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  By Portia Hab


  “So, how do you like this Little Red Riding Hood costume?” my girlfriend Sarah asked, as she twirled in front of me.


  “I gotta admit, I’d like to see you in something a little …”


  “Sexier,” she interrupted, smiling broadly and putting her hands on her hips. “Yeah, I understand that. I would have liked that too. But I went with this more conservative one for you.”


  The costume featured a below-the-knee red skirt, with white lace trim and matching apron, as well as white socks and black Mary Janes. It also included a white, long-sleeve blouse, and a black vest-like bodice laced closed with red ribbon. And, of course, it was topped off with a bright red cape, secured by a red bow at the neck.


  But no leg, no cleavage, and no sex appeal … Well, maybe a little. But not the “Come here, you sexy wench” kind that I had envisioned earlier that day, when she suggested we go to a neighbor’s Halloween party tonight as Little Red Riding Hood and the Big, Bad Wolf. 


  “How do you figure?” I asked the petite redhead who often was mistaken for someone much younger than her 35 years.


  “Welllllll,” she said, dragging out the word as she reached into the small basket hanging from her wrist. “I went with this one because I thought that you’d be more comfortable wearing it than something sexy and skimpy, especially in front of our friends.”


  Huh?


  During the year or so that we’d been dating, I’d discovered Sarah to be … well, let’s be kind and can call it “kinky,” when it comes sex. Oh, no, nothing degrading or humiliating, no leather and chains and “safe words.” Her kink tended more toward exhibitionism. It wasn’t that she wanted someone to see us in the act. It was that she was turned on by the idea that someone might see us. So, at her insistence, we’d done it in the front seat of a car at the drive-in (Yes, we still had one of those nearby.), under a blanket at the beach, in the bathroom at a friend’s house, and most recently on my desk at the school where I taught high school biology.


  God help me, this crazy lady actually had talked me into jeopardizing my job and teaching career for sex. But, in hindsight, you know what? It was worth it. She came in after hours in a school girl costume that was sexy. As I closed and locked the door, we engaged in a little pretend conversation about her needing individual after-school attention. Then I bent her over the desk and …


  Yes, it was worth it!


  But cross-dressing for Halloween? Oh, no! And how the Hell did she expect me to fit my 6-1, 180-pound frame into her tiny Halloween costume? This was a bridge too far.


  I was polite about it, though. I loved this woman, and she loved me. And did I mention the sex was great? I didn’t want to jeopardize that.


  “Uh, Sarah, you don’t expect me to wear your costume, do you?” I asked. “I don’t think it will fit.”


  “Of course, it won’t fit your body,” she said, as she pressed her firm, curvy body against mine and smiled up at me.


  “But you’re not going to be in your body. You’re going to be in mine, and I’m going to be in yours. Isn’t that just the hottest thing ever?”


  Then, before I could respond to this insanity, she giggled, pressed her free hand between my legs, and gently squeezed.


  “What’s yours is going to be mine tonight and what’s mine is going to be yours!” she gushed, her eyes twinkling with merriment. “You will be me at the party and I will be you and we will be the only ones who know.


  “And who knows, maybe we even can do it in the bathroom again, only this time you’ll be the one bent over!”


  “Sarah, enough!” I finally had to say, as I gently pushed her away.


  “Look, honey, I understand you like excitement with our sex, and, heck, you’ve even kind of made me an addict as well. But let’s be real here. We can’t change bodies to do it.”


  “But would you, if we could?” she quickly responded. “Would you do it for me?”


  I laughed, knowing such things were impossible, either by science or magic. What disturbed me a little was she seemed to think it was. But, as I said, I loved her and so I decided to humor her.


  “Well, sure, I guess,” I said looking down into her beautiful blue eyes. “I’d do it for you.”


  “Great!” she squealed, handing me one of the two silver rings she had pulled from the basket. “Put on this ring.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  And that’s how I came to be Little Red Riding Hood for Halloween.


  As I stood there in disbelief, looking at myself grinning at me, Sarah in my body told me that we couldn’t change back until 24 hours passed. Then we’d simply put the rings back on and swap again.


  “But why didn’t you tell me that before you did this?” I whined in my new Sarah voice, as I pulled long, red hair in front of my face and stared at it in disbelief.


