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  By Portia Hab


  Until she turned 13, our daughter Kaylee had been a sweet, obedient, and angelic child who loved unicorns and rainbows. Then overnight, it seemed, she became the stuff of which nightmares are made.


  I jest, of course. But for a year now, she had been
difficult to live with at times, as are most teens. And this was one of those times.


  “I hate riding in this stupid car! I don’t want to go to any stupid Branson!” she yelled from the backseat. “I want to stay home. I want to be with my friends!”


  Translation: she didn’t want to be separated from her first serious boyfriend, Michael, even if it was just for a few days during the week after Christmas. But Kris and I, both teachers at Kaylee’s high school, had been looking forward to this brief getaway to relax, do a little shopping and sightseeing, and see some shows for months, and we weren’t about to leave our 14-year-old daughter home by herself for three days.


  In the rearview mirror, I watched Kaylee put her phone down, pull a tissue from her purse, and wipe her eyes. Almost certainly, she had just been texting with Michael. At the same time, Kris turned and patted her on the arm in an attempt to comfort her.


  “You know, sweetie, just a couple of weeks ago, you were looking forward to this. Remember?”


  “No!” Kaylee said, crossing her arms. “I don’t remember.”


  Ignoring her angry response, Kris smiled and kept an even keel. I had to admire my beautiful wife of 16 years. She had far more patience than I for dealing with these juvenile temper tantrums over nothing.


  



  “Sure you do,” Kris said. “You and I are going to get lots of new clothes. And we’re going to that candy store you love. We’re going swimming– in December!– in the hotel pool. And we’re going to see some shows.


  “You’ll see,” she added. “We’ll have fun. I promise.”


  “That candy store with the chocolate truffles?” Kaylee sniffed.


  Pay dirt! My clever wife knew just how to quell the rebellion. Most of the time anyway.


  “That’s right,” she said. “And  you’ll have lots of new pretty clothes to wear when you go back to school. Okay?”


  “Okay,” Kaylee smiled. “I’m sorry.”


  And then I did a stupid thing. “You should be,” I muttered under my breath. I didn’t intend for either of them to hear me, but my patience had been worn thin by the childish melodrama.


   Before I could even think of apologizing, both females pounced.


  “Clayton!” Kris hissed.


  “Oh, Daddy!” Kaylee shrieked. “How can you be so mean? You have no idea what it’s like for me. You have no idea!”


  Just like that, then, our daughter once again commenced an emotional meltdown in the backseat as we approached the outskirts of Branson.


  “She’s right,” Kris whispered. “You don’t know.”


  I nodded. “You’re right, and I apologize,” I said. “But I also know childish behavior when I see and hear it, and I also know how it has frazzled my nerves.”


  I looked into the rearview mirror. With tears on her cheeks and her arms crossed below her breasts, Kaylee stared daggers at me.


  “I’m sorry, Kaylee,” I said.


  “You don’t know what it’s like,” she said angrily. “You just don’t know.”


  I nodded. “No, I don’t,” I said. “I’ve never been a girl so I don’t know what it’s like for you. I should have kept my mouth shut. You and your Mother had worked things out, and then I came along and made them worse.


  “So … forgive me?”


  I made a sad face, Kris giggled, and Kaylee relented. “Oh, Daddy, of course I forgive you,” she smiled.


  *     *     *     *     *


  Just a couple of miles from our hotel, Kaylee said, “Oh, look! Can we stop there?”


  I didn’t want to stop anywhere except the hotel. I had been driving for three hours, often with my adolescent daughter whining in the back seat. All I want to do was check in and go for a relaxing swim, before going out for a nice dinner.


  But I felt guilty. Kris had handled things with Kaylee, and then I had screwed up and made the situation worse. I could endure a brief delay to make things right with my girls.


  “Sure,” I said, as I turned into the empty parking lot of “Three-Day Magic” and noticed that, of course, it featured unicorns and rainbows in the windows, along with crystal balls and magic wands.


  “Well, that’s new,” Kris said. “I think that used to be a restaurant.”


  Inside was dark and … interesting. Admission was– of course– $3 each.


  “What does ‘Three-Day Magic’ mean?” I asked the woman behind the counter, who wore gold hoop earrings, a yellow scarf over long, black hair, and a flowing blue robe with yellow moons and stars.


  “It means that any magic you encounter during your visit will endure for three days,” she said. “And you must sign these disclaimers, agreeing to the terms, before you can enter.”


  Resisting the urge to laugh, I feigned fear and said, “Oh, no, that sounds too scary to me. Let’s go.”


  I reached for Kaylee’s hand and she pulled it back. “Oh, no, Daddy!” she said. “We have to go in. We have to! Please!”


  Kris laughed and joined in, “Please!”


  I paid the $9 and we stepped inside. But we never made it past the first exhibit, which was the “Tunnel of Transformation.”


  A sign next to the entrance said, “The first member of your group who walks through the tunnel will activate the magic. The second will be transformed.”


  “Me first! Me first!” Kaylee yelled. Before we could stop her, she ran into the tunnel pulsing with blue strobe lights. I would have thought that she would want to be the one “transformed.” But what do I know? 


  “Well, now what?” I asked as I squeezed Kris’ shoulders. “One of us is going to be transformed. Ooooooo!”


  “Come on, somebody!” Kaylee yelled from the other side of the tunnel.


  “Transformed into what?” Kris asked. Then she stood up on tiptoes and gave me a quick kiss.


  “But I’m already perfect,” she added with a sly smile. “So I don’t need any transforming. You on the other hand … “


  She pushed me toward the tunnel. “See you on the other side,” she laughed.


  “Okay, here goes!” I said, as I stepped into the pulsating lights.


  I had to admit that this was kind of fun because of the props and the lights, but I hoped that Kaylee wouldn’t be too disappointed when nothing happened. Magic wasn’t real, and this whole thing was one big tourist scam.


  “Come on, Daddy!” Kaylee yelled. “You’re about to be transformed!”


  “Yeah, right,” I said softly to myself.


  I was nearly blinded by the flashing illumination and, inside the tunnel now, I heard eerie music, the kind that would set the mood in a scary movie. My left hand found a low handrail and I followed it. I had to admit that the special effects were good, even if nothing was going to happen to me.


  “Come on Daddy,” Kaylee screamed again. “Oh, I can see you! Oh, you look … Oh!”


  Just as Kaylee’s voice revealed alarm, the tunnel seemed to go totally black and I felt like I was falling. A split second later, the lights returned and, as strange as this might seem, the first thing that I noticed was that the handrail seemed much higher than it had been before. What was up with that? My hand appeared much smaller too, although maybe that was just an illusion in the distracting light. Maybe that was the “transformation.”


  As I resumed walking, I felt awkward and disoriented, as if I were no longer in control of my body. Something tickled my ears, a totally alien feeling since I wore my hair short. Maybe the tunnel featured hanging tendrils of some kind, as well as lights and music.


  Finally, I saw Kaylee standing at the exit. She held her head with both hands and her mouth hung open in obvious shock.


  “What’s wrong, swee …” I began to say. But then I hear my voice and I knew.


  Kaylee screamed. I screamed. And then I heard footsteps pounding through the tunnel.


  Yes, I knew that I had been transformed all right. My smaller hand, my higher voice, and my foreign-feeling body confirmed that. But I didn’t know what or who I had been transformed into– until Kaylee told me.


  “Oh, Daddy, you’re me!” she shrieked. “OMG, Daddy! You’re me!”


  Before I had time to react, Kris joined the shriek-orama. Panicked, she looked wild-eyed from Kaylee to me and back to Kaylee again.


  “What the Hell!” she yelled. “Where’s Clayton?”


  Pausing for breath, she looked back at me. “Kaylee?” she said hesitantly. “Why are there two of you?”


  “That’s Daddy,” our daughter said. “I’m Kaylee. I’m Kaylee!”


  Still too stunned to speak, I looked down at my body. Only it wasn’t my body or my clothes.  I saw the same long-sleeved pink polo, the same white puffer vest, the same torn jeans and gray suede boots that I knew Kaylee was wearing. And I saw the same breasts! Oh, my God, I had breasts! And not just any breasts, either! I had my 14-year-old daughter’s breasts. That would mean I also had …


  Long brown hair fell into my face. I pushed it back as I looked up at Kris. Just a few minutes before, I had been 6 inches taller than her.


  “I … ” I began and then my legs weakened, my knees gave way, and I passed out.


  *     *     *     *     *


  At first, I didn’t know where I was. Then I recalled driving to Branson with Kris and Kaylee. Oh, yeah, I must be in our hotel room. And I must have been taking a nap, which was why I was in bed. And I must have been having a nightmare because … because there was no way what I remembered happening to me really could have happened. Wow, what a vivid, lucid nightmare.


  And what a relief that it didn’t.


  When I raised my head and started to look around, I heard a girl’s voice– my daughter’s voice, I think– say, “Mommy, she’s waking up.”


  Did I hear her right? Did Kaylee say, “She”? She couldn’t be talking about me.


  Before I could move or ask what was going on, Kris was by the side of the bed, looking down at me with compassion and concern in her big, green eyes. 


  “Are you okay, sweetie?” she asked. “You gave us a big scare when you passed out.”
Since when did Kris call me “sweetie”? That was her affectionate name for Kaylee.


