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    Introduction


  


  The three stories in this book include Hooters Girl, Halloween Kandi, and I Was My Teenage Daughter’s Twin Sister.


  They were previously published as individual novellas.


  Stories in Portia’s Panty Drawer bundles are about transformation from male to female and older to younger. Some are body swaps. Generally these erotic tales are more sexually suggestive than graphic, but they still contain plenty of hot, steamy action as well. They also include humor and sympathetic characters in loving relationships.
They detail the shock, discovery, discomfort, and often difficult adjustment of the once proudly masculine father, boyfriend, or other unsuspecting male to his new reality as a teen girl.


  




  

    I Was My Teenage Daughter’s Twin Sister


  


  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 by 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 it 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 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!”


  #     #     #     #


  




  

    Halloween Kandi


  


  By Portia Hab


  I escorted my 12-year-old daughter, Amanda, and her Disney Princess cohort to the 23rd or 24th or, Hell, maybe it was the 60th house on Halloween night. Their bags were near to overflowing and my tired old feet were barking that they wanted to return home for elevation and relaxation.


  As the door opened, they yelled, “Trick or treat!” just as enthusiastically as they had at the first house nearly two hours ago. My God, how could they continue to summon such energy? It wasn’t because they were eating candy as we walked the neighborhood.


  I was the only one doing that. Snickers were my favorite, but I never passed up a Milky Way or Baby Ruth either when brown-haired Amanda, dressed as Jasmine, or one of her friends offered. To counter my perpetual sweet tooth, I worked out regularly and still was in good shape for a 40-year-old guy and the father of two, one of them a teenager and the other soon to be.


  “My, my, what do we have here?” cackled a woman who might have served as a stand-in for Bette Midler in the movie “Hocus Pocus.” Her front teeth weren’t quite as prominent as witch Winnifred’s. If they had been, we probably all would have run screaming down the sidewalk. Still, she had a disturbingly eerie quality– along with bright red hair piled on top of her head.


  But ignoring the residual effects of the chill that had run down my spine when she opened the door, I had to admit she looked harmless enough in her green, hooded cape, and a dress laced up the front that seemed straight out of Medieval times. I mean, after all, it was Halloween night. People were allowed– even encouraged– to look like witches if they wanted to, especially when handing out treats.


  Me? I looked and felt like a tired father in a sweatshirt and jeans who was ready to kick back in his recliner, as soon as I escorted the Princesses back to our house for a sleepover. My wife, Kelsey, had been out of town on business and her flight wouldn’t get back until after midnight. Our other daughter, Amy, was away at college. Once the girls were upstairs in Amanda’s bedroom, I’d have a few hours of total peace and quiet to chill out and unwind. Maybe I’d drink a beer and watch a horror movie on TV.


  The Winnie-look-alike dropped “fun size” candy bars into each of the girl’s bags, then looked at me, winked, and smiled. “Now, these are for little girls only,” she said. “Don’t you go eating any of their candy now.”


  “I wouldn’t think of it,” I said, and the Princesses laughed, knowing that they had offered and I had eaten quite a few of the small candy bars already.


  “Well, you have been warned,” the woman said with a stern face, a cold grin,  and front teeth– I suddenly noticed– that did look abnormally large.


  “Oh, that was creepy!” said Madison, who was dressed as Belle, as the door closed behind us and we headed back toward the sidewalk. With blonde hair piled atop her head, she was the tallest of the trio.


  “It sure was!” added Zoe, a petite redhead who was Ariel for the evening


  “But it’s Halloween,” I said, trying to assure them there was nothing to worry about. “She was just having fun with us.”


  “Then you eat her candy!” Amanda said, offering me a bar in a distinctly blue and silver wrapper with large red writing.               


  “Yeah, if you’re so brave, you eat it!” the other Princesses teased me and then giggled.


  It wasn’t my favorite, but good enough for my sweet tooth. And, besides, I had a point to make here.


  “Sure,” I said, as I tore off the end of the wrapper and bit into the confection of peanuts, caramel, and chocolate-covered nougat.


  “Hmm, just as delicious for guys as for  girls,” I added as I chewed.


  Suddenly the dark evening illuminated by street lights turned black and sound ceased.


  Just as quickly dim light returned, accompanied by high-pitched screams.


  “Oh, my God … Oh, my God … Oh, my God, Daddy! You’re a girl!” Amanda shrieked.


  “Eee! Eeee! Eeeeee!” added the Princess chorus.


  “Not, just a girl!,” Madison exclaimed.


  “Eee! Eeeeee! Eeeeee!”


  Confused and frightened by their panic, I watched them bouncing around me, alternately pointing and putting their hands on their heads, their eyes wide in disbelief.


  “Daddy! Look at yourself!” Amanda said.


  Gazing down, I saw two massive bulges on my chest, a little blue piece of nothing supporting them, a bare midriff, and a tiny yellow skirt flaring out from my hips. My legs were bare and my feet sported red shoes with spike heels. “Fuck-me pumps,” my wife would have called them.


  Now as panicked as the girls, I grasped the bulges to confirm their reality. They were attached to me, no question. I had boobs. Big boobs!


  Still holding my new breasts, I screamed, “What the … !!!!” Over and over and over.


  Stopping to regain my breath, I saw long, black hair hanging to the side of my face and felt it tickling my bare skin. I noted the tightness of the bra top wrapped around me and a little jacket that seemed no more than white sleeves with blue and red trim, a collar and, what must have been a cape that whispered across my bare back.


  I felt light-headed and feared I would pass out. But then a cool breeze against my bare legs gave me a chill, as it ruffled my skirt and the obvious petticoats below it. Like cold water to the face, it revived me and I felt naked and vulnerable from the waist down. Crammed together in the pointy ends of my shoes, my toes ached.


  “You’re Snow White, Daddy!” Amanda said.


  “Yeah, a really sexy Snow White,” Madison chimed in.


  “More like a slutty Snow White,” Zoe countered.


  “How … “I started to say, but then stopped when I heard my girlish voice.


  “The candy!” Amanda exclaimed. “It was the candy! The witch warned you! Remember?”


  She was right! Well, she was partially right. The woman had warned me. But she had been teasing, of course. And she wasn’t a witch. Witches– and magic– weren’t real.


  If that were true, though, then how could we explain what had happened to me? As if by unspoken agreement, we all looked up the long walkway to the house we had just visited. As we stared, the lights clicked off.


  “We should go back, Daddy,” Amanda said. “If she could do this with her candy, she can turn you back. She has to turn you back.”


  Although I heard her, I still was too stunned to respond as I stared at myself in disbelief. Suddenly I felt hands pulling me back toward the house. Stumbling along in the high heels, with my new lower center of gravity and unaccustomed weight bouncing on my chest, I nearly fell.


  “Easy, girls!” I cried, once again cringing at the sound of my new voice.


  All three of them pounded on the door. “Open up and change my Daddy back!” Amanda shouted. “Open this door right now!”


  “OMG!” Zoe whispered. “Look. Look around us. Everyone is staring!”


  They were too. All up and down the sidewalk and at neighboring houses, people gaped at us with open mouths. The discomfort and disbelief that I experienced before was nothing compared to the embarrassment that I felt now. I felt my face flush and I wanted to crawl into a hole somewhere. But if I found one, my new boobs probably wouldn’t fit.


  And it got worse. As the girls continued to beat relentlessly on the door, a car with a flashing light pulled up to the curb.


  “What’s the problem, girls?” a policeman said as he rolled down the passenger window. “We received a call that someone was causing a disturbance at this address, and one of them was Snow White with really big boobs.”


  Suddenly stark reality slapped me across the face. As impossible as my predicament seemed, it was real. I was that Snow White with really big boobs. But I also was Amanda father’s and responsible for the welfare and safety of these three pre-teens, who were causing a disturbance.


  “Oh, I’m sorry officer,” I said, grabbing Amanda’s and Madison’s hands and pulling them back toward the sidewalk, trying my best to navigate gracefully in the high heels. “You know kids. They just got a little carried away with their silliness. It is Halloween, after all.”


  I stopped a few feet from the car and smiled. “I promise that it won’t happen again.”


  The cop on the passenger side was a young guy with blue eyes and short blond chair and … he was kind of cute. Oh, crap! Where did that thought come from? In my 40 years of life, I never had thought of another guy as cute.


  On the other hand, I’d  never had a guy look at me the way he was now. I felt a tingle in my tummy.


  “Okay, then,” he said. “You certainly don’t look like troublemakers. You ladies have a good night, okay?”


  Then I watched him lower those blue eyes from my face to my chest, and my knees buckled. When he looked back up and our eyes met, I waved my fingers at him before I even realized what I was doing.


  “You too officer,” I said. “Thank you so much for not taking us Princesses to jail.”


  I heard a soft laugh from the other side of the car, as he rolled up the window and the car pulled away.


  “OMG, Daddy!” Amanda shrieked. “How could you act that way with another guy?”


  I was genuinely confused by her anger. “What way?” I asked. “I was just trying to keep us from getting in trouble.”


  “Mr. Bannister, you were sooo flirting with that policeman!” Madison said.


  Zoe nodded in agreement. “But I can see why. He was cute.”


  “I’m sorry if I embarrassed you,” I said to Amanda. “I didn’t know that I was doing it. I really was just trying to keep us out of trouble.”


  But she was having none of it.  She still was indignant in the way that a 12-year-old who knows everything can be indignant. “And why didn’t you tell them what happened to you?” she said. “Why didn’t you tell them that you’re not really a girl?”


  With those last words, though, she had a moment of clarity. “Oh,” she said.


  “Yeah, bummer,” Madison offered. “They wouldn’t have believed him.”


  “But that didn’t mean you had to flirt with him,” my stubborn daughter persisted.


  “Sweetie, you’ve got to give me a break here,” I said. “I’m a man in a girl’s body and … “


  “A girl with really big boobs,” Zoe interrupted.


  “Yeah, thanks for that,” I replied, gazing down at the two prominent mounds on my chest. “As I was about to say, this having a girl’s body is really weird, you know, and I’m doing the best I can, considering the circumstances. And my flirting, if that’s what I really was doing, did keep us out of trouble. That’s all I was trying to do.”


  What I didn’t tell Amanda is how much I enjoyed that brief encounter with the young cop and how good it made me feel when I saw him staring at my chest and then when our eyes met and when he smiled at me.  


  Also, I realized, I didn’t feel so uncomfortable and exposed anymore either. I felt … well, I felt sexy and desirable.  Remembering how the policeman had looked at me, my nipples hardened at the thought of what I would see when I looked in a mirror. The shoes didn’t hurt my toes anymore either. Well, they still did a little. But, more importantly,  they made my legs look more appealing.


  My legs? More appealing? For a brief moment, I panicked. I was a father and husband. I wasn’t supposed to be walking around in public in a tiny, yellow skirt, with long, bare legs, accentuated by red, fuck-me pumps. The only people they would appeal to would be other guys. Like that cute cop. Echhh!


  OMG! I was in the midst of a full-blown, identity crisis meltdown!


  “So what now?” Amanda asked. “That witch wouldn’t answer the door and you didn’t want to tell the cops what happened.”


  “We’ll go home,” I said. “Your mother will be back later tonight. Tomorrow, when it’s daylight, we’ll come back here and make her turn me back. Okay? I mean, what other alternative do we have?”


  “He’s right, you know,” Madison said, and Amanda reluctantly agreed.


  “But can we stop at a few more houses on the way?” Zoe asked.


  Before Amanda could say no, I said, “Sure. Why not? I mean, they’re on the way. Halloween, comes along only once a year, after all. Might as well make the best of it.


  “Come on, girls. Let’s go,” I added, as I took Amanda’s hand. I feared that she would pull back, but she didn’t.


  “Okay, sweetie?” I asked.


  “Okay,” she said softly. “I’m sorry that I got mad at you. I know that this is not your fault.”


  “Well, I did eat that Baby Ruth after the witch told me not to,” I laughed.


  “Yeah, you did,” she giggled.


  “Oh, this is sooo weird!” I heard Madison whisper to Zoe as they followed behind.


  *     *     *     *     *


  Yes, it was weird. Especially for me. The other princesses had no idea of the conflict that I was dealing with. Inside, this buxom Snow White, I still was me, a husband and father. But that encounter with the policeman had aroused something in this foreign body that, despite best attempts to deny it, felt good, and I wanted to experience that again. Taking our time getting back home, I suspected, might be a way for me to do that.


  Of course, I never could tell Amanda that. It was difficult enough just admitting that to myself.


  As we walked hand in hand, I noted that my hand wasn’t much larger than hers and … I had on bright red fingernail polish. Oh, this nightmare just kept getting better and better.


  Amanda saw me staring at my nails and said, “You’re wearing bright red lipstick too, Daddy.”


  I giggled and said, “TMI, Amanda!”


  She laughed too.


  “What else?” I asked. “How old am I?”


  Looking me up and down as we walked along, she replied, “You look about the same age as Amy,” she said. “You’re about her size too except … “


  I smiled. “I know,” I said. “Except that I’ve got really big boobs. How big are they anyway?”


  Amanda blushed. “Oh, Daddy, I can’t tell something like that.”


  We walked along in silence for a few more steps before she added, “But they are bigger than Amy’s and Mom’s, who are both 36C.


  “Still, maybe they aren’t as big as they look,” she said, obviously trying to cheer me up.


  “What do you mean?” I asked.


  “Well, that bra top you’re wearing might be padded and pushing them up and out,” she said. “Maybe you’re only like a 36 or 38D instead of a double D.”


  “Well, that’s a relief,” I said and we both giggled.


  “What about my butt?” I asked, as we turned up another walkway.


  “Oh, Daddy!” Amanda said and pulled her hand away.


  A balding, middle-aged man answered the door. As he put candy in the girls’ bags, he also gave me what I wanted, a quick smile and then a long stare. This time, I felt my nipples harden and a little thrill up my neck, as well as a tingle in the tummy. I had never experienced anything like this as a man, and I liked it! It wasn’t just that the cop was cute that turned me on. It was that he desired me, just like this guy.


  “Harold!” a woman’s voice behind him said, as someone pulled him inside and closed the door.


  Certainly the girls noticed how the man leered at me, but none of them said anything, not even Zoe.


  As we walked along the sidewalk, a car slowed and a young male voice yelled, “Hey, Snow White! Come over here and sit on my lap and you’ll get a great big treat!”


  That my appearance had provoked such a sexually explicit comment in front of my daughter and her friends embarrassed me. But it also turned me on even more than Harold’s hungry eyes. And the boy’s implied mention of his manhood awakened a realization that mine was no longer there. Instead of a penis between my legs, I had an empty place, a newly created female place that …   I could control my thoughts. But I couldn’t control or deny the pleasurable feelings that this hyper-sensitive body was experiencing and yearning for more of. And now I felt a slight dampness in my briefs … er, my panties.


  Seeming to sense my embarrassment, Amanda said, “We know that’s not your fault, Daddy.”


  “Thanks, pumpkin,” I replied. “I’m so sorry you heard that. Maybe we shouldn’t make any more stops. Okay?”


  None of the girls objected. Still, by the time we reached our house, we had heard at least a half-dozen more X-rated comments from guys in passing cars, detailing what they’d like to do to and/or with me. And my panties were drenched.


  At last inside, I quickly kicked off my high heels.


  “Yes, you should be able to wear at least some of Amy’s clothes,” Amanda said after I did so and she saw how tall I was in bare feet.


  “Wear my own daughter’s clothes!” I exclaimed. “No way!”


  But the Princesses refused to listen to my protests, as they took me by the hands and led me toward the stairs. “Listen, Daddy,” Amanda said. “If you’re going to look like that until tomorrow, you don’t want to keep walking around in that costume, do you?”


  She was correct of course.


  Inside Amy’s bedroom, the girls started sorting through clothing options for me. “Keep it simple, please,” I said, as I closed the door and looked at the full length mirror on the back of it.


  “Oh, my God!” I shrieked as I saw my reflection for the first time.


  Fortunately, I regained control before I could point out that my body screamed sexual promiscuity, that it was every teenage boy’s wet dream. That it was ripe and luscious and, if I were a man looking at a girl like that …


   Nothing remained of the old me. My formerly green eyes now were a smoldering brown with long, dark lashes. My cheekbones were high, my nose straight, and my bright red lips full and kissable. My tan complexion was flawless.  My long, black hair was slightly curled and glistened with highlights. And my breasts were … immense!


  “Yes, Mr. B., that’s you,” Zoe said.


  “I’m sorry, Daddy,” Amanda added. “Except for the big boobs, you had no way of knowing what you looked like. I shouldn’t have been so hard on you.”


  “That’s okay, sweetie,” I replied. “But you’re right. I had no idea.”


  Without even thinking about it, I turned left and right for a profile view, as well as checked out my backside.


  “But now you’re feeling it!” Madison giggled. “Just look at you!”


  I blushed and stepped away from the mirror. “Sorry,” I said. “I am a man, you know. Inside of this body, I mean. And this is so … “


  “Yes, it is,” Amanda said, struggling to gain control of the situation. “Now let’s get you into something a little less revealing.”


  That turned out to be black leggings and a light red pullover hoodie with an Aeropostale logo and flowers across the chest– and a fresh pair of panties. I was embarrassed to ask for them, but had no other choice. Fortunately, the girls didn’t ask why.


  Amy’s clothes were less revealing in terms of covering up bare skin, but they did little to hide my curves. The leggings hugged my plump bottom and my breasts pressed prominently against the hoodie, which was an extra-large. Despite my objections, Amanda had persuaded me to keep the bra top on.