  “Would that have made any difference? You didn’t believe we could do it, you know,” the new Dylan said, watching me in amusement as I ran feminine hands over my breasts, down my stomach, and along my hips.


  “God, this feels so weird,” I said, hearing her question but still too pre-occupied with how bizarre it felt to be in her skin. “How the Hell is this possible’?”


  I pulled up the skirt and started wide-eyed at Sarah’s shapely, bare legs. Only now they were my shapely, bare legs.


  “Uh, no, I guess it wouldn’t have made any difference,” I finally said, as I lifted up one tiny foot to gawk at girly shoe.


  “Aren’t you glad that isn’t a skimpy, sexy costume?” the new Dylan giggled in my baritone voice.


  “And to answer your question, it’s possible because those are magic rings. My cousin, Marie, who sent them to me from New Orleans, said that locally they’re called ‘chaos rings,’ for, well, obvious reasons. You can’t swap back into your own body for 24 hours, but you can swap into anyone else who puts on one of the rings while you are wearing the other.”


  Then Sarah in my body repeated the plan. We would pretend to be each other at the party tonight.


  “No,” she corrected herself. “We will be each other at the party tonight. In fact, we will be each other starting now and for the next 24 hours, okay? After that, it’s up to you. We can switch back if you want to or we can stay this way for the rest of the weekend.


  “Personally, I think it would be soooo hot if we pretended to be each other until Sunday or maybe even Monday, when it’s time to go to work. So you’re going to have to bring it up because I’m not and …”


  Suddenly my head started spinning and I feared I would pass out. This woman, this woman I loved and who was now in my body, was nuts! Beautiful, sexy, and nuts. With “nuts” being the operative word right now.


  “Okay!” I screamed in my new feminine voice. “I get it, okay? I get it. I’ll do it. We’ll do it. I will be you and you will be me!”


  Sarah in my body chuckled. She also was an unstoppable force.


  “Wow! Where did that come from?” she said, seeming to be genuinely surprised that I did not share her enthusiasm. “You must be having your period.”


  I wanted to kill her … I really wanted to kill her, but she was oblivious. And now she was too big for me to strangle her!


   “So … you’re Sarah and I’m Dylan, okay? And, tonight, when we’re back here all alone in your bedroom and you’ve slipped into something sexy …”


  The masculine-appearing man then squealed in a most unmasculine way, and added, “Oh, Sarah, this is just so damn hot I can’t stand it! I want to take you right now, right here on the living room sofa!”


  Thank God, the doorbell rang.


  “Oh, that will be Michelle who is taking Holly and her friends trick-or-treating tonight,” my boyfriend said, as he put his ring down on a small, hallway table. “And since Holly is now your daughter and this is now your house, you should answer the door.


  “I need to drain the lizard and maybe do a little exploration, This thing between my legs is demanding some attention,” he continued, heading for the downstairs bathroom.


  “Drain the lizard?” I asked incredulously. “Where on Earth did you learn to talk that way?”


  Dylan laughed and said, “Television, of course. Now, please let Michelle in and you two have a little girl talk. I might be awhile.”


  *     *     *      *     *


  Michelle, a high school senior, had been Holly’s babysitter for three years. When she was a sophomore, she also had been a student of mine, and, some of her friends had confided to me that she had a giant crush on me. Sarah had said much the same thing about the beautiful blonde waiting for me to answer the door, while she was in the bathroom doing God knows what with my body.


  Well … it wasn’t a complete mystery. I could see the bulging erection in her jeans shortly after we swapped. I knew what it felt like and understood the desire to … Suddenly, I realized I was biting my lip.


  Oh … my … gawd! I had been in this body only a few moments, but I knew arousal when I felt it. Was it because I could empathize with Sarah’s penis problem or was it because I was now a woman and wanted to … maybe … help her with that problem?


  Saved by the bell, which rang a second or maybe it was a third time.


  I squeezed my eyes shut, gathered my strength, took a deep breath, and opened the door.


  “Hi, Ms Barnes!” Michelle said with a bright smile. “Oh, don’t you look cute in that costume!”


