel. She could be in her room right now. She’d call–”

Then I remember that I have her phone in my pocket and take it out.

“Is that Kendra’s phone?” Kevin asks with interest. I don’t answer him. I touch the thumbpad. It won’t open for my thumbprint, but the home screen reveals that Kendra has 16 text messages. There’s a bunch from Rosalind. Another from ‘Mom’: Where r u? It’s from ten minutes ago.

“They don’t know where she is,” I tell Kevin. “She’s not at the hotel.”

“So...what do you want to do?” he asks.

I rap the phone against my temple, trying to think. Finally, I say–

“I want you to concentrate. You’re going to undo this, do you understand? Whatever you wished for last night, now you’re going to do the opposite.”

“I’ll try,” he rasps, so soft it’s barely audible.

“Try hard. REALLY try. Do you realize, what you did–you may have, like–killed her? Do you know that?”

“I didn’t do anything like that,” he says indignantly.

“Yeah, well it amounts to the same thing. She’s gone God knows where and you’ve got her–”

Hair, breasts, voice, smile.

“And as long as you’re like this, it’s a problem. Wherever she is, there can’t be two of you at my wedding, understand? Which means it’s you who has to go. This you. The real Kevin can stay.”

Without warning, he throws open the door and I think he’s about to bolt back into the bathroom again. Then, I hear the sound of puking, and I realize he’s throwing up.

“Oh, gawd,” he whines pitifully. And in that moment, I stop being mad. Some kind of protective instinct takes over and all my anger just disappears.

“Are you okay,” I ask, cringing a little at the gagging noises coming from my friend.

“It’s in my fucking hair!” he gives off a high-pitched shriek like the one I’ve heard a million times from Kendra.

“Stay here,” I say. “I’ll get you some paper towels.” 

“Hurry,” he pleads. In a minute, I’m out of the car and halfway to the men’s bathroom. The guy with his boy emerge and the man looks me up and down.

“Girl trouble?” he asks.

“Uh, yeah,” I say, trying to laugh it off. Then, I look at the kid. “You’re lucky it’s a few years away. Don’t grow up too fast, okay?”

Once they’re gone, I duck in and grab a huge wad of paper towels from the dispenser. I decide to leave it.

Back at the car, I find Kevin still bent over, panting slightly. From this angle, his chest looks bigger and he’s standing with his hips together in an unmistakably feminine way.

“Hey,” I say, and he brushes his hair out of his eyes to look at me.

I’m floored when I see not Kevin’s brown eyes but Kendra’s piercing blue ones.

Thanks, he says, taking the wad of towels and wiping his chin. As he starts to strain the flecks of vomit out of his curls of golden hair, I’m struck by how effortlessly he performs the act. It’s as if he’s had hair this length for years instead of just a few minutes. He crinkles his nose at the smell, a pointed, smallish nose.

“I look like shit, huh?” he says. I struggle for how to respond.

“Look like shit? No. Smell like shit? Well...”

He flips me off. Both of us notice in the same moment that his nails are now long and perfectly-manicured. French tips with a pink gloss. Just like Kendra’s.

“Whoa,” Kevin says as he splays his fingers apart to admire each individual nail. “Look!”

The flip flops on his feet reveal the toenails are matching too. I appraise the rest of his body. Aside from the breasts, he still looks like Kevin. If someone put him in drag and gave him sky blue contact lenses. It’s like he’s wearing a Kendra costume. A fairly convincing one, for all of its flaws. He’s like the friend I’ve always known, but there’s something undeniably feminine about the way he’s holding himself. Then, I notice that he’s shifting his weight from one foot to another just like a woman would.

“Done staring?” he says, bringing a manicured hand to rest against his hip, the other hand still clutching the puke-covered paper towels. His tone suggests indignance, but there’s the shadow of a smile on his thin lips.

“Right,” I say. “Let’s get the hell out of here.”


5.

Makahiku Falls. The brochure calls it breathtaking, exhilarating, and a breath of new life. They left out that it’s the perfect place to look for your fiance with your best friend– who is turning into your fiance. Or a copy of her, anyway. It’s utterly bizarre, and yet fascinating at the same time. Kevin’s walking ahead of me on this narrow trail and, thankfully there’s no one else around to spot us. He’s looking a little weird in flip flops, sweat pants, and hoodie on an 89 degree day, curls of blonde hair bouncing with each step.

It’s weird just how quickly he seems to have adapted to walking the way that a woman would. It’s not the kind of awkward lope that I’ve always seen him use. His posture is completely different. It makes me think of my high school drama coach’s advice. Walk like you’ve got a wire holding up your chest. Well, Kevin is certainly doing that. Now that the secret’s out about his budding breasts, he seems to be thrusting them out in front of himself with each stride.

And, I can’t deny it. I’m kinda fascinated to watch the whole display. I know in my brain that it’s Kevin. But we’re walking along a trail, and it’s not like I can avoid looking down as I walk. Then, I’ll peek my head up for just a second and catch myself stealing a peek at his ass.

Even with those baggy sweatpants, I can make out the outline of both cheeks, pert and firm as they rise and fall. Nothing like a guy’s ass. It’s both higher and tighter. I remember the first time I noticed that ass. And it was on my fiance!

“Hey, slow poke!” calls a sporty, lighthearted voice from in front of me. “How you doin’ back there?”

“Fine,” I call.

“Just fine?” Kevin asks. “Maybe you should be in the lead. I think your legs are longer than mine now.”

It’s true. Besides the other changes, Kevin has to be close to three inches shorter than he was this morning. I’ve always been the taller of the two of us, but now even from this distance I can see that he’s close to a head shorter than me.

“You see any sign of Kendra?” I call.

“Sorry,” he calls back. “I think we may be alone out here.”

The hike was only supposed to take fifteen minutes. It’s why Kendra wanted to come to Makahiku instead of another waterfall. At home, it’s cardio four times a week. But bring her out into the real world and suddenly it’s like she can’t stand a walk of more than 200 feet. I guess I shouldn’t focus on stuff she does that annoys me. Especially now, considering that I don’t know if I’ll ever see her again. The real her, I mean.

“Hey, Dalton, can we stop?” Kevin says, lifting one foot to look at it. “I think I just broke my flip flop.”

He slips off the flip flop. It’s grey rubber with the strap torn.

“Are those the shower flip flops from the hotel? Why didn’t you wear your own shoes?”

“Oh, right,” he says. “I’m gonna need a whole new wardrobe after this.”

“Remember what we talked about?” I say, trying to mask the impatience in my voice. “This is temporary. It’s all reversible. That’s what you’re wishing for now, right?”

“Well, it would be a lot easier to concentrate if I didn’t have to walk so far.”

“What do you suggest I do about it?”

“Carry me?” he grins, and I catch a flash of Kendra peering out from those eyes. The playful way that she’d always do when she wanted me to do something. Only this time it’s Kevin, and I just want to smack him. Instead, I walk straight past him without stopping. I don’t care what it takes. I’m going to at least cross the waterfall off my list. If she’s not here, I don’t know where I should look next. Kendra’s obviously not at the hotel, or with anyone else she knows. What if she really has– no I don’t even want to say it–

Disappeared?

Or what if she hasn’t? What if she really is at the waterfall? What if I come upon her and she’s perched at the top, admiring the view. Would she be happy to see me, or still pissed from last night? How am I going to explain Kevin? Oh, hey baby! Sorry about last night. Don’t worry about this guy with your hair, butt, and boobs. It’s just Kevin. He made a wish last night. Pretty crazy, huh?

“Dalton!” Kevin shrieks. “Wait up!”

I turn to see a rather pitiful-looking Kevin barefoot and limping, bringing up the rear.

“What’s wrong with you?” I say.

“I stepped on a rock, you asshole,” he says haughtily. His voice is so womanly that I guess it triggers something primal inside of me. I feel sorry for him, and it’s something else. Protective, I guess. Not that it stops me from being pissed about what he did. I wouldn’t even be in this mess if it wasn’t for him.

“Come on,” I say, more gentle than scolding. He grabs my arm to steady himself, and I immediately register how dainty and thin his fingers have gotten.