  “You’ll hurt yourself if you don’t,” she warned. “Just walking down the steps will be painful.”


   She also had convinced me that we should go to Target and get a bra that fit me properly. “You’ll be a lot more comfortable, I promise,” she said.


  I pretended not to want to go. But really I wanted to. There would be guys at Target, guys who would look at me in a way that I was finding addictive. Their hungry stares would give me chills and little electric thrills from my breasts down to my belly button, buckle my knees, and make my dry panties wet. I wanted to feel all those things again.


  So before I pulled the hoodie on, the girls had to measure me, and for that I had to remove the bra top. Or rather, they had to remove it for me. After Amanda unsnapped the back, they all said “OMG!” at the same time.


  “The bra was padded, Daddy,” she explained. “But your boobs still are awfully big.”


  Yeah, without support, they certainly felt that way. Standing there topless in front of my daughter and her friends, blushing and embarrassed, I wanted to cover my bare breasts with my arms. But I resisted the urge so they could measure me.


  “38 inches,” Amanda said as she pulled the tape from just under my bustline.


  Then she stretched it around the fullest part of my breasts. “This is so we can figure out the cup size,” she explained. “I’m sorry that we couldn’t do this with that bra top on. But it was pushing them up and out too much.”


  For embarrassment, a digital prostate exam has nothing on a bra fitting by your daughter and her friends.


  “42 inches,” Amanda said.


  “That makes him a 38D,” Madison said, reading a chart that she found online with her phone.


  “Wow!” Zoe said. “You could be a stripper.”


  “Thanks for that image,” I said, as I held the bra top over my breasts and Amanda hooked it in the back. For the first time, I noticed that the blue was outlined in gold, with a big red heart between the cups.


  “We need to get changed too, Daddy,” Amanda said. “We’ll be ready in 15 minutes.”


  “Take your time, pumpkin,” I said. “Also, get the rest of those Baby Ruth bars out of your bags and throw them in the trash. Who knows what might happen to the next person who eats one.”


   I plopped down on Amy’s bed, thinking that if there ever were a time when I needed a beer or two or three, it was right now.


  But I didn’t give into my desire for a drink. I already was having enough trouble controlling this new body’s urges, and I realized that I definitely didn’t need to consume something that would lower my inhibitions.


  I also decided that I wanted to go shopping alone. Being measured for a bra by my own daughter was embarrassing enough. Having her and her friends help me pick one out would be more humiliation that I didn’t need. My cups had long since runneth over on that score.


   Basic white, one and done, and I would get back home as quickly as possible. I’d probably need to pick up some panties too, I realized, anticipating plenty of feel-good moments, courtesy of male admirers along the way.


  The girls didn’t argue with me. I think that they were relieved to be spared from going out in public with me again, and I couldn’t say that I blamed them.


  When the magic had kicked in and my male clothes disappeared, my wallet and cell phone went with them. Of course, it wouldn’t have done me any good to have my old male identification if I were stopped by the police. And I certainly didn’t have one for my new female form. I’d just have to be sure to drive very carefully to Target and back.


   Fortunately, I had some spare cash in a dresser drawer. Amanda pulled a black leather bag with gold buckles and a shoulder strap from Amy’s closet and said, “Here, Daddy, put your money in this. And put the strap across your body. That’s the way Mom and I do it when we’re shopping. It will be safer that way.”             


  She handed me her phone in a hot pink plastic case with Hello Kitty stickers on it. “Put this in your purse too,” she said. “You never know.”


  I unbuckled my purse and put it inside, as she added, “And park as close to the store as you can in a well-lighted area. The world is different for girls, and you’re new at this.


  “It’s not just your boobs, Daddy. You’re a really good-looking girl,” she said.


  I looked at her and smiled. “Thanks, sweetie,” I said. “I’ll be careful. I promise.”


  Finally,  she handed me a pair of black ballet flats. “These will make driving easier,” she said. “You shouldn’t try to drive in those high heels.”


  “I don’t want to try in those high heels,” I replied, and gave her a kiss on the cheek and a hug. Although she seemed a little surprised at first by my affection, she quickly responded in kind and squeezed me fiercely.


  “I love you, Daddy,” she said. “Please be careful.”


  Then she smiled wickedly. “After all, you’re the other big sister I never had. I wouldn’t want anything bad to happen to you.”


  “And I’m so sorry that I spoiled Halloween for you and your friends,” I said.


  She reached up on tiptoes and kissed me on the cheek. “You didn’t do anything wrong,” she said. “It’s not your fault. All you did is eat a candy bar that I gave you. If it’s anyone’s fault, it’s mine.”


  Zoe laughed. “Well, I wouldn’t say you spoiled it, Mr. B. But it’s sure been different! Are you sure you don’t want us to help you pick out a new bra? Maybe one with lots of lace?”


  “I’m sure,” I laughed and headed into the garage wearing my daughter’s clothes and shoes and carrying her purse. “Boy, am I sure,” I muttered to myself.


  *     *     *     *     *


  “What size are you, hun?”


  Without looking up, I knew immediately to whom the middle-aged, buxom woman was talking. Just a few hours before, I never could have imagined someone asking me that question. But now I wasn’t the person I had been just a few hours before. Instead, I was a girl with big breasts, bra shopping in Target. It came with the territory, so to speak.


  Still, I had yet to say the size aloud to anyone, to acknowledge the reality. And when I did say it, the measurement stuck in my throat and garbled my voice.


  “Uh, 38D, I think,” I finally managed to squeak. And as soon as I said it, I realized that I had made a big mistake. What girl of my proportions didn’t know her bra size?


  “You’re not sure?” she asked.


  I forced myself to smile. “Well, I’m afraid that I’m still a growing girl, sad to say,” I said. “I’ve been a 38D, but am not sure that I still am.”


  “Oh, I see,” said the woman who carried some extra weight in places besides her breasts. “I’m so sorry to hear that, hun.


  “I hope you won’t consider me a meddling old woman, but I’d like to offer you some advice from a someone who’s been where you are.”


  Nobody has been where I am, I thought.


  “Sure,” I smiled a second time. “What is it?”


  “As you get older, consider getting breast reduction surgery,” she said. “I didn’t do it and I regret it. Because of that, you know what I’ve learned?”


  I shook my head, and then shook it a second time to get the long, dark hair out of my face.


  “No. What did you learn?” I asked.


  She smiled sadly and said, “Big boobies equal bad back. They probably aren’t bothering you yet, and I’m sure that you’re very popular with the guys because of them. But trust me, sooner or later, you’ll pay the price for that popularity.”


  Then she was on her way, pushing her cart down the aisle in the women’s lingerie department. And suddenly I did notice just how heavy my breasts were.


  “Okay, thank you,” I called after her. “I’ll remember that.”


  Man, what an introduction to bra shopping, I thought, and, when I did, the enormity of those two last two words nearly knocked me off my feet.


  Bra shopping. I was bra shopping, and not to buy one for my wife as a gift either. I had come here to buy one for me.


  My wife. Yeah, despite looking the way I did, sporting 38D breasts, I still had a wife. And she would be back home after midnight. That was going to be some reunion. Fortunately, Amanda and her friends would be there to confirm that I was not some crazy, delusional chick who should be institutionalized.


  And tomorrow morning, we’d go back to that witch’s house and she would turn me back into all 6-2, 190 pounds of my old, masculine self. Yes, that’s what would happen. No worries.


  Intellectually, I realized that I did have reason to worry. What if the woman couldn’t change me back? What if she wouldn’t change me back?  


  Emotionally, though, I was fine. Even better than fine, I suddenly realized. In fact, I was happy, almost giddy, to be bra shopping on Halloween night at Target because I needed a bra. Tomorrow I’d worry about tomorrow.


  And I had come with a plan. I was going to buy a basic bra and get the heck of out the store and back home.


  But now that seemed stupid. I was here alone, turned on by the idea of being out in public again, where men could see and admire my assets, and fantasize what they would do with them if given the chance.


  Following the plan would needlessly minimize my pleasure.  The girls were safe at home, after all. And tomorrow I’d once again be a husband and father, wearing functional, but boring male clothes. I’d never get a chance like this again to see and experience life as a woman, and not just any woman either. A beautiful woman with big breasts that caused most men to drool when they looked at them.


  Why limit my choice? I thought, as I stared at the seemingly infinite variety of choices before me. What’s the point of that?
Why not have fun with this?


  And as a lacey confection caught my eye, I felt a pleasant little flutter in my tummy. The idea of wearing sexy clothes, it seemed, were a turn-on for me too. Instead of a basic, full coverage bra in white, I opted for a “Paramour Women’s Tempting Floral Lace Bra” in black. “Tempting.” I loved that word!


  I giggled at the memory of Zoe saying that they would help me pick out a bra “with lots of lace.” Well, as it turned out, I didn’t need any help.


  This one had only half cups, with lace overlay. Visualizing myself in the ultra-feminine bra made my panties a little damp.


  I couldn’t wait to put it on. I hurried to check-out to pay for it and told the clerk that I wanted to wear it out of the store.


  Back in the dressing room, I quickly pulled the hoodie over my head and, without giving it a thought, reached behind my back and unsnapped the Snow White bra top.


  As my heavy breasts fell forward, I suddenly realized what I had done with the greatest of ease. If I had stopped to think about it, I probably would have struggled for several minutes to free my boobs. I giggled.


  My, God, my boobs were magnificent, large but firm with remarkably little sag for their size. The chocolate brown areolae were larger than quarters. The lighter-colored nipples protruded. I felt a stirring in my groin and for a split second I experienced what I thought was an erection. Of course, it was not. I had nothing there to go erect. Still, it felt good down there, and even more so when I watched myself squeeze my warm, bare breasts as best I could in my small hands and tweak my nipples.


  And as I started to moan, I suddenly pulled up short, shocked at my behavior. Zoe had been right. I was a slutty Snow White. I giggled again. I was doing more and more of that.


  “Okay, let’s do this thing,” I told myself, as I picked up my new bra.


  I watched in the mirror as I put my arms through the straps. Then deftly I guided the cups down over my breasts, pulled the loose ends of the band behind my back. and snapped it in place.


  Wow! When I was a man I was never that skilled at taking a bra off a woman, no matter how many times I did it.


  In the mirror, I appraised my appearance, a black-haired beauty in skin-tight leggings and a black lace bra. I adjusted my girls in their cups and tightened the straps. It wasn’t just men that I turned on! For a moment there, I was so turned on that I was ready to fly solo. As a woman, was I bi? Whatever was going on, I liked it. I squeezed my lace-covered breasts and felt a little electric tickle from my nipples down to my belly button.


  Suddenly, just being admired wasn’t enough anymore. I needed– I wanted– something more. As I watched myself, I licked my lips and lowered one hand to my flat crotch. I peeled down the top of my leggings …


  Yellow panties! I had on yellow panties! Or, to be more precise, my daughter’s yellow panties. With this black lacey bra, those wouldn’t do, not at all. I was going to get some panties anyway. I’d just have to be certain that they were black. I had seen some really cute ones near the bras.


  But what size did I need? Well, only one way to find out. Watching myself as I did so, I kicked off my flats and then peeled the leggings down my smooth legs. Stepping out of them, I saw that the tag on back said “M,” but I didn’t know if that meant the panties were also. I knew about bra sizes from my wife, but I didn’t know anything about panties.


  So … off with the my daughter’s cotton underwear as well. I checked the tag in back. It said “5.” Mystery solved.


  Then I made the mistake of looking up and seeing myself in the mirror, wearing only my new bra and a smile. Holy, shit! If I were a man …  Boy, would I want some of that! Hands on hips, I stood on tiptoes, stuck out my chest and turned left and right.


  Before I realized that it had moved, one of my hands was sliding down my flat belly and toward my crotch and a trim little bush as black as the hair on my head. My fingers found the damp slit that I knew would be there, but until this moment had encountered only on other women. Other women. That’s right, I was one of them now. And a damned good-looking one too. Not to mention, a very horny one, it seemed. Hungry glances from men no longer were enough. Sexing clothing no longer was enough. I wanted more. And since I was alone there in that Target dressing room, I decided, why not take a test drive and see what this baby could do?


  As I let my fingers slide in, my heart began to pound and my knees buckled … And it only got better from there, especially with a mirror right there so that I could watch.


  *     *     *     *     *


  If I was going to wear a black bra and panties, I should have a sexy black dress to wear with them, I decided after I finally regained my breath and recovered from my first female orgasm. Or maybe it was multiple-orgasms. I was new at this. I wasn’t sure. But it didn’t matter. What I had experienced was spectacular and I wanted more. I needed more.             


  My male intellect, though, still was trying to make me feel guilty. It wanted me to go home. I refused to allow it. The girls were safe and could call if they needed me. Amanda’s phone was in my purse. Kelsey wouldn’t be home for another couple of hours. And seemingly because of a candy bar that I had eaten, I was stuck with this body until at least tomorrow. I might as well make the best of it. I might never get a chance like this again.


  So … buy a dress, put it on, leave the store, and then what? I had no idea. I’d just have to find out.


  As it turned out, Target sold little black dresses, but not sexy little black dresses– at least in my estimation. I wanted something that showed ample cleavage. Instead, I had to go with a black, knit, featuring a square neckline. But at least it hugged my breasts, narrow waist, and hips and showed off my figure. It also had a nice, short hem. I toyed with the idea of buying a pair of black pumps too, but decided to stick with Amy’s flats. They were more comfortable. Also, accenting my legs with high heels likely would be a waste of time because that’s not where most men would be looking.


  I browsed through the Juniors and Misses section for awhile longer because … well, because I found that I enjoyed holding up pretty things and imagining what I’d look like in them.


  Finally, I paid for the black dress and retreated to the dressing room to put it on. Then, purse across my chest and carrying Amy’s clothes in a shopping bag, I paraded proudly out of the well-lit store, casting side glances to see if I was the drawing the attention that I hungered for– especially after the exploratory adventure in the dressing room. I was not disappointed, and I smiled as I stepped outside– and into a considerably darker world.


  Yes, there was illumination in the parking lot, and I had heeded Amanda’s advice to park close and in a well-lit place, as best as I could. Still, I was a girl alone after dark, walking to her car. Not just a girl either. In the store, I had been a busty young girl strutting her stuff, the kind of girl whom a lot of guys would think was “asking for it.”


  And suddenly I had this overwhelming fear that a couple of the younger guys whom I had seen watching me were following. I hastened my pace, my flats making a clacking sound against the pavement in the otherwise relative silence. 


  Fortunately, I didn’t have far to go and, as I neared my SUV, I started to run, my boobs bouncing and my hips swaying in an unfamiliar rhythm that I was sure made me much slower than I would have been in a man’s body, or even a less voluptuous female one.


  Yes! Someone was following me. I heard footsteps suddenly quicken. They were closing fast.


  I fumbled in my purse for the keys, dropped them, and looked up to see a man’s shape just a few feet away, hidden in the shadows.


  “Hey, Snow White,” he said. “Can I buy you a drink?”


  *     *     *     *     *


  His name was Nick. He had been a policeman for two years. And he took me to what he called a “cop bar.” We sat across from each other in a booth near the back, not far from the restrooms.


  For obvious reasons, I had told him that my name was … well, you figure it out.


  I added sweetly, “But with a ‘K’ instead of a ‘C’ and an ‘i’ instead of a ‘y.’


  When he smiled, butterflies fluttered in my tummy and I wanted to squeeze my legs around … well, I wasn’t totally sure, but I had my suspicions. With his blond hair and deep blue eyes, Nick was just as cute as I remembered him earlier in the evening, when he and his partner had pulled up to the curb, just a few minutes after I had been transformed by the magic candy bar.


  “You might say that I’m Halloween Kandi,” I added with a giggle.


  “Oh, gorgeous and clever too,” Nick said. “I like that.”


  “And I love a man in uniform,” I said coyly. “But doesn’t your wife mind you buying drinks for strange women that you pick up in parking lots?”


  “Oh, I’m not married,” he said.


  “What about your girlfriend, then?” I persisted. “Doesn’t she mind.”


  “Don’t have one of those either,” he said. “What about you?”


  “I don’t have a girlfriend either,” I said with a bright smile. “But I do have a wife.”


  He laughed. “Very funny,” he said, without the faintest idea that I was telling the truth.


  If only he knew. Hee. Hee.


  “I haven’t seen you around before,” he added. “Are you new in town?”


  Since it appeared that the boy needed a little encouragement, I reached across the table and touched his hand. “Why, yes I am,” I said. “I’m very new, if you want to know the truth.”


  Finally, a waitress showed up.


  After Nick had ordered a beer for himself and a glass of white wine for me, his face turned serious. “Again, I apologize for scaring you back there,” he said. “You’re so beautiful that I’m sure you must have guys hitting on you all the time, saying rude things, and probably making  nuisances of themselves.”


  But he had taken the hint and took my small hands in his much larger ones. “Do you forgive me?” he asked.


  “We’ll have to see how the evening goes,” I said, pretending to look as serious as he had seemed. “You’re not out of the woods yet. There’s always the chance that I’ll allege police harassment, you know.”


  Leaning up and across the table, I kissed him lightly on the lips.


  “You think there’s a chance of that?” I whispered. “Police harassment, I mean.”


  He had to clear his throat before he answered. “Uh, yeah,” he said quietly. “I think that there’s a really good chance of that if you keep teasing me like this.”


