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By Portia Hab

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Yeah, if you're so brave, you eat it!" the other Princesses teased me and then giggled.

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

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

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

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

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

"Oh, my God . . . Oh, my God . . . Oh, my God, Daddy! You're a girl!" Amanda shrieked.

"Eee! Eeee! Eeeeee!" added the Princess chorus.

"Not, just a girl!," Madison exclaimed.

"Eee! Eeeeee! Eeeeee!"

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

"Daddy! Look at yourself!" Amanda said.

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

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

Still holding my new breasts, I screamed, "What the . . . !!!!" Over and over and over.

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

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

"You're Snow White, Daddy!" Amanda said.

"Yeah, a really sexy Snow White," Madison chimed in.

"More like a slutty Snow White," Zoe countered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"OMG!" Zoe whispered. "Look. Look around us. Everyone is staring!"

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

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

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

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

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

I stopped a few feet from the car and smiled. "I promise that it won't happen again."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Yeah, bummer," Madison offered. "They wouldn't have believed him."

"But that didn't mean you had to flirt with him," my stubborn daughter persisted.

"Sweetie, you've got to give me a break here," I said. "I'm a man in a girl's body and . . . "

"A girl with really big boobs," Zoe interrupted.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"He's right, you know," Madison said, and Amanda reluctantly agreed.

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

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

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

"Okay, sweetie?" I asked.

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

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

"Yeah, you did," she giggled.

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

*     *     *     *     *

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

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

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

Amanda saw me staring at my nails and said, "You're wearing bright red lipstick too, Daddy."

I giggled and said, "TMI, Amanda!"

She laughed too.

"What else?" I asked. "How old am I?"

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

I smiled. "I know," I said. "Except that I've got really big boobs. How big are they anyway?"

Amanda blushed. "Oh, Daddy, I can't tell something like that."

We walked along in silence for a few more steps before she added, "But they are bigger than Amy's and Mom's. Both of them are 36C.

"Still, maybe they aren't as big as they look," she said, obviously trying to cheer me up.

"What do you mean?" I asked.

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

"Well, that's a relief," I said and we both giggled.

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

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

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

"Harold!" a woman's voice behind him said, as someone pulled him inside and closed the door.

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

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

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

Seeming to sense my embarrassment, Amanda said, "We know that's not your fault, Daddy."

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

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

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

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

"Wear my own daughter's clothes!" I exclaimed. "No way!"

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

She was correct of course.

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

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

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

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

"Yes, Mr. B., that's you," Zoe said.

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

"That's okay, sweetie," I replied. "But you're right. I had no idea."

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

"But now you're feeling it!" Madison giggled. "Just look at you!"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"42 inches," Amanda said.

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

"Wow!" Zoe said. "You could be a stripper."

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

"We need to get changed too, Daddy," Amanda said. "We'll be ready in 15 minutes."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"It's not just your boobs, Daddy. You're a really good-looking girl," she said.

I looked at her and smiled. "Thanks, sweetie," I said. "I'll be careful. I promise."

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

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

"I love you, Daddy," she said. "Please be careful."

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

"And I'm so sorry that I spoiled Halloween for you and your friends," I said.

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

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

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

*     *     *     *     *

"What bra size are you, hun?"

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

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

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

"You're not sure?" she asked.

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

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

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

Nobody has been where I am, I thought.

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

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

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

"No. What did you learn?" I asked.

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

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

"Okay, thank you," I called after her. "I'll remember that."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Okay, let's do this thing," I told myself, as I picked up my new bra.

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

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

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

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

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

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

So . . . off with my daughter's cotton underwear as well. I checked the tag in back. It said "5." Mystery solved.

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

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

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

*     *     *     *     *

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

*     *     *     *     *

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

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

I added sweetly, "But with a 'K' instead of a 'C' and an 'i' instead of a 'y.'

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

"You might say that I'm Halloween Kandi," I added with a giggle.

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

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

"Oh, I'm not married," he said.

"What about your girlfriend, then?" I persisted. "Doesn't she mind."

"Don't have one of those either," he said. "What about you?"

"I don't have a girlfriend either," I said with a bright smile. "But I do have a wife."

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

If only he knew. Hee. Hee.

"I haven't seen you around before," he added. "Are you new in town?"

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

Finally, a waitress showed up.

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

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

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

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

"You think there's a chance of that?" I whispered. "Police harassment, I mean."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Ah, hum!"

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

Nick blushed bright red and I smiled sweetly. "Uh, no, we're fine here, Nancy," he said.

"I'd say that you're better than fine, Nick," she replied. "Have a good time, you two."

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

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

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

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

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

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

In hindsight, I guess I should have wondered why the seat was up in the women’s bathroom, but perhaps my mind was a bit distracted. Tee. Hee.

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

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

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

"Whooo is it?" I asked sweetly.

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

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

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

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

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

"I don't know, Miss," he said. "I'm going to have to frisk you to find out."

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

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

I laughed and said, "Guys are so clueless sometimes."

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

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

"Now do I use the cuffs?" Nick grinned.

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

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

"No!" I said sharply. "I want to watch too!"

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

"That's right, baby," I said. "Halloween Kandi wants her treat doggy style."

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

"This just keeps getting better and better," Nick said excitedly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I grinned broadly and stood up. "That's me!" I exclaimed. "A little bitch and the sluttiest Snow White you've ever seen.

