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Introduction by Ann

	—o—

	Dear Readers,

	I generally prefer longer stories. But some stories work best when they are short and sweet. In that regard, I’ve decided to start issuing the occasional volume of short stories. Hopefully, you will find these to be interesting, exciting and unique. This volume, Volume One, brings you three stories of magical transformations all centered around Halloween.

	We begin our first tale with the story of three rotten young men who are about to learn a lesson they will never forget when they wrongly accuse a nice old lady of being a witch. In our next tale, a husband and wife argue over a magic ring only to discover that magic can be a dangerous and tricky thing. In this tale, the shoe truly is on the other foot... and some other things. Finally, we finish with a bit of humor as our hero awakens to find himself in his ex-wife’s body.

	That’s not the worst of it though. The worst part is that she’s now in his!

	As always, I hope you enjoy these tales. Let me know what you think!

	Enjoy!

	With love, Ann :)

	
They Messed With The Wrong Witch 

	 

	Chapter One: “Trick or Treat”

	—o—

	It’s not nice to start rumors. This was the lesson the Toad Brothers, as Richard, Warren and Travis liked to be known, were about to learn. The Toad Brothers were the kind of boys who tossed frogs into little girls’ hair in grade school and took lunch money from the boys in junior high. Their greatest venom, however, was reserved for Esmeralda Plimkin.

	Esmeralda Plimkin was a teacher who gave the brothers detention more than once during their school careers.

	In retaliation, the Toad Brothers specialized in causing her grief ever after. Year after year, they stole her holiday decorations from her lawn, smashed her windows at night, and let the air out of her car tires. Worst of all, however, they spread the rumor to every child in Old Haven that she was a witch – it didn’t help that she looked the part too with a bent nose, a heavily-furrowed brow, and a wart upon her chin.

	This broke Esmeralda’s heart as she loved children and now they ran away whenever she came near. They even refused to come to her door on Halloween. Esmeralda was a nice woman, however, and she waited patiently for the Toad Brothers to grow out of this, but they never did. To the contrary, they only seemed to grow more poisonous over the years.

	One day, she finally had enough. The tables would turn this year.

	—o—

	It all began with the Toad Brothers picking on a young man they saw in a local bar. What had this young man done to deserve what they were doing? He had made a move on a young lady one of the Toad Brothers fancied.

	They had surrounded him at the time and make him leave the bar. Now they were in the parking lot, planning to have their fun.

	“Put it on,” said Richard. He was the eldest and meanest of the Toad Brothers. He jammed the dress into the young man’s chest.

	William looked down at the white floral dress in his hands and the red wedge-heeled sandals the brothers had tossed to the ground before his feet. The last thing he wanted was to put on this dress, or any dress. The girl had been cute, but she wasn’t that cute, thought William. She certainly wasn’t worth going through this. Unfortunately, it seemed the three brothers weren’t going to give him a choice.

	“Come on. You can’t be serious,” replied William nervously. “Put it on now, sissy!” growled Travis the largest of the brothers.

	“Look, I’m sorry,” said William, hoping to end this diplomatically. “I didn’t know she was you sister—”

	“She’s not our sister,” retorted Travis.

	“Girlfriend then. I didn’t know she was your girlfriend—” “She’s not my girlfriend either,” said Travis.

	“Whatever she is to you, I’m sorry. I didn’t know and I didn’t mean to step on your toes,” said William.

	The brothers began to laugh. They laughed a bit like jackals with one starting and then the other two following. They were enjoying this.

	William was not.

	“I won’t ask her out again. I swear,” added William.

	“Put on the dress, sissy boy,” hissed Warren.

	William sighed. His choices were clear. He could try to run, but he would get caught. He could try to fight, but he knew he would lose; these guys looked pretty strong and there were three of them. Or he could do what they demanded and hope this ended quickly and painlessly. Those weren’t great choices.

	“Put it on now!” growled Richard. “All right, all right,” said William.

	He knew what he needed to do. His best bet was to do what they wanted for now and hope to escape later.

	That was the only way to avoid a beating, and being humiliated a bit was far better than losing a fight. Plus, it was Halloween. Who noticed a guy in a dress on Halloween, right? Maybe this wouldn’t be so bad.

	William pulled off his shirt as the brothers had demanded before they gave him the dress. Then he unzipped the dress. As he slipped his arms inside the dress, he snidely asked, “So which one of you does this dress belong to?”

	“Uh oh, somebody’s got a smart mouth,” said Travis. “Watch your mouth, sissy,” said Richard.

	William pulled the dress over his head. It fit poorly to say the least. It was too tight, too short and just sat wrong on William’s body. It looked more like a flower-printed white garbage bag wrapped around him than a dress. In any event, it was in place.

	“Now what?” asked William.

	“Now pull off your pants and your panties, sissy,” said Warren.

	“But you haven’t even bought me dinner yet,” countered William sarcastically. He knew it wasn’t smart to keep poking the brothers, but it was hard to resist. They were so stupid and such jerks and he really didn’t like being humiliated. Of course, he liked the idea of being beaten even less, so he did as he was told.

	“Now put those on,” said Warren pointing to the wedges. William crouched down and slipped his feet into the red wedge-

	heeled sandals. He’d never worn heels before and it felt odd wearing these. They had narrow four-inch cork heels and that made balancing difficult, which was something he’d never experienced before in a shoe.

	“There,” said William after he buckled the straps. “Happy? Can I go now?”

	“Oh no. You’re coming with us,” said Richard. “Where?”

	“You have something to do,” said Travis.

	Travis started off down the street. William reluctantly followed with the other two Toad Brothers behind him. It felt quite strange walking down the street in high heels. He felt taller, but much less stable. He found he needed to take shorter steps and focus on keeping his feet beneath him. There was no way he could run or get away from these idiots now. And after half a block, he learned that these shoes squished his toes and made his calves burn, to say nothing of what they did to his ego.

	It was embarrassing.

	“Where are we going?” asked William. He really wanted to take off the heels.

	“You’re going trick or treating,” said Travis.

	William stopped. “You’re kidding?” “Do we look like we’re kidding?”

	“It’s Halloween,” added Warren. “Everybody trick or treats on Halloween. Besides, this is a night sissies like you get to walk around all girlied up. We want to make sure you get the chance.”

	“I’m not a sissy,” protested William.

	In truth, he wasn’t, nor had he given any indication he might be. Calling him a sissy and making him dress like this just seemed to be something the three brothers thought would be a humiliating punishment for his imagined crime. Said differently, they thought it would be funny to make him do this.

	“Get moving,” said Travis.

	They kept walking another block. Then they stopped once more. “There’s the house. That’s your target,” said Richard.

	“Target?” asked William suspiciously and he looked where Richard pointed. It was a beautiful old house with a lawn covered in Halloween decorations. There didn’t seem to be anything unusual about it, except the kids seemed to avoid it as they trick or treated the neighborhood.

	“That’s where the witch lives,” said Travis. “You see those Jack-o- Lanterns she has on the porch. You’re going to go up there and smash ’em.”

	“Smash them? Why?” demanded William. “Because we said so.”

	“And don’t try to get away, sissy. We’ll be watching,” added Warren.

	As William stood there wondering why he needed to smash some person’s decorations, the three brothers strategically moved behind a tree to keep themselves hidden from anyone who looked out the windows of the old house. Clearly, they intended for him to take the blame.

	“This is insane,” said William.

	He looked at the house and took a deep breath. He didn’t like this at all. Whoever lived there put a great deal of care into their decorations and he hated the idea of destroying them. But what choice did he really have?

	William reluctantly made his way up the walkway to the front porch. Every step felt like regret to him. Then, as he cautiously climbed the steps in the unforgiving heels, the front door jerked open. An old woman came out of the darkness. She wore a black dress, black stockings and a tall black witch’s hat. On her chin was a wart. She had an angry look upon her face.

	“Um, hello,” said William cautiously.

	“Why are you doing this?” asked Esmeralda Plimkin.

	William had the strange sensation that this old woman knew exactly what he was here to do even though she had no way to know. He decided not to lie to her or try to hide the facts.

	“Those three brothers are making me do this,” said William. “The Toad Brothers.”

	“I think so, yeah. They grabbed me at a bar and... well, I don’t want to be here. I’m really sorry. I don’t want to do this, but if I don’t, they’ll probably beat me up and I can’t take that.”

	Esmeralda walked out onto the porch past William. She stood by the railing. She called out to the Toad Brothers, “I’ve waited years for you

	boys to stop damaging my property and spreading rumors about me, but you’ll never stop, will you? It’s time somebody did something about your reign of terror.”

	William bit his tongue and didn’t dare move.

	Esmeralda raised her hands into the air. “You want to tell everyone I’m a witch, well so be it. Then I will be a witch. I’ve been studying magic to teach you a lesson. Let’s see how you like this!” She waved her hands around and mumbled some words none of the others understood. Then she clapped her hands and pointed them at the brothers hiding behind the tree.

	The brothers watched curiously, but said nothing.

	“It’s time you left,” said Esmeralda to William. She pointed in a different direction than the one from which they had come. “Go that way.”

	William wasn’t sure why exactly, but he felt an overwhelming desire to do as she had told him. It was essentially irresistible. Hence, he turned around, cautiously climbed back down the stairs and then left her property.

	When he reached the sidewalk, he turned left instead of right and started up the street rather than back down the way they had come.

	—o—

	The Toad Brothers caught up to William a moment later. They were much faster than he was, seeing as how none of them was wearing high heels like William was. They seemed confused as to what had happened.

	“What did she mean about studying magic?” asked Warren. “It means she really became a witch,” said Travis.

	“She’s bluffing,” said Richard. “There’s no such thing as real witches. That’s all make believe.”

	“She looks like a witch to me,” countered Travis. “That doesn’t make her a witch.”

	The brothers now focused on William who was trying to get away without looking like he was getting away; an impossible task in the heels. Warren grabbed William by the shoulder and stopped him. “Why didn’t you smash her Jack-o-Lanterns like we told you?” asked Warren.

	“How could I? She was standing there,” said William.

	A strange almost-calm look came over Warren. Then he said, “Yeah, I guess so.” This surprised William as he didn’t expect this excuse to work. To the contrary, he expected they would now demand that he go back and try again... or beat him up. They didn’t though. Instead, they seemed to be marching at a steady pace in the direction the old woman had pointed them.

	“Why are we going this way exactly?” wondered William.

	They walked in silence for another minute or so. William’s feet were becoming very soar. This was a long way to walk for his first time in heels, especially four-inch heels. He was also starting to worry about where they were headed and how he would escape from the brothers when they got there.

	“It’s going to be hard to run away in these shoes,” he told himself.

	Suddenly, they turned. Not one of them knew why they had turned, they just did. Moreover, they all turned at once as if they had coordinated it. Now they were walking down a different street.

	“Where are we going?” asked William finally.

	None of the brothers answered. They didn’t seem to realize they were all headed somewhere specific or that the old woman had put them on this course.

	 

	
Chapter Two: “Let’s Go In There!”

	—o—

	The group walked another block until they came to a more commercial part of town. This street was lined with a large number of bars, restaurants and little shops all located in one long strip side by side. It was pretty and quite lively with this being early evening on Halloween night. There were bright lights and people and decorations everywhere.

	As the number of people around them steadily increased, William felt his embarrassment grow at being dressed as he was, even though most of the people they saw were dressed in costumes. It might have helped if his dress looked more like a costume and less like he lost a bet. Despite his embarrassment though, his mind was focused mainly on getting away from the Toad Brothers.

	“Maybe I can make a break for it up there at one of those bars,” he told himself.

	“Hey, let’s go in there,” said Travis suddenly.

	William looked up and saw Travis pointing to a women’s clothing boutique. “Why do you want to go in there?” he asked nervously. William worried that maybe they intended to add to his outfit.

	“Yeah, let’s go in there,” said Warren, ignoring William’s question. “Good idea,” added Richard.

	William now bit his lip. “This could be bad,” he told himself.

	A moment later, the three brothers changed course and walked straight to the boutique. They pushed William along before them

	and, when they reached the shop, they made him enter first. “Ladies first,” said Travis sarcastically.

	The other two laughed.

	William did as he was told. As he stepped inside, a young woman came up to meet them. The woman looked confused when she saw William. The idea of a man in a dress clearly amused her, but at the same time, this looked like trouble to her. Then she recognized the brothers.

	“I know them,” said Tina, the young blonde clerk, beneath her breath. “They’re the Toad Brothers. They’re trouble.” In fact, they had been a source of trouble for many of her friends. She knew many people they had humiliated in one form or another. “There is no way I’m letting them shop here!” she growled to herself.

	“How about some help?” asked Travis. “What do you want?” asked Tina harshly.

	Travis put his hand on William’s back and shoved him toward the young woman. “Our sissy friend here need

	—” started Travis, but then he froze for a second. He cocked his head to one side, looked at a nearby display of bras and raced over to it. He grabbed a blue bra from the display and turned to face the young woman. “Can I try this on?” he asked.

	Everyone’s jaws dropped.

	“You want to try that on?” asked Tina incredulously. She started shaking her head. “No way. I think you all need to leav—” She seemed to freeze and furrowed her brow. Then she giggled. “You want to try on a bra? Are you a sissy?”

	“Me? No!” exclaimed Travis. “I just want to try this on.”

	Tina looked at the brothers and giggled. “Ok, sissy boy. Go ahead.”

	Travis started stripping off his shirt. There was a huge grin on his face and he seemed oddly excited.

	“What are you doing?!” exclaimed Warren in horror. “I just want to try it on!”

	“I know, but blue isn’t your color. Try the yellow,” said Warren. William’s jaw dropped. “What is happening?” he asked.

	Richard saw this and was shocked as well. “What is going on here?” he asked aloud. He started backing away.

	“Your sissy brother is trying on bras, Toad. Want to try something on yourself?” asked Tina in a mocking tone.

	“Hell no!” exclaimed Richard and he turned and raced toward the door. As he dodged around a large circular display, however, and he reached his hand out toward the door, something caught his eye. “Oooh, those are cute,”

	he said and he stopped.

	William couldn’t believe what he was seeing. As Travis stripped off his shirt and slipped his arms through the bra, his brother Richard ambled over to a shoe rack and grabbed a pair of shoes with incredibly high heels. They

	were tan sandals with a t-strap and an ankle strap and a good five and a half-inch heel.

	“I need these!” gushed Richard.

	“Same!” said Travis as he pulled the bra up his arms while watching his brother slip out of his boots.

	William turned back and saw Travis pull the bra into place and buckle it in the back. The bra was dark yellow with lace trim and a small bow in the front. And the instant he buckled it, his chest actually started to grow – right before William’s eyes – until it became enormous, even for a woman.

	“Double EE cup, perfect fit!” exclaimed Travis giddily. “Did you see that?” gasped William.

	“See what?” asked Travis. “Your breasts—” “Gorgeous aren’t they?”

	“They just... grew,” said William incredulously.

	“Stop making fun of my brother’s breasts,” said Warren and he pushed William in the back to remind him who was in charge here.

	William turned to face him. “You didn’t see them just suddenly appear on his chest?”

	Warren shrugged his shoulders. “I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

	“This bra is amazing,” said Travis. “You should try it Warren.” “Yeah, sissy, try on the bra,” said Tina with a laugh.

	Surprisingly, Warren stepped around William and took a similar bra, this one in pink. He stripped off his own shirt and slipped his arms into the bra. He pulled it up to his shoulders. Once he did, his chest grew breasts as well.

	They were just as large as those on his brother’s chest and they obviously had large nipples, as they could be seen through the bra. They were hard too.