“You okay?” I ask. I guess it’s the tone change, because I can see him blushing a little. “It’s not far now. Just hold onto me and we’ll take it slow the rest of the way.”

“You sure?” he says. “You’re not embarrassed?”

“Embarrassed by what? There’s nobody here. Besides, it’s not like I’m about to leave a fallen brother behind.”

“My hero,” he says flatly. He applies a little pressure, but lets up when his nails dig into me. I get the feeling that he wants to get closer. Luckily, I can hear the waterfall from where we are, so it’s only a few hundred feet of awkwardly walking together. Not quite arm and arm, but close.

We approach the mouth of the falls. I was expecting for the trail to lead us to the pool at the base of the waterfall, but instead we’re at the lip looking down. The view is limited, but I can already tell that it’s the kind of place that Kendra would love. For like, two minutes. First she’d say it’s magical, then she’d whip out her phone, and the rest of the time would be spent with me taking pictures of her. The pictures would all meet with her disapproval, but after pouring over a couple hundred of them she’d find one or two she’d deem acceptable. She’d post these to Instagram, and then we’d go home. She wouldn’t stick around a place like this without her phone. The falls are too loud, and the place is too peaceful to hold her attention for long.

“Dalton?” asks Kevin, “Are you okay?”

I guess I don’t know what I was expecting, exactly. Obviously, this was a long shot. She’d have to have left her phone, her keys, and her purse, gotten a ride with no one that she knows, since all of them are trying to call her or find her, like me; all for no apparent reason except that she wanted to see some stupid waterfall she mentioned half in passing. Wherever she is, I know for sure it’s nowhere I can guess.

“Dalton?” Kevin says again. “I’m really sorry. I didn’t mean to bring us out here for nothing.”

“Let’s go back,” I say. “We cross this place off the list, fine. It’s not the only place there is to try.”

“We came all this way. You want to leave already?”

“What do you think this is? What are we out here for, Kevin?”

He doesn’t answer, just turns and walks in the direction of the falls. With one surprisingly deft motion, he pulls the sweat shirt over his head and tosses it behind him, shaking his hair behind him as he sashays towards the falls. I see his bare back, and with the hair he’s completely passable as a woman from behind.

“Kevin!” I say, “where the hell are you going?”

Now he’s bending at the hip and stepping out of the sweatpants, revealing a pair of boxers which hang off his hourglass hips. It’s such a graceful motion that it would turn me on, if it weren’t for the fact that my best guy friend was doing it.

“Kevin!” I shout, having no choice but to follow after him. He ducks under the curtain of white water with a squeal of delight.

“Oh, my god!” he yells, trying to compete with the crush of the water. “I had no idea what this would feel like with a pair of tits!”

I can make out his form through the shower of water. It’s not distinct, but if I didn’t know better I’d think I was looking at the outline of a gorgeous woman.

“Are you done?” I call from across the falls. “We need to get the hell out of here!”

“In a minute,” he calls back. “You don’t know how hot it was with those sweats on!”

“I’m leaving without you,” I say, not quite believing it myself.

“Just come in!” he says. “Don’t worry, it’s great!”

This is completely insane. Of all the shitty things I expected to be putting up with today, having to coax my best friend, who is rapidly becoming a perfect copy of my fiance, from behind a waterfall is not one of them. I try to assess the situation. I can’t leave without bringing Kevin with me. Seems my best move is to take the plunge and do it. So, I unbutton my Hawaiin shirt, wrap my phone and Kendra’s in it, toss off my leather sandals, and head in.

It’s only when I step into the waterfall that I remember I haven’t showered yet today. The water is more exhilarating than I could have imagined. Cold, but in the best way. I rub my hands over my face, letting my pores drink in the welcome sensation of having all that water pounding around my ears, lost for a second in the continuous thrumming all around me.

I cover my eyes with my hand and see that there’s a dark patch in front of me. I take three big steps forward, and suddenly the curtain falls away and I’m looking into a cave underneath the fall. I wipe the water away from my eyes and the first thing that I can register is Kendra’s smiling face.

No, not Kendra. Kevin. He’s got a big grin on his round, feminine face. And standing there coquettishly, in nothing but those boxer shorts, he looks like Kendra wearing my underwear. Only one thing reveals the deception. Without meaning to, I can make out the small bulge of his cock and balls. 

“You found me!” he smiles. He’s poised coquettishly with one arm covering his perfectly formed, supple breasts.

My brain knows that it’s Kevin, but my cock isn’t so carefully calibrated. It’s programmed to find what it likes and respond when it sees it. Which is why I’m starting to get a little tight in my shorts. Just a little.

He–  no ‘he’ doesn’t really seem to fit anymore; ‘they’ I guess, in the singular sense–  looks so much like Kendra that it’s making my balls ache. And my heart. In that order, I guess. Or at least that’s the order that I’m processing my feelings in.

Kevin looks at me, then away.

“Are you done?” I ask, and it sounds more impatient than I mean for it to.

“What?” he calls, still covering his nipples.

I turn and walk out from behind the waterfall and start heading back in the direction of the car.
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“Thanks for letting me borrow your shirt,” Kevin says, swimming in my oversized Hawaiian shirt. It was a necessity after they discarded the hoodie. Naturally, the shirt does nothing to support their breasts, which are now large enough that they’re starting to part directions. Back in the car, I curse myself for coming out this far for nothing. I’m pissed at Kevin. Pissed for being led on a wild goose chase, but especially for having been lied to.

“No problem,” I say.

“So, what do you want to do?” they say.

“We’ve got no choice but to go back to the hotel,” I say. “Wherever Kendra is, she’s not going to suddenly appear out of nowhere. We need to plan our next move.”

“Which is?”

“I don’t know, okay? I’ve never been in this situation before.”

“No shit,” they say. “It’s not like I’ve ever done this either.”

On the radio is that song by the Hawaiian singer, Iz. He sings “Somewhere Over the Rainbow'' with a ukulele.

“So, why did you never tell me? How you felt about Kendra?”

“I didn’t exactly hide my feelings,” Kevin says in response.

“I knew that you hated her. I just never knew that the reason was because you wanted to be her.”

“I never hated her. I was jealous, that’s all.”

“So... you’re--”

“Trans? Yeah, I guess. Not that I had the courage to do anything about it before now.”

“I wish I had known,” I say.

“You really never suspected?” they say.

“No. Well, maybe the thought had entered my mind that you might have feelings.”

“Oh,” Kevin smirks, “and what were your feelings about my feelings?”

“Kevin, we’re like brothers.”

“I stole your sister’s panties once.”

“What?!”

“I think she suspected that I took them, but I don’t think she knew it was because I wanted to wear them,” they laughs at the shock on my face. 

“What? I’m sorry. I couldn’t help it. I guess we’re like siblings in more ways than one.”

“Wearing my little sister’s panties doesn’t make us anything.”

“Dalton, I’m sorry. I know all of this is too weird. I really didn’t think there was any way that I could tell you.”

“I would have understood. You know I’m no homophobe.”

“I know. You’d be so kind and understanding. You’d tell me that it’s my choice, and it’s all okay. That you accept me and that we’re still the same friends we always have been. And then you’d have even more reason to cut me out of your life.”

“That’s not fair,” I say.

“Please. You had no idea, and it happened anyway. As soon as you met Kendra, it was the beginning of the end for our friendship, and you know it.”

I can’t deny that they has a point.

“Okay, I guess I deserve that.”

“It’s not your fault. It’s the way things go. Your girlfriend always wants to get rid of her boyfriend’s friends. You know, I think that she always suspected the truth about me.”

“Kendra?”’

“Girls are observant. They notice little things that guys miss. She probably just thought I was a closet case. She knew you weren’t gay, so I wasn’t a threat to her. But, then, you never can be too careful when you’re a girl like that. I don’t need to tell you how territorial she was–”

Was.

“I mean is. Dalton, I mean is. That was a stupid slip.”

“Forget it.”

It’s another long stretch of silence before Kevin finally says–

“Dalton, we need to talk about the rehearsal dinner.”