  So I did. Three glasses of wine made it easier and easier for me to do so. This smaller female body couldn’t handle alcohol nearly as well as my larger male form. And what few inhibitions that I had when Nick brought me into the bar were long gone.


  At some point– I don’t remember when– I moved across to his side of the table. I lifted his big, strong arm and put it around my shoulder so I could snuggle in close to him. “Are you ready to take me into custody yet?” I whispered, and then nibbled on his ear.


  “I’m just about to get out the cuffs,” he said, his voice sounding a bit labored, much to my delight.


  “I’d rather you bring out the nightstick,” I giggled, as I dropped one hand between his legs and caressed his raging hard-on.


  For an instant the old male me screamed in protest and revulsion at the idea of touching another man’s penis. But then his protest was swept away in a tidal wave of desire and white wine.


  Finally– finally!– his left hand reached across his body and he began to caress my breasts. I moaned and whispered, “Oh, yes! Yes!”


  “Ah, hum!”


  We looked up to see the waitress standing there with an amused look on her face. “Would you two like another drink?” she asked. “Or should I get you a room?”


  Nick blushed bright red and I smiled sweetly. “Uh, no, we’re fine here, Nancy,” he said.


  “I’d say that you’re better than fine, Nick,” she replied. “Have a good time, you two.”


  Her sudden appearance had thrown cold water on our passion, but just a little. And I wasn’t about to let it cool. I wasn’t about to let it, that is, if Nick was smart enough, and horny enough, to follow up on what I was about to do.


  “Uh, I need to go to the little girl’s room and freshen up,” I said, as I staggered to my feet. I was a little tipsy from both the wine and the sexual excitement.


  “See you soon,” I added, and gave Nick the same little finger wave that I had given him earlier in the evening. “Flirting” the girls had called it. I hadn’t realized it at that time. Now I did. I hoped he got the message.


  Once inside the bathroom, I locked the door and breathed deeply. Was this what I really wanted to do? After a brief pause I decided that yes it was. It definitely was. Everything that I had done since I left the house to buy a bra had led to this point, and I was going to make the most of it, even if I would have to face my wife looking like a slutty Snow White in a little black dress.


  As had always been my practice as a man, since I was near a facility, I decided to go to the bathroom. Based on my male mind’s nearly 40 years of conditioning, I stepped to the toilet, lifted the lid, and reached for my penis. Lifting a dress out of the way and pulling down silky panties should have clued me in that I was doing it wrong. But obviously the alcohol had slowed my brain a bit. I didn’t realize that I didn’t have a penis until I felt the fuzzy cleft between my legs.


  “Oh, Kandi with a ‘K,’ you silly girl,” I giggled. Then I turned around, lowered my panties and … almost sat down right into the toilet bowl. At the last second, I suddenly remembered and reached up to lower the seat.


  This was my first time peeing as a girl, and it came as of no great surprise to me that it was different. It seemed more like a messy water fountain spray than shooting water out of a garden hose. Still, though, the emptying of my bladder as a female felt just as pleasurable as it had been when I was a man. How about that? I really did have to go.


  Although I never had done so as man, I figured that my different plumbing required me to wipe. So I did. Then I pulled up my panties, straightened my dress, and stepped to the sink to wash my hands and check my appearance in the mirror over it.


  My hair was a bit mussed, so I combed it out with my fingers. I moistened my lips, I adjusted my girls and then– finally– came the knock on the door.


  “Whooo is it?” I asked sweetly.


  “Police, ma’am,” said a gruff male voice. “I’m going to have to ask you to open the door.”


  He got it! The boy got it! This was just the role-play sexcapade that I was hoping for!


  “Just a minute, please. I’m not decent,” I called. And I was hoping, with Nick’s help, that I was going to become a lot more indecent. I tweaked my nipples until they showed through my bra and dress.


  When I opened the door, he stepped inside and locked it behind him.


  “Did I do something wrong, officer?” I asked, head down, hands behind me, and breasts pushed out as far as they would go.


  “I don’t know, Miss,” he said. “I’m going to have to frisk you to find out.”


  “Oh, please do!” I exclaimed and jumped into his arms, wrapping my bare legs around his waist. I pressed my chest urgently against him and we kissed passionately, instantly going to full-on French mode, with plenty of tongue action.


  He moaned and I groaned. “God, Kandi, you’re one kinky girl,” he said when we finally came up for air. “But I love it. I gotta admit, though, that I wasn’t sure that I was supposed to follow you to the bathroom. Fortunately, Nancy was looking out for me. She told me to get my butt in gear and go after you.”


  I laughed and said, “Guys are so clueless sometimes.”


  As a guy, I suddenly wondered how many opportunities that I had missed, especially when I was younger.”


  But now I was younger and female and I was going to make the best of this.


  “Now do I use the cuffs?” Nick grinned.


  “No, you big goof,” I said. “Now you use the nightstick.”


  Still holding me in his arms, he staggered to the sink and started to sit me on its edge.


  “No!” I said sharply. “I want to watch too!”


  “Oh!” he replied with a broad grin. “You mean?”


  “That’s right, baby,” I said. “Halloween Kandi wants her treat doggy style.”


  As a man, that had always been one of my favorite positions with women, especially my wife. Now I could experience what it was like on the receiving end.


  “This just keeps getting better and better,” Nick said excitedly.


  He let me go and I hopped off the sink. I peeled my panties down, stepped out of them and threw them to my soon-to-be lover. “A souvenir,” I said with a wicked smile.


  After he stuck them in his pocket, I knelt down, unbuckled his belt, and pulled down his pants. His raging erection was demanding release from his dark blue briefs, and I could see a huge wet spot on them.


  “Oooh, it seems someone is happy to see me,” I giggled.


  Slowly, then, I lowered the underwear down his strong, muscular legs. I looked up and saw that he already was panting. He was eager. I liked that in my man.


  “Can I have a taste first?” I asked in my best little girl voice.


  His blue eyes rolled up in his head and he gasped, “Uh, I’m not sure that’s such a good idea,” he said.


  I giggled. “Okay, if you say so,” I said, but gave his wet tip a quick lick anyway.


  “Oh, Christ!” he groaned and nearly doubled up trying to restrain himself. I had been there and experienced that and I sympathized. But now that I was going to be on the receiving end, I definitely didn’t want him to lose it before he was deep inside me.


  “Think about baseball or football,” I urged. “Think about me kicking you in the balls for premature ejaculation!”


  The last one did it, with pants around his ankles, he nearly fell down laughing. “Oh, man, Kandi, thank you, thank you, thank you,” he said.


  “But, you little bitch, it also was your fault that I almost lost it,” he gasped through a pained smile.


  I grinned broadly and stood up. “That’s me!” I exclaimed. “A little bitch and the sluttiest Snow white you’ve ever seen.


  “If you’re not man enough to handle me, I’ve got a pack of cards in my purse. We can play gin rummy instead of having sex,” I added. “I don’t want any of this ‘slam, bam, thank you, ma’am’ stuff.”


  Nick roughly turned me around and said, “All right, young lady, that’s enough out of you. I’m in charge here. Take off that dress. I want to see if you’re carrying any concealed weapons.”


  After I complied, he added, “Now the bra too. I have the feeling that you’re carrying something dangerous in there.”


  Smiling coyly at him, I watched our reflections, as I reached behind me and unsnapped my bra. The straps slid off my shoulders, and now I was naked in front of a man for the first time in my life. That is, as a woman, I was naked in front of a man for the first time in my life. I had been in plenty of locker rooms over the years with naked guys. But that hadn’t been nearly so much fun.


  Nick was drooling. Poor guy. He reached around, caressed my breasts and rolled the nipples around with his fingers. I moaned in pleasure but then regained control.


  “Careful, tiger,” I said. “Remember what happened before.” 


  “All right, Miss, assume the position so I can do a cavity search,” he said firmly. “I’m the cop. I’m the one in charge around here. Remember?”


  So I did. With hands on the sink, I looked into the mirror to watch Nick step in behind me. As a man, I envied what I saw between his legs. And as a woman, I lusted for it.


  Then he assumed the position too and put his hands on my hips. I felt his manhood probing between my legs.


  He smiled broadly. “I’ve never met anyone like you,” he said as he found his target and plunged deeply into me.


  “And you never will again,” I grunted and closed my eyes with pleasure. “So make the best of it, officer.”


  He did too, making me buck wildly with pleasure as he pumped. To gain better control, he grabbed my black hair and pulled back on it. With my body lifted slightly, he reached around with his other hand and squeezed by breast.


  Yes! Now he was hitting all my hot buttons! I opened my eyes and watched. Although I wouldn’t have thought it possible, that vision of a buff blond guy screwing me, a busty black-haired beauty from behind, pushed me over the edge. I strained to restrain a primal scream just as Nick exploded inside me.


  I might have passed out for a second for I found myself opening my eyes again without realizing that I had closed them. Looking in the mirror, I saw myself leaning on the sink’s edge. I was gasping for breath and my huge breasts gleamed with sweat. Behind me, Nick rested his hands on my bare butt. His hairy chest still was heaving as he managed a weak smile.


  “Well, I didn’t find anything suspicious, Miss,” he said in a weak voice. “So I’m going to let you off with just a warning this time.”


  I smiled. “Thank you, officer. You’ve been so kind,” I said. “And I really appreciate your thoroughness in looking into this matter.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  Poor Nick. Although I was a one-night-stand kind of girl. He was not a one-night-stand guy. He was sweet and he was sincere and he wanted to see me again.


  “I was just here for a brief visit with my aunt and uncle,” I said as he drove me back to my SUV in the Target parking lot. “I’m leaving tomorrow.”


  “How about the next time you’re in town?” he asked. “Can I see you again?”


  I smiled. “Sure,” I said. “The next time I’m in town, we’ll get together.”


  As he parked next to my car, the poor guy looked so sad and forlorn that I wanted to cry. Then he gave me his card and that made it even worse. I dutifully put it in my purse. Of course, I had no intention of ever calling him or seeing him again. But I didn’t want to hurt his feelings.


  Nick had given me just what I wanted, what I needed, and now I was giving him the brush-off. But that’s the way it had to be. I was a happily married man, a husband and father– although I certainly didn’t look the part right now.


  Not that he needed anything more to remember me by after that “interrogation” in the bar bathroom, but I felt the need to do something to make him feel better and lessen my guilt.


  I leaned over from the passenger seat, and nibbled on his ear. “Remember when I asked if I could kiss it?” I whispered. “I’d still like to do that.”


  I didn’t have to ask twice, although he did hesitate when I told him that I wanted to do it in the front seat of his police car and while I was wearing his cap.


  “Pretty please,” I pleaded “No one will know except us. And every time you get in this car from now on, you’ll think about Halloween Kandi and what we did here.”


  With no protest then, I grabbed his cap and put it on my head, cocking the bill sideways over one eye.


  “How do I look?” I asked.


  “Like one crazy lady,” he replied and then smiled. “But I love it.”


  Then I climbed on my knees in the passenger seat, leaned over onto his right thigh and unzipped his pants.


  As it turned out, his penis was eager for escape.


  “Oooo, now I can lick it all I want,” I said softly, as Nick closed his eyes and moaned in pleasure. “Maybe I’ll suck on it too.”


  Then I lowered by head and went to work.


  Afterward, when I was safely in the SUV with the doors locked and an exhausted Nick was on his way home, I noted that it was just after midnight. If Kelsey wasn’t home by now, she soon would be.


  I used some hand sanitizer and popped a breath mint into my mouth. Then I slipped on a second pair of my new panties, fastened the seat belt across my chest, started the car, and headed home.


  When I pulled into the garage, I saw Kelsey’s car. Yes, she was home.


  As I opened the door into the kitchen, I was temporarily blinded by the bright light. Even before my vision  cleared, I heard Amanda squeal, “Oh, Daddy, you look so cute in that dress!”


  Then I saw the four of them sitting at the table, drinking hot chocolate. Kelsey, my beautiful wife who had been gone for three days, was on the far side of the table, her mouth hanging open and her green eyes wide in disbelief.


  “See, Mrs. B.? We told you,” Zoe said.


  “Yeah,” Madison added. “That’s really him, Mrs. Bannister. We saw it happen.”


  Kelsey obviously had time to change before I got home. My brown-haired wife was wearing charcoal gray leggings, a purple top, and an oversize flannel shirt rolled up at the sleeves. She looked adorable and, in normal circumstances, I would have felt a stirring in my loins just looking at her after three days’ absence.


  But these weren’t normal circumstances. And my boobs were larger than hers.


  “Oh, my God,” she said as she rose from the table and walked toward me. “Your breasts are bigger than mine. They’re huge!”


  “38Ds,” Zoe said, and all three girls giggled.


  As she stopped in front of me, I noted that my wife was two or three inches taller than me. Normally, she was six inches shorter.


  Possibly prompted by realization of her new dominance, I suddenly felt shame and submission. My face grew warm with embarrassment.


  “Really, Brad?” she asked. “Is that really you in there?”


  “I wish that I could say no,” I replied as I looked down at my feet in Amy’s shoes. “But it’s me.


  “And I’m sure that the girls told you just how it happened,” I added. “So I’m hoping I don’t have to repeat that.”


  She nodded. “Yes, they did,” she said. “You ate a candy bar that Amanda offered you after a witch told you not to and suddenly you were this beautiful girl.”


  “A beautiful girl in a slutty Snow White costume,” Zoe said.


  “Then we knocked on the door and no one would answer it,” I added. “And the police came because of all the noise we were making. That’s when I decided that we should wait until tomorrow, after you got home, and then we should go back and demand that she change me back.”


  “So we don’t even know if this is reversible,” Kelsey said. “We’re just hoping.”


  Suddenly tears started filling my eyes and I sobbed, “No, we don’t. We don’t know anything,” I cried. “I’m so sorry, Kelsey. And it’s not just this body, it’s the feelings that have come with it. They’re making me crazy.”


  Uh, oh. I probably shouldn’t have said that. But it was true, and Kelsey was my wife, even though she looked more like my mother right now, and I’d never lie to her.


  Still I quickly and honestly tried to lessen the impact of what I just said. “You know, I’m emotional and I feel vulnerable and guys look at me and … and … it’s just … It’s just … I mean look at me. I went to Target in a hoodie to buy a plain, white bra and came home looking like this,” I blubbered as I blew my nose in a tissue that Amanda had given me.


  “And it’s not just the dress either. I bought a sexy black bra with lace because I thought it looked pretty on me!”


  “There, there,” Kelsey said, as she pulled me to her, just the way I had seen her comfort both Amanda and Amy. “I understand what you’re saying. The candy bar made you look like a girl on the outside and feel like a girl on the inside. Except, somehow, you’re still you.”


  “Yes,” I sniffed, feeling safe and secure in her arms and not the least disturbed by the pressing of my breasts against hers. “And if that witch can’t or won’t reverse what happened, this is who I will be for the rest of my life and you will have a third daughter instead of a husband.”


  Kelsey took me by the hand and led me to her chair. “There, there, sweetie,” I understand. “But why were you gone so long?”


  “I didn’t intend to,” I said. “But I when I saw that black bra, it was like I had to buy it. And once I saw how I looked in it, I started thinking about all those pretty clothes in the store and wondering what I’d look like in them.


  “And I had this urge, this need, to buy a little black dress,” I said, gesturing at my body.


  I waited for Kelsey to ask, “What else?” But, thankfully, she didn’t. And I didn’t offer. No, I hadn’t told her everything, but I had been truthful about what I did tell her. Also, I rationalized, I really hadn’t been unfaithful to her. I hadn’t been with another woman. I was another woman. My conscience was totally okay with never speaking to her about my sexploits with the policeman. After all, that wasn’t me. That was Halloween Kandi.


  “I’m sure you understand that I don’t want to sleep with you while you look like that,” Kelsey said after I had calmed down.


  I nodded my head. “Totally,” I said.


  “You can wear some of Amy’s PJ’s and sleep in her bed,” she explained.


  “Or he can sleep with us,” Amanda quickly added.


  “Yeah, that would be mega-awesome!” Zoe said. “Mr. B. can sleep with us on the floor in Amanda’s room. He is a girl after all.”


   “Thanks,” I said. “That’s sweet of you. But I’m really, really tired. And I’m sure you understand why. It’s not every day that a grown man has to suddenly cope with being a teenage girl.


  “I’ll just go put on some of Amy’s PJ’s and sleep on the sofa in the family room.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  The next morning, Kelsey and I went to see the witch. Amanda and her friends wanted to go too, but we didn’t think that would be a good idea, based on what happened to us– well, me, actually– the night before.               Kelsey put my hair in a ponytail, the same way that I’d often see her do with Amy and Amanda. I wore Amy’s hoodie, leggings, and flats, along with my new bra and panties.


  It was mega-creepy– Oh, God, was I starting to think and speak like Zoe? But it was mega-creepy riding in the car with my wife, looking like a daughter instead of a husband. In fact, it almost felt like she was my mother, instead of my mate and partner for 15 years. She was dominant. I was submissive. Meanwhile, I felt none of the sexual hunger, need, and attraction that I’d experienced around men. Yes, mega-creepy.             


  But all this soon would be over– I hoped.


  The “witch” wasn’t a witch as it turned out, and, when someone else opened the door, she looked at me and knew exactly why we were there.


  “Oh, no!” the slightly pudgy middle-aged woman with bright blue eyes said. “Not you too!”


  “What do you mean?” I asked.


