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  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.”


  #     #     #     #


   


  


cover.jpeg
pé : 1 i
- T o Z ,)‘ \ ‘
. - - !
\
3 y | \
( {x
I\
{
! |
a0
. AN \
/N
/ I
/ \
| |
L 1
¥ ) ﬁ |

W
TRANSFORMATION VACATION |

Magical Tales of TG TrafiSfokmation 1%

PORTIA HAB