“What about it?” I say, even though I’ve already reached the inevitable conclusion in my mind too.

“Well, unless you want for the SWAT team to be swarming the island looking for Kendra, I think it would be best if I went in her place.”

“No way. Who’s ever going to believe that you’re Kendra?” I say. All Kevin has to do is raise an eyebrow. At this point, there’s practically nobody who wouldn’t mistake Kevin for Kendra, at least at a distance. The features of their face has shifted and molded to the point that Kevin looks like Kendra’s twin. Maybe not an identical twin, yet, but certainly fraternal. By the time we reach the hotel, who knows? The changes are coming so rapidly that there’s no telling where they’ll stop. No telling for sure, but I have a pretty good idea.

“What about her parents? Her friends? How are you supposed to pass with them?”

“Okay, you’re right. When we get to the hotel, you can tell them that your friend Kevin has magically transformed himself into your fiance, and the reason that nobody’s heard from Kendra all day is because I’m turning into her. We’ll tell them together. I won’t lie if you don’t want me to.”

“This is insane,” I say.

“So you agree?” Kevin asks. “Telling the truth is not an option?”

I sit there and try to come up with some other option, but nothing comes. I slap the steering wheel in frustration.

“Fine,” I say, “we’ll do it your way.”

“All right, then. First thing to do is for you to get into Kendra’s room again and grab some clothes for me.”

“What? Why?”

“You think I’m wearing this?” he says, fanning the edges of the Hawaiian shirt as if it were a skirt. “I was thinking of that floral print gown of Kendra’s. That should fit me, well, perfectly. Besides, I really need a bra. Please, Dalton!”
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So this is what it’s come to. Stealing my fiance’s underwear for my best friend to wear. I can’t honestly say that this was something that I ever expected to have to do. I had to leave Kevin in the car and made them promise to wait in my room and not open it for anyone. It shouldn’t be a big deal. Just in and out, real simple.

I fish around in my wet shorts for the room key, hoping that the water hasn’t somehow deactivated the electronic strip or something. I slide the key in the door, and it opens without me even turning the knob. For half a second, I have it in my head that it’s Kendra.

I’m wrong of course.

“Here he is,” Rosalind announces to the room. “Dalton’s here.”

I enter without being asked. On the perfectly-made bed sit Lily and Marguerite, both of whom seem to be working through a bottle of tequila that they’re drinking out of Tiki heads. Both wear lais and tacky Hawaiian dresses. Marguerite’s dress is, as always, criminally small for her enormous frame.

“Where the hell is Kendra?” Rosalind demands.

“You’re still on about that?” I say, fumbling to cover myself, “change the record already.”

“No one has seen or heard from her. Her phone is gone. Do you know where she is?”

“Of course I do,” I say. “She texted me and we met up for lunch.”

“See?” says Lily, pouring another shot into Lily’s tiki cup and one in hers in turn.

“You’re lying,” says Rosalind. “Her purse is here.”

“What do you think I’m here for?” I say. “She sent me to the room to fetch it for her.”

My cover story is starting to sound plausible even to me.

“Where’s your shirt?” Lily says.

“It’s hot out,” I say.

“We’ve been here all day,” Marguerite slurs. “Tell that slut to get her ass back here so we can party!”

“Fine, I’ll tell her. Now, can you please clear out?”

“Why?” Rosalind asks. “What are you trying to get rid of us for?”

“Oh, Rosalind. Sooner or later, every man who spends time with you wants to get rid of you. I’m just the latest.” 

“I know you’re a liar, Dalton Healy! I want proof that my friend is okay.”

“You’ll see her at the rehearsal dinner in two hours. Is that enough to allay your suspicions?”

Rosalind crosses her arms and brings her ass down onto the bed with a thump.

“We’re not leaving here until I get a text from Kendra confirming that she’s okay.”

“Fine,” I say. “I’ll text her.”

I have Kendra’s phone, so I’ll just use it to–

No, that’s no good. It’ll only open for Kendra’s thumbprint. Wait. Where’s Kendra’s phone?! I pat my back pocket, but it’s not there.

Ding!

My front left pocket vibrates. I pull out my own phone. I have a text.

Kendra: Don’t forget the panties too :)

Oh my god.

“Who is it? Is that Kendra? Let me see the phone,” says Rosalind, her palm outstretched. I grin so big that I have to try to keep myself from laughing.

“Here,” I say, tossing the phone in her lap. Rosalind reads the text, frowns. She hands it back.

“Tell her to text me back next time,” she says, deflated.

“I’ll tell her right now,” I say, typing furiously. Hey, K. Can you send Ros a text? She thinks you’re missing or something and she’s about to have a bitch fit.

In less than a minute, I hear a ding and Rosalind’s phone lights up. She appraises it without expression.

“Satisfied?”

“I was just trying to be a good friend,” she mutters.

“You always do this! Kendra is Kendra, I told you,” says Lily. She shakes the last few drops from the bottle onto the bedspread, confirming that it’s empty.

“Let’s go,” Marguerite says. “The salad bar is open. I need something to put in my stomach.”

“Salad?” Lily asks.

“Macaroni salad is still salad,” says Marguerite.

And just like that, those three witches leave to go haunt someone else for a while. God, I can’t believe that worked! But, how? Kevin must have snagged the phone. Wait. This can only mean that Kevin’s thumbprint can now open Kendra’s phone. No two people can have the same thumbprint.

No two people.

But I can’t think about that now. Kendra’s suitcase is where she left it. I lift it onto the bed, unzip, and start rifling through its contents. The bras and panties are in the mesh pocket. I grab a handful of the panties. There are three pairs here. Which one would look best on my friend Kevin? I grab a pink bra and select the panties that match. It’s only after I make my decision that I realize they’re the same ones that she wore, that Kendra wore, right before we made love in my memory.

The panties are clean, of course, but I can’t help but give them a quick little whiff, trying to get just a little lingering scent of her. All I can smell is Tide and fabric softener. Okay, underwear. Check. But everything else in the bag is just t-shirts and tank tops neatly rolled into little cylinder shapes. Shorts, no. Sunscreen, no. Where are the dresses?

Hold on. She would have put them up somewhere to keep them from wrinkling, right? I check the closet in the corner of the room. Bingo. There’s the floral print dress. I grab it and do a quick scan around the room for anything else I might be missing.

The purse, right. Gotta have that. I wrack my brain for anything I’m forgetting. Satisfied, I gather up the stuff and prepare to lock the door. This might actually work. As long as Kevin can fake it through the rehearsal dinner, we might actually get through this after all. As for tomorrow, it’s just too much to contemplate. One step at a time.

I feel really, incredibly shitty about this. But the thought flashes through my head of Kendra, the real Kendra, showing up and demanding that the whole wedding party seize me and the imposter that I brought to dinner. I picture my whole family and Kendra’s parents too with looks of shock and disgrace on their faces. And even though I realize I shouldn’t, I find myself hoping it won’t happen. But I guess I should be careful about what I wish for.


8.

“Oh, loverboy!" are the words I hear from the bathroom when I enter my hotel room with the stuff. Kevin’s listening to music in the bathroom. It’s the song from Dirty Dancing, I think. Kendra loves that movie. I can hear the call and response of the song through the door. “Baby, my sweet baby, you’re the one.”

“Dalton?” calls a feminine voice from behind the door. The bathroom door slides open a crack and a thin, feminine hand beckons me closer. 

“I got the stuff,” I say, placing the bundle of underwear into Kevin’s waiting hand. Our fingers touch, and for a moment I notice how soft those fingers are. Then, the manicured hand disappears and the door slams shut again. After a moment, I hear–

“Ooh, these are cute!”

“Do you...you need help putting them on? The bra, I mean,” I say, sheepishly.

“Why? Have you got some experience putting on a bra that I don’t know about?” Kevin teases back.

“Well, no.” I only have experience taking them off, but then I figured that he would be lost about the whole procedure too, and–

Am I seriously offering to help my best friend put on my fiance’s bra?

“I think I’ve got it covered,” Kevin says.