  She sat down at my side and kissed me on the forehead. “You just take it easy. You’ve had a big shock to your system,” she said. “But don’t worry, it’s only for three days, and Kaylee and I will help you get through this.”


  “Yeah, Daddy,” Kaylee chimed in. “It might even be fun!”


  I looked from one to the other and then down at myself, stunned to see a pink shirt and torn jeans. I didn’t own a pink shirt. Or torn jeans. What was going on?


   I felt hair brushing the sides of my face and something strange in my mouth. I ran my tongue across the rough surface. Braces! I had braces. How could that be?


  My eyes locked on Kaylee. She had braces too. And she was wearing a pink shirt and torn jeans.


  Panicked, I looked down at myself again and saw– breasts. Yes, breasts, just like Kaylee’s! I hadn’t been having a nightmare. We had stopped at the Three-Day Magic store and a tunnel had transformed me into a twin of my 14-year-old daughter.


  “Mommy and I think your name should be Kylee,” Kaylee said with a broad smile. “Is that okay with you?”


  I sat up, feeling weight on my chest and straps pressing on my shoulders. I looked down the length of my body, at skintight jeans, a flat groin, and pink socks on my now tiny feet.


  “You mean … ” The sound of my high, girlish voice made me cringe and, for a moment, I couldn’t continue. Even though I knew it was a stupid thing to do, I tried clearing my throat and started again. It didn’t help.


  “You mean,” I said for the third time, trying to ignore the fact that my voice now sounded exactly like my daughter’s. “You mean this really happened?”


  Kris nodded. “If you mean that you were transformed into a mirror image of our daughter, yes it did,” she said. “And you’re going to be that way for three days. There’s nothing we can do about it. We signed those disclaimers, remember?”


  “So … three days from now– that’s Monday afternoon– we go back to the store,” she continued. “You go forward through the tunnel and back out again and you’ll be your old self.”


  Now Kaylee was sitting on the other side of the bed. “But if you don’t want to do that, Daddy, you can stay my twin.” She giggled.


  She must have seen the look of horror on my face. “Oh, Daddy, I’m just kidding,” she laughed. “But you could if you wanted to. That’s what the lady said.


  “She also said that I could go through the tunnel again and be you since this spell involves both of us. But, yuck, why would I want to do that?”


  As I slowly came out of shock, one of the first things I realized was that my daughter was enjoying this way too much. Kris must have noticed too. “Okay, sweetie, that’s enough,” she said. “This is a really traumatic change for your father. He’s going to need some time to adjust.”


  She said that they would go out for dinner and bring something back for me. “I’m guessing that you don’t want to go with us,” she said, as she stood up and turned on a lamp by the bed.


  I nodded and said softly, “You got that right.”


  Slowly I swung my legs off the bed and sat on the edge. “This is going to take some getting used to. You guys take your time at dinner too. It probably would be best for me to be alone for awhile and get my head around this.”


  Kaylee wanted to change clothes, but Kris stopped her. “No, let’s get out of here and let your father deal with this,” she said.


  “You mean my twin sister, Kylee?” Kaylee said with a giggle as she skipped out the door.


  *     *     *     *     *


  Oh, crap! This couldn’t really be happening, could it? I pinched myself on my forearm. Ouch! Yes, it was!


  Well, time to face reality. I hadn’t seen myself in the mirror since the transformation. Might as well get that nightmare over with. I padded over to the mirrored closet door, noticing now strange and unnatural my movements seemed.


  At first, my brain refused to accept what my eyes saw. I wasn’t looking at a reflection. I was looking at my daughter. But as I moved my hand to touch my smooth face, she did as well. When I smiled– grimaced, really– and showed my teal-colored braces, she did likewise. When I cupped my breasts–- and felt a chill down my back at the realization that touching them felt good– she did the same.


  Well, in for a penny, in for a pound, I thought. I might have a teenage girl’s body, but I still had an English teacher’s mind.


  I unzipped my jeans, expecting them to slide easily over my hips and to the ground. Uh, uh. They weren’t going anywhere. What the Hell?


  But of course they weren’t, I realized. Teen girls don’t wear those kinds of jeans. Tugging and wiggling, my long hair swinging annoyingly back and forth in front of my eyes, I managed to peel them down my smooth legs to my ankles. I carefully stepped out of them and looked up.


  My pink polo shirt draped down over my crotch. Tentatively, I lifted it up to see–- of course– pink panties. And that could only mean … yes, a pink bra, I noted after I pulled the shirt over my head. Kaylee was nothing if not a girly girl, and now, so was I.


  Briefly I considered taking off my undies, but I just wasn’t ready for that. Yes, eventually, I’d have to see her– me– naked.  I’d have to bath. I’d have to soap and rinse my soft, smooth feminine body, an exact duplicate of hers, seeing my bare breasts and my …


  No, no! Visualizing that was just too much right now.


  But I was stuck this way until Monday afternoon, three long nights and three full days. Here by myself for awhile, I could at least start to get accustomed to what I would wear and what I would look like. I padded into Kaylee’s adjoining room.


  Oh, my God, the clothes! This was just for three days too. And she was planning on buying more! Bras and panties were a given, of course, I’d have to wear them. Sorting through the various colors and styles, I noted that Kaylee and I were 34Bs. As her father, I never had paid that much attention to her breasts. At most, I probably thought about them as being average for a girl her age. But now, with those same breasts on my own chest, they felt enormous.


  Besides some tops and skirts, I didn’t have a clue what some of the other stuff was in her drawers. Leggings? Jeggings? Peggings? Who knew?


  And, oh, yes, a couple of bikinis. The hotel had a pool, and we were planning on spending some time there. Looks like it was a good thing she brought two, I thought idly. I had seen her wear both of them and so I knew exactly what I would look like. The mental image was scary– and a little exciting, I had to admit. Oh, my gosh, where did that come from? I didn’t want it to be exciting. For the first time, I realized that my thoughts and actions might not be totally guided by my male mind trapped in this feminine form. It might have some competition.


  But no way, no how, was I going to try on one of those bikinis right now. That would mean taking off my bra and panties and that would mean …


  I walked over to the closet to check out the dresses, shoes, and boots. As I sorted through them and fingered the material, I couldn’t help but laugh. I should have been in front of a television set, watching a holiday bowl game and drinking a beer. Instead, I was trying to decide which of my daughter’s dresses to try on.


  I put on several, as it turned out, spinning and twirling in front of the mirror. I also stood on tiptoes and glanced over my shoulder to see what my legs and bottom looked like. And I lost track of time.


  I was wearing a gray turtleneck mini dress and suede boots when I heard the door in the adjoining room.


  “Clayton, we’re back,” I heard Kris said. “We have some dinner for you, sweetie.”


  Giving no thought to the fact that I was wearing one of Kaylee’s dresses and feeling much better about my predicament than I had just a few hours ago, I walked in to greet them.


  “I’m feeling much be … ” I began, but Kaylee cut me off with a hysterical shriek before I could finish.


  “Oh, my God, Mommy! He’s wearing one of my dresses! Daddy, how could you? That’s mine! And you have no business wearing it!”


  She stormed over to me and put her hands on her hips. We were the same height now, about 5-5, and her fiery eyes looked directly into mine.


  “You take that off right now!” she demanded. “Right now!”


  “Kaylee, cool it!” Kris yelled. “He didn’t do anything wrong.”


  Suddenly, tears started pouring down Kaylee’s cheeks. “Whatever!” she said. Then she pushed me aside and ran into her room and slammed the door closed.


  Even with her gone, I was still too stunned to move. I felt my face flushing and sensed that I too was about to cry. What!?! No way was I going to cry! Was I?


  Kris obviously sensed that I was. She put the food on the table and embraced me. “That’s okay, sweetie,” she whispered. “You didn’t do anything wrong. You were just trying to make the best of this, I know.”


  And now, tears did flow. “But why?” I sobbed in Kris’ shoulder. “Why did she yell at me like that? I thought that she would be happy that I was trying to make the best of this.”


  Kris looked down at me and smiled. “Don’t worry, honey. She will be happy for you by tomorrow morning, I promise.”


  “But, if she’s so mad at me now, how can she possibly be happy for me tomorrow?” I sniffled.


  “Welcome to the wonderful world of adolescence and estrogen,” she replied.


  “Now, I was going to suggest that maybe you two should share a room so that she could help you adjust. But we’ll save that until tomorrow night.


  “It’s going to be strange sharing a bed with my husband when he looks like my daughter,” she added. “But, hey, we all have to adjust to this. Right?”


  I smiled and said, “Some more than others. But I’m trying.”


  “I know you are, sweetie,” Kris replied. “And that dress looks really good on you, by the way.”


  “Thanks, Mommy!” I said brightly, cringing inside but deciding to play the part.


  “Just no spooning tonight, okay?” she laughed.


  *     *     *     *     *


  Early the next morning, Kaylee popped into our room, with a broad smile on her face and said, “Come on, Kylee, let’s get dressed for our shopping trip!”


  Kris– Mommy– had been right. Of course she would be, she knew what it was like to be a volatile and hormonally driven young female, both from personal experience and from being the mother of one. On the other hand, I still had much to learn.


  I had kept on the pink bra and panties for obvious reasons, but put on one of my own tee shirts to sleep in. It hung to my knees.


  “Yucko,” Kaylee said as she grabbed my hand. “That doesn’t look good on you at all.”