  Huh? Ms Barnes? Costume? Oh, yeah. I wasn’t her former teacher and the man she had a crush on anymore. I was a divorced mother in a Little Red Riding Hood costume.


  “Uh, oh, thank you, Michelle,” I stumbled as I forced a smile and stepped aside for her to come in. “You look pretty cute yourself.”


  And, boy, did she! I thought that Minnie Mouse costumes were only for little girls. I was wrong.


  Michelle wore a tiny red dress with white polka dots and puffy short sleeves. Black lace trimmed the hem of the flirty skirt, and a tightly cinched bustier gave her even more cleavage– as if the girl needed any more. On her long, long legs, she wore black above-the-knee stockings, accented with red bows. Black heels with ankle straps on her feet and mouse ears adorned with a red bow atop her shoulder-length blonde hair finished off the look.


  I swear that I felt an erection, even though I now had the same plumbing as Michelle. And I involuntarily wiped my mouth with the back of my hand because of fear I was drooling.


  “Are Holly and her friends ready to go?” Michelle asked, as she closed the door behind her and looked around. “And where’s Dylan … er, Mr. Murphy, I mean. I guess he’s going to be the Big, Bad, Wolf, huh?”


  “Yes, I’m sure the girls are ready to go. I’ll call them,” I said, as I turned toward the steps.


  But I never got the chance. Suddenly I was looking at me– I mean Sarah …


  OMG, did that mean I was Dylan again? Thank goodness!


  Only that wasn’t what it meant.


  Her blue eyes wide and wild, Sarah turned and said, “OMG, Ms Barnes! What happened?


  Seeing a silver sparkle on her left hand, I knew what had happened. Michelle put on the “chaos ring” that Sarah in my body left on the table. And paired with the one I still wore, they had worked their bizarre magic. While they wouldn’t allow Sarah and me to switch back to our original bodies for 24 hours, they did allow …


  Oh … my … gawd! I was the babysitter. I was Michelle and she was Sarah!


  Fighting back panic, I reached for her– and nearly fell into her arms as I tripped in the high heels that she had been wearing just seconds ago. The bustier that pushed up my new boobs seemed to squeeze the breath out of me.


  “We switched bodies because of the rings,” I whispered in my new girly voice, as I pulled up her hand with mine and showed them to her. Come into the living room and I’ll try to explain. We don’t have much time.”


  And just what was I going to explain? That I was the man she had a crush on? That I had switched bodies with my girlfriend for some kinky Halloween fun and now I was in her body?


  No, I couldn’t do that. It would be too humiliating. And then we’d have to tell Sarah who, thankfully, still was in the bathroom, giving me a little more time to attempt damage control.


  But what was the alternative? I’d have to pretend I was Sarah. That was my only option. I’d explain about my cousin giving me the rings and that I didn’t believe her about the magic until they had switched our bodies.


  So that’s what I did.


  “Marie said that we can’t switch back right away,” I told Michelle, as we sat together on the sofa and I took the ring from her. “I’m so sorry this happened. But I think that it’s best all the way around if we pretend to be each other until then. You’re Sarah, and I’m Michelle. Okay?”


  Oh, crap, I suddenly realized. Where’s the logic in that? Why should we have to pretend to be each other? From Michelle’s point of view, that wouldn’t make any sense. Why not just let everyone know and live with it?


  Then Michelle in Sarah’s body squealed and I realized that I might just have made a slight miscalculation.


  “Oh, you mean I can pretend to be Dylan’s – er, Mr. Murphy’s– girlfriend for the whole weekend,” she said. “I can go to the Halloween party with him and you’ll be the babysitter? That would be totes awesome!”


  Not knowing what else to say and not knowing where the Hell this was going to go and how we’d ever get this straightened out, I replied, “Uh, yeah. That’s what I mean. Just remember, though, we don’t tell anyone. You’re Sarah now and I’m Michelle. She– I mean, he … er, Dylan– wouldn’t like this, even though it was an accident. He wouldn’t want to go to the party with you.”


  “Oh, don’t worry, Ms Barnes– I mean Michelle. I understand,” she giggled. “Where is my boyfriend anyway?”


  And suddenly, there he was, only now Sarah in my body was wearing a wolf mask and hairy hands.


