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    Introduction


  


  



  The three stories in this book include I’ll Get My Purse, Substitute Daughter, and Transformation Vacation.


  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.


  




  

    1. ‘I’ll Get My Purse’


  


  



  By Portia Hab


  “That’s crazy,” I said. “You can’t do something like that. It will never work. Stuff like that doesn’t happen. And, besides, if you could do it, Lisa would never agree. She loves being a girl.”


  Beth Pinkston, my irrepressible and never dull girlfriend, smiled. “But it does work. And it will. I told you that I belonged to the Sisterhood, remember?”


  I smirked. “Oh, now you’re going to tell me that is code for ‘witches.’ Give me a break.”


  Beth shook her head. “Call them what you want. They have this book that’s been passed down for generations and it contains a transformation spell. Endora promises me that it will work. The only thing that you have to worry about is not intentionally altering the body that you are changed into.               “No haircuts, no tattoos, no piercings. You can’t even clip your fingernails. If you do, that body will be yours permanently,” she said. “The key word is ‘intentional.’ Accidents happen and you might skin a knee or chip a nail. But that doesn’t count.


  “Other than that, no problems,” she continued. “We’ll do it for five days and then I will change you and Lisa back to your original bodies and Lisa will be ready to handle Nick. She will either break up with him, or she will be strong enough to say no to him without being afraid that she will lose him.”


  You see, summer vacation had just started, and Beth’s idea was to change me, her 38-year-old lover, into 16-year-old Lisa and Lisa into 16-year-old Nick, while the real Nick was out of town.             


  Then, as Nick, Lisa could get the “feel” of what it is like for a hormone-driven boy to be around a girlfriend, to be attracted to her, and to want sex with her. She could learn first-hand, without the heartbreak, that age-old wisdom about guys giving love to get sex, while girls give sex to get love.


  “Why don’t you be Lisa?” I asked.


  “She would never, ever agree to that, and you know it,” Beth said. “She’s a teen-age girl, for God’s sake, and teen-age girls hate their mothers at least half the time. It’s their job.


  “But she loves you, and she respects you, and, like I’ve told you for years, you two are so much alike that it’s hard to believe that you’re not her father. She’s much more like you than me.”


  Beth also argued that, as a man, I would understand what Lisa-as-Nick was feeling and, because of that, I could handle myself as his “girlfriend” for a week.


  “Ok, say that I agree to this insanity,” I said. “Lisa still never would. Like I said, she loves being a girl.”


  Beth smiled. “If I asked her first, she probably wouldn’t agree,” she said. “She never agrees with anything I say these days. But if I transform both of you while she’s asleep, and let her see what it’s like when she wakes up, I’ll bet that she will go along with it. She’s really worried about how to handle Nick, and she will see that this will help her.”


  So, God help me. I agreed, although I still was reasonably confident that transformation spells don’t work and all of this was much ado about nothing.


  If it didn’t work, though, Beth would have wasted a lot of time figuring out the details for my week as a teen-age girl with a boyfriend named Nick. She said that it wouldn’t be a good idea for us to spend the time at their home because Lisa’s friends knew that Nick was away, and, also, dealing with those friends might be difficult for me. No kidding. Yes, I knew many of her friends so they wouldn’t be strangers to me. But pretend to be a girl around them? No way!


  Instead, we would go to my house, about 60 miles away. I was a self-employed writer/photographer who worked at home in a lake/golf community. As the owner of her own real estate office, Beth mostly could take time off when she wanted.


  Down there in the “country,” Lisa-as-Nick and I could just focus on being a couple, hanging out at the beach, going to the movies, and stuff like that. Also, Lisa could continue to stay in touch with her friends by texting.


  Perfect plan, right?


  Lisa didn’t think so when she woke up as Nick and saw me standing there looking just like her, complete with shoulder-length brown hair, pink braces on my teeth and mascara around my big, brown eyes. Beth even had me wearing the tank top, shorts, and Topsiders that had Lisa taken off when she went to bed the night before. Also, she had put studs in my ears, a black bow in my hair, and spritzed me with perfume.


  Then Lisa, who had been 5-5, looked from me to a full-length mirror and saw her blond-haired boyfriend staring back at her, all 6 feet, 180 pounds of him.


  After the screaming finally stopped, she stumbled into the dining room and collapsed into a chair. “Mother! What the hell is going on?“she said, looking down at hairy legs sticking out of baggy shorts.


  “Mother? I’m not your mother, Nick,” Beth said with a devilish smile.


  “Yeah, right,” the new Nick snapped. “This has something to do with those crazy women that you hang out with. Doesn’t it?


  “And who is that?” she yelled, pointing at me. I looked pleadingly at Beth. My face– Lisa’s face, really– felt scalding hot. I never had been so embarrassed in my life. I couldn’t bear to look at them. And I couldn’t bear to look down at my boobs, flat groin, and smooth, slender legs peeking out of tiny denim shorts. So I closed my eyes.


  “That’s, Lisa, dear, for the next week anyway,” Beth said. “Or it is if you want it to be. It’s really Brett in there, though. You two are so much alike that I figured he could handle it. Please, just hear me out.”


  And, you know what? Incredibly the new Nick agreed to the idea. When he finally said yes, he was looking right at me, with a half-smile on this face. I always had thought that Lisa was really cute, and suspected that boys flocked around her like bees to honey. But seeing even the slightest look of interest on a guy’s face from this perspective was beyond weird.


  “Can’t I put on some clothes that cover a little more? I asked.


  “No,” both Nick and Beth said.


  “That’s what Lisa would wear,” she added. “And you’re Lisa. Sorry. But you’ll get used to it, sweetie. You’ll see.”


  So… after Nick packed a week’s worth of bras, panties, bikinis, skirts, tank tops, dresses, and shoes for me, we headed out the door for the trip to my house. Yeah, I guess that I would get used to it.


  “Don’t forget your purse, Lisa,” Beth said with a devilish smile, as she emphasized my new name and handed me a small shoulder bag.


  Nick and I sat in the backseat together – it was Beth’s idea. And it was really, really, reeeelly strange. For one thing, I was so much shorter than Nick, when I once had been much taller than Lisa. For another, my shoulders were bare, as were my legs, all the way up to nearly my crotch. Once Nick’s hand touched mine by accident and I felt this little electric charge run up my arm.


  He mostly divided his time between texting and nodding his head as he looked over at me. It was like he knew something that I didn’t. I thought of shoving an elbow in his ribs, just to remind him that I’m not really a girl. But, for some reason, I didn’t.


  Still, I was the “adult” in this relationship, and I intended to make certain that “he” knew that– even though he was 7 inches taller than me and probably 70 pounds heavier.


  About halfway to my house, I looked down and saw a bulge in his shorts. He saw me looking, smiled, and I nearly passed out. This was sooo embarrassing and humiliating. Why did I ever agree to it?


  Then I remembered. Beth had promised me lots and lots of do-with-me-as-you-want sex as a thank you for my sacrifice. When then was all over, I was going to grab some energy drinks, drag Beth into her bedroom, and lock the door to exact my compensation.


  Then there was also the fact that she could sell air conditioners to Eskimos.


  Still, seeing a boy’s hard-on and knowing that I was the reason totally freaked me out.  I tried to lighten the mood, mostly to keep from pulling my hair out. “Beth, I’m bored. When are we gonna be there?” I whined.


  She smiled at me in the rearview mirror. “Soon, kiddo,” she said. “And remember, until we get back to my house and I change you back, you’re Lisa. He’s Nick. And I’m Mom or Mommy. It will be less confusing that way.”


  “Yes, Mommy,” I said sweetly.


  She already had the sleeping arrangements figured out too. After she told Nick to carry in my two suitcases of clothes, she said that she and I would sleep in my bedroom, while Nick would sleep in the guest room.


  “Oh, no,” I said, folding my arms across my chest, or trying to. The gesture was disturbingly awkward because of my newly acquired breasts.


   “You know how you snore,” I continued. “I’ll sleep in the living room. You can have the bedroom. In this smaller body, I’ll have plenty of room on the sofa.”


  In the Army and in college, I had endured some of the world’s loudest snorers, and, incredibly, Beth ranked right up there with them. As a couple, we were intimate, but we didn’t sleep together.


  “I don’t think that’s a good idea,” she said.


  I didn’t understand. “Why? What’s wrong with me doing that?”


  Beth gestured with her chin toward Nick as he carried my clothes into the house through the garage. “Might be too tempting for your boyfriend,” she said in a half-whisper.


  “Oh, please! I can handle him,” I said with my hands on my hips. “I’m a grown man, you know?”


  Beth chuckled. “Seeing you standing there like that, I’d have to disagree. And since when did you start saying ‘you know’?” You’ve been Lisa for only a few hours, and already you’re talking like her.”


  She was right. The realization sent a sudden chill down my spine. But I quickly dismissed it.


  “Whatever,” I said and followed Nick into the house.


  Yeah, Lisa said that often as well.


  *     *     *     *     *


  “Why can’t I drive?” Nick said as we walked to the Focus. I still was unnerved by having to look up at him, and I intentionally stayed more than an arm’s length away.


  “Because you don’t have Nick’s driver’s license,” I said. “I have yours, so I’ll drive.”


  He arched an eyebrow. “Hey, whatever you say, baby.”


  “Cut it out,” I said.


  “But that’s what Nick calls me, and you’re supposed to be me,” he said. “So, baby, I’m going to call you baby.”


  “Whatever,” I said, pushing the car seat up so my much shorter legs could reach the gas pedal and brake. Looking in the rearview mirror for the first time as Lisa sent a disturbing rush of adrenaline through my system as I saw what only could be described as “jailbait” looking back at me.


  And a strap peeking out of my baby blue tank top reminded me of how much I hated wearing a bra. Preoccupied with its discomfort, I reached up to adjust it.


  “Need some help with that?”


  Embarrassed beyond words by his snarky question, I dropped my hands into my lap and closed my eyes to regain control. Then I reached for my seatbelt.


  We were going to Goodwill to buy Nick a week’s worth of shorts and tee shirts, as well as some swim trunks for the beach. Beth said that we also should buy him a pair of pants and a button shirt in case we wanted to go to a nice restaurant on a “date.”


  “By the way, where is your driver’s license, Lisa?” Nick asked, emphasizing the name that was now mine.


  Small hands clenched on the steering wheel, I took a deep breath and then blew a stray strand out of my eyes. Damn long hair!


  “It’s in my purse,” I said through gritted teeth. “I’ll be right back.”


  Nick smiled sweetly. “I’ll be waiting,” he said.


  God, he was irritating! Good looking, but irritating. OMG! Did I just think that?


  And why was “he” having so much fun with this and I wasn’t? Not that I wanted to have fun … For Chrissakes, no! But, this just wasn’t fair.


  Then I remembered what my mission was in this masquerade: To say “no.” Yeah, I could do that. I was sure of it. But first I had to get “my” purse, which I had forgotten, even though Beth– Mom– had reminded me just before we left.             


  “Always carry your purse when you go out, Lisa,” she said. “Your clothes don’t have pockets to carry stuff like men’s clothes do. You’ll need it for car keys, ID, and … other things.”


  I didn’t even want to think about what those “other things” were. And she was right about the clothes. I couldn’t even squeeze a tissue into the pocket of the skimpy shorts I was wearing.


  At the store, Nick quickly grabbed some clothes. “Okay,” he said. “Now let’s find some stuff for you.”


  “What do you mean?” I asked. “You packed plenty for me.”


  Nick grinned and shook his head. “Boy, you don’t know anything about being a girl. Come on.”


  He grabbed my hand before I could pull it back and practically dragged me to the teen girls section of the store. Resistance in this petite frame was futile.


  “Besides,” he said, “this is a great opportunity for me. From my boyfriend’s eyes, I can see what I really look like in all kinds of cute things.”


  “I don’t think so,” I said, crossing my arms over – well under – my breasts.


  Beth had told me that Lisa’s bra size was 34B. But as I stood there, with my forearms brushing against them, they felt 10 times that large. And for some reason, as I looked into Nick’s big blue eyes, lightly touching my breasts like that felt good. Oh, crap. Yeah, I might be Brett on the inside. But this body had a mind of its own and, more and more, it seemed, I was just along for the ride.


  I blushed.


  Nick knew immediately what was going on. He grinned. “You’re feeling it too,” he said. “We really are boyfriend and girlfriend.”


  “Whatever. Get me the clothes, and I’ll try them on,” I said and waved an arm to get us out of a conversation that I found really, reeelly disturbing.               So disturbing that I was willing to model short little, flirty skirts, sun dresses, and even a strapless prom dress for him. Never in my wildest dreams could I ever have imagined wearing a thing. Now I was. What a guy won’t do for hot sex with his girlfriend.


  Nick had to zip up the back for me.


  “Can’t wait to take you to prom,” Nick said as we stood together in front of the full-length mirror and he put his hands on my shoulders. Yikes! His hands were large and strong, but gentle and warm and  …


  This time I did jab him in the ribs. “Cut the crap!” I said a bit too emphatically. “That’s not gonna happen and you know it. Now let’s get out of here.”


  My boyfriend put his arm around me as we walked out of the store with our purchases. My immediate instinct was to slap it away. But, for some reason, I didn’t. Instead, I forced myself to tolerate his embrace. To keep up appearances, I guess.


  At his insistence, I had  bought a cute, little black and white dress with red and yellow tulips.


  “And, you know, I brought you some wedges that will go great with that dress,” he said as he opened the driver’s door of the car for me. “You can wear them tonight when we go out to dinner.”


  That will be just terrific, I thought. Maybe if I’m lucky, I’ll stumble and fall because of those shoes, break my neck, and end this nightmare.


  *     *     *     *     *


  Beth didn’t want to go out to dinner with us. “You kids go,” she said.


  But I insisted. Time alone with Nick at the store and on the way home, when he had put his hand on my bare leg, had made me really uneasy for a reason that I couldn’t identify– or maybe didn’t want to identify. And just like with his arm around my shoulders in the store, I hadn’t slapped his hand away. I feared that I was losing control and it scared the Hell of me. I felt that I shouldn’t be alone with him anymore that day.


  I wore the wedges with my new dress to the restaurant and I didn’t fall. Except for trying on clothes at Goodwill, this was my first time in a dress, and I felt vulnerable and exposed being out in public that way.


  “Just remember to keep your legs together when you sit, sweetie,” Mom advised


  Nick said I was beautiful. I didn’t tell him that he was handsome in his new pants and button shirt. But he was.


  Also, he was a gentleman, opening doors for both me and Mom.


  Before the waiter came to take our orders, I assessed my predicament. Breasts bulged prominently against my strapless sundress. With nothing between them, smooth, bare legs pressed tightly together. Silky panties pressed against my flat groin. Long hair tickled my bare shoulders. I smelled of gardenias. And a boy that I did not want to be attracted to– but was– was sitting too close. Much too close.


  “I could use a glass of wine,” I said. “Or two or three.”


  Mom laughed. “In your dreams,” she said. “Maybe if you’re a good girl, I’ll let you have a little sip of mine.”


    After that dinner, which I’m sure that Mom thought was uneventful, I didn’t sleep very well that night.


  But I was sound asleep about 8 a.m. when Nick walked into the living room and turned on the TV to watch ESPN Sportscenter. He was eating a bowl of cereal out of a mixing bowl.


  “I have cereal bowls,” I said, as I brushed hair out of my eyes. “You’re a barbarian, you know?”


  “This will do,” he said, and then he nearly choked when he looked over at me. “And you’re a slut.


  “You might want to pull up that shirt, cutie,” he chuckled. “You’re revealing your assets.


  “Or maybe you’re advertising.”


  Looking down, I was mortified to see a boob peeking above the neckline of my oversized tee shirt. It had been large on me when I was a man. But now it was like a low-cut dress for an Amazon and, somehow during sleep, one sleeve had slipped off my shoulder and the neckline had wedged under a nipple. Blushing, I quickly straightened the shirt.


  “And you’re a pig,” I said. “What do you want to do today, Porky?”


  Nick laughed and then pondered the question. “Well, I think the beach would be a good idea,” he said finally. “It’s early yet and a week day, so we’d probably have it to ourselves.


  “And I can rub lotion all over your body,” he said as he arched an eyebrow and gave me a crooked smile. “And then you can rub it all over mine.”


  I smiled back. I couldn’t help myself. It happened before I realized it. And I felt a funny feeling in the pit of my stomach. I didn’t like what he said. Or did I?


  Maybe it was because I was hungry. After all, I hadn’t eaten much at the restaurant. My mind had been on other things and it kinda killed my appetite.


  “In your dreams,” I said. “But we can go to the beach anyway.”


  Beth helped me put my hair in a high ponytail and I put on a yellow bikini that had “Hollister” written on one boob. “What’s that?” I asked Mom as I pointed at the word.


  She laughed. “You might look like my daughter, but if you have to ask that question, you definitely are not her.”


  Thank you, Mommy. At this point, I needed all the reassurance I could get.


  Then she turned serious. “Are you sure that you’ll be okay alone with Nick at the beach? I saw him hold your hand when we went into the restaurant. And when I was coming back from the bathroom, I saw him whisper in your ear, and you giggled.”


  I adjusted my bikini top and eyed myself in the bathroom mirror. My God, I had boob bulge and cleavage.


   “He was just telling me a joke. I’ll be fine,” I lied. “I’m in total control. Nothing to worry about.”


  But it hadn’t been a joke he was telling me. As we sat side by side at the table, Nick had whispered in my ear that just being next to me, touching my bare shoulder, and smelling my hair was making him lose control. He was ejaculating in his pants – and he wanted me to know. And I did giggle, although I have absolutely no idea why.


  Then, with the tablecloth hiding the movement, he had taken my hand in his and moved it into his lap.


  *     *     *     *     *


  Although Mommy had helped me put on lots of sun block before we went to the beach, I said “yes” when Nick asked if he could put some on my back. Again, don’t ask me why. So … okay, I know why. But don’t ask. It’s embarrassing.


  Increasingly, it was difficult to say no to him.  I was still me– Brett–  on the inside, but too often I didn’t seem to be in control anymore. Sometimes, I still could think and talk the way I used to. But increasingly, I realized, I was thinking and talking and – worst of all– acting like the person I appeared to be. This was only the second day too. And, OMG, I liked it.


  As I lay with my breasts pressed against a towel on the sand, Nick untied the strings of my bikini at my neck and back. He was on his knees, straddled across my hips, just below my bottom. His muscular calves pressed firmly against my legs.


  “Hey!” I said. “I didn’t agree to that!”


  “Don’t want to miss any bare skin,” he said, as I felt the coolness of the lotion he squirted on my back. “You could get a nasty burn.”


  “Well … okay,” I said.


  Then his large, strong hand started spreading the liquid across my narrow shoulders and down, down, down …


  “Hey!” I yelled for a second time, as his hand pushed under the waist of my bikini bottom. “That’s off limits.”


  “Oh, sorry,” he chuckled. “My hand slipped.”


  But he squeezed one of my butt cheeks before pulling out.


  “Sure it did,” I replied. “You’re a big ol’ perv, you know that?”


  “And you’re a big ol’ tease, you know that?” he said.


  Then, as he got up, he slapped my plump bottom and added, “Come on. Let’s go swimming.”


  Before I could respond, he had pulled me to my feet. I then watched in horror as the bikini top fluttered to the ground in front of me.


  “Whoops! Sorry about that!” Nick said with a wide grin.


  “I’ll just bet!” I snapped, trying to cover my bare breasts with my too small hands. At least they covered the nipples, which were hard. One of them poked between my fingers.


  “Can you at least hand me my top?” I squealed.


  “Oh, sure. Sorry,” he said. “I was just admiring the merchandise. You know, from this perspective, I’d have to give those boobs an A plus. They’re big enough to be sexy, but still nice and perky.


  “And they’re even too!”


  I grabbed the top out of his hand, quickly turned around, and covered my breasts. “Thank you so much!” I said sarcastically. “Now tie me up, please.”


  “Oh, I’d love to!” he laughed. “But let’s save that for later tonight.”


  As he tied the strings, Nick also started nibbling on my neck. His hands moved gently down my slender arms. Ooooh, that felt nice, and suddenly I wasn’t so mad at him anymore.


   But then, without warning, he pushed his raging hard-on into the cleft of my bikini-covered butt cheeks.


  Instinctively, I pushed back and moaned. I felt my mouth fall open and my eyes roll back in my head. OMG, did that feel good!


  Then I realized what we were doing. That alone was enough to horrify me.  But then the memory of my conversation with Mom in the bathroom doused me with an icy, cold bucket of reality.


  “Are you sure you’ll be okay with Nick alone at the beach?” she had asked.


  And I had answered, “I’ll be fine.”


  Well, I wasn’t fine. I was hot and horny in a teeny bikini with a hunky boyfriend. And we were about 10 seconds from doing it doggie style on a public beach. A public beach that was empty at the moment, except for us. But that was beside the point.


  I screamed and, some way, I found the strength to pull away. Then I was heading for the water, shrieking like the girl I was. And running like the girl I was, with bent arms at my sides and limp hands waving wildly. OMG, I realized in a panic, this body really did have a mind of its own. More and more, It was taking control of my actions and the way I moved, as well as my thoughts and desires, despite my best efforts to resist. It even made me run like a girly girl.


  Well, I hope that Lisa is a good swimmer, I thought as I dived into the cool water. I had to get away. But I never got to find out.


  Suddenly, big, buff Nick with his six-pack abs was treading water beside me.


  “Get out of here!” I cried, pushing at him with my arms and then kicking away.


  He grabbed one of my bare legs and pulled me back to him. Oh, no! Was he going to rape me? Would it even be rape or would I be a willing participant? This body certainly seemed willing to oblige– if I allowed it to.


  As I splashed and kicked and protested, Nick said something that I couldn’t understand.


  Then his arms were locked around me, holding me in place.


  “Let me go! Let me go!” I screamed.


  “Lisa! Lisa! Listen to me!” he screamed right back. “I’m sorry. Okay? I’m sorry!”


  Finally, he had my attention, and when I stopped resisting, he let me go.


  “I went way too far up there on the beach,” he said. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have done that.”


   My racing heart started to slow and I took a deep breath. But when I looked down, I saw that my hard nipples were pressed obscenely against my bikini top. Oh, crap!


  Nick saw where I was looking and laughed. “Being a girl is a bitch sometimes, isn’t it?


  “But this being a guy isn’t so easy either,” he said. “I’ve got this thing between my legs that seems to have a mind of its own, especially when I’m around you.”


  I nodded. “Like last night at the restaurant,” I said.


  “Yes!” he said. “I mean, I was just sitting beside you and suddenly, ‘Look Ma, no hands!’ It was doing its thing all on its own.”


  I giggled. “Well, it wasn’t all no hands,” I said. “Remember?”


  Nick blushed. He was so cute when he did that. “Well, I just wanted you to know,” he said.


  I giggled again. “Sure, that’s all you wanted. Don’t forget, I’ve been where you are,” I said.


  Then he took my hand and started leading me toward shore. “And I’ve been where you are,” he replied. “That’s why I’m sorry for what I did up there on the beach.”


  As we stepped onto the sand, he turned and looked down at me. “But, Lisa, I’m so attracted to you that it’s making me crazy.”


  I looked up into his blue eyes and smiled. “And I’m really, reeelly attracted to you too, you know?”


  I reached up and wrapped my arms around his neck and we shared our first kiss. Then he scooped me up and carried me back to our towels.


  “I’m thinking that we should head back to the house and spent some quality time with my– I mean, your– mother,” he said. “It will be safer that way.”


  “You got that right,” I grinned, realizing that I was both relieved and disappointed.


  This was only the second day. The way that I felt after that kiss, we might have to spend lots of “quality time” with Mom for me to make it safely through the week and for her daughter, now in the body of a boy that I lusted after, to learn about the differences– beyond the obvious– between hot, horny guys and lovesick girls.


  And I didn’t need my feminine intuition to tell me that he felt the same way about me.


  *     *     *     *     *


  “Lisa! … Brett! …  What are you doing?” Mom shrieked as she walked into the bedroom unannounced on the third day.


  “Oh, hi, Mom,” I said. “I’m taking selfies.”


   I quickly straightened my posture from the exaggerated sexual pose that I had been in, wearing only a black pushup bra and panties. I put my phone down on the bed and slipped on the button shirt that Nick had worn to the restaurant. It smelled like him, and I liked that.


  “Why on earth would you do that?” she asked. “And that’s the first time you’ve called me ‘Mom,’ you know.”


  “They’re for Nick,” I said. “That’s what girls do for their boyfriends.”


  Hands on her hips, she replied, “Are you serious?”


  Mom looked me straight in the eye – we were both 5-5. “You know that you’re not really his girlfriend, don’t you? You’re my boyfriend, Brett. And he’s not Nick; he’s Lisa. You know that, right?”