	“I never would have guessed it. The Toad Brothers are sissy!” said Tina with a laugh. “Just wait until everyone hears about this!”

	“We’re not sissies!” exclaimed Warren.

	“Don’t you dare tell anybody that we are!” added Travis.

	Just then, Richard tottered over in the high heels. He had the most seductive, feminine walk. William almost felt himself getting hard watching this, except that nothing about these men turned him on.

	“What do you think?” asked Richard and he slowly twirled so everyone could see the shoes on his feet from all angles.

	“They look good,” said Travis.

	“I like the shoe, but not the color. You’d look better in red,” said Warren.

	Richard looked down and nodded his head. “I think you’re right.” He crouched down and unbuckled the shoes. Then he stepped out of them. As he did, William noticed right away that Richard’s toenails were painted bright red. He also noticed that Richard’s foot was small and narrow and seemed too small for a man.

	“What size are your feet?” asked William.

	“Size six,” said Richard happily. He picked up the heels and walked back to the other shoes. He walked on his tiptoes and shook his rear the entire way. William was stunned.

	“What is going on here?” asked Warren suddenly.

	All eyes focused on him, except Richard, who was busy trying on more shoes.

	“What do you mean?” asked Travis.

	“Think about this, Travis. You put on a bra and then... something happened.” It sounded difficult and somewhat painful for him to say this. “I can’t say it for some reason. It’s like I can’t admit it, but something happened.” He clenched all of his muscles and seemed to squeeze his eyes closed. “You didn’t have breasts before you put on that bra.”

	“Well, of course, I di— wait... you’re right,” gasped Travis. “I didn’t either.”

	“And Richard didn’t have girl feet until he put on those heels!”

	They looked at each other in horror. Tina suddenly started laughing. “Oh my God! You’re right. It looks like everything you try on is turning your bodies into women’s bodies bit by bit.”

	“We need to get out of here!” said Warren.

	“Oh no you don’t,” said Tina. “This is awesome. You boys deserve this!”

	“Forget that!” said Warren and he turned and raced toward the door. Travis watched him go. He had been unable to make his own body move, unlike his brother. His brother didn’t get far, though. Indeed, just as he reached the door, he saw the same shoe display that had captured Richard. “Ooh, those are cute!”

	“Don’t do it!” said Travis.

	“Yes, do it,” laughed Tina. “Try the pink spikes. They would look gorgeous on you, Toad.”

	Warren tried to resist, but he couldn’t. His hand reached out and grabbed the pink spikes and set them on the floor. He kicked off his sneakers and yanked off his socks. He had ugly feet with thick nails and misshapen toes.

	They would never fit in those small pink spikes with the wide open- toe and the five-inch stiletto heels, would they?

	Somehow, they did. They fit perfectly. And the moment they did, everyone saw his feet transform into nearly perfect, feminine feet with pink polish on their toenails. Warren then tottered back over to the main group along with Richard, who wore the same sandals as before, only in red.

	“Those are perfect on you!” gushed Travis. “What am I saying?” “We need to get out of here!” said Warren.

	“Not until you boys try these on,” said Tina and she held up stockings.

	“No, please!” said Travis.

	Tina laughed. “A Toad Brother begging. I love it!” She tossed a pair of stockings to each and then walked off to the shoes. She returned a moment later with a pair of yellow slingback pumps. They too had an open toe.

	She handed them to Travis. “These are for you, princess.”

	Without another word, each of the brothers stripped off their pants and their heels. Then they pulled the stockings up their legs like pros. As they did, the hair on their legs vanished as did their muscle tone. In its place, their legs took on a pleasing, feminine shape. Then they slipped their delicate feet back into the heels. Richard wore a size six, Travis a nine and Warren a seven. Travis’s nails became white with black details.

	William tried to melt into the background and be forgotten. “You boys are precious,” said Tina.

	“Please stop!” begged Warren.

	“I don’t want to have a girl’s body,” whine Travis. “We can’t take anymore,” added Richard.

	“You boys want mercy?” asked Tina. She walked over to the bras and picked out another EE-cup bra.

	“That’s funny because you never offered any to me or my friends when you were humiliating us.” She tossed the bra to Richard. “Put that on, sissy boy and join the boob club.”

	Richard knew what was coming and tried to resist, but couldn’t. He took off his shirt and slipped into the bra without question. A moment later, he had gorgeous breasts that matched the breasts his brothers had. Like the other two brothers he stood there now naked except for the bra, some briefs, the stockings and the heels.

	Tina then walked over to another rack and pulled out a tiny pink bandage dress. She eyed Warren from a distance and then held the dress up to examine it. “This should fit,” she said. Then she came back to the brothers and stood before Warren. She held out the pink dress right in his face. “Yours, I believe.”

	“Please don’t,” pleaded Warren.

	“Put it on, sissy boy,” she said with a snicker.

	Warren bit his lip and clenched his fists. He did everything he could to keep his hand from moving, but it was futile. He simply couldn’t stop himself. He felt an overwhelming need to grab that pretty pink dress and slip into it.

	“I— I can’t! I— must— not—” he said as he fought the urge. He lost.

	Warren took the dress. “Thank you,” he said despite himself. He blushed.

	“Any time, sissy boy,” said Tina.

	Tina watched with an intense grin as Warren slipped the dress over his head. As he did, it mostly fell into place, though he needed to work it down over his wide hips. When it was in place, everyone’s jaws dropped once more: he had the perfect feminine hourglass shape. Between that, the shapely legs and the perfect breasts, he was an amazing looking woman. The only thing out of place was his face and his hair.

	“Oh my God!” exclaimed Tina and she burst out laughing.

	“You look fantastic!” squealed Richard before he caught himself. He quickly covered his mouth. “Sorry!”

	As he said this, Richard’s penis suddenly grew long and hard beneath his briefs. It tented them out pretty significantly. His face instantly turned bright red with humiliation. He dropped his hands to cover it.

	The other two brothers saw this and their own penises responded by getting hard as well. They too blushed.

	Warren’s penis tented up his dress significantly. It was apparently a rather large penis.

	“Well lookie here,” said Tina with a chuckle. “You girls are all hard.” “We’re not girls!” protested Richard.

	“You will be soon,” said Tina ominously. “I just think it’s funny that this is turning you on so much. Who knew the Toad Brothers were all sissies?”

	“We are not!” protested Richard.

	Tina let out a sly laugh. “That’s not how it looks from here.” “Well, I don’t care how it looks,” growled Richard. “I’m leaving.”

	Tina raised an eyebrow and waited to see what happened.

	Richard turned and started toward the door. Less then a half-dozen steps later, he found himself distracted by a bracelet. He picked it up and slipped it on his wrist. His wrist and hand shrank to the size of an average woman’s hands and his nails grew long and rounded and were covered in red polish.

	“I don’t want to become a girl!” he protested and he stamped his foot in its high-heeled shoe. He hung his head and slowly returned to Tina.

	Tina snickered. “Now it’s your turn,” she said to Travis.

	Travis looked panicked. He looked like he wanted to flee to the door and get away, but his feet didn’t move a millimeter. Meanwhile, Tina walked over to the dress rack and took her time picking out dresses. Each one she held up as if she were comparing it to Richard’s body.

	“Please don’t!” begged Travis. “I’m sorry for everything I ever did!” “I’m sure you are,” said Tina.

	“I swear, if you let me go, I’ll never been mean to anybody ever again!”

	Tina chuckled. “No chance.”

	Travis swallowed hard and tried to lift his foot from the floor with his hands. It didn’t budge.

	Tina held up a silvery dress and examined his body. “I’m not crazy about the dress, but this might fit,” she said. Then a sly smile crossed her face and she snickered. “Wait a minute. I don’t need to find a dress that fits.

	Whatever I pick is going to remake your body so it will fit! I can change your shape by picking the right dress!”

	Travis’s jaw dropped. “No, no, no,” he pleaded.

	Tina stood before the dress rack with her arms folded and one finger on her chin. She was balancing her foot on its heel. “So what should I do? Should I make you a tiny little thing?” she asked with a laugh.

	“Listen,” said Travis, trying to use his most intimidating tone. “You can’t do this!”

	Tina raised an eyebrow and slowly turned to look at him. “Did you really just try to scare me?” she asked incredulously. She reached out and took the tiny canary-yellow dress she had been eying and walked it over to the frozen young man. “Put it on, tough guy.”

	Travis did everything he could to resist, but his resistance barely showed. He took the dress and immediately slipped it over his head. This was a bright yellow strapless tea dress with a bouncy skirt. It was small too. It was definitely meant for a petite woman. Yet, as Travis slipped it over his head and down his body, he realized that he was shrinking. And by the time his body stopped changing, he was actually three inches shorter than Tina. He’d lost more than a foot in height.

	“What have you done to me?” squeaked Travis in a tiny voice. “You look so gosh darn cute!” said Tina with a laugh.

	“Oh, you have such a pretty shape!” added Warren. “I wish I was small like you.”

	“No, you don’t! This is horrible!” cried Travis.

	“And now the last one,” said Tina. She pointed at Richard and told him to come to her. He did. Then she found a dark red evening gown. It ran from Richard’s neck to his ankles and it was tight as a dress could be. It gave him the most amazingly seductive figure too, with narrow hips and a large rear.

	“I look amazing,” gasped Richard. He winced when he said this. “You’re the prettiest of us all,” said Warren.

	“No, I’m not. You are, silly,” said Richard.

	“I think you’re both prettier than I am,” said Travis.

	“You’re so pretty though,” said Warren to his brother Travis.

	Richard gritted his teeth. “Stop,” he hissed. “We can’t let this happen.”

	“Oh yes, you can,” said Tina. She tossed each of the boys either a ponytail holder or some hairpins. Then she watched with a huge grin on her face as they stuck them in their hair. Richard got long flowing blonde locks that cascaded to the middle of his back. Warren got a bushy brunette hairdo that fell across his shoulders and let bangs fall before his eyes. Travis ended up with auburn hair in a long ponytail high upon his head. “Perfect!”

	The boys each began complimenting each other on their hair. “Stop it!” growled Richard again after a few seconds. “We’re boys!

	We’re the Toad Brothers! We’re not sissies! We can’t let this girl turn us into these... these things. Resist!”

	“But the more she’s done, the harder it is to resist!” complained Warren.

	“I don’t even remember what it feels like to be a boy,” whined Travis. “You can do it! Hang on to your manhoods, guys!”

	Tina started laughing slowly and ominously. The boys watched in silent terror as Tina walked over to a display case and grabbed three pair of panties. One pair was red. One pair was yellow. And one pair was light-

	pink. She came over to the where the transformed boys stood glued to the floor. None of them could move an inch.

	“What was that you said about your manhoods?” asked Tina.

	Tina looked down at their crotches. Each of the boys displayed a significant bulge. Clearly, they all had large erect penises. She snickered.

	“Say goodbye to your little toys, boys,” said Tina. “Please no!” gasped all three male together.

	Tina nodded her head and grinned wildly at them. “I give you the Toad Sisters,” said Tina and she handed the panties to each boy, who stripped off their briefs and slid the panties up their legs. One by one, each of their bulges vanished.

	They were now girls.

	Tina burst our laughing. “This is the best day ever!” “You took my penis!” squealed Richard in his tiny voice.

	“Yes, I did, Ricki,” said Tina. “And yours Wendy and yours Tanya.”

	“Oh, I like that. Call me, Wendy, from now on,” said Warren. The former Richard and the former Travis both nodded their heads enthusiastically.

	“Now I believe there’s only more thing that needs to happen to make this complete,” said Tina.

	“What’s that?” asked ‘Wendy’ nervously.

	Tina pointed at William, who had changed out of the dress and wedges and into some of the few male clothes the store owned while no one was looking. He actually looked quite sharp. “You tell me,

	girls. What do you do when a handsome young man pays you some attention?” asked Tina.

	The former-Toad Brothers looked at each other nervously. They were clearly fighting whatever the urge was.

	They lost. A moment later, they walked over to William with their most seductive walks. Each of the boys began to pet and stroke his body. Finally, ‘Wendy’ unzipped William’s zipper and pulled out his penis, which had become quite erect as these attractive women approached him.

	“What are you doing?” asked William.

	As William watched the three former-boys lowered themselves to their knees before him. Then ‘Wendy’ took his penis in her hand and slipped her wet lips around it. It felt amazing to William to have this, uh, woman’s lips sucking on his penis. After a few strokes, Wendy leaned back and let Ricki and Tanya have turns too. William was a very happy man.

	
Epilogue

	—o—

	William walked out of the boutique with three women on his arms that night. After a little more fun, he dropped them off in a nearby bar, where they picked up other men and went home with them. In the morning, they awoke hoping that they had been changed back to normal. They hadn’t.

	Like it or not, this is who they would be from now on. They would look like attractive women. They would act like attractive women. And they would pursue men like attractive women. And all the while, the Toad Brothers would be buried deep inside their new bodies fully aware of what they were doing but unable to stop it. It was the perfect punishment for them.

	Within a week, the Toad Brothers were forgotten by all.

	The Three Sisters, as the former-brothers became known, became quite the hit around town. Indeed, they rather quickly built a reputation for being happy to help any young man who felt lonely, and they could always be found in the local bars looking for such men.

	William went on with his life, but he never forgot that Halloween night.

	Tina moved on to bigger and better things too. She felt a strong sense of closure at having defeated the bullies who made her and her friends’ lives so unhappy for so long. The only downside was that no one ever believed her story! After all, there is no such thing as magic, right?

	Esmeralda Plimkin lived happily ever after too. Now that the rumors about her being a witch went away, the children returned to her house for candy on Halloween and chatted with her in the library and even helped her cross the street.

	All in all, a happy ending. The End

	 

	
A Poem: Make Me A Woman, Genie

	—o—

	Oh mighty Genie, great and impish, Hear my plea, and grant my wish, Hair so golden, put the sun to shame, Skin so soft and tiny frame,

	Legs as shapely as can be,

	Eyes so deep, as of the deepest sea. Give me breasts so ample and so firm, And a hairless mound to make me squirm. An hourglass is the shape I seek,

	And a large, soft rear of curvy cheek, Give me what I long for Genie,

	The perfect woman please do make me. Oh Master of the Lamp great and wise,

	I hear your plea, I hear your cries. What you seek is difficult at best,

	But I shall find this woman from the rest. I shall find her through and true,

	Then I shall bring her back for you.

	Oh mighty Genie, misunderstood has’t thou, For I seek not a woman to be before me now, What I wish is what I want to be,

	Oh mighty Genie, make a woman of me. That is simpler yet, oh Master,

	And can be granted even faster. But I wonder what indeed you plan,

	In changing yourself from a man. Oh great Imp, you see through me, I have a vision that has come to me,

	In a dream, I saw myself surrounded, By the Sultan’s Harem all astounded.

	They fawned and pawed and played with me, And in that moment, I knew this must be.

	Master, now I see your deceitful design,

	So let me warn you that a wish is ne’r benign. Be forewarned your wish has cost,

	For as a woman, your freedom shall be lost. Each night the Sultan you shall please,

	And you shall do so on your knees.

	Oh great Genie, I wish to serve no man,

	Is there another way my wish to grant you can? The Imp did smile and nod his head,

	And then the magic words were said. The wish was granted and it came true,

	The Harem loved him through and through.

	There was but one small catch, the Genie failed to mention,

	Perhaps the Master should have paid attention.

	For in his dream he was loved by the Harem one and all, But he failed to notice, he was but a doll.

	 

	
The Magic Ring

	Chapter One: “There’s No Such Thing As Magic”

	—o—

	Laura stood before her closet and rolled her eyes. She had so many shoes she didn’t even know what to do with them all. That’s not to say she didn’t like shoes, but even she thought her collection was ridiculous.