  I looked back pleadingly at Kris,  as my daughter/sister led me toward her– soon to be “our”– room. She smiled sleepily and raised her hands in a “what are you gonna do?” gesture.


  Inside the adjacent room, Kaylee closed the door and said, “See I’ve got our clothes all ready to go. Since you’re new at this, I thought we should start with something easy. And since we’re twins, I thought it would be fun to look as much alike as possible!”


  Oh, joy. Yeah, that was what every 40-year-old man wanted– to look as much like his 14-year-old daughter as possible.


  “You really should take a shower, you know,” she said disapprovingly as she eyed me and then the clothes on the bed.


  “I’ll do that tonight before we go out. I promise,” I said. “Right now, I don’t think that I’m ready to, well, you …”


  Kaylee saw me blushing and laughed. “Oh, you big silly,” she said. “You might look just like me. But that’s your body, you know, at least for right now. You might as well get used to seeing it.”


  But she didn’t press the point, thank goodness. And she helped me put on a clean bra and panties without looking in the mirror.


  “We need to get you your own undies,” she said as she clasped my white, lacey bra closed. “Girls don’t usually share those.”


  I numbly nodded. Last night, when I was playing dress up by myself, I thought that I was ready for this. But this was too much.


  Kaylee saw my dejection and said, “Aw, what’s wrong, Kylee? Don’t be sad. Please. I promise I’ll help you as much as I can, and Mommy will too.”


  Then she gave me a big hug, our breasts pressing firmly against each other and separated only by the soft, light material of our bras.


  “You should be able to put the rest of the clothes on by yourself,” she said. “Pick either set. They’re pretty much the same, except for the colors.”


  I chose the emerald green sweater and black leggings, leaving white and black for Kaylee.


  When we were dressed, she put our hair in ponytails and gave me a pair of white tennies. Hers were black.


  Then she stood us in front of the mirror, side by side. “I’ll bet not even Mommy could tell us apart,” she said with an evil smile. “Let’s find out.”


  She picked up her leather shoulder bag from the bed and said, “Here you carry this, and let’s go see,” she whispered. “And remember to smile, just like I do.”


  Like you do when you’re not acting batshit crazy, I thought, but kept those fighting words to myself.


  Totally overwhelmed by the force that was Hurricane Kaylee, I nodded and put the bag on my shoulder. Then my daughter/sister took my hand as she opened the door and we walked into the adjacent room to see Kris.


  Prodding me gently with an elbow, she smiled brightly and I obediently followed suit.  Then she said, “Hi, Mommy. Guess who is who!”


  “Oh, my Lord! I can’t tell,” Kris squealed. “This is so, so … “


  “Surreal?” I volunteered.


  Then she laughed. “Ah, ha, you’re my husband. That’s not a word Kaylee would use.”


  Kaylee slapped me playfully on the arm. “Oh, Kylee, you spoiled it,” she said.


  “But I’ll bet you couldn’t have figured it out if she didn’t,” she said to Mommy.


  Kris nodded. “You’re right,” she said. “We’re going to have to do something about that so I’ll always know. I don’t want my girls playing any more tricks on me like that. Clayton– er, Kylee– we’ll get your hair cut after we go clothes shopping. Okay?”


  For the third time already that morning, I nodded, swept along in the “girls” day planned for us by my wife and daughter, who now were my mother and sister.


  *     *      *     *     *


  We stopped by J.C. Penny’s first for undies. Fortunately, Kris and Kaylee mostly took charge there, at my request. For someone who had worn only white jockey shorts for most of his life, the choices in colors and styles were overwhelming.


  “Just no thongs, please,” I begged, and they both laughed.


  “No worries,” Kris said. “I’d never allow my girls to wear those. How about bikinis?”


  “Oh, Mommy, getting just one kind is so boring,” Kaylee replied. “Let’s get her a pair of boy shorts too.”


  Then she looked at me and smiled. “They’re a little sexier, you know,” she said. “But not too much.”


  I smirked. “Yeah, that’s just what I want,” I said.


  Later, in the dressing room at Forever 21, Kaylee had dressed me in a rose-colored long-sleeve top and a jumper, or some such thing. It was denim with suspenders and a frayed hem around what I thought was a way too short and too tight skirt.


  “Oh, you look adorable in that,” she said as we stared in the mirror at our reflections. She was wearing a long-sleeve, Henley sweater dress in what the tag called an “almond cake” color.


  “I’ll want to wear that too,” Kaylee said. “And you can wear this. Girls share, especially sisters.”


  Passive for most of the morning, I finally gathered up strength and said, “Kaylee, I’m not really your sister, you know. I’m your father. And all these clothes that you’re buying for me now are going to be yours come Monday. Okay? Please don’t forget that.”


  Suddenly, her smile drooped and her forehead wrinkled. Her sunny disposition grew dark. In the mirror, I watched tears well up in her eyes.


  “Oh, Daddy, I’m so sorry,” she sobbed. “Please forgive me. We were having so much fun that I just forgot. It’s so nice having a sister, even if it is for only three days.”


  Oh, crap, I thought, another mood swing. Quickly, I tried to do damage control.


  “That’s okay, sweetie,” I said, as I turned around and hugged her. “I’m not mad at you. It’s just that all of this is pretty scary to me and a little bit overwhelming.


  “But I do look like your twin sister,” I continued. “So it’s perfectly normal for you to forget for a little while who I really am. And for the next three days, I will be the sister that you never had. Okay? I’ll try my best to do whatever you want.”


  Oh, God, no, I thought, panicking briefly. What have I just promised? But looking at our reflections, just as quickly, I felt at ease again. I mean, look at us. I was the sister Kaylee never had. Life would be more pleasant for us all if I just went with the flow instead of trying to resist the physical reality that was right there in front of us. And, on the bright side, when this was all over, I would know what life is like for my teenage daughter because I really had walked in her shoes– and her panties, bras, and dresses.


  And just like that, Kaylee was happy again. “You really mean that, Kylee?” she asked. “You’ll do whatever I want?”


  Uh, oh.


  But what choice did I have. Say “no” and watch the tears flow again? No, I wouldn’t to do that after what I had said.


  “I will,” I said. “Name it.”


  Kaylee smiled wickedly. “I want you to be me, and I will be you,” she said.


  “You want what?” I asked in disbelief, as my mouth fell open.


  “I want you to be Kaylee,” she said. “And I will be you.”


  “But why?” I asked, even as I felt a disturbing little flutter of excitement in my stomach at the prospect of pretending to be my own daughter for three days.


  “Why not?” she replied. “Remember how Mommy couldn’t seem to tell us apart this morning? Well, I’ve been thinking about that.


  “Wouldn’t it be totes epic if we could fool her until it’s time for you to change back?”


   Not knowing what to say, I once again studied our reflections in the dressing room mirror. We weren’t identical twins in the traditional, biological sense. We weren’t sisters who had grown up together and whose parents and others could tell apart if they knew us well. No, I was a freshly minted duplicate of my daughter, and even Mommy couldn’t tell which was which unless we gave her clues by what we said or did.


  It just might work, if Kaylee could remember to mix in a little male discomfort and behavior into her portrayal of me, and I could be careful and focused in pretending to be her.


  “Well?” she said, jolting me back to reality. “Will you do it? Please, Kylee. It will be so much fun!”


  I smiled. “Okay,” I said. “I’ll do it.”


  She hugged me fiercely. “Oh, thank you, Kaylee,” she said, intentionally emphasizing her own name as she addressed me.


  “Okay, when we leave this dressing room, then, you will be me and I will be you,” she said. “And I will get my hair cut so Mommy will know that I’m Kylee.”


  I still wasn’t sure how or why this would be “fun.” But I couldn’t deny that titillation I felt at the idea of pretending to be my own daughter.


  “Okay, now, let’s switch undies,” Kaylee said, as she stepped out of the dress that she had tried on.


  “What? No, way!” I hissed. “We don’t need to do that. That’s stupid.”


  She shook her head as she reached behind her back to unsnap her brat. “No, it’s smart,” she said. “Mommy was in the dressing room with us at Aeropostale. She knows that you had on the plain white bra and panties and I had on these. If she sees one of us in our undies later tonight, they have to be the right ones.”


  I looked quickly away, just an instant before she bared her breasts. “No, I can’t do this,” I said. “I can’t see you naked. I won’t see you naked.”


  Kaylee poked me with her hand, holding a bra with  little red hearts and a tiny bow between the cups. “Oh, don’t be such a big baby,” she replied. “You look just like me. When you look at me, you’re just looking at you.”


  Well … I couldn’t argue with that logic, since I was her identical twin. “Okay,” I said grudgingly, but I’m not going to look.”


  Kaylee helped me out of the jumper and I pulled the top over my head, as I tried my best not to look directly at her.


  Then she unfastened my bra and started pulling the straps off my arms. “I can do that part,” I snapped, totally freaked out by what we were doing.


  “Panties too,” she said.


  With my bare back to her, I stepped out of them and then, reaching behind me, extended my undies for her to take. “Let me have yours,” I said.


  Instead, Kaylee grabbed me by both arms and spun me around. I wanted to scream, but somehow found the self-control to stifle it. “What are you doing?!” I hissed, as I saw her standing there in front of me, just as naked as I was. I felt my face grow bright red.


  Kaylee grinned. “So … that’s what I look like,” she said. “It’s not the same as looking in a mirror, you know. It’s so much better.”