  I laughed. “Of course I know, Beth,” I said putting emphasis on her name to reassure her. “I used to be a guy, remember? Inside here, I still am a guy. Relax. Everything’s under control.”


  I licked my lips and pushed my hair behind my ears. “I know that I’m really Brett,” I said. “I know. Trust me.”


  I watched myself button the shirt in the mirror as I spoke.


  “We’re just playing the roles. No need to worry. What I’m doing is helping the real Lisa better understand the real Nick, believe me. You might say that I’m making it hard for him.”


  Mom smiled. “Okay, now that’s a bad pun so that’s Brett talking. You’re still in control then?”


  I giggled. “Yeah, I am. Nick is down at the lake fishing so I thought that he might need a good, stiff rod.”


  I swirled backward and looked over my shoulder to admire my legs in mirror. “So like, totally, I’m in charge” I said. “Everything’s under control.”


  Mom left laughing. Whew.


  The truth was that I had no idea whatsoever what my motivation was. I just knew that I wanted to take those photos and send them to Nick.               Twice he had taken the battle of the sexes to me. First in the restaurant, when he put my hand on his throbbing penis. And then at the lake, when his aggression had taken us right to the brink of sex on the beach. So now I was taking it to him and, like I told Mom, helping the real Lisa better understand what her boyfriend felt.


  But wearing a pushup bra and posing like a slut also turned me on. I couldn’t deny it.  It made my tummy tingle and my black panties damp.  That was something that I didn’t want Mom to know.


  Besides, she didn’t need to know. After all, no matter how turned on I got in this adolescent female body, I was still captain of my domain. Those bad puns proved it. Inside, I was still Brett, the guy who had a way with words.


  Yes, Nick lusted after me and would jump my bones in a second if I allowed him to. And, yes, that was something that made me hot just to think about. Last night, as I lay on the sofa, I had experienced my first female orgasm as I visualized an alternative ending to our time at the beach. Also I experienced my second, third and fourth.


  As he nibbled on my neck, Nick had peeled off my bikini bottom. It pooled around my feet. He untied my top and tossed it aside. Then he pressed on my back, forcing me to bend forward at the waist. Grabbing my breasts, he tweaked the nipples. And just as I started to moan, his rigid manhood found what it was seeking. My moan quickly morphed into a scream of ecstasy, while he pumped and pumped and pumped.


  Then Nick lay down on the towel and pulled me on top of him. He let me do most of the work, and I didn’t mind, as I slid up and down his shaft, feeling the pleasure build inside me. I rode him until he bucked and groaned and wasn’t hard anymore. We came at the same time, too, and then I collapsed on his chest.


  Finally, he took me missionary style, with my slender legs locked around him, trying to pull him deeper and deeper and deeper …


  Sweaty and breathing deeply there in the dark of the living room, I then had wondered how Nick was coping in the bedroom. One thing I now knew for certain, though, was that girls had it all over guys when it came to multiple orgasms!


  Nevertheless, the guy in this girl body still was calling the shots. Mom had no reason to worry. Lisa-as-Nick was going to learn what it was like for a guy so that she would be more skilled at dealing with the real Nick. And, as an unexpected bonus, I was having a Hell of a good time experiencing sexual arousal and orgasms from the other side of the gender fence.


  In fact, I realized, if I took a few more selfies, I might have to go into the bathroom and lock the door for a little “me” time. That sounded like a great plan.


  As I pulled out my phone, I noticed that the pink polish on my nails was chipped in a couple of places. Oh, no! And I didn’t have any of that shade with me. If the local Walmart didn’t carry it, then I’d just have to redo them all before we went out to dinner tonight. I wished that I had bought another dress. But Nick had packed that cute little red skater dress for me. Good boy!


   And, oh, no! There was stubble on my legs!?! This afternoon was turning into a nightmare. I couldn’t take more selfies and then play with myself in the bathroom. I didn’t have time. I had to shave my legs– and probably my pits– and make myself look gorgeous for my boyfriend before he got back from the lake.


  I started looking through my closet, hoping that I’d find some strappy high-heel sandals to wear with the dress.


  And a purse that would go with the outfit.


  *     *     *     *     *


  I was closing my purse at the sink when I heard the bathroom door open. Looking up into the mirror, I saw my blond-haired boyfriend step up behind me, reach around, and squeeze my boobies through my red skater dress. My knees weakened as he nibbled on my ear and my bottom wiggled against his groin. Then, he picked me up and carried me into one of the stalls …


  Yikes! For the second night in a row I’d just had … well, if I were a guy, I’d call them “wet dreams.” But as a girl, I wasn’t sure. All I know is that my nipples were hard, my panties were damp, and I was breathing deeply.


  In reality, our dinner at the restaurant hadn’t been nearly so exciting. Still, I couldn’t complain, especially because of what it led to afterward.


  This time, I didn’t insist on Mom coming with us and, surprisingly, she didn’t volunteer to go. After she had seen me sexting with Nick, I was afraid that she’d want to change us back right away, instead of waiting until tomorrow. But, somehow, the Brett in me had managed to convince her that everything was under control.


  Of course, it was– except for the erotic dreams which involved Nick and my increasing fondness for bikinis, dresses, heels, and, of course, purses.


  This time, the dream was  prompted by our make-out session in the driveway, after we got home from the restaurant. During dinner, I had sat across from Nick, instead of next to him, to prevent him from moving my hand to dangerous places. But our knees had touched, which was pleasantly arousing. Then, as we left, he had put his arm around my bare shoulders and squeezed me to him, which was even more exciting. I snuggled up against his chest when got to the car and we kissed.


  “Thanks for dinner,” I said. “Just one more day to go.”


  He smiled and nodded. “Yes, just one more day,” he replied. “I wonder what will happen next.”


  Then he arched an eyebrow, a gesture I once thought was aggravating. Now I liked it and it made me want to kiss him again. But I didn’t.


  I saved that until we got back to the dark driveway at the lake house.


  Nick would have made the turn at second base and gone on to third if I had allowed him to. And I really wanted to let him. But there was Brett, getting in the way.


  Instead, I had to be content with Nick taking advantage of the plunging neckline and knit fabric of my dress, to pull it aside for access to my breasts. As we kissed, he massaged them. Then he began to suck on my nipples and …


  Just as the light outside the garage came on, signifying that Mom knew we were home.


  Inside the house, she didn’t give any indication that she knew that we had been in the driveway for awhile before she turned on the light. And when we realized that she wasn’t going to ask any questions, Nick and I grinned slyly at one another.


  Mom did say that she wanted to have some “girl time” at the local outlet mall with me during our last morning at the lake house, while Nick went sailing with a guy that he met yesterday, while fishing.


  So, after finally calming down after that restaurant dream, I got up, showered, and decided I wanted to wear another skater dress– this one emerald green.


  As we walked into the mall, Mom, without looking, reached over and took my hand. Holding hands in public was a long-standing habit, and I guess that she forgot that I wasn’t exactly Brett anymore.


  Quickly, though, she realized it– perhaps because of the size and softness of my hand– and pulled away. “Oops! I’m sorry,” she said. “I forgot … “


  “That I’m your daughter instead of your boyfriend?” I giggled. “No worries, Mom. I kinda liked it.”


  Hand-in-hand, then, we walked inside. As we did, Beth laughed.


  “You know, if you really were my daughter, I wouldn’t get out of here without spending a couple of hundred dollars, guaranteed,” she said.


  “But not today?” I asked. “Why not?”


  Beth stopped and looked me in the eyes. “Duh,” she said. “Because you’re not Lisa, remember? Do you want to shop for bras and panties?”


  “Of course not,” I laughed, as I pulled her forward. “I was just having fun with my Mommy.”


  But the truth was that I did want to shop for bras and panties and all kinds of cute girl clothes. Way back on Monday, when I went to Goodwill with Nick, I hated the idea of wearing girl clothes, especially bras. And I was struggling to keep it together inside because of my new body and my new role as a girl with a boyfriend.


  And not just any girl either. I was the daughter of my girlfriend. I was Lisa. The only person I had spent more time around than her during the past few years was her mother and, so, it was really, reeelly strange to be her instead of being around her as her mother’s lover.


  I knew how Lisa walked and acted and gestured. I knew how she dressed and talked. I knew what she liked and didn’t like. Sometimes, I even knew what she was going to say before she said it. And so, it scared me when I first saw myself becoming more and more like her even before that first day ended.


  It was like an early warning system, you know? If I had just been turned into some generic girl, I might not have realized what was going on.


  Quickly, though, the fear passed as I settled into the role of the person I knew so well. It just kinda happened, you know? Yeah, sometimes Brett had something to say about what I did or didn’t do, like at the beach. Most important of all, he was the gatekeeper, if you know what I mean.


  And now on Thursday, I woulda liked to shop, to try on pretty things, and walk out of the mall with bags and bags of new clothes. But I knew that I shouldn’t tell Mom that. She might start worrying again. So, I’d be content to just walk around, looking at the displays in the stores, and maybe stop at Starbucks for coffee and “girl talk.”


  Suddenly, I felt someone shaking my arm. Then I heard Mom’s voice.


  “Lisa! Lisa!” she said. “Are you okay? Lisa!”


  Wow. Where had I been? Lost in my thoughts, I guess.


  “What? Oh, sure, Mommy. I’m fine,” I said. “I guess that I was just thinking how weird all of this is. You and me … like this.”


  She nodded. “Weird is right. It was like this display, in this store, was calling your name,” she said. “Do you even realize what you’re holding?”


  I looked down to see a leather purse in my hands.


  “Uh, it looks like a purse,” I said. “But I have no idea why I’m holding it.”


  “That’s not just a purse,” Mom said. “It’s a Michael Kors purse. You– I mean Lisa– has wanted one for the past year. But they’re too expensive.”


  Well, that had just taken weird to a new level. I took a closer look at what I was holding. A little tag said it was a “Monogramme Burnished Calf Leather Shoulder Bag.” And I had to admit– at least to myself– it was calling my name. Well, Lisa’s name, and, for the moment, I was Lisa.


  But it definitely would not be a good idea to tell Mom– Beth– that.


  “Wow, how about that?” I said, feigning nonchalance as I hung it back up. “Some kind of crazy coincidence, huh?”


  Mom pulled me back toward the store entrance. “Yeah … I don’t think so,” she said. “Let’s go have some coffee and talk.”


  Despite my best efforts not to, I couldn’t help looking over my shoulder, to get one more look at the purse I wanted so badly.


  “I’m thinking that we should pack up, go back to the city, and I’ll change you both back today,” Mom said as she sipped her latte. “With those selfies yesterday and this purse thing today, I’m afraid that you’re becoming more Lisa than Brett. I don’t want to lose my boyfriend because he couldn’t keep his panties on.”


  Ha. If she only knew. Still, I was confident that she had nothing to worry about. Lisa-as-Nick was going to learn what Beth wanted her to learn. And there would be no sex. I would see to it. I was still enough Brett to make it happen and then happily return to normal as Beth’s boyfriend. And I was enough Lisa to enjoy myself while doing so, something that I was trying my best to keep between me and my boyfriend.


  I focused my inner Brett and replied, “Don’t worry, Beth. I promise you that everything is under control. Let me have one more night just to make sure that Lisa understands what it’s like to be a guy.


  “It’s working great so far,” I added, before taking a drink of my caramel frappuccino.


  Beth shook her head and chuckled. “That’s Lisa’s favorite coffee drink, you know.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  Nick was already home when we returned, and he was excited. I was too when I saw he wasn’t wearing a shirt.  And, OMG,  sweat was trickling down his chest. I wanted to lick it off. If I had, though, Mom would have dragged us both to the car and headed back to the city to change us back as soon as possible.


  Instead, I licked my lips and then kissed him on the cheek. “Hi, handsome,” I said. “Did you have fun?”


  “Oh, yeah,” he said, as he took my hand. “And I learned something really neat


  “Did you know that there’s a drive-in around here?” he continued. “That would be a great place for our ‘last date,’ don’t you think?”


  I certainly did! But the sexting, the purse, the frappuccino. .  . all made Mom worry about what was happening to me. In no uncertain terms, she had laid out the ground rules to both of us. No sex! Now, though, she feared I might be a weak link in the game plan to teach her daughter about boys, sex, and love.


  So I played it cool.


  “Would that be okay with you, Mommy?” I asked. “We’ve never been to a drive-in before. It would be really cool to see one.”


  Mom rolled her eyes and laughed.


  “What’s playing?” she asked. “I might want to go with you.”


  She knew what went on at drive-ins, just as well as we did. The question was whether she was willing to let things play out as originally intended or end the game right now.


  I couldn’t resist. “This was your idea, Mommy,” I said.


  “Yeah, Ms. Pinkston, it was,” Nick added.


  OMG, this was too weird.


  Mom looked at Nick.


  “Okay, young man, I’ll let you take my daughter to the drive-in,” she said. “But you must promise me that you’ll behave yourself.”


  “Girl Scout … I mean Boy Scout’s promise,” he said.


  After dinner, Nick asked if I would put the green dress back on to wear to the drive-in. “You look really pretty in that,” he said.


  “And it has a plunging neckline and short skirt,” I smirked. “But okay, I’ll do it.


  “For you. Just remember your promise.”


  Truth was, though, it wasn’t just for him. I wanted to wear it too.


  “Don’t forget your purse,” Mom said as we headed out the door just before dusk.


   After we got settled in on a row near the back of the drive-in, Nick said, “Well, at least I’ve never seen ‘Return of the Killer Zombie Cheerleaders.’ Have you?”
I looked up into his blue eyes, ran my tongue lightly over my lips, and said. “No, I haven’t. So I guess that we’re both in for a real treat, huh?”


  “No fair!” he protested. “The movie hasn’t even begun and you’re already making it hard for me. And I promised Mom– your Mom– that I’d behave.”


  I smirked. “No one believed that,” I said. “And I’d be really disappointed if you did. But we need to talk first. Okay? Set some ground rules.”


  “We already know the rules,” he said. “No sex.”


  I winked. “Yes, that’s true. That’s Mom rule. But there are other rules too,” I said.


  Nick wrinkled his brow. He was sooo cute when he looked puzzled.


  “What are they?” he asked.


  “Well, first, since I’m your date at the drive-in, you have to buy me popcorn and a soda,” I said. “And if I get scared, you have to put your arm around me to make me feel safe.”


  He grinned. “Okay. I agree,” he said. “What else?”


  Suddenly, the movie audio came over the radio and the screen brightened. Nick turned down the volume.


  “What else?” he repeated.


  “First we have to talk,” I said.


  “Oh, man!” he said, bouncing the heel of his hand on the steering wheel. “You girls always have to talk. Didn’t you do that enough today with your Mom?”


  I laughed. “Girls can’t ever get enough,” I said.


  “So what are we going to talk about? Feeeeelings?” he said, intentionally dragging out the word.


  I giggled. “Hey, you’re getting to be really good at being a guy,” I said. “Isn’t that a little scary for you? Scary, I mean, because you’re good at it and just a few days ago you were a girl.”


  Nick looked me in the eyes. “And just a few days ago you were my Mom’s boyfriend,” he said. “And now, for Chrissakes, you’re me!”


  I nodded. “That’s what I want to talk about before we … maybe … do other things,” I said, as I swept my hair behind one ear.


  I also crossed my bare legs and watched Nick’s eyes follow the movement.


  “Doesn’t it freak you out to look at me and see yourself?” I asked.


  He touched my cheek and replied, “Yeah, but maybe not as much as you think. This permanent hard-on that I have when I’m around you kinda gets in the way of that.”


  Now it was my turn to look down, and sure enough … I giggled.


  “What about you?,” Nick asked. “You’re a man in a girl’s body. Doesn’t it freak you out to look in a mirror?”


  I forced my eyes to look back up.


  “Like it totally did on the first day,” I said. “But now, it’s not so bad, you know? I’m used to seeing this body in the mirror now. It’s not ‘xactly me, I guess, but it’s not ‘xactly not me either. You know what I mean?”


  As zombie cheerleaders chased football players across a field on the screen, Nick said, “What about having a guy come on to you? Doesn’t that bother you?”


  “What do you think?” I said, smiling sweetly and crossing my arms under my breasts. As I did so, I felt my nipples harden, and it certainly wasn’t because it was cold in the car.


  In fact, I thought that I saw a little steam starting to fog the windows.


  “I think that it did– at first,” Nick said. “I think not so much now.”


  I nodded. “I think you’re right,” I said, as I reached over and kissed him.


  But before he could draw me into a clench, I pulled away.


  “What I’d like to know is whether you love me,” I said.


  Nick’s jaw dropped open.


  “You do want to have sex with me, don’t you?” I added before he could respond. “And you don’t have to answer that second question. I know you do.”


  Then I reached over and put my hand on his crotch. “It’s really easy to tell with guys. See?” I giggled as I stroked back and forth.


  “Lisa … please,” Nick moaned, as he pulled my hand away. “I promised your Mom.”


  “So, answer my question,” I said. “Do you love me?”


  Nick closed his eyes and put both hands on the wheel. “I … I …,” he began. “I don’t know, okay? When we had dinner last night, I thought I did. But now … now you’re teasing me and I don’t know. I can’t think straight.”


  I nodded. “So there’s the answer,” I said. “You don’t love me. But you do want to have sex with me. See how that works?”


  Suddenly, he turned the tables. “Well, do you love me?” he asked. “Do you love me enough to have sex with me, knowing that I want to?”


  “That’s a little more complicated for me than it is for you,” I said. “You’re Beth’s daughter on the inside. I’ve known you for years, and I love you. I love to make you happy. Doing that makes me happy.


  “But now I’m you and you’re my hunky boyfriend. When you put those two together …”


  “You want to have sex too,” Nick finished for me.


  “Yes, I do,” I replied. “But we promised Mom.


  “Still,” I said as I unzipped his shorts, “there are other things I can do that are almost as good as sex. But later I’ll definitely need that soda.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  Back at home, I lay there on the sofa, hot and sweaty with soaked panties for the third night in a row. Nick had gone to bed a very happy boy. And I had gone to bed a very frustrated girl. A couple of shots of Irish whiskey had helped me relax a little.


  OMG, Mom would have been so upset if she knew that. I giggled thinking about it. On the other hand, she would be so very proud of me. For the most part, I had been a good girl at the drive-in, which is why I needed something to help me relax.


  Nick would vouch for goodness. But maybe his definition of “good” was not Mom’s. I giggled again.


  Yes, the liquor was helping.


  If Nick had said he loved me, would I have had sex with him there in the front seat at the drive-in? If he had said he loved me, would I have said it back?


  I’d never know. But what I did know is that I came right up to saying it anyway, before Nick interrupted by pointing out that I wanted to have sex with him just as he wanted to with me.


  That certainly was true. If it wasn’t, I’d be sound asleep, instead of hot and bothered.


  It wasn’t fair. It wasn’t fair on so many levels. Although not in the traditional way, I gave Nick what he wanted. In return, he kissed me with plenty of tongue and, once again, lavished attention on my breasts, which made me squirm and wiggle, as well as gasp for breath and almost– almost– climb onto his lap with my panties down around my ankles.


  With the whiskey helping me to analyze, the big question for me was not whether Nick loved me. Guys were idiots when it came to understanding their feelings. I knew because I had been one.


  But I was a girl now and girls were supposed to know this stuff. The big question was whether I loved him. I don’t know why that seemed so important. But it was. It wouldn’t let me sleep.


  One more drink, I decided, might help me clarify. 


  *     *     *     *     *


  After we got back to the city, Beth had me change into some of Brett’s clothes. As Nick watched and I pulled on baggy shorts, I heard her reading some words.


  When I looked up, she was staring at me with wide eyes.


  “What?” I said as I stood there with hands on hips and blew a strand of hair out of my eyes for about the zillionth time during the past five days. “I’m ready to, like, be a man again. Now, are you going to change me back or what?”


  Beth read the words again.


  “It’s not working!” she gasped. “The spell isn’t working. “Lisa– I mean, Brett,” she said, looking at me, “what did you do?”


  I looked down at my feminine body in the oversized men’s clothes and felt myself blushing.


  “Well … nothing that would make the spell not work,” I said. “I remembered what you said, you know?  But … “


  “But what!” Beth nearly screamed. “What did you do?”


  I looked back up at her and said, “Nick and I made love last night, okay? I didn’t want to tell you because I knew that you’d get mad. And I was right. ‘Cuz now you are. But that wouldn’t make the spell not work.”


  “You what?!” Beth shrieked.


  “I said that we made love last night,” I repeated, looking over at my boyfriend and smiling. He didn’t smile back.


  “I went into Nick’s room and we made love,” I explained. “It wasn’t just sex and it was wonderful. At the drive-in, we almost did it. But I was scared. We both knew you didn’t want us to, so we didn’t.”


  And now I was scared again. Fer sure. Mom was mad. Nick looked scared. What was going on? 


   “But when we got back home, I thought about it some more, and I felt so bad,” I continued. “It was our last night together and, lying there in bed, I decided that I loved him. And I decided that I wanted show him how much I loved him before we changed back, you know?


  “What’s the big deal?”


  Beth laughed in a way that I never had heard before. “You little idiot,” she said. “Don’t you remember what I said? If you intentionally alter the body in any way, you can never change back.”


  “Duh!” I said. “Of course I remember. And I didn’t, like, cut my hair or get any tattoos or piercings, even though I wanted to.”


  The real Lisa, who still looked like Nick, was edging out of the room, and Beth called her back. “Sit down,” she commanded, and we both did.


  The baggy ol’ men’s clothes that I was wearing made me feel really scuzzy, and I wanted to get out of them. At the same time, I was panicking inside, wondering why Mom’s magic spell didn’t work and why I wasn’t Brett again so that they would fit me the way they were s’posed to.


  “But you did have sex,” she said. “And the real Lisa was a virgin, so you were too. Now you’re not. You altered that body. And now it is yours. You’re a girl, Brett, a 16-year-old girl and there’s nothing we can do to change you back.”


  She fixed a stern gaze on her real daughter. “And you knew what would happen, didn’t you?” she said. “You knew that Brett would be stuck like this. I explained it to you before we went down there, especially the part about sex. I told you that you cannot have sex, no matter how much you want to.


  “But you did it anyway.”


  Lisa-as-Nick smiled sheepishly. “Well, yeah, I guess I did. But when we were together last night, that wasn’t exactly the most important thing on my mind.


  “I really wanted to have sex with her, you know?” he said. “And she wanted to have sex with me.”


  He paused for breath and looked at me.


  “Hey, she came to me!”


  Beth shook her head. “And you didn’t really love her either, did you?”


  Lisa-as-Nick looked away. “Well … ,” he began.


  “Well, what?” Beth interrupted. “Did you or didn’t you?”


   “I don’t know,” he said. “I like her, okay? Maybe I love her. I told her that I did when we were having sex. It felt like I did. And she told me that she loved me.


   “I like her a whole bunch. And we both were just so turned on by each other,” he continued.


  “This thing between my legs was so hard all the time that it hurt. I finally figured out how to get some relief at night with my hand. But then the next day, it was just as bad all over again, and that’s why I went fishing and sailing.


  “If it had been up to me, we would have sex that day at the beach. My penis was so hard that I was afraid it was going to explode, and I would have done anything to get relief,” Lisa-as-Nick said. “And then all of a sudden, there she was in bed with me last night. What was I supposed to do, say ‘No, thank you’?


  “She came to me. She got in my bed. I just had to do it.”


   Beth looked at me. I felt tears welling up in my eyes, and I felt so ashamed of myself. I had disappointed Mom.


  “And you were a man,” she said, now directing her anger at me. “You were supposed to understand that guys will say whatever a girl wants to hear just so they can get in her pants. You were supposed to be immune from that.


  “That was the whole idea,” she continued. “Lisa would understand what motivated Nick to put pressure on her, and you would be able to resist whatever pressure she put on you as she learned about men.”


  Suddenly angry. I stood up and put my hands on my hips. “But I wasn’t a man anymore,” I said. “That was the problem, you know? In the beginning, I, like, was still a man on the inside and he was in charge.  I was sure that there was no way that I’d never ever want to do anything with Nick or let him do anything to me.


  “Then, like, more and more, Brett wasn’t in charge anymore,” I explained. “More and more, Lisa was. More and more I was Lisa, you know? Brett still was there inside, and sometimes he’d get a say. Sometimes, I’d even talk like him. But more and more, he was just along for the ride, even though he might not have realized it.


  “I liked being Lisa, too,” I said. “It felt right. And I liked that Nick was my boyfriend.


  “But soon I wouldn’t be Lisa anymore because we were going to change back. So, last night was my one last chance to make love to my boyfriend, and I did it!”