	The problem was that her husband David was obsessed with women’s shoes. He bought her sandals, pumps, slides, mules, wedges and boots... anything with a heel. She wouldn’t mind so much except he expected her to wear them all the time and he really gravitated toward uncomfortable shoes. The pair she wore to work today, for example, were beautiful spike heels from a famous designer. They were absolutely gorgeous and they made her legs look amazing, but they were torturously uncomfortable.

	“I wish he would get over his ‘shoe thing’,” she said with a sigh. That wouldn’t happen though.

	Laura removed her heels and set them in their place on the shelf. Then she grabbed a pair of tan wedge-heeled sandals and slipped her feet into them. Her husband wanted her in heels around the house, which to him meant

	“stilettos.” She had put her foot down on that particular point, however. She needed to wear something more comfortable from time to time. Hence, she wore wedges mostly around the house. Her

	husband didn’t like that and would grouse sometimes, but he always backed down because she had the perfect threat.

	“Unless you want me to start wearing only flats, then stop complaining,” she warned him whenever he started to grumble.

	It worked every time.

	Laura now buckled the straps on her wedges. Just then, she heard the front door open. David was home. He was late. She knew he would be though. He was supposed to stop at the costume shop and get them costumes for the Halloween party her sister Catherine was throwing.

	“Honey, I’m home,” called her husband. “I’m in the bedroom,” replied Laura.

	“I have a real surprise! You won’t believe what I got,” said David excitedly as he found his wife. He wasn’t holding any costumes or anything that looked like it might contain costumes.

	Laura furrowed her brow. Her husband did this all the time. He would get distracted by something that interested him and he would blow off whatever she had asked him to do. This time, he was blowing off her sister’s party! “Where are the costumes?” asked Laura.

	“Oh, I didn’t get any,” he said dismissively. “You didn’t?! David, the party is—”

	“This is more important,” he said and he reached into his pocket. “David, the party is tomorrow tonight!”

	“I know. Forget the party! We’ll get costumes later. This is incredible! You need to see this!”

	Laura glared at her husband. She had been looking forward to this party. Every year, she and her sister informally competed for the best costume. She’d lost the last couple years, but she knew how to blow her sister away this year. David was supposed to pick up that costume. Now she would need to rush out tomorrow, the day before Halloween, and hope they still had it or pick from whatever was left. Nothing good would be left either, she told herself angrily.

	Meanwhile, David pulled a ring box from his pocket. He flipped it open. Inside was a solid gold ring with foreign writing along the outer edge. The writing seemed to glow. It was an amazing effect Laura had never seen before.

	“That’s beautiful!” gasped Laura.

	“It’s a magic ring!” said David excitedly. His tone was almost reverent.

	Laura raised her eyebrow skeptically and smirked at her husband. “Are you serious? A magic ring? Were they out of magic beans?” she asked snidely. Her tone cut through David and made him feel small.

	“It’s true. It is magic,” he protested.

	“David, there’s no such thing as magic. Everybody knows that.” “Everybody’s wrong.”

	Laura folded her arms and tapped her foot angrily against the floor. She glared silently at her husband. Not only had he blown off the one thing she asked him to do, but now this!

	“I get it,” said David defensively. “Do you?”

	“Yes. You think I got suckered and fell for a con because you think there’s no such thing as magic, right?”

	“It’s like you read my mind,” said Laura sarcastically.

	“Well, you’re wrong. There is magic. I didn’t believe it either until the woman who gave me this proved it to me. That’s right, she gave it to me. She didn’t charge me one single penny. And when she gave it to me, she proved to me that it really does work. It is magic.”

	Laura shook her head. She’d heard a lot of stupid things in her life, but this took the cake. “All right, I’ll bite. Assuming for a moment that you’re right, and somehow it is magic... and assuming this woman actually gave you something so incredibly valuable for free... what exactly do you plan to do with it?”

	David smiled. It was a strange smile. It was the smile of a starving man upon arriving at a buffet.

	“Anything! ”

	“And what is that?” asked Laura coldly.

	“I thought we could have some fun in the bedroom.”

	Laura burst out laughing and rolled her eyes. “Oh David, you’re ridiculous,” she said. “It’s a good thing there is no such thing as magic because you are the last person on earth who should be given that kind of power.” She chuckle condescendingly. “Well, you go right ahead and play with your little magic ring. I have work to do. I need to make dinner.” With that, she turned and started for the kitchen.

	—o—

	As David watched his wife walk away, the need to prove himself welled up inside him. This was a magic ring! He had not been fooled! He wasn’t stupid. He slipped the ring onto his finger and pointed it at his wife. He was going to prove to her that he was right and maybe teach her a lesson not to doubt him in the process.

	“I wish—”

	He stopped. Could he really do that to his wife? Did he have the right to make some wish that affected her without her permission? He knew he didn’t, but his bruised ego demanded that he prove to her that he hadn’t been played for a sucker. Using a wish on her would do that, and he knew just the wish!

	“This will teach her not to mock me,” he told himself. David raised his arm again and pointed the ring right at his wife. Then he declared: “I wish my wife Laura had super huge breasts!”

	Laura heard this. She furrowed her brow and spun around to confront her husband about his not-at-all-funny joke. When she turned however, she saw that David’s finger glowed a fluorescent green.

	“What’s that?” she asked nervously.

	Before David could answer, the room seemed to hum and vibrate for what felt like an eternity, but was only the blink of an eye... if it ever truly happened. Then everything froze.

	“What’s going on, David?!”

	A moment later, Laura felt movement beneath her sweater. Something was wrong. She looked down and saw her breasts beginning to expand. She pulled up her sweater to get a better look. Her breasts were growing all right.

	They got bigger and bigger and bigger, right before her eyes. Then they overflowed her bra and popped free. They had become enormous. They must have added three full cup sizes in a matter of seconds and they were still growing!

	“How did— what— how—?” gasped Laura. She was in shock. “I told you,” said David proudly. “It’s magic!”

	“What have you done, David?”

	“I thought it might be nice if you had bigger breasts!”

	And bigger they were. They were now the size of melons and they hadn’t stopped expanding yet. They were heavy too; Laura felt herself being pulled forward by their weight. Her nipples grew as well. The nipples themselves were probably a little larger than a nickel. Her areolas were the size of the bottom of a coke can.

	“Make it stop, David!” she exclaimed.

	“How can I?” asked David smugly. “There’s no such thing as magic, remember? So this must be pure coincidence. Besides, you always said you wanted bigger breasts. I’m just giving you what you want.”

	Laura looked panicked. Her breasts were now so large that it was unlikely she would find bras to fit them.

	They were enormous. They were gorgeous too, but she knew she would never be taken seriously with these breasts.

	They were well beyond stripper breasts now. She couldn’t go out in public with these.

	“David!” she exclaimed. Finally, they stopped growing.

	“Thank God,” said Laura thankfully. She held up the breasts with her hands. They were very heavy.

	“Now that’s what I call breasts!” exclaimed David with a laugh.

	As if Laura wasn’t furious enough about what David had done, his comment sent her over the edge. “How dare you, David! Change me back this instant!” she raged at her smirking husband.

	“Why? I think you look great,” said David. He wasn’t actually serious, but nothing in his tone suggested that to his wife, nor was she in the mood to read tea leaves at this point. She had only one thought.

	“Change me back, David! ” David laughed. “Make me!”

	As he said this, David moved his hand to touch his wife’s breasts and she grabbed his hand to deflect it. In the process, she somehow got the ring off his finger and it ended up in her palm. She immediately placed the ring on her finger and wished that her breasts would return to normal... but nothing happened.

	“I wish my breasts went back to normal!” she said again. Still nothing happened.

	David laughed.

	“Why isn’t this working?” asked Laura anxiously.

	“Because you can’t undo someone else’s wish. Since I made the wish, only I can change you back to the way you were, and I’m still trying to decide if I want to do that,” said David coyly.

	“Change me back, David!”

	David laughed. “Why? I think it might be fun to keep you like this,” he said. He was still joking, even as his wife’s mode was becoming deadly serious. “Think of how much fun they could be in bed!”

	“You think that would be ‘ fun’?! This is ‘ fun’ to you?!” growled Laura furiously. “I’m going to teach you about ‘ fun’. Let’s see how you like being changed, mister!” She pointed the ring at her husband.

	David threw up his hands to try to stop her. “Honey, wait! I was joking!”

	It was too late. “You have a thing for shoes. Well, I wish you were turned into a shoe... a high-heeled shoe...

	a comfortable high-heeled shoe I could wear! I wish you could see how that feels!”

	Again, nothing seemed to happen at first.

	Then it started as before. The ring glowed green. It was almost imperceptible, but it was happening. Both Laura and David saw it. David tried to back away from the ring, but he couldn’t move. He tried to raise his arm, but he couldn’t do that either. He couldn’t even wiggle his fingers.

	“What’s happening?” asked David nervously. “Magic, David, magic.”

	“Honey, please stop this now. Wish it to stop,” said David in a panic.

	“Why David? You love women’s shoes, remember. I think it would be fun for you to spend some time as one.”

	“You can’t do this!” he said.

	“I just did. Besides, I’m just giving you what you want,” said Laura, throwing his line back at him. She let out an angry laugh. Then she looked down at the ring. It had stopped glowing and it just sat there on her finger.

	She returned her gaze to her husband, who now glowed green. “I’m tingling all over,” said David.

	“Yes, you are. Are you getting shorter too?” asked Laura. “What?”

	“Shorter. You look shorter,” she said. She started to walk over to her husband to compare her height to his.

	As she did, David saw the world begin to move. The room was getting larger. The walls and ceiling were moving away from him. Laura too seemed to slowly slip away from him even as she walked toward him. “You are shrinking!”

	A sense of terror gripped David. His wife was growing even faster now. At first, she seemed to inch taller bit by bit as if she had merely stood up straighter or adjusted her posture. But then her growth sped up. Watching her grow now was like watching a balloon inflate, only the room grew with her. His formerly 5’ 3” wife suddenly appeared to stand eight feet tall and then nine and then ten!

	He tried to back away, but still couldn’t move his arms or legs.

	Laura’s jaw dropped as she watched what happened next. She was stunned. This couldn’t be happening, yet it was. How could this happen? Where would it end? She was at a total loss for words.

	“What’s going on?!” whined David. “You’re shrinking,” said Laura cautiously.

	David knew this already. In fact, his shrinking was accelerating. He knew he couldn’t be more than a foot tall and he was still shrinking. What worried him now was the sense that his body had started to fold in upon itself.

	“And I guess ‘shriveling’ is the right word?” added Laura.

	David tried to call out for her to change him back now before it was too late, but he couldn’t make complete words: “Mmphhf mmmhm hmmm.”

	“I can’t understand you.”

	He tried again. “Mmhm mhmph hmmm.” His voice was muffled. Then he felt himself hunch over as if he were on his knees. Whatever he

	was becoming was talking shape. His skin even began to turn jet black and glossy.

	“This is incredible!” gasped Laura.

	“Make it stop!” he wanted to scream, but he couldn’t. His mouth had vanished. His eyes had vanished too, so he couldn’t see. He prayed that his wife would change him back immediately.

	Unfortunately, she had other plans.

	 

	
Chapter Two: “Change Me Back!”

	—o—

	Everything had gone black for David. He could see nothing. He wanted to scream to his wife to help him, but he couldn’t speak either. Nor could he move. It was almost like he was completely tied down. Had he passed out and his wife tied him up and blindfolded him? He wished that was true, but he knew better. He knew exactly what had happened, and the idea was beyond stunning. He was a shoe!

	At least he was still alive and conscious.

	“What do I do now?” he wondered. “What can I do?”

	David heard his wife chuckle somewhere in the distance. It sounded like a voice from another room. It immediately struck him, however, that he could hear her voice at all.

	“How am I hearing? And why can’t I see if I can hear?” he asked himself.

	David thought back to some science classes he took. Maybe, he thought, something about how the different cells work in his body explained this. Then he realized there was no scientific explanation. This was magic, and magic followed no rules.

	“Oh, this is rich!” said Laura. “This is so, so rich.”

	David heard his wife’s wedge heels strike the hardwood floor. They were loud and vibrated the floor as she walked: Click! Click! Click! They became louder too as she drew closer: Click! CliCK! CLICK! CLICK!

	“Honey?! Help me!” he called out, though she couldn’t hear him. “Do you know what you are?” asked Laura.

	David swallowed hard because there was mirth in her voice. That worried him. David wanted to be changed back immediately. Not only was it scary not knowing what this was doing to him or what it would do to him long term, but frankly, it was humiliating too. He was a shoe! A woman’s shoe! His wife had turned him into a high-heeled shoe! That was unthinkably humiliating! Unfortunately, her tone suggested that she wasn’t nearly as bothered by this as he was. To the contrary, her tone suggested that she was enjoying this!

	“What if she decides she likes this?” he asked. “What if she tries to wear me? I’d never live that down!”

	David suddenly felt his wife’s long, soft fingers grab his body. It was an incredible feeling, familiar yet so foreign. It was as if a giant hand, with fingers the thickness of thighs, wrapped itself around his midsection. Then he felt himself thrust into the air at incredible speeds, only to stop suddenly.

	“You’ve turned into a high-heeled shoe!” said Laura gleefully.

	She laughed once more, which sent a jolt of terror down David’s spine. Her reaction horrified him. His wife should not be laughing at his misfortunate. She should be fixing it! She should be helping him!

	Instead, Laura examined her husband up close, turning him in her hand, examining him from the bottom, the top, the back and each side. For all intents and purposes, he had been transformed into a

	black, open-toed high-heeled slingback. He had a five-inch heel and a half-inch platform. The open toe was moderately wide and there was a decorative compacted bow fixed above the toes. The insole of the shoe was off-white with fine stitching. A golden buckle attached the slingback. There was nothing to say this wasn’t a normal shoe.

	The weight was right.

	The feel was right. There was no sign of Paul at all. If she hadn’t known this had been her husband moments before, she never would have guessed this wasn’t a normal shoe now... and what a gorgeous shoe he was.

	She snickered. “What a wonderful punishment for you! How ironic! He who demanded that she wear heels all the time! Maybe you won’t just learn to respect me and to listen to me, but maybe you’ll get over your silly shoe thing too. Seriously David, look where your shoe fetish has gotten you!”

	“Put on the ring and wish me back!” he yelled, though nothing came out.

	Laura stopped to debate what to do next. The rational, cautious Laura told her to change her husband back immediately and not to mess with magic. Magic was dangerous and unpredictable, right? That’s what the movies said.

	But another part of her saw this as an opportunity she could not miss to teach her husband a lesson. It was time he learned that actions have consequences, especially obnoxious and stupid actions.

	Besides, she still needed to pay him back for giving her enormous breasts without her permission. This punishment fit that crime perfectly.

	Of course, that meant she would be stuck with these enormous breasts for a bit yet, but she could handle that. It wasn’t like she was leaving the house any time soon.

	“So yeah, I think I’m going to leave you like this for a while to teach you a lesson,” said Allison.

	“What? No!” exclaimed David when he heard this.

	“Maybe this will teach you a little respect for other people. Just pray I don’t give you massive breasts when I

	change you back,” she said and she set her husband on the couch and adjusted her breasts.

	Laura was just about to go fix herself a drink when she noticed an identical shoe lying beneath the coffee table. Apparently, the wish had created a pair of shoes so she could wear them. An idea came to her when she realized there were now two shoes for her.

	“Should I wear him?” she asked.

	If David had a jaw, it would have dropped. “Please don’t wear me!” he begged.