  Before I could react, she stepped closer and cupped one of my breasts in her small hand. “Oh, that’s good,” she said. “I always hoped they looked nice and perky, and they do.”


  “Please,” I whispered, swiping her hand away. “Let’s just get dressed, okay?”


  I wanted to be angry. I wanted to be outraged. But instead I just felt … well … helpless and submissive.


  “Just a second,” Kaylee said, as she turned me slightly to the side and then used the same hand to squeeze my bare bottom. “Oh, nice and firm and just the right size, too. I was afraid it was too big. But it looks great on you– and me!” she giggled.


  “Pleeeeeese,” I implored. “Let’s get dressed.”


  Kaylee released my butt and looked into my eyes– her eyes, really. “Oh, come on,” she said. “You body is enjoying this. Look.”


  This time she put both hands on my breasts. “See? Rigid nipples?”


  Oh, Christ! I was going to Hell. Being naked in my daughter’s body turned me on.


  As if reading my mind, Kaylee said, “No, you are not a pervert. It’s just us girls in this dressing room, remember? Your body is sensitive to touch. Lighten up.”


  Someway, somehow, my daughter had become the alpha in this bizarro relationship, even though my body housed the mind and spirit of a 40-year-old husband and father. “Okay, I’ll try,” I said, as I quickly slipped into the panties, still warm from her body, and hurried to cover my breasts  with her bra.


  “Now, what would you wear out of the dressing room,” Kaylee asked.


  “I’d put on the same clothes I put on this morning,” I said. “Dresses look nice, I guess. But I feel naked in them.”


  Kaylee nodded. “Okay, then,” she said. “Since I’m going to be you, I’ll put on the leggings and sweater. And since I’d want to wear that dress I had on, you wear that.”


  “But …,” I began, intending to protest that I didn’t want to wear a dress. She didn’t let me finish.


  “Remember, you’re Kaylee,” she said. “You have to do what I’d do and wear what I’d wear, and I have to do what you’d do and wear what you’d wear. And don’t forget your purse.”


  So, as we exited the dressing room, I was Kaylee and she was Kylee, and that’s the way it would remain until we returned to the Tunnel of Transformation. As the reality of that impending moment struck me, I suddenly felt a little flutter of fear at what Mommy’s reaction might be like when we revealed that we had been deceiving her. But that was nearly three full days away. Plenty of time to worry about that later.


  Besides, it was too late now. We had left the dressing room and there was Mommy. Time for the masquerade to begin.


  I twirled in my thigh-length sweater dress. “How do you like it, Mommy?” I asked.


  “Oh, that looks so cute on you, Kaylee,” she said.


  “Thanks,” I beamed. “I tried to get Kylee to wear a dress too. But she didn’t want to.”


  Mommy nodded. “That’s okay, Kylee,” she said, looking at who she thought was her transformed husband. “I didn’t think you would. But maybe tonight, when we go to the country-western show. Okay?”             


  Kylee nodded. “Sure, maybe tonight,” she said. “It’s just that wearing a dress makes me feel so … so girly.”


  “Well, sweetie, that’s what you are until Monday afternoon,” Mommy said as she put her arm around Kylee. “Now, let’s go get your hair cut and styled a little differently so no one gets confused about who’s who.” 


  *     *     *     *     *


  Kylee proved to be a great actress, pretending to be just uncomfortable enough in her body that Mommy offered her tips from time to time on how to look and act more feminine. “Remember to sit with your legs together when you have on a dress or skirt,” she said as we had lunch and she noticed Kylee sitting with her legs apart.


  “Don’t take such big steps,” she offered as we left the mall. “And use your hands more to gesture and touch when you talk.”


  Kylee nodded dutifully and said she would. She also smirked at me when Mommy wasn’t watching, obviously enjoying the fraud we were perpetrating.


  Meanwhile, I tried my best to be mostly bubbly and occasionally bitchy, while also taking note of the advice that Mommy was giving to Kylee on how to be a girl.


  Oh, and Kylee’s new hair cut was really cute too. I was jealous. It reached almost to her shoulders, with sweeping bangs across her forehead. Mine was long and parted in the middle.


  And for the country-western show that evening, my hair also had a black bow in it. After I got out of the shower, Kylee reminded me that was part of the outfit that I had planned to wear to the show that night.


  “And you told me that you were going to wear a denim mini-skirt, sparkly tights, a black silk blouse with roses on it, and cowgirl boots,” she said. Oh, goody. At least wearing that dress earlier, as embarrassed and exposed as I felt at the time, had prepared me for this girly outfit.


   Kylee wore the jumper and top that I had tried on earlier in the dressing room. I also wore my white puffer vest and I let Kylee wear “my” cropped denim jacket, which looked good with the jumper.


  For some reason, Mommy insisted that we get to the theater extra early for the show. Maybe it was because there were no reserved seats and she wanted to make sure we got good ones.


  Or –- as I saw to my great horror when we stepped inside– maybe not. There was Michael and his mother! What the Hell!


  Yeah, I know, I’m Kaylee. I’m supposed to feel excitement, not horror, at seeing my boyfriend. But, come on. I’d didn’t sign up for this. Not for a boyfriend. When I looked over at Kylee, I saw eyes bulging and a mouth open wide in disbelief. Obviously, she hadn’t signed up for this either. This was not in her scheme to play a trick on Mommy. We exchanged panicked glances.


  Now what?


  Mommy leaned down and whispered in my ear, “Surprise, honey! Michael’s mother and I secretly worked this out so we could go shopping and you two could spend some time together. They’re even staying at our hotel. Isn’t that great?”


  “Oh, yes, Mommy! That’s great!” I said, forcing a smile, but wanting to melt into my cowgirl boots. “That’s just wonderful. Thank you so much!”


  What else could I say or do? I was Kaylee. And, inside,  I was freaking out.


  “Of course, I didn’t plan on this crazy thing happening to your father,” she continued. “They know you don’t have a sister. We’ll have to tell them that he’s your cousin.”


  Then Mommy leaned over and I watched her whisper in Kylee’s ear, telling her, I suspected, about her new role.


  As I looked back up, there was Michael, just inches away from me. Oh, my God. Oh, my God. Oh, my God. What do I do now?


  “Hi, Michael,” I said, in what I hoped was a normal sounding voice. It certainly didn’t seem like it inside my head. My heart was racing and my pulse was pounding in my ears.


  I agreed to this “for the fun of it,” to fool one person, not to explore adolescent sexual relationships as a 14-year-old girl. This was crazy. It was insane. And it had to stop.


  I had to explain who I really was. I had to tell people that …


  I was a father pretending to be his daughter? I was wearing her clothes and answering to her name “for the fun of it”?


  Uh, uh. No, way. Standing here in sparkly tights and a tight mini-skirt, with a bra on my chest and a bow in my hair, I already was the most embarrassed I had ever been. But revealing the truth would be even worse!


  No, I couldn’t do that. I didn’t have the balls for it.


  Despite my predicament, I giggled girlishly at my unintended joke.


  “Hi, Kaylee,” Michael replied. “What’s funny?”


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


  Yeah, right. I’d be happier to see a proctologist.


   “You look really nice,” he said.


  So did he! Oh, crap, did I just think that? Just a second ago, I was panicking. And now I was admiring his appearance? But he did. Of course, I had never thought that when I saw him around our house. But I never had seen him through Kaylee’s eyes either.


  He was at least 6 inches taller than me, with a runner’s muscular build, blond hair, and beautiful blue eyes. Yes, I admit it. As Kaylee, I was smitten.


  “You do too,” I said, too embarrassed to look him in the eyes, as I stared down at my hands folded in front of me.


  For a second, I felt sorry for Kylee. But then I thought, oh, well, those are the breaks. This was her idea, after all.


  “Mrs. Gardener, do you mind if Kaylee and I sit by ourselves,” Michael asked Mommy.


  His mother laughed. “Yes, it’s been so long since they’ve seen one another,” she said.


  “You kids go ahead,” Mommy said. “Have fun.”


  As Michael took my hand in his and led me away, I glanced back to see Mommy introducing Kylee to my boyfriend’s mother. And I saw Kylee staring daggers at me. I replied with a “what can I do” shrug. For now, we both just had to go with the flow, a revolting development for both of us.


  Once in our seats, we continued to hold hands, and Michael pressed his leg against mine. Oooh. It felt wonderful. But it wasn’t supposed to. It was supposed to feel disturbing!


   Butterflies fluttered all over my tummy. Who put them in there with the lasagna I had for dinner? My nipples hardened too. Oh, crap. No fair! But wait a minute. Unlike in the dressing room, I loved it.


  When the lights went down and the music started, I looked over to see Michael staring at me with an amused smile on his face.


  “What?” I asked.


  “Oh, nothing,” he said. “It’s just that you seem a little different.”


  You betcha, young man, I thought. You’re flirting with your girlfriend’s father. How do you like that?


  Still, I panicked. “Different how?” I asked. “Different good? Different bad?”


  He laughed softly. “Oh, definitely not different bad,” he said. “Just different. Maybe a little shyer than you usually are. Are you sure you’re you?”


  I smiled. “Why don’t you kiss me and find out?”


  My God! Did those words just come out of my mouth?


  He obliged.


  Yikes! Estrogen overload! I should gag and spit and then running screaming out of the theater.