  Considering how enraged Beth already was, I wasn’t about to tell her that a little alcohol from Brett’s liquor cabinet helped give me the courage to go into Nick’s bedroom–- and maybe helped me forget or not care about the consequences. If Nick knew that booze played a part in loosening my inhibitions, he was keeping quiet about it too, thank goodness.


  Beth threw her hands in the air.


  “Well, Lisa,” she said, emphasizing the name as she looked me in the eyes. “That’s your body now, permanently. Instead of my boyfriend, you’re an exact double of my 16-year-old daughter.”


  “And there can’t be two of you,” she added as she plopped down in a chair opposite us.  After a long pause, she added, “There can’t be two of Nick either … And somebody’s going to have to be Brett.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  In the following days, no one who saw the three of us together would ever know that things were different than they were before that fateful time at the lake house. When people looked at us, they still saw Brett, Beth, and Lisa. Only now I was Lisa, and she was Brett. I was Beth’s daughter. She was Beth’s boyfriend.


  Lisa’s room was my room and I slept in her bed. Without even thinking about it, I sat in her chair at the kitchen table. I used her toothbrush.


  The mega-weirdness of that somehow kinda frightened me enough that my old Brett brain regained a little control. And then that was scary strange, you know? 


  Still, Lisa’s clothes were my clothes and I wore the skirts and dresses and bikinis that I’d often seen her in. And the stronger Lisa part of me was so excited to try on the heels that I’d seen her wear to parties and that now I could wear. The tops and shoes and jewelry that I had bought her as gifts for her birthday and Christmas were now mine as well, along with the panties and bras and  sleepwear that I’d never seen. I felt pretty and feminine wearing them, and I didn’t care if the Brett part of me was embarrassed. Too bad for him.


  Tucked away in drawers and my closet I found lots more clothes and shoes that I had never known about, and it was like Christmas! I loved trying them on in front of the full-length mirror on the back of my bedroom door.


  I had lots of purses too! When I first became Lisa, I, like, hated having to carry one. But now I loved them, you know? Don’t ask me why.


  And it was soooo weird to see Brett– the person I used to be– there in the house with us. It almost made me feel that I was having an out-of-body experience like in a movie, you know? I remembered what it was like to see Beth and her daughter– me!– from his eyes. I wondered if the same thing was happening with him.


  I remembered being Brett and taking photos of Lisa as she blew out the candles on her cake for her 15th birthday. And I remembered being embarrassed when I looked at the pictures and saw that her breasts were partially exposed. Now they were my breasts. 


  And I wondered if he was sad because he was so much older– nearly 40!– and the clothes that he now had to wear were soooo boring compared to mine.


  Of course, Mom and the new Brett weren’t really a couple. That would be just too weird.  Oh, we went out to dinner together and to movies, but Brett slept in the basement instead of with her.


  “You have to be Brett because he can’t just suddenly disappear, and I can’t change you into someone who doesn’t already exist,” Mom had explained to him that day we got back from the lake.


  She added that we also needed someone to be Brett until we got all his money and stuff and sold his house. Then, she said, she  would change him back into Lisa.


  “But what about me?” I panicked. “You said this is my body now. Who will I be?”


  Beth smiled. “Well, my dear, you will be my niece. That is your body. You are now and forever female, and I can’t change that. But I can make you a few years younger or a few years older. And I’m sure that some of the money that Brett had will make it possible for us to get school records and documents for your new identity.”


  Since that day, though, I had decided that I liked being Lisa. I didn’t want to be her younger or older cousin. I liked putting on a bikini and hanging out at the pool with my friends. I liked putting on a sexy dress, fixing my hair, and going on dates with Nick– the real Nick. I liked kissing him and letting him do stuff to me. It felt good. And I even liked doing stuff to him. Tee hee.


  But no way, no how was I going to let him talk me into doing the nasty in the front seat of his GTO. I had learned my lesson the “hard” way, if you know what I mean. No more sex with a guy until I was really, reeeelly sure that he loved me.


  So, I like didn’t want to be a cousin, especially a younger cousin. That would be so lame. I’d probably be shorter and my breasts would be smaller, and I didn’t want smaller breasts. Mine were almost a C cup and nice and perky! It would be just soooo awful if I had to get fitted for a training bra!


  And braces! If I were younger, I’d probably have to wear them even longer! As a guy, I’d always thought that a cute girl with braces was a turn-on. But being one was a whole ‘nother story. No way did I want to wear braces, even pretty pink ones, any longer than I had to.


  And if I were older, would I have to get a job!?! I didn’t want that. As Lisa, I had two more years of high school and I was looking forward to them. I was going to try out for the cheerleading squad!


  On the other hand, if I were older, then I could date older guys, guys like … Brett. OMG! Did I just think that? Yes, I did! How gross is that. And not only is he old. I used to be him!


  But I couldn’t deny it. Although he was mega-old, I liked him. This couldn’t have been any easier for him than it was for me. Probably it was harder. And he didn’t like have a boyfriend or girlfriend or even regular ol’ friends to spend time with either. It was just Mom and me.


  When Mom was busy at work, he’d drive me to the pool or the mall and we’d talk on the way. He was so understanding and sweet and, of course, he could give me lots of  good advice on how to be me, since he used to be me! Hee. Hee.


  One afternoon, I headed out the door as he was watching TV. “Want some company?” he asked.


  “Uh, no thanks,” I said. “I won’t be gone long.”


  Brett smiled. “Oops, sorry. It’s that time of the month, isn’t it? I can see the signs,” he said. “And the first is the worst, believe me.”


  Grimly, I nodded my head. “Nothing could be worse,” I replied.


  He laughed softly. “Oh, yeah, it could. You could be pregnant– at 16.”


  Despite myself, I smiled. “No kidding,” I replied. “Give me cramps over breast-feeding any day.”


  We both stood there silently for a moment, and then he added, ”I’m sorry about what Nick did. He was a jerk.”


  “Thanks for that,” I said. “But I wanted it too. And he didn’t know how to control his new body any better than I knew how to control mine, no matter what Mommy thought should happen.”


  “Still, on behalf of jerks like Nick all over the world, may I extend most sincere apologies to you and others of the fair sex. But especially to you,” Brett said as he got up and met me at the door.


  Looking up at him, I giggled. He was sooo funny sometimes.


  Then I realized something. OMG! He was talking just like me– the me that I used to be. How was that possible!?! Then again, how was any of this possible? But it was real. My girlfriend’s teenage daughter was now a charming and appealing adult male. I was an adolescent female with a crush on him. And we were having a moment.


  “Uh, don’t forget your purse,” he said, as he handed me the little blue bag with the shoulder strap.


  Another day, he said, “Let’s go take some photos in the park.”


  As Brett, I had taken, hundreds, perhaps thousands, of photos of Lisa. She loved to pose and prance and make funny faces, and I loved capturing both her beauty and her antics with my camera. We were a perfect match then.


  And, evidently, we still were. “I’ll get my purse,” I said, smiling broadly. I couldn’t wait to pose and prance and make funny faces for him. 


  Maybe he was okay with the way things were because he knew that the situation wasn’t permanent, that soon he would get to be Lisa again. Maybe we hadn’t had a moment. Maybe, like, that had been my estrogen-driven imagination. Then again …


  Sometimes at dinner, I noticed him looking at me. I’d smile and he’d smile back. Mom noticed too. I wondered what she thought about that. But she never said anything.


  But thinking that I maybe could date him if I became an older cousin was really, reeelly stupid because he wasn’t going to be Brett anymore. Still, I couldn’t deny the growing feelings I had for him. It wasn’t like down at the lake house, when Nick and I got each other hot and horny and then finally did the big dirty missionary style in his bedroom. This was something else.


  On the other hand, my relationship with Mom was … well …  complicated. Sometimes I called her “Mom” and other times I called her “Beth.” Sometimes she called me “Brett” and sometimes she called me “Lisa.” But as days turned into weeks, more and more we were “Mom” and “Lisa” and she seemed to have accepted that I was her daughter.


  I didn’t always like that either, you know? She told me that I was too young to have a glass of wine with dinner. She told me what time to be home when I went on a date with Nick. And she always was nagging me about picking my clothes up off the floor– in my own bedroom! Sheesh!


  On the other hand, she also remembered that I hadn’t always been a female and helped me with stuff that any “normal” girl of 16 would know how to do herself, like exfoliating, choosing wardrobe accessories, and– ewww!– inserting a Tampon.


  “Get used to it, sweetie,” she said. “Once a month, for the next 30 years or so, you’re going to be dealing with this.”


  And one day, she gave me the bestest surprise of all, that Michael Kors purse that I had drooled over when I saw it in the store down near Brett’s house.


  For some reason, she looked a little sad when she gave it to me. “This is not  a fair trade,” she said. “But I knew you wanted it.”


  I didn’t know ‘xactly what she meant by that. But I didn’t care. I loved my new purse.


  “Thanks, Mommy!” I said, as I gave her a big hug.


  *     *     *     *      *


  As Mom stood behind me in the bathroom and brushed my hair, she said, “Brett and I are closing on the house tomorrow. Then I can change him back to Lisa. Have you decided if you want to be younger or older?”


  In the mirror, I looked at the reflection of mother and daughter.  And I was the daughter. It was natural. It was nice. It was comforting. And I didn’t want to be a cousin.


  I had just gotten out of the shower and put on my pink robe. But I hadn’t closed it, and beads of water glistened on my bare breasts.


   “I want to be me, Mommy,” I said in my best little girl voice. “I want to be Lisa. That’s who I’ve been for three weeks now, you know? I’m used to it. I like it.”


  Beth stopped brushing and our eyes met in the mirror. “Okay, be serious now,” she said. “There has to be something left of Brett inside there. Isn’t there? Can we talk as adults?”


  I nodded and smiled. “Okay, I’ll try,” I said. “But it’s getting more and more difficult, you know?”


  “Yeah, I know,” Beth laughed. “‘You know’ was something that I never heard Brett say.”


  I took the brush and stroked my long, wet hair. “Tell me about it,” I said. “Yes, there is something of Brett left in here. And there always will be, I think. I’ll always have the memories and experiences that he had. And when I really concentrate, I still can mostly talk like him.


  “But it’s getting more and more difficult, you … “


  We both laughed at what I almost said.


  Then I continued. “It’s just that in pretending to be the girl that I appear to be, I’m actually changing into her. I can style my hair now, apply makeup, and put on a bra without even thinking about it. As I hang out with Lisa’s friends, I get better and better at talking like them, acting like them, and even thinking like them. It just happens. And that’s a good thing, I guess, considering I have no alternative.”


  Then I paused for emphasis and added, “You know?”


  Beth smiled briefly and then nodded solemnly. “I understand. And what happened to you and Lisa is all my fault because it was my idea. My bad idea.”


  I saw her eyes getting wet and I turned around and hugged her. “Yes, it was pretty bad,” I giggled. “But we disobeyed your instructions too. If we hadn’t, well, I wouldn’t be your daughter instead of your lover.


  “What’s done is done, though,” I said softly. “And speaking seriously now, it’s never been more obvious to me that biology is destiny. I’m not a 38-year-old man anymore. I’m a 16-year-old girl and I have the body, the hormones, and the desires to prove it.


  “I like it too,” I added. “So, I really don’t want to be younger or older. I don’t want to be a cousin. I want to be your daughter. But the adult in me understands the situation. I can never be me again. But Lisa can be Lisa again.


  “So, all things considered, I guess that I would rather be older than younger,” I said, as I closed my eyes and visualized an older me kissing  … Brett!


  I’d already decided too that Nick just wasn’t mature enough for me, and, when Lisa became herself again, I wouldn’t mind at all giving him back to her.


  *     *     *     *     * 


  Dressed in fresh bra and panties and my hair in a high pony, I was hanging my wet bikini on the shower rod when I heard the front door open. I’d just walked home from the pool. Brett normally would have picked me up, but he and Mom were closing on what used to be my lake house.


  Quickly, I shimmied into some tight denim shorts and pulled on a tank top before heading into the kitchen to greet them. If it had been just Mom, I wouldn’t have bothered. But it wouldn’t be appropriate for Brett to see me in my undies– even though it made me a little tingly thinking about that possibility.


  “Hi, sweetie,” Mom said with a bright gleam in her eyes and a broad smile on her face.


  “Wow, you’re happy today,” I said, smiling back.


  “I always am after I close on a house,” she said. “And I especially am today. We made a nice profit on yours, and, this weekend, you and I are going to celebrate by going out and buying lots of new, expensive clothes.”


  “Clothes for your niece, who is older than your daughter,” I clarified.


  “Well, about that …, ” she began.


  But I interrupted her. “Where’s Brett?” I asked.


  “You miss him when he’s not around, huh?” she said.


  I blushed.


  “I’m sorry, Mom,” I said. “I know that he’s too old for me. And I know how I feel about him seems totes creepy because that’s your real daughter in my male body.  But I can’t help it. I like him, you know? It’s like he gets me.”


  Mom laughed and then said, “No it’s not totes creepy. I understand.”               Wow! That was a surprise.


  “I think he would say that you ‘get’ him too,” she added.


  Once again I felt my face grow red.


  “Yes,” she said. “I’ve seen you two smiling at each other and I’ve wondered … “


  “Oh, no, Mom, we never would … !” I said, my heart racing.


  She smiled. “Oh, I know that,” she said. “I think that you learned your lesson about the importance of self-restraint with Nick. I’m not suggesting that you and Brett have done anything like that. I’m just saying that I’ve noticed your attraction to each other.”


  I boosted myself up on the kitchen counter and crossed my legs, as Mom set her tote and purse down on the table. My pose was something that I’d seen the real Lisa do many times, what remained of the Brett in me suddenly realized, and I had done it without giving it a second thought.


  Mom noticed too. “Every day, you’re more and more like my real daughter,” she said.


  “Ma-um! I am your real daughter!” I giggled.


  “So where is Brett?” I asked again, before she could respond. “I want to give him a goodbye kiss before you turn him back into your daughter and me into her cousin.”


  Mom smiled and said, “That Brett is gone and never coming back.”


  If my teen girl body didn’t have a male writer inside with an ear for language, I’m not certain that I could have noted her emphasis on ‘that.’


  “What do you mean?” I asked with genuine concern, as I jumped down from the counter. “What does that Brett mean?


  “What’s going on? What Brett is he now?”


  Mom stepped to the door that connected to the garage and opened it. “Okay, Brett, you can come in now,” she said.


  OMG!


  That wasn’t Brett. But it was Brett. Only younger. Lots younger.


  OMG! That was me when I was 18 or 19.


  I wasn’t going to be a cousin after all, it seemed. Brett was the one who had been transformed.


  “Lisa, I’d like you to meet Brett,” Mom said. “He’s just graduated from high school and will be starting college in the fall.


  “And soon, we’ll have all the paper work to prove it,” she added with a wink.


  “From what I know about both of you, I thought that you’d have a lot in common, so I thought that you two should meet.”


  “Hi, Lisa,” Brett said. “I hope you don’t mind your mother introducing us. I’d really like to get to know you better.”


  “Close your mouth, dear, before you trip over your tongue,” Mom added, looking at me with a smirk.


  “Uh, hi Brett,” I said. “It’s nice to meet you.”


  Suddenly losing control, I ran up to Mom and gave her a fierce hug. “Oh, Mommy, thank you, thank you, thank you,” I exclaimed. “I love you. I love you. I love you.”


  Then I turned to Brett, locked my arms around his neck, lifted one bare foot in the air and gave him a fierce kiss.


  “Wow!” he said when we finally came up for air. “Then I guess you’re okay with being Lisa. I told your Mom that I wanted to stay Brett only be younger and she said that she thought that was a good idea.”


  I looked him up and down, taking in his wavy, brown hair, his green eyes, and his slim, but muscular build.


  “I’m better than okay,” I said as I wrapped my arms around his chest. “I never thought about Mom fixing things this way, and it’s just … the best!


  “Look at us. We’re made for each other!” I squealed, fighting back tears of joy as both of them laughed.


  I felt Brett kiss me on the top of my head.


  “In that case, maybe you’d like to go out sometime,” he said.


  “I’ll get my purse,” I said.


  #     #     #     #     #


  




  

    2. Substitute Daughter


  


  By Portia Hab


  It was a laid back Thursday morning just before Easter at my girlfriend’s house– until the screaming started.


  The screamer was my girlfriend’s 16-year-old daughter, Tiffany.


  “What’s wrong? What happened?” I asked anxiously as Linda pulled Tiff through the kitchen, where I was finishing up the dishes, and into the living room.


  I followed. Linda sat down on the sofa and pulled her daughter next to her. Tiff was sobbing more than screaming now, but …


  Tiffany no longer looked like the brown-eyed girl that she had been just a few minutes before, when the two of them went to the basement to do laundry. Tiffany looked like … Well, she looked a lot like her pregnant best friend Paige. How was that possible?


  But it was true. Tiffany’s hair was shorter and turning blonde. Her eyes were blue. She was growing taller right before my eyes. And then there was the baby bump. There was no mistaking that.


  “What happened?” I asked again.


  “Look at me!” Tiff sobbed. “I’m not me anymore. Who am I?”


  Linda and I looked at one another and then my girlfriend said, “Sweetie, I think you’re turning into Paige.”


  Tiffany looked down at her belly pushing out from under her tee shirt, and the sobbing intensified. “Oh, my God, you’re right! I’m pregnant. I can’t be pregnant! How did this happen?”


  Linda leaned into the daughter who had suddenly grown taller than her and stroked her hair.


   “Shh. Shhh. It’s okay, honey. We’ll figure this out.”


  Tiffany now was an exact twin for Paige, only in clothes far too small for her taller frame. For the first time, I noticed that she had something in her hand. Tiff held it up when she saw where I was looking.


  “This shocked me,” she said. “And then I started to change.”


  She tossed what appeared to be some kind of jewelry onto a pile of clothes next to her that probably should have gone into the laundry basket to be washed. Tiffany typically left her stuff scattered all over the house.


  Just then, the doorbell rang, and before Linda had a chance to answer it, Paige’s mother burst into the house.


  “I’m sorry. I’m sorry that I didn’t knock,” she said. “But Paige is missing. She was supposed to be home hours ago. Have you … “


  And then she saw Tiffany– or rather who used to be Tiffany but now appeared to be Paige.


  “You were supposed to be home long ago, young lady. We’re moving to California tomorrow, and you know it. You have to get packed. And your father has to start his new job on Wednesday. We don’t have time to waste,” she said. “Why didn’t you call? Why are you still here?”


  Paige’s mother started toward the girl that she thought was her daughter. Linda stepped between them.


  “That’s not Paige,” she said. “That’s Tiffany.”


  The obvious idiocy of that statement stunned Paige’s mother into silence, for a moment at least. Then she laughed. And laughed. And laughed.


  “Very funny,” she said. Then she turned to Tiffany and added, “Why are you wearing Tiffany’s clothes? They look ridiculous. Go put on your own. We’re going home.”


  Linda crossed her arms.


  “She’s not going anywhere,” she said.


  Previously shocked into silence by the insanity of this situation, I suddenly realized that I must get involved, if for nothing else than to avoid the two women fighting.


  “Linda is telling the truth,” I said as I crossed and sat down next to Tiffany, putting my arm around her. “I saw Tiffany change into Paige. It really happened.”


  Feeling an uncomfortable lump, I stood up slightly and pulled the clothes and the jewelry out from under me. Something shocked me.


  But I was too concerned about what was happening between Linda and Paige’s mother to give it much thought.


  “You’re both lying,” she said. “Or maybe you’re both crazy. Paige, why don’t you say something?”


  Just then, Linda glanced at me and her jaw dropped. “Oh, Bryan, now you’re changing too!” she shrieked.


  Tiffany looked too and her new blue eyes grew as large as saucers. “Oh, no, you’re turning into me!”


  Tiffany then looked up at the woman who thought she was her mother. “I’m not Paige,” she said. “I’m Tiffany. Really, Mrs. Mueller, I am. And now Bryan’s turning into me. I know it’s crazy. I know it is. But it’s true.”


  Still, Mrs. Mueller didn’t seem swayed by what she heard and what she  now saw, a grown man turning into a teenage girl. Even though I wasn’t all me anymore, I retained enough of myself to realize that this was a dangerous situation and I had to try to do something to prevent someone from being hurt.


  Paige’s mother still intended to push past Linda. I tried to stand up to intervene, but with shorter legs and a shift in my center of gravity I fell back on the couch next to Tiffany.  Fortunately, a phone call intervened.  Mrs. Mueller’s instinct to instantly answer a call outweighed her intent to do battle with Linda and take her daughter home.


  “John, I’ve found …” she started to say after she answered, but never finished.


  “What? Where? She’s at the bus station? With Bill? Are you sure?


  “Yes, I know you know what your own daughter looks like. But are you sure it’s her? Okay, okay. I believe you. I’ll be right there.”


  As she clicked off the call, Mrs. Mueller looked totally shell-shocked.


  “I don’t know what’s going on here. You should all be ashamed of yourselves.”


  And she stormed out the door.


  All eyes turned to me. I knew why Tiffany had been screaming. I wanted to scream, but I did not. Tiffany stood up and looked down at me.


  “Oh, Bryan, I’m so sorry. You are me. You’ve even got my pink braces. I don’t know why. But you are. Just like I’m Paige.


   Linda sat down next to me and gestured for Tiffany to sit on the other side of her. Then she put her arms around both our shoulders.


  “This is insane, I know,” she said. “If I hadn’t seen what happened, I wouldn’t believe it either. Magic like this just isn’t real. But here we are.”


  She pulled me into her. I didn’t resist. I just felt numb and lifeless, as if I were a spectator instead of a participant in this Freaky Friday fantasy. For a moment, when there was danger, adrenaline kept me going, ignoring what was happening to my body. Now the danger was gone. And, so it seemed, was the person I used to be. Instead of an adult male, I was a petite girl. My mind simply couldn’t process that.


  “Paige’s mother saw you change from Bryan into Tiff, and she still didn’t believe it,” she said. “I still don’t believe it. My daughter’s her pregnant best friend. And my boyfriend is my daughter.”


  I sensed Linda turn to me, but I kept my head down. I wouldn’t, I couldn’t make eye contact. I was too embarrassed. Too humiliated. Even though I had done nothing wrong, it felt like I had. Fortunately, my male clothes were baggy enough that I couldn’t see the breasts that I felt on my chest.


  “Bryan, I know that this is the most difficult for you. You’re a 40-year-old man in the body of a 16-year-old girl. I can’t imagine how you must feel.”


  She squeezed my shoulder. “But don’t worry. We’ll figure out what happened, and we’ll reverse it. I promise you.


  “But first things, first,” she said as she got up, grabbed my hand and pulled me up with her. “Until we get this fixed, you can’t walk around like that. Let’s get you into some of Tiffany’s clothes, and then we’ll research this necklace on the internet.


  The real Tiffany, now a blonde six inches taller than me and six months’ pregnant, took my other hand. “I hate this too,” she said. “But we’ll get through it together, you’ll see. With any luck, we’ll be like this for only a little while.”


  *     *     *     *     *   


  In Tiffany’s bedroom, I made a concentrated effort not to look in a mirror. How I felt was bad enough. To see how I looked, I was afraid, would push me over the edge.


  I had already stepped out of my shoes in the living room, and if Linda and the new Paige hadn’t been holding me up, I would have tripped on my jeans. My too large socks fell off in the hall.


  “Drop those pants and take off that shirt,” Linda said.


  I did, and stood there in my boxers. The cool air on my bare chest– actually, my bare breasts!– felt so disturbing that I nearly looked down as the nipples hardened. How embarrassing! Instead, I closed my eyes.


  “Boxers too,” she added, and I complied, keeping my hands as far away from my new flat groin as I could. Still, I couldn’t avoid touching the new swell and soft skin of my hips.


  “Okay, put on these panties and shorts.”


  I opened my eyes just enough to take them. Then I backed up to the bed and sat down to put them on. My breasts jiggled. The soft cotton of the panties snugged up against my crotch– my now empty crotch. The denim shorts wouldn’t go on.


  “Lie down on your back and pull them up,” the new Paige suggested. “That’s easier.”


  She was correct, of course. But then I had to sit back up. As I did so, brown hair swept over my bare shoulders, fell into my eyes, and gently tickled my bare torso. Despite my continued mortification at what was happening to me, I couldn’t help but feel a little tingle of pleasure. And that just made it worse. Tears welled up in my eyes.


  Linda saw how miserable I was about all this. “I’m so, so sorry, sweetie,” she said. “This will soon be over. Now, stand up, please and turn around.”


  With my eyes still closed, I could feel her put my arms through straps and then close a snap at the middle of my back. A bra! I was wearing a bra! And I could feel my breasts–- No, not my breasts! Tiffany’s breasts! I could feel Tiffany’s breasts lift and lighten, while the straps pulled down on my shoulders.