  “Well, just to be clear, who you look like is not who you really are. Right?” she replied.


  “You don’t know how right,” I said emphatically. “I’m a husband and father and I brought my daughter and her friends to your house last night while we were trick or treating.


  “And this is what happened!” I exclaimed, spreading my arms wide.


  “I’m so sorry,” she said, grabbing my hand and pulling me  toward her. “Please, come inside, and I’ll explain everything.”


  Her name was Linda and the woman who had given us the Baby Ruth bars was Sarah, her older sister. And neither one was a witch.


  “They aren’t Baby Ruth bars,” Linda explained as we sat in her living room. “Yes, their wrappers look similar. But they’re something else. Something that my sister and I import from China and sell on the dark web, mostly for entertainment at college frat parties.


  “Sarah got confused and handed out part of a shipment that we’d just received. That’s never happened before and it will never happen again. I promise.”


  “So, if they’re not Baby Ruth bars, what are they?,” Kelsey asked. “And how do I get my husband back?”


  “No worries,” Linda said. “You’ll get your husband back and, with the help of this, you can have a little kinky fun doing it.”


  She handed Kelsey a small bar with yellow wrapping and large red-orange letters.


  “A Mr. Goodbar?” my wife asked incredulously.


  Linda laughed. “No. It’s something else. Look at the name a little more carefully.”


  Kelsey did and then she laughed too. “Mr. Goodball? Are you kidding me?”


  “No, I’m not,” Linda said. “We sell fun-size Mr. Goodball and Booby Ruth candy bars that transform people into someone else. Your husband ate a Booby Ruth bar.”


  “But you said it was an accident,” I protested. “When your sister gave the girls the bars, she warned me not to eat one. She said that they were for the girls.”


  “Oh, she was just teasing you,” Linda said. “She loves Halloween and was just pretending to be a witch. Believe me, she had no idea that she gave your daughters Booby Ruth bars.”


  In short, anyone who ate a Mr. Goodball turned into a masculine hunk of about 19 or 20, while anyone who ate a Booby Ruth turned into … well, me, an 18- or 19-year-old girl with big boobs.


  “Only the Booby Ruth bar does much more than just alter a person’s appearance,” Linda said. “Most women like attention from some men, but not from others. A Booby Ruth girl doesn’t discriminate. She loves it from anyone with a penis. In fact, she hungers for it.


  “And it’s the same with clothing. Most women find it enjoyable to dress in sexy lingerie. It feels good and it makes them feel attractive. But a Booby Ruth girl actually is turned on sexually by things like … “


  “A black, lacey bra?” I interrupted.


  “Exactly,” she agreed. “A Booby Ruth girl has a heightened libido, and, as she is stimulated, what turned her on at first no longer is enough until she becomes … “


  “A slutty Snow White?” I interrupted again.


  Linda laughed. “Well, I’m not sure how Snow White figures into it, but, yes. A Booby Ruth girl needs sex the way that a Vampire needs blood.


  Kelsey explained, “The girls told me that’s what he looked like when he was transformed. He was wearing a skimpy little costume that emphasized his big boobs.”


  We sat in silence for a moment, and then Linda said, “Again, I’m so sorry that this happened and I hope that it hasn’t been too much of an embarrassment and inconvenience for you.”


  You have no idea, I thought.


  “But you still haven’t explained how we transform this slutty Snow White back into my husband,” Kelsey said.


  Linda’s eyes grew wide and she said, “Ooooh! Silly me. Where’s my head? Sarah isn’t the only one in this family who gets a little confused or side-tracked, I’m afraid.


  “To change back to normal, all a person who has eaten one of these bars has to do is have sex twice. By that, I mean intercourse and two orgasms, two separate times. Multiple orgasms don’t count. Then, 15 minutes later, he or she is back to normal.”


  She looked at Kelsey and added, “So, all you have to do is eat this Mr. Goodball, turn into a handsome young man, have a night of wild sex like you’ve never experienced before with your beautiful husband here, and you both will be back to normal.”


  She handed Kelsey two Mr. Goodball bars and one Booby Ruth. “And if you find that you want to try it again sometime, here are a couple of extras,” Linda said with a wink.


  “I’m just curious about how all this works,” I said. “Do you mean sex twice with the same person?”


  “Oh, no,” Linda said. “Any two people will do.”


  I saw Kelsey look at me curiously. “Sorry,” I said with an embarrassed smile. “I wasn’t suggesting anything. I was just curious.”


  Kelsey grinned wickedly. “That had better be all you are, Missy,” she said.


  Back in the car, my wife laughed and said, “Well, that’s a relief, huh? All we have to do is have a night of hot sex, with you as the slut and me as the stud, and we’re back to normal. Amanda can spend the night with a friend.”


  “Yeah, that’s a relief,” I said. But for me, it really wasn’t a relief because of what I had done doggy style with Nick in the bar bathroom. And now I didn’t know what I was going to do.


  As we drove along, Kelsey suddenly hung a quick right turn into a shopping mall parking lot.


  “Hey, what are you doing?” I protested. “That hurt!”


  Kelsey snickered. “Yes, I know exactly what you mean,” she said.


  I readjusted the seatbelt over my breasts.


  “So why are we stopping here?” I asked.


  My wife looked at me and put her hand on my shoulder. “We’ll we’ve got a really unique opportunity here to experience what sex is like for the opposite sex,” she said. “So I want the full experience, for both you and me.”


  “What does that mean?” I asked, a little afraid of what her answer would be.


  “That means we’re going to Victoria’s Secret to get you some ultra-sexy lingerie,” she told me. “Linda said that just wearing clothes like that turns you on. And I’ll get to experience what it feels like as a man to look at and drool over a big-breasted woman in silk, satin, and lace, before banging her senseless. That’s more fun for both of us. No?”


  The idea of playing dress up in Victoria’s Secret excited me and I was beginning to feel a little dampness in my crotch. But at the same time, doing it with my mother– er, wife– definitely would limit the fun factor, I feared. So would my guilt.


  Or maybe it would be worse than that. Maybe it would seem to me like Kelsey was a madam bringing in one of her girls– me– for some new lingerie.


  No matter what, at some point my wife would know that I already had sex with a guy. I could wait and then suddenly turn back into my old male self after we made love the first time tonight. That would be a big hit with Kelsey, I was sure. And then she’d be a man until she had sex with another woman.


  Considering what I had done, I could live with that, I guess. But it just wasn’t right that she discover that way, no matter how much it might turn me on to see her as a stud while I was Kandi and to make mad, passionate love to her in our bed.


  “Kelsey,” I said. “There’s something you need to know.”


  “What’s that, Candy?” she asked. “And is that Candy with a ‘c’ or Kandy with a ‘k’ and maybe an ‘i’ at the end?” 


  As it turned out, I had talked in my sleep. Kelsey had come downstairs early to make coffee and heard me mumbling.


  “But how did you know that was my name?” I asked.


  “I didn’t,” she said. “But you just confirmed it. I also heard something about a policeman and some guy named Nick.


  “Is he the one you made love to last night?”


  A cold chill ran all the way down from my neck to my plump bottom. The wetness that I felt now, I feared, was from me peeing myself in embarrassment. My wife knew that I had sex with another man!


  I started crying. “Oh, Kelsey, I’m so, so sorry,” I sobbed. “I didn’t mean for it to happen. Really. I just … and then … and, oh, I’m so sorry!”


  She reached over, unsnapped my seatbelt, pulled me to her chest and hugged me fiercely.


  “It’s okay, sweetie,” she said, as we embraced. “It’s okay. Really. I know that it wasn’t your fault.”


  “But that doesn’t keep me from feeling guilty,” I whined. “Oh, this is just awful. I’m so humiliated and embarrassed. I just want to die.”


  Kelsey shook her head. “No, you don’t,” she said. “You want to have sex with me as a big, hunky guy tonight. And that’s what we’re going to do.”


  “But how did you know that I had sex with Nick?” I asked, as I pulled a tissue from my purse to blow my nose. “Did I tell you that in my sleep too?”


  My wife shook her head and smiled. “When you walked in the house last night, I knew that you’d had sex,” she said. “A woman always can tell that about another woman. The eyes or the facial expressions might give it away a little bit. But mostly it’s the flushed cheeks.


  “And, you, Kandi with a ‘k,’ had bright, rosy red cheeks when you came in. That made me 90 percent certain,” she continued. “Then when you asked Linda that question about having sex twice with the same person, I knew for certain.”


  I backed away, folded my hands in my lap, and looked out the window, too mortified to look her in the eyes. In the glass, I saw my reflection with a perky black ponytail and, somehow, that made the situation even more. It was like I was Kelsey’s slutty and promiscuous daughter.


  “What now?” I asked.


  “What do you think?” she asked. “We go buy you some sexy lingerie at Victoria’s Secret, something fitting for a buxom girl on her honeymoon.”


  “But if you know I’ve already had sex, then you know that I’ll turn into a man after we make love tonight and you’ll still be a man,” I said. “Do you want to be stuck as a man until you have sex with another woman?”


  Kelsey shook her head and smiled. “I’ll never tell,” she said. “It’s a secret. You’re just going to have to wait and see.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  She had no intention of limiting my wardrobe to Victoria’s Secret either.


  “It will be tight, especially around the bust, but I think that we can squeeze you into my wedding dress,” she as we drove home from the mall.


  Kelsey still hadn’t told me what her plan was for after we had sex the first time. “You’ll just have to wait and see,” she continued to reply when I asked.


  At first, I thought that there were only a couple of options. Either she would go out in her new manly form and find a woman to have sex with, maybe in a bar bathroom. Or she would insist that I eat another Booby Ruth bar so that she could screw me a second time and transform back into her original feminine self.


  Of course, that meant that I’d then have to have sex with another man so that I could be restored to my original body.


  Or maybe not. Maybe Kelsey wanted to try living as a man for awhile. For weeks, or months, or years. Maybe she always had felt like she was a man trapped in a woman’s body and now this was her opportunity to live her dream. Maybe she’d leave me and Amanda to start a new life as a man.


   Maybe it was simpler than that. Maybe she wanted to find out what it was like to have sex as a man, with me as the receptacle, and then insist that I stay as a slutty Snow White as punishment for being unfaithful to her. Maybe she would force me to be a live-in maid for her and Amanda.


  Or maybe I was just being a hysterical woman with a guilty conscience. I didn’t have a whole lot of experience with that, at least from the female perspective. But that possibility was worthy of consideration. She said that she didn’t blame me for what I had done. Why was I having such difficulty accepting that?


  “Stop being such a gloomy girl,” Kelsey said as she lay the wedding dress down beside me on the bed.


  It was early evening and Amanda was staying with a friend.


  Without giving it a thought, I idly fingered the virginal  gown and felt a pleasant tingle in my breasts and tummy.


  Then she added the white corset with floral lace and sheer mesh that she’s bought for me at Victoria’s Secret. It included pushup padding with underwire cups– like I needed that– and garters. A matching thong panty, sheer white stockings, and satin pumps completed the outfit that Kelsey intended for me to wear for honeymoon debauchery.


  “I’ll do your hair and makeup and help you get dressed first. Then I’ll eat the Mr. Goodball,” she said. “It will be like I’m the mother of the bride helping her daughter.”


  Yeah, like that analogy hadn’t freaked me out already.


  “If I do it the other way, we’d probably never get you dressed,” she added. “And I want you to look like a bride when I deflower you.”


  She paused and laughed. “Well, actually, you’ve already been deflowered, I guess. But so has just about every other bride who wears white.”


  “And you’re still not going to tell me what you have planned for afterward, are you?” I said.


  “No, sweetie, I’m not,” she replied. “Now let’s get you dolled up and dressed.”


  As I pulled off the hoodie, she said. “Oh, that is a sexy bra. I can see why you wanted it. And your breasts really look good in it, honey.”


  Yet more embarrassment. Kelsey wasn’t a mean woman. I knew that deep in my heart. Yet just about everything she said to me as one woman to another made me want to crawl under a bed and hide.


  My hair and makeup didn’t take long. She said that the former was beautiful just the way it was and my complexion was flawless. But she did clip on a small, white floral arrangement above my left ear and apply bright red lipstick to what she called my “full, luscious lips.” She then dramatized my “bedroom” eyes with liner and mascara.


  Next came the corset, stockings, and thong. “It’s riding up my butt,” I whined.


  “Don’t worry about it,” Kelsey laughed. “You won’t have it on long.”


  Then she stood me in front of the mirror to lace up the back of the knee-length,  sleeveless dress with  rhinestones on the bodice. As she cinched, she told me that it was made of satin, tulle, and lace.


  Looking over my shoulder at our reflection in the mirror, she said, “You look spectacular, darling. Dirk is going to love you in that.”


  “Dirk?” I asked.


  Kelsey laughed. “Oh, you big silly, that’s your husband. Now you wait right here, and I’ll go get him. It might take a few minutes for him to get dressed. I’m sure you won’t mind that he borrowed one of your suits.”


  So I waited. I waited right there in front of the mirror, stunned by my appearance. Kelsey was right. I was spectacular. And it was amazing how my sexual ardor reawakened when my wife/mother wasn’t around. Every nerve ending in my body tingled with sexual excitement. My rigid nipples pressed urgently against the satin-lined cups of my corset. I licked my lips and fought the urge to deflower myself with my own hands.


  Suddenly, a firm knock on the door startled me back to reality, and a deep, masculine voice said, “Kandi, honey, it’s Dirk, your husband. May I come in?”


  Before I could reply, the door opened and he stepped inside. He, too, was spectacular. He was well over 6 feet, but at my new, diminutive height, it was difficult to tell how much over. He had broad shoulders and a narrow waist and my navy blue suit seemed to fit him perfectly. He had wavy brown hair, green eyes, a firm chin, and … big hands. Really big hands.


  Did that mean . .  .? Well, I’d soon find out.


  “Hi,” I said shyly, both excited and intimidated by his presence.


  “Hi, yourself,” he grinned.


  “I thought that wedding reception would never end,” he added. “But here we are, alone at last.”


  “Yes, here we are,” I said, looking into his eyes.  “What now? Want to play cards?”


  I giggled.


  “No, I have something else in mind,” he said as he crossed the room, engulfed me with his big, strong arms, and kissed me passionately. If it wasn’t the best kiss that I’ve ever had, I couldn’t remember when I had one better.


  My knees gave way and Dirk held me up. Then he picked me up and carried me to a corner of the room, where he gently sat me down.


  “I’ve been thinking about how I want our first time to be,” he said. “And I’ve decided that I want it to be fast, intense, and explosive.”


  He knelt down, pushed his hands under my dress and pulled down my thong panties. I stepped out of them. “I told you have you wouldn’t have them on long,” he said with a sly smile.


  “Now, will you do the honors?” he added, standing back up.


  I knelt and obliged. I unbuckled his belt and pulled down his pants and underwear. He was enormous! Just like his hands. I took his rigid manhood in my tiny hands and gently stroked it.


  “Go ahead,” he said, smiling down at me. “You know you want to.”


  He was right. And I did. First with my tongue and then with my lips.


  He moaned and his eyes rolled up in his head. “So this is what it’s like,” he gasped. “I think I like it.”


  Dirk ran his fingers into my hair and pulled my face forward, forcing me to fill my mouth. “Oh, yes! Yes!” he cried, just as he exploded in climax.


  “I’m sorry,” he said when he finally could speak again. “I didn’t mean to do that. I had no idea that I was about to lose control. And then I did.”


  “No problem,” I said, as I wiped off my face and his penis with his trousers. “No problem at all. I liked it. It turned me on to get you off.”


  Then I looked up, grinned, and said,” Now watch this.”


  In what seemed like just minutes, I had him ready to go again. That’s what a talented tongue can do to a virile, 20-year-old guy. As Kandi, I seemed to have a naturally talented tongue too. And I suspected that the name of that candy bar, Mr. Goodball, was a clue that he was capable of quick recovery.


  “Now, what did you have in mind?” I said as I stood up.


  As Dirk picked me up and pressed me against the corner, I instinctively wrapped my legs around him.


  “Just this,” he said.


  He lifted my dress, thrust his pelvis, and his rigid penis quickly found my wet cleft. I put my arms around his neck and hugged as tightly as I could, as he penetrated and began to pump and pump, and pump … 


  “Yes! Yes! Yes!,” I screamed. “Oh, God, yes!”


  Somehow, a few minutes later, we managed to crawl over to and collapse on the bed, side by side.


  “Was it good for you?” I giggled, as my hand crawled over his thigh and onto his crotch.  “I couldn’t tell.”


  “Oh, God, yes,” he gasped. “So this what it’s like for a guy. It’s so concentrated, so intense, so … explosive.


  “But don’t do that!” he suddenly yelled, just as my fingers began to resurrect his manhood once again.


  “Why not?” I asked, making a pouty face, as I rolled over on top of him and kissed his nose.


  “Because of what’s going to happen in less than 10 minutes,” he said.


  The reminder of that was like an instant cold shower. It was worse than a cold shower. Big breasts still heaving, I was lying here in a wedding gown, corset, and stockings, caressing my man’s penis, and in just a few minutes I’d have one of my own!


  “So, are you finally going to tell me now?” I asked.


  Dirk rolled effortlessly over on top of me, raised up, and began to massage my boobs through the rhinestone bodice of my dress. “Only partially,” he said.


  I moaned and tried to pull him down on me, but he was too strong.


  “I want you to go into the bathroom and eat a Booby Ruth bar,” he said. “Then I want you put on that white, babydoll nightie and come back to bed. I’ll be waiting for you.”


