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Our car finally came to a stop at the cabin Tori and I had rented for the weekend. I glanced over at her. Her face was buried in her phone, and she hadn’t even realized that we’d reached our destination. Her lips were curled in a smile, and her hand was over her heart.

Must be talking to her boyfriend.

I opened the car door and stepped out, breathing in the fresh air.

“Marco!” Tori said loudly, “Why didn’t you tell me we were here!” She squealed as she hopped out of the car.

“We’re here,” I drawled, gesturing toward the cabin.

Tori laughed and slammed her door shut, moving toward the front door. After I removed our bags from the trunk and set them down inside, I was ready to just relax in front of the TV and take a long nap.

“Alright, you can put my bags down in the first room,” She said.


“Let me guess, that’s the big room?” I asked. But I already knew the answer. Tori was the kind of woman who knew what she wanted and wasn’t afraid to take what she knew she deserved.


She laughed and shook her head, “Yesn’t.”

I dropped her bags off in her room and noticed it wasn’t the size of the room that caught my attention, but the view! She had uninterrupted views of the ocean from here.

“Wow, look at that view! I can’t wait to see my room.”

I  rushed out with my bag and headed toward the other room. I hadn’t packed as much as Tori. I figured this was only a weekend. How many shirts and jeans could someone need for a weekend?

When I stepped into my room, I paused and blinked a few times. My room faced the road and some sand dunes.

“Great,” I mumbled under my breath and dropped my bag. I knew Tori had wanted to go out exploring and check out the shops, but I wasn’t up to it tonight.

I left my disappointing room and eased myself onto the couch, resting my feet on the table in front of me, just as Tori came back into the room.

“I haven’t seen my bestie for almost a year, and you want to nap on the couch!?” Tori stood in front of me, one hand on her hip. She had the perfect hourglass figure. The kind of body that made most women jealous of her. And judging by the way she moved her body, she was aware of the power her curves held over men.

“Yeah,” I said, “Why don’t you join me?”

“Hmm. I was hoping we could watch movies on our last day here.” She said as she plopped herself down on the couch next to me and slipped her long legs into my lap. She then took out her phone and went back to chatting with her boyfriend.

I rolled my eyes and pushed her legs off my lap.

“Alright, alright. Let’s see what’s on,” Tori said, “No more distractions!”

“Yeah, this is our weekend,” I said.

“Yep! And it’s going to be great!” She said, leaning forward to pick up the remote. She flipped through a few channels and then settled on one.

We were both watching for a while before I noticed her giggling to herself again. And when I looked over, she was on her phone again. Is this what our weekend was going to be like? Me, Tori, and her phone?

“Yeah,” I said, “Great, let's order in and just pig out on the couch.”

Tori didn’t respond.

“Gimme that,” I said as I swiped her phone from her hand. You deserve a weekend without having to answer everything your boyfriend says.”

“What can I say? I love dominant men.” She said.


We both laughed, she let her phone go, and then I put it aside and used my phone to order pizza.


We chose a few good movies for our marathon, and when our food came, we ate while we watched.

The movies we watched had lots of sex. I reached for a pillow and placed it over my growing erection. It would be kinda awkward if she caught me with a boner.

Out of the corner of my eye, I noticed her breathing had gone shallow. Her big tits moved as she inhaled. She had perky tits and sometimes when the light hit her chest just right and she had on a semi-see through shirt, you could easily make out her pink pouting nipples.

At one point, we both reached for the last slice of pizza. My hand brushed against hers, just for a second, but it surprised me so much that my pulse jumped. I looked away and snatched my hand back, letting her have the last slice.

So far, I’d been good at keeping my feelings for her under control. And mostly, those feelings stayed below the waist.


But I knew she’d never go for a guy like me. I’m soft, not at all like the kind of men she’s into. Like she said, she likes dominant men.


A few hours had passed, and I was getting to the point where I wanted to crash. We had plans for the next day, after all.

“Alright, that’s enough TV for now,” I said as I stood up from the couch, stretching.

“No, come on, we’re just getting started. Let’s spend a few more minutes watching.”

“Nah, I’m good, I’m gonna head to bed,” I said, turning to walk away.

“Oh, come on, let’s just talk,” she said, grabbing the remote and switching off the television.

She patted the seat next to her and told me to sit.

“Ugh, fiiiine, I said as I sat down.

“So tell me, what’s happening in Marco’s world?” She asked.

She ran her fingers through my hair, and my cock got rock fuckin’ hard.

I always get hard when a girl plays with my hair. It’s the main reason I grew it out.

“Wow, you’d look so cute if we put your hair up in a scrunchie, like a ponytail.”

“You mean like a man bun?”

“No, not like man bun, silly. I mean in a very girly way.”

She giggled. “Hmm… maybe I’ll show you sometime.”

I was silent, but it touched something deep inside me.


Me? In something girly?


How would that even work...

Now that I think about it, I wouldn’t mind having a girl dress me up. I’ve always secretly fantasized about being a girl.

“No fuckin’ way. What?” I heard my friend say.

I turned beet red. Holy shit, did I just say that out loud?

“I mean, just as an experiment,” I said, trying to recover.

“Get out of here. No way!”