  Oh, my God! My girlfriend had just dressed me in her daughter’s bra, panties, and shorts. But at least they had covered portions of her body that I had never seen and never wanted to see!


  “Here’s a top,” Linda said. “Tiff, put her– I’m sorry, Bryan, but that’s what you are for the moment–  put her hair up in a ponytail so it won’t bother her so much. She’s not used to long hair. And find her some shoes, maybe flip-flops. Those are easy. Then you two meet me in my office and we’ll see if we can’t figure out what happened and how to fix it.”


  *    *     *     *     *


  Using the internet, we found out what happened to Tiffany and me. The little known Star of Oluz is what happened to us. Linda found all kinds of references to how it worked and how mysterious it is, suddenly appearing and then disappearing at the worst times. It was remarkably similar to another magic talisman, the Medallion of Zulo. Only legend had it that the Star, a small crystal on a gold chain, came from the Middle East instead of Africa.


  Tiffany had stumbled upon it in the basement, as the two were doing laundry, using a washer that came with the house when Linda bought it two years ago. Had it always been there? Linda didn’t think so. But there was no way to know.


  Paige had spent the night before with Tiffany and left a few of her clothes behind. Tiff tossed them in the basket to wash with hers. And when  she accidentally dropped Paige’s bra behind the washer, she touched the gem at the same time she picked up the bra. Likewise, I had touched it and Tiffany’s clothes at the same time when I pulled them out from under me.


  Finding information that helped explain what happened seemed to bring me out of the almost-zombie-like trance I was in, which was good. But as I came back to reality, I also realized how alien my new body seemed. I was shorter and softer. My hips felt gigantic and my breasts even more so. The bra seemed to be some sort of torture device that put pressure on me in all kinds of new places. Panties and shorts pressed so tightly against my groin that I couldn’t believe they weren’t crushing my balls … Except that I no longer had balls. As Linda had said, I was a 40-year-old man in the body of a 16-year-old girl.


  And my toes. My toes had pink nails!


  I willed myself to ignore the physical discomfort of it all and focus on what Linda told us as she read from the screen.


  “This all just seems to be hearsay and folklore,” she said. “But some of the information does accurately describe the necklace. So that’s encouraging.


  “Also, there’s good news and bad news,” she said looking up, first at her pregnant daughter and then me. “The good news is that Bryan should be able to change back to himself in 12 hours.” 


  “All right!” I screamed in a high, feminine voice that startled me so much that I quickly put  a hand over my mouth. Linda and the new Paige laughed at what must have been a shocked look on my face.


  “All right,” I said in a quieter, but still disturbingly feminine voice. Suddenly I had hope and I felt more like my old self, only in drag.


  “What’s the bad news?” the real Tiffany asked.


  “Well, maybe it’s not bad. I don’t know,” Linda said. “But it definitely seems to be something to be concerned about.


  “According to the legend, a sheik asked his wizard for assistance in both vanquishing his political opponents and fathering many children. The Star was the result,” Linda said.


  “As with the Medallion of Zulo, a person who touches the Star and a piece of clothing at the same time, is turned into a duplicate of the last person who wore that clothing. That’s what happened with you two,” she added.


  “Also, if two people touch the Star at the same time, they are changed into one another.”


  The sheik, she explained, impregnated his youngest wife. Then he took a  piece of her clothing and used it with the Star to turn all of his foes into more pregnant women who would pose no threat to him and also would father his children. That was an enhancement that the Medallion of Zulo supposedly didn’t have.


  He then locked up the Star and kept it under heavy guard to ensure that his former enemies would remain his wives, even after they gave birth.


   “But the information here doesn’t say what will happen if you get changed into a body that is pregnant and you have access to the Star,” Linda continued as she looked up at her daughter in Paige’s body. “So maybe you can change back after 12 hours and maybe you can’t. You might have to wait and have the baby before you can become Tiffany again. We’ll just have to wait and see.”


  The longest 12 hours of my life followed– 12  hours that we spent  making forced conversation, fixing lunch, finishing the laundry, and trying to ignore the bizarre reality that Tiffany now was her pregnant friend and I was my girlfriend’s daughter.


  As we sat in the living room and pretended to watch TV, I heard Paige say, “Hey, Mommy, check it out.”


  When I looked over at the two of them on the sofa, I saw her pointing at me. 
“What?” I asked, as they both smirked.


  “Look at yourself, Bryan,” Linda said.


  OMG! I was sitting with my legs tucked under me, the same way that I had seen the real Tiffany do dozens of times before. And I had somehow settled into that position without even knowing it.


  Also, I was idly twirling a loose curl of my hair with a forefinger, just as she often did!


  “This can’t be over soon enough,” I said, quickly releasing my hair and putting both feet on the floor.


  “Oh, I don’t know. You make a pretty good Tiffany,” Linda laughed, and I blushed for what had to have been at least the hundredth time that day.


  When the time came, Tiffany touched the Star and some of her own clothes. Her body shifted slightly. Her hair started to darken. Then the changes stopped and she was Paige’s pregnant twin again.


  “I was afraid of this,” Linda said. “And I’ve been thinking about what we will have to do because of it.


  “Come on, girls, let’s sit down on the sofa and I’ll tell you what I think we should do.”


  I shook my head, feeling the ponytail– my ponytail–  sway to and fro. “I’m not a girl,” I said.


  Linda smiled. “Well,” she said as we sat down. “About that.


  “Tiffany is stuck as Paige until she has the baby in June. That’s three months. There’s nothing we can do about that.”


  I quickly saw where this was going. “No! No!” I said, crossing my arms under my breasts. “I won’t be Tiffany for three months! I have a life too, you know.”


  Linda put her hand on my  leg, my smooth, bare leg. It felt good– and bad. The sensual nature of this girly body was making me a nervous wreck. Was it this harrowing for real girls? Or just men trapped in girls’ bodies?


  “I know you do, sweetie,” she said. “Believe me, I know that. And you’re my boyfriend. I don’t want you to be my daughter for one second longer than you have to be.


  “But how do we explain Tiffany’s absence for three months if you turn back to yourself? She’s a child. People will ask questions. Her friends. Her teachers. My friends and the people that I work with. She can’t just disappear.”


  I shook my head side to side and bit my lip. Tears filled my eyes– again. My emotional state was as distressing as my physical. I hadn’t cried like this since … well, never. As a boy, excruciating physical pain, like a line drive to the nuts, might make me shed a few tears, but that was it.  And now look at me.


  “You’re an adult,” she continued. “Well …  you were an adult, an adult who works at home, lives in a rural area, and travels often. Your temporary disappearance won’t raise nearly as many alarm bells.”


  She reached over and turned my face toward hers. With a tissue she gently wiped my eyes and then gave me another to blow my nose. I couldn’t believe what an emotional wreck I suddenly had become. She hugged me and I sobbed on her shoulder.


  Intellectually, as a 40-year-old man, I knew that what Linda was proposing made sense. But as an adolescent with a whole new set of hormones– female hormones— I didn’t want to hear it. I wanted to be me again, dammit!


  “Okay,” I finally whispered. “Okay, I’ll do it because I love you and because I love Tiffany.”


  I lifted my head and smiled, not a  totally sincere smile, but not a totally fake one either. “But after three months, I’m going to be the manliest man you’ve ever seen! And you’ll just have to live with it, woman! No more washing dishes either!” I said, before blowing my nose again.


  Then I realized how ridiculous that speech must have sounded in my new girly voice. My face grew red. Then, I couldn’t help myself. The total ridiculousness of the situation made me giggle.


  Linda and the new Paige giggled too. Then Linda patted me on the head and handed me another tissue.


  “You’ve got a deal,” she said with a smile.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  Because Paige’s mother saw her daughter’s twin and had seen me change into Tiffany, Linda was able to convince her to not tell the school that Paige was moving away with the family. The story would be that she was staying behind to live with her best friend, Tiffany, and finish her junior year before joining her family in California. When the baby was born, it would be put up for adoption, Tiffany would change back into herself, and I would be Bryan again.


  At least that was the plan.


  Because Tiffany and Paige really were besties and in the same grade, Tiffany would have little difficulty pretending to be her friend, and, because we were living together, she could coach me on how to be her. Since she had twin beds in her room, we’d even share that.


   And from the moment that I agreed to the plan, Linda said, I would be called Tiff or Tiffany at all times and the real Tiffany would be called Paige.


  The new name was going to be the least of reality-changing adjustments for me. I would have to go to school again– as a girl. I would have to walk, and talk, and act like a girl. I would have to wear girl clothes.


  If there was a positive side to this madness, it was that Tiff became Paige and I became Tiff on Thursday, the first day of Spring Break. That was why she and Linda, who was a teacher, were at home.


  “So … ” Linda said with a wicked grin. “For the next three days, you’re going to girl school 24/7, and Paige and I will be your instructors. Won’t that be fun?”


  Much to my embarrassment, as we had all seen in the living room that first day, my new body seemed to have a mind of its own. That’s why Linda said, “We won’t worry about movement and gestures so much. Those seem to come naturally. And by next Monday, from just watching you, no one will be able to tell that you’re not the real Tiffany, I’m sure.”


  Oh, joy!


  “But you will need to learn what Tiffany likes and dislikes in food and music. You’ll have to learn to talk– and text– like her. You will have to learn fix your hair, do your nails, and  dress like her,” she said. “And you will have to learn about the boys she likes.”


  Oh, crap, not that!


  “You might think that you know much of that already, from just being around her so much,” she continued, either not noticing my discomfort or pretending not to. “But don’t kid yourself. Watching her is one thing. Being her is another.”


  She was right, of course. Mommy always seemed to be right, a fact that I appreciated and hated at the same time. Crap! I was a man– at least on the inside– and Linda was my girlfriend. But it seemed our relationship quickly was morphing from one of adult equals to parent-child.


  Seeing Linda and Paige alone together in the living room or kitchen was freaky too, especially in the beginning. First my mind would wonder and then I’d almost ask, “Where’s Tiffany?” before I realized that I was Tiffany.


  The more accurate question was, “Where’s Bryan?”


  *     *     *     *     *


  I assumed that “girl school” would be conducted exclusively at home. And it started out that way. Thursday night, we all sat in the living room again and pretended to watch TV.


  Paige had dressed me in a lightweight hoodie and leggings. “That’s what I would be wearing,” she said.


  The feelings of weight on my chest and bra straps on my shoulders were so foreign and so distracting that I almost couldn’t focus on anything else.


  “Get used to it,” Linda said as she saw me struggling with one of the straps. “You’re going to be wearing a bra for the next three months or so, as well as dresses and bikinis.”


  Oh, crap! I hadn’t even thought about that.


  After a long pause, she added, “I know this is tough for you, Bryan. I can’t even imagine how uncomfortable and embarrassing all of this is, wearing Tiffany’s clothes and pretending to be her.”


  “I’ll help you, Bryan, I promise,” Paige added. “It won’t be so bad. You’ll see.”


  I laughed. Well, I intended to. It came out more like a girlish giggle. So far, dealing with breasts and looking down to see skintight leggings pressed against a flat crotch were the most “uncomfortable and embarrassing.” But trying to adjust to the sound of my new voice was challenging too.


  “Yeah, well, I might have to disagree with you about that, Tiff– I mean, Paige,” I said. “Right now it seems pretty bad.”


  Then it got worse. Linda told us the plan for Friday.


  “You need a crash course in wearing girl clothes so we’ll do that tomorrow morning,” she told me. “Then, in the afternoon, Paige and I are going shopping. We need clothes for her. And you’re going with us.”


  “But … ” I started.


  “No buts,” she interrupted. “You can’t just be Tiffany at home. You have to be her full time, everywhere. You’re going with us.”


  I should have been mad. I should have said, “No way, woman!” Instead I felt tears welling up. What was going on? I had been in this girly body for little more than 12 hours, and already it was making me act like … a girl!


  Linda saw my reaction and immediately apologized. “I’m so sorry, Bryan,” she said. “I shouldn’t have talked to you that way. For a moment there, I forgot that you’re not really Tiffany. I was in Mommy mode. Will you go with us, please?”


  What else could I do? I said that I would.


  But first my crash course in girl clothes.


  Oh, the clothes. As I tried them on Friday morning, I discovered that they were tight, and soft, and skimpy, and, well, embarrassing! As I put on dresses and skirts, I felt naked and exposed.               Although my boobs weren’t particularly large– 34B— they seemed to get in the way constantly as I dressed and undressed with the help of Linda and Paige. 


  My opinion of bras didn’t change during the ordeal. I still hated them, especially the strapless and push-up versions that Paige insisted I model. But learning how to put them on without help and adjust so that the girls were more comfortable did make them more tolerable, especially the sports bras.


  But I also quickly learned that I hated not wearing bras because it hurt when I didn’t.


  My  long, brown hair was always in the way too. I wanted to put it back into a ponytail, like I had it the day before. But Mommy said that I couldn’t wear it that way all the time. And earrings bugged the hell out of me, especially hoops, but she said I would have to wear them too.


  As the morning passed, incredibly I realized that I quickly was starting  to develop a fashion sense for my teen girl body. When I was told to try pairing outfits, I seemed to innately know which tops to wear with shorts and which to wear with skirts. I understood which shoes went with dresses and which ones did not.


  “Wow, Bryan– I mean, Tiffany– you’re doing great,” Linda said.


  “Yeah, Tiff,” Paige added. “That’s super.”


  Their praise made me blush. Out of both embarrassment and pride, I realized.


  I also noticed that I was putting on some of the same clothes and shoes that I had bought the real Tiffany as birthday and Christmas presents. Weirdorama.


  Then they taught me to put on makeup, fix my hair, and do my nails. After that, they instructed me on how to walk in heels and properly carry a purse.


  “Okay, girls,” Linda said finally. “I think that we’re good to go. You two get dressed for our trip to the mall, while I fix lunch.


  “Tiff, I’ll fix your favorite, mac and cheese.”


  Yeah, that was Tiffany’s favorite, but it wasn’t mine. But, wait, I was Tiffany and, as I thought about it, I realized that mac and cheese did sound good.


  Because she was so much taller than Mommy and me and most of our clothes wouldn’t fit her, Paige didn’t have much choice. From my closet, she dug out an oversize hoodie and baggy sweat pants to wear. The hoodie barely fit over her baby bump.


  She also pulled out a yellow dress for me. “This is called a skater dress,” she said. “I really like the way I– I mean, you– look in it.”


  It was sleeveless with fitted waist and a skirt that flared out well above my knees. And despite the discomfort and humiliation that I had experienced just a few hours before as I started to try on Tiffany’s clothes, I had to admit that I liked the way I looked in the dress too.


  *     *     *     *     *


  As we walked around the mall, I realized that my  indoctrination that morning really had helped me to adjust. Yeah, I still felt exposed and vulnerable wearing a dress with a short skirt. Yeah, my boobs still seemed to get in the way. Braces were a constant nuisance. Carrying a purse felt awkward. And long hair tickling my bare shoulders was a constant distraction. But I wasn’t freaking out the way that I feared I might.


  And as we walked past a store window and I saw our reflection, I found myself smiling at what I saw.


  But that pleasure was short-lived, as a chill ran down my spine. That wasn’t me that I was looking at. That was Tiffany. I was Bryan. Yes, I was in her body. But I was still me, a man, and I had to remember that. The intensity of the morning almost had sucked me right in to being a girl and forgetting who I really was.


  And I still had months to endure this. Yes, I had to be Tiffany and accepting that reality would make the experience less stressful for all of us. But inside, I had to hold onto who I really was as well, even if Linda– Mommy– seemed inclined to forget.


  Mommy! During this moment of clarity, I also noticed that I was becoming more and more likely to think of Linda that way. And I knew that it was only a matter of time before I started calling her that without thinking about it– if I hadn’t already.


  Suddenly, someone grabbed my arm and I nearly stumbled in my wedges. The fright brought me back to the reality that I was out in public and I was Tiffany, my girlfriend’s daughter. And someone was calling my new name.


  Paige had stopped me. She also kept me from falling.


  As I looked up, I saw a blonde that I didn’t know smiling at me. “Hey, Tiff!” she said. “You all set for tomorrow?”


  “Oh, hi Brittany,” Paige deflected, realizing that I didn’t know the girl. “How are you?”


  “Huh, oh, yeah, I guess so,” I said, smiling and pretending to know what she was talking about.


  “We’re going to have so much fun!” she replied. “Gotta go. I’m on my way to meet Gabby and Emma at Aeropostale. Bye!”


  After Brittany left, I looked at Linda and said, “So, where am I going to have fun tomorrow?”


  For a change, both she and Paige were the ones who looked embarrassed.


  “I was trying to spare you the stress of worrying about too much stuff too soon,” Linda said. “Brittany is on the cheerleading squad with you and Paige and she was talking about the community service project that is a requirement for all the cheerleaders. It’s tomorrow at the city park.”


  Hands on my hips I said, “No way!” I hissed. “Dresses and panties and bras are bad enough!” I hissed. “There’s no way, no way that I’m going to wear a cheerleader uniform!”


  “Don’t worry,” Paige smiled. “You won’t have to.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  As it turned out, I would have worn a cheerleader uniform if given a choice. It would have been less embarrassing. But the squad’s sponsor had chosen Tiffany to be the bunny for a children’s Easter egg hunt. As my assistants, the other girls would be in uniform and bunny ears, except for Paige because of her pregnancy.


  Of course, I wore bunny ears too. I also wore a pink dress with a tulle mini skirt, white tights, and pink leg muffs. With mascara, Mommy gave me a bunny nose and whiskers.


  “Oh, Tiff! You look so darling!” Paige gushed. “Even your braces match.”


  “Yeah, swell,” I replied.


  “I’m trying my best. I really am. But this. This!” I said as I gestured at my body in the ultra girly costume.


  “Oh, don’t be such a big ol’ pooh!” Mommy said. “Paige is right. You’re adorable. That’s why Ms. Johnson chose you to be the bunny … “


  “She didn’t choose me,” I interrupted. “She chose Tiffany. I’m Bryan, remember?”


  Mommy smiled. “Yes, I remember,” she said, gently taking my hand. “But let’s take a look, shall we?”


  She led me to the full-length mirror on my bedroom door. “Does that look like Bryan?” she asked.


  Despite myself, I smiled.  I was adorable.


  “No,” I said softly. “It looks like Tiffany in a cute bunny costume.”


  Mommy nodded. “So it does,” she said. “And so you are. Now, let’s go have fun!”


  We did too. Within minutes of arriving at the park I stopped being self-conscious about my appearance. The children, the other cheerleaders, Ms. Johnson, they all saw what I saw when I looked in the mirror.


  “Oh, Tiff, I’m so jealous!” said Emma, a brunette cheerleader a little taller than me. Heck, nearly everyone was taller than me, except the kids hunting the eggs.


  “That is such a cute costume,” she added.


  My job was to walk among the kids, praising the detective skills of those who were finding eggs and gently assisting those who weren’t so successful. Quickly, I lost myself in it, forgetting what I looked like and focusing on the children. It was fun. Lots of fun.


  Until I heard a male voice say, “Hi, Tiff.”


  “Uh, hi,” I said, looking up into the deep blue eyes of …


  I had no idea who he was, but my body certainly responded to what I saw. Butterflies fluttered in my tummy and my knees weakened. Oh, crap! I’m a guy! I’m not supposed to be turned on by another guy. But I was. Or at least my Tiffany body was. My Bryan brain was screaming, “Time out!”


  “It’s good to see you,” I said.


  “Really?” he replied.


  I nodded. “Really,” I said.


  Oh, God. Resistance seemed futile. I was a girl. He was a guy. We were having a moment. And I didn’t even know his name.


  “Hi, Eric!”


  Oh, thank goodness. Paige to the rescue– in more ways than one.


  “Uh, hi Paige. See you around, Tiff, okay?” he said as he walked away.


  “OMG!” she hissed. “That was Eric!”


  I giggled. “Yes, I know,” I said. “I heard you say his name.”


  She took my hands and looked down into my eyes. “No, you don’t understand,” she said. “That was Eric.”


  Thoroughly confused now, all that I would think to say was, “So … “


  “So I’ve had a huge crush on him all year!” she said. “He’s a senior, and I thought that he didn’t even know I was alive! And he just said hi to me. Er, I mean, to you, and you are me, so he was saying hi to me.”


  “You’re babbling,” I said with a smile. “But I get your point. You like him.”


  Of course, from the way my body reacted when I saw Eric, that came as no surprise. But I wasn’t about to tell Paige that. I didn’t even want to acknowledge the attraction existed. Being a girl was bizarre enough. But being a girl who was attracted to a boy … I’d rather be the Easter bunny.


  *     *     *     *     *


  As we lay in bed Saturday night, Paige asked, “What are you going to do when Eric asks you out?”


  OMG, why would a teen-age boy ask me out? That shows you how new I was at this girl thing. As I lay there quietly in the dark, almost sleep, I had forgotten that I was a girl.


  “Tiffany, are you there?” she said when I didn’t answer. “What will you do? He’s going to, you know. He’s going to when I’m not me anymore. It figures.”


  “Maybe he won’t,” I finally said, fully awakened and aware once again of my feminine body inside the unicorn crop top and sleep shorts that I had seen the real Tiffany wear so many times before.


  “Oh, he will,” she said. “Just you wait and see.”


  “Maybe he won’t,” I said again. “Night, Paige.”


  “Night, Tiff.”


  The next morning, I was just about to pour myself a bowl of cereal when Linda came into the kitchen.


  “Good morning, Tiffany,” she said, with a special emphasis on my name.


  “Good morning, Mommy,” I replied, returning the emphasis.


  “Just so you know, I’ve never seen Bryan eat that kind of cereal,” she said. “But it is Tiffany’s favorite.”


  As I looked down at what I held in my small hands, my jaw fell open. OMG! She was right. It was a sugar-rich cereal that Bryan never would eat.


  “This is getting a little scary,” I said. “It’s only been a couple of days. I don’t like the way this body is taking control.”


  Mommy kissed me on the forehead and then shook her head. “No, that’s a good thing,” she said. “It will make it easier for you to be Tiffany. It won’t be so stressful for you. Hey, you might even enjoy yourself.


  “It looked like you had a good time yesterday with the kids,” she continued. “And maybe you even enjoyed wearing the bunny costume a little bit?”


  I blushed. “Yeah, I kinda did … Enjoy being with the kids, I mean,” I said. “Not the bunny suit. It was embarrassing.”


  Truth be told, the costume wasn’t so bad either, once I got over the initial shock. The dress was cute and I liked the silky feel of the tights on my smooth legs. But I wasn’t going to tell Linda that. Nor was I going to tell her about Eric. Of course, I didn’t know what I’d say if I did. Did I enjoy that or not?


  Not! Definitely not! Still … I understood her point. Again, Mommy was right. I was going to be Tiffany for the rest of the school year and into early summer, I might as well make the best of it. But I couldn’t forget that I still was Bryan. I couldn’t become Tiffany inside, as well as out. I just couldn’t. It was too scary to contemplate.


  “Don’t eat too much cereal and spoil your appetite,” she said. “We’re meeting my friends for brunch later this morning, remember?”


  What! No way! That’s what Linda, Tiffany, and I were going to do  when I was Bryan. But now I was Tiffany and she was her friend Paige!


  As if reading my mind, Mommy said, “Don’t worry about it. I’ll just tell them that Bryan couldn’t make it, that he had to go away on business or something. And this will be a good chance to start letting people know that Paige is going to live with us so that she can finish out the year.”


  “But that means …” I started. And again, Mommy knew what was coming.


  “Yes, that means, as my daughter, Tiffany, you will put on a nice dress and heels and the three of us will meet my friends for brunch,” she said.


  So that’s what I did.


  “Is this another skater dress?” I asked as Paige zipped me up and I studied my appearance in the mirror.


  “Very good, Tiffany,” Paige said from over my shoulder as she emphasized my name. “Yes, this one is pink chiffon with glitter on the bodice and a bow in the back. Isn’t it adorable?”


  “Yeah, it’s swell,” I said glumly. But reflections don’t lie. I was adorable.


  And Paige, in a far more modest green dress, was clearly pregnant.


  “Doesn’t that bother you?” I asked as I turned around and looked down at her belly.             


  “Yeah, it kinda does,” she admitted, as she put both hands on her mound. “But I’m getting used to it. And it’s not like I did anything bad to get this way, you know? It was that stupid magic necklace that did this to both of us.”


  Then, suddenly, she bent down and hugged me tightly. “But we’ll get through this together. I promise,” she said. “I’ll have this baby and it will go to a good home. Then I’ll be me again and you’ll be you. Okay?”