The door knob turns and the door slowly folds inward to reveal Kendra (I mean Kevin) standing there, striking a sexy pose. The bra is a perfect fit, and Kevin puffs out their chest to show off the cleavage..

“What do you think?” Kevin says, playing with a lock of hair between their fingers. Kevin’s pose is distinctly and unmistakably feminine, standing on one leg with the other bent at the knee and folded over the first in that way that women do. I’m mesmerized. My heart starts to quicken. I can’t help but notice the small bulge in those pink lace panties, but it’s absolutely hairless down there. Actually, Kevin’s whole body appears silky smooth.

“Well, don’t just stand there staring. I don’t look ridiculous, do I?”

Kevin turns away from me, examining this new form in the mirror. They play with the cups, pulling and tugging at those mounds of soft flesh nestled in pink latex. Those curious fingers migrate down from the breasts to the ribcage, to the stomach and down to the hips and thighs. Then, those slim fingers come around to squeeze those soft round ass cheeks, fingertips spreading them slightly.

“Ahhhh,” Kevin sighs loudly.

I can’t help it. I'm stiff. I have to look away. What defense do I have? My brain has been programmed to seek asses like that from the time I was eleven years old. I try to remind myself who it was I was exploring that fascination with cute girl asses was. It’s Kevin, remember? Your best friend? So what if he’s got an ass like a Victoria’s Secret Angel? You’re stronger than this. You need to fight it.

Kevin notices me staring. Kevin’s turned away from the mirror and is now looking at me with the same kind of curious hunger. Then, that smooth round face suddenly turns beet red.

And I can see why. Kevin’s small cock is visibly stirring, pressing against the pink fabric.  Kevin has a look of absolute mortification. They disappear into the bathroom and the door slams shut and locks. I realize that my mouth is hanging wide open, and I force it shut again.

“Sorry!” calls a small, mortified voice behind the door. I can hear the shower come on inside. I move closer, pressing my head to the door, and I think that I can make out the muffled sounds of crying. Something else too. It’s not easy, but I can faintly detect a soft thwap, thwap sound I’ve made myself on those nights when Kendra was ‘too tired’ for sex.

Kevin is sitting on the toilet and jerking off. In my girlfriend’s body. Thinking about me.

It’s involuntary. My dick head presses hard against the seam of my shorts. This is absolute torture. I want to run out of the room, swim into the sea as far out as I can make it until I finally succumb to a heart attack and die. This is wrong. For so many reasons, this is something that I can’t allow to happen. I want to bolt, but instead I take a breath. Sit down and think this thing out, Healy. If you don’t go through with this rehearsal dinner, then you’re bound to arouse everyone’s suspicions. Just get through this night, and once you do, you’ll be able to sort the rest out later.

I lie back on the bed and try to just come down from the flush of testosterone seeing Kevin aroused in me. I mean, well, you know what I mean. My balls are starting to ache again, and they’re really in need of a release of the kind that Kevin is currently enjoying. I completely understand the need. That pressure buildup has got to go somewhere, and right now I would do just about anything to have that tension eased and the pressure expelled. Almost anything. Other than porking my best friend of 16 years, that is.

Twenty minutes pass and Kevin peeks out coyly from behind the bathroom door.

“Hey, so that was really weird, huh?”

“Totally weird,” I reply.

“Let’s just go to dinner and pretend it didn’t happen, okay?”

Relief floods my body.

“Done,” I say. “Already forgotten. Nothing to it.”

“Great, so...can I have that dress now?” Kevin asks, holding out a hand expectantly.

“Oh, yeah,” I say, hopping off the bed and retrieving the dress from the chair where I set it down and hand it over. The dress slips between the crack of the door and it shuts again. After a moment–

“Wow. This dress is really beautiful. Where did it come from?”

“We bought it together. I mean, Kendra found it, and I bought it at this vintage store on Magnolia Boulevard.”

“Oh, I know the one you’re talking about. In Burbank, right? I’ve always wanted to go in there, but I figured it would be even worse to go in and not be able to buy anything.”

It still floors me that Kevin has been having these thoughts all this time that I never could have guessed about.

“Okay, don’t get too excited. I’m coming out.”

The door opens again, and some part of me doesn’t even want to look. But I do, and I’m even more amazed than I was before. In the underwear, it was purely a sexual response. This is something else. An acknowledgement of loveliness and femininity that transcends attraction. It’s something I find myself drawn to because it’s part of the sacred feminine.

“Well? Do I pass?” Kevin asks, giving a deliciously feminine twirl that makes the skirt of the dress ripple.

Absolutely indistinguishable from Kendra at her peak. There’s this radiant glow that emanates from that soft, tan skin. Every piece of that body is in perfect proportion with not even a hint of what came before. As a facsimile, it’s flawless.

“Yeah. Looks good,” I say, sounding like a robot with the flatness of my intonation.

“Really?” Kevin asks, suddenly self-conscious.

“Yes, really! What? Don’t worry. You look fine. I’ll bet no one is even going to notice the difference.”

I can see in those blue eyes, the smile that disappears in an instant, that Kevin’s crestfallen but is desperate not to show it. I hate that I keep hurting my best friend like this, but I’m afraid of what I’ll do if I forget that this is my best friend and not the woman I proposed to. It would be too disloyal to Kendra. The real Kendra, wherever she is.

“Don’t you want to put on some makeup?” I ask.

Kevin perks up at the suggestion.

“Oh, right. You brought that stuff too, right?”

“Check the bag,” I say, pointing to the purse on the bed. This is one of the big ones that Kendra takes with her when she knows she’s going to need a lot of crap. Kevin glides over and starts ruffling through its contents.

“Oh, thank god,” Kevin says, pulling out of a pair of flat sandals from the bag. “I thought I was going to have to go barefoot.” There’s other stuff in the bag, too. Sunglasses, tissues, tic tacs, a makeup brush, a condom. And, naturally, a tampon. Kevin holds it up, examining the foreign object with fascination.

“I don’t think I’ll be needing this just yet. But better safe than sorry, right?”

The tampon slides back into the bag.

“Oh, here it is,” Kevin says, pulling out one of those little pallets of different kinds of makeup that women wear and a black tube I’ve seen Kendra use which I know is mascara.

“Do you know how to use this stuff?”

“I’ve experimented once or twice,” Kevin replies, “of course, I had to overdo it to make up for, ya know, the whole ‘having a man’s face’ thing. Think I should just skip it?”

“Kendra wouldn’t,” I say, shrugging.

“Yeah, you’re right. It would look weird if I weren’t at least making an effort. Maybe something just a little understated.”

They gather up all the makeup junk and bring it over to the bathroom mirror.

“Okay, so you remember how the whole thing goes, right?” I call from across the room.

“Sure. Just like we practiced. We come in, make the rounds and chit chat a little. Listen to a few toasts, best wishes, blah, blah, blah. Oh!”

Kevin clasps a hand around their mouth to keep from shrieking.

“Oh my god, Dalton.”

“What?”

“Kevin is supposed to give the toast!”

“Shit!” That’s right. How am I supposed to explain the absence of my best man?

“We’ll just have to act natural. Tell everyone that Kevin isn’t feeling well and that you told him it would be better to sit out dinner to rest up for tomorrow.”

“Yeah,” I say, pacing the room, “yeah. That’s plausible. Makes sense. Good thinking.”

“What about my bridesmaids? I don’t know anything about them.”

“There’s not much to know. They’re catty bitches who love drama and liquor and hate me.”

“Is that the way Kendra thinks of them?” Kevin asks with a knowing look through the mirror.

“No, I guess not,” I say, ruffling my hair as I try to remember anything that might be useful to know about those basic bitches that my fiance always has in her orbit.

“She met Rosalind at school. The other two she doesn’t know as well.”

“Jeez, and these are my bridesmaids? What about my parents? Is it ‘mom and dad or mommy and daddy, or what?”

“Mom and Dad. Their names are Dale and Annie, by the way.”