  The babydoll was Kelsey’s second purchase at Victoria’s secret for me. Its lace cups did little to cover my breasts, as a large satin bow hung between them. Its hem draped barely below my crotch.


  The little bit of remaining male in me wanted to argue, to demand she tell me everything right now. But she was a he, a large, handsome, masculine he. And I was a she, an adoring and submissive she.


  “Okay,” I said. Then I kissed Dirk on the lips, gave him a little finger wave, and skipped into the bathroom.


  Barely taking time to admire myself– especially my breasts– in the babydoll, I ran back into the bedroom to find Dirk lying there naked atop the bed.


  “Did you lose the flag for that pole, soldier?” I giggled. Then I bounced eagerly toward the bed, intending to jump on top of him and impale myself.


  He caught me in mid-air. “Uh, uh, little girl,” he said. “This time, I want us to go a little slower and enjoy the ride. Is that okay with you?”


  I nodded eagerly. “As long as we can do other things,” I said hungrily, as he sat me down on his thighs, just below his crotch. I lightly traced my tiny fingers up and down his rigid shaft.


  “Oh, we will. We will,” Dirk smiled, as he pulled me forward and lifted one of my heavy breasts out of the babydoll. Holding my arm firmly with one hand, he started sucking on the nipple as his free hand grasped my other boob that was half-covered in the nightie. He gently squeezed and I wiggled and squealed in delight.


  Then, for the next hour– or maybe two hours. I lost track of time– we pleasured each other in every way that we could think of, kissing, sucking, licking, caressing, and squeezing. He also returned the favor orally, something that I’d never experienced as a girl. Of course, I liked it. Hell, I loved it! Still, given a choice, I’d have to say that I preferred the tool originally designed for that job.


  And we got around to that, as I eventually found myself on top again.


  “Now?” I asked eagerly. “Now?”


  Dirk smiled and nodded. He held his rigid penis in one hand and said, “Get on.”


  I didn’t need to be told a second time. As he played with my breasts and groaned, I rode him until he was dry. Then we both moaned in pleasure and I collapsed on his chest.


  “Oh, my God, that was go good,” I gasped.


  “Yes,” he panted. “You’re one Hell of a sexy little bitch, you know that?”


  “And you’re one Hell of a stud, Dirk,” I replied.


  We lay there quietly for five minutes, as our heart rates slowed and we enjoyed the afterglow.


  Finally, I looked up into his face and asked, “Are you going to tell me now?”


  “Soon,” he said. “Right now, I want you to go into Amy’s room. Wash up and then put on your black lace bra and a new pair of panties. Find a nice dress in Amy’s closet and put it on. I’m sure that there’s something in there that will fit you. Spritz on a little perfume too, and brush your hair.


  “Then come back here. By that time, I should be Kelsey again. I’ll tell you then.”


  “But … ” I started to protest.


  “No buts,” he interrupted. “I want you to do what I say, little girl. Understand?”


  I nodded meekly and kissed him on the nose. When I stood up, he slapped me on my butt. “Hey!” I giggled. “That’s so not the way to get rid of me, you know.”


  Then I picked up my bra, gave him a finger wave, and went to Amy’s room.


  When I came back, Dirk was Kelsey again. She was sitting on the bed, brown hair tied back and wearing a pair of tight jeans and a green V-neck sweater. She smiled broadly when she saw me.


  “Oh, don’t you look cute!” she exclaimed. “Twirl for me, sweetie.”


  I never had twirled before. But I knew what she meant, so I tried my best to oblige. The dress’s short skirt flared around me as I did so.


  “Perfect,” she said.


  “Perfect for what?” I asked.


  “Come sit by me, sweetie, and I’ll tell you what,” Kelsey said.


  As I did so, she took my hand.


  “When you were Brad and I was Kelsey, we were husband and wife, right?” she said.


  I nodded, wondering where this was going.


  “And when you were Kandi and I was Dirk we were lovers, right?”


  Again I nodded.


  She squeezed my hand and looked me in the eyes. “But when you’re Kandi and I’m Kelsey, it’s like … “


  “We’re mother and daughter,” I said before she could.


  “Oh, my gosh,” she exclaimed. “You felt it too!”


  “No kidding,” I said. “Almost from the beginning it was like that for me. It kind of creeped me out at first. But then, I guess, I got used to it. It just seems natural, you know?


  “You feel maternal toward me when I’m Kandi. And I feel … well, whatever a daughter feels toward her mother.”


  She put her arm around me and squeezed.


  “With that in mind, I did what a mother does with a teenage daughter,” she said. “I snooped.”


  “What do you mean?” I asked.


  “I found Nick’s card in your purse,” she said. “And since you need to have sex one more time to turn back into Brad … well … “


  “Mother, how could you!” I said in mock indignation. Then I hugged her and quickly added, “But I’m so glad you did!”


  She also had found Amanda’s phone in my purse and used it to text Nick, pretending to be me. She said that I wanted to get together with him after he got off work.


  “He said that he gets off at 11,” Kelsey said. “And he said that you can meet him at the police station. He also included about a zillion happy-face emojis.”


  She laughed and I laughed too. But then I remembered the figurative elephant in the room.


  “But after I have sex with Nick, I’ll turn back into Brad in 15 minutes,” I said. “That could be a little tricky or even a lot crazy if he sees it happen.”


  Kelsey shook her head and gave me her best Mona Lisa smile.


  “That’s not going to happen,” she said, and held up one Booby Ruth bar and one Mr. Goodball bar. “Linda gave us two extras remember?”


  “After you have sex with Nick, eat the Booby Ruth bar, spend some time with him if you’d like, but … “


  “Under no circumstances have sex with him a second time,” I grinned, finishing her sentence for her. I was starting to suspect that mothers and daughters do that a lot to each other.


  “And when I get home … “


  Now it was Kelsey’s turn to finish for me. “Dirk will be waiting for you. And one of Amy’s cheerleader uniforms from high school.”


  “Oh, Mother, that’s a great idea!” I said, intentionally emphasizing the “m” word. “Then we can make love two more times and be ourselves again together.”


  Kelsey nodded, as she stood up. Then she pulled me up in front of her and put her hands on my shoulders. “Just make sure you don’t have sex with him a second time, young lady,” she admonished.


  “If you do, I’m going to put a chastity belt on you so you can’t have sex and get you a job as a Hooters girl. Got that?”


  “Got that, Mommy,” I said happily.


  #     #     #     #     #


  




  

    Hooters Girl


  


  By Portia Hab


  “Here you go,” I said as I sat down the platter. “Barbequed chicken breasts for my favorite Hooters girls– and my favorite wife.”


  “Thanks, Dennis,” Abby said. “It’s really nice to be waited on for a change.”


   “And thanks so much for everything else too,” added Krissy, her roommate.


  Both had turned 19 just a few months ago and wanted to save money to attend graduate school. Since both were a triple threat– blonde, busty, and beautiful– they had decided that Hooters might be the best place to do that. And, oh, yeah, both were smart.


  Hooters is where they met and decided to share an apartment. And that’s where they discovered that their assumption had been correct. Some nights during tourist season, Abby told me, she made $500 or more in tips.


  Abby was my niece, daughter of my wife’s older sister, who lived about 500 miles away. I didn’t know anything about Krissy’s family. Usually when I had lunch at their restaurant, believe it or not, we discussed finance. She was a very savvy investor for all that tip money. In fact, she knew more about that than I, which is why I picked her brain.


  And their apartment building had just been heavily damaged in a fire, and they needed a place to stay for a week or so, until they found a new apartment.


  Sarah suggested that they move into the bedroom in our finished basement, and I was fine with that. The basement has its own bathroom and outside entrance, so the girls could come and go as they please.


  Sarah really loved her niece and they got along well, except for one sore spot. She thought that working at Hooters was  degrading and she didn’t approve. “I hate it that she’s objectifying herself like that,” Sarah said. “It’s just like she’s another item on the menu.”


  “But it’s her choice,” I countered. “She’s making great money, and she says it’s a good company to work for.”


  Still, Sarah refused to be swayed. “If we had a daughter, would you want her to do it?” she asked. “Even more to the point, would you do it?”


  I laughed. “Well, I don’t exactly have the legs or proper proportions for that uniform,” I said. “But for $500 a night, yeah, I might.”


  Consequently, she never would go there to eat with me. Instead, I went with friends, mostly with fellow high school football coaches and teachers, but also with friends whom I worked with on construction jobs during the summer.


  So by unspoken consent, the four of  us didn’t talk about Hooters when we were together. And for the first day and night that they stayed with us, all went well. In fact, things were fine when I took the chicken out on the deck to barbeque on the grill. Abby went to basement to do some laundry, Sarah worked on a salad, and Krissy went with me to talk investments for a few minutes.


  Then, when I brought in the chicken, the mood suddenly was solemn. In fact, it was downright frigid– and it wasn’t because of the air conditioning. It was because of Sarah, who had one of those “now you’ve done it” looks on her face that, unfortunately, I had been seeing more and more during our 15 years of marriage. In fact, I had seen it enough to fear the consequences.


  Had I screwed up by referring to Abby and Krissy as “my favorite Hooters girls”? Was that my crime?


  As it turns out, I wasn’t even close with that guess. But I wouldn’t discover my transgression until the following morning.


  *     *     *     *     *


  That’s when I woke up and realized Sarah wasn’t next to me in bed. She was there when I went to sleep. Did she get up and leave during the middle of the night? Had she been that pissed?


  No, something else was going on here. The bed was  … smaller? And there was no sunlight filtering through the blinds on the windows. In fact, there were no windows.


  What the Hell?


  When I bolted upright to find out where I was, I suddenly became far more concerned with who I was than where I was. Long hair fell into my eyes and weights bounced heavily on my chest.


  I screamed … and screamed … and screamed.


  Bright light blinded me, frightening me even more. And as I screamed some more, I suddenly realized that my voice wasn’t my own usual baritone. It was high and sharp and … feminine?


  “Krissy! Krissy! What’s wrong?” a concerned voice said.


  Suddenly, I felt a body on the bed next to me and an arm around my shoulders.


  “Krissy, Krissy. It’s okay. It’s okay,” the voice said. I recognized the voice. It was Abby’s. And she was the one hugging me as well.


  But why was she calling me “Krissy”?


  “Huh? What?” I said. “I’m not Krissy. “I’m Dennis. Dennis Jennings. What’s going on? I don’t understand.”


  Neither did someone else it seemed. Upstairs, we hear more screaming. This time, though, the voice was distinctly masculine.


  That’s because I had gone to bed with my wife and somehow awakened as a blonde, busty Hooters girl. And, by deduction, it appeared that Krissy had gone to bed in the basement and just as mysteriously awakened as a 40-year-old man in bed with a woman upstairs. That had to be her/him panicking as well.


  Fortunately, Krissy didn’t sleep in the nude. If she had, I likely would have passed out, instead of just screaming some more. It was bad enough that my hands landed firmly on prominent breasts— and nipples!– as I frantically ran my hands down a smooth face and onto this foreign body. The tightness of the garment certainly didn’t help my state of mind.


  And how did Krissy feel about what she must have discovered between her new hairy legs? That insane thought suddenly occurred to me as the fear subsided and I regained some semblance of self-control.


  As Abby and I sat in sudden silence, both too stunned to speak, we  heard a knock on the door. “Okay, girls, meeting in the kitchen. Now.”


  Even in my confused condition, I recognized that Sarah had placed a special emphasis on “girls.” Why?


  At the kitchen table, she explained why. “Dennis you’re going to be Krissy for the next five days. And Krissy, you’re going to be Dennis. You have no choice in the matter. You must live each other’s lives.  If you do to my satisfaction, then I will return you to your own bodies with a reversal spell.”


  Disbelief and anger replaced confusion. I stood up and leaned across the table at Sarah. The foreign feeling of weight swaying on my chest distracted me for a split-second, and, before I could speak, Sarah laughed.


  “Now, those assets are all yours,” she said. “How do you like them?”


  “What are you talking about? And how could this happen? What the Hell is going on?” I asked.


  “Yes, what is going on?” Krissy in my body said. Dressed in my tee shirt and boxer shorts, she glanced at me and then down at her new male form and shook her head. After her initial screaming, the shock appeared to have had a sedating effect and just speaking seemed to require special effort.


  “What I’m talking about is that I heard you two talking out on the deck last night, and I decided enough is enough,” said my 35-year-old wife, whom I never had seen so crazed before. “I contacted a friend and she provided me with a means to do something about it.  I must admit that I doubted that magical spells were real.


  “But I don’t doubt them anymore.”


  Sarah stood up and walked around the table to my side. At 5-6, she was now my height instead of being six inches shorter. With angry green eyes, she stared daggers into my newly acquired blue ones. 


  “So, Dennis, how does it feel to have those special assets for your own? You wanted to get your hands on them. Now you can, anytime that you want to!”


  Then she looked over at Krissy in my body and said, “And you, Krissy, you have the nerve to stay in my house while you are having an affair with my husband?


  “Well, you both made a big mistake. Maybe I’ll file for divorce later,” she continued. “But for now, I’m just going to sit back and enjoy the next week, especially as my big, strong, masculine husband goes to work as a Hooters girl.”


  Abby pounded her fist on the table and looked at my body. “Krissy, is this true? Have you been having an affair with my uncle? How could you?”


  “I didn’t,” she said and, then, despite her now masculine body, broke down into tears. “I don’t know what’s going on. I swear.”


  “Neither one of us know what is going on!” I shouted.


  Sarah smirked. “I heard you talking on the deck,” she said, staring daggers at me. “You said that she had some really impressive assets and that you’d really like to get your hands on something like that.”


  Then she looked at the masculine Krissy. “And you said that you would have just what he needed when he stopped by at the usual time on Wednesday.


  “So … what do you two do? Get it on in the car during Krissy’s lunch break?


  “Oh, my God,” I said in shock as I fell back into my chair on my new plump bottom that was going to be mine for the next five days.


  “Sarah, we were talking about financial investments on the deck. That’s what we talk about when I have lunch at Hooters. If you’d had ever gone with me, you’d know that.”


  *      *      *     *     *


  “Really?” Sarah asked, as she looked around the table.


  “Really,” the new me said at the end of the table.


  “As a heart attack,” I said.


  “They’re telling the truth, Aunt Sarah,” Abby added. “Krissy really is a whiz with investments. She’s majoring in finance at the university.”


  “Oh, my God!” Sarah exclaimed. “How could I have been so stupid? I’m so  … “


  The new Dennis interrupted. “Excuse me! Excuse me! I’m, er, dealing with something here that’s a little more pressing than, er, apologies. Could we all get dressed first?”


  Sarah looked at her in astonishment. “What on earth are you talking about?”


  “I’ll tell you what’s going on,” I said. “Abby and I are sitting here in tight tank tops and panties and … “


  “Okay, okay, I understand,” Sarah said as she stood up. “We’ll get dressed.”


  The rest of us stood as well, but the new Dennis was decidedly awkward about it. His face flushed crimson and his boxer shorts sported what appeared to be a flag pole.


  “Wait, a minute,” Abby said. “Why can’t you just use the reversal spell now?”


  “Believe me, honey, I’d love to,” Sarah said with a sad smile. “But the counter spell won’t work until five days have passed. Then it must be used sometime during the following five days. If it’s not, then the switch becomes permanent.”


  Abby nodded. “Okay, got it,” she said.


   Then she looked at me and seemed to take charge of this insane situation.  “Come on, Krissy. We’ll get dressed in something a little less provocative. I’ll help you.


  “And for the next five days, we’re going to call you both who you appear to be, not who you are on the inside. Understand?” she commanded. “Otherwise, this will get way too confusing and maybe even embarrassing.”


  As if a 40-year-old man having to wear a bra to support his 34C breasts wasn’t embarrassing enough. Yeah, that’s right, this “girl” was a 34C now.


  Abby told me that as she snapped my bra in back and then adjusted my breasts in the cups. Then she dressed us both in loose-fitting tee shirts and modest shorts– “modest” for 19-year-old girls who worked at Hooters really wasn’t so modest, it seemed to me–  to lessen the pain for Krissy… I mean for Dennis. I was Krissy now and no longer needed to worry about awkward arousal between my legs when looking at pretty girls.


  “Can’t you do something with this hair?” I asked. “It’s driving me crazy.”


  “No problem,” Abby said, and, presto-chango, my wavy blonde locks were in a high pony tail.


  “I just can’t believe that’s me,” I said, staring in the mirror at the two cute blondes who could be sisters, but weren’t. Abby was an inch or two shorter, and her breasts appeared to be a bit smaller, although I couldn’t tell for certain in the loose fitting shirts.


  “So, what size bra do you wear?” I asked.


  She snickered. “Well, it’s not as big as yours,” she said. “That’s what you want to know. Isn’t it? Yes, you have bigger boobs.”


  For some reason, I felt satisfaction at knowing that and, at the same time, mystified that I would.


  Our “assets” better covered, we reconvened in the living room.


  “Okay, for the next five days, I am not leaving this house,” I said, as I crossed my bare legs and panicked briefly at the thought that something was missing down there.


  “Oh, Dennis– I mean, Krissy– you can’t do that,” the new me said. “I’ll lose this job if you do. Please, please, please, don’t do that.”


  The plaintive pleading sounded decidedly weird coming from a 6-foor masculine body.