  I smiled and said, “Sure.”  Then I started out of the bedroom we now shared.


  “Wait, don’t forget your purse,” Paige said with giggle as she handed me a small leather bag with a shoulder strap.


  “Swell,” I said again with a straight face as I took the purse. We both laughed.


  I didn’t do any laughing at the brunch though. As Bryan, a 40-year-old man, I knew all of these people and had socialized with them. And now I was in front of them wearing a girly pink dress, pretending to be my girlfriend’s daughter. Yesterday, in the bunny costume, I had been among mostly strangers– and kids my age or younger– and it had been fun. Now it was mortifying.


  It was like, because they knew me as Bryan, they would be able tell I wasn’t the real Tiffany, that I was Bryan in a bad disguise. Of course, that wasn’t the case at all. They treated me like the 16-year-old girl I appeared to be. Still, it was an agonizing ordeal.


  Especially when I saw Mr. Martin, the history teacher, pay more attention to Linda than he ever had when I was with her as Bryan. The rat bastard! He was trying to steal my girlfriend!


  “Are you looking forward to prom, Tiffany?” Ms. Spevak asked, diverting my attention.  Like Linda, she was an English teacher.


  “Has a boy asked you yet?”


  That’s none of your business, lady, I thought. And I’m damn sure not going to prom!


  “Uh, no Ms. Spevak,” I said. “No one has asked me yet.”


  Fortunately, few questions were directed at me or Paige. But still the morning seemed to drag interminably as the adults talked among themselves, and the rat bastard talked mostly to Linda.


  At one point, I looked up to see a young bus boy looking at me. Without giving it a thought, I smiled and he smiled back. Then I felt a hand on my bare arm and Paige whispered, “He’s cute, isn’t he?”


  OMG. I had just flirted with a boy!


  On the way home, when I mentioned how uncomfortable I had been at the brunch, Paige said. “That’s because adults are sooo boring. Wait until you’re around kids our own age. You’ll have lots more fun!”


  As she drove, Linda laughed. “Yeah, Bryan, just wait until your around kids your own age.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  Four days as Tiffany and the crash course on being a girl that Paige and Linda imposed upon me served me well for my first week of school. At least I thought so. If I made any huge social or sexual blunders, I hadn’t noticed. And neither Paige nor Linda had pointed out any problems, thank goodness.


  And while I pretended to be a cute junior girl, I was ever mindful of who I was on the inside, a 40-year-old man.


  On Friday, I noticed Linda watching me as I swung my bare legs into the car for her to drive us to school. I adjusted the seat belt between my breasts, checked my face in the mirror of the sun visor … and saw that she still was staring.


  “What?” I asked, throwing my hands wide.


  Linda laughed. “Oh, Bryan, you’re a natural,” she said.


  Well, at least she remembered who I really was. More and more, it didn’t seem that way anymore.  She was mean and bossy like … like I was her real daughter or something.


  “Thanks a lot!” I said, as I crossed my arms and legs and nervously shook my foot.


  My flat slipped off my heel and I bounced it up and down on my toes. The motion triggered a sudden memory of when I was a teen-age boy in school and watched girls doing the same thing when they were nervous or angry. I thought it was sexy, I recalled, and it made me hard.


  For an instant, I expected to feel that same arousal. I wanted to feel that same arousal. But looking down, I saw a tight skirt stretched across my flat groin. There was nothing there to be aroused. Dammit! That wasn’t fair. Being a girl sucked, and, today, being Tiffany especially sucked!


  I was tired of it. And I just wanted to cry. But I didn’t. I couldn’t. I was Bryan, dammit! And Bryan didn’t cry.


    “Now, can we go to school, please? I don’t want to be late,” I snapped, angry at my loss, my new reality, and something that I didn’t understand.


  Mom patted my smooth leg. “You bet,” she said as she put the car in reverse.


  “And don’t call me Bryan,” I added as I took  sunglasses off my head, put them in my purse, and then adjusted the hem of my dress. “I’m Tiffany, remember?”


  Keeping her eyes on the rearview mirror, Linda said, “I hope you have Tampons in your purse. You’re probably going to need one today.”


  From the back seat, Paige chimed in. “It started last night. I made sure she has some, along with extra panties.”


  Not long after, Paige called to me one night as we lay in our beds in the room that we now shared. “Tiff, Tiff,” she whispered. “You’re really getting the hang of this being a girl. You’re not embarrassing me anymore.”


  Anymore? Well, I guess I had made some blunders after all.


  “Tiff? Did you hear me?” she whispered. “You’re doing really good. I know it’s difficult for you and I’m sorry if I was too critical.”


  I heard her all right, but I pretended to be asleep. Her words had sent a chill down my spine. I really was getting the hang of being a girl– and I didn’t want to. I was losing myself. I had to remember who I was, even as I pretended to be someone else so that we could pull of this absurd three-month masquerade.


  I’m not sure how long we lay there in the darkness before Paige made it worse. “It’s almost like we’re not pretending anymore,” she said. “It’s almost like we really are best friends.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  OMG! Eric asked me out. I had to say “yes,” of course. The real Tiffany had a crush on him, and I didn’t want to spoil her chances to have a relationship with him when she changed back to herself in a couple of months and I became Bryan again.


  It had absolutely nothing to do with his big, blue eyes; his black, wavy hair; or his sweet smile.


  But Paige didn’t seem at all excited when I told her that night as we lay in our side-by-side twin beds.


  “Oh, that’s nice,” she said.


  “What?” I asked in disbelief. “You told me that you liked him, that you had a crush on him on year.”


  “But that was way back at Easter,” she said. “Now I like somebody else and you’re not gonna believe who.”


  She was right about that! More and more, she had been spending free time at school with Bill, the boy who had impregnated the real Paige!


  “I don’t know why,” she continued. “There’s just something about him that I like, you know? We’re going out this Friday.”


  “Have you told Mommy yet?” I asked.


  “No,” Paige replied. “But what’s the big deal?


  “Now, when are you and Eric going out?


  Friday night too, as it turned out. Mommy suggested that we double. But neither Paige nor I wanted to. I didn’t know her motivation. But I knew mine. I didn’t want to be stuck in a car with a couple making out in the front seat, while I was in the back with a boy who wanted to do the same.


  I had agreed to this date with Eric only as a favor to Paige, and now she could care less. I could have cancelled, I guess. But I didn’t want to be mean to Eric. He was a nice guy. and besides, I had a couple of experiences with that as a teen-age boy myself. It was no fun.


  So Eric and I went out for pizza and he was a perfect gentleman, opening doors for me and pulling out my chair at the table. It was really weird experiencing the dating dynamic from the other side. And it was a little frightening. He was big and strong and masculine. I was small and weak and feminine.


  On the plus side, from personal experience, I knew what boys thought and wanted, and I was prepared to counter moves and keep my distance. Yes, we walked hand-in-hand to the front door when our date was over, and it was nice. But it also was disconcerting to look down and realize that the small, feminine hand with the pink nails was mine. And to look up and see that my “date” towered over me and know that he could pick me up, throw me over his shoulder, take me back to his car and have his way with me if he were so inclined.


  Oh, my! That visual made me warm and a little weak in the knees.


  Still, I told myself, I didn’t want a good night kiss– not then, not ever– from a boy. That would open the door for even more of the girl that I appeared to be to take control of my life. To avoid an awkward moment, I thanked Eric for a fun evening as we neared the door and quickly slipped inside before he could lean in and press his lips against mine.


  Surprisingly, he asked me out again, and again I accepted. What was the harm, after all? Like it or not, I was going to be a teen-age girl until Paige gave birth, so I might as well have a social life. Again he was a gentleman and I avoided a good night kiss.


  But I had to hand it to him. This boy was persistent. And for our third date, I decided to “treat him.” Since our dates were casual, I had been wearing shorts and tank tops, with my hair in a high pony, little makeup, and no perfume. But this time I put on a dress– that’s right, another skater dress– and wore my hair down. I applied a little makeup and spritzed on a little perfume.


  And that night, I also allowed Eric to kiss me good night. Bryan didn’t like it, but Tiffany certainly did.


  Hours later, in our darkened bedroom, I was startled to hear Paige hiss, “Tiffany! Are you all right? Are you sick? I heard you moaning.”


  Guiltily I removed my hand from my pajamas shorts. “Oh, no, sorry,” I said. “I was just having a bad dream.”


  Actually, not so bad. In it, Eric was doing a lot more than just kissing me, and I was enjoying every minute of it. So much so that I … well … Let’s just say that, as  Bryan, my fingers had explored quite a few vaginas. Now I had one of my own to play with.


  When my breathing finally returned to normal, I whispered, “Paige, how are things going with you and Bill?”


  “They’re good,” she replied. “The baby gets in the way, but there’s nothing we can do about that.”


  That puzzled me. “How does the baby get in the way?” I asked. “In the way of what?”


  I heard her giggle. “How do you think, Tiff?” she said. “It gets in the way when we have sex.”


  I’m sure that she heard me gasp.


  “What’s the big deal?” she whispered. “It’s not like I’m going to get pregnant.”


  Despite myself, I laughed and she joined me.


  “OMG, Paige, you’re right!,” I said.


  After a long pause, I added, “But still … having sex usually means … “


  “Oh, don’t worry about it,” she interrupted. “It’s nothing serious. I’m just having fun. After I have this baby, I’ll get to be my old self again.”


  I started to say, “And what about Bill when that happens?” But I didn’t.


  Still, despite my worry about what Paige could be getting herself into without realizing it, I couldn’t argue with her logic of enjoying the ride. After all, that was what I was doing with Eric, until I could use the Star to become Bryan again.


  Once the room was quiet again, I tried to return to the business at hand so to speak. But for some reason, the phrase “slippery slope” kept interrupting my concentration. Finally, I gave up in frustration and crossed my arms under my breasts. Damn that Bryan!


  *     *     *     *     *


  “Slippery slope” was the farthest thing from my mind that Saturday as I prepared for my date with Eric. We were going out to a fancy restaurant. My boy had class!


  “Tiffany– Bryan– I’m a little worried about you seeing Eric so much,” Mommy said as she watched me scrunch up black tights and then pull them up my smooth legs. I was going to wear them with a black mini skirt, lightweight burgundy sweater, and ankle boots.


  “And why are you wearing a strapless, pushup bra?”


  I ignored her question. Mothers are so nosy!


  “No worries … .,” I said and then stopped myself from saying “Mommy.”


  “No worries, Linda,” I continued, hoping that my use of her name would reassure you that I was still Bryan on the inside, despite how I appeared on the outside. “I’m Tiffany for awhile longer and there’s nothing we can do about it. I’m just making the best of it.”


  “I hope that’s all your doing, Bryan,” she said. “Please be careful.”


  She kissed me on the forehead. “And remember, young lady, your curfew is midnight,” she said.


  We both laughed as she left the room.


  If Linda– Mommy– only knew, what I had planned for tonight, I thought.


  And after a dinner and movie that night, I decided it was time to act. as Eric started to get out of the car, I said, “Let’s just sit here for awhile and talk. Okay?”


  “Okay!” he said, trying– and failing– to hide his excitement. “Uh, what do you want to talk about?” he asked.


  I smiled. Then I reached over to his shoulder and pulled him to me. “This,” I said, as I kissed him.


  That was all the encouragement he needed. He kissed back, and far more passionately than I had kissed him.


  Suddenly, I feared that I was in way in over my head. What in the world was I thinking? I had been a guy. I knew how they thought and acted. I knew that they needed very little encouragement.


  But I’m also a girl who was attracted to this boy, I belatedly realized. And I had just let him know it.


  A seemingly random thought came from out of nowhere: Thank God I was wearing tights.


  Coming up for air, Eric said, “I was hoping you felt the same way about me that I do about you.”


  Then he pulled me closer and kissed me again. My nipples hardened, a little electric thrill ran down my back, and I wanted desperately to press my body against his. Tiffany, that is, wanted to do that. Bryan? Not so much.


  Okay, I told myself, the way to get through this is to close my eyes and pretend that I’m Bryan kissing Linda. That seemed to help and I actually felt like my old self as I enjoyed the brief moment of passion.


  But Linda didn’t squeeze my breasts. She didn’t put her hands under my sweater and … Why did I wear that damn pushup bra? Did I want to give him easier access to the girls? Did I want him to suck my nipples?


  If that’s what I thought I wanted, it wasn’t what I wanted now! But I was too overwhelmed by pleasure to resist.


   Also, Linda didn’t put her hand under my skirt and feel me up.


  Oh, Christ! It was awful and wonderful. Little electric shocks zapped down through my tummy from my engorged nipples to my wet– well, you know– and back again. I wiggled and moaned. I pressed myself against Eric and he pushed his tongue into my mouth.


  “Oh, yes! Yes!” I hissed in his ear. As a man,  arousal had been focused mostly in one place for me. As a girl, it lit me up like a Roman candle, from my tiny toes to the base of my ponytail. My ears seemed on fire. As if he knew that, Eric raised his head and put his tongue in one of them to turn up the heat– and the desire.


  “Oh, yes! Yes!” I said again, as he started to pull down my tights and little cotton panties with the red hearts. They were as much of a barrier as I hoped– and feared.


  “Oh, no! No!” I yelled suddenly, as a remnant of the man that I once was gained control. I pushed Eric away and pulled my tights and panties back up.


  “Not in the car!” I said. “Not in our driveway! My mother might be watching!”


  What was the real reason? Was I holding on to manhood buried deep inside a teenage girl who yearned to do the dirty deed right then and there, no matter who was watching? Or did I really think that this wasn’t the proper place?


  “I’m sorry,” I said and gave Eric a quick kiss. “I was a big tease and it’s all my fault. But I’ll make it up to you. I promise. I had a nice time. Night.”


  And I was out of the Camaro and running for the front door before he could respond. My mind raced as I stepped inside, hoping to avoid Mommy on the way to my bedroom. What did I just say to Eric? That I would “make it up to him”? Did I mean it? Of course I didn’t. Or maybe I did.


  “How was your date with Eric?” Linda said suddenly from behind me. Where had she been hiding?


  “It was fine,” I said, as I stopped and tapped my shoe on the hardwood floor. “Really, it was fine.”


  Linda put her hands on my shoulders.


  “Oh, Bryan, I hope that you will forgive me when this is all over. If there had been any other way, believe me, I wouldn’t have asked you to do this.”


  Arms crossed below my breasts, I continued to tap my foot and fought back tears.


  “I know,” I said softly. “I know. Can I go now? I’m tired.”


  Mom turned me around. “Give me a hug first,” she said. “I want to know that you’re okay.”


  We hugged, our boobs pressing together. As a man for 40 years, I had no idea how such intimacy between mother and daughter was supposed to feel. It was comforting. And it was disturbing, although not nearly as disturbing as what had almost just happened in the Camaro.


  “Good night, Tiff,” Linda said. “Sweet dreams.”


  Yeah, like that was going to happen. Like at-risk kids who visited prisons to see what happened if they broke the law, I had just been scared straight– or whatever the phrase should be for a man in a girl’s body who thought she knew what she was doing and almost had sex with a boy in the front seat of a car. 


  From then on, I insisted that we double-date with Paige and Bill whenever possible, although Paige didn’t always want to do that. Otherwise, I made sure that Eric and I always were in a place where we could not pick up where we left off that night in his Camaro. I knew that was something he wanted to do, and, with a little encouragement, I was afraid that it was something that I wanted as well.


  But prom was coming up. I didn’t know what teens do these days after prom– or maybe even during it– but I had a pretty good idea.  The thought excited me. It made my panties wet and my nipples hard. It also scared me. The real me– Bryan– seemed to be slipping farther and farther away. Could I keep hold of the real me until Paige had her baby?


  *      *     *     *     *


  Awhile back, Paige had said that it seemed “almost like” we really were best friends. In other words, there was still acknowledgement that I wasn’t the person I appeared to be.


  That was no longer the case– at least for Paige. Nearly every night just before we went to sleep, she gave me an update about her pregnancy and her love life with Bill. She didn’t hold anything back. Or, if she did, I couldn’t imagine what it was. For her, I was Tiffany, her best friend and 16-year-old classmate.


  Plus, “Mommy”
really did seem to be Mommy for me now, at least in terms of what I called her. I no longer felt the need to call her “Linda” from time to time to help me keep hold of my manhood. She seemed completely at ease with treating me full-time as her daughter too.


  In other words, nearly two months after the magical mishap, it appeared as if our lives had always been this way, as if everything was normal.


  That could have freaked me out if I let it. As soon as possible, I wanted to be Bryan again. And the way things were going, it was almost as if I never existed.


  But I comforted myself with the realization that we all simply were going with the flow and that soon all our lives would be back to normal.


  That all changed dramatically one afternoon, though, as Eric and I were leaving after his baseball game at the high school. As we passed the faculty parking lot he said, “Hey, isn’t that your Mom with Mr. Martin?”


  I turned my head just in time to see them kissing in front of Mommy’s car.


  I had seen the two talking in the halls from time to time, and I had seen them walking together to have lunch in the teacher’s lounge. And every time I did, I felt a little jealous. Quickly after, though, I felt guilt. Linda was my girlfriend, I told myself. I was doing her a favor. She wouldn’t cheat on me. Obviously, I had been in denial of the reality that was in front of me. 


  “No!” I screamed and fell back into passenger seat. “No! How could she? That bitch!”


  It didn’t help that this was happening at the same time as my period. God, I hated that!


  “Tiff! Tiff! What’s wrong?” Eric said, as he braked quickly to a stop. “Don’t you like Mr. Martin? I always thought he was a nice guy.”


  “I’m sorry, Eric,” I said as I brushed my hair out of my face. “I don’t want to talk about it. Take me home please!”


  Arms and legs crossed, nervously bouncing a flat on one foot, I was waiting in the living room when Linda came in.


  “Oh, my, my girl looks unhappy about something,” she smiled. “I hope that you and your boyfriend didn’t have a fight.”


  “Oh, no Mommy,” I said sweetly. “Nothing like that. We’re fine. And how’s your love life? It looked to be pretty sweet this afternoon in the faculty parking lot.”


  Mommy dropped her book bag and her mouth fell open. “Oh, no, you saw that?” she said. “Oh, Tiffany, I’m so sorry.”


  “I’m Bryan,” I retorted. “I’m your boyfriend. And I’m doing you a favor by pretending to be Tiffany for three months. Remember?”


  As I swept hair behind my ear, I felt dampness on my cheeks. I had started to cry and not realized it.


  “Obviously, you don’t,” I said.


  I kicked my shoe away, tucked my bare legs under my bottom, reached for a tissue, and blew my nose loudly.


  Mommy tried to touch me, to comfort me. I pushed her hand away as I rose from the chair and stalked away. Then I took off my other shoe and hurled it wildly. I pulled off my tank top and tossed it over my shoulder. I unzipped my skirt, let it fall to the floor and then stomped on it.


  “Look at me!” I screamed as I stood there in a pink bra and panties and gestured at my girly body. “I’m your boyfriend! And as a favor to you, I let you do this to me!”


  Finally fully vented and exhausted I collapsed on the sofa, and this time I didn’t resist when Mommy put her arm around me.


  “Tiffany– Bryan– I’m so sorry about this,” she said. “I never intended for it to happen. I really didn’t. It just sort of sneaked up on me.


  “Look,” she continued. “Paige has a boyfriend. You have a boyfriend. And for most of the past two months, I had no social life at all. I missed that.”


  “And you couldn’t wait a little while longer for me to be Bryan again?” I said.


  “I guess I couldn’t,” she said looking away. “I’m so sorry.”


  Suddenly, I felt ridiculous as I sat there in Tiffany’s undies and talked to Mommy about wanting to be her boyfriend again.


  “So, what happens when I change back?” I said. Then I got up and walked away, not waiting for a response. Not wanting to hear a response, I guess, because, at that point, I didn’t know what I wanted either.


  For a change that night, it was my turn to talk, while Paige listened. But quickly I realized that I would get no support there. It wasn’t that she didn’t care about me. It was that she couldn’t grasp why I was upset.


   “I have a boyfriend. You have a boyfriend. Why shouldn’t Mommy have a boyfriend?” she said, paraphrasing what Mommy had told me that afternoon.


  Yes, Paige really did now see me as just another girl, who happened to be her best friend. She came over to my bed, sat down next to me, and put her hand on my arm. “Being on the rag is the worst part about being a girl, isn’t it?” she whispered. “Don’t worry, sweetie. You’ll feel better tomorrow.”


  *      *      *     *     *


  Paige was right, of course. Although we were both juniors and almost the same age, she had far more experience at this being a girl stuff than I did.


  And I did feel better the next day, mostly because we were going to spend it at the mall, just the two of us– away from Mommy. But also because the red tide finally was receding.


  We were going there to try on prom dresses and shop for accessories. It was just the kind of escape that I needed to get my mind off what had happened and focus on what was coming up.


  As, side by side, we appraised our appearance in a full-length mirror in a dress shop, I realized that Bryan still was alive inside the daughter of his girlfriend. I had been a girl long enough to know that the default setting for judging one’s appearance when trying on clothes, especially prom dresses, is criticism. But I could truly appreciate the beauty of these two teens, even as I knew that Paige was thinking that she looked ugly because of her enlarged breasts and the baby bump.


  As if on cue, she proved me right. “I look horrible,” she said. “I can’t go to prom looking like this.”


  I shook my head, as we continued to stare at our reflections. “No you’re not,” I said. “You are beautiful. And you are going. We are besties, remember?”


  In truth, pregnancy made her even more attractive. With short blonde hair and piercing blue eyes, she stood an elegant 5-8 without heels. She had a straight nose, high cheek bones, and a blinding smile.  As a woman, she wouldn’t be just beautiful, she would be breathtaking.


  On the other hand, I could only be described as terminally cute. I had long curly, brown hair, big brown eyes, an upturned nose, full lips, and braces. Braces for cripe’s sake! And pink, no less! The real Tiffany would have judged my body to be too fat, but the Bryan in me knew that it was just right, with perky boobs and a bottom just  big enough to complete my hour-glass shape.


  With my encouragement, Paige selected a long, emerald green grown. I couldn’t make up my mind, but kept returning to  a short, flirty dress, with bodice of silver sequins and a sweetheart neckline. The hot pink tulle skirt was barely thigh length.


  Finally, Paige could contain herself no longer. “Oh, my God, Tiffany, take that one already. You know that you want it. And it is so you,” she gushed. “Eric will love it!”


  Then she laughed. “And all the other boys will too. Girl, you are so hot!”


  *     *     *     *     *


  Yes, Eric did love my dress, and I Ioved the way he looked at me in it.


  “God, you’re sexy,” he whispered in my ear as we slow danced, my arms around his neck and his around my waist. Something else of his had made an appearance too, and I giggled as I felt it press against me, despite the fullness of my skirt.


  I had to hand it to the boy. After I had teased him in his car and then run away, telling him that I would make up for it later, he had hung in there. I still hadn’t made it up to him either.


  Would I have been so persistent when I was a teen-age boy? I didn’t know. But I was glad that he was. He was a nice guy. I could see why Paige liked him when she was me.


  So, I had decided, with a little spiked punch to strengthen my resolve, I was going to make it up to Eric tonight, someway, somewhere, somehow. Bill and Paige would do it doggie style in a motel room later. Paige said that was the only position that worked for her now. And, who knows, maybe Mommy and Mr. Martin would be getting it on in her bedroom while we were at prom.


  Well, if nothing else, there was always a return engagement in Eric’s Camaro.


  That’s where we ended up too, in the darkened driveway of our house with Mr. Martin’s pickup parked out front.


  I saw Eric’s look of concern when we pulled up and he noticed the truck.


  “Oh, don’t worry about it. When I saw Mommy kissing him, I was just having a bad day,” I said quickly. “It was a girl thing, you know?”


  I  saw his relief in the lights of the dashboard, just before he turned off the ignition.


  I already had kicked off my silver pumps. As he turned to look at me, I tucked my nylon-clad legs under me, took off my dangly silver earrings, placed them in my clutch and dropped it with my shoes.


  “Now, where were we?” I smiled as I leaned in to kiss him.”


  Eric pulled back. “Aren’t you worried about your Mom seeing us? What if Mr. Martin comes out?” he asked.


  “Don’t worry,” I said. “For what I have in mind, no one will notice a thing.”


  I kissed him again, and he responded passionately, squeezing my partially exposed breasts.


  As we continued to kiss, I moved one hand onto his lap and returned the favor on his manhood. He moaned.


  “I’ve heard that guys like that,” I giggled.


  He put his much larger hand on top of mine and pushed down. “You got that right,” he gasped.


  “Okay, tiger, slow down,” I said. “Let me do this okay?”