	Laura chuckled. She felt a rush of blood racing through her and making her pussy wet at the thought. She never expected that idea to excite her. Of course, she never expected to be able to wear her husband as a shoe either. Still, that seemed a little too kinky, didn’t it?

	“Yeah, I don’t think I can do that,” she said. David breathed a sigh of relief.

	“I think I’m going to toss you into my closet instead David, where you can spend the next couple days with the shoes you love so much so you can think about what you’ve done!”

	“Days?!” gasped David

	“I can’t imagine a more perfect lesson for you about a lot of things!”

	Laura started to swing her arm to toss her husband into her closet. But she stopped. She looked at the shoe again. It was beautiful. It was perhaps the most beautiful shoe in her collection. She would love to own a pair of shoes like these.

	“Of course, I do kind of own them already... at least for now.”

	An idea rang in her head. Could she wear this shoe? Could she wear her husband?

	At first pass, the idea seemed ridiculous. This was her husband, not a shoe. She should not be wearing him, even if he was shaped like a shoe for the moment. But the more she thought about it, the less ridiculous it all seemed. Rather, it started to feel a bit naughty, a little kinky, and a little fun actually. She could wear her own husband as a shoe... a high-heeled shoe... on her foot. Imagine that! How many wives could ever say they had done that? And what wife wouldn’t want to do that

	“Talk about a moment of ultimate power!” she said.

	Laura examined the shoe in her hand once more. Her pussy actually swelled at the idea.

	“Could you image? Every time he gets snippy with me: ‘Remember when I wore you like a shoe? That’s your place, beneath my feet!’ That would be fantastic! I would never let him forget that!” she said aloud, though to herself.

	David heard this and started to panic. “No!!” screamed David.

	Laura flipped her husband over and saw the number “9” written on the shoe’s sole. Perfect! That was her size. “Gee darling, is that your shoe size or your IQ?” she asked with a laugh.

	Laura bent down and placed her husband before her on the floor. Then she grabbed the other shoe from beneath the coffee table. She set it next to her husband so they were side by side. Then she sat

	down and unbuckled her wedge-heeled sandals. She slipped her feet out of her wedges and finally walked over to her husband. She felt really excited and really horny.

	“Well, darling, here goes,” said Laura. David braced himself as best he could.

	Meanwhile, Laura slowly slid her foot into her husband. Her foot felt luxurious sliding into him. What’s more, when Laura’s toes touched the insole of the shoe, a tingling sensation came over her, and she suddenly realized that she could sense something from the shoe.

	She couldn’t hear her husband’s thoughts, but she could feel his emotions.

	“So you are in there!” said Laura with a laugh. “This is so perfect.” “Turn me back!! ” yelled David.

	Laura could sense his frustration and his anger. She felt a sense of humiliation brought on by his hopelessness and impotence. This caused a real sense of power to course through her which made her happy. She realized that she was going to like teaching him this lesson, even if it meant she was stuck with the oversized breasts for now.

	“You always think you can do whatever you want to do,” she said down to the shoe. “You never think about the effects on us... on me. Well, look at you now! You’re a shoe honey, and I’m the only one who can help you!”

	Laura pushed her foot farther into her husband. When she did, David felt like he was being split in half. More specifically, it felt like something huge had been shoved into his rear and was parting him. It created a tremendous feeling of pressure inside him, and it was simultaneously painful and erotic.

	Then her foot slid along the shoe’s insole. This apparently is where his tongue went as he could taste her foot. In fact, he had no choice but to taste her foot. It was like his tongue had been plastered to the bottom of her foot. It tasted like sour, salty sweat which had soaked into her nylons. He could smell her foot too, very strongly.

	“Yuck!” thought David.

	As Laura’s foot continued, her toes finally poked through the open- toe. As her toes touched this part of him, David felt an intense burst of pleasure, as if she had wrapped her hand around his penis and started rubbing it.

	Actually, it was more than that. So long as her toes touched the mouth of the shoe, he felt like he was on the verge of an orgasm. Even more precisely, he felt like he was at that point of extreme tension the instant before the orgasm arrives. It was an amazing feeling, especially as it lasted continuously and didn’t fade, but it made him desperate to cum; so far, that hadn’t happened.

	Laura sensed his excitement and his highly aroused state through the psychic link produced by the ring. “Oh you dirty boy,” she said with a laugh. “This turns you on! You little pervert!”

	David felt intense shame. “It does not!” he screamed futilely.

	Laura continued with a laugh. “Who would have guessed that being turned into a shoe... a high-heeled shoe at that, could turn my husband on? I should have guessed though, seeing as how many shoes you bought for me. I’ll bet you even play with them when I’m not around, don’t you, darling?” She snickered. “I wonder if you ever fantasized about being turned into one though. Did you, darling? Did you fantasize about being wrapped around my pretty foot?”

	David’s shame worsened. His wife was openly mocking him and there was nothing he could do about it. He felt increasingly impotent, especially as the thrill of being touched by her toes on the mouth of the shoe just wouldn’t stop and he couldn’t do anything to make it

	stop; he wanted it stopped because the near constant state of maximum arousal was starting to overwhelm his mind. Or else, he needed to cum.

	Laura could feel his arousal and it was making her very horny.

	“You really are exciting to wear,” said Laura. She looked at the shoe on her foot from several angles. “You fit wonderfully, by the way.

	Let’s see how you do in terms of comfort though.”

	Laura strode across the room to a bar they kept in a cabinet. She was surprised how incredibly comfortable these shoes were, especially for heels. They were easily the most comfortable shoes she had ever worn.

	“Very comfortable!” said Laura with considerable surprise.

	Click click click click! She tottered her way across the floor once more.

	“These are really fantastic!” she added happily.

	David wasn’t feeling as happy about this as his wife was, however. For one thing, being walked in proved to be somewhat uncomfortable. Each step brought the weight of his wife’s body down upon him. It wasn’t enough to cause pain, but it was like being smooshed by a moderately heavy weight. What’s more, each strike of the heel sent a shockwave vibrating through him. Again, this was uncomfortable, but not painful.

	What bothered him the most was his wife’s toes. As she walked, her toes pressed down hard against the mouth of the shoe. In fact, they dug in. They also rubbed the tops and sides of the open toe. It was like a very intense version of having his penis stroked, and it made each step a boost to the sexual tension that was killing him.

	“I need to cum!” he said.

	Unfortunately, he didn’t know how to make that happen yet.

	Meanwhile, his wife poured herself a drink. She stood there for a moment sipping it and laughing at this turn of events. “My husband is a shoe,” she told herself incredulously. She shook her head and laughed. “Never saw that coming.”

	Laura felt her husband’s sexual excitement coursing through her. It was a thrilling, almost ticklish feeling.

	“It’s a fitting fate for you though,” she said. A wicked smile crossed her lips.

	“I think I’m going to wear you all day, dear. Speak up if you have any objections. Maybe I’ll even wear you to the party tomorrow.” She took another sip. “You know, you feel so comfortable that maybe I’ll keep you like this forever!”

	If David could have passed out, he would have.

	 

	
Chapter Three: “Playing With Her Husband”

	—o—

	Laura sat down on the couch. She wasn’t exactly sure what to do next. She had decided to wear her husband to teach him a lesson, and she had done that. As far as she could tell, it worked: he seemed utterly humiliated by this. That made her happy. But now what? What else should she do after this? That she did not know.

	“I could go to the mall,” she said.

	She rejected this idea almost before she had it, however, when she looked down and saw the embarrassingly enormous breasts she now had. There was no way she was going out into public so long as she had those.

	“So what do I do?” she asked herself.

	She learned back and crossed her legs and let her husband dangle from her toes. She was debating just sitting there and reading a magazine or maybe walking around the house in the heels, just something to extend his humiliation.

	“Maybe a magazine,” she said.

	She grabbed a fashion magazine from an end table. Then she flipped it open and started reading. As she did, she kept looking down at her husband hanging there from her toes. It really turned her on to have him in this position. For once, she was completely in charge. He couldn’t even talk back. The sense of power she got from his being rendered entirely at her mercy gave her a happy feeling she couldn’t describe.

	“A girl could really get used to this,” she thought.

	She flipped the page and jiggled her foot, making her husband dance on the ends of her toes. This made his state of arousal even stronger, which translated through the ring causing Laura to share his arousal.

	“Who knew having a husband as a shoe could be so exciting?!” she said with a laugh.

	She moved her foot in a circle, causing the shoe to slide along her big toe. She had already noted that whenever she rubbed the mouth of the shoe against her toes she got an intense burst of excitement through the ring; it became almost electric when she did that, so she did it now. She decided to use this because she liked the feeling, and because she knew it humiliated David.

	“I guess this really turns you on,” she said.

	She returned to her magazine and kept bouncing the shoe on her big toe. This was turning her on hard and fast. It was becoming clear to her that she would need to masturbate if she kept this up.

	“This is really an amazing feeling,” she said and she rubbed her thigh. She felt a strong desire to masturbate.

	“I wonder though. If it’s this exciting just rubbing him, I wonder how it’s going to feel when he finally orgasms?”

	She looked down at her husband swinging from her foot.

	“I wonder how I make him cum,” she asked herself. “Let’s find out.”

	Laura wiggled her foot, causing the shoe to move left and right along her toenail. She felt the familiar burst of tension. Then she pushed her toes into the opening and spread them, pushing the opening apart. This caused an intense wave of pleasure to cascade through her; it was like the warm feeling after the body gives one giant shiver.

	After this, she placed the shoe on the ground and pushed her toes in and out of the open-toe. What she felt from this reminded her of having a hard penis rammed into her when she had sex.

	She giggled at the thought that David was experiencing this feeling.

	Meanwhile, David was going crazy! He was beyond excited, but he couldn’t get the release he needed. It just wouldn’t come. Indeed, he remained at that high point right on the verge of cumming, but never crossed over. That feeling of being so close but not being able to achieve relief was causing a tremendous amount of tension and frustration with him.

	“I need to cum! Why am I not cumming?” he asked.

	He didn’t know. All he knew was that he kept being brought so close – every time his wife shook him even in the slightest – but he never arrived. Right now, for example, his wife was shaking her foot vigorously back and forth causing him to dance along that edge between success and failure and bringing an incredible amount of sexual tension. Yet he just couldn’t cross that line no matter what he did. All he got was unbearable horniness and frustration.

	Then an ugly thought occurred to David.

	“What if I can’t cum?!” he asked himself. It had taken him a moment to realize this was a possibility. And once the thought occurred to him, he instantly knew it was true. After all, what part of a shoe could cum?

	“No!” he exclaimed. “Change me back! Change me back! I need to cum!”

	Laura couldn’t hear this, naturally, as she skimmed her magazine and enjoyed the flood of excited feelings she

	was experiencing through the ring. Her pussy was soaking wet and David’s desperate need to cum was causing a similar feeling within her.

	“I can’t take anymore,” said Laura finally.

	She set down her magazine. She pulled up her skirt and slipped her fingers inside her panties. She rubbed her lips and slipped one long finger inside herself. She leaned her head back and moaned.

	“You have no idea how much this is turning me on,” she told her husband.

	Another idea came to her... a naughty idea. She pulled her husband off her foot and brought him to her mouth. She kissed the shoe right on the open toe, the most sensitive part of her husband. Then she stuck her finger into the hole to jerk him off. She rubbed her finger all along the opening, even pinching it once or twice.

	Next, she took the shoe and rubbed it against her pussy lips. They tingled all over. She began to breathe hard and erratically. Her nipples were like little rocks on the edge of her breasts. Her pussy was drenched and her lips were slick from her juices. She had never been more turned on.

	David too had never been more turned on, but he wasn’t happy about it. Whereas Laura was working her way toward orgasm, David had come to realize that he could not have one. This was all just teasing and frustration! And being this close to his wife’s pussy only made this worse.

	“I’ll bet you love that, don’t you?” asked Laura who didn’t know her husband couldn’t cum. She used her fingers to spread her lips before slowly sliding the shoe’s heel inside her. She moved the shoe around inside herself as she rubbed her clit with her fingers. It felt incredible. Not only that, but the sense of power that came with being able to use her husband in this manner was incredible.

	It took only seconds before she came. David never did.

	—o—

	After she came, Laura dropped her husband to the floor and rested on the couch as she caught her breath. She had cum hard. When she had caught her breath again, she slipped her foot back into her husband. The moment her foot entered the shoe, she immediately felt his tension return and she realized that he had not yet cum. This made her giggle.

	“Serves you right! You’ve left me high and dry more than once yourself, you know,” said Laura as she bounced her husband on the edge of her toes. She again felt the bursts of excitement. “Maybe I’ll take care of that later... if you’re a good shoe.”

	Laura rose from the couch and walked to the kitchen. She decided she would make dinner for herself. Then she would watch some television and she would finish her magazine. She might even masturbate again depending on how she felt; normally, she would never do that before her husband, but given his current state, she felt no shame in doing so. She had decided to wear her husband the entire time.

	A few hours later, it was time for bed.

	David was worn out. He had been turned on continuously for so long and without any relief that his pleasure began to feel like torture. He couldn’t wait to be turned back into a man so he could jerk himself off. He was pretty sure his cum was going to shoot out of him like a fire hose.

	Laura sat down on the edge of the bed and twisted her ankle around, causing her dangling husband to dance on the ends of her toes one more. This brought him right back to the edge. Then she flexed her toes, causing him to fall to the floor, where he lay helplessly.

	“I supposed I should change you back. Shouldn’t I? That is what you want, isn’t it?” she asked.

	“Yes! Finally! Turn me back!” he thought.

	David felt his wife’s fingers scoop him up again.

	“The thing is, darling,” she said. “I liked wearing you and I think I’m going to wear you again tomorrow. I might even wear you to the party. I just need to find a bigger bra or something to hold these horrible things you’ve given me. Maybe you and I will go costume shopping in the morning.”

	“No! Wait! Change me back!” he exclaimed. She didn’t hear him, however.

	Laura rose from the bed and walked over to her closet. She dropped him on top of a pile of shoes she hadn’t yet returned to their proper places in the closet. He landed with a thump and immediately recognized the pile from the smells of the other shoes. He could smell their leather and the sweat that had dried on their insoles.

	“Night night, darling. Sweet dreams,” said Laura with a laugh.

	 

	
Chapter Four: “The Shoe Thief!”

	—o—

	David spent the night lying on his wife’s pile of shoes. It was a hard night. The other shoes did not make for a comfortable bed. They smelled too. Not to mention, he spent the whole night worried that his wife hadn’t returned him to being a man and might not intent to either.

	“What if she doesn’t change me back?” he asked himself. “How long can she keep me like this?”

	He didn’t know. He had no idea how long this magic would last. It could last forever for all he knew. What he did know though, was that his wife was the only person who could help him. Only she could reverse the spell.

	And even if he could somehow do that himself, he had no way to do anything except lie wherever his wife left him.

	The simple fact was that he could do nothing.

	David was really regretting having given his wife the large breasts.

	After some length of time David could not estimate, he heard his wife moving around in the closet. He was quite thankful to hear this and he hoped that she would change him back, now that she had slept on it.

	“Good morning, darling,” said Laura. She picked up the shoe and gave it a quick kiss on the vamp. She couldn’t resist slipping her finger inside the open toe too to give him a quick erotic jolt.

	She set him back down and picked up her wedges instead.

	“Catherine is coming over and we’re going to go costume shopping. When I return, I’ll probably change you back into a man. Then we can have a long talk about how you’re going to behave from now on.”

	Laura sat down and slipped her feet into the wedges. “You be good, darling,” she said as she left the bedroom.