  “I’m sorry … Dennis,” I said. “I just can’t … “


  “You can keep all the money you make!” he interrupted. “At this time of year, that will be at least a couple of thousand dollars for five days of work. That will be worth it to me to keep the job.”


  Before I could respond, he continued, “I know that you don’t make that kind of money working odd construction jobs during the summer. And I know that you work a lot harder out there in the hot sun than I do in a nice, comfortable air-conditioned restaurant.


  “Please, Krissy. Please.”


  Then Sarah, an attorney who knows how to be very convincing, joined in. “Please do it,” she said. “You have every right to hate me for this. I’d even understand if you wanted a divorce after this is all over.


  “I’m so, so sorry for thinking the worst of you both,” she added. “And if you don’t want to take her place at Hooters, I’d understand and it would be all my fault that she lost her job. But … please!”


  The only one not suffering from an identity crisis or extreme guilt, Abby laughed. “Oh, come on, Krissy. Be a big girl about this,” she said. “We’re working the same shift for the next couple of days, at least. I can help you, and no one will ever know.


  “And, just think. Won’t it be kind of hot when your work buddies come in for lunch and you wait on them as a Hooters girl, without them having any idea who you really are?”


  *      *      *     *      *


  No, I didn’t think that it would be “hot” to wait on my friends as a Hooters girl. But with the three of them ganging up on me, I finally folded.


  Since Abby would be helping me to be Krissy, we decided that it would be best for me to stay with her in the basement bedroom– even though I also felt it would be extremely awkward. The new Dennis, meanwhile, moved into the upstairs guest bedroom.


  Abby and I had to go in at 10 a.m., which was about two hours away, so first order of business was for my new roomie to get me dressed appropriately and explain about the uniform and what would be expected of me as she did so. Who knew? It all sounded nearly as demanding as being in the military.


  “I don’t think I can go through with this,” I said. “It’s just too much. No amount of money is worth it.”


  Down in “our” bedroom, Abby had just told me to take off my clothes. “Oh, come on, Uncle Dennis– I mean, Krissy– don’t be a big baby. It’s just for five days and you’ll make a bundle!” she said.


  “You’ll get to find out how the other half lives too. Even better you’ll get to see what it’s like to be a Hooters girl.”


  I stared at my new busty, blonde body in the mirror. “Yeah, that’s what I’ve always wanted,” I said. “To find out what’s like to be a Hooters girl.”


  Abby bounced down on her bed. “Then do it for the real Krissy, please,” she said. “This job is really important to her, and she didn’t do anything wrong. You know that. Don’t let her be punished even more for something that she didn’t do.”


  Reluctantly I nodded my head in agreement, pulled the top over my head, peeled the shorts down my bare thighs, and stepped out of them.


  “Underwear too,” Abby said.


  I made a face. “What’s wrong with what I’ve gone on?” I whined.


  “Your underwear is the wrong color and the panties cover too much,” my niece said.


  “Cover too much? You’ve got to be kidding me!” I screamed, looking down at my bikini panties. “How could they cover any less?”


  Much to my embarrassment, I soon found out, as I reluctantly stepped out of the panties as well. And despite my best efforts not to look, I watched in the mirror as Krissy’s blue eyes panicked and then betrayed me. They slowly moved down my body, past my 34C boobs, to the cleanly shaved mound between her– my– legs.


  Abby giggled. “Not bad, huh?


  “Now put this on,” she said as she handed me a tiny bit of stretchy fabric.


  I held it up in disbelief. “You’ve got to be kidding me,” I said. “And how do I know what goes where?”


  As Abby explained it, the item was a T-back style thong, It provided a little coverage in front, while a string went down from the waist in back and between my smooth butt cheeks.


  “It’s really important that none of your underwear shows,” she said. “And a T-back is the best way to avoid visible panty lines. When you’re working, make sure the thong keeps aligned with your pantyhose and shorts around the waist, but, of course, don’t let customers see you adjusting things.”


  The bra, meanwhile, was the same skin tone color as the thong, with clear straps.


  As Abby fasted the bra in back, I ran a thumb under one of the straps. “Bra lines shouldn’t show either. Right?” I said.


  “You’re a natural,” she laughed.


  Next, she had me sit on the bed and roll pantyhose up my smooth legs. Of course, the feel against my flesh was totally alien compared to anything that I’d ever experienced as a man. But it also was … well … a turn-on, if you want to know the truth. For a split-second, I thought that I felt an erection between my legs. Despite myself, I bit my lower lip.


  “Nice, huh?” Abby said. “See what you’ve been missing as a guy?”


  Hooters top, orange shorts, and white socks followed, along with white Skechers sneakers.


  “Make sure that your shorts don’t ride up and show your butt,” my niece said, as she pulled me from the bed back to the mirror and straightened my uniform. “There,” she said, standing beside me. “What do you think?”


  Mouth-open, I stared in disbelief. “I don’t believe it,” I said. “That can’t be me. That’s the girl who waits on me at Hooters.”


  Abby shook her head. “Nuh, uh,” she said. “For the next five days, that is you.”


  She also told me that my hair must be worn down and the only jewelry I could wear was one small stud earring in each ear lobe.


  “No problem,” I said.


  “And just in case you are wondering, make up is not optional,” she explained. “You have to wear it, and it can’t be too minimal either. It’s supposed to make you look glamorous.


  “As we were told in training, you’re supposed to look done up and styled just like you would be if you were going on a first date with the hottest guy in town.”


  My face flushed at that stark reminder of the role that I would be playing for the next five days.


  Abby saw my embarrassment. “Don’t forget the money,” she said. “Don’t forget you’re doing a huge favor for Krissy. You can do this, Uncle Dennis.”


  Before she got dressed and did our makeup, Abby’s final advice included a reminder to re-apply lip gloss occasionally and be careful when leaning forward. “Doing it at the right time can help get you better tips,” she said. “Doing it at the wrong time, like when a wife or kids are around, can be embarrassing.


  “And remember that appearance and attitude are everything,” she continued. “You’re an actress, even if you are my Uncle Dennis on the inside.  The restaurant is your stage, and customers will reward you for a good performance with good tips.”


  Once she had us both ready to start waiting tables, Abby handed me a little blue dress. “Put this on,” she said. “Our uniforms are supposed to be completely covered when we enter and leave the restaurant.”


  Abby was almost out of the bedroom, pulling me along behind her, when she paused and closed the door behind her. “I was debating whether to tell you this. But I guess that I should. If you are going to be Krissy for five days, it’s only fair.”


  I pulled my hand away and stepped back. “Oh, no. What now? Isn’t all of this enough?” I asked, gesturing at my body with both hands.


  “Krissy is gay,” she said. “She likes girls, not boys.”


  Yikes!


  “And you two are roommates,” I said. “Does that me that you and her … ? Oh, no! You and me … ?”


  She laughed. “Not, it doesn’t. I’m not gay. I like boys. I’m not saying that Krissy might not be interested in me if I were a lesbian. But I’m not. I just thought that you should know in case, you know, one of the other girls says something to you.”


  “You mean that she and one of the other girls might be … ?” I asked.


  “It’s possible,” she said. “I’ve never noticed anything. But I thought it only fair to warn you.”


  Then she laughed again. “But what’s the big deal? Isn’t hot lesbian sex supposed to be a turn-on for guys?”


  Despite myself, I laughed too. “Yeah, it is,” I said. “But right now, I don’t qualify. If a girl– another girl– came on to me right now, I don’t know  how I’d react. Thanks for the warning.”


  Abby smiled. “You mean that you’d rather have a guy come on to you, now that you’re in that body? You’re already attracted to guys? Wow! That didn’t take long. Maybe we can double date.”


  “Very funny,” I said. “Actually, I don’t want men or women to be attracted to me while I’m in this body. I just want to get through the next five days with as little drama as possible.”


  Abby took my hand again. “I’m being serious now,” she said. “I’m going to be there to help you every inch of the way. You’re doing my best friend a huge favor, and I’m grateful. Also, you’ve always been my favorite uncle. So just remember that.”


  *     *     *      *      *


  I did remember that, and Abby was as good as her word during my first day as a Hooters girl.  I made no major slipups and didn’t embarrass her or myself– at least that I could tell. Also, my Hooters girl costume was easy to move in, as well surprisingly comfy and warmer than I expected. I had feared that my nipples might embarrass me in the cool air-conditioned air. But they behaved themselves.


  If guys made suggestive comments or undressed me with their eyes, I didn’t notice. Thank goodness. 


  As Abby drove us home, I counted my tip money.


  “Only $258,” I said, with obvious disappointment in my voice. “I was expecting $500.”


  My niece shook her head. “You have to earn it,” she said. “You didn’t do that today. I’d grade your performance as a C. But considering just how foreign all this is to you, I’d say that’s pretty good.”


  I balled my small hands into fists and crossed them under my breasts. I crossed my legs. During the day, I had discovered the sensuous pleasure of nylon caressing nylon as I walked from table to table. With nothing between them, my thighs were a lot closer together than they were when I was Dennis. And when I crossed my legs, it was even better. But I crossed them out of anger this time.


  “I tried my best. I really did,” I said, feeling tears welling up in my eyes, which made me even madder.


  “Oh, and look at me now. I’m crying!” I sobbed.


  Keeping her eye on the road, Abby patted my leg. Despite my emotional distress, I couldn’t ignore the pleasurable feeling of that either. Oh, no! Was I a lesbian, just like the real Krissy? But what was the alternative? Liking men? Me!?! Oh, crap!


  “That’s good. That’s good,” she said. “You’re crying like a girl.”


  “But I’m not a girl!” I protested, as I searched for a tissue in my purse.


  Abby nodded her head. “And that’s the root of the problem,” she said emphatically.


  “Tell me, what did it feel like for you today, walking around the restaurant in that Hooters girl outfit, waiting on customers?” she asked.


  Sniffing, I regained my composure. “Well, I felt like a fraud,” I said. “I felt like Dennis walking around in girls’ clothes and looking totally ridiculous. And I was scared to death that someone I knew would come in, see me dressed like this, and know it was me.”


  Abby put her hand back on the wheel. “I can understand why you’d feel that way,” she replied. “But you have to know that you do not look like Dennis in girls’ clothes. You look like Krissy. And that’s because you are Krissy. Dennis is somewhere else right now, maybe hanging out with his wife, Sarah, on the back deck.”


  My blonde hair flipped onto my shoulder as I looked over at her. I smoothed it back with my left hand. “So what do I do about it?” I asked.


  Abby smiled. “You’re on the right track right there,” she said. “That was a very feminine gesture, and I’ll bet that you didn’t even think about it.


  “Don’t think about everything you do. Just let your body react. Take advantage of its muscle memory. That will help you walk and talk and act more like Krissy.”


  I nodded. “Is that why you gave me a C for today?” I asked.


  “That’s a big part of it,” she said. “I’m not saying you embarrassed yourself. But you didn’t act exactly like Krissy either. You were too restrained. You need to be more flamboyant, more glamorous, like the real Krissy. Use those boobs to your advantage. Don’t just carry them around as extra baggage.


  “She waits on you all the time. You know what she’s like,” she continued. “Be like that.”


  We both were silent for a bit as we neared the house.


  Then Abby said, “There’s one more thing that I can suggest. You said that you felt like a fraud today. That’s because you are still thinking of yourself as a man, as Dennis, on the inside.


  “All that’s doing is making things much more difficult for you,” she continued. “Why fight it? You are Krissy on the outside for the next four days, so make up your mind to be her on the inside as well. Don’t just act like her. Be her.


  “You’re not a guy dressed up like a girl. You are a girl. You want bigger tips. Don’t you? Embrace being a Hooters girl inside and out.”


  In the house where I was now a guest, the first thing that I saw was Dennis kicked back in my recliner and drinking a beer. Man, was that weird!


  “Hi, girls,” he said. “How did the day go?”


  Abby gave a thumbs-up. “Krissy did great,” she said.


  Then she looked at me and smiled. “She’s a natural!”


  Dennis spewed his beer and Abby and I laughed.


  “Not hardly,” I said. “But Abby got me through the day, and tomorrow will be better too, thanks to her.”


  Sticking my head into the kitchen, I asked, “Where’s Sarah?”


  Dennis pushed his chair upright.


  “Well, about that … ” he began. “She decided to go stay with her mother until it’s time to reverse the swap. She thought it would be just too awkward around here until then.”


  I nodded my head. “Can’t argue with that.”


  “Glad to hear that,” said Dennis. “I feel the same. So why don’t we keep the interactions between us as few as possible? You two have your own bathroom, refrigerator, and outside entrance. Maybe we can have a meal or two together. But otherwise, let’s just agree to go our own ways as much as possible.”


  Then he took a swallow of beer and held up the bottle. “You know, I’ve always been a wine girl,” he said. “But you didn’t have any, so I decided to try this. Not bad!”


  “Glad to hear it, Dennis,” I said. “Help yourself.”


  Following a pregnant pause, I said, “Well, if you two don’t mind, I’m going downstairs and take a shower. See you later, Dennis.”


   Abby stayed upstairs to talk, which made sense. After all, they were friends, even if the real Krissy now was in my body.


  In bed that night, I decided that Abby was right about being a girl inside and out. And taking a hot, soapy shower had further pounded home the point that this body was all girl. As I washed, I closed my eyes and imagined what it would be like to be a man again, running my rough hands over this soft, smooth, and curvy body. And the phantom feeling of an erection was so intense that I nearly put my feminine hand down there to stroke it.


  And being realistic, what other option did I have? I could feel like a fraud for four more days or I could be Krissy and use my assets to their fullest advantage to make larger tips, which was a big part of why I agreed to do this in the first place.


  Lying on my back and feeling more confident that I had all that day, I decided that I should become better acquainted with those assets. Under a sheet and light comforter, I  explored them first with my hands on top of my tank top and then under it. I gently squeezed my breasts. I rolled my nipples around with my fingers and the pleasure of that made me close my eyes and sigh.


  Then I moved my right hand down my sensitive body, as I continued to massage my boobs with my left. I explored my narrow waist and flat tummy. I pushed it down one thigh and then the other.  I traced it across my groin, feeling the slightest bit of soft stubble. And finally I directed it toward the cleft between my smooth thighs, finally gaining the confidence to discover the pleasure that I knew resided there. My mind was empty of both male and female thoughts. I was just enjoying this erotic exploration.


  That’s when I heard movement in Abby’s bed and briefly panicked. Opening one eye slightly, I saw her glance at me, tiptoe to the door, and slip out. Our bathroom was outside the bedroom, and that’s where she was going, I was certain.


  She’d be back in just a minute or two, so I decided to wait until she was back in bed and settled before finishing what I had started. But as I waited, I fell asleep.  


  *     *     *     *     *


  Back at the 10 to 4 shift on my second day as a Hooters girl was far less intimidating, thanks both to trial-by-fire the first day and Abby’s great advice. Today, I had decided, I would be Krissy both inside and out.


  Would that make me a lesbian too? God, I hoped not. On the other hand, how would I know? As a guy, I liked girls too.


  Oh, well, I thought, as I tied on my brown Hooters pouch and put in pens, pad, lip gloss, and mints, only four more days and I won’t have to worry about such insane things anything. With a penis between my legs, I’ll once more enjoy looking at girls as a heterosexual male.


  Ironically, my first customers of the day were a man with his wife or girl friend and so I couldn’t  immediately unleash my new sexy and flirtatious Krissy persona.


  But with the next, four guys, I quickly decided that it was going to be no-holds barred. They were going to get the full treatment, especially since three were friends that I usually had lunch with here. And the fourth was Dennis! They must have stopped by to pick him up, as they usually did with me, and he had decided to check out lunch at Hooters from the other side of the table.


  And because I knew them all, I could be more relaxed and more intimate with them, without seeming insincere.


  Back in a small alcove, I applied lip gloss, checked my hair in a mirror, adjusted my girls to make sure they were properly nestled in my bra, and ran my fingers around the band of my thong, pantyhose, and shorts to make sure they were aligned. While I primped, I also mentally recalled Krissy’s words and demeanor when she waited on us.


  I wasn’t just going to be her. I was going to be Krissy 2.0. I was going to have an especially good time because the other guys didn’t know that I wasn’t the real Krissy and Dennis did! Something about what I was going to do and about Dennis knowing who I was made my tummy tingle a little.


  And all of this fun was going to earn me big tips!


  As I started to leave, I noticed Abby watching me. “You go get ‘em, girl!” she whispered in encouragement. I smiled sweetly and nodded.


  “Well, well, if it isn’t my favorite bunch of sexy, middle-aged men who refuse to leave their wives for me,” I said as I approached their table. “How’s it hanging guys?”


  Dennis looked a bit stunned. As the real Krissy, she had been flirtatious, but never so descriptive about it. The other three laughed.


  “Wow, Krissy, you’re on fire today,” said Mike, a football coach with Dennis at the high school.


  I beamed. “You, bet, Mikey,” I said. “Today, I’m going to make sure you boys get your money’s worth – as well as your lunch.”


  Again, three of them laughed. Dennis looked … well, bewildered. I hoped that it was because I was being a better Hooters girl than he had ever been.


  “So, what can I get you for drinks?” I asked.


  “Just the usuals on everything, right guys?” Carl replied. The rest nodded.


  Having eaten lunch with them at Hooters as many times as I had, I probably could have gotten their orders correct. But I saw this as an opportunity to endear myself to them even more.


  “Now, fellas,” I said seriously, with my hand on my hip. “You know as well as I do that boobs and brains don’t go together.”