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

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

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

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

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

"Careful, tiger," I said. "Remember what happened before."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

*     *     *     *     *

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

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

"How about the next time you're in town?" he asked. "Can I see you again?"

I smiled. "Sure," I said. "The next time I'm in town, we'll get together."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"How do I look?" I asked.

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

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

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

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

Then I lowered by head and went to work.

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

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

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

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

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

"See, Mrs. B.? We told you," Zoe said.

"Yeah," Madison added. "That's really him, Mrs. Bannister. We saw it happen."

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

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

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

"38Ds," Zoe said, and all three girls giggled.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"So we don't even know if this is reversible," Kelsey said. "We're just hoping."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I nodded my head. "Totally," I said.

"You can wear some of Amy's PJ's and sleep in her bed," she explained.

"Or he can sleep with us," Amanda quickly added.

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

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

"I'll just go put on some of Amy's PJ's and sleep on the sofa in the family room."

*     *     *     *     *

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

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

But all this soon would be over--- I hoped.

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

"Oh, no!" the slightly pudgy middle-aged woman with bright blue eyes said. "I was afraid this might happen.”

"What do you mean?" I asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Sarah got confused and accidentally handed out part of our stash. That's never happened before and it will never happen again, thank goodness, because our supplier has gone out of business.”

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

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

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

"A Mr. Goodbar?" my wife asked incredulously.

Linda laughed. "No. It's something else. Look at the name a little more carefully."

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

"No, I'm not," Linda said. "We sold these fun-size Mr. Goodball and Booby Ruth candy bars that transform people into someone else. Your husband ate a Booby Ruth bar."

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

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

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

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

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

"A black, lacey bra?" I interrupted.

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

"A slutty Snow White?" I interrupted again.

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

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

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

You have no idea, I thought.

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

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

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

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

She handed Kelsey a Mr. Goodball bar. "And if you find that you want to try it again sometime, here are two more of each. That’s the last of our supply and I’m happy to give them to you to prevent any more accidents,” Linda said with a wink.

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

"Oh, no," Linda said. "Any two people will do."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I readjusted the seatbelt over my breasts.

"So why are we stopping here?" I asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Kelsey," I said as she parked. "There's something you need to know."

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

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

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

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

"Is he the one you made love to last night?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"What now?" I asked.

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

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

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

*     *     *     *     *

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

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

Back in our bedroom, Kelsey still wouldn’t tell me what her plan was for after we had sex the first time. "You'll just have to wait and see," she continued to reply when I asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Yeah, like that analogy hadn't freaked me out even before she said it.

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

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

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

"No, sweetie, I'm not," she replied. "Now let's get you dolled up and dressed."

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

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

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

Next came the corset, stockings, and thong. "It's riding up my butt," I whined.

"Don't worry about it," Kelsey laughed. "You won't have it on long."

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

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

"Dirk?" I asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Hi, yourself," he grinned.

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

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

I giggled.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Just this," he said.

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

"Yes! Yes! Yes!," I screamed. "Oh, God, yes!"

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

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

"Oh, God, yes," he gasped, borrowing my words. "So this what it's like for a guy. It's so concentrated, so intense, so . . . explosive.

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

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

"Because of what's going to happen in less than 10 minutes," he said.

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

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

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

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

"I want you to go into the bathroom and eat one of these extra Booby Ruth bars," he said. "Then I want you put on that white, babydoll nightie and come back to bed. I'll be waiting for you."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Now?" I asked eagerly. "Now?"

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

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

"Oh, my God, that was go good," I gasped.

"Yes," he panted. "You're one Hell of a sexy little bitch, you know that?"

"And you're one Hell of a stud, Dirk," I replied.

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

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

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

"Then come back here. By that time, I should be Kelsey again. I'll tell you then."

"But . . . " I started to protest.

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

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

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

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

"Oh, don't you look cute!" she exclaimed. "Twirl for me, sweetie."

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

"Perfect," she said.

"Perfect for what?" I asked.

"Come sit by me, sweetie, and I'll tell you what," Kelsey said.

As I did so, she took my hand.

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

I nodded, wondering where this was going.

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

Again I nodded.

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

"We're mother and daughter," I said before she could.

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

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

"You feel maternal toward me when I'm Kandi. And I feel . . . well, whatever a daughter feels toward her mother."

She put her arm around me and squeezed.

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

"What do you mean?" I asked.

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

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

"Mother, how could you!" I said in mock indignation. Then I hugged her and quickly added. “I’m just kidding. But I don’t understand.”

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

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

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

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

"That's not going to happen," she said, and held up one Booby Ruth bar and one Mr. Goodball bar. "One of us has to have sex with another person to even things out so that will be you with Nick. But we still will have these two candy bars left, so we might as well make of the best of them. I’m going to flush the extra Goodball bar just to be safe.

"After you have sex with Nick, eat the Booby Ruth bar, spend some time with him if you'd like, but . . . "

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

"And when I get home . . . "

Now it was Kelsey's turn to finish for me. "Dirk will be waiting for you to resume your honeymoon,” she said.

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

She smiled and patted my hand. “Exactly,” she replied. “But knowing Nick, I suspect that he will want you to model one of Amy’s bikinis and maybe put on her old cheerleader uniform before you two get down to doing the dirty deed. You won’t mind that will you?”

“Oh, no, Mother, I won’t mind that,” I said as I smiled and hugged her. “I won’t mind that at all.”
 

#     #     #     #     #
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