  But I didn’t. My first kiss with a boy was just as yummy as I hoped it would be. Yummy? Did I actually think that? I feared that I was going under for the third and final time in the estrogen sea.


  At this point, though, I figured that I might as well accept that my protestations were becoming more and more feeble and I was enjoying being Kaylee. Stark moments of fear and denial had all but disappeared entirely.


  My boyfriend had class, too, which made it easier for me. In other words, he wasn’t an octopus, constantly trying to grope me. Instead, he put his arm around my shoulders for the duration and kissed me several times. But he kept them short and sweet.


  Maybe I wasn’t so classy. Hee. Hee. Now fully in Kaylee persona, I put my hand in his lap and occasionally wiggled my fingers just a little.


  During a brief moment not clouded by hormones, I might have thought to myself that I was going to Hell for this. But it quickly passed. I was with my boyfriend and that was all that mattered.


  Back at the hotel, we lingered outside in a dark corner near the entrance and kissed some more, waiting for Mommy and Kylee to get inside their rooms. Sis gave me another look as Mommy pulled her inside. This time I stuck out my tongue at her. Michael was mine, not hers, and she would just have to accept that.


   Michael’s kisses were a lot more passionate here in private. Yay!


  And before I even realized what was happening, his manhood pressed urgently against my crotch. Oops! I wasn’t ready for that. Yes, Michael really turned me on. My wet panties provided plenty of evidence for that. But I wasn’t that kind of girl. I certainly was tempted to be, though.


   And I was only 14.


  “Okay, tiger,” I whispered in a breathy voice. “That’s enough. Time to go inside.”


  Outside my hotel door, we talked and kissed some more and made plans for the morning. We were going swimming at the pool. And Michael would get to see me in my new bikini! Just the thought of that made my nipples harden again and my panties wetter.


  “Bring your cousin along too, if you want,” he said.


  I giggled. “Oh, you’d like that, wouldn’t you?” I said. “One good-looking girl in a bikini isn’t enough for you?”


  “I’m just trying to be thoughtful,” he said earnestly.


  “And I’m being a jealous girlfriend,” I replied. “But not really. I was just teasing. I think that it’s very sweet of you to think of inviting her.


  “I’ll see if she wants to come.”


  As I reached up on tiptoes to kiss Michael goodnight, I thought that I heard a door being quietly closed.


  “I guess we had an audience,” my boyfriend said with a chuckle.


  “I don’t mind if you don’t,” I said and kissed him again. “Sweet dreams, Michael.”


  Inside, Mommy asked if I had a good time. I told her I did and thanked her again for inviting Michael and his mother. Then I kissed her on the cheek and told her of our plans for the morning.


  Next door, though, Kylee didn’t even turn to look when I came in. Nor did she acknowledge my presence.


  In the silence, I realized that I had given little thought to Kylee and her feelings since Michael had led me away. And cold reality slapped away the fantasy that I had been living for the past several hours. Michael’s real girlfriend was lying there in the bed on the far side of the room.


  “I’m sorry,” I said. “I’m Kaylee now and you’re Kylee. It was your idea. Michael is Kaylee’s boyfriend. What was I supposed to do?”


  I waited … and waited … and waited for her to say something. Finally, she did.


  “I know,” Kylee said as she turned to face me. “This was my idea. I thought it would be fun.”


  “And it’s not,” I added quickly, hoping that I could defuse the tension by implying that neither one of us enjoyed it. It didn’t work.


  “It’s not fun for me!” she snapped. “But it is for you. You liked it. I saw you with Michael in the theater. I saw what you two were doing outside the hotel. And I heard you making plans for in the morning.”


  I sat down on my own bed. “But what was I supposed to do?” I asked. “What were we supposed to do? Suddenly tell everyone that you’re really Kaylee and I’m your father?”


  “But you liked it,” she said again, and, suddenly I realized the profound impact that this had on her. She was fine with the masquerade to fool her mother. After all, the childish prank was her idea. But she was not okay with Michael being my boyfriend instead of hers, even though it happened because we suddenly were tangled in a mess that was out of our control at the theater. And it was even worse that I enjoyed it.


  “Yes, I liked it,” I said. “I’m Kaylee, remember? I’m supposed to enjoy spending time with Michael, who is my boyfriend.”


  More morgue-like silence followed.


  “What if I acted like I didn’t like him, that I wasn’t happy to see him?” I asked. “You might like that, but Michael wouldn’t. And what would that do to the relationship after this weekend?”


  “I don’t know,” Kylee said. “I just know that I like Michael, but you have him and I don’t like it. And, no, I’m not going to the pool with you in the morning, where you’re going to strut around your new bikini.


  “Slut!” she screamed suddenly.


  “Bitch!” I replied just as loudly.


  Instantly, the door to the adjacent room burst open, and Mommy in her sleep shirt burst in.


  “All right, what’s going on in here?” she demanded. “I don’t know what you two were talking about. But I did hear those last two words. And that is not acceptable!”


  Looking at me, she said, “Kaylee, what in the world is wrong with you? I convinced Michael’s mother to bring him over so you two could spend some time together. What else do you want? What do you have to be upset about?”
And then she turned her gaze at Kylee. “Clayton, I know this is difficult for you. You literally are a man trapped in a woman’s body. Well, actually, a girl’s body, which is a worse fate, I suppose.


  “But you’ve still got your male mind in there. You should be able to control yourself, despite those female hormones. You shouldn’t be calling your own daughter names like that.”


  Putting her hands on her hips, she waited for a response. She didn’t get one from either of us.


  “Well,” she said finally. “Either one of you care to tell me what’s going on?”


  “No, we’re fine, Mom– I mean Kris,” Kylee lied. “It was just a misunderstanding. And I’m feeling a little stressed pretending to be someone I’m not.”


  “Yes, Mommy. Everything’s okay,” I added. “You know me. I can get a little too emotional sometimes. I should have been more patient with Daddy.”


  “We’re sorry,” we said at the same time.


  Mommy laughed. “Well, that was disturbing,” she said. “But after all, twins do things like that, I guess.


  “Which one of you is the evil twin, huh?”


  “She is!” Kylee and I said simultaneously, each pointing at the other.


  Then we all laughed.


  “See, now isn’t that better?” Mommy said.


  Then she pulled on her lip, obviously deciding about something.


  “Okay,” she said finally. “Here’s what we’re going to do. Kaylee, you’re going to sleep with me tonight and give your father some alone time. He needs that. After all, he’s had a day like he’s never had before, and I’m sure it was very stressful.”


  “But … ” Kylee began. Mommy cut her off before she could finish.


  “I know what you’re going to say,” she said. “Even though you look like our daughter, you really are my husband in there and you should be the one to sleep with me.”


  Then she stepped over to Kylee’s bed and stroked her face.


  “But, sweetie,” she said. “Being in bed with you last night was just too weird for me. I hardly slept at all. You’re my husband in our daughter’s body, for goodness sakes.”


  “But sleeping with your real daughter won’t bother you?” Kylee asked.


  “Exactly,” Mommy said, as Kylee and I exchanged a quick glance and giggled.


  “What?” Mommy demanded, suspecting that something had just passed between us.


  “Oh, nothing, Mommy,” I said. “It was just twin stuff, you know. You wouldn’t understand.”


  “And it’s too late for me to even think about trying,” she replied, as she took my hand. “Now, come on, Kaylee, we’re going to bed.”


  She leaned down and kissed Kylee on the forehead. “Good night, my girly husband,” she said. “I’m so sorry this happened to you. But only two days to go. And we’ll get through this together. Okay?”


  “Okay,” Kylee said. “See you in the morning, Kaylee. I’ve decided that I do want to go swimming with you and Michael. I managed to wear a dress today and survive. Why not try a bikini next? You only live once.”


  “Oh, I’m so glad Daddy!” I giggled. “What girl doesn’t want to see her father wearing a bikini!”


  We all laughed again, and then Mommy and I went to bed in her room.


  *     *     *     *     *


  Strange, I thought, as I looked at myself in the bathroom mirror. Yesterday I had been freaked out my the thought of seeing myself in my daughter’s naked body. Now I liked what I saw.


  Kylee was right, I decided, as I turned left and right and surveyed my breasts. They were nice and perky. Still, I wouldn’t mind being a C cup when I was wearing a bikini around Michael.


  My butt was just right too, covered now in my pink bikini bottom with white polka dots. I was so glad that Mommy let me buy a string bikini. It showed more of my legs.


  I tied the top around my neck and then reached behind me to tie the back. Whoops! I was going to need some help here.


  “Mommy,” I called. “Can you come in here, please?”


  Without asking what I wanted, she dutifully tied me in back, as I watched in the mirror.


  “How’s that?” she asked.


  “Perfect, Mommy. thanks,” I said, admiring my reflection.


  “My little girl is really growing up,” Mommy said. Then she added, “Hold still and I’ll put up your hair to keep it from getting wet.”


  She paused and her eyes met mine in the mirror. “Although I suspect that you’re not going to be doing a whole lot of swimming at the swimming pool,” she smiled.


  “Then again, your father is going to be there with you so you might be limited in your other options.”


  “Oh, Mommy!” I said and watched my face turn red in the mirror. “I’m not that kind of girl and Michael isn’t that kind of guy.”


  She laughed. “In what universe?” she asked. “Boys and girls together are going to do what comes naturally. But use a little self-restraint around your father, please. He’s having enough trouble dealing with things without having to worry about his little girl going too far with her boyfriend.”