“Great, oh I was going to tell you. After I texted Rosalind, I texted mommy dearest too. I told her I was sorry I didn’t text back and that I didn’t mean to worry her. Crap like that. I think she bought it. I scrolled through Kendra’s old texts too, just to catch up.”

“You’ve thought a lot about this,” I say.

“Yeah, well, it’s better to be prepared. Wouldn’t you say? Kendra went almost three months without texting her mother once. I don’t think she should be too hard to fool.”

Something about the idea of Kevin going through Kendra’s personal correspondence feels wrong. It’s like a violation, in a way. But, I guess it can’t be helped.

“I’m afraid to ask, but…”

I look up to find that Kevin has managed just the right amount of makeup. Not too overdone. Actually, it’s perfect.

“You look great,” I say.

“Good boy,” Kevin says. “That’s what you say to a lady when she’s all dolled up. So, shall we go?”


9.

The rehearsal dinner is on the beach, of course. And unfortunately it doesn’t look like it’s going to rain or snow or hail, and there’s a disturbing lack of tornadoes in this part of the world. I don’t have the karmic credit to expect a tropical typhoon, so I guess we’re actually going through with this.

All those months of Kendra pouring over every detail, prodding me for my opinion, getting annoyed by my lack of taste and insisting that I was no help at all, and finally crying and giving up all hope of ever getting it perfect and then landing on the exact right option. The seashell white linen table cloths, the tropical flowers that are native to the island, or at least grow wild here; the fresh-cut pineapples.

I had to admit, this is just as I’d imagined it would be. The aesthetics, I mean. Not the fact that I’m showing up with my best friend and praying that we don’t get found out. Hey, at least if things do go south we’ll have a getaway plan. I imagine Kevin and I running into the sea to avoid an angry mob of relatives and friends who want to kill me for allowing this imposter to pass for their beloved Kendra. But, no. Actually, everyone seems in a good mood. I grab a mai tai from the bar and watch as ‘Kendra’ schmoozes everybody.

I volunteered to stick close to Kevin, to feed lines in the event of some slipup with Kendra’s friends. But I’m watching them all right now, cackling and giggling like they’ve known each other for years and have a million inside jokes.

“She’s a hell of a woman,” my Uncle Patrick says. I’m standing in a circle with the men of my family.

“You don’t know the half of it,” I say.

“I heard that you had a little bit of a tiff,” says my father, putting a hand on my shoulder. “You know, your mom and I had a rocky start. Actually, I was amazed that she even stayed with me for that first year. But when I saw the way that you two came in here, all my fears just went away.”

“Really? Just now, you mean?” I ask.

“Sure. She’s absolutely glowing to be in your presence. I can tell just by the way she seems to always be near you.”

“Makeup sex heals all wounds,” says Uncle Don. “Am I right, Dalton?”

I try not to choke on the umbrella in my drink as I cough.

“Hey, now. Don’t forget that we were men too once,” says Patrick with a smile. “I may have nothing coming out but dust these days, but I can still tell when a girl is getting it on the regular. You treat that girl right and she’ll be yours forever, trust me.”

“Alright, fellas,” says my father. “Dalton’s got a lot on his mind.”

“Alright,” says Don. “Just remember this. After tomorrow, you can throw the condoms out for good. Your dad’s too shy to say it, but I’m sure as hell not. We’re expecting some little Healys before too long now. Gotta let the clan expand, am I wrong?”

“I, ugh, will try not to let you down,” I say. I can’t seem to muster anything else to say, but it’s at that moment that Kevin appears from behind my Uncle Patrick’s shoulder.

“Oh, hey! There she is,” Patrick says as he grabs Kevin around the shoulder and delivers a big kiss on the cheek. “There’s the loveliest bride in the world. How are you doing, sweetheart?”

“Oh, fine,” says Kevin, blushing. “What are you boys talking about over here?”

“Just about how this schmuck finally found a great girl and that if he isn’t smart enough to keep you then Don, here, is going to steal you away.”

“We’re glad you’re feeling better, honey,” my father says.

“Dad!” I say. “We don’t really need to rehash all that.”

“No, no, it’s okay,” says Kevin, leaving my uncle’s embrace and planting a kiss on my cheek. “I can’t even remember that stupid fight we had. I just look into those eyes and all my anger just melts away. You really raised a good, clean boy, Paul. I don’t even know where I’d be without him.” I grin like I’ve got a gun pointed at my stomach.

“He was a good boy, alright. I think his mom and I had something to do with that. But it takes a good woman to make a boy into a man.”

“I, uh, I’m gonna get another drink. Do you want to join me… baby?”

“Just one more, right Dal? I want you at full strength for tomorrow.”

The men giggle and whistle at this.

“Oh, stop,” says Kevin, clearly loving every minute of it. I take the small of Kevin’s back and steer us towards the open bar.

“See? They don’t suspect anything,” says Kevin. There’s a tray of mai tais on a platter and Kevin takes one and takes a sip. 

“What happened with Kendra’s friends?”

“Oh, them,” Kevin says, setting the glass on the bar. “You know, you really weren’t being fair before. Those girls are fun!”

“Did they suspect anything?”

“Not a thing. It wasn’t even necessary to deceive them, really. We just chatted. Girl stuff.”

“How did you cover for the fact that you knew nothing about them?”

“That’s the weird part. I did know about them. It was like, when I needed to, the memories were just there. I remember how we met, what everyone was wearing. It’s stange, but also familiar, ya know?”

“So you’ve got Kendra’s memories now, too?” I say. What’s impossible at this point? I guess that it makes sense, but at the same time it’s like Kendra, the real Kendra, is being absorbed little by little by Kevin. It turns my stomach for some reason. But Kevin’s so elated that it’s like I’m not even there.

“Oh, by the way. Your friend Kevin? Huge closet case, apparently. Marguerite had him pegged from a mile away. Very perceptive, that girl.”

Kevin’s grinning from ear to ear, taking a coy sip from the mai tai and trying to gauge my reaction.

“What’s wrong? I thought you would be relieved. This is what we wanted to happen, right?”

“Yeah, I guess,” I say. How can I say that all of this feels wrong to me. All that’s happened today, it’s all come so fast that it’s impossible to process it. My best male friend has secretly been pining all these years to be a woman. And not just a woman. My woman. And now, he’s gotten it. Without my consent I’m being carried along in this little charade and nobody even asked me how I feel about it. Kendra could be terrible sometimes. Hell, I know that better than anyone. But this? It’s like she’s being erased, and I’m not even supposed to object.

I have to make a decision, here and now. The wedding is off. I can’t possibly get married knowing who my bride really is. I just have to smile and get through this dinner, and I’ll tell Kevin as soon as we leave here that it’s off. I know that he’ll be crushed, but there’s no other way.

“Hey,” says Kevin, and for a second I think that I’m so transparent that everything I just thought is on my face. But instead of getting defensive or upset, Kevin leans in and whispers, “don’t worry. After the wedding, it’s not like I’m going to bring the girls around. I know more than any wife ever has a husband just how much you need your guy time.”

“Mmm,” I grunt.

“What’s the matter?” Kevin asks.

“Nothing,” I say.

“Dalton, it’s me. I know you. I can tell when something’s bothering you. Be honest. Tell me how you really feel.”

Cling, cling, cling, cling!

Uncle Patrick is raising his champagne flute. People milling around start to gather in a circle to hear my drunk uncle over the sound of the waves.

“I’m told that the best man is under the weather, so I guess I’m stuck doing the honors. Dalton, you probably don’t remember but you once told me that when you grew up you wanted to be a Fireman and a husband. And, well, if we get half of what we wish for in life, we’re very lucky indeed. I can imagine a better partner for you than Kendra.”

Awws from the crowd.

“Keep a woman like that happy,” Patrick says, “and you’ll be a fortunate man for all of your days. Here’s to you both.”

Glasses are raised. Cheers!

Then it’s Rosalind’s turn.

“Kendra, you’re my best friend. I’m so lucky to have you in my life. I can’t believe that you’re getting married tomorrow. I can’t wait until the day when you tell me that you’ve got a little miracle growing inside of you.”