  I briefly lifted up my girls with both hands. “And you clearly can see which I have, so I can’t remember complicated stuff like that,” I added. “So make it easy for me, okay?”


  Brett blushed and shook his head. “Oh, come, on Krissy,” he said. “We know that’s not true. Dennis here is planning on retiring at 50 because of the great financial advice that you’ve given him.”


  I flipped a limp wrist at him. “Oh, don’t be silly, Brett,” I countered. “That investment stuff is just a hobby for me. My real career is as a Hooters girl. That’s what I have a real talent for. Don’t you think?”


  With my arms out, I did a quick pirouette.


  “Now, what’s it gonna be?”


  Later, as I served them, I made certain to include breast contact on their arms, shoulders, and backs as I sat down plates of wings. I especially focused on rubbing against Dennis.  At first, I thought that it was because we shared a perverse secret and I wanted to keep reminding him of that. But by the second or third pass, I found myself starting to enjoy the contact, with my nipples hardening beneath my bra cups.


  Yikes! What was that about? Was I turned on by my own body? No, it couldn’t be. That was just sick! On the flip side, it would mean that I wasn’t gay.


  But attracted to guys?!? Better not to think about it.  And no need to worry about it. Three more days after today and this all would be over.


  Bottom line, though, was that this Krissy earned a $100 tip for a $60 lunch. Hee. Hee. I was a natural!


  Of course, I toned down my performance a bit for others. But when I waited on guys only, I focused on being as sexy and flirtatious as possible, and my performance that day earned me more than $600 in tips.


  “I can’t thank you enough for your help and advice,” I told Abby as we drove home the second day.


  She smiled. “Hey, Krissy, that’s what best friends and nieces are for,” she said.


  That night in bed, I thought about how my attitude had improved regarding my new body during the past two days. This weak, female form wielded real power, especially when dressed appropriately and dealing with horny men.


  I quickly had grown accustomed to it too, and, for the most part, now enjoyed it. When I wasn’t wearing a bra, the shifting weight on my chest still was a distraction, as was my lower center of gravity when I walked. The void between my legs often brought me up short too, mostly when I entered a bathroom to relieve myself. I liked standing to pee.


  The bra itself occasionally reminded me that I was not whom I appeared to be, with  straps pulling down uncomfortably on my shoulders and a band constricting my torso. Once in awhile, the long hair gave me a chill when I turned my head and felt it caress my bare shoulders.


  On the plus side, it was great not to run a razor over my now smooth face. And shaving my armpits, long legs, and groin still was enough of a sensuous novelty that I enjoyed the Hell out of it.


  But the most significant thing that I had discovered was that this body, with me inside it, was not attracted to girls, no matter what the real Krissy’s sexual orientation was.  I had made that discovery while waiting on my friends, and, more specifically, Dennis.


  OMG! I was attracted to my own male body? How could that be?


  I didn’t dwell too long on that riddle, however, as I lay once more on my back and began the exploration that I had started and ended prematurely the previous night when Abby startled me.


  Only this time, my mind wasn’t empty. This time, it visualized a man’s hands squeezing my breasts, tweaking my nipples, and moving down my naked body to that eager place between my legs.


  So intent was I on pleasuring myself for the first time as a girl that I hardly noticed when Abby once more got up and left our bedroom.


  *     *     *     *      * 


  Abby worked 4 to 10 on the third day, so I had to make it through the day shift on my own. About noon, I tore my hose  somehow– another girl pointed out the tear to me– and  had to do a quick change, but otherwise the day went smoothly and profitably– $500 in tips.


  I had grown accustomed to men undressing me with their eyes and I just stared back and smiled. Sometimes I also slowly rolled my tongue across my upper lip.  At first, I felt vulnerable and violated. Not anymore. I was woman; hear me roar! And they ate it up.


  I also had become almost immune to personal and sometimes even inappropriate questions, realizing that Hooters created a theatrical atmosphere where people felt comfortable doing that. Of course, I didn’t answer truthfully when people asked why I worked there. It wasn’t like I could say, ‘Well, I was a 40-year-old man but my wife used a magic spell to turn me into this hot, lesbian babe because she mistakenly believed that I was cheating on her.”


  Instead, my standard reply was “It’s good money, which I’m using to go to college.”


  When I arrived home, however, the day took a decidedly unexpected turn and I was once more in a reality totally alien to me. As I walked through the basement door, I saw Dennis sitting on the sofa. This was the first time that we had been alone together since the switch. At that realization, I felt a chill down my spine. And I had no idea whether it was from fear or excitement.


  My attention focused solely on him for the first time, I noted that he was a tall, good looking guy, especially for someone his age. He had short brown hair, brown eyes, and a hard body that suggested he worked out a lot. Of course, he did! Or rather, I did, until we switched bodies.


  Also, when he said, “Hi, Krissy,” I noted that he had a cute, crooked smile.


  “Uh, hi, Dennis,” I said. “How are things? Only two more days to go, right?”


  He nodded. “Looking forward to the switch back?” he asked.


  “You bet!” I said, probably with a little too much enthusiasm for the situation. I was looking forward to it, no question about it. But I also was nervous to be alone with him, and my voice revealed that.


  “Relax,” he said. “I am too, and everything is okay here. I just wanted to ask you something.”


  “Okay,” I said, as I dropped my oversize purse, sat down, and crossed hose-covered legs that peaked out of my little yellow sundress.


  “Abby’s working the evening shift, Sarah is still at her mother’s, and you and I are alone together,” he said. “Would you like to have dinner with me?”


  My pulse started to pound, for what reason I wasn’t sure exactly.


  “Uh, you mean like upstairs at the kitchen table?” I asked.


  He chuckled. “No, I mean like we get dressed up and go out to dinner at a nice restaurant,” he said. “What do you say?”


  “Why?” I asked, resisting the urge to say “Sure. That’s a great idea.”


  “Why not?” He replied.


  “At lunch yesterday, you did a great job working those guys and getting big tips out of them,” he continued. “But I got the distinct impression that a little something more was going on between you and me. Was there?”


  I blushed crimson. “It was just that you were me and I was you and we were the only two who knew,” I said. “That secret kind of excited me. You know? I hope you weren’t offended.”


  Dennis chuckled. “Oh, no,” he said. “I wasn’t offended on all. What you were doing excited me too, and it wasn’t just because of our shared secret.”


  He leaned forward and locked his hands between his knees. “Abby told me that the way that she got you to cope with this situation was to convince you to be me not just on the outside, but on the inside too.”


  Hands in my lap and butterflies fluttering madly in my tummy, I nodded.


  “Well, what do you think that I’ve done to cope with my situation?” he asked. “I told myself to be a man on the inside as well as the outside.”


  For a long moment, we sat there looking at each other. Nervously, I tossed my hair back and chewed on my lower lip.


  “You’re so cute when you do that,” he said.


  I stopped immediately. “Oh, sorry,” I replied. “I didn’t even know I was doing it.”


  “Don’t be,” Dennis said. “What I’m sitting here trying to tell you, and not doing a very good job of it, is that, as a man, I’m attracted to you, as a woman. And I’d like to take you out to dinner and see what happens between us. I have no expectations. I won’t put any pressure on you.


  “It’s just that, in our unique situation, I would like to explore this once-in-a-lifetime opportunity. And since you’ve done such a good job of being a girl, I hope that you’re up for a little more adventure as well.”


  Embarrassed, I looked down at my lap. “I see,” I said. “That’s very flattering. But I don’t have anything to wear to a nice restaurant. Abby and I put most of our clothes in storage and just brought mostly our work stuff.”


  Dennis crossed to me, took my hand, and pulled me up. “No worries,” he said. “I’ve already got something picked out for you. It’s upstairs.”


  Upstairs, in my– his– wife’s closet as it turned out! It was a little black, off-the-shoulder dress with three-quarter sleeves. Sarah had worn it at least a half-a-dozen times during the past few years. She looked great in it too. And Dennis wanted me to wear that?


  “Yes,” he said. “You’re a little bigger than Sarah up top, but that will just help you fill it out better.”


  He also had laid out a strapless black lace bra and panties on the bed, as well as  sheer black stockings, heels, and a silver necklace and earrings.


  My knees buckled a little and, fearful that I would fall, Dennis grabbed me.


  “No, I can’t,” I said. “Being a Hooters girl inside and out for five days is one thing. But these are my wife’s clothes. I can’t … “


  He interrupted. “They’re my wife’s clothes,” he said. “She’s a girl, and you’re a girl. There’s nothing wrong with you wearing them for one night.


  “Look, just try them on,” he said, pulling the dress off the rack. “You’re in a unique situation here, one that you’ll never experience again. See what it feels like to get dressed up in a little black dress and heels and feel beautiful. Then, if you still don’t want to go, we won’t.”


  He knew what would happen, and it did. Once I slipped into the dress, the stockings and the heels. Once I put on the jewelry and did my makeup. Once Dennis helped me pin my hair up in an elegant updo… there was no going back. I stared in awe at my reflection in the full-length mirror in our bedroom.


  “I’m … I’m … “I said.


  “You’re gorgeous,” he finished.


  Now dressed in a dark suit and cleanly shaved, Dennis stepped up behind me in the mirror and put his large hands on my bare shoulders.


  “Given this opportunity, wouldn’t it be a shame not to go out into the world like that for a few hours to experience what it’s like to be a beautiful, elegant woman?


  “And don’t forget, someone will be taking your order, instead of the other way around.”


  Despite myself, I laughed, and playfully slapped one of his hands.


  “Oh, you!” I said. “Okay, flattery will get your everywhere. I’ll do it.”


  Flattery did get him everywhere too, as he acted the perfect gentleman on our “date.” He opened doors for me. He pulled out my chair. He placed his hand on my leg under the table, as we talked generally about movies, books, and current events, avoiding any mention of our bizarre situation– that she was sitting there in my real body and I was sitting there in hers– wearing my wife’s little black dress! 


  As we ate and talked, he also was very attentive about keeping my wine glass filled. 


  Back at the house, still a couple of hours before Abby would be off work, he took my hand and let me to the bedroom and the bed where my wife and I had slept together and made love often during the past ten years. I needed his help, too, because the alcohol had made me a little woozy.


  Certainly it had helped loosen my inhibitions as well. Consequently, I didn’t resist when he stood me once more in front of the mirror, and unzipped my dress. It slipped silently to the floor and I stepped out of it, leaving me in a strapless bra, panties, black stockings, and heels.


  “See?” he whispered, just before he began to nibble on my neck. “That wasn’t so bad, was it?”


  I shook my head. “No,” I said softly, as my body quivered. “No, it wasn’t.”


  “Want to explore some more?” he said, as he unsnapped my bra and gently squeezed my breasts. Then one hand slid down into my panties and he massaged me there


  Suddenly too turned on to speak, I nodded my head and pressed my bottom into his groin, where the manhood that once belonged to me now wanted more than anything to penetrate what now belonged to me.


  “Oh, my God,” I gasped, suddenly regaining my voice. “I had no idea.”


  Lifting me up into his arms, he said, “Just wait.”


  In the bed where I once made love to my wife, the man I once was prepared to make love to me. As he stripped off his clothes and then pulled down my panties, he commanded, “Don’t take off anything else. I want to take you just like that.”


  Dennis did too, after guiding me onto my elbows and knees. He then leaned on my back, ran his hands down the sheer black stockings that hugged my legs and entered me from behind.


  As I bucked and moaned, and my eyelids fluttered, I thought it reasonable to accept that the man’s hands I had fantasized about in bed the night before had been his. If not his, whose?


  And in taking Abby’s advice to be a girl inside, as well as out, making love to a man was only natural, even if I had been that man three days ago.


  Afterward, as I lay alone in the basement, I began to have doubts about what I had done. Yes, as perverse as it seems, I was attracted to my old body. But attracted enough to submit, as I had done, and allow him to dominate me like that?


  And what about the wine? For this body, I definitely had consumed too much to keep my wits about me. How much of that overindulgence was because of my own reckless behavior and how much of it was because of Dennis’ insistence?


  A good lingering effect of the alcohol was it helped me fall asleep, despite troubling doubts about my actions. I didn’t even know when Abby came in.


  *     *     *     *     *


  On the fourth day, I worked day shift again, and Abby the evening. She must have gotten in late because she was still asleep at a little after 9, when I left.


  I was almost at ease with the routine now, and felt completely comfortable in the Hooters uniform. The intrusiveness of my prominent breasts still surprised me from time to time. But as good luck would have it, that usually played more to my advantage than disadvantage, as guys didn’t mind at all when they had close encounters with my girls and rewarded me accordingly. That day I made more than $600 in tips.


  About 30 minutes before my shift was over, Dennis called and asked me to bring him an order of buffalo wings. I was happy to oblige.


  When I brought his food in through the basement door, I expected to see him waiting on the sofa, as he had been the day before.


  “Bring the wings upstairs, please,” he called down from the kitchen. “Take off your dress before you do, but keep on your Hooters uniform.”


  For a reason that I couldn’t identify, that second request sent a chill up my spine. If he was asking me to keep on the costume because he didn’t want his food to get cold as I changed, why ask me to take off the dress?


  But I obeyed.


  “Here you go, compliments of this Hooters girl,” I smiled, as I started to open the container.


  “No, wait. I want the appetizer first,” he said, as he sat at the table in jeans and a polo shirt.


  Feeling more and more uneasy, I decided to play along anyway. So he wanted me to wait on him a little. And he wanted me, a Hooters girl, to serve him Hooters food. No big deal.


  “I’m sorry, sir,” I said with a broad smile. “You didn’t order an appetizer.”


  Looking sternly into my eyes, he nodded his head and said, “Oh, but I did. I ordered you, Krissy.”


  Now the chill was icy fear. Knowing how to seduce a girl, even a newly minted one, he had wined and dined me with an elegant, romantic evening the night before and I had willingly submitted.


  He wasn’t wasting time with preliminaries this time. Obviously, he wanted to dominate me sexually, and he assumed the second time would be easier.


  Why did he want to do it? Was it because he, as a lesbian, had felt humiliated while working at Hooters? Were generous tips not enough to make up for that? Was he using this opportunity for payback, with me as the bullseye for his anger?


  But most importantly, what was his plan? What did he want me to do? He had to know that I had my wits about me this time.


  “I don’t understand, Dennis,” I said.


  “Sure, you do, Krissy,” he said. “You Hooters girls are all sluts. You know what a man wants. And you know how to give it to him.”


  Then, he stood up, and dropped his jeans and jockey shorts.


  “Now get under the table, and take care of me. I promise, I’ll leave you a really big tip.”


  Oh, my God, the guy had created a sick and delusional fantasy and expected me to comply. No way!


  “No, way, Dennis!” I said. “You’re way out of line here. And I’m leaving!”


  I stormed toward the steps.


  “I’d stop and think about what you’re doing,” he called after me. “If I’m not here with you the day after tomorrow, Sarah won’t be able to switch us back. Do you want to be Krissy for the rest of your life?


  “If not, you’d better make me a satisfied customer.”


  I turned and put my hands on my hips. “Dennis– Krissy– why are you doing this? Is because you’re gay and hate men? Or is it because you hate yourself for choosing to objectify yourself in front of men in exchange for good money?


  “No one made you do it, you know.”


  Dennis sneered. “Oh, well, listen to Ms. Sigmund Freud,” he said. “The bottom line for you, Missy, is that if you don’t do what I what you to do, right now, you never will get your male body back.


  “Now get over here. You’re my Hooters girl for the evening, and I want a blow job before I eat my buffalo wings.”


  That was not all he wanted either. After he had finished eating, he knocked everything off the table with this arm and then told me to stand against it.


  Sobbing in angler and embarrassment, I complied. Then he used his wing-stained hands to pull my shorts, hose, and thong down to my ankles.


  “Now, lean over just a bit, and say ‘ah,’” he laughed.


  “Yes, I’ve always liked girls, but until your jealous wife switched our bodies, I never knew what it was like to be able to so completely dominate them,” he said. “And seeing how easy it was to manipulate you last night with a little romance and sweet talk, I suddenly realized that I could make you do this too, especially with this powerful male body to command authority.


  “And, yes, this, this!” he said as he gripped my hips and pounded into me. “This is my payback, Krissy, because you’re a man in a soft, weak woman’s body. It’s perfect!”


  Afterward, I felt such rage and impotence that I considered grabbing a pistol that I kept hidden in the basement and blowing the bastard’s head off. But that would provide only brief gratification and then I’d be Krissy for the rest of my life, most of it probably behind bars.


  Instead, I pulled up my panties, hose, and shorts just enough that I could escape to the basement.


  Sometime after midnight, I was lying on my stomach, when Abby came into the darkened room. I  mostly had cried the anger and embarrassment out of my system by then, and so she had no idea of the trauma that I had just endured. I also had some time to think.


  But after undressing and making a quick trip to the bathroom, she noticed that I still was wearing my Hooters clothes. “Tough day at the office”? she giggled as she climbed into bed.


  “You might say that,” I said, turning on my back and pulling a pillow under my head. “Do you mind if I ask you some personal questions?”


  “Hey, you were my uncle for most of my life and now we’re bosom buddies,” she replied. “Ask away.”


  First I asked her about seeing her sneak out of the bedroom the first two nights we were together.


  “I couldn’t sleep,” she replied. “I went out into the play room and turned on the TV. Tuned it down really low so it wouldn’t bother you, finally fell asleep, and stayed out there for awhile.”


  I nodded. “And what about coming in hours after you get off work at 10?”