  “You got that right,” I said. “Daddy’s a spaz, right now.”


  Mommy leaned on my shoulders and said, “You want to tell me what you two were yelling at each other about last night?”


  I shook my head. “Sisters don’t rat on each other,” I smiled. “We’re okay now, really.”


  Mommy turned me around and kissed me on the forehead. “My heart wants to believe you, but my head’s not so sure. I’ll really be glad when this is all over,” she said.


  “But at least now Daddy will know what it’s like for girls,” I said brightly.


  “You’re right about that,” she replied. “And I suspect that he will know far more than he wants to know.”


  Mommy didn’t know the half of it. And I didn’t either, as I later discovered.


  Just a Mommy was leaving the bathroom, Kylee came in from her bedroom. She was wearing a turquoise and white striped bikini.


  “You look great, Daddy … I mean Kylee,” I said sweetly.


  “You too, Kaylee,” she replied.


  “Are you ready for your second day as a girl?” Mommy yelled from the bedroom.


  Without thinking, I said “yes” right along with Kylee.


  “What was that?” Mommy replied. “Did I just hear both of you answering my question again?


  “I have to tell you, Clayton, saying the same things at the same time is starting to freak me out a little,” she said.


  Since Mommy couldn’t see us, I replied before Kylee could. “You’re telling me,” I said. “Next thing you know, I’ll have a boyfriend.”


  Kylee and I both were giggling as we grabbed towels and headed for the swimming pool.


  It was weird. When we were together and getting along, it really was like we were identical twin sisters. It was comforting and conspiratorial and even fun.


  But introduce a boy …


  “Hey, girls!” Michael called as he raised his wet head from out of the pool.


  He climbed out, water dripping from his rippled torso, stout legs, and trunks, which revealed a bulge despite their looseness.


  “He’s mine,” Kylee whispered in my ear in an ominous voice.


  “In your dreams,” I replied. “I’m Kaylee right now, remember? You’re just my out-of-town cousin on vacation with us.”


  Before she could respond, I ran to Michael, locked my arms around his neck and lifted one foot off the ground as I gave him a big kiss.


  “Wow! What brought that on?” he asked.


  “Oh, I’m just so happy that you are here with me,” I gushed. “Aren’t you?”


  “Sure am,” he said. And then the bastard said, “Hi, Kylee. I’m glad that you could come too.”


  Before she could respond, I grabbed his towel from a lounge chair. Glancing back at Kylee and smiling, I rubbed his chest and back and then knelt to start on his legs. Quite by accident, of course, my face was oh, so close to … well, you know. The nearness of his manhood made my nipples rock hard, and I was confident something of his was as well.


  “There,” I said, standing up. “All done.”


  “Wow,” he said. “I never got treatment like that before. What’s up with that?”


  “Like I said, I’m really happy to have you here with me,” I replied. “I’m just sorry that Kylee doesn’t have a boyfriend here too.”


  “Do you have a boyfriend?” Michael asked her. “You look so much like Kaylee, and you’re so cute. I can’t imagine that you don’t.”


  Kylee smiled. “Why, yes, I do,” she said. “But I’m not so sure for how much longer.”


  Michael frowned. “Oh, I’m sorry,” he said. “You two aren’t getting along?”


  “Not at the moment,” she replied. “I have it on good authority that he’s cheating on me.”


  “That bastard!” I exclaimed, before my boyfriend could respond. I had had enough of this. Michael was supposed to be giving me his attention, not Kylee.


  “Just like you did, people say that Kylee and I look alike, but I don’t see it,” I said, looking for a new topic. “What do you think?”


  Michael rubbed his chin and appraised the two girls in bikinis standing in front of him.


  “Sure, except for the hair, I can see it,” he said. “In fact, if you were wearing your hair the same, I couldn’t tell you apart.”


  “How about if you kissed us?” Kylee asked. That bitch!


  My boyfriend laughed nervously. “Well, I don’t think that’s such a good idea. I mean … “


  Before he finished, Kylee locked her arms around his neck, just as I had earlier and kissed him.


  “Hey, wait!” he sputtered, backing up so quickly and so far that he fell into the pool.


  This time, I said it aloud. “You bitch!” And I pushed Kylee into the pool. But I got too close to the edge as I did so, and I fell in too.


  When I resurfaced, Kylee was waiting for me, splashing water into my face. “Slut!” she screamed.


  “Bitch!” I said again, splashing her back.


  Michael came up between us then and we both slapped water at him. Soon we were having the water fight to end all water fights, laughing and screaming at the same time, until we exhausted ourselves.


  Crawling out of the pool, we collapsed into lounge chairs. Looking down, I saw my nipples at attention. They had enjoyed the experience.


  Glancing over at Michael, I noticed that he was staring at them too. I blushed and covered myself with a towel.


  “You’re on display too,” I said with a giggle and threw a towel over his crotch. His face turned red as well.


  “Kylee doesn’t have a boyfriend because she’s a psycho,” I said, looking at her with a broad grin.


  “And Kaylee has a million of them because she spreads her legs for everyone,” she responded. “Surely, you’re not missing out, Michael.”


  Water still dripping down his face, my boyfriend stared bug-eyed at both of us. “You both are crazy bitches,” he said. “I’ve never seen this side of you before, Kaylee,” he added, looking at me.


  “I have my cousin Kylee, here, to thank for it,” I said.  “She’s a bad girl, you know. And I think it’s contagious. Do you like it?”


  “Well, that remains to be seen,” he replied. Then he stood up and dived back into the pool.


  “In that case, I’ll show you some more!” I yelled, as I jumped in after him.


  When I surfaced, Michael was waiting for me. I locked my arms around his neck and my legs around his waist. I kissed him passionately, as I pressed my bikini-covered breasts against his bare chest.


  My long hair had come loose and when we broke for breath, I swiped it behind me. As I did, I noticed that Kylee was gone.


  “Looks like we’re alone,” I giggled.


  Michael smiled broadly. Then he backed against the side of the pool and  pulled me in for another kiss. As he did, I loosened my arms and legs and slid just enough down his hard, masculine body for our torsos to align. He cupped my bottom in his hands and squeezed, and I felt his throbbing manhood pressing for release.


  “Oh, Michael!” I whispered in his ear. “I can’t … I shouldn’t … But I want to!”


  “Hey, you kids! Knock it off. This is a public pool!”


  Startled, we looked up to see a bald man with a beer belly and two small boys in swim trunks, staring wide-eyed at us.


  *     *     *     *     *


  As I stepped into the shower and stared down at the water running off my breasts, I suddenly had a stark reality check. I was a husband and father who had been magically transformed into a duplicate of his 14-year-old daughter. Not only that, I now was pretending to be her and  had just tried to do the nasty with her boyfriend!


  As a male adult on the inside, I had to gain control of myself until I could change back to my own body tomorrow afternoon. I had to resist this body’s attraction to Michael. I had to be a good girl, even though my estrogen-driven libido wanted to be anything but.


  My resolve was firm, I decided. No matter what temptation threw at me, I would resist.


  Then I started to wash my naked body with a soapy washcloth and felt  that resolve seeping down the drain. During my first shower yesterday in this body, I had been so freaked out that I kept my eyes closed most of the time. I quickly soaped and rinsed, hopped out, toweled off, and got dressed for the music show. I felt nothing in the way of arousal or excitement.


  Now, though, it seemed my body was on fire and the water did nothing to cool it off. Not surprising, I suddenly realized, considering what I was doing just a few minutes ago with Michael in the pool. This time I closed my eyes pleasurably and recalled that moment, as I ran the cloth over my breasts, down my flat tummy, and into the indentation between my smooth legs. I slowly rubbed clockwise and then counter-clockwise and my knees weakened. I massaged up and down and my whole body shuddered.


  “No!” the male adult intellect in me suddenly screamed in my head. “Cut that out!”


  “But I don’t want to. I like it!” my teen girl persona replied.


  “We need to have a conversation,” the male me said.


  “Oh, yuck,” she shot back. “I’m busy here. Leave me alone.”


  “I will on one condition,” he said. “Control yourself around Michael. This body looks just like Kaylee’s. And what it does in public, especially with her boyfriend, could mess up her life and ruin her reputation.


  “What it does in private, well, that is just between you and me. Okay?”


  She giggled. “Okay,” she agreed. “But I don’t want to be like all dull and boring for a whole ‘nother day. I’m a girl, you know, and girls want to have fun.”


  “No problem,” he replied. “Be all the girl you can be. Just be less slut-like and more proper around Michael. Kissing and hugging only.”


  “Okay, okay,” she said. “I promise. Now will you let me finish here?”


  *     *     *     *     *


  In a clothing store at the factory outlet mall a couple of hours later, Kylee held up a yellow, sleeveless tee shirt for me to see. In glittery letters it said, “Most Likely to Steal Your Boyfriend.”


  “I’m going to buy this for you,” she said.


  “Slut,” I replied.


  “Bitch,” she said.


  Mommy and Liz, Michael’s mother, had decided that we would have a girls’ day of shopping, while my boyfriend stayed back at the hotel to watch holiday football games. Once upon a time, like two days ago, I would have wanted to be doing that too.


  But now that I was at peace with myself about who I was for another day, and the mall was where I wanted to be, looking at and trying on lots of pretty clothes. Then, tomorrow afternoon, I would walk back into the tunnel of transformation, become my male self again, and deal with the consequences of the prank that Kaylee and I had played “for the fun of it” on Kris.