I look to my right and see Kevin’s mascara starting smear. Is this real? Kevin didn’t know any of these people this morning, and now suddenly it’s nothing but Kodak moments? Kendra’s the one who deserves to be up here listening to all of this. I want to drop the charade and call the whole thing off. I polish off the mai tai in my hand with one gulp and then take another from the tray.

“Dalton,” Rosalind says, “I know that I haven’t always been that nice to you, and I’m sorry. I hope you know that I’m really glad you were the one to win Kendra’s heart. I haven’t always been the most supportive, but I hope you know how much you both mean to me, and– sorry…”

Now Rosalind is crying and Kevin crosses the room to embrace her. They cry and hug and everybody’s oohing and ahhing, which gives me the perfect cover to down another mai tai. I’m getting far too drunk, again, but I don’t care. This is all too much, and I just want to get away from it.

“I’d like to say something,” a voice says, and after a moment’s hesitation, I realize that it’s mine. “I want to thank you all for joining Kendra and I. It hasn’t been easy getting here. They say every bride goes a little crazy. But they don’t warn you that by the end of it, you’re as crazy as she is.”

A few uncomfortable laughs come from a few members of the crowd.

“When we first got engaged, I thought, man this is it. But then things change and you start to ask yourself whether you even know the person that you’re agreeing to spend the rest of your life with. You wake up one morning, and you discover that she’s someone else entirely.”

Kevin’s eyeing me suspiciously, trying to figure out where I’m going with this.

“Everyone tells you that it’s normal for every couple to get the jitters right before the big day, but no one prepares you for just who your bride will become. And when it comes, you’re totally blindsided. You lose sight of who you really are, trying to be what that other person wants. It gets to the point where you lose yourself in the role you’re playing and you forget it’s not who you are deep down. It’s just a performance.”

All the air goes out of the room.

“That’s why I’m so glad that I have all of you here with me tonight. Being surrounded by my family, my loved ones, our loved ones, it helps remind me who I am. When I asked Kendra to marry me, it was because I’d found someone who did for me what no one else could. From the first time I met her, I knew that Kendra was the kind of girl that you get one chance with in a lifetime. One of a kind. Irreplaceable.”

More ahhs. Kevin starts to sob.

Rosalind puts her arm on their shoulder. I feel a kind of thrill pass up my spine. This is good. I let the cruelty course through me. Kevin’s hurt. Why not? What gave him the right to make that wish?

“Here’s to the one special person that I’ll love till the day I die,” I say, voice cracking as I raise my glass.

“To Kendra,” I say. “To Kendra!” comes the reply from the crowd.

It’s too much. I look over and Kevin is retreating to the hotel in tears.
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I screwed up. I know it. I’m going to find Kevin and apologize. I shouldn’t have said it that way, but I can’t go through with this. I can’t handle this charade. And besides, I lost someone special. The more time passes, the more obvious it becomes. Kendra is not coming back.

If she were anywhere, she'd have been at that wedding reception. She didn’t just decide to leave on her own. She vanished. And that’s what I can’t forgive Kevin for. I mean, I understand that he probably didn’t mean for that to happen, but what did he think? He could just slip into someone else’s life and there would be no consequences? He displaced my girlfriend in the world. He’s the reason she disappeared.

I’ll have to tell my family that I got cold feet. It’ll be rough for a few months, but they’ll understand. They have to. What else are they going to believe?

The worst part is that I’m not only losing the woman I thought would be my wife. I’m giving up my best friend, too. Why does it have to be this way?

You would have lost Kevin anyway, an obnoxious little voice in my head chimes in. You already did and you hardly even noticed.

That’s true, in a way. I didn’t have as much time for my best bud as he deserved. But is that any excuse for stealing her identity? I didn’t know that he was suffering. Did I?

Well, maybe on some level. There were times when it crossed my mind. Once I caught him sitting with his legs crossed knee over knee. I came in without him expecting it, and he was sitting on the couch like that. He tried to laugh it off, but I did wonder whether it wasn’t a sign of something. But then, I didn’t want to know. If I knew, that meant I would have to do something; ask questions I didn’t really want to know the answers to. But I suppose that I shouldn’t have ignored all the signs. Maybe if I’d been a little more sensitive. Maybe if I hadn’t had that stupid fight with Kendra we would have spent the night in the same bed and I could have, I don’t know, prevented it somehow. Stopped the magic from whisking her away, or whatever. At least I could have told her that I loved her one last time.

All of these thoughts batter my brain as I walk along the water. Beaches are overrated. During the daytime, they’re fine. But when your cuffs are soaked and you’ve got sand and the gnawing doubts of all your bad life decisions sticking to you, they’re pretty lousy. I’ve already walked as far as I can away from the hotel, but there’s no avoiding it anymore. I change direction and start heading back.

You know what, though? As much as I loved Kendra, we were probably bound to fight on our last night together. We fought most of our nights together, so why not that one? I can’t deny that she was difficult. Even she would admit that, in her lighter moments. But there was so much more to her than that. I really wonder whether she might not have mellowed a little as we got to know each other better. I don’t know. How many couples get happier as they get older and more dug-in? We’d probably have ended up like those couples who don’t even talk to each other after a while. We didn’t have much to say when we were dating. She didn’t get what I was about, most of the time. And she hated my friends. To her, Kevin was just a nerd from my past who it was time I outgrew. I guess she was right to be suspicious of him. Not that it helped at all.

I’m at the hotel now. I try to get some of the sand off my feet by walking through the grass. The palm trees have strings of Christmas lights that give the night a sickenly saccharine glow. There’s a light breeze and the night is the exact perfect temperature. Isn’t that always the way? The world is always so bright and chipper when you’re unhappy.

I’m still tracking sand on the carpet when I arrive at Kevin’s room upstairs. The door is open and the maids are making the bed. Not here. Hold on. There’s another room I can check.

I go downstairs to Kendra’s room and knock on the door. I wait. Knock again.

“Kevin!” I whisper-shout. The doorknob clicks. I try the handle, and it opens for me. I step inside. Kevin’s on the bed. I can see from the mascara smears that I’ve just interrupted a major crying jag. 

“Don’t worry, I’m not staying,” says my best friend wearing my fiance’s face. My stomach twists. I was expecting rage, accusations, possibly some insults. I was expecting Kendra, wounded. But instead, what I get it–

“I’m really, really sorry what I did to you. I was so selfish that I didn’t even care what you wanted.”

“It’s not your fault. You couldn’t have known what was going to happen when you made that wish.”

“But I wanted it. I wanted to be in her place. Me instead of her. I didn’t care what it meant for either of you.”

“Well, I probably should have been a better friend to you. I know I should have.”

“Even if you had been, it still wouldn’t have been enough. I was in love with you. You couldn’t have given that back to me no matter what I did. You were straight, and such a guy. If you’d known, you could have never looked at me the same. I just wanted you to see me like I am– Well, you know what I mean.”

“Kevin–”

“I know. I’m going to go. I’ll get a flight back to LA. Give me the key and I’ll move everything out of the apartment before you get back.”

The thought of Kevin moving Kendra’s stuff out feels too weird, and I guess this must show on my face.

“Or leave it there. I’ll do whatever you want me to do,” says Kevin. “Just, please don’t tell anyone, okay? I have to live as Kendra now. There’s no going back to life as Kevin. Just keep my secret and I’ll never bother you again.”

I take a seat on the bed, and immediately I realize that it’s a mistake. I can smell Kendra’s skin. Not some body wash or perfume. Not body odor. I’m talking about that indefinable scent that each person has. It’s the same smell she had when I first met her.

I can’t help it. They– no screw ‘they’. She is turning me on.

“Oh, god,” I groan, pulling her to me. I look in her eyes, and I see my best friend, but I’m seeing her the way that she’s always wanted to be seen. We stare into each other’s eyes, and we both know.

This ache, this building sexual tension that I’ve been trying to deny all day is too much to take. I lean in close and our lips meet. And it’s the most passionate kiss I’ve ever had. Not just eager, there’s a kind of curiosity and surprise to it that I never had with Kendra before. Beneath the surprise is this well of warmth. She sighs as I press my lips to her, the tips of our tongues touching.