  “Hi Michelle,” he said. “Well, Sarah, ready to go?”


  “You betcha!” the new Sarah gushed, as she jumped up and locked her arms around Dylan’s neck, lifting up one foot as she did so. “Only there’s something I want to do first!”


  Then she pulled off the wolf mask and gave him a fierce kiss.


  “Well, all right then!” said Sarah, smiling broadly in my body.


  She logically thought that I had just kissed her, that I was now as excited about this sex-swap game as she was. Of course, the reality was something much different– and more complicated.


  Michelle, pretending to be Sarah, had just kissed Sarah, pretending to be me, and who thought that I was pretending to be her. Meanwhile, I was now Michelle, the babysitter. In other words, two women had just kissed, each thinking that the other was someone else. And, sitting here as a voluptuous Minnie Mouse and the only one who knew the truth, I was feeling oddly flushed and aroused.


  *     *     *     *    *


  Halloween in central Florida typically is mild and this night was no exception. Still, as we stepped out on the front porch, I wished that Michelle had worn a jacket with this costume. My bare back made me feel almost naked and my legs felt bare as well, even though they were sheathed in silky nylon. Plus, there was the eerie, airy feeling on my newly female crotch under the puffy skirt. I never had felt so vulnerable in my 38 years as a man.


  “You look really pretty, Michelle,” Holly said as we headed down the walkway to the sidewalk in the early evening darkness. The 9-year-old put one hand in mine as she carried a plastic jack-o’-lantern in the other.


  “Thanks, pumpkin,” I said. “You look really cute too.”


  And she did. She had a lacey bow in her hair, lots of bracelets on her wrists, and flats on her feet. Black leggings and a mini-dress with a black top and flirty pink skirt completed the look. Her friends, Rachel, Tyler, and Diane, looked equally adorable as a princess, mermaid, and Wonder Woman.


  “I told Mommy that I wanted to look like an ‘80s girl because you said  that you had a costume like that and you were going to wear it tomorrow night,” Holly said.


  Oh, crap, being a Lolita Minnie Mouse wasn’t bad enough? With any luck, maybe we’d get this craziness sorted about before tomorrow night. But, for the moment, I didn’t even want to contemplate how that could happen without monumental embarrassment on my part.


  “Oh, that’s sweet!” I said. And quickly I added, “You girls lead the way.”    


  All around us, lots of other trick-or-treaters were starting out as well, while porch lights blinked on up and down the street.


  The deepening night made he feel a little less exposed, a little less vulnerable. But still, this was beyond weird. My body was alien. The clothing was alien.


  As the erotic costume caressed my alien body, though, I grudgingly conceded what I had tried to ignore. As they used to say in the old days, I was “hot to trot.” Swishing alongside Holly, I felt my first girl orgasm building. I couldn’t deny it anymore, especially when I visualized Sarah kissing Dylan.


  Only it hadn’t been Sarah kissing Dylan. Hee. Hee. It had been Michelle kissing Sarah. And I was the only one who knew the truth.  As I sat there on the sofa and watched, I had fought the urge to scratch the itch between my legs. I had wiggled my plump butt, crossed my legs, and squeezed them together, both perplexed by the absence of my own appendage between them and– I’m ashamed to admit– hungry for the presence of someone else’s.


  Dylan’s maybe? Oh, no, no, no! That was too crazy to even contemplate. What was up with this girl’s hormones!?!


  I was Dylan. Only my 18-year-old female body begged to differ. 


   So now, I really did feel that orgasm building. My male mind, conditioned by a male libido and fueled by female hormones, insisted on it.


  But my adult intellect argued that I could not let it happen. If it did, would my eyes roll back in my head? Would my knees buckle, as I collapsed on the ground? Would I moan and yell “Oh, God! Oh, God! Oh, God!”


  Oh, God!


  As the girls and I walked up to the third or maybe fourth house, I vowed to fight the rising tide of carnal need and focus on caring for the girls and getting them home safely.


  That’s when I began to notice how men who came to their doors looked at me. As their wives dropped treats into the girls’ jack-o-lanterns, they gazed with the same lust that I knew that I would feel if I were a man in the presence of a blonde, teen wet dream. Their eyes started with my face, but quickly descended to the black bustier and the cleavage pushing out of it.