	—o—

	Some time later, David heard the approaching sound of his wife’s heels. He also heard the distinct heel sounds of another woman. He wasn’t sure who this was, but it could only be one person: Catherine. The idea that his wife’s sister Catherine could see him in this state was deeply humiliating. At least she wouldn’t know who he was.

	“How are things with Henry?” asked Laura of her sister.

	“Oh, he’s Henry. You know how he is. Typical husband. Stubborn. Macho. Difficult as always,” said Catherine. “How’s David?”

	“David’s being a heel too,” said Laura with a snicker. “I’ll bet.”

	“You and David never have gotten along,” said Laura.

	Catherine shrugged her shoulders. She suddenly craned her neck to one side as she looked toward her sister’s closet. “Ooooh, those are lovely,” said Catherine.

	“Those?” asked Laura.

	“Your new shoes,” said Catherine and she walked over to where Laura had left David. David heard her approach: CLICK CLICK CLICK!!

	“Stay away!” exclaimed David. He wanted to run away, but he couldn’t move.

	“Oh yes,” said Laura. “I got them the other day.”

	David felt Catherine’s fingers wrap themselves around a part of him that was the shoe’s ankle strap; it felt like his arms. She then lifted him into the air with seemingly considerable speed.

	“These are pretty! ” exclaimed Catherine.

	David grimaced. He couldn’t believe his wife’s sister was actually holding him. How humiliating! His wife’s sister had touched him and held him in her hands! He would never forgive his wife for this humiliation. It was about to get worse too.

	“Can I try them on?” asked Catherine. “No!” yelled David.

	Laura chuckled at the idea. She knew how much David and Catherine fought and she thought it might be funny to be able to remind him forever after this that her sister had worn him on her feet too. “Sure, why not,” she said.

	“No! No! Don’t let her try me on!” exclaimed David.

	Suddenly, Laura remembered the psychic link and she feared that Catherine would discover what this shoe

	really was if she put it on! It was one thing to let her sister see her transformed husband. It was quite another to let her experience the psychic link. She tensed up and tried to back out of allowing this.

	“Uh... I don’t think trying those on is a good idea,” said Laura. “Why not?” asked Catherine.

	“I... well—” Laura had no idea how to finish that thought. “It’s just—”

	It was too late. Before Laura could do anything, Catherine slipped her feet out of her pumps and raised her first leg behind her. She slid David onto her foot. He popped right into place.

	Another perfect fit.

	David once again felt like something had been shoved up his rear. It created a tremendous feeling of pressure inside him, and it was simultaneously painful and erotic. He hated that it was erotic, however, especially this time.

	He and Catherine had never seen eye to eye and it humiliated him that he was being turned on by her foot.

	Even worse, he tasted Catherine’s foot. This was truly disgusting. It tasted much more salty and sour than his wife’s foot, and it was made all the worse knowing whose foot he was now tasting. He would never live this down in his own mind even if she never found out.

	Finally, her toes poked through the open-toe and brought him to the edge of orgasm. His humiliation exploded. To be brought to this peak point before cumming by Catherine’s toes and to be helpless to stop it was just too much to bear. He could imagine nothing more humiliating than this!

	“Arrrg!” thought David.

	Meanwhile, Laura bit her lip tensely and braced herself for her sister to ask what these sensations were she was getting from the shoe.

	Any second now, she would demand to know what was going on. Only, it didn’t happen.

	“What do you... what do you think?” asked Laura cautiously.

	“It fits really nicely. It’s very comfortable too,” said Catherine. She walked across the room, slapping David down hard with each step – she weight a little more than Laura. As before, David felt every step as if a weighted blanket had been placed on him. What’s more, her toes poked and rubbed against the open front much more than Laura’s had.

	Laura raised an eyebrow. “Do you feel anything else?” Catherine walked across the room once more. “Well designed.” “That’s it? Nothing else?”

	“Like what?” asked Catherine.

	Laura breathed a tremendous sigh of relief and giggled to herself. She had dodged a bullet. Apparently, the ring was necessary for the wearer of the shoe to be able to feel the psychic link with David. That meant Catherine had no idea this shoe had been her brother-in-law only hours before, nor did she know what he was feeling. Their secret was safe.

	“You know, these are fabulous,” said Catherine. “Where can I get a pair?”

	Now that Laura was no longer worried about being discovered, she began to snicker at the thought of her sister wearing her husband on her foot. If David has a nemesis, it was her. The irony was hilarious to Laura.

	“Serves him right,” thought Laura. Then she told her sister, “I’m glad you like them.”

	“Oh, I do. I should steal these from you,” said Catherine jokingly.

	Both women laughed. David did not. He didn’t think the prospect of him being sent home with his wife’s vile sister was something to joke about. He was in for a rude surprise!

	—o—

	After Catherine slipped off the shoes and left them standing side-by- side next to the bed, Laura and Catherine left the bedroom and went to shop for costumes. Laura hid her breasts under David’s largest dress shirt; she explained them to her sister as a prosthetic she was wearing for the costume. They returned several hours later.

	“I love your costume,” said Catherine as they entered the bedroom.

	“Thank you,” replied Laura as she laid the costume across the bed. She placed the gangster costume she had gotten for David on top of hers.

	“Where is David? I thought he was home?”

	Laura shrugged her shoulders. “Oh, I’m sure he’s underfoot somewhere.”

	“Well, I really should be going. I have lots to do around the house to get ready for tonight.”

	“Best of luck,” replied Laura. “If you need anything, let me know.”

	Catherine smiled and hugged her sister. She set her purse down on the bed without Laura noticing. Then the two of them let the bedroom. A moment later, they were at the front door. Catherine then feigned remembering her

	purse. She excused herself and raced back to the bedroom.

	A moment later, David heard the sound of high heels crossing the bedroom toward him. They didn’t sound like Laura’s shoes, however. Something about them sounded different.

	“Who’s there?” he asked, though no one could have heard him.

	The heels drew closer. A moment later, they stopped right before him.

	“Who’s there?” he repeated nervously.

	“There you are!” said a woman’s voice suddenly.

	David instantly recognized the voice. It was Catherine. “Oh no!” thought David. “Why is she here? Where is Laura?” A terrible thought raced through David’s mind. What if Laura was going to let

	her sister wear him again? That was so humiliating and so disgusting he didn’t think he could bear it again.

	Things were much worse than that, however.

	David felt Catherine’s warm, soft hand wrap themselves around his body and lift him into the air. Then he felt himself shoved inside something. He had no idea what it was, but the perfumed smells around him suggested that maybe he had been placed into a purse.

	“What are you doing?!” demanded David to no avail.

	He felt the bag begin to shake as if it were being carried somewhere. He had no idea where however.

	“Thanks for lunch,” said the muffled voice of Catherine.

	“Any time, sis. See you tonight,” responded Laura’s equally muffled voice.

	“Wait a minute!” gasped David. “Is she letting her sister take me?”

	David panicked. How could his wife let her sister take him? She needed to change him back, not hand him out like some sort of kinky community sex toy! This was a horrible twist. David tried to scream at his wife not to allow this, but the shoe he was didn’t make a sound or move an inch. He just lay silently in Catherine’s purse.

	—o—

	David had no idea how long he was in the purse or where he was being taken. At some point, however, he felt cool air enter the purse and then Catherine’s hand wrap around him once more. Again, he was lifted into the air.

	“Wait ’til you see these,” said Catherine. “Those are beautiful, Mistress,” said a man.

	David would have raised an eyebrow if he could. “Mistress?” he repeated suspiciously. “What’s going on here?”

	“I saw them and I knew I had to have them,” said Catherine.

	“Yes, Ma’am. They will be perfect with your costume tonight,” said the man.

	David slowly came to realize that this could only be Catherine’s husband Henry. That’s the voice he heard.

	But why had he called Catherine of all people “Mistress” and “Ma’am”? Henry wouldn’t act that way. He was a macho jerk. At least, that’s what Catherine always told them.

	Catherine laughed. “I’m sure they would go perfectly with my costume. But tonight, they will go better with your French maid uniform, sissy girl.”

	David’s jaw dropped, figuratively at least. “What the heck is going on?”

	“Oh Mistress,” gasped Henry. “I would be honored to wear them!” “Before I let you wear them, kiss my little shoe,” said Catherine.

	David sensed that he was moving through the air. Then a pair of warm, wet lips touched the open toe of the shoe. It felt like getting a very wet blowjob. Unfortunately, in the same instance the sexual tension of this started again, he realized who it was that had kissed and licked him: it was Henry! David wanted to vomit.

	“Now run your tongue all over the insole of the shoe, sissy girl. Lick where my feet have touched,” said Catherine.

	David cringed. A moment later, he felt Henry’s tongue lick the open toe again. Then he slipped his tongue over the vamp and licked away at the shoe’s insole. This was, essentially, David’s penis and

	his tongue. David tasted all of this and felt the man’s rough tongue against his own. This was a nightmare.

	“Well done, sissy boy,” purred Catherine. “Thank you, Mistress!”

	“Now slip into the shoe, slave,” said Catherine.

	David wanted to scream. It was bad enough that his wife’s sister had worn him, but that she would now make her sissy husband wear him was a million times worse. He needed to do something to stop this, but what? There was nothing he could do. He was powerless to stop this, and before he could even come up with an idea, he felt himself being lowered through the air again. Clearly, he was headed for the floor, where Henry, a.k.a. “sissy boy,”

	was going to slip his foot inside David.

	“What could possibly be worse?!” whined David. Well...

	David never did reach the ground. Nor did Henry’s foot slide inside him. Something much more horrible happened. As David stopped moving through the air, he heard a zipper being lowered. Then he smelled a horribly musky smell. A moment later, he felt something large and round get shoved through the open-toe of the shoe.

	It was Henry’s penis.

	“Yuck!” screamed David.

	This man’s erect penis was jamming itself in and out of David, right at David’s most sensitive spot, the spot which felt like his penis.

	Indeed, this man’s erection felt like it was rubbing against all of David’s erection in one giant thrust, over and over; as Laura had realized, it felt like David was being penetrated like a woman.

	David recoiled at the very idea of this. It horrified him. Yet, despite his every wish, it also turned him on. He had no choice in that. As Henry rammed his penis into David, David found himself dancing along that edge of orgasm once more. The only reason he didn’t explode right there was that he couldn’t.

	As Henry continued, David couldn’t stop himself from tasting and smelling the man’s penis. The smell covered him now. And every time it touched the tongue of the shoe, David tasted every last millimeter of the hard penis. It was like the man was rubbing his erection everywhere over David’s body and face and all over the inside of his mouth.

	Then the unthinkable happened. Henry came.

	David had no warning of this. All he knew was that he suddenly felt something hot and stick and salty fly against his tongue. It was Henry’s semen, and it spread everywhere.

	“Oh gross!” thought David.

	In fact, “gross” was only David’s first thought. The more he thought about it, the more humiliated he felt.

	This man had just cum inside him. David had been fertilized by another man. There was nothing more emasculating than that. Even worse, it had turned David on intensely. He couldn’t help himself; his senses were just too strong being packed into such a small area as a shoe. What’s more, he could do nothing about it. He couldn’t even wipe himself clean.

	He felt weak and helpless. He felt as if he had lost his manhood. Things weren’t over yet either.

	“Good girl,” said Catherine. “Now put on your little girly shoes.”

	David was struggling to cope with the idea that Henry’s cum was running down his throat when he realized that Catherine had just ordered her husband to slip his foot into David.

	“Henry! Don’t! It’s me!” he yelled out, but no one heard.

	A moment later, David felt Henry’s foot blast its way inside him. Once again, he felt the pressure he felt with Laura and with Catherine. It felt like something huge had been shoved into his rear and filled his entire body.

	What’s more, Henry’s feet now ground the sticky cum into the insole, and David tasted all of it... the cum, Henry’s salty, sweaty feet, the bitter nylons the man wore. It all tasted like bitter shame.

	He was utterly humiliated. He was beyond humiliated.

	 

	
Chapter Five: “Saved?!”

	—o—

	Meanwhile, across town, Catherine awoke from the nap she took on the couch. She was in no rush to return her husband to being a man, except that she wanted her breasts returned to normal. She liked having this power over him and, frankly, wearing him turned her on.

	If it weren’t for the breast thing, she might even have considered keeping him as a shoe for a good deal longer.

	“But all good things must end,” she said.

	Laura rose from the couch and started down the hall. She had already decided to wear him one more time as she masturbated before she returned him to normal; she wanted to experience that again. She fished the ring out of her pocket.

	“I hope you’ve learned your lesson,” said Laura as she entered the bedroom.

	She looked down and she froze.

	Where was David? He had been on the floor next to the bed, but now he wasn’t there. Nor was the other shoe. They were both gone! She dropped to her knees and looked beneath the bed. There was nothing there either.

	She scanned the floor. Still nothing. She started to panic. “David?! Where are you, David?” called out Laura nervously.

	She raced to the closet and looked at all the shoes on the shelves. He wasn’t among them. Then she looked down at the pile of shoes she had removed but hadn’t yet put away. She saw no sign of him there either.

	“David! Where are you?!” she yelled out loudly. Her heart was racing. Where was her husband?

	Laura dove into the pile of shoes and rifled through it. He wasn’t there. She looked through everything in the closet. She still found nothing. There was simply no sign of her husband. Had he reverted to human form and walked out? Had he changed into something else? Had he simply vanished?

	Then it struck her. Her jaw dropped. “Oh my God! Catherine took him!”

	—o—

	Laura knew that Catherine’s party had started. She supposed that Catherine was wearing David right now.

	She needed to get David back. She actually thought about making the wish from here, but she had no idea where he was or if that would even work. The last thing she wanted was to wish him back to normal if he had been stuffed in some drawer or if Catherine was wearing him and then her foot might end up stuffed up his rear. No, she could not make the wish without finding him first.

	What’s more, she needed to do this in a way that didn’t expose what had really happened to him to everyone.

	After all, how would she explain her husband suddenly appearing naked wrapped around Catherine’s feet. That would raise too many questions and who know where those would have led. That meant she needed to get David and get him out of there before she changed him back.

	Unfortunately, she worried that Laura might try to hide him from her to keep Laura from claiming that she had stolen Laura’s shoes; this had happened before between the sisters. Consequently, Laura decided it was best not to warn Catherine that she was coming. She decided to sneak into the party in her costume and with a mask. That way she could locate David before Catherine even realized she was there. Then she could grab him, flee the party, and change David back when they reached the car.

	This would prove difficult.

	The first problem Laura encountered arose in getting her costume to fit. She had assumed that her breasts would be returned to normal before the party. They hadn’t been, so her costume didn’t really fit. It was like trying to jam two basketballs down a dress made for petites. She eventually solved this with a black overcoat. It didn’t look right, but it would work.

	The next problem arose the moment Laura arrived at the party. Despite her mask and witches hat, it was obvious to several people there who she was and they spread the word immediately. Laura saw her name being mentioned to her sister across the room and then Catherine disappeared into a back room.

	“Crap! She saw me!” said Laura.

	Laura pushed her way through the crowd all the way across the room. When she reached the door her sister had disappeared through, she was angered to find the room empty.

	“Where did she go?!” she growled. “The kitchen! ”

	Laura knew the house well enough and made her way to the kitchen through a back route. When she reached the kitchen, she carefully cracked open the back door to the kitchen and peered inside. Sure enough, there was her sister in a slinky black sequin dress and black high-heeled slingbacks – she was dressed as a lounge singer. She was pressed against the main kitchen door, which was open just a crack, looking for Laura. Laura pointed the ring at her sister’s feet through the door and made her wish.

	“I wish her shoe would turn back into David!” said Laura.

	The ring glowed red for a moment, but nothing more happened.