“Dalton,” she says, tears in her eyes.

“Kendra,” I whisper. “Baby, I’m sorry,” I grab her face and slip my fingers into her hair as I pull her in again. I flick her earlobe with my thumb and it makes her groan with pleasure. I can feel my erection coming on firm and strong, pressing against my shorts.

“Wait,” she says, “let me do it. I want to do it all for you.”

She kisses the stray beard hairs on my neck as she slips down to her knees in an effortlessly girlish gesture. She undoes my zipper and slips her hand into my pants. My shaft shivers at the sensation, and in one deft move she slides me out. The eagerness in her eyes as she does it, she admires my cock like it’s the most delicious thing she’s ever seen.

“Please, let me,” she purrs. “I want this, please, baby.”

In answer, I grab her again and gently guide her lips toward my throbbing cock. She takes it in her mouth, ducking up and down. I can’t believe she knows how to do this so well. Every bob, every tiny thrust sends waves of pleasure through my whole body. Her tongue knows just where to go, the tip of it teasing my scrotum and tip as it moves up and down.

“Oh, yes. Yes, yes, baby. You’re so good.”

I can’t take my eyes off her. She’s looking up at me with such glee, getting more turned on as she sees me moaning with pleasure. My only thought is not to finish too fast. I feel like I’m about to cum at any moment, but she just keeps licking and teasing me. Now playing with the mushroom head, and in the next moment swallowing my entire shaft. She runs her teeth lightly along the top, and I swear I can’t hold it anymore. I crane my neck to the ceiling, trying to think of anything that can prolong the pleasure and keep me from finishing.

She starts to slow, curious about me.

“Don’t stop,” I beg. I look down and she’s rubbing me with one hand ever so gently, using her saliva to keep me lubed up.

“Shhh,” she whispers, “I know what to do, baby. Don’t worry. I know just what you want, and mama’s gonna give it to you.”

The rapid thrusts have given way to a gentle but steady up and down motion with the tips of her fingers. She knows I couldn’t last long at that pace. Of course she does. She knows my body better than any woman ever could. Even a patient student of the male anatomy could never compare to a lover that has those same needs herself. It was never this good with Kendra before. Even at our best, it was nowhere close to this.

“Mother of God,” I sigh, “why didn’t we do this before?”

She doesn’t answer, just smiles angelically as she plays with my shaft.

“Tell me I’m yours,” she says.

“Yes,” I sigh. “You’re mine. All mine.”

“Ready?” she asks. I nod and she removes her hand and presses it to her chest, bringing both palms firmly around her breasts and pressing them together to show her cleavage. Precum bubbles at the tip of my cock and she slips her mouth back over my shaft again. This is it. She’s going to take me all the way now. I can’t hold out any longer, and I don’t try. I just let that warm, wet mouth envelope me. My mind goes hazy as I spew hard. I can feel pearls of hot cum spilling out of me. I’m like a firehouse, my sperm bursting out of me. And she’s taking all of it. I can feel the pulse of my cock and the force of her throat as she sucks it all down. She makes slurping sounds as she does it, devouring my manhood like it’s the tastiest treat she’s ever ever enjoyed.

I’m sweating from every part of my body when she finally lifts her head out of my lap.
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“Fuck, that was. Fuck!” I say grinning. I’m still breathing heavy from the excitement. She cradles her head on my shoulder.

“I can’t believe I finally got to do that,” she whispers in my ear.

“Here,” I say, “let’s lie back and rest a minute.” She gets off me and we scoot to the head of the bed where we can rest on the pillows. I take her in my arms and she folds into me perfectly. We just lie there for a moment. She presses her cheek close to my chest, listening to my heart as it pounds.

“Hey, Dalton?” she asks.

“Yeah?”

“Don’t call me Kevin anymore, okay?”

“Never,” I promise her. One thing’s for certain, I can never look at this girl the way I did my best friend ever again. I feel a small wet spot forming on my shirt, and I realize that she’s got tears in her eyes again.

“What is it?” I ask gently. She looks up at me with those eyes and all I can see is this woman that I’m madly, stupidly in love with.

“This has been the best day of my life,” she says. And I start to laugh.

“Me too,” I say. “I didn’t realize it until now, but I can’t think of a single day I’ve had more fun. It’s weird. I’d spent the whole time pining for Kendra, feeling guilty, trying to avoid what I was feeling. But now, to admit makes me feel so much lighter.

“So…” she says, “what happens now?”

“Now,” I say, “it’s your turn.”

She makes an ‘o’ with her mouth in mock surprise. 

“Dalton Healy, you’d do that for a girl like me?” she asks, and I can see from that look in her eyes that it’s what she’s been dreaming about since we were in high school.

“Only for a girl like you,” I say, chuckling. “Believe me. This is not something I’d do for just anyone.”

I pull her face to mine again, cupping her breast in my hand and stroking it through the bra.

“Stand up a second,” I say.

“Yes, sir!” she replies, hopping off the bed. I slide off and kiss her again, trying to remember the fastest way to get this dress off her. Slide the straps off her shoulders, or lift from the bottom over her head? I try method one and she just giggles at me.

“You’re such a dork. What am I ever going to do with you?”

She pushes me away with her hand playfully, then she pulls the skirt up over her and sends a cascade of blonde hair spilling over her shoulders. Even with that small package in her panties, I’m dying to have her.

We embrace again and I wrap my arms around her, going straight for the bra.

“At least I know how to do this,” and with a cool-guy move it comes off in a second. I press my chest to hers and she’s climbing me. I grab her legs and pull her up to me so that her crotch is flat against my stomach. I can feel her tiny cock going mad through the pink lace.

She comes up for air long enough to look into my eyes–

“Is this really what you want?” she asks timidly.

“Shut up. Don’t you dare ask that again. You’re absolutely perfect.”

Then I toss her on the bed and start kissing her neck and making my way down.

“Ahh, god!” she squeals, “take these panties off me now!” 

I give her a playful slap hard on the right cheek as I slide down her belly and towards her crotch. Then, gingerly, I lift the slip of fabric off her swollen cock. She’s tiny. Smaller than me by about three inches, and it turns me on. I saw Kevin’s cock a few times when we were changing, but I guess that whatever transformed the rest of his body has done its work on this part too. 

As soon as I touch the tip of my tongue to her head she shivers from her hips to her shoulders and squeals the way a woman does when you touch her clit.

“Oh, fuck!” she yells. “Do that again. But slow. Really slow.”

I comply and she’s moaning like crazy. It probably sounds insane, but I treat it just the same as I would whenever I gave any of my girlfriends head. Alternating fast and slow, up and down, with a little bit of side to side action. Mostly it’s all about the tongue, but once I’ve got that going I start moving my lips up and down her chubby little shaft. She’s perfectly hairless, and I realize that she must have shaved herself bare while I was off hunting for her clothes.

“Please, don’t stop,” she begs. “Please, please, please don’t stop! Dalton, Jesus Christ, Dalton!”

I keep going, and I’ve got a decision to make. Do I take this all the way? It’s almost too much of an affront to my manly pride to let her cock explode in my mouth. But why not? I’ve brought girls to orgasm orally before, so what’s different this time? Whatever her anatomy, there’s no doubt in my mind that she’s 100% female.

While I’m in the middle of deliberating, she cums. It’s just a small spurt, and it tastes nothing like cum. Not that I’ve ever tasted cum before. Guy cum. You know what I’m saying. This is weirdly sweet. She can only manage a few pumps before she’s spent. I decide it would be rude to spit it out after she made such a spectacle of enjoying mine, so I give it a gulp and send it down into my belly.

When I look up, her eyes are unfocused, staring at the ceiling in blissful delirium. She’s covered in sweat too and I climb up to wrap our naked bodies in the sheet.


12.

“Kendra?” I ask. She grins at me. “How do you feel?”

“Gooood,” she answers dreamily. Then, suddenly, she winces. “Oh, fuck!”

“What’s wrong?” I say.

“My stomach feels weird.”