  Finally tired of my face flushing with embarrassment, I started staying out on the sidewalk and well away from bright porch lights, as Holly and her friends knocked on doors and collected candy. The girls were so caught up in the fun and camaraderie that they didn’t even notice.


  But someone passing on the street did notice.


  “Hey, Michelle!” said a male voice from inside a red Mustang convertible that stopped behind me. “Are you having fun?”


  For a split-second, what just happened didn’t compute. My name was Dylan so he wasn’t talking to me.


  Then I realized that he was. I might be Dylan on the inside, but on the outside I was Michelle. And not just regular ol’ Michelle either. But Michelle in a sexy Minnie Mouse costume. A chill ran down my spine and any thought of an impending female orgasm quickly evaporated.


  I couldn’t move. I hunched my shoulders and willed myself to disappear. It didn’t work.


  “Hey, Michelle!” the voice called again. “What’s going on? You look mega-hot in that costume, babe.”


  Just then Holly saved me, or, at least lessened my terror.


  “Hi, Randy!” she squealed as she ran up and stood next to me. As her friends hurried to catch up, she turned and said, “That’s Randy. He’s Michelle’s boyfriend!”


  Oh, gawd. Yeah, maybe he was Michelle’s boyfriend. But he was not mine. Not now. Not ever.


  But at least I knew who I was dealing with. Slowly I turned and forced a smile on my face. I couldn’t see “my boyfriend” in the darkened interior of the car. That meant our eyes didn’t meet. A small comfort.


  “Hi, Randy,” I said, taking Holly’s hand in hope that would give me a little strength. “I’m babysitting Holly tonight and taking her and her friends trick-or-treating.”


  Holly pulled her hand free and skipped to the car door.“You should stop by later, Randy!” she exclaimed. “We won’t bother you. We’ll be back in my bedroom watching movies and eating candy. And my Mommy and Dylan won’t be home until late.”


  The girls giggled.


  Oh, gawd.


  “Thanks, short stuff. Maybe I will,” he said as he put the car in gear and drove away.


  Oh, gawd. That was just what I wanted, a horny boy to come acourtin’ while I was babysitting my girlfriend’s daughter!


  *     *     *     *     *


  True to her word, Holly took her friends and their treats into her bedroom to watch movies. “Thanks, Michelle!” they squealed in unison as they departed.


  “You’re welcome,” I shouted back in a voice that still made me feel as if I were lip synching what someone else was saying. I not only looked like a slutty Minnie Mouse, I sounded like one as well.


  I headed into Sarah’s bedroom. Fortunately, Michelle had brought a change of clothes with her, so I could get comfortable and relax a little, if that was possible in this sensuous female body housing a horny male mind.


  I intended to avoid looking in the full length mirror. I promised myself that I wouldn’t. But I lied.  I just couldn’t resist. And there I was, my breasts plumped above a tight, satin bodice and my long, shapely legs stretching forever under the tiny skirt.


  I swear that I instantly felt an erection. Of course, it was a phantom one. Still, through some bizarre connection between male brain and female body, that stimulation was enough for me to feel an electric tingling again from my breasts to my crotch and wetness in my panties.


  My panties!


  I wondered what color they were. I watched myself blush.


  Okay, enough of that. I turned away from the mirror, kicked off the heels, and pulled clothes out of Michelle’s bag. Oh, gawd. A pink hoodie. At least the pants were gray. But they were yoga pants, skin tight yoga pants. Still, they were better than what I was wearing, at least in terms of comfort.


  First, I took off those damn ears and that bow in my hair.


  Then I unzipped the dress, amazed at how flexible this body was. The dress fell to the floor and I stepped out of it. Okay, I would not look at myself half-naked in the mirror. Well … maybe just a peek. I stared over my shoulder at an oh-so-squeezable bottom clad in black panties– big surprise!– and the arousal kicked up another notch.


  No way was I going to take off the black bra. I slipped on the hoodie and then sat down on the bed to take off the stockings . And I was facing the mirror. The hoodie was just short enough that I could see my belly button and my panties. A stray strand of blonde hair fell across my forehead. If I were a man