	Laura looked down at the ring and furrowed her brow. She shook it. Then she put it to her ear. It was silent.

	“Something is wrong,” she said.

	Meanwhile, Catherine backed away from the other door. “I don’t see her,” she said aloud.

	Laura pushed her way through the door at this point. “Looking for me?”

	“Laura!” exclaimed Catherine. “What a pleasant surprise!” “Where is my husband?!”

	Catherine froze. She hadn’t expected that. She had expected to be confronted about the stolen shoes.

	“You’re what?”

	Laura furrowed her brow even deeper. “Give me my shoes! You took them!” growled Laura. She pointed at the slingbacks on Catherine’s feet.

	“These are mine!”

	“No, they’re not. Give me them to me!” Laura now looked more closely at the shoes her sister wore. They were not her husband. “Where are my shoes, Catherine? I’ll give you one chance to tell me and then I’m going to cause you serious problems!”

	Catherine bit her lip. She had bee caught. “I’m sorry,” she said. “They were just too exquisite not to take them. They were so absolutely gorgeous and they fit his outfit so well!”

	Laura’s jaw dropped. “His outfit? Whose outfit are you talking about?”

	“Honestly, we took great care of them,” pleaded Catherine. She could tell that her sister was very angry with her.

	“Whose outfit?!” growled Laura.

	Catherine blushed. “Henry’s,” she said and she pointed to the door.

	Laura walked over to the door and looked where her sister was pointing. Across the room, she saw her brother-in-law. He wore a French maid costume complete with towering black slingbacks... slingbacks she recognized. Laura felt her pussy tingle amazingly hard in that moment as she realized that David was being worn by her brother-in-law.

	“I am never going to let him live this down... either one,” said Laura beneath her breath.

	Laura pushed open the door and stormed across the room. She came up behind Henry and simply bent him over a table as if her were a toy. He almost fell over except that he was now lying on the table with Laura’s hand in his back.

	“What are you doing?” protested Henry. “I’m getting my husband back,” said Laura.

	“Your husband?” asked Henry in total confusion.

	She didn’t answer. Instead, she grabbed his calf and yanked it upward behind him. When his foot went as high as it could, she pulled the shoe from his foot. Then she repeated this with the other foot. She now had both high-heeled shoes in her hands. She let go of Henry, letting him slide to the floor, and she stormed out of the party, with everyone ducking out of her way as she went.

	She had her husband back.

	—o—

	Laura sped home with her husband sitting on the seat next to her. She tossed her witch’s hat and mask into the backseat. A few minutes later, she pulled into their garage, grabbed her husband and ran inside. Her mind was racing from everything that had happened. When she reached the living room, she tossed her husband to the floor before her and grabbed the ring from her pocket.

	“All right, David. Here goes nothing,” said Laura. “Thank God!” thought David.

	Laura slipped the ring onto her finger and she kissed it. She was nervous. It might have been advisable for her to stop and consider what she wanted to say, but she didn’t. Her mind was focused on making the wish now.

	She pointed the ring at her husband.

	“I wish my husband was changed into human form,” she said. The ring glowed green, though it didn’t glow as brightly as before.

	Everything went silent. Then the room seemed to vibrate and flash green. Then the glowing stopped.

	“Is it working?” she asked aloud.

	A moment later, the black high-heeled slingback started to vibrate. It slowly unfolded out of its shape into something rounder and softer.

	Its color changed to her husband’s skin color. Little by little, she could see David’s shape return. His arms rolled out of the shoe as did his legs. His head returned. She saw his eyes, his nose and his mouth take shape. David realized he could see. His penis unfolded in its proper place. He had returned to his own shape.

	David was so incredibly relieved to be human again. He could speak, he could move, and he could touch his penis. Now he could relieve his horniness finally. He had been going insane as a shoe!

	There was only one problem: he was barely six inches tall.

	David looked up at his giant wife. It took his mind a moment to process what had gone wrong.

	“Why am I still so small?” he squeaked.

	“I don’t know. I wished you back to human form,” said the booming voice of his wife.

	“It must be the word ‘form’. It must have turned me back into a man but at the same size I was. This is horrible! You need to wish again and wish me back to my original size!” squeaked David.

	Laura looked down at her tiny husband and smirked. For a very brief moment, she considered leaving him this size. “Think of all the possibilities,” she told herself. “Think of where he might fit. And it’s not like he can be bossy at that size. I wear heels bigger than him!

	Plus, he can fix these awful breasts this way too.” She decided against it though. They had had enough problems this day with magic. All she wanted right now was to change him back and then move on with their lives, feeling lucky that things could have gone worse.

	“Hurry up!” squeaked David, who was getting increasingly nervous with each second his wife delayed. From this angle, she looked to be

	as tall as a skyscraper. Her high heels alone were taller than he was. Her feet looked like trucks. She was rather intimidating, and he worried that she might like this idea as she had enjoyed turning him into a shoe.

	Laura pointed the ring at her tiny husband. “I wish,” she started, but nothing happened. The ring didn’t start glowing. Something felt wrong. She started over: “I wish my husband was returned to his normal size.”

	Still nothing happened.

	Laura shook the ring, but still nothing happened. It didn’t glow. It didn’t blink. It seemed the ring was dead.

	She bit her lip. Then she looked down at her tiny husband staring up at her.

	“David... we have a problem,” she said. His tiny penis grew.

	The End

	 

	
I Wasn’t Myself

	Chapter One: “Not Himself Today”

	—o—

	Halloween is a time of magic. Witches roam the skies. The dead walk in cemeteries. Strange creatures spring to life in forests. For this one special night, anything is possible. What a dangerous night to have a party. For some though, Halloween isn’t so much dangerous as it is... well, awkward.

	—o—

	Todd awoke earlier than expected. It was still dark. His room felt unusual to him somehow. It gave him the feeling of having awoken in a place he did not know with no idea how he had gotten there.

	Everything seemed “off”

	to him. Even the air was different. It smelled... different.

	His eyes focused on something unfamiliar in the darkness across the room.

	“What is that?” Todd asked himself.

	Unfortunately, the room was too dark for him to make out what the object was. It almost looked like a coat rack, only he didn’t have a coat rack in his room. So what was it? Then he realized that the window was in the wrong place for this to be his room.

	“Where am I?” wondered Todd.

	He decided to get out of bed and turn on the light to solve this mystery, so he pulled back his blanket. It seemed heavier than normal. He also noticed that he was wearing what seemed to be pajamas, something he never wore.

	“This is really strange. Am I dreaming?”

	Todd swung his legs over the edge of the bed. When his feet hit the ground, they bumped into a pair of shoes that were parked right before his bed. This confused him as he never left his shoes by the bed. Todd pushed the shoes aside and placed his feet on the carpet. To his surprise, his feet barely reached the ground, making him wonder how tall the bed was.

	“Where am I?” asked Todd aloud. His voice sounded strange. It sounded higher pitched than normal, more hollow, and more nasally. “I must have a cold.”

	Then he felt the carpet beneath his toes. This was not his carpet. It was more like the plush carpet in his ex-wife Lindsay’s room. Todd and Lindsay were living in the same house until their divorce finalized, which finally happened yesterday. In the meantime, he slept in one bedroom and she slept in another. Though, apparently, right now he wasn’t in the bedroom where he had started the night.

	In fact, it was becoming clear to Todd that he had definitely been moved during the night. But how? And why? And by whom? Todd’s heart started racing. What if he’d been kidnapped or something? He told himself to remain as quiet as possible as he figured this out so as not to alert whoever brought him here that he was awake. He needed to figure out where he was and how he had gotten here.

	Was this all an elaborate joke or was there something sinister behind this?

	“Stay calm,” he told himself. Again, his voice was wrong.

	Todd scanned the room to see what he could learn. He saw nothing as it was too dark. He would need to turn the light on to learn anything. Before he did that, however, he decided to slip his feet into the shoes just in case he needed to make a quick getaway. After all, he didn’t envy the prospect of running along gravel roads or through wooded paths in bare feet. Nor did he have any idea what might be waiting on the floor to be stepped on.

	“Better safe than sorry,” he whispered.

	Todd pulled the shoes beneath him with his feet. Then he felt along the back of the first shoe with his toe until he found the top of the shoe. He immediately realized that something was wrong. Indeed, he had been expecting to feel a soft shoe, like a tennis shoe, and then feel his way with his toes a couple inches up until he found the hole.

	Then he could dip his foot inside and slip them on. He had done that a million times in the dark and he knew exactly how that felt.

	This felt different.

	First, the shoe was hard, not soft. Secondly, as he dragged his toe upwards looking for the top of the shoe, he found his foot drifting higher and higher. It must have been five or six inches off the ground by the time he found the top of the shoe. At first, he thought these might be hightops, but that didn’t fit with what he was feeling. For one thing, the shoe seemed to be made of something solid rather than leather, and its top felt more like leather straps

	than a canvass upper. Further, he never found a hole to stick his foot into. Rather, his foot eventually found a sort of flat platform upon which his foot could rest.

	He was puzzled.

	“Are these open back shoes?” he asked. “If so, why are they so high?”

	Todd ran his toe forward along the platform. Rather than running forward as he expected, he found his toe drifting downward like it was going down a ski slope. At the same time, he felt the leather straps running over his foot above his toe as it slid down the slope.

	“These are high heels,” Todd told himself. “Why are there high heels next to my bed?”

	A thought occurred to Todd. He furrowed his brow and grabbed at his pajamas. Sure enough, they felt silky and smooth. His “shirt” was held in place over his shoulders with ultra-thin spaghetti straps.

	“This is a blouse or a nightie or something! What is going on here?!”

	Just then, Todd felt the two strangest things he’d ever felt in his life. First, as he leaned forward to squint at the shoes in the dark, a waterfall of hair fell past his face. It was a lot of hair. Lots of long, curly hair. This made Todd shoot up straight again in response. As he did, his chest heaved upwards and then came crashing down, but

	this wasn’t his normal chest. This time, there was a tremendous amount of weight bouncing on his chest. His chest had never bounced before!

	“What the hell?!”

	Todd couldn’t help himself. He shot out of the bed and dove for a lamp whose shadow he saw on the desk.

	He almost fell to the floor stumbling over the high heels on which his feet had been resting. When he reached the desk, he jammed his fingers at the light switch, but his fingernails arrived first and his hand deflected. He reconfigured his fingers to be able to get them around the switch. He turned the switch and the light came on.

	Todd saw the red-painted fingernails on his hands and his chest and he swooned. He nearly passed out.

	—o—

	Todd didn’t pass out, but only just. When his mind focused again, he was standing before the mirror. He barely remembered getting there. As he had suspected in the dark, he now saw that he was wearing a pink babydoll nightie. He had long red nails too and long, wavy blonde hair upon his head. None of that is what caught his eye, however. What caught his eye immediately was his chest.

	“Those can’t be real,” said Todd incredulously.

	He touched his image in the mirror. What he saw was a feminine body with two large, round, gorgeous breasts on his chest. They had enormous nipples that stood up straight and were visible through the nightie. His long nails made touching the glass difficult for him at first attempt.

	“This has to be a trick!” he gasped.

	Todd swallowed hard and looked down. It was no trick. The lumps in the mirror were indeed on his chest in the real world as well. He stopped breathing and tensed up. Then he very reluctantly moved his right hand up toward his breast. He wasn’t sure he actually wanted to know if what he saw was real or not, but he knew he had to see either way.

	“This has to be a dream,” he assured himself.

	A moment later, his hand reached the nipple on his right breast. As his hand touched his nipple, Todd instantly felt an electric charge race throughout his breast, to his chest and on to his spine. It made his whole body burn like it was on fire from a ticklish fire. He’d never felt anything like that before.

	“They’re real! How can they be real?” exclaimed Todd in horror.

	Whoever had done this to him not only dressed him like a woman, but they somehow gave him breasts. He suddenly feared they might have done even worse. Every last synapse of his brain focused instantly on his crotch.

	Was it still there? Todd’s eyes shot down nervously to where he raised the nightie. His crotch remained covered in pink thong panties, if you can count a thong as covering anything. The thong lay smoothly. What he was looking for seemed to have gone missing!

	“It can’t be!”

	He reflexively jammed his hand into his panties. He needed to find his penis, but it wasn’t there.

	“No! No! No!” exclaimed Todd.

	He yanked down the panties and saw that it was true. There was no penis and there were no balls. What’s more, there was no evidence they had ever been there before either! All he saw was a pair of lips

	split in the middle sitting upon a raised mound of sorts. It was hairless.

	“My dick!” he squealed.

	Todd stepped back as if to get away from the pussy. In doing so, he tripped over a laundry basket and fell to

	the floor. On the way down, he tipped over the laundry basket and ended up falling into a pile of panties, bras, tops and skirts. When he landed, his babydoll nightie flew up, fully exposing the pussy. His breasts bounced out of the loose under-bra in the nightie. They now hung freely. Finally, his long blonde hair fell in a mess all over his face and shoulders.

	Todd was just about to ask himself how this could have happened when something occurred to him. When he had looked in the mirror, he first looked toward his face for a brief instant before his breasts and then his missing dick stole all of his attention. He only managed to glance at his face for a fraction of a second, but it was enough for something to register in his mind. He had expected to see his own face, in makeup perhaps, but his own face nevertheless. He didn’t though. Instead, he saw his ex-wife’s face staring back at him!

	“How can that be?” he asked.

	Todd sat up and crawled to the mirror; his heavy breasts swung beneath him. He was terrified to look, but he needed to do it. He needed to know. He closed his eyes and moved in front of the mirror. When he opened his eyes again, he saw his former wife staring back at him... only, she was him.

	“I’m in her body!” he squealed. This time, Todd passed out.

	 

	
Chapter Two: “Let’s Be Each Other”

	—o—

	Todd awoke to find his ex-wife standing over him. Actually, it was his own body standing over him. He assumed she was in it, seeing as how he was in hers. Also, she wasn’t really standing over him so much as she was grabbing his shoulders and shaking him and yelling at him. Todd’s entire body shook and he instantly realized that he was much weaker in this body than he had been before. He needed to stop himself from shaking himself... if that made sense.

	“Calm down! Stop shaking me!” yelled Todd at his former wife.

	“What have you done to me?!” demanded Lindsay from his body. She sounded hysterical. “I want my body back!! Give it back!!”

	“I didn’t take it! I don’t want to be in your body!” countered Todd. “Give it back!” exclaimed Lindsay. She continued to shake Todd. “I can’t! Now get off me!”

	“I want my body bac—”

	Todd kneed his body in the stomach, which made Lindsay double over with a loud “Ummmph!” He then rolled out from beneath her as she fell to the floor like a tree that had been felled. He sat up and looked at Lindsay lying on the floor holding her stomach. “You can’t go slamming people into the ground with that body. I’m too strong, shrew.”

	“Don’t call me that,” whined Lindsay from the floor.

	“Listen up, Lindsay. I don’t know what happened and it’s obvious that you don’t either. We need to calm down and work this out. We need to figure that out and change ourselves back before anyone notices.”

	Lindsay still lay on the floor holding her stomach. “How do we do that?”

	“I don’t know. I have no idea how this happened.”

	Todd sat in silence on the floor for a minute or two as Lindsay slowly recovered her breath. She then sat up too. They stared at each other uneasily for quite some time. Both were stunned at seeing their own bodies sitting across from themselves. What’s more, neither had any idea how this had happened or how it was even possible.

	Even worse, neither had a clue how to undo it.

	“Well, one thing is for sure,” said Todd finally. “I’m not going anywhere until we fix this. I don’t want to be seen like this and I am not leaving this house.”

	“Oh yes, you are,” said Lindsay.