I look down and her thighs are beaded with sweat. Her cock has shrivelled to the size of a prepubescent boy’s. And, unless my eyes are lying to me, it seems to be getting smaller by the minute.

“Oh, shit,” she says. “I think I’m changing again.”

She grabs my hand and presses it against her shrinking member. She yelps.

“Does that hurt?” I ask.

“Fuck yes, and don’t stop!” she wails, her slender fingers urging mine to press harder. It’s wet with sweat as I press the tips of my fingers into her, massaging the loose skin which is rapidly changing. Her shaft is retreating up into her body and I use my other hand to work the shrivelled remains of her balls. First one, and then the other dips inside of her. What remains of her tip is still there, round and small. It’s her clit, sitting at the tip of her new hood.

“Harder,” she says through gritted teeth. I can tell that it’s painful, but that pain is only the salt that makes the sugar of her pleasure that much sweeter. Pretty soon, I’m using two fingers to force myself deeper into her hot, wet vagina. Every small thrust seems to expand the cavity deeper and deeper, yielding to my touch as the skin reforms. Then, I feel a resistance. The muscles inside her are starting to tighten around her hot, wet opening. Instead of yielding, there’s this pressure her body is exerting. I slow my thrusts and take a moment to admire her newly-opened flower. That tight little pussy with a smell I remember so well.

“You okay?” I ask. She grins from ear to ear.

“Is it done?” she asks.

“I think so,” I say.

Curiously, she let the tips of her own fingers creep toward the new opening. Her fingers lightly brush against the hood of her vagina and the sensation makes her hips buck involuntarily.

“Wow!” she moans with glee. “You have no idea how good that feels. I can’t even describe it. My whole body is alive.” She plays with herself more, exploring each new sensation as it comes.

“Hey,” she suddenly exclaims. “I want to see it. Hand me my phone?”

I cast around for the purse at the corner of the bed. I grab the purse and scuttle back to the bed. She finds her phone in the bag and tries to figure out the correct angle to aim it at her crotch. The first few don’t come out right. So, I take the phone and snap a few candid shots, then hand it back to her. Her eyes light up in fascination.

“Dude, I’ve got a pussy!” she squeals.

Looking at those soft folds of flesh, I realize I’m getting hard all over again.

“Hey, I’ve got a question for you,” I say.

“What?” she asks.

“Is Kendra a squirter?”

She laughs, covering her face in mock embarrassment.

“Again? Already?” she asks.

“Why not? You’re still wet aren’t you?”

She inserts her pointer finger inside her and then sticks it in her mouth like she’s testing the frosting on a cake.

“Mmm-hmm,” she grunts, enjoying her flavor.

“Then let’s go,” I say, climbing on top of her. She wraps her legs around me and takes my face in her hands.

“Wait, Dalton. Shouldn’t we use a condom?” she asks.

“Probably,” I say. “But I can’t stop now, can you?”

She shakes her head, which makes her tits jiggle too. I kiss her neck and start rubbing my throbbing cock against the lips of her pussy. She’s tight. As tight as a virgin, which I guess she now is. After three or four thrusts, I’m inside her. Her toes curl in pleasure as I sink in, bobbing up and down.

“Yes, yes, yes!” she wails, spreading her hips to let me deeper inside. I’m not the kind of guy who prefers missionary style, but at this moment I’ve just got to have her and I don’t need anything fancy. We go at it for thirty minutes, maybe more. I’m lasting longer the second time, and I’m wondering whether whatever magic that’s done this to her body is having some effect on me too. I feel like I could go for hours, the two of us writhing in absolute bliss. Eventually though, I sense that she’s getting close. She’s arching her back and she has to scream into the pillow to keep from waking the whole hotel. I slide my pinky inside her ass to finish her off and she cums like a fountain. She’s creaming all over me and finally I come again too.

My balls are completely spent. I pull out and realize that she’s crying very softly and gently.

“You were great,” I whisper. “That was the best I ever had.”

After a few moments, I suggest we take a shower together. She says she wants to go another round, but I tell her I can’t handle one more. And besides, we’ve got a big day in the morning. After the shower, we crawl back into bed and hold each other. The sheets reek of sex, but we’re both too exhausted to care. With the air conditioner blaring, we curl up and fall asleep in each other’s arms.


13.

Well, I guess you can probably figure out that we didn’t call off the wedding after all. Everyone told me how Kendra looked stunning in her dress and what a lucky guy I was to have a girl like that. If only they knew how right they were.

We’ve been married for four years now, and I’ve got to say that I’ve never been happier in any relationship I’ve ever had. I still think about the Kendra I first met, but in a weird way it doesn’t feel like I’ve lost anything. Maybe that’s wrong to say, but it’s the way I feel. The best parts of Kendra, her kindness, her wit, her caring and loving side is still with me every day. It’s just that we fight a whole lot less. I get a partner with the sensitivity of a woman but with the kind of easy rapport of a best friend. The girl that I proposed to was high-maintenance, jealous, suspicious, and always trying to reform me. The girl I married can take me as I am. Not only that, but she’s more eager for sex and more adventurous in the bedroom. If I was persistent, the old Kendra might have given me a blowjob once or twice a month. Now I’m the one having to fend her off; she’s ravenous, I swear.

But it’s not just the sex. We understand each other better. We still talk about our lives together before, but it’s Kevin we talk about in the past tense. Kendra is the one I’m here with. It’s just that life with her is better now than it’s ever been before. Especially since Zach was born.

Yep, that’s right. That night before our wedding? She got pregnant right away. We found out two days after the wedding on our honeymoon. It wasn’t easy on Kendra, having to deal with all that having a baby does to a woman’s body so soon after getting one. But she made do, and nine months later we were holding our beautiful boy in our arms. I said at the time that it was the happiest that I’ve ever been. But if I’m being honest, nothing compares to that day we spent together looking for Kendra and eventually finding her.

I’ll never know exactly how it happened, but I do know that I’m the luckiest guy alive. I think back to the guy I was, and I flatter myself to believe that I’ve matured, and maybe I have. I’m a better partner than I was, that’s for sure. Maybe drinks are like women. But when you find the one you like, it’s best to slow down and appreciate her. Savor her, and you'll never taste the bite.
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He Didn't Know: A Transgender Romance

Anastasia is through with men. After a terrible first date with a total asshole, she’s ready to call it quits for good. But when a set of lost house keys leads her to an encounter with a studly neighbor, she has a choice to make. She can blow him off and keep the big, thick secret she’s keeping between her legs, or she can take a risk and expose who she really is. Duncan seems totally straight, and also totally hot. Is there any chance he might just accept a girl like her? And if he does, where will it lead? Sometimes getting locked out opens new doors! 
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Simon is an American down and out in Budapest when a strange sexual encounter leaves him feeling not quite himself. In fact, he seems to be coming down with something major. As the virus transforms both his body and mind, Simon searches for answers when he finds himself changing into a woman ravenous for sex! What he discovers shocks him. If he gives in to his new feminine urges, then the virus will attack his newly-minted body and he’s history. But how long can ‘she’ hold out when the virus inside demands to be transmitted to another host? Is there a cure? And which is worse, death or celibacy? Find out in this latest twisted transgender tale by Lexi Twist. 
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Daniel Benson loves two things: science and dressing as a sexy girl. His private time in the science lab after school lets him do both. But when he gets caught crossdressing by a studly classmate, ‘Daphne’ is forced to become his tutor. And while he may not be an ‘A’ student, Mateo is ready to give her his all every afternoon. Can Daniel maintain this double life as the girl he’s always wanted to be without anyone else finding out? And what does it mean when Mateo wants to make things between them official? High school passes by so fast that you’d better reach out and grab it while you can. The best memories of your life might just happen before graduation. 
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A desert island is no paradise for a middle-aged man who dies in a plane crash and is mysteriously thrust into the body of the same gorgeous woman he was ogling before the crash. The only other survivor is a musclebound Australian who starts to activate the poor man’s feminine urges. Can ‘Sheela’ keep herself from this he-man hero, or has she actually fallen straight into paradise without knowing it?
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