She leaned closer. “Well, now that we’re sharing our deepest secrets… I’ve always wondered what it’d be like to be a man.”

I raised an eyebrow at her.

“I have penis envy, okay?” she said. “And besides, I’m sick of always being the girlfriend. It would be nice to have a break from that.”

I glanced at her. If I could step into her life… I’d know what it feels like to be desired. To be chased by a man.

“Yeah… If only we could switch places. Wouldn’t that be weird?”

“You’re so lucky you’re single and don’t have to answer to anyone. I mean, it sucks. Believe me.” She said.

Just then, there was a ding from her phone. A notification. She got giddy and looked at me, her eyes silently pleading for me to give her phone back.

I rolled my eyes, reached over, grabbed her phone, then tossed it to her.

“Go crazy,” I said.

She laughed and grabbed her phone, immediately glued to whatever her boyfriend was saying. Probably sexting… or checking in about why she wasn’t responding to his messages.


I wish I knew what it felt like to be wanted like that.


Just then, we both heard a sound by the front door and glanced in that direction. An envelope had been slipped underneath. It was silver and looked like one of those weird social media influencer promos.

We both got up, but I was the one who got there first, so I picked it up.

“There’s no name on it. I guess it was meant for… anyone?” I said.

I opened the envelope, and Tori was glued to what might be inside. I slipped my hand in and pulled out two gold bracelets and a note.

“Have fun. Valid for this weekend only!”

“What does that even mean?” she asked.

She swiped one of the bracelets. “Maybe it means we get free entry at that club down the street?”

Without another thought, she put it on.

I said, “Fuck it,” and put mine on too.

We blinked and stared at each other for a moment.

Then burst out laughing.

“I’m not sure what I was expecting to happen,” I said.

“Yeah, me either.” She said.

“Maybe we should hit the sack. It is kind of late anyway.” I said.

“Yeah. Goodnight, bestie.” She said.

“Goodnight.” I said.

We hugged. Her big tits pressed against my chest and I won’t lie, it gave me a boner.


A weak boner, but still.


Once I was alone in my room, I drifted off into a peaceful sleep.

I don’t think I’ve ever slept that deeply or peacefully before in my life. I felt really good, too, when I woke up. I immediately sat up in bed and stretched out my body.


Hmm. No knots. Must be this comfortable bed. Something definitely felt different.


I walked to the bathroom and lifted the toilet seat when I heard a loud, masculine screech coming from another part of the house.

“What the fuck?”

I jumped into action, being the kind of guy I am, and rushed out of the room, almost bumping my head against the wall.

I was a bit confused about the direction; wasn’t my bedroom supposed to be on the other side of the wall? Doesn’t matter.

I ran to the end of the hallway. And when I reached it, I almost fainted. I gasped and took a step back. I was in shock, I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. I was looking at myself!


And then… my body pointed at me and yelled, “What did you do!?”



“Me?!” I asked, confused.



Oh shit. That voice… isn’t my voice.


I turned to the mirror and saw my best friend staring back at me.

Her pajamas had ridden up during the night, and her bare tits were exposed to the cool air. I quickly pulled it down, feeling the soft fabric rub against my hard nipples. I squeezed my legs together.

“What the fuck,” I said out loud, holding back a moan.

“How did this happen?” I heard Tori in my body say.

“Wow. That is so fucken weird.” I said glancing down my new female body.

“No kidding,” Tori said.

“Okay, let’s just calm down. We can figure this out,” I said.

“Figure this out!?” Tori said, looking in the mirror while she touched her face.

“Yeah... I don’t know if I can get used to this. It feels so surreal to see my own body animated.” I said.


“Well, at least it’s you in my body. I wouldn’t trust another guy in there.” Tori said.


“Okay,” I said, running a hand through my hair, which was now long, blonde strands.


My eyes landed on the bracelet. That’s it!


“It must be these bracelets. That’s what the note was all about.” I said, “All we have to do is remove them, and we’ll change back. It should be simple, right?”

“Yeah…” she said slowly. And just as I reached for mine, she reached out her hand, “Wait. Hold on.”

“What?” I asked.

“What if… we don’t do that?” She asked.

“Don’t remove the bracelets? Come on, you have got to be kidding me.” I said.


“I mean, what if we do what the note said? Enjoy ourselves. Just for this weekend. You get to be me ‘the girlfriend’ and deal with my boyfriend. And I get to be you. Single guy.”


She tossed some of my short hair over her shoulder like it belonged to her.

“I don’t know,” I said, teasingly. There was no way I would pass up this opportunity.

“Please,” she said, my body looking at me, “Just give me a chance to be a man.”

“Okay. Let’s do it.” I said, trying to play it cool.

I didn’t want to remove the bracelet anyway. I wanted to know what it would feel like to be a woman. And now I get to experience being a girl for a whole weekend.

“All right, so what do you want to do first? You’re the girl, so you get to decide,” Tori said.

She glanced in the mirror, looking at my clothing with her nose tilted up.

“Well, whatever we decide… let’s first take a shower. I’ll meet you back here in thirty minutes, and then let’s hit the town!”

“All right!” I said, walking back to Tori’s room. Squeezing my legs together. I would shower, but first, I needed to use the toilet.

It was a bit weird knowing she was about to see me naked and clean my body, but whatever.
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