  “You smell like a baby prostitute,” Kylee said.


  “Boo, you whore,” I countered.


  Then Mommy intervened. “Okay, you two, enough sweet talk,” she said. “I swear that if I didn’t know better, I’d say that you really are sisters, instead of father and daughter.


  “Come on,” she added, taking me by the hand. “Liz is waiting for us outside.”


  “Mommy, I saw a store with prom dresses,” I said. “Can we go there?”


  She smiled and said, “Sure we can, Kaylee, although I don’t think that your father– er, Kylee– will be really excited about it.”


  Kylee grimaced. “I’d rather be watching football,” she said.


  What a smart girl! That’s why we had Mommy sooo fooled about who was who. Only Kylee didn’t know that, given the choice right now, I really would rather try on prom dresses. That little talk in the shower with myself had put me at ease with being a total girly girl now and then changing back to a husband and father tomorrow.


  And tonight? Well tonight, we’d go to another show. Michael and I would sit by ourselves and we’d kiss and cuddle. I’d be the perfect girlfriend, but with limits.


  At the dress store, I looked excitedly up and down the racks for prom gowns that I liked in my size, while Kylee acted bored. I had to hand it to the girl. She was playing the part of me well. But I’ll bet it was killing her to pretend she wasn’t enjoying this.


  When I had several dresses, I grabbed her by the hand and pulled her toward  a dressing room. “Come on, Kylee,” I squealed. “Try these on with me!”


  With the door closed, she put her hands on her hips and said, “Wow, you’re going a little bit overboard pretending to be me, aren’t you?”


  I giggled. “Hey, I’m finally feeling it,” I said. “And just one day to go, so why not enjoy it?


  “Your acting isn’t bad either.”


  “I’m not acting when I call you a bitch,” she said. “You’re trying to steal my boyfriend.”


  I shook my head, swinging my ponytail back and forth. “No, I’m not, Kylee,” I said. “I’m just being you, like you wanted me to be. I promise. He will be all yours after tomorrow when I can change back. Remember?”


  That seemed to calm her down, thank goodness.


  “Okay, Kaylee,” she said with a half-smile. “Then let’s try on prom dresses.”


  I slid my skirt down my hips and it pooled around my feet, as I took off  my sweater. Kylee did the same. We eyed each other in our undies.


  “Oh, this still is sooo weird,” she laughed.


  “You’re telling me,” I said. “But it’s better than it was yesterday and the day before that, when it was soooooo weird.”


  We both giggled and then, it seemed, we really were twin sisters, excited about trying on prom dresses.


  Big surprise! Our tastes were much the same, as both of us preferred short dresses with poofy skirts and strapless, sweetheart necklines. We zipped up each other’s bodices. We twirled in front of the mirrors. We skipped in and out of the dressing room to show how we looked to Mommy and Liz.


  Well, actually I skipped. Kylee kept up the pretense of not enjoying it nearly as much as I.


  I finally decided on an ultra-girly number with a pink tulle shirt and a silver bodice. I took a selfie and had just pushed the “send” button on my phone when Kylee came back in.


  “What are you doing?” she demanded.


  Uh, oh. Things were going so smoothly between us too. Obviously, she knew what I was doing, and didn’t like it. I decided to tread very carefully.


  “I thought Michael would like to see you in this dress,” I said.


  “You mean see you,” she snapped.


  “But I am you,” I whispered.


  “Oh, whatever,” she said. “Unzip me.”


  “Please, don’t be that way,” I pleaded.


  “Don’t you be that way,” Kylee retorted.


  “Okay,” I said. “You take Michael. You tell him that you’re really Kaylee and I’m your cousin. You tell him that we’ve been playing a trick on him.”


  “Slut,” she said.


  “Whore,” I replied.


  *     *     *     *     *


  Kylee continued to give me the cold shoulder throughout the morning, during lunch, and into the afternoon. Early that evening, we dressed in silence for the second music show we were going to see.


  “I think your father is really ready to be himself again,” Mommy told me in her room, as I brushed my hair. “Poor guy.”


  “Yeah,” I said, fighting back a smile. “He didn’t seem to have a very good time.”


  If only she knew that I was the father and I did have a good time. After that talk with myself, I was at peace and making the best of this bizarre situation. The real Kaylee was the one who was miserable because of her childish jealousy.


  For our last night in Branson, I decided to wear a white v-neck with a pink tank top underneath, a short black skirt with a black belt and silver buckle and suede boots. I wanted to try something different with my hair, but I was afraid that I’d arouse suspicions if I asked Mommy to help me. And I wasn’t about to ask Kylee.  So I let it hang long and loose, with another bow. I had decided I liked bows. Who knew?


  Kylee chose the “almond cake” color sweater dress that she bought on Saturday.


  “You look really nice,” I said as we left our rooms.


  “Yeah, you too,” she said coldly.


  Mommy squeezed her around the shoulders. “Aw, come on, Clayton,” she said. “This is almost over. I know it’s been tough. But I’ll make it up to you, I promise.”


  Kylee said, “Yeah, swell.”


  Boy, was she good! But more accurately, she was channeling her anger at me into pretending to be me. As I watched Mommy trying to console whom she thought was her husband, I felt a little chill of fear at what her reaction was going to be when she found out about our deception.


  But, oh, well, that wasn’t going to happen until tomorrow. And there was Michael with his mother. Wow, did he look handsome!


  At the theater, I told Mommy that we’d like to sit together again.


  “Sure, no problem,” she said. “Just behave yourself young lady.”


  “I will, Mommy. I promise,” I replied, as Michael took my hand. And I meant it.


  Once again, we sat as close together as we could with an arm rest between us. His strong arm around my shoulder made me feel warm and comfy.


  As we waited for the curtains to open, I impulsively leaned up and kissed him lightly on the lips. “I got a little carried away at the pool today,” I said. “I shouldn’t have done that. I’m sorry.”


  Michael smiled and I melted. “No, I’m the one who should apologize,” he said. “It was just that you looked so good in that bikini. But it won’t happen again– at least not until we’re older and you’re ready. I promise.”


  “Thanks, sweetie,” I said, and leaned my head into his chest. “I’m so glad that you and your mother came over to join us.”


  “Me too,” he said, as he used his free hand to push my hair behind my ear and then kissed me on top of the head.


  During intermission, Michael said that he had to go to the bathroom. Fortunately, I didn’t. Going into a woman’s public restroom wasn’t something that I had experienced during my time as a teenage girl, and I was happy that I could avoid it.


  He made it back to his seat, just as the curtains opened again.


  “I missed you,” I said, putting my arms around him as he sat down and giving him a little more passionate kiss than I had earlier.


  “I missed you too,” he said.


  But instead of putting his arm around my shoulders this time, he put in on the rest between us. I was disappointed. He left it there too, until I took his hand and rested it in mine on my thigh.


  He wouldn’t have kissed my good night either, unless I insisted. I wanted to cry, but resisted. This would all be over tomorrow anyway. Maybe it was best this way.


  *     *     *     *     *


  Mommy said that I should sleep with her again, giving Kylee, who she thought was her husband, some space. I was more than okay with that. Kylee and I just couldn’t seem to get along, no matter how hard I tried.


  But I was restless. Long after Mommy was asleep, I lay on my back and looked up at the dark ceiling, wondering why Michael had seemed distant when he came back from the bathroom at the theater.


  Then the realization struck me like a lightning bolt. That bitch!


  Wearing only a black camisole tank top and black boy shorts, I eased out of bed and sneaked out of the room.


  I thought that I would find them at the pool. I was wrong. Before I got halfway down the hall, I looked into the soda machine alcove and saw Kylee and Michael in a fierce lip-lock, while playing grab ass with each other. Perhaps I could have stood silent there for 10 minutes before they noticed me. But I didn’t.


  “You filthy whore!” I screamed. “And you rotten bastard!”


  That got their attention– as well as probably all of the people in nearby rooms.


  Looking angrily at Michael, I said, “So that’s why you were different when you came back from the bathroom. You were talking to this slut, weren’t you?”


  Michael’s face turned scarlet red. “Kylee said that she was lonesome and just needed someone to talk to …” he began.


  “That’s a lie,” I shrieked. “Something else happened. Didn’t it?”


  “Yes, it did!” Kylee interjected. “I kissed him and he liked it. And then we kissed some more.”


  “You sleazy slut, stealing my boyfriend,” I yelled.


  “You’re one to talk, bitch, after that display at the swimming pool,” she snarled.


  “He’s my boyfriend, not yours!” I replied. “I can be as slutty as I want to with him!”


  Kylee and I faced off, both with hands on our hips. Fortunately, Michael stepped between us before it could get physical. “Girls, please, calm down,” he said.


  Then looking at me, he added, “Kaylee, I’m sorry that I cheated on you. It shouldn’t have happened. Things just got out of control and … well … your cousin looks so much like you.”


  “Oh, can it loser!” I snarled and stormed back toward our rooms.


  Somehow, someway, I managed to gain control of my emotions before I went back in. Mommy knew nothing about this conflict between Kylee and me over Michael, and she probably would freak out if she did. I mean … I am her husband– or was anyway and will be again tomorrow afternoon.