	“No way! Forget it. I’m not letting my friends see me like this!” “Oh, and you think I want my friends to see me in this disgusting

	body? That I definitely do not. The problem is though, Todd, that the company Halloween Party is tonight and I’m going. There is no way I’m missing out on the best party ever because of this.”

	“Well, I wish you luck, ’cause I’m not going.”

	“Oh yes, you are. My body needs to go whether you’re in it or I’m in it.”

	Todd shook his head, causing his golden locks to dance around his head. “No way. I’m not leaving this house, not in this body.”

	“Yes, you are, Todd. I have responsibilities. I have a reputation. I have friends. I’m not losing any of that just because some fart head like you has taken over my body. Besides, I’m not blowing a chance at promotion just because I miss this party. You know how Old Man Jones is. You’re going, whether you like it or not, got it?!”

	Todd folded his arms, which required a slightly different motion because of his ample breasts. That reminder of his new position

	made him uncomfortable. Still he decided to play it cool: “And how are you going to make me?”

	Lindsay stared at him for a moment. She wasn’t sure how to answer this. After all, she had nothing she could use to blackmail him. He didn’t owe her any favors. The divorce kind of proved she couldn’t appeal to his husbandly devotion. And she knew that simple threats weren’t going to work. This was a poser.

	Then it struck her: she had a hostage!

	“I’m in your body, Todd. Just think about the problems I could cause you,” she said, intentionally leaving the details vague.

	Todd immediately saw the danger, but he had a counter. “Well, I’m in yours.”

	An impasse. They glared at each other for a moment.

	“All right, Todd. I propose this. Since we don’t know how long this is going to last, I propose that we

	cooperate. We both do our best to act like the other person so we don’t do any damage to either of our reputations.”

	“Ok, I agree with that,” said Todd.

	“That means you need to go to the party.”

	“Why? Why can’t we just pretend that you’re sick?”

	“Like I told you, Old Man Jones doesn’t like people missing the party. You know that.” Both Lindsay and Todd worked for the same company. That’s how they met. “Besides, I promised Karen and Courtney that I would be there to help them with the arrangements.

	I’m on the party committee too. Also, this is the biggest social event of the year and I’m not going to miss it. People need to see me in my costume,” said Lindsay. “That means, you need to go and you need to pretend to be me.”

	Todd knew this was valid, but he still shook his head. “I can’t be you.”

	“You need to be. And if this lasts, then you need to be me at work too, just like I need to be you at work.”

	A shuddered raced down Todd’s spine. This could be a serious problem. “I’ll never be able to pull it off,” he said.

	“I’ll teach you. This is important, Todd.” Todd shook his head once more. “I can’t.” “You don’t have a choice, Todd.”

	He really didn’t.

	—o—

	Todd stood in Lindsay’s bedroom and stared at the costume she was holding up. It was quite a costume. It was a sort of genie costume with a short gold miniskirt, a royal blue bikini top, a tiny gold vest, a white and gold turban with a red ruby in the middle and sparkly gold high-heeled sandals. It would show about 90% of his body.

	“There is NO WAY I’m wearing that!” said Todd. “Why not?”

	“For one thing, it’s a dress. For another, it’s barely a dress!”

	“You’re a girl now, girls wear dresses. And for the record, it’s a skirt, not a dress. And as for this being too small, that’s the point. It’s a costume, a sexy costume. It’s totally normal,” said Lindsay.

	“Forget it. If I’m going, I’m wearing pants,” said Todd.

	“No, you’re not. I won’t have you ruining my reputation wearing something ugly or stupid.”

	“What if I just go without a costume?”

	“No. You need to wear a costume, and this is the one I bought. So stop whining, little girl, and put it on. I have a lot to teach you before the party starts and we don’t have much time for lessons. You need to learn to walk, to sit, and how to speak if you’re going to be me.

	You can’t use any of your stupid ‘boy phrases’ with my friends,” said Lindsay.

	“Fine, dude,” growled Todd snidely.

	He took the costume from Lindsay and cringed. He examined it from all angles. Sadly, it didn’t get any larger as he looked at it. He didn’t have any choice though. Going in her costume was part of their deal to avoid either one doing anything stupid to the other’s reputation... mutually assured destruction. Hence, he shook his head resignedly and then set down the costume so he could remove his clothes. He grabbed his top and started to lift it up, but he stopped when he noticed Lindsay still standing there.

	“Uh, can I get a little privacy,” asked Todd. “No.”

	“No? Why not?”

	“Because I’m not leaving you alone with my body. Besides, unless there’s something you haven’t told me about you, you have no idea how to wear women’s clothes. Do you?” asked Lindsay sourly.

	Todd furrowed his brow. She was right and he hated that. Still, he wanted some privacy. “I’m not getting naked before you!”

	“I’ve seen that body naked before, remember? It’s my body! ” “I’m trying to forget that,” said Todd snidely and he shuddered. “Get dressed, Princess.”

	“Don’t call me that.”

	“Try and stop me, Princess.”

	Todd growled at his former wife, but knew this was a fight he would not win, so he moved on. He pulled off the pink nightie exposing his large breasts. As he did, he couldn’t resist tickling his nipple. Lindsay reacted immediately.

	“Don’t you dare touch that!” she growled. “Why not?”

	“It’s mine!”

	Todd pointed his breasts at his former wife and fingered both nipples. “Well, they’re mine now, and this feels so gooooooood,” he purred.

	Then he tensed up and suddenly slapped his thighs together because he thought he had started to pee. He hadn’t though.

	Lindsay realized what was happening and she glared at him. “Don’t you dare touch that,” she said as she pointed to her former pussy.

	Todd looked down, but didn’t move to touch it. “Why is it wet? What happened?”

	“You got excited.”

	Todd bit his lip. “Oh.” He blushed. “Get dressed, Todd.”

	Todd decided to do as she said. After a few minutes, he was in the costume and was sitting on the edge of Lindsay’s bed strapping his feet into the high heels. When he stood up, he discovered that wearing high heels wasn’t something that came naturally even to women’s bodies; it took practice. “Whoa!” he exclaimed.

	“Yeah, that’s going to take some time,” said Lindsay.

	“How about I just wear something without a heel?” “I don’t wear flat shoes,” said Lindsay.

	“I’m not you.” “You are now.”

	Lindsay took his hand and marched him across the floor. He was horribly ungraceful. He stumbled, he tripped and he almost fell over. The problem was that he walked as if her were a man. She femininely put one wrist on her hip and used her other hand to rub her eyes as she shook her head in frustration.

	“Ok, crash course on wearing heels coming up. Let’s try this again, Todd. This time, try to remember that you’re a woman now. Women walk differently than men,” she said.

	“How differently?”

	“Well, you... basically... hold on,” said Lindsay and she went to her closet and retrieved a pair of black high-heeled pumps. She slipped her feet into them. Todd instantly became nervous seeing his body in heels.

	“What are you doing?” asked Todd. “I’m going to show you how to walk.” “But that’s my body?”

	“Yeah, so?”

	“So you’re wearing high heels in my body! ”

	“Deal with it, Princess,” said Lindsay. She then proceeded to walk across the floor in the heels. As she did, she demonstrated all the feminine mannerisms Todd would need to learn to be able to walk in heels: the short steps, the careful placement of his feet, keeping his

	arms close to his body, the swinging hips. Her demonstration made the Todd body look very sissyish, which embarrassed Todd a lot.

	“Please don’t wear heels in my body,” he said.

	“Focus!” she said and she made him walk across the room again.

	Then they did it again... and again. After an hour or so, his walk was decent. It wasn’t normal for Lindsay, who was an expert in heels, but it could pass if he didn’t move around too much. She told him he would need to keep practicing throughout the day. Todd reluctantly agreed. He didn’t want to do this, but seeing her walking around in high heels in his body really brought home to him the danger of her threat earlier. She could murder his reputation with just a pair of heels.

	“Let’s do your makeup now,” said Lindsay. She didn’t take off the heels.

	Todd thought about “reminding” her, aka suggesting, that she could take off the heels now, but something inside him warned him not to give her any hint of how this affected him. He didn’t want her using his embarrassment at seeing himself in heels against him.

	“Have a seat, Princess,” said Lindsay and she patted the chair by her vanity.

	Todd sat down and Lindsay went to work. She applied powders, paints and oils. She dabbed, brushed and smeared things on his cheeks, his lips and his eyes. She used pencils to make outlines and brushes to fill them in. It took almost an hour. When she was finished, Todd had the most amazing face. His eyes were pointy, dark and mysterious. His cheekbones were high and well defined.

	His lips were soft and voluptuous.

	Lindsay then got to work on his hair with both a straightener and a curling iron for some reason he didn’t understand. Shouldn’t one or the other have been enough? In any event, he couldn’t argue with

	the result. He ended up with these flowing locks of blonde hair which crashed against his shoulders and upper back in a sea of

	curls.

	“There! Perfect!” said Lindsay.

	Todd looked in the mirror. He was gorgeous.

	Once again, Todd felt like he had peed himself. He felt his nipples pop up beneath the thin bra too.

	Apparently, this excited him. And why wouldn’t it, he thought. If he saw a girl who looked like this, dressed like this, it would have turned him on in his own body. It just so happened that this time it was his body.

	That thought actually made him cringe even as it excited him.

	Lindsay then sat down across from Todd. She sat on the edge of the bed and crossed her legs. She popped her high-heeled pump off her foot and let it dangle from her toes. This sight both humiliated and scared Todd; it would take so little for her to ruin his reputation.

	“Now let’s talk about what you need to know to be with my friends without anyone realizing something is wrong,” said Lindsay.

	 

	
Chapter Three: “Time To Go”

	—o—

	Todd and Lindsay stood in the living room by the front window. Lindsay’s friends had texted her that they were a block away. It was time for Todd to go; Lindsay would follow in their car. Todd wore the genie costume while Lindsay still wore a pair of Todd’s sweat pants and the black high-heeled pumps; she would change into a costume soon. He felt humiliated in this costume and scared to be seen, and he didn’t like his ex-wife still wearing heels with his body. There was nothing he could do about it at the moment, though.

	“Are you sure about this?” asked Todd. “Yes.”

	Lindsay handed Todd a tan trench coat to cover his costume. He was happy for the cover, though that’s not why she had given it to him. “Wear this until you get to the party,” said Lindsay.

	“No problem,” replied Todd. “Then you take it off,” she added.

	Todd bit his lip. He didn’t want to take it off. “What if it’s cold?” he asked.

	“Todd,” growled Lindsay.

	“I’m just asking! If you don’t want me wearing it, why are you making me wear it now?”

	“So you can make a grand entrance. You take it off when you get there and everyone gets to see your costume suddenly and at once. That’s how you draw attention to yourself.”

	Todd furrowed his brow. “What if I don’t want to draw attention to myself?”

	“You better. That’s my body you’re in and it’s my reputation you’re playing with. Now do as I say. You will wear the coat until you get there. Then you will take it off. You’ll do so before the drinks stand where everyone can see you. Then I expect you to be happy and cheerful and socialize all night. Be gracious if people offer you compliments. Just don’t say anything stupid and don’t do anything I wouldn’t do. Don’t embarrass me.”

	A car pulled up before the house. “But what if—” started Todd.

	His ex-wife cut him off. “No! No more,” said Lindsay firmly. “They’re here. You need to go. You know what to do, now do it. I’ll be along soon to help.” She then basically pushed him to the door.

	Todd felt incredibly nervous. He did not want to do this. He did not want to go to the party. He did not want to be seen by her friends. He did not want to walk out of this house. How could he? He was wearing a dress and high heels! A dress and high heels! He couldn’t imagine anything more humiliating! If anyone ever found out about this, he would become a laughing stock.

	“Go,” said Lindsay and she yanked open the door.

	Todd took a deep breath. “I can do this,” he said and he walked out the door toward the car.

	Lindsay watched Todd totter down the walkway to the waiting car. Her former husband wasn’t great in heels yet, but hopefully no one would notice. With any luck, the story that she had a cold and wasn’t feeling well would help cover it up. The bigger problem was how he would handle being with her friends. Did he know enough? Was he smart enough to fake what he didn’t?

	“I hope he doesn’t screw this up!” she said to herself.

	Lindsay felt nervous. More though, she also felt miserable that her ex-husband of all people was getting to wear her costume. She had planned it so meticulously and she was looking forward to wearing it so much. She was going to be so sexy that no man in that room would ever forget! This was going to be her party. Now he was getting that honor. He would be the one everyone looked at. He would be the one everyone talked about. She felt robbed.

	“This is so unfair.”

	—o—

	Meanwhile, Todd was having slightly different feelings.

	“Why me?” he asked himself as he climbed into the back of the car as Lindsay had showed him, sitting down first and pulling his feet in after himself. He was trembling. He’d never worn a dress before, much less a dress like this one, much less a dress in public. And if he thought being seen by his ex-wife in a dress was humiliating, he had no idea how bad it would be to be seen by these two young women.

	What made this worse was that he had fantasized about both before when he was still in his own body. In fact,

	he’d even fantasized about being with both at the same time. Yet, here he was now, wearing a dress and high heels right in front of them. What would they think of him if they knew? Did they know? He couldn’t shake the feeling that they did.

	The two young women didn’t seem to notice anything wrong though.

	“Hey Linds,” said Lindsay’s friend Karen. She worked in the office next to his ex-wife. She was curvy, blonde and gorgeous. She was dressed in a leather cat suit, complete with ears and tail. If Todd could have gotten hard, he would have. Instead, his nipples poked up and his pussy felt slick.

	“Hi,” said Todd nervously in response. “How do you feel?” asked Courtney. “I’m ok,” squeaked Todd.

	“This is going to be such fun! I can’t wait!” gushed Karen.

	Todd nodded his head but didn’t speak. His mouth was too dry to speak. Was he really wearing a dress and high heels before these two women? He shuddered at the thought and sank into the seat cushion as the car drove off.

	—o—

	As Todd enjoyed his ride to the party, Lindsay went to Todd’s bedroom. She felt anxious about Todd being alone with her friends. That had disaster written all over it, so she wanted to get dressed in his costume and get to the party as quickly as possible so she could watch him and protect her reputation. To that end, Lindsey grabbed the football jersey and the white slacks that constituted his costume. She held both up and examined them.

	“What a pathetic ‘costume’!” she exclaimed. She shook her head unhappily.

	“It’s not even a real costume. It’s just a jersey.”

	She thought of the gorgeous dress she could be wearing. She thought of all the eyes that would have turned as she fluttered around the room. Then she thought of this poor excuse for a costume.

	“It’s more like sports bar attire,” she groused.

	Nevertheless, she started to slide her arms into the jersey. But then she stopped. She sat down on the edge of the bed and folded her arms across her chest. She crossed her legs tightly at the knee and shook her foot angrily; this was not a very masculine pose.

	“I don’t want to wear this!” she exclaimed.

	She tossed the jersey to the floor. Then she held her head in her hands and pouted a little more. Finally, an idea came to her.

	“Who says I need to wear this costume?” she asked aloud. “I don’t recall Todd saying that specifically. All he said was not to humiliate him. I’ll bet I can come up with something much better than this!”

	Lindsay rose to her feet and went to Todd’s closet. She flipped through the jeans and tee shirts with an unhappy scowl. She found nothing. After a few moments, she snapped her fingers. Her face lit

	up as if a light bulb had come right behind her eyes. She had an idea.

	“This is the wrong closet,” she said.

	—o—

	“Are you okay?” asked Karen.

	“Uh, yeah, why?” asked Todd. They were headed toward the door to the ballroom where the company party was being held.

	“You’re walking kind of funny and slow.”