  I unzipped his pants and reached inside. I could tell that he wore the same kind of briefs that I did as a man. Then I worked my tiny hand into the slit and found what I was looking for. I unsheathed it and it sprang to attention.


  “Oh, my! That’s impressive,” I squealed, as he moaned and worked his hands into my long hair, pulling my head toward him and down.


  And it was, indeed, as least from new perspective. As a man, I had seen other guys’ privates from time to time in locker rooms, but I had never seen an erect one other than my own.


  How would mine measure up to this one? It was difficult to tell. Linda and other women before her never had complained.


  Suddenly, the sheer lunacy of the situation hit me. My experience always had been as the one sitting in the driver’s seat with a raging hard-on. Now I was the beautiful girl who caused it.


  “Does it hurt?” I asked sweetly, knowing full well that the answer was “yes.”


  “Would you like me to kiss it and make it better?” I teased, my inhibitions still loosened by alcohol and fully enjoying this battle of the sexes from my new position of power that I hadn’t realized girls have.


  “Oh, yes, please,” he gulped. “God, Tiffany, you’re killing me here. Please!”


  Of course, as a horny teen-age boy, I had pleasured myself from time to time, by running my hand up and down the shaft. In fact, the motion was so familiar that, as I did it to Eric’s, I briefly expected to feel the same rapture that I had as a man. I didn’t. But that was okay.


  My nipples were hard, my panties were wet, and I felt the almost irresistible urge to climb up on Eric’s lap and impale myself. But that wasn’t the plan.


  As Tiffany, I thought that I loved Eric. And I owed him. But  I wasn’t yet ready to give myself totally to him, and didn’t know if I ever would be. After all, I had only a few more weeks of girlhood before getting my life back. And I didn’t want the real Tiffany to inherit a relationship where she was immediately expected to put out.


  So, instead, I looked at Eric and said, “If you don’t mind, I think that I’ll have a late-night snack.”


  Then I lowered my head and made it up to him.


  *     *     *     *      *


  Several days after prom, Paige wakened me from a sound sleep. “Tiff. Tiff. I need to talk to you. Tiff, are you awake?”


  I raise up on one elbow, not even noticing anymore the way the weight shifted on my chest whenever I moved my body without a bra on. “I am now. What’s up?”


  Paige raised up too, and I heard her groan a little bit, which reminded me that the baby was due in just another month.


  “I don’t want to give up the baby for adoption,” she said. “I want to keep it.”


  I wasn’t sure that I heard her correctly. “Say that again,” I said.


  “I want to keep the baby,” she said.


  This time, I sat bolt upright, and, without even thinking about it, straightened my tank top over my breasts, as I plopped both feet on the floor.


  “Have you told Mom?” I asked.


  Paige sat up too. “No, not yet. But I’m going to. As soon as Bill graduates and I have the baby, we’re going to move into an apartment and he’s going to work for his father’s company. After I finish high school, we’ll get married.


  I stepped across the darkness and sat next to my bestie. “But … ” I started to say.


  Paige put her fingers on my lips. “I’m not going to be Tiffany again either. I’m going to be Paige. Bill loves me and I love him. We’re going to be together this way. There’s no reason for him to ever know what really happened.”


  I didn’t say anything immediately, and, as I thought about it, what she was saying made perfect sense. For weeks they had been a couple. And what an idiot I’d been to think that she might want to give up Bill for Eric. Damn! I should have impaled myself on his flag pole.


   The real Paige and Bill had been in love too, but her parents had prevented her from seeing him after she got pregnant. That was one of the reasons that her father accepted a job offer in California. And the main reason that Paige and Bill wanted to run away together.


  “Truthfully, I’m not surprised,” I finally said. “That baby has been a part of you for two months.”


  I put my small hand on her belly. “And it’s part of Bill too.”


  Paige squeezed my hand. “Thanks for understanding,” she said.


  I nodded. “Yes, I understand that part,” I said. “But if you remain as Paige and when I go back to being Bryan, Mommy won’t have a daughter anymore.”


  Paige shook her head. “No, that’s not what should happen,” she replied. “You’re a good Tiffany. You have a boyfriend and everything. You should stay as Tiffany. You can be my maid of honor and we’ll always be besties.”


  What she said made me feel warm and good inside, but it also made my heart sink. Mommy had betrayed me by finding another boyfriend. And now my Paige had as well, by refusing to take back her own life.


  What was I going to do now?


  *     *     *     *     *


  The woman who used to be my girlfriend continued to see Mr. Martin after the school year ended. She also told Paige that she was supportive of her decision to keep the baby and marry Bill after she was graduated from high school. Having had time to think about it, I honestly wasn’t surprised by that.


  “You will have carried that child for three months,” she said. “I know what’s it’s like. And no matter what you look like, you’re still my daughter. You and I will always know that.”


  Then she hugged the very pregnant Paige. “And now you’re giving me a granddaughter,” she said.


  “Oh, thank you for understanding, Mommy,” Paige cried, as they continued to embrace.


  Mommy also promised to help her get a new identity. “There can’t be one Paige in California and one here, both with the same birth date and Social Security number,” she explained. “Bill doesn’t have to know.”


  And me? I told them that I still wanted to change back into Bryan.


  “I understand that too,” my former lover said. “And I’m so sorry that I did this to you and then things ended this way. I never intended to hurt you, and I still love you.”


  “I still love you too, Linda,” I replied. “And things happen. I understand that.


  “Now, can you just get that gem, please, and change me back?”


  She smiled sadly and nodded. “Sure,” she said, and scurried away to get it.


  Within seconds, we heard her scream from her bedroom, “Oh, my God, no!”


  It was gone! The Star of Oluz was gone!


  “It was just like what we read on the internet,” Paige said. “It appears and then it disappears.”


  The three of us then spent the next hour searching the house, opening drawers, tearing through closets, looking under beds, and even moving major appliances to peek behind them.


  No luck. The gem was gone. I would remain Tiffany, my former girlfriend’s daughter, for the rest of my life.


  “No!” I screamed when we finally could think of no other places to look.  “This is so unfair!”


  Sobbing hysterically, I ran into the room that I had shared with Paige for more than two months and slammed the door.


  Mommy and Paige followed quickly after and sat down beside me as I lay on my bed and cried into a pillow.


  “This is so unfair! This is so unfair! I don’t want to be a girl! I want to be me again. I want to be Bryan!” I bawled.


  “There, there, Tiff, sweetie, we’re here for you,” Mommy said as she stroked my hair. “I love you. I’ll take care of you.”


  I rolled over and looked at her, tears rolling down my cheeks. “You will?” I said as I gulped for breath and then fell into her arms.


  “You really will? Even though you have a new boyfriend and Paige is your real daughter, not me?”


  “Oh, yes! Yes!” Mommy said as she squeezed me. “You are my daughter too. I have two daughters.”


  “That’s right,” Paige added as she took my hand. “We’re not just besties. We’re sisters!”


  I forced a sad smile, took a tissue from Mommy, and blew my nose.


  “I love you both,” I said. “But I think that I need to be alone for awhile, please. All this time I thought that I would get to be a man again and now … now … “


  I started to cry again.


  “Sure, sweetie,” Mommy said as she kissed me on the forehead. “We’re right outside if you need us.”


  As the door closed after them, I looked in the mirror and whispered, “Girl, you deserve an Oscar!”


  I had found the Star and thrown it away. And eventually, I’d tell Mommy and Paige. After all, I really did love them. But Mommy got a new boyfriend while I was helping her by pretending to be her daughter. And Paige had tried to guilt me into staying Tiffany because she wanted to keep the baby and marry Bill.


  This was my payback.


  The truth was that I liked being called “Tiffany” instead of “Bryan.” I liked being a 16-year-old girl. I liked wearing pretty clothes– especially skater dresses!– and being a cheerleader.


  I didn’t want to be a man. I didn’t want that thing hanging between my legs again. And if there was going to be a rock-hard erection down there, I wanted it to be Eric’s.


  I was going to let him put it there tomorrow night as his high school graduation present. In fact, I was going to insist!


  #     #     #     #     #


  




  

    3. Transformation Vacation


  


  By Portia Hab


   I caused a panic in the thrift store. Screaming tends to do that when a bunch of people are around.


  My girl friend, Tracey, was first on the scene. She didn’t help matters.


  “Where’s Dylan”? she yelled. “What are you doing back in town? Why are you wearing Dylan’s shirt?”


  Then her 18-year-old daughter Megan barged in.


  “Mom, what’s going on? Why are you screaming?  … Kaylee, OMG! I thought you moved to Florida!”


  Still looking in the mirror at a reflection that definitely was not mine, I paused for breath. Big blue eyes stared back at me in disbelief, as the blonde girl in the mirror clasped her face in her hands. Incredibly, I felt myself doing the same.


  And Tracey was right. The girl was wearing my tee shirt. Long, smooth, and shapely legs sticking out of the khaki shorts below the shirt, however, definitely were not mine!


  In the mirror, I watched Megan hug the still stunned blonde, even as I sensed arms squeezing what felt like soft, sensitive, and massive bean bags on my chest. 


  “OMG, Kaylee, I missed you!” she squealed.


  Suddenly, a woman I didn’t recognize joined us in a dressing room that was growing a bit crowded.


  “I heard screaming,” she said. “Is everything all right? I’m Janis, the owner.”


  Stepping away from Megan and the mirror, I said, “No, it’s not! Look at me!”


  As I did so, I heard a high and feminine voice, a voice I recognized as– you guessed it– Kaylee’s. And yet it was coming out of me!


  “What’s wrong?” the owner said.  “The shirt’s a little big on you. But the shorts look adorable, like they were made for you. I think that a little tank top would look great with them.”


  Fists clenched, I yelled again, a long, primal scream. My unintentional tormentors covered their ears and waited for me to run out of breath. It took awhile.


  “Listen to me,” I gasped. “I’m not a girl.”


  Looking at Megan, I added, “I’m not Kaylee. I’m Dylan. Something happened. I don’t know what.


  “I was trying on these shorts that Tracey handed me and the next thing I knew, I was looking at your friend  in the mirror.”


  We stood in silence for a few seconds before Tracey said, “Yeah … right. Where’s Dylan? Why aren’t you in Florida? And … “


  The manager held up her hand.


  More exhausted now than panicked, I didn’t respond to Tracey, waiting for the woman in the peasant blouse and flowing skirt to speak. Add a flower to her long, gray-brown hair and she’d look like she just came from Woodstock.


  But she didn’t speak. Instead, she walked over to the mirror and examined the lower left corner. After a long pause, she said, “Oh, crap!”


  Then she turned and looked at me. “Which were you trying on in here, the shirt or the shorts?” she asked.


  “The shorts,” I said in my new Kaylee voice.


  The woman grinned as if she already knew the answer to her next question. “Why were you trying on girls’ shorts instead of men’s?” she asked.


  Before I could get in her face, Tracey stepped between us. “What in the world are you talking about?” she demanded. “And what’s that got to do with anything? My boyfriend came in here to try on some clothes. Now he’s disappeared and my daughter’s best friend, who had moved away, has replaced him.”


  The woman backed up and raised both hands in a gesture of surrender. “Okay, okay,” she said. “Let me explain.”


  Long story short, the new thrift store where Tracey, Megan, and I had gone to shop had been a magic store just a few weeks before, owned by this same woman. Instead of being placed in storage at the back of the building, an item from Grand Illusion had been mistakenly installed in this dressing room.


  “When someone dons a piece of used clothing and looks in this mirror, it transforms that person into the mirror image of the person who wore the clothing before,” the woman said.


  Finally, Megan, who had been silent for awhile, spoke up, “But magic’s not real,” she said. “This is not Dylan. It’s my friend Kaylee.”


  The store’s owner shook her head. “Oh, but it is real. Dylan here is living proof. Those shorts belonged to Kaylee. That’s why he looks like her.”


  I pushed long blonde hair out of my face. “This is nuts,” I said, throwing my arms wide and feeling weight sway on my chest.


  Totally disoriented by the sensation, I paused and looked down at my body. Yes, my shirt. No, not my breasts. Only they were. Focused now on a piece of my new anatomy I’d rather ignore, I also felt nipples rubbing against the shirt. Giving no thought to what I was doing, I cupped my new appendages and explored them further until …


  I heard giggles around me. Suddenly I was jolted back to reality and totally embarrassed by my actions. “This is not funny!” I said in the high, squeaky voice of an angry teenage girl. “And magic isn’t real. What the Hell is going on?”


  I blew more hair out of my face, something that I had never done before, and put my hands on my hips– my newly expanded hips. “And  Tracey gave me these shorts to try on. I wasn’t looking to try on women’s clothes!”


  Tracey nodded. “He– er, she– is right,” she said. “I found them in the men’s department and they looked about his size so I brought them to him while he was trying on other clothes in here. I didn’t even bother to look at the label.”


  Then she looked at me with the trace of a smile. “And I have to say, Dylan, they do seem to fit you well, especially now.”


  “Yes, they do,” Megan agreed, and Janis nodded her head. They giggled again.


  I was– or had been– about 5-11, with a runner’s style physique. I kept in shape and still played sports. Finding shorts my size in a thrift store was nearly impossible because most of the stuff was way too big for my 30-inch waist. So Tracey knew as well as I that finding a pair that appeared as if they might fit me was an unexpected bonus.


  My girlfriend liked my body well enough, too. We had been lovers for more than a year, and the sex was great.


  Both high school teachers, we had met at a party. But we lived 60 miles apart and taught in different districts. So that we could be closer together, I had accepted a job with her school for the following year. Megan and Kaylee were just graduated from that school, and Megan planned to leave for college in the fall.


  Megan was a great kid, and we got along well. But it would be great to be alone full time with Tracey. And I knew that Tracey was looking forward to it as well. After all, Megan also was a typical teenager. She left clothing scattered all over the house. She rarely turned off lights and electrical appliances. Leaving the toaster plugged in was one of her greatest offenses.


  At least daily, I’d hear Tracey say, “I swear, Megan, you’re going to burn down this house one day.”


  The plan was for me to sell my house and move into an apartment nearby. As teachers, we thought it important to maintain separate addresses until we got married. The house sold, too, just days after summer vacation began and before I could even find a place. Consequently, I had moved in with Tracey and Megan for a couple of weeks. I sold my furniture and most household possessions and brought just my clothes and personal items with me. In fact, we had just moved the last of it in before we decided to visit the thrift store on this fateful Saturday, where I made the unwise decision of trying on a pair of women’s shorts mistakenly placed in the men’s department.


  Slender and in good physical condition, I always had thought my butt was small. Now it felt gigantic. How could that be? And why didn’t Tracey look at the tag or examine the cut of the shorts before she gave them to me? More to the point, why didn’t I do my due diligence?


  Then again, in a rational world, why would I have to? What could be the harm in trying on a pair of women’s shorts? If I hadn’t suddenly been transformed into Kaylee’s twin, I certainly would have noticed that the feminine cut fit all wrong on my male body, especially between my legs.


  Now, though, they fit perfectly because nothing was between my legs! 


  “Stop giggling and laughing, you guys!” I fumed. “This is not funny!”


   The store owner smiled apologetically. “Okay, okay, I’m sorry for what I implied,” she said. “But the fact of the matter is that magic is real and you’re going to be Kaylee for a week. After that, you can put on some of your old clothes, stand in front of the mirror, and you will change back into yourself.”


  Tracey smiled broadly, “See? It’s only temporary. Only for a week. And you don’t have anything else to do. The three of us will do girl stuff and you’ll be a better man for it!”


  “Ha! Ha!” I replied, as I looked once more in the mirror at my new reality. Yeah, those women’s shorts fit me perfectly in the crotch all right. Mr. Happy had vanished.


  “We’ll have fun!” Megan chimed in. “You’ll see!”


  “I can’t wait,” I replied sarcastically.


  *     *     *     *    


  In exchange for my “trouble,” Janis told me to fill up a shopping cart with girl clothes to get me through the week. “This is a thrift store, so it’s no big deal,” she said. “You can bring them back when you come in to change back.”


  I couldn’t even stand the thought of sorting through all kinds of girly clothing with the realization that I would be wearing it. So when Tracey pulled Janis outside the dressing room, I said, “Megan, will you just get some stuff for me, please? You can try it on to make sure it’s the right size. This is hard enough for me, as it is. I’ll just wait here.”


  She shook her head, with just a trace of a smile. “Sorry, Dylan,” she said. “That’s not a good idea. You’re a bigger girl than I am.”


  We were still standing in front of the mirror. I looked at us side by side, a cute blonde and a cute brunette, and we were almost exactly the same height. I knew that Megan was about 5-5, just a little shorter than her mother.


  “You’re wrong,” I said in my new Kaylee voice. “Look in the mirror. We’re almost exactly the same.”


  Megan laughed, as she lifted my hands and placed them on my breasts. My breasts! Then she pulled them toward her and placed them on her own!


  “Megan!” I screeched as I jerked back my hands.


  She laughed again. “Oh, relax,” she said. “We’re all girls here– at least for right now. And you, Kaylee, are a 36C, while I am just a 34B. You need to go with me to pick out clothes so we can be sure that they fit.”


  And so I went with her. I had come into the thrift store to pick up a pair of shorts and maybe a tee shirt or two. But I would be leaving with much, much more– a new body, a new sex, and a new wardrobe.


  I let Megan pick out my new clothes as we pushed the cart down the aisles. I just couldn’t bring myself to do it, to even touch the stuff on my own. At first, I refused to answer when she asked if I like a particular color or style.


  But as she held up skater dress after skater dress and tank top after tank top, she eventually wore me down and, God help me, I started responding to her questions and even choosing an item or two myself. Eventually, we filled the cart with shorts, tops, flirty skirts, and dresses, most all of which were soft, skimpy, tight, and/or revealing. Some of it was adorned with lace, bows, and/or glitter. Too much of it was shiny and silky.


  “You can wear my shoes,” Megan said as I stared in disbelief at the feminine wardrobe that we had compiled for me. “We’re the same size there. But we’ll have to stop somewhere else to buy you new bras and panties. You don’t want those to be used.”


  When I didn’t respond, she shook my shoulder. “Earth to Kaylee,” she said. “Did you hear me?


  I nodded, “Uh, yeah,” I said. “Buy underwear somewhere else.


  “And I’m Dylan, not Kaylee.”


  Megan laughed. “For the next week, you’re not,” she said. “For the next week, you’re Kaylee Reynolds, my best friend who moved away and now is staying with me for a week.


  “And we’re going to have sooo much fun! Oh, wait … bikinis, you’re gonna need bikinis!”


  After we added those to the pile, Megan pushed the cart to another dressing room, one that Janis assured us didn’t have a magic mirror.


  “But why do I have to try on this stuff?” I whined. “You checked the sizes.”


  Megan shook her head. “Boy, you really don’t know anything about being a girl, do you?” she chuckled. “Yes, I did check the sizes. But that really doesn’t mean anything, you know? One size 6 is not the same as another size 6.


  “And don’t forget that you’re bigger than average on top. Some tops that fit me fine will be too tight on you.”


  Suddenly then, she giggled and winked at me. “Of course, that might be just what you’re looking for. Kaylee liked to show off the girls. Maybe you will too.”


  I felt my face flush as I grabbed the cart handle and hurriedly shoved it toward the dressing room. “No, I will not!” I steamed.


  Of course, to try on the clothes, I had to take off the last vestige of my manhood, my tee shirt. OMG! I thought, as I struggled to pull it over a thick mane of hair and felt foreign weight shift on my chest This can’t be happening!


  But it was.


  Megan’s best friend, Kaylee, now was standing there topless in a thrift store dressing room, wearing nothing but … men’s jockey shorts!?! And I was staring at her. I couldn’t help it. Briefs designed to accommodate a man’s junk did not belong on such a vision and yet … She looked sexy as Hell standing there with a surprised look on her face.


  And, somehow, I was in there with her, a voyeur, feeling myself get hard despite my embarrassment at the inappropriateness of this intrusion.


  Only … I wasn’t getting hard. That vision was me! My jaw dropped and I tried– and failed– to cover my breasts with my slender arms.


  “Oh, Kaylee,” Megan giggled. “Get over yourself, girl, and let’s see how this skater dress fits.”


  Following a half-hour of being my new bestie’s dress-up doll, she loaded most of the clothes back into the cart and pushed it to the front of the store. I followed, the reality of my predicament weighing heavily on my shoulders and Kaylee Reynolds’ 36C breasts weighing heavily on my chest.


  Tracey was nowhere to be seen. But Janis was behind the counter and a man with his back to us seemed to be patting himself down as if searching for something.


  “We’re all set,” Megan told Janis who nodded and yelled to the man, “They’re ready to go.”


  When he turned to face us, he smiled and said, “Hi there, girls. Guess who I used to be?”


  “Eeeeeeew!” I screamed. Megan joined me. We harmonized nicely.


  “Girls! Quiet!” he said. “Don’t you like the new me?


  Giving no thought to the gesture. I grabbed Megan’s arm for support, both emotional and physical, I suspect. She put her free hand on top of my mine. I used my other to push hair out of my face – again. We stared in disbelief.


  “Mom?” she asked. “Is that you? What in the world did you do?”


  The new male Tracey flexed his muscles in a body builder’s pose. Dressed in jeans and a tee shirt, he was about 6-2 and well built with short black hair. If I were a girl, I might think he was attractive.


  Yeeeeew! I was a girl. Oh, no, I wasn’t even going to go there.


  “Yes!” I said. “Tracey, what in the Hell did you do?”


  Tracey gestured toward the door. “Come on girls,” he said. “I’ll explain while we put Kaylee’s clothes in the car. “I can’t wait to see what it’s like being a man for a week.”


  Megan grabbed the arm of the man who had been her mother less than an hour ago.


  “Wait,” she said. “If you get to do it, so do I!”


  Standing there in shock, I ran my hands through my long, blonde hair. “Oh, crap!” I screamed. “I don’t believe this!”


  Janis  smiled and nodded her head knowingly. “Hey, people like magic,” she said. “And if it’s only for a short time, they like the idea of being someone else, walking in someone else’s shoes, especially someone of the opposite sex.”


  Despite myself, I laughed. “Well, I might be the exception to that rule,” I said.


  Janis put her hand on my shoulder. “I don’t doubt that’s how you feel now, especially since you weren’t given a choice,” she said. “A week from today, though, you might feel different about the adventure you’re about to have.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  As we loaded clothes for me in my SUV, as well as a few for the two new guys in my life, I noticed the magic mirror lying in the back. “What’s up with this?” I asked.


  Tracey pushed in the last of the clothes and put her large, muscular arm around me. It felt weird encircling my new, softer body. But it also felt oddly comforting– until suddenly I felt flushed and all fuzzy in my stomach. Without warning my knees buckled a bit. But thank goodness, she didn’t notice. I had no idea how I could explain what had just happened with this body because I didn’t know myself.  


   “I convinced Janis to let me bring the mirror so that we can change back as soon as the week is up,” she said. “You know how it is in stories and movies where stuff like this happens. We could come back in a week and the store would be closed or burned down and then what would we do. I didn’t want to take that chance.”


  “No argument from me,” I said. “Where are my jeans? The keys are in one of the pockets.”


   “I’m wearing them,” Tracey said proudly, as she headed for the driver’s side front door. “I’m the adult here right now, so I’d better drive, especially since it looks like you’re wearing clown shoes.”


  She was right. My adult men’s running shoes did look like clown’s shoes on Kaylee’s small feet.


  The new Megan laughed. “Don’t worry,” she said as she opened the passenger side front door for me. “Mine are all yours for a week. I won’t be needing them.”


  She was at least 6 feet tall now, with brown hair and eyes and a crooked smile. She might have been a year or two older than the new me. And there was that butterflies-in-the-stomach feeling again. Yikes!


  OMG! This was beyond bizarre. Just a little more than a hour ago, I had entered the thrift store as a man with his girlfriend and her teenage daughter. Now I was leaving as a teenage girl with two strange men and both of them made this body …  Well, I didn’t even want to think about it.


  “But, hey, Dad, we need to go shopping. Kaylee needs some bras and panties and you and I need some men’s shoes– and jockey shorts,” Megan said.


  “This thing between my legs is being a real pain,” she added. “It’s all hard against my panties.”


  Tracey laughed and said, “Yeah, mine too. But we’re men now, so I guess that we’ll have to get used to it, huh?


  “Especially with this sexy looking young lady we have accompanying us.”


  For about the zillionth time that afternoon I felt my face flush in embarrassment and/or humiliation. Pulling the seat belt strap across my new, substantial breasts didn’t help either.


  “Oh, please,” I said. “Can we just go? I do not want to hear what you now have between your legs!


  “And how did you both manage to get such … uh, such … “


  “Good looking bodies?” Tracey finished for me with much delight. “Janis helped us. She remembered what some of the guys looked like who brought in clothes. She said that we’d like these.”