  Following a sleepless night and late breakfast, I told Mommy that I was going to put on my bikini and go to the pool, until it was time to pack and head over to the Three-Day Magic store. I don’t know what Kylee did.


  I floated for awhile, enjoying the buoyancy of my female anatomy and willing myself to relax and get rid of the anger at Kylee and Michael’s betrayal.


  It wasn’t like Michael was really my boyfriend, after all. And I would be a man again soon.


  But dammit! I was a girl and he was my boyfriend when Kylee tried to steal him from me. That wasn’t fair. I mean, all she had to do was wait and she was going to get him back. Last night was my final one with him, and she spoiled it!


  That bitch!


  Well, I decided, things definitely were going to get interesting when we got to the magic store. If I went into the tunnel, Mommy would know that her husband was the girl who went away somewhere private to kiss and cuddle with Michael during those two nights at the theaters.


  But would that really be so bad? I was Kaylee’s twin after all. Although mentally I remained a man, my girl body had the same urges and desires as she did. Yeah, Mommy would understand that.


  The issue was Kylee. This masquerade was her idea. And then she had tried to steal my boyfriend while I was simply going along with her fooling Mommy “for the fun of it.”


  I just couldn’t let that go. I wanted to get back at her in the worst way. But how?


  Well, Mommy was expecting Kylee to go into the tunnel, not Kaylee. So what if I didn’t? What if I just stood there and dared that slut to keep pretending to be me and go in?


  Would she do it? Would she be that childish?


  If she was, seeing her stuck as a man for awhile would be excellent!


  *     *     *     *     *


  Kylee came back out of the tunnel with a big smile on her newly masculine face. I couldn’t believe it.


  That bitch! She still was keeping up the charade. Well, if she thought that she was going to get the better of me, she was wrong. No way, no how, would I let her win. She had tried to steal my boyfriend!


  “Oh, Daddy, it’s so good to have you back,” I screamed as I ran up and hugged him.


  “Yes, it is, Clayton,” Kris said with a broad smile. “We’ve missed you. But I’m really impressed with the way you handled all of this.”


  Then she laughed and said, “And now you know just what it’s like for a teenage girl, huh?”


  She didn’t know that she was asking the wrong person. Mommy  had no idea just how much I, as Kaylee, had learned– and experienced. I prayed she never would find out.


  Daddy managed a half smile. “Yeah, Mom– I mean, Kris– you’re right. I learned a lot. But I’m still not feeling like myself yet. Would you mind driving?”


  Kris put her arm around his waist. “No problem,” she said and guided him back toward the entrance.


  I took his hand and walked along side him. Hee. Hee. This was going to be so much fun. She had taken the bait, and I would have my revenge.


  One way or the other, I knew, we’d get this straightened out using the transformation tunnel, which would mean driving back over here later this week. I just hoped my slut of a sister would keep some of the details a secret. If she wanted her boyfriend back, she would.


  Until then, Kylee pretending to be Daddy was the one in uncharted territory. I had been a teenage girl for three days and, for most of that time, I had been Kaylee. Even Mommy and my boyfriend thought so. Yes, I knew what it was like.


  But Kylee didn’t know what it was like to be the father of an over-emotional, teenage drama queen. And for the next three hours, I was going to educate him. I was going to make his life miserable. I giggled as I wondered if he would even make it all the way home before giving in and revealing the truth. Mommy would be mad as Hell at both of us, once he told her. But it would be worth it. He’d be the quitter. I’d be the winner.


  Also, Michael had been texting me all afternoon, begging my forgiveness. I was going to use some of that drive time to torture him as well, before finally accepting his apology.


  Hee. Hee. This was going to be fun, I thought, as Mommy pulled out onto the highway and we started for home.


  Pulling my phone from my purse, I looked up to see her looking back at me in the rearview mirror. She smiled.


  “Just a reminder, sweetie, that you have that gynecologist appointment tomorrow. But don’t worry about it. I’ll be right there with you.”


  Then Daddy turned his head and looked back at me with evil smile. “That’s right, sweetie,” he said. “Don’t worry about it.”


  That bitch!


  But as bad as that news was, it got worse, much worse, as Mommy started laughing almost fiendishly.             


  “Okay, you two, the masquerade is over,” she said suddenly. “I was hoping that you’d confess and we’d use the tunnel to get things back to normal today. But you both acted like spoiled brats, and neither one would admit what was going on. So since you want to be each other for awhile longer …


  “This is the way it is, and you do not have a say in the matter. Clayton, you’re in a 14-year-old girl’s body and cannot legally drive. If you try to come back over here with Kaylee without my permission, I’ll report the car stolen. That should be fun to sort out.


  “And Kaylee, you might be in a man’s body, but you don’t know how to drive. So what I say goes. Got it?”


  “Got it,” we both said softly, as I feared I would pee my panties.


  “‘I’ve known from almost the very beginning what you were doing,” Kris said. “Do you honestly think that a mother can’t tell the difference between her own daughter and her husband, even if he is her physical twin?


  “Kaylee, you’re pretending to walk like a man so I’d think you were Clayton was way over the top. But the big one was that Clayton, even in a girl’s body, wouldn’t be jealous of his daughter’s boyfriend. ‘Kylee’ clearly was.


  “And Clayton, Kaylee easily ties her own bikini in back. She doesn’t need my help. You never asked about going to the candy store for those chocolate truffles, which Kaylee loves. You don’t know how to carry a purse either.


  “But I have to say that I’ve enjoyed the show. I really have,” she continued. “And I do hope that you two enjoyed yourself these past few days. I don’t think you’re going to enjoy the rest of the week so much.


  “That’s right,” she grinned. “You’re both staying that way all week. And one of you might have to stay in the other’s body even longer since I’m not sure how that tunnel works when things are all screwed up like this. But no worries. School doesn’t start again until a week from Wednesday.”


  Both of us were too shocked to reply before Kris continued.


  “Keep in mind that I still love both of you,” she said. “And I’m hoping that this will make us closer as a family after this is all over– after both of you have seen what it’s like for the other.


  “And keep in mind that I wouldn’t be doing any of this if you, Clayton, the real Clayton, had gone into that tunnel to become yourself again, and then you both admitted what you had done. But that isn’t what happened.”


  Unable to contain myself, I blurted, “It was all her fault! Fooling you was her idea!”


  Kaylee screamed, “She tried to steal my boyfriend!” Coming from my body in my male voice, her words were particularly creepy sounding.


  “Nuh, uh!” I protested. “I was just pretending to be you, like you wanted. If I was you, then Michael was my boyfriend, not yours! I was Kaylee and you were Kylee, remember?”


  “Bitch!” Kaylee yelled.


  “Slut!” I replied.


  “Knock it off, both of you!” Kris screamed at the top of her lungs. “See? This is our problem,” she said. “And I’m going to fix that.”


  Unable to hold back the tears, I started to cry. Kaylee in my body laughed. “Whiny baby,” she said with disdain.


  “Shut up,” Kris demanded. “No more outbursts. If you both weren’t acting like childish brats, things would be back to normal right now.


  “Kaylee, I really did invite Michael and his mother to join us as a treat for you,” she said. “And I thought that you two might come to your senses when you saw him in the theater and admit your deception before things got out of hand. But you didn’t.”


  Staring at me in the rearview mirror, Kris snarled, “And you, my big, strong, masculine husband, you held hands with Michael, kissed him, and pranced around him in a pink polka dot bikini like a little princess. I can understand that, I guess, because that body and all of those female hormones overruled your male mind. So, I’m cutting you some slack in that regard. I’m not nearly as mad about that as I am the dishonesty.”


  “So, what are you going to do to us this week?” Kaylee asked meekly in my voice.


  “Well, Clayton,” she said, putting emphatic emphasis on the name. “You’re going to do yard work and home repairs. You’re going to clean out the garage and re-organize the basement. You’re going to sleep in the guest room. You’re not going to shave all week. And, best of all, you’re going in for a complete physical, including a prostate exam. Have fun!”


   Sitting there in the backseat now, with my hair in a ponytail and wearing Mary Janes, black tights, a gray pleated skirt, and a white v-neck sweater, I was totally mortified that my wife knew it was me. I stared intently at my lap, waiting for my sentence. I used a tissue from my purse to wipe the tears from my cheeks.


  “And you, Kaylee, you’re going to have the girly girl week to end all girly girl weeks,” she said. “Yes, you are going to the gynecologist tomorrow, and I’m going to be right there to watch. We’re also going to get your hair done. We’re going to get mani-pedis together. I might not buy many of them, but you’re going to try on lots of lots of really feminine clothes. We’re going to get your ears pierced for a second time. You’re old enough for that now.


  “Also, you’re going to wear a dress or skirt at all times. You’re going to watch chick flicks with me. You’re going to sleep in Kaylee’s room. You’re going to spend time hanging out with her friends. Best of all, you’re going on dates with Michael, including on New Year’s Eve.”


  “But …” Kaylee in my body started to protest.


  “Shut up,” Kris said. “Now, both of you sit there and pretend to be each other. If you do that, you won’t be as likely to remind me how mad I am at you both.”


  She drove a little farther in silence and then slapped the steering wheel in delight.


  “Oh, I almost forgot. You’re going to have a period this week,” Mommy said looking at me in the rearview mirror. “I know Kaylee’s schedule, and she’s due. You, dear husband, are going to know every detail about what it’s like to be a teenage girl, including experiencing menstrual cramps. Have fun!”
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