  “What are you, my mother?” she said across the darkness. “I was with friends. Of course you would have no way of knowing, but I almost always do that.


  “What’s the point of all this?”


  I raised up on one elbow. “Bear with me. I wanted to find out if you were spending time with Dennis and not telling me. After all, you worked together and lived together. I wanted to make sure that there wasn’t something more than that going on now. I’m in real need of a friend right now.


  “Now, just one more question.”


  I asked her what she was doing yesterday and today, while she was home alone with Dennis, and I was at work.


  A long, pregnant pause followed.


  “I don’t want to tell you that,” she said. “It’s too embarrassing.”


  “Let me guess,” I said. “You had sex with Dennis. More accurately, he convinced or maybe even coerced you into having sex with him.”


  Abby gasped. “Yes, he did. Well, he almost did yesterday,” she said. “But it’s not what you think. I told you that she was gay and I wasn’t and she might be interested in me sexually if I was. Well … the fact that she’s a man now had nothing to do with it.”


  “That was the argument she– he– used to try to convince me,” she continued. “But that wasn’t the reason I almost did it.”


  Abby came across to sit on the edge of my bed. “Oh, this is so embarrassing,” she said. “But the reason that I almost did it was because I’ve had a crush on you– the real Dennis– since I was a little girl. I thought that having sex with Krissy in your body would fulfill my fantasy.”


  “And it didn’t?” I asked gently.


  “Not at all,” Abby said, starting to cry a little. I sat up and put my arm around her.


  “It was awful. He acted all nice in the beginning. But he became rough and demanding and I was afraid that he was going to hurt me. Before he could get his pants off, I ran back to the basement and have avoided him since.


  “And that’s when I realized my crush on you wasn’t just about looks but the fact that you were a nice person. Krissy in your body is not.”


  Now I understood why he lured me in with flattery and romance last night. He had bombed with Abby and decided he needed a new tactic. That had softened me up.


  And then tonight, he had the threat of keeping my body if I didn’t do as he wanted to force me into submission.


  I told Abby what Dennis had done to me.


  “That son-of-a-bitch!” she exclaimed. “What are we going to do?”


  I shook my head. “I don’t know of anything that we can do except get through tomorrow, and one more day at work, before Sarah returns us to our own bodies.”


  Abby hugged me and kissed me on the forehead. “I’m so sorry that this happened to you, Dennis. You really are a good person.


  “You’re supposed to work day shift against tomorrow. But I’m going to get you changed to evening with me. We’re gonna stick together until this nightmare is over.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  Abby and I lay in bikinis at the beach and soaked up late-morning rays. The girl formerly my niece wore a bright blue suit, while I was dressing in a little floral print number that was way too skimpy.


  She thought that the less time that we spent at the house, and near Dennis, the better for both of us.  We had only one more day until Sarah would return and reverse the spell.


  “I can’t go out in this,” I told her when she tossed a bikini to me in our bedroom earlier that morning. “Some might not think so,  but a Hooters costume really isn’t so bad. Sure, it’s sexy, but it covers up everything.


  “But this … “I continued, holding up the tiny pieces of material. “This covers hardly anything.”


  “That’s the point, girl,” she laughed. “Trust me, you’ll look great in it.”


  By this time, I was well acquainted with the curvy, busty body that I had inhabited for four days. “Oh, I don’t doubt that at all,” I said. “But “I’ll also feel naked and exposed in it. And after what’s happened with Dennis, I’m not sure that I want to advertise.”


  But Abby had been a loyal and helpful friend since my wife cast a spell that put me in Krissy’s body and her in mine. “Okay,” I said. “I’ll do it.”


  After we were dressed, she put our hair up on high ponytails. Then we grabbed lotion, a blanket, and a cooler with drinks, and made the short drive to a public beach.


  After we had baked awhile in silence, Abby  said, “Krissy, I’m sorry if I seem insensitive in saying this, but I don’t think that I’d be coping as well as you if I had just been raped. Are you doing okay? Or are you just hiding your feelings? You don’t have to, you know. I’m your friend. I’m here for you.”


  We were lying on our bellies. I raised up on one elbow and looked at her through my oversize sunglasses.


  “You know, I’ve been thinking about that very thing, trying to figure out why I’m not more upset,” I said. “First, I assure you, I am angry. I’d like to cut off the bastard’s balls.”


  I paused a moment, realizing what I had said. “Only that probably wouldn’t be a good idea, would it, considering that’s my body and I’ll be getting it back tomorrow,” I continued.


  We both laughed.


  “And maybe if I had been a girl all my life, I’d be totally traumatized right now,” I said.


  “But I think the fact that I’ve been Krissy for only four days allowed me to mentally and emotionally distance myself from what happened. Sure, as you suggested to help me get through all this, I was trying to be a girl on the inside as well as the outside,” I continued. “But I’m really not. You see what I’m talking about?


  “It was like Dennis was sexually assaulting someone else and I was watching.”


  Abby raised up too and nodded. Our mostly bare bodies, just inches apart, glistened in the bright sun.


  “I’m so glad to hear that,” she said. “Whether you are my uncle or my friend, I really care about you, you know. And I’ll always be there for you.”


  I nodded. “And me for you,” I said.


  Then, as if by unspoken agreement, we leaned in and hugged, our breasts pressing warmly against each other.


  “Ooh! Hot lesbian sex!” A young guy yelled as he passed by with friends.


  We glanced at him and smiled sweetly.


  “Oh, honey, you have no idea,” I said.


  After they were gone, Abby said, “Okay, you did get all dolled up and go out on a date with Dennis that first night. Were you really attracted to him? Or were you just exploring?”


  I lowered my glasses. “Really, Abby?” I said with mock indignance. “You want to know if I’m  a lesbian in this body because the real Krissy was. Right?


  “What … are you looking for a little girl-on-girl action?”


  “Oh, you!!” she shrieked. Then she picked up a water bottle and squirted it at me. The water splattered my breasts, ran under my top and down my bare belly. It felt wonderful.”


  I squirted her back, and we  briefly collapsed into giggles.


  “After last night, I really needed this,” I said. “Thank you.”


  She smiled. “Okay, but really …”


  I shook my head. “No, as a girl, I’m not attracted to other girls,” I said. “I know that for certain. I’ve known it since my first day working in Hooters.”


  “And that brings me back to my question,” Abby said. “Were you attracted to Dennis? I mean that is your body, you know. And if he had got you pregnant, you’d be both the father and mother of your child.”


  Again we burst out laughing, as I said, “Oh, gross!”


   We were sitting with our legs tucked under us now, a position that I never could have managed as a man.


  “Seriously, I can’t really explain it. Probably nobody can rationally,” I said. “The real Krissy was a lesbian, right? And I was a straight guy.


  “But when I became Krissy, I wasn’t a lesbian. My body, with Krissy in it, was convenient and familiar and that probably lowered my inhibitions enough to explore my new sex. A half bottle of wine didn’t hurt either.”


  I squeezed water into my mouth. “The puzzle to me is what happened with Krissy in my body. I guess that you could say that she still likes girls. But her actions with both you and me suggest it was more about power than sex. And ordering me to wear my Hooters uniform last night and do what I did … It was like she hated her life as well.”


  Abby put her arm around my bare shoulders. “Little girl, you are wise beyond your years,” she said.


  I put my sunglasses on my head and said, “Okay, my turn. You haven’t mentioned a boyfriend to me in the four days that we’ve been together,” I said. “What’s up with that?”


  Abby laughed. “Nothing’s up with that,” she said. “I hang out with friends who are guys and girls. Plus, I stay plenty busy with my job, college, and, more recently, helping my uncle be a Hooters girl.


  “And what about you?” she continued. “Dennis was a prick and it really wasn’t a boy-girl attraction thing. Right? And you say you aren’t attracted to girls. So are you attracted to guys?


  I pushed her. “None of your business, Missy!” I laughed.


  She pushed back. This time, we giggled and hugged.


  “Hey, what’s it take for a guy to get in on a little of this action? Watching you from down the beach, it looked like you two were having way too much fun by yourselves.”


  We looked up to see the boy who had commented earlier. And as I looked at him more closely I realized that he was – oh, my God!– Chad Bourne, one of my former students and football players.


  “We’re getting ready to play volleyball,” he said. “And we could use a couple of more. You girls interested?”


  “Sure!” Abby said enthusiastically. “Right, Krissy?”


  In the bright sun, they probably couldn’t see me blushing, but I could feel the internal heat in my face. Wearing a bikini at the beach in front of strangers was one thing. But it was quite another in front of people you know, even if they don’t know who you really are– and especially if you had been their football coach.


  “Uh, sure,” I said. “Why not?”


  I’ll tell you why not! Boobs bounce bad enough when they’re supported by just a bikini top. But if you’re playing volleyball, or attempting to, they take on a life of their own, swinging back and forth and up and down with every sudden move, trying to escape the tiny pieces of material that partially cover them.


  I couldn’t tell that Abby was bothered much by the constant movement of her slightly smaller breasts. After all, she was accustomed to it. And I was certain that Chad and the other guys– including several more of my former students and players– didn’t mind being distracted by boobs on parade.


  In fact, I suspected that’s why they asked us to play.


  Still, it was fun. Despite my boobs, I made several good digs and managed to set up the guys for some kills at the net.


  Afterward, we all sat down to drink sodas and talk, and, without me even realizing it, Chad had paired off with me. At first, we talked about what we were studying in college. Finance for me, and history for him.


  “I had a history teacher and coach in high school who was a real inspiration to me,” he said. “Right now, I’ve got a scholarship to play college ball. And my goal is to make it to the NFL.”


  I nodded my head. “You just have to want it more than the next guy,” I said. “Do that and you can’t lose.”


  Chad laughed. “Hey, how about that?” he said. “That’s what Coach Jennings told me too. You two aren’t related are you?”


  I laughed. “Who knows? Maybe we have a mysterious spiritual bond of some kind.”


   He leaned toward me and said, “I really like you, Krissy. You’re not like other girls. Even though I haven’t known you very long, I can tell that.”


  Boy! Was he right about that!


  Then he kissed me, a soft, sweet kiss, nothing like I had experienced with Dennis. Wait a minute. Dennis hadn’t even kissed me at all! Everything for him had been about power and control, not affection.


  “I’m not like other girls?” I asked when we came up for air.


   “You’re beautiful,” he said. “You’re studying finance, which takes some smarts, and you’re a good athlete. And from the way that you and Abby were carrying on when we first saw you, I’d say that you probably have a good sense of humor. Smart girls usually do.”


  I kissed him back.


  “And based on what I know about you, I like you too,” I said.


  Chad stood up and took my hand. “Want to go for a walk and talk some more?” he asked.


  I nodded and stood up.


  “Hey, Abby, I’m going for a walk with Chad,” I said.


  She stood up, stepped away from the boy that she had been talking to, and motioned me over.


  As I neared, she smiled broadly. “Well, I guess that answers my last question about whether you’re attracted to boys,” she whispered. “This is your last day as Krissy. Have fun!”


  *     *     *     *     *


  Abby  and I were back in school and mostly working the evening shift at Hooters. We shared an apartment. With really no choice, I  had embraced my new life. Some aspects of it would require longer to grow accustomed to– menstrual periods being among the most notable– but, as strange as this might sound, I was happy.


  I mean, what was there not to like? Except periods, that is. I wasn’t a waitress, as I mistakenly had believed when Sarah switched our bodies. I was a glamorous celebrity and the Hooters restaurant was my stage.


  Yes, guys occasionally said inappropriate things, like the jerk who asked if my breasts were “real.” But as Hooters management told us, our restaurant was about “eater-tainment,” and the customers were cast members, as was I.  And many  of them paid for that privilege with extravagant tips. When Abby had first told me that she sometimes made $500 in tips per night, she wasn’t exaggerating.


  I had learned to play my role to the fullest too, without degrading myself, teasing good-naturedly with older guys, flirting innocently with younger, good-looking guys, and occasionally leaning a little too far across a table of men to deliver a meal– and give them an eyeful. Breasts, especially 34Cs, were a real asset I had come to realize, not an encumbrance. And when I wasn’t wearing my Hooters uniform, I loved all of the clothing options that I had to emphasize and accentuate them, especially sweetheart necklines and deep V necks. They were beneficial for a lot more than just flashing to get good tips.


  Also, I was young again, still just a teenager really, smart, and a college student with a bright future in front of me. I had a good friend in Abby. I wasn’t gay. And I had a serious boyfriend, a kind, considerate guy who wasn’t jealous and accepted me for who I was– a Hooters girl– and understood that my job was not just to wait tables. I was so glad that I had saved Chad’s phone number after he gave it to me at the beach. Logically, I shouldn’t have, since I thought that I’d  be Dennis again the next day.


  As I thought about the past three months, I surveyed my section of the restaurant. Idly, I realized how comfortable my uniform now seemed to me, totally unlike what I feared it would be when Abby dressed me that first day. The white socks were thick and fluffy. The tank tops were soft and stretchy, the better to show off my “assets,” but thick enough to keep me warm and minimize rigid nipples.  The pantyhose were thick too and very tight, keeping my legs warm and probably helping maintain healthy circulation, as I was on my feet for six hours at a time. Over all, the fabrics felt good, sensuous even, especially the silky shorts pressing against my nylon-clad thighs and flat groin. And the clothes were easy to move in. What was not to like?


   I was working the evening shift, and customers were just starting to come in for dinner. Some of the earliest arrivals included a couple that I recognized.


  “Good evening and welcome to Hooters,” I said. “My name is Krissy, and I’ll be your Hooters girl. May I take your drink orders before you look at the menus?”


   The woman especially seemed uncomfortable– and not just because this was her first time in the restaurant.


  “I came to apologize one more time,” my former wife said. “Again, I am so sorry this happened … “


  “And, I want to as well,” her husband, Dennis, added.


  I couldn’t believe it! After blackmailing me to have humiliating sex with him and then running away with my body, he was back to ask my forgiveness!


  I smiled. “If you will give me your drink orders, I’ll bring them back, quick like a bunny!” I said. “I’m here to serve.”


  Each time I visited the table, they tried to engage me to talk about what had happened and to extend their sorrow for how things turned out. And each time I deflected and ignored their attempts, until I brought the check at the end of their meal.


  “Okay,” I said, with my sweetest Hooters girls smile. “I’m starting to get really busty now.”


  Then I giggled. “Hee. Hee. Sorry about that. I meant ‘busy.’ I’m always busty now.


  “I really appreciate you stopping by and all,” I continued. “But I don’t have time for a lot of chit-chat. A girl has to make a living, you know.”


  Then, on the pretext of picking up silverware, I leaned across the table to give them both an eyeful of my girls pressing against the tight tank top. “So, Mr. and Mrs. Jennings, what’s up?”


  As I stood back up, Sarah said, “I didn’t know that this was going to happen,” she said. “I didn’t know that I was going to get back with … with Dennis.


  “But he stopped by about a month ago, and well, here we are. I can’t imagine how tough this must be for you, and I am so sorry.”


  Dennis nodded. “It wasn’t fair for me to do this to you, I know,” he said. “And I really didn’t dislike my old life. But I always had liked women, as I’m sure Abby told you. And then I got this chance, totally unexpectedly, to see life on the other side of the gender fence and I really liked it.


  “After those five days, I didn’t want to go back,” he added. “I didn’t even stop to think how miserable your probably were and maybe still are.”


  What a crock! The miserable bastard! He hated his old life!


  I put my hand on my hip, keeping a broad smile on my face, as Dennis handed me his credit card. “So, are you back teaching high school now and coaching football? I hope you have a great year! Go Falcons!”


  Sarah shook her head. “No, he’s not. We’re moving to Virginia next week,” she said. “That’s why we stopped by. We wanted to let you know, and we wanted to apologize one more time. We’re hoping that you will forgive us.”


  “Oh, okay, thanks for that!” I said brightly, as I took the card and headed back to the counter. “In that case, don’t forget to leave a big tip,” I said. “I’m working my way through college you know.”


  When I brought back the receipt, I carried a pitcher of beer in my other hand. “I’m so sorry, but forgiveness isn’t on the menu tonight,” I said, and dumped it on Dennis’ head.


  “Oh, I’m so sorry!” I exclaimed. “When you backed your chair into me, I lost control.”


  I glanced toward Abby, who was nearby. She grinned  and gave me a thumps-up. I couldn’t be certain, but I thought she mouthed the words, “You go, girl!”


  I could have accepted their apologies. I could have told them that I’m glad they are happy together. I could have told them that I like boys and that being a Hooters girl is the best thing that ever happened to me.


  Yes, I could have allowed them to leave feeling better about how all this turned out. But in addition to being a Hooters girl now, I ‘m also a bitch.


  Not a total bitch, of course. I also could have told Sarah that her husband is a liar, a sadist, and a rapist. Well, eventually she would discover that he’s not the man I was when I was Dennis.


  “Bye! There’s no charge for the beer!” I said brightly, as I turned my back on them, both literally and figuratively for the rest of my life.


  The two of them deserved each other.  She had punished me for something that I didn’t do. Then she had run away for five days, leaving me to be victimized. He was a sexual predator, seemingly obsessed with the power of his new penis. If there was any justice in the world, he’d wind up in prison as – hee, hee– someone else’s bitch. Wouldn’t that be appropriate!


  “Welcome to Hooters,” I said sweetly to customers at the next table. “My name is Krissy, and I’ll be your Hooters girl tonight. May I take your drink orders before you look at the menu?”
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