  “And she was right!” Megan chimed in from the backseat. “I mean, look at me. If I was a girl, I’d  … “


  “Enough! Okay?” I interrupted. “You two are having way too much fun with this!”


  “Sorreee,” Megan said, the tone sounding like a petulant girl, even though her voice didn’t.


  As she pulled into traffic, Tracey said that we should decide right away who we were and what our relationship was going to be to each other for a week.


  “I’m still going to be Tracy,” she said, “but without the ‘e.’ And, Kaylee, it probably is best that we keep calling you that, since that’s who you look like to us. Is that okay?”


  I nodded, with my arms crossed across my braless breasts to minimize bouncing.


  “That’s just peachy,” I said.


  “I want to be Michael,” Megan said from the back seat.


  “Okay, we’ve settled that,” Tracey replied. “Now, it would make sense to me, Michael, that you’re my son, and, Kaylee, you’re his girlfriend.”


  I shook my head. “And how do you explain this new father and son living in your house with the son’s girlfriend?” I asked. “Where are Tracey and her daughter, Megan?”


  “Simple,” she replied, as she drove, often looking in the rearview mirror.


   I suspected it was as much to admire her new face in the mirror, as it was to check on traffic. While I wanted to crawl into a dark closet and hide out for a week, these two couldn’t were having a great time. What was up with that?


  “We’re not going to be living here,” Tracey continued. “We’re going to spend the next week at the beach. It’s only a three-hour drive, and no one will even give us a second thought.”


  “Yay!” the new Michael yelled happily from the back seat.


  “Yay,” I said morosely, but acknowledging that what the father of my new boyfriend said made sense.


  At Tracey’s house, we dropped off the mirror and clothes and Megan insisted that I put on a pair of her panties until I had my own. I started to argue, but begrudgingly realized that she was right. I had a girl’s body and I was wearing girl’s shorts. I should be wearing panties as well.


  Tracey and Megan, meanwhile, couldn’t wait to put on my jockey shorts. Then they joked about them being too small.


  “You two are a riot,” I said.


  “Ooooh, must be her time of month,” Megan shot back.


  “Okay, you two, stop fighting,” Tracey laughed. “You’re just supposed to be dating, not an old married couple.”


  Megan also put me in a pair of her sandals and a tank top that was way too tight, in my opinion. My prominent nipples agreed.


  “It is a little bit tight,” she admitted. “But that will help keep your boobs under control until we get you some bras. Or we could try to squeeze them into one of my bras, or Mom’s. But we’re both smaller than you, and I don’t think you’d like that any better.”


  “I’ll take your word for it,” I said. “Can we just go underwear shopping please, and get this over with?”


  The next hour was the most embarrassing of my life. The only saving grace was that I didn’t have to try on the bras, since Megan– er, Michael– knew my size. But still I had to sort through them, as they watched and offered advice on various styles and colors.  And I had to do so with the knowledge that I was buying these soft, silky, and sexy garments for me, not my girlfriend.


  Then it got worse. “You know, Dad,” Michael said. “We should get Kaylee a couple of new bikinis too. We picked up a couple at the thrift store, but a girl never can have enough.”


  So off we went to the swimwear department.


  “Oh, this one looks sexy as Hell,” Michael said as he handed me a leopard print bikini. “Try this one on.”


  “I don’t want to,” I snapped. “Why can’t we just buy a couple that you know are my size?”


  What I really wanted to tell him was that I had no intention of wearing a bikini when we got to the beach. No way. No how. Tops and shorts only for this girl. I had no intention of parading around in public in two little pieces of stretchy material that barely covered my boobs and my bottom. I knew what horn dogs men were. Heck, I had been one just a few hours before. And I was not going to put myself on display for them.


  But to tell Michael that would just prolong this ordeal. I wanted out of this store and out of the public in general as quickly as possible.


  “Because a girl doesn’t buy a bikini without trying it on,” he said.


  Both he and Tracy were having so much fun with this sex reversal that I suspected he was lying to me and just wanted to see me in a bikini.


  “Okay,” I said, heading for the dressing room. “I’ll try it on. But you two stay out.”


  “Leave your panties on and put on one of your new bras before you put on the bikini,” Tracy advised.


  Oh, terrific! A bra and a bikini top. He was just trying to make me look ridiculous.


  “It’s for health reasons,” she continued, as if reading my mind.


  He also advised me to put the back of the bra in front, snap it closed, and twist it around.


  “Then put your arms through the straps and adjust your breasts until they are settled in the cups,” she said.


  “Or, I can come in there and help you.”


  Michael arched an eyebrow and added, “Me too!”


   “Please!” I retorted. “You both are male, chauvinist pigs!”


  They both started laughing, and, despite myself, so did I.


  As I struggled into the bra and then the bikini, I looked at myself in the mirror and finally started to acknowledge that I was going to be a girl for the next week and they were going to be men, and there was absolutely nothing that I could do about it.


  That being the case, I might as well make the best of it, dress the part, and enjoy a week at the beach. And, I realized, as I assessed my new body in the leopard print bikini, girls like me– or, rather, girls who looked as I looked– had power. They could use their sex to get just about anything they wanted from men. Also, they could tease and torment and leave men hot, bothered, and frustrated.


  Having been a man, I had personal experience with girls like that.


  On the other hand, Tracy and Michael were newly minted men, by their own choice. They had no idea how their thoughts, desires, and actions could be dictated by what now was hanging between their legs. Still a man on the inside, I might be uncomfortable or embarrassed sometimes, pretending to be what I was not. I didn’t want to be pretty. I didn’t want to be sexy. But knowing that this was temporary and I’d soon be back to my old male self, I could pretend. Couldn’t I?


  Putting my hand on one hip, I pushed out my chest and swung my head backward, long, blonde hair falling down my bare back.


  Yes, I could! I would teach them. I didn’t ask for this. They did.


  “Okay, boys, here I come!” I shouted as I stepped out of the dressing room.


  *    *     *     *


  I awakened to pounding on the door. What the …


  I looked around in bewilderment and then realized where I was, a beachside motel. Since the official tourist season didn’t begin for another week or two, finding vacancies late yesterday had been easy. Tracy used my driver’s license and credit card to secure a room for him and Michael and one for me. Although she was bigger and broader than I had been as a man, the facial resemblance and hair color were close enough– as long as someone wasn’t paying close attention.


  “Just a minute!” I shouted. “Just a minute! I’m coming!”


  My God, is that an irritating voice,  I thought, as I pulled myself onto the side of the bed, realizing to my embarrassment that voice was mine. Long, tangled hair cascaded into my face. I brushed it away with the back of a hand, as my sleep-filled eyes focused on long, smooth legs peaking out of– what did Michael call them?– tap pants. Who wears stuff like this to sleep in?


  “A teenage girl,” a little voice in my head told me. My “sleep” top was even worse, a tiny thing with thin shoulder straps that barely covered my breasts. Michael had laid them out for me to sleep in the night before. But I didn’t have to wear them. Why did I?


  “Kaylee! Open up, please! I have something for you.”


  “Coming!” I said, as I stood up and stumbled to the door, my new center of gravity still making movement seem strange and unnatural.


  I opened the door and bright light blinded me. “Come in and close the door. What time is it anyway?”


  Clad in cargo shorts and blue polo shirt, Tracy stepped inside with a small cardboard box and closed the door. “It’s after 9. Michael and I were getting worried about you.


  “Did you sleep all right?” he asked.


  “What do you think?” I replied.


  He laughed. “You sound just like Megan when she’s grumpy,” Tracy said. “Get over it. Here, this should make you happy.


  “It’s girl stuff,” he added before I could ask about the box. “Stuff you’re going to need besides clothes, like makeup, personal care products, and a little jewelry. I got it for you because I thought that you’d probably had enough shopping for awhile.


  “I used your credit card,” he smiled sheepishly.


  I threw my hands in the air. “Oh, yes!” I gushed sarcastically. “That just makes me ecstatic!”


  Tracy laughed. “You know, if I didn’t know better, I’d say that you’d just started your … “


  I cut him off. “Don’t you dare say the ‘p’ word. Don’t you dare!”


  He didn’t. Instead, he put my hair up in a ponytail, which did a surprising amount of good to improve my attitude. Next to those 36Cs, the hair was what bugged me the most.


  “Now, we have to get you dressed, and then I’ll show you about makeup,” he said. “You did shower last night, didn’t you?”


  I nodded my head. “That’s a big reason I didn’t sleep so well,” I said.


  Tracy laughed again and said, “Well, that didn’t take long.”


  I blushed, slapped his arm, and said, “No, no, that’s not what I mean. I mean …


  “Oh, never mind. Just help me with the bra, okay?”


  But Tracy was correct, although I couldn’t admit it. “It” didn’t happen in the shower, though. I had been tempted, as I ran the soapy washcloth along the curves of my smooth, soft body and into the sensitive place where my manhood used to be. Still, I found the strength to resist, towel off, and get into bed– which is where, after I tossed and turned for hours, it finally did happen.


  That’s right, I fingered myself to my first female orgasm. Yes, it had been good, and, yes, it allowed me finally to get to sleep.


  But now I was feeling deeply ashamed. Masturbation hadn’t been part of my plan. Where was my self-control?


  I remained lost in the embarrassing memory as Tracy pulled a  bra from the dresser drawer.


  “Okay, pull off that top and I’ll help you put this on,” he said, jolting me back to reality.


  I gave him a look.


  “You’re right,” he said. “I understand. I’ll turn around. You take off the top and turn your back to me. Then I’ll turn back and hand you the bra. You put your arms through the straps and place the cups over your breasts. I’ll snap the strap in back and check to make sure it fits properly. We might have to adjust the straps. Then I’ll show you about the makeup.”


  His plan worked– until  time came for him to check the fit. “Uh, I’m sorry,” Tracy said in a ragged voice from behind me. “You’re going to have to do the rest on your own.”


  I turned around to ask what was wrong and didn’t have to. My eyes followed his to the large bulge in his shorts.


  I stifled a smirk. “Uh, yes, I see. Welcome to manhood, Tracy.”


  His face turned bright red. “We’ll meet you in 30 minutes in the motel cafe for breakfast,” he said as he made a hasty departure.


  After I closed the door, I leaned against it and laughed as I remembered and reaffirmed my plan of action for the week.


   “Welcome to manhood, Tracy,” I said again. “You and Megan wanted to do this. Now let’s see how you like it.”


  Then, in the mirror above the sink in the bathroom alcove, I saw the reflection of a cute teen girl wearing a lavender bra and tap pants.               Suddenly, she was smiling at me. Huh? How did that happen?


  Even with acceptance of my situation and an attitude adjustment, my new appearance was nothing to smile about. It was something to be embarrassed about, especially in light of what I had done last night.


  Was the man in me turned on by my girly body? Or was I doing what most any young woman would do after taking a hot, soapy shower and then going to bed alone? Crap! Then that would mean … No, I wouldn’t even consider it. At least when I did it, I hadn’t been thinking about a guy, about Michael. Had I?


  Michael? Where did that come from?


  Well, that was one way to get rid of that smile. But at least that was more like it.


  Pretending was one thing. Actually taking pleasure in my appearance when I was alone was another.


  Then again … Why the Hell not? Why not enjoy the way I looked, as well as the power I possessed with this body? I didn’t ask for this. I once again visualized the bulge in Tracy’s cargo shorts and the look of discomfort and embarrassment on his face. I had done that.


  Did that mean I’d be okay with pleasuring myself again also?


  At the thought of that, the girl in the mirror smiled again, more broadly this time.


  “Hell, why not?” I said, as my small hand slid down toward my silky shorts and my bottom wiggled in anticipation.


  Until I remembered …  only thirty minutes to get ready! No time for that now. I’d have to hurry.


  “Gotta go,” I said, as I gave my reflection a little finger wave.


  No wait. I was a girl now. A pretty one too. I didn’t have to worry about getting ready in a timely manner. I had done plenty of waiting for girls to get ready during my teen years and even as a man. Well, Tracy and Michael could just wait for me too.


  Still, I had to have some consideration, I realized. I would have plenty of time for more exploration later.


  Right now, I had to fix my hair, pick out just the right dress, and do my makeup, which I didn’t have a clue about.


  “Thank God for the internet,” I said as I headed for the closet. 


  *     *     *     *    


  “Hi, boys,” I said and smiled sweetly. “I’m sorry if I’m a little late. I couldn’t decide what to wear.”


  I wasn’t a little late. I was a half-hour late. Hee. Hee.


  Tracy’s jaw dropped nearly into the coffee cup on the table in front of him, and Michael almost fell down as he scrambled to get up and pull a chair out for me.


  Learning on the internet how to apply a little makeup, I decided, had been worth it. So had changing to a strapless pushup bra so that I could wear a sleeveless, yellow skater dress that hit me just above mid thigh. To complete the look I wore wedge sandals and silver hoop earrings, with my hair loose, pulled back from my forehead by a glittery headband. The internet helped with that too.


  “Oh, my God, Kaylee, you look stunning,” Tracy said.


  “Thank you. What a sweet thing to say,” I gushed as I kissed him on the cheek and then sat down.


  I glanced over at Michael who was once again seated. His face was beet red and he was staring down at his lap. I knew why too!


  “What do you think, Michael?” I asked innocently. “Do I look okay?”


  “Uh, yeah,” he finally mumbled. “You look terrific. I just wasn’t expecting … “


  “Wasn’t expecting what, Michael?” I said, and put my small hand on top of his. Of course, I knew what he hadn’t been expecting, the same thing that Tracy hadn’t been expecting earlier in my room.


  Finally during the late Sunday breakfast we got around to making plans. Tracy and Michael were eager to get out on the beach and go topless in their new male bodies.


  “Come with us,” Michael said eagerly. “You’re probably not supposed to, but you can go topless too. I won’t complain.”


  He laughed. “Sorry. I really didn’t mean that. It’s just that I’m feeling so strong and free in this body.”


  He did mean it, too. He and Tracy had been in their virile male bodies long enough now, I suspected, that their little heads now were more in charge than their big heads.


  I finished up my scrambled eggs and said, “Don’t worry about.


  “Enjoy yourself out there on the beach. With lots of girls around you, I think you’re going to feel something else too. And I think you both know what I mean.”


  I patted Tracy’s hand and smiled innocently.


  “Thanks for the girl stuff,” I added. “Since you didn’t have time to show me, I just Googled about how to put on makeup.


  “Mostly, I’m just going to stay in my room today and practice so I don’t embarrass myself the rest of the week.”


  And that’s what I did, partially to really learn makeup skills and partially to keep them eager to see me again, especially Michael. I had to admit that he was kinda cute.


   Except admiring his male body was not part of the plan. I mean I was still a man on the inside, no matter how I appeared in my pushup bra and dress. Oh, crap, I hadn’t counted on being attracted to guys– especially to him.


   Distracted by the unsettling thought, I almost poked an eye out. But finally, after scrubbing off lots of mistakes, I was at least adequate at applying eye makeup. I also learned that I could spray a whiff of perfume into the air and step into it, instead of applying directly to my body. Better to be alluring than overpowering, the online article said.


  Maybe I’ll just skip the perfume, I thought. Based on what I’d seen at breakfast, I already was alluring enough to have my way with the new men in my life.


  About 6 p.m., I called the guys’ room and asked Michael to come over and help me get dressed. Hee. Hee. Yeah, like I really needed help.


   I had decided on a blue and white floral print romper. At least that’s what Michael had called it. More specifically, he said it was a skort romper.


  Just before he knocked on the door, I impulsively decided to do the perfume thing. “Nice,” I said softly, as I inhaled the slight floral scent, my earlier reluctance forgotten.


  “Can you zip me up?” I asked Michael when he stepped inside. I pulled my hair up off my neck and over my left shoulder.


  “Sure,” he said. He stepped up behind me, and pulled up the zipper.


  “You smell nice,” he said, as I felt his hot breath on my bare shoulders.


  Strangely, it made me shiver with … pleasure!?! Oh, no, that couldn’t be. I quickly regained control.


  “Do I?” I asked innocently. “Thank you.”


  I turned around to face him, intentionally staying just inches away. “How was your day?” I asked, looking into his brown eyes with my blue, which now sported large, dark lashes. “Did you and Tracy have a good time?”


  Then, slowly and deliberately, I lowered my gaze. Having been a teenage boy myself, I knew about raging male hormones and erections so rigid they were painful. Even through his jeans, I could see that was what Michael was experiencing. Mission accomplished.


  “Is that a pistol in your pocket or are you happy to see me?” I asked.


  Even if he didn’t get the reference, he understood my point. He blushed an even darker shade of red than Tracy had that morning.


  “Uh, we’ll see you at dinner,” he said as he headed out the door. “You look great, by the way. Bye.”


  At dinner, both said that their day have been relaxing and enjoyable, but uneventful. They liked looking at all the girls in bikinis and now knew lots more about how and why men were aroused, they added.


  “I’ll bet you do,” I said innocently, as I wiped my lips.


  “I want to learn more too,” Tracy laughed. “I’m going to stop by that bar down the beach. Why don’t you two go for a walk?”


  Huh? Where did that come from? I was Tracy’s boyfriend. Michael was her daughter.


  Well, that’s who we were in the real world. In this fantasy, Tracy was an adult male, about twice my new age, while I was a teenage girl and her daughter was a good-looking guy about my age. I decided that her suggestion made a weird kind of sense.


  But be that as it may, nothing was going to happen between us. For me, it was all about temporarily enjoying the power that a beautiful woman has over men and nothing more. I wasn’t about to get involved romantically and/or sexually with my girlfriend’s daughter no matter how handsome he was!


  Huh? Handsome? I couldn’t think that a man was handsome!


  Michael didn’t say anything. He looked down at the remains of his pasta.


  “Michael, Mike, are you okay?” Tracy asked.


  “Uh, sure, I’m okay,” he replied. “We can go for a walk,  I guess.”


  So we did. I swung sandals with my left hand as we walked side by side in the sand, our hands noticeably not touching. A breeze lifted my hair and it whispered across my shoulders.


  “I’m sorry I teased you back in the room,” I said. “It was a mean thing to do.”


  As if on cue, we both stopped. I looked up into this face, his five-o’clock shadowed highlighted in the moonlight.


  “Oh, that’s okay,” he said. “By intentionally turning into a guy, I was asking for it, and you didn’t have any choice in what happened to you. It was my fault too.”


  I touched his arm. “And Tracy’s fault too,” I added with a laugh. “I did the same thing to her this morning. As a girl, I realized I have this power, you know?”


  “I do know,” Michael chuckled. “Boy, do I know. This thing between my legs seems to have a mind of its own and it feels like I don’t have any control of it when I’m close to … well, you know, a pretty girl like you.”


  I leaned up on tiptoes and kissed him on the cheek.


  “That’s nice of you to say,” I said. “And I have to admit that getting a rise out of you two was a turn-on for me too. This is the first time I’ve acknowledged it, but it made my stomach feel all warm and filled with butterflies and my breasts … “


  Michael interrupted, “And your nipples too!”


  Now I felt myself blush as I looked down at where he was pointing. 


  “I can see them poking into the fabric of your romper,” he said. “That’s another good reason to wear a bra.”


  We started walking again. Impulsively I grabbed his hand and we stopped a second time. I leaned up and kissed him a second time on his scratchy cheek.


  “Hey, you’re right,” I said with a sly grin, as I ran my hand lightly over the top of the romper. “I guess my kissing you makes them do that, huh?”


  Michael pulled his hand out of mine and covered his eyes. “Geez, Kaylee! Stop that!”


  I playfully poked him in the chest.


  “We’re going to be this way for the next five days,” I said. “There’s nothing we can do about it. We can be hesitant and scared and let ourselves get embarrassed easily by the weirdness of it all.


  “Or we make the best of it and decide to be who we appear to be– boyfriend and girlfriend. Not just act like it. Really be those people.


  “Are you up for that?”


  Michael reached down and kissed me, not on the cheek, but on the lips.


  “I am,” he said.


  We walked back to the motel holding hands.


  *     *     *     *   


  What the Hell? I thought as I lay in bed that night. What happened to my resolve to use my sex to make life uncomfortable for Michael and Tracy and not get involved? Boyfriend and girlfriend!?!  And it was my idea! Sheesh!


  Then again, I told myself, I really wasn’t involved.


  We had just held hands and kissed a little. No biggie. It was all just part of the act.


  On the other hand …


  Would being the girl for a week in a teen romance be so bad? I mean, it wasn’t like this was real or anything. Next Saturday, we’d all be ourselves again and … in this girl body, I was attracted to Michael, no question about it. Why not enjoy myself instead of being a big, ol’ meanie?


  “Big ol’ meanie?” I giggled. “Who talks like that?”


  Then I closed my eyes, smiled, and allowed my hand to go where it wanted as I thought about that kiss from Michael.


  And for the next couple of days, romance blossomed, with me wearing bikinis and sundresses and adorning myself with makeup, perfume, ankle bracelets, and hoop earrings. For his part, Michael opened doors for me, pulled out my chair at restaurants, and carried all the packages when we went shopping. When it was just the two of us, he paid for meals and admission to movies.


  We rubbed sun block liberally on each other’s bodies. I gave him back rubs and nibbled on his ears. He liked to step up behind me, put his arms under mine, and  squeeze my breasts. “Surprise!” he’d say.


  His touching me like that always sent an electric jolt from my breasts down into my tummy and then my knees weakened. It was amazing! And then I understood what was going on that first day when Tracy put her big, strong arm around me.


  After giving Michael enough time for a good, long squeeze, I’d turn into his arms and we’d kiss.


  By late Tuesday, we had progressed from short, sweet kisses to long, deep, and even sweeter, especially after dinner that night, when Tracy left us to go back to the bar and we went for a walk on the beach.


  But then, like girls everywhere, I wanted to talk. Hee. Hee.


  “You think he’s seeing a woman?” I asked Michael, as we resumed our stroll in the sand.


  I wasn’t in a romper this time. Under my coverup, I  was wearing an orange bikini with tropical flowers that my boyfriend had picked out for me. I had pinned up my hair, with a few wisps framing my face. He had taken off his shirt and, bare-chested, his muscles glistened in the glow of a bright moon.


  “I hope he’s seeing a woman,” Michael said, as he helped me pull off the coverup and I stuffed it into my purse. “I hope that he’s enjoying himself the way that we are.”


  “So … no, hints, huh?” I asked. “What do you two talk about?”


  “It’s weird,” he replied. “Sometimes, especially when we’re in the room, it’s like we’re mother and daughter, you know, and we talk about what we’re going to do this summer and me going away to college in the fall. Then, other times, especially in public, it’s like we’re just two guys and it’s all … well, pretty superficial. It’s like we’re just friends on vacation, sharing a room.”


  “Does he talk about me?” I said as I looked up and noticed that he was looking down. But not into my eyes.


  Uh, oh. I stopped and yanked his arm.


  “Hey, Michael, I’m talking to you here,” I said, as I put my hands on my hips. “I swear, you men are all alike. All you think about sex, sex, sex!”


  Briefly, he looked panicked. But when I started laughing, he quickly joined in.


  “Sorry,” he said in an embarrassed voice. “What did you say?”


  “I asked if Tracy talks about me.” I replied.


  “Only like you’re my girlfriend, and this is reality,” Michael said as we resumed walking. “It’s really weird.


  “Then again, this whole thing is, isn’t it?” he continued as he kicked sand with his bare foot. “I guess that she– er, he– is just really into his role.”


    As we walked, I leaned into his broader, masculine frame and put my small arm around his waist. He put his arm over my shoulder and pulled me even closer. His fingers gently tickled the soft, sensitive flesh above my bikini top.


  “You know, we’ve got only three days left after tonight,” he said. “You want to take this to the next level?”


  We stopped and I looked up into his eyes.


  “What do you mean ‘next level’?” I asked. “What else do boyfriends and girlfriends do these days besides hold hands, kiss a little, and walk on the beach?”


  Suddenly, Michael slapped my plump bottom and then swept me up into his arms. I giggled insanely.


  “I’ll show you what they do, you big tease,” he grinned, as he leaned in and kissed me deeply and passionately.


  Once I regained my breath, I reached down and squeezed the manhood tenting his swim trunks.


  “Okay, show me,” I said. “But back at my room, okay? I really don’t want to get sand in my … “


  Suddenly I was stunned at what I was about to say and I felt my face redden.


  “Your what?” Michael asked, although he certainly knew. Until a few days ago, he had one.


  “Your what?” he asked again.


  I slapped him playfully on the cheek. “You know what! My vagina, okay?


  “Now put me down so I can get the key out of my purse.”


  My hand shook as I slipped the key card into the slot and pushed the door open into the darkened room. The gravity of what we were about to do suddenly had come crashing down on me. I wasn’t ready for this!