	Todd knew this was true. Lindsay may have mastered heels years ago, but he’d only worn them for maybe an hour at this point and five-inch heels weren’t exactly shoes that were easy for a beginner to wear. Consequently, he was moving much slower and much less confidently than Lindsay normally moved. He didn’t have that sexy swing she had either. Put simply, he looked a lot like a young girl wearing her mother’s high heels for the first time.

	“Am I?” asked Todd. “I, uh, I feel a little sick is all. It’s, uh, making me a little dizzy.”

	“That’s too bad,” said Karen.

	“Come on, you two. Hurry up,” called Courtney, who had gone ahead and unlocked the door. Her fortune teller costume included wedge- heeled sandals which made her faster than Karen in her sexy black cat costume with the five-inch spike heels, and made her like lightening compared to Todd in his sandals.

	“I’ll bet Greg can’t wait to dance with you tonight,” said Karen.

	Todd stopped cold. He swallowed hard. He hadn’t thought about the fact there would be men at the party,

	and he definitely didn’t think about the possibility that one of them would want to dance with Lindsay, who was now him. This could be genuinely horrific!

	“Maybe he won’t show up,” said Todd hopefully.

	Karen raised an eyebrow. “Why don’t you want him showing up?”

	Todd’s mouth went dry. He had tread into something he didn’t know enough about to discuss. He needed to find a way out of this. “I uh, what?” he asked, playing dumb. Then he pointed to Courtney. “We better hurry.”

	—o—

	Lindsay stood before her closet. She missed her closet very much, and she’d only been in Todd’s body for a few hours. It felt good to be back now. She ran her hand over her collection of dresses. She felt so much more comfortable touching these clothes than the rough, heavy and, frankly, ugly clothes Todd wore.

	“So what should I wear?” she asked herself. “What would look good?”

	She grabbed her prom dress from the year before. The dress was red satin and sequins with a fitted bodice, a plunging top, an open back, and an asymmetrical skirt which showed off her legs perfectly while giving the sense of being a floor-length gown. This was a gorgeous dress. It would make the perfect costume.

	“The best part about this,” she said as she held the dress before her body and examined it in the mirror, “is that I already know how to be a girl. So this will be an easy costume to wear!”

	She adjusted the dress to try to cover her new, larger body.

	“It’s a little small for this body,” she noted, “but I think I can fix that with a corset and the right girdle.”

	Lindsay nodded her head and let her sweat pants and briefs drop to the floor. She was now naked except for the heels. She went to look at herself in the mirror. She saw her penis and felt her heart beat a little faster. A moment later, the penis felt funny. It seemed to tingle and felt like it was moving. As she watched, the penis grew hard. It reminded her of holding a water balloon as it filled. It was the strangest feeling she had ever felt. It was actually quite pleasant though.

	“So that’s how that works,” she said with a snicker. She looked down at it, almost afraid to touch it. Then she blushed at the thought that had popped into her mind. She looked around. “Well, I am alone.”

	She giggled.

	Lindsay carefully placed her hand on the penis. As she did, she felt a warm, happy feeling. She moved her hand up and down it, looking for where it was most sensitive. Then she gave it a quick stroke.

	That felt really good, so she did it again. Then she did it again and again. She even adjusted her fingers and did it faster. Then she tightened her grip and stroked faster yet. She was breathing hard now.

	A moment later, Lindsay felt something odd. Her testicles seemed to tighten and move upwards. Then her penis felt like it was throbbing. An instant later, something hot and intense made her penis feel clogged, for lack of a better word. She panicked and let go of the penis. She wasn’t sure exactly what had happened, but she worried that she had broken it somehow.

	Then cum shot out the front. Two more blasts followed. Now she knew what had happened. She laughed at herself. “I should get dressed,” she said.

	She blushed.

	Lindsay laid out the dress on the bed. Then she gathered a pink thong, the corset she wanted, some stockings and a pair of spike- heeled sandals. These were five-inch platform sandals with a t-strap made of rhinestones. They went perfectly with the dress.

	“Let’s see if they fit,” she said.

	Lindsay sat down, kicked off her pumps, and slipped her feet into the sandals. Her new feet were a little big, but she could make it work.

	There was one thing she noticed, however... two actually: her toes needed work and she couldn’t wear this dress with hairy legs.

	Lindsay went to the bathroom and turned on the shower. She quickly shaved her legs, her arms, her chest and her crotch; she never once asked herself if Todd would object to this. After this, she dried herself off and sprayed herself with perfume. She then returned to the bedroom, where she painted her toenails and fingernails white.

	“Much better,” she said as she examined her feminine hands.

	As she painted her nails, she thought about dancing with Greg and she found herself getting hard again.

	“Again?” she asked herself. “How often do these things get turned on?”

	She shook her head and got back to the task at hand.

	When she finished her makeup, she slipped into the panties and the stockings. Her penis remained erect, which made this a little difficult, but she thought nothing of it. After all, she was a boy now and boys were always

	hard, weren’t they? Then she slipped into the dress and the heels. She felt so much more comfortable.

	“If I need to stay in this body too much longer, I may need to buy it some dresses,” she told herself.

	She examined herself in the mirror. The dress was gorgeous. Her legs were right. The corset had given her an hourglass shape. Only her face and the bump caused by the penis were incongruous. As for the face, well, there was little she could do about Todd’s face – it was masculine and ugly as always. At least, the makeup helped. As for the penis, she wasn’t too worried about that either. He was a boy after all and boys had hard-ons; she saw them all the time in public.

	This wouldn’t be a big deal.

	All in all, she was quite pleased with her look.

	“Todd said not to embarrass him in front of everybody, but he never said anything about not wowing them!”

	she said with a smirk. She struck a pose.

	 

	
Chapter Four: “Pushing Limits At The Party”

	—o—

	“Oh my God!” exclaimed Todd. Lindsay had just walked through the door of the ballroom and was headed in his direction. He couldn’t believe what she was wearing. From head to toe, she was dressed like a woman. His body was dressed like a woman! “She can’t do that!”

	Todd raced over to Lindsay.

	“How are things going?” asked Lindsay as he approached. She waved to one of the many people who stared at her. A lot of people had stopped and stared in fact. She was enjoying having made such an impressive entrance.

	“What are you doing?!” gasped Todd. “I’m here for the party.”

	“Yes, but... but... you’re wearing a dress! ”

	“I know. It’s my costume. Isn’t it gorgeous?” asked Lindsay and she spun a complete circle on her heels.

	This made her dress blow in the wind. It also made her erection bounce, a feeling she was admittedly enjoying.

	“You can’t wear that!” “Why not?”

	“Because I’m—” Todd looked around to make sure he couldn’t be heard before continuing. “Because I’m a man!”

	Lindsay chuckled. “Not today you’re not.”

	“I mean my body. My body is still male and I’ll need to deal with everyone seeing me, you, dressed as a woman at this party. How am I going to explain that to all my friends? To my boss? To everyone else?”

	Lindsay laughed. “It’s a costume, Todd. No one’s going to worry about the costume you wore.”

	“It’s still a dress!” he hissed.

	“Yes, it is. And these are high heels and I’m wearing pretty panties too. But no one is going to care unless you make a big deal of it, Todd. This is just a costume and that’s all anybody is going to treat it as, unless you make a big deal about it.”

	Todd shivered with anger. “You can’t do this to me! Go home and change!”

	Lindsay shook her head and snickered. “Forget it. I’m here and I’m going to enjoy the party.” With that, she sashayed past him and into the crowd. And sashayed was indeed the right word. She walked like a runway model, an expert in heels and seduction, and the most

	feminine creature in the room. Todd felt intense humiliation that she was doing this to his body. How was he going to explain this? She was making him look like a sissy!

	“All right,” he growled. “Two can play at that game.”

	Todd stomped after his former wife. He found her in the middle of a gaggle of giggling girls who were admiring her dress. Todd felt a wave of humiliation wash over him at seeing this.

	“Listen up, Todd,” said Todd to his ex-wife. Lindsay spun around. “What do you want?”

	“I’m giving you one last chance to take off that stupid dress.”

	Lindsay stepped right up into his face; though in this body, she looked down into the face of her shrunken ex-husband more than she stepped up into it. “Make me,” she said.

	Todd waved a finger at her. “All right. I will. You want to humiliate me, then I’m free to humiliate you too.”

	Lindsay furrowed her brow. “What are you planning?” “You’ll see,” said Todd.

	Todd walked over to the drinks table where several chairs sat. He pushed one of the chairs next to the table and then used it to climb up onto the table. Lindsay raced over to her ex-husband, jogging quite easily, though femininely in the heels.

	“What are you doing, Lindsay?” growled Lindsay through gritted teeth.

	“I’m making a point.” “Get down from there!”

	“Make me,” said Todd. Then he pulled off the vest that came with the genie costume, exposing his large, round breasts in the tiny bikini top, and started swinging it in the air. “Hey, everyone!”

	“Todd, get down from there! ” hissed Lindsay.

	“We should have a dance contest before the costume contest!” exclaimed Todd to the gathering crowd.

	Karen and Courtney came up behind Todd. “Lindsay, what are you doing?” asked Courtney nervously.

	“This is embarrassing,” said Karen.

	“Get down from there!” repeated Lindsay.

	Todd ignored them and began to gyrate his hips. He danced as best he could like he had seen strippers dance only without the pole. It was sexual. It was provocative. It was utterly humiliating to Lindsay. She was angry.

	The crowd was growing.

	“All right. You want to play that game?” asked Lindsay rhetorically.

	Lindsay hopped her rear up onto the table and then stood up as well. This forced Todd to stop dancing as she now stood next to him and there wasn’t enough room to keep dancing.

	“I have an announcement to make,” said Lindsay. “I feel really badly that I’ve forced Lindsay to do what she just did, but I lied to her and deeply upset her. The truth I kept from her until recently is that I love wearing women’s clothes. That’s why I’m dressed like this tonight and that’s why she’s acting strangely. I should have been more honest with all of you.”

	Todd’s jaw dropped. “How— what— you—!” he sputtered.

	“From now on, I’ll be wearing women’s clothes to work. I hope that doesn’t offend anyone,” added Lindsay.

	Todd nearly blacked out. Apparently, there was something more humiliating than seeing his body dressed as a woman for a costume party. Who knew? In any event, Todd knew deep down that he needed to calm this down before things got out of hand... that is, before they got more out of hand, but his anger was rising within him and it blinded him.

	“That’s ok,” blurted out Todd in Lindsay’s body. “I have an announcement too.” He dropped to the floor, almost falling in the heels but managing to stay upright, and tottered over to Lindsay’s friend Courtney; she looked shocked. “I’ve never told anyone this either—”

	“Don’t,” growled Lindsay from the table. Todd ignored her, though.

	“I’m a lesbian and I’m in love with Courtney!” said Todd. Then he grabbed the stunned Courtney, bent her over backwards and kissed her full on the lips. As he did, he felt himself become super wet.

	Lindsay jumped to the floor to strangle her ex-husband, who was conveniently trapped in a smaller, weaker body, only to have him knee her in the groin, which sent her to the floor.

	From there, the rest of the party became a bit of a blur for both. Someone produced a bucket of water, or perhaps punch, which got dumped on the two combatants. Their boss appeared. There was some yelling. There was more yelling. The words, “you’re both fired” were said. Both were then walked out of the party as everyone else stood by pointing and laughing. All in all, a memorable ending to an interesting party, though some of the specifics got lost in the moment.

	They rode home in silence together.

	 

	
Chapter Five: “The Aftermath”

	—o—

	Lindsay sat on the sofa. Her prom dress was ruined. It was stained with red punch. It had holes too from the scuffle. Todd sat across from her in a recliner. He still wore the stained genie costume, except for the vest, which he had lost in the ballroom. His still wore the heels too. Both felt pretty stupid.

	“We never could get along,” said Lindsay.

	“And now we’ve proven we can’t get along even in each other’s bodies,” added Todd.

	“What do we do now?”

	Todd shrugged his shoulders. “Maybe we beg old man Jones for our jobs back?”

	“Not me. I’m not going back there now that they think I’m a stripper, lesbian with a husband who wears panties and a crush on my best friend,” said Lindsay unhappily. Then she chuckled. “Of course, if this spell doesn’t reverse itself, then you’ll be the stripper lesbian, not me.”

	Her comment suddenly struck both of them that they may have only humiliated themselves. Even worse, it got both wondering when they would change back into themselves... or if they even would.

	“What do we do if we’re stuck like this forever?” asked Todd. Lindsay shuddered. “I don’t even want to think about it.”

	They stared at each other and shook their heads at the prospect. That was something neither wanted by any means.

	“I really wonder how this ever happened,” said Lindsay. “I don’t think we’ll ever know.”

	“Do you think we’ll change back overnight? That’s when it happened. Maybe we’ll change back tonight?”

	Todd nodded his head. “Hopefully.”

	“You know,” said Lindsay suddenly, “I have to admit that having a dick was pretty interesting. That thing was hard all the time.”

	“I know, I had one, remember?”

	Lindsay chuckled. “That’s right, I have your hand-me-down. Still, it was interesting. It was fun to play with too.”

	Todd raised an eyebrow. “You played with my dick?!”

	“It’s my dick now,” countered Lindsay. “And of course, I did.” “That’s not fair! I never got to play with yours!”

	“I don’t have a dick.” “You know what I mean.”

	Lindsay shrugged her shoulders. “Oh well.”

	Todd exhaled his frustration that his ex-wife made such a big deal about him not touching himself in her body, but then she went and played with his dick without permission and without telling him.

	“You know what? That’s not fair!” he said. “What isn’t?”

	“That you got to play with my dick and I didn’t get to play with you.”

	Lindsay laughed. She pulled up the hem of the ruined dress and fished Todd’s penis out of her panties. It was hard, as always. “You want to play with a dick, then here you go. Play away,” she said slyly.

	“That’s not what I meant. I meant I didn’t get to play with your pussy.” Lindsay chuckled. “Do you know what might be fun?”

	“What?”

	“Well, you have a pussy now. I have a dick. Neither of us has ever experienced sex as the opposite sex. How about we give it a try?”

	Todd put up his hands to object. “Hold it. Hold it. I’m not touching a dick. Do you know what my friends would say if they ever heard I’d had sex with someone else’s dick?”

	“Would that be the friends who think you’re a cross-dresser who gets beat up by his lesbian wife?” asked Lindsay jokingly. Her joke made its point, however, and Todd blushed. “Besides, this isn’t just any old dick, it’s your dick. Who can object to you playing with your own dick, even if somebody else is wielding it?”

	Todd thought about this for a moment. He really did want to play with his pussy and see how that felt. And she was right, it was his own dick, so it somehow didn’t seem that wrong to him. Besides, if she told anyone after they changed back, no one would ever believe her.

	“Where’s the harm?” he asked himself.

	Todd rose from the chair and walked over to his former wife. He held out his hand for her. She took it and rose from the couch. Then they tottered off together on their high heels to the bedroom. They would worry about changing back tomorrow. Tonight, they would have some fun.

	***

	As Todd and Lindsay left the living room, neither one noticed the small bottle of wine that Todd had placed in the recycle after Lindsay used it to make them cocktails the night before with dinner to celebrate the finalization of their divorce. Todd had bought it in that special shop downtown right after their court hearing. The brand name of the wine didn’t matter, but the label on the back might have interested them. It read as following:

	“Made with the rarest of grapes and conjured by the most powerful of covens, this wine is truly magical. It has the power to transfer you and another into each other’s bodies for one night only.

	But be warned: should either of you engage in intercourse with each other or another, this transference shall last exactly one year instead of one night.

	Best if used by Halloween.” Interesting, indeed.

	The End
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