  “You know, this can’t really be happening,” I said as we stepped inside. “I mean, I’m a 40-year-old man inside this body and you’re my girlfriend’s daughter inside yours. Not only that, but I look exactly like your best friend. Doesn’t that freak you out a little bit?”


  “It did at first,” Michael said, as he turned on a lamp by the bed. “Now it just makes it hotter, you know? It’s like I get to experience this alternate universe, where I’m Kaylee’s boyfriend instead of her friend who’s a girl.”


  “But I’m not Kaylee,” I said. “I’m Dylan. I’m your mother’s boyfriend. This is not real.”


  He pulled me to him, wrapped his arms around my bikini-clad body and kissed me deeply. This time it was more passionate than sweet, with lots of tongue.


  I didn’t resist.


  “You talk too much,” he said when we finally came up for air.


  Then his large, hard hands squeezed my soft, firm bottom and he whispered in my ear, “Is that real?”


  “Uh, I’m not convinced,” I gasped, as my body shivered. “What else you got?


  Michael untied my bikini top, massaged my breasts, and then sucked on my nipples.


  With my eyes closed and moaning in delight, I whispered, “I’m gonna need more evidence.”


  He took my small hand and placed it on his rock-hard penis. Somehow during the short time that we’d been in my room, he’d dropped both his shorts and his underwear and I hadn’t noticed. How did that happen!?!


  “Is that real enough for you?” he asked, his voice ragged with sexual arousal.


  When I opened my eyes and saw what I was holding, I grew light-headed. I had started out saying sincerely that this wasn’t real, but quickly accepted that it was when I realized I was enjoying the flirtation.


  But now, this was much too real for me! Michael had every intention of putting his penis in the place between my legs where I didn’t want sand, and, until now, I certainly had given him no reason to believe that I would not allow him to.


  But now, now, no I couldn’t allow that. This was real. And it was too much, too fast for this newly minted girl. Maybe tomorrow night. Or the next. But not tonight. I had to think fast.


  “You do have condoms, right?” I asked, as I let go of his locked and loaded missile and pushed him gently into a sitting position on the bed. “I wouldn’t want to get pregnant, you know. That could be awkward, especially when I go back to being Dylan on Saturday.”


  Michael pulled me down beside him, and my breasts bounced teasingly with the movement. He stared at them with hungry eyes.


  “No, I don’t,” he said in a sad, little boy voice.


  We sat in silence for a moment, and then he added, “But I could go get some!”


  Oh, crap! I had to think fast.


  “Yeah, you could, but I’m afraid I’d be out of the mood by then,” I said and giggled. “You know how girls are.”


  “So, what do we do now?” he asked glumly.


  I grinned, arose from the bed, and faced Michael. I might not be ready for the actual sexual act. But after a two days of courtship and a night of thinking about him, as I pleasured myself, I was ready for this. I got down on my knees, spread his bare legs, and crawled between them.


  “Well, I’m still not certain that all this is real, especially this,” I teased as I  grasped his penis, which had begun to sag a bit when I asked about condoms. “I think that I need to investigate further.


  “You don’t mind if I use my mouth, do you?”


  *     *     *     *


  At breakfast the next morning, Michael excused himself to use the bathroom. After rocking his world with oral sex, I had asked him to so that I could have some time alone to talk to Tracy. After all, he was my girlfriend in the real world, and I wanted to find out what was going on with him.


  I wore tiny shorts and a tank top, with my hair up in a high ponytail.


  “The real Kaylee wore her hair just like that sometimes,” said Tracy, who was wearing a blue sleeveless shirt and tropical board shorts.


  “Is that good or bad?” I asked.


  “Just making an observation,” he said.


  “You’re being intentionally distant and evasive,” I said, as I put my chin on my fist. “What’s up with that?”


  “Well, at least you don’t sound like her,” he said with a slight grin.


  And then I knew.


  “What’s going on between us– or not going on between us– is all about the fact that I look like Kaylee, isn’t it?” I asked.


  “No, it’s because you are Kaylee,” he replied. “That is Kaylee’s body, right down to the little mole on her shoulder. And … “


  “And … ” I echoed.


  “And she and Megan have been best friends all their lives,” Tracy said. “I’ve known her since she was in first grade.”


  I nodded knowingly and patted his hand.


  “So this is not about me being 18 and you being old enough to be my father,” I said. “And it’s why you pushed Michael and me to be together, instead of the two of us having fun in the sun.”


  Tracy took my hand in his much larger ones.


  “That’s right, Kaylee,” he said, emphasizing the name. “I changed into a man with the idea that it would be you and me experiencing life together for a week as the opposite sex and having lots of hot, steamy sex.


  “But too late I realized that whether I was a man or a woman, it didn’t matter. You might be Dylan on the inside, but when I look at you I see only Kaylee. And I wouldn’t– I couldn’t– have a sexual relationship with her.”


  “Good enough,” I said. “Thanks for telling me.


  “But you were just like a man, you know. I had to pull it out of you,” I grinned, as I crossed my bare arms on the table.


  “Now, tell me, what are you doing all this time while Michael and I are together? I have a right to know. I’m your boyfriend.”


  Tracy wagged his finger at me. “No, you’re not. For this week, you’re my son’s girlfriend,” he grinned. “And my personal life is none of your business, young lady.


  “Let’s just say that I’m glad you two kids seem to be having fun, and I’m enjoying myself as well. This will be a week that we will never forget, and, when we get back to normal, we’ll all be the better for it when it comes to relationships with the opposite sex.”


  I stood up and kissed him on the cheek, as I saw Michael approaching.


  “I agree,” I said. “Thanks for the heart-to-heart, old man.”


  As Michael took my hand, he said, “Well?”


  I smiled and said, “It’s all good. Tracy says that he’s not interested in me right now because I’m Kaylee, his daughter’s best friend since forever. He also says he is having a good time, and I believe him.”


  My boyfriend stopped suddenly and looked down at me, a shocked look on his face.


  “OMG, that’s right!” he gasped. “You are my bestie!”


  Then he laughed and said, “Just kidding. Of course, I already told you what I thought about that. The fact that you look just like her is part of what makes this so hot for me.”


  As we headed to my room for me to change into my leopard-print bikini, Michael said casually, “I saw a sign that says there’s a wet tee shirt contest at a place down the beach tonight. There’s a $500 first prize. Want to go?”


  *    *     *    *


  Although Michael didn’t say it, I knew he was hinting that he’d like to see me prancing around on that stage in nothing but my leopard-print bikini bottom and a wet tee shirt over my luscious 36Cs.


  And why not? I thought to myself. It will be fun and I’ll win $500. That’s right, I had no doubt that I would win. After all, I had blonde hair and big boobs and something that the rest of the girls didn’t– personal experience as a man.


  That night, as I stood at the back of the stage, waiting for my turn and shivering, I began to have my doubts about the wisdom of this. God, that water was cold when Michael poured it down my front, making my pink shirt translucent and bringing my prominent nipples instantly to attention. I intentionally had put my hair up into two high ponies to make my face look younger and more innocent in contrast to my rockin’ bod. Guys love that!


  Michael seemed to be struck speechless by the sight and I couldn’t help but laugh as I reached up and pushed his mouth closed.


  “That good, huh?” I said.


  “Good enough that I’m afraid I’m going to lose it right here in my pants,” he said. “I better get out of here before I do.”


  Fortunately, I didn’t have to endure those doubts for too long, as, I heard the announcer yell, “And now let’s hear it for Kaylee!”


  Putting a big smile on my face, I danced out, trying to remember every move that had turned me on when I was a young man and in the audience, instead of on the stage. I started by shimmying my body all around the perimeter, to make certain that every horny guy got a good look.


  I stood center stage, bent at the waist and shook from the shoulders, my plump breasts contained, but not covered or hidden by the wet material. They vibrated wildly and the crowd went crazy.


  I put my hand to pursed lips in an “Oh, my, what have I done?” expression. Once more the raucous audience erupted.


  Next, I ripped open the shirt between my breasts from the neckline, having pre-torn a small area backstage. Then I  bounced around the stage, doing jumping jacks, my boobs almost, but not quite, escaping through the opening. After a few seconds of that, I faked being out of breath. I stopped and wiped my forehead.


  Then I looked down and, as if stunned at what I had found, I let my mouth fall open. I reached through the torn shirt, cupped my breasts, and pretended to gauge their weight with my small hands. I peeled the shirt out from the girls, peered down the gaping hole, and followed that with another shocked look.


  Finally, I gestured to the crowd, pantomiming tearing open my shirt all the way and asking  with nods and gestures if they’d like to see what I had just discovered. When the sound finally grew deafening enough, I obliged and bared my breasts, giving guys on all three sides of the stage of an extended eyeful.


  Standing there topless, I won the $500 by audience applause. But the other girls stared daggers my way, especially the ones who had gone before me and not showed any skin. Too bad for them. No one told me that I couldn’t do that.


  The other contestants expressed their disgust with me in the women’s bathroom too, as I put on my bikini top.


  “You’re a real, slut. You know that?” said one.


  “We weren’t supposed to take off our shirts,” added another. “You cheated.”


  I just smiled, put the torn tee in my tote, and gave them a finger-wave as I excited.


  Some of the guys, too, even though they cheered for me, seemed to think I was a slut. Several of them tried squeezing my breasts or my ass when I came out of the ladies’ room. But Michael was right there to defend me. My hero!


   He was a happy camper as we walked back to the motel. Along with my bikini top, I had on a dry tee shirt. I also had a red “wet tee shirt contest winner” sash draped between my breasts.


  We both had a couple of celebratory beers before we left the bar and my small body was feeling it.


  “My Lord, Kaylee, you were awesome,” he said. “Where did you learn to do that?”


  I gave him a look. And when I saw that he didn’t understand, I said, “Think about it, Michael.”


  He blushed and said, “Oh, yeah. I forget sometimes that you …


  “Weren’t always a girl?” I finished for him.


  “Uh, yeah,” he said. “But you sure are now.”


  “And you’re a guy that I love to please,” I replied, prompting him to smile broadly.


  After we walked some more, he put his arm around my shoulders and said quietly, “I got some condoms.”


  I looked up at him and grinned.


  “Did you now? I said.


  “I thought that maybe we could walk down the beach to a quiet spot and … you know … pick up where we left off last night.”


  I giggled. And hiccupped.


  “But what about getting sand in my va … my va …”


  Even being a little tipsy and the recent winner of a wet tee shirt contest, I still was having difficulty saying “my vagina.”


  “We’ll get a blanket,” he said hurriedly.


  “Well, okay,” I said. “I’m usually not that kind of girl, you know. But you are kinda cute. And you did buy me beer.”


  I wasn’t drunk enough to be out of control. Rather, I had just enough alcohol to do away with any inhibitions and eliminate the hesitancy that I had the night before in my room.


  And, Hell, I’d just won a wet tee shirt contest! I was the quintessential sexy girl! How could I not celebrate appropriately?


  After we grabbed a blanket and found an out-of-the-way place, I untied my leopard-print top and, for the second time that night, I was topless. This was beginning to be a habit. Just for the heck of it, I kept on the sash.


  With me on top, Michael and I kissed and groped for awhile. He massaged my prize-winning breasts and sucked on my nipples. I stuck my tongue in his ear and stroked the inside of his muscular thighs. I felt dampness between my legs and a rock-hard rod pressed against my tummy.


  “I think it’s time for the condom,” I whispered.


  “Yeah, you’re right,” he gasped. “There are a couple of them in the pocket of my shorts.”


   As I pulled one out and started to unwrap it, I suddenly realized that the last time I had one of these in my hand I was going to put it on my own penis. Now I was going to put it on someone else’s  so he could stick it in my …


  “Uh, you better let me,” Michael said. “I’m about to lose control here. And having your hands touch me would push me over the edge, I’m afraid.”


  I tossed the condom to the edge of the blanket and scooted down his legs.


  “In that case, let me take you on over the edge,” I giggled. “Then I’ll get you ready for round two with the condom.”


  “You mean!” he gasped.


  “That’s right, big boy!” I said in my sexiest voice. “Multiple orgasms.”


  About twenty minutes later, as we cuddled and I slowly massaged his manhood back to life, Michael said, “I’m a virgin, you know.”


  That was something I hadn’t heard in a long time and, from pure reflex, I panicked. I was a 40-year-old man and I was about to have sex with …


  I glanced up with wild eyes and said, “What did you just say?”


  Seeing a handsome guy smiling at me and then looking down to see his penis in my hand, I felt a warm wave of relief wash over me. So what if he was a virgin. I was the girl.


  “I said I was a virgin. When I was a girl, I mean,” Michael said. “I hope that I didn’t upset you.”


  I giggled and replied, “No, no, I just forgot who I was there for a second. So … you were a virgin.”


  Michael nodded his head and said, “Guilty as charged.”


  “What about Kaylee?” I asked.


  “Are you kidding?” he laughed. “She started having sex when she was 16.


  Suddenly an aspect of this bizarre sex-capade came to mind that I hadn’t previously considered.


  “So I guess that since I’m her body double, I’m not a virgin either,” I said.


  “I guess we can find out,” Michael said with a leer. “Are you up for it?”


  “Oh, yes,” I giggled again, stroking him with a little more intensity. “You’re not quite there yet, though.


  “But maybe I can speed things up,” I continued as I lowered my head and licked my lips. “See how you like this.”


  He liked it fine and I quickly backed off. I’d already given this boy two orgasms in two days. It was time for him to give me one in return.


   I rolled off, grabbed the condom, and handed it to him.


  “You still want to do the honors?” I asked.


  “Yes,” he mumbled in a strangled voice. “I think that would be a good idea.”


  “Okay,” I said sweetly as I pulled the ties out of my hair and shook it free. “I’ll just watch.”


  I think that he was almost as surprised as I was that he rolled it on without losing control.


  “Now what?” he said.


  “You don’t know?” I asked, and we both laughed.


  “What I mean is how are we going to do it?” he said. “I’m a virgin as a guy too, you know.”


  Stripping off my bikini bottom, I climbed back on top of him and said, “You’re right. And I guess you could say that I’m an experienced woman. So you just lie there on your back and I’ll do the driving.


  “You just think about baseball … or football.”


  “Huh?” he said as he raised his head. “Baseball?”


  “It’s an old joke,” I replied. “Young guys don’t have much self-control. But supposedly, if you think about something else while you’re having sex, you can last a little longer, which is a good thing for girls.”


  Michael chuckled and said, “Yeah, that makes sense. So I’ll think about baseball. What else do I need to do?”
I took his hand and put it on his condom-covered penis.


  “Hold it steady,” I said, my heart racing with anticipation. “I’m coming in for a landing.”


  Ohhh, Gawwwwwd! Did that feel good!


  Instinctively, he grabbed my butt cheeks and that felt even better as I rode him up and down. My boobs bounced and my hair fell in my face, prompting me to sweep my head back and throw the blonde tresses over my bare shoulders.


  “Yes, yes, yes!” I squealed, as I pressed my hands. against my breasts to keep them in place and better maintain my balance. My rigid nipples pressed through my fingers.


  Suddenly, his large hands encircled my waist, holding me down as he started pumping.


  Harder and harder and harder.


  “Homerun,” he grunted, “Double play. Sacrifice fly. Suicide squeeze.”


  “Yes, yes, yes!” I squealed again.


  That’s when I felt his butt relax. His plunges quickened and weakened and I knew what was coming. Been there. Done that.


  Once again I took control, riding him more ferociously than ever. I wasn’t far behind. I could catch up. I could! I could!


  And I did!


  As he emptied his seed into the condom that covered his penis inside me, I collapsed onto his chest.


  “Oh, Michael,” I moaned.


  Then we both lay silent, regaining our strength and our breath and listening to each other’s heart beat.


  Finally, I managed to push myself up and swept the hair out of my face. Staring down at my boyfriend, I watched him open his eyes, see me, and smile.


  “Did I do good?” he asked.


  “You did great,” I replied. “And the next one will be even better. I’m so glad that you brought more than one condom.”


  “We’ve got two more nights here,” he said with a broad grin. “I’ll definitely have to buy some more.”


  As I felt him slide out of me, he asked, “Can we do it doggy style next?”


  “Sure,” I said. “Whatever you want. Why doggy style?”


  “Kaylee–the real Kaylee– said that men love that. And I’m a man now,” he said.


  I leaned down and kissed him.


  “You’re right. You are,” I said.


  “And the real Kaylee is right too,” I added as I remembered Tracey down on all fours for me and how I enjoyed the feeling of power and control, slamming in and out from behind, one hand pulling back her brunette hair and the other squeezing a breast.


  Now I would be the one down on all fours, my plump butt in the air, and Michael would be the one feeling the power as he grabbed my blonde hair and pumped into me. If I could have gotten any wetter than I already was, I would have as I envisioned that.


  “We’ll do that one next,” I said, my eyes rolling up in my head as he kneaded the plentiful flesh of my 36Cs and I felt his penis already beginning to stir again.


  *     *     *     *


  Saturday morning came too soon. For the trip back home, I dressed in the sundress that had become my favorite, white with thigh-length hem, a tight bodice with clearly defined cups and lace shoulder straps. I wore a satin, strapless bra underneath and white cotton panties with a tiny red bow in front. I kept my blonde hair loose and I had applied subtle makeup and stepped into a perfume mist for the last time. In less than eight hours, I’d be a 40-year-old man again and all of this would seem a dream.


  Tracy and Michael carried out my luggage and my girly stuff box.


  Tracy hadn’t revealed whether he had a summer fling with a woman. And standing here in the bright sunlight, with a return to reality growing closer with every second, my Dylan brain reawakened from several days of dormancy. Suddenly, the thought of my girlfriend having sex with someone else was uncomfortable, even if  she was my boyfriend’s father and I was her son’s girlfriend at the moment.


  Still, I hoped that he did have the full guy experience. It was only fair. After all, I had the full girl experience with Michael. I had it on the beach. And I had it in my bed. I had it doggy style, buckin’ bronco style, and missionary style. And I had it in ways that defied description. Who knew this soft, curvy body was so flexible– and accommodating?


  And it was all so good because I had once been a man myself, and I knew how little self-control a teenage guy has on the first go-round of the evening. So, like that night on the beach, I often took things into my own hands– and mouth– you might say, to ensure mutual pleasure later on.


  “Oh. My. God!” Michael said one time. “That feels so good. But … you’re not going to pull it off, are you?”             


  I laughed and kissed his nose. “Not a chance,” I said. “I’m just warming you up for the main event.”


  After his release and relaxation, I curled up against his bare chest and gently fondled him, knowing that it wouldn’t be long until he was eager to go again.


  “You know, you can do this to yourself when you’re feeling really horny,” I whispered playfully.


  “Yeah, I kinda discovered that the first day,” he said, his face growing red.


  “Really?” I replied, raising up to play with the hair on his chest with my free hand. “I’ll bet it wasn’t as much fun as when I do it to you.”


  I snuggled in again.


  “You got that right,” he said. “I much prefer your mouth to my hand.”


  And my vagina was even better, as it turns out. Yes, I finally could say it. For a week, I had a vagina. And the more Michael explored it with his condom-covered penis, the easier it was for me say the “v” word, as well as enjoy what that most feminine part of my anatomy offered.


  My clitoris played no small part either, thanks to my boyfriend, who knew just how to maximize it for pleasure. In fact, he was so good, it was almost as if …


  Hee. Hee.


  I won’t lie. The sex– the great sex– was a big part of our why I had enjoyed our transformation vacation. But that wasn’t all of it by any means. Michael was kind, funny, and considerate. He never forced himself on me either.


  He listened to me. He respected me. And he protected me, like that night at the wet tee shirt contest. If I were really a girl, he would be just the type of guy–heck, maybe even the guy– that I’d want as a boyfriend.


  And, oh yeah, he was good-looking too. A real hunk.  


  Only now Michael’s days as a male and my ideal boyfriend were about to end, as departure from our beach vacation was just seconds away. 


  “Well, it was a heck of a week,” Tracy said as he slammed shut the back of the SUV. “I hope you kids enjoyed it as much as I did.”


  With a wicked smile he watched as Michael and I glanced at one another and then away. I felt my face glow in embarrassment.


  “I think you did,” he laughed. “And for the trip home, why don’t you two sit in the back seat together so you can hold hands.”


  Michael started to protest. “That’s not … ” he began. But the effort was half-hearted and we all knew it.


  “No, I insist,” Tracy said as he climbed into the driver’s seat. Michael opened the door for me. I stepped in, smoothed my dress under my bottom, and sat down. He slid in next to me.


  “And one other thing,” Tracy added, as he looked at us in the rearview mirror. “I hope that you two used condoms. I certainly did.”


  *     *     *     *


  On the trip home, conversation was extremely awkward for awhile, and Michael and I intentionally avoided touching one another. It was painful.


  Finally, Tracy said, “Oh, you two, lighten up. Don’t be embarrassed by what you did in those bodies. I’m not.  It was natural. We were different people while we were at the beach. I was a single adult male looking for  a female companion. And you were a couple with raging, teen hormones.”


  He drove on in silence for another mile or two, and then added. “In the beginning, we might all have thought that our old brains were in charge of our new bodies. But they weren’t. Our bodies were.


  “I realized it when I had an erection that first day in your room, Kaylee,” he added.


  “You too?” Michael exclaimed, and we all laughed. The mood instantly lightened.


  “Sorry about that boys,” I grinned.


  “No, you’re not,” Michael said, as he pulled me close and squeezed my bare shoulders.


  “No, I’m not,” I said, as I kissed him and grabbed his hand.


  “See?” Tracy said. “It was a great week.”


  Relaxed now, we shared with each other what it was like to be the opposite sex for a week. As we did so, we realized what was good about our old lives. And somewhere along the way, Michael and I stopped holding hands.


  As we crossed the city limits, Tracy said, “I’m looking forward to being Tracy with an ‘e’ again.”


  Michael chimed in with “And I want to be Megan again. I’d rather cause erections than have them.”


  We laughed for a second time, and I added in my teen girl voice, “And I’d rather have them!”


  But when we turned onto Tracy’s street and saw the smoldering remains of her house, happy talk abruptly ended.


  “Dammit, Megan!” Tracy shouted. “You didn’t unplug the toaster!”


  We pulled to the curb and observed the blackened ruins. The mirror couldn’t possibly have survived. If the heat didn’t destroy it, then the firemen certainly did  as they battled the blaze.


  “What now?” Michael asked.


  We sat in silence and contemplated our predicament. Of course, loss of the house and everything inside was a huge concern. But for right now, there were more important questions than where we were going to live. Were Tracy and Michael fated to be men for the rest of their lives? Was I permanently a buxom blonde?


  Abruptly, and gratefully, I had an idea. “If Janis had one of those mirrors in the her magic shop, then she might have another,” I said.


  And, as luck would have it, she did.


  “Sure, I have a couple of more in storage,” she said, after we sped to the store and ran inside. “What happened to the one that you took home?”


  Tracy told her.


  “Oh, that’s not good,” the store owner said. “I’ll bet you panicked there for a bit, didn’t you?”


  Then she looked at the three of us, especially me in my short, flirty sundress and wedge sandals.


  “Or did you?” she grinned.


  “Believe me, we did!” I said emphatically.


  “Oh, okay, just wanted to make sure,” she said as she started for the back and we followed. As she unlocked the door, she looked back at us and paused, a look of concern on her face.


  “But you’re going to need some of your old clothes to become yourselves again,” she said.  “You have some don’t you?”


  “Oh, crap!” Tracy cried.


  Janis smiled and nodded knowingly. “They burned up with the house, didn’t they?”


  She turned to face us, put her hands on her hips, and said, “Well, boys and girls, this is a thrift store, after all. If you don’t want to stay who you are now, you’ve got lots of options.”


  Michael and I looked at one another.


  “Well, if we can’t  be our old selves … ” I said.


  I don’t know where those words came from. They certainly weren’t expressing any conscious thought. Embarrassed, I crossed my arms below my breasts and looked down at the floor.


  But out of the corner of my eye, I saw my tall, handsome boyfriend nod his head knowingly. “You’re right,” he said, “If we can’t be …”


  “OMG! You too?” I suddenly screamed with delight, jumping into his arms and kissing him passionately.


  Tracy stared in disbelief.  “Megan? Dylan? Oh, no!” she screamed.               “Oh, no! You’re not serious! You both said that you would be happy to get back to our old lives.”


  “That’s what I thought, Mom,” Michael said. “I didn’t mean to, but I guess I lied. Sorry about that.”


  “Me too!” I squealed, squeezing him around the neck as I pressed my boobs against his chest. “Sorry about that, Mom!”


  Janis relocked the door. “I’m not surprised,” she said. “Happens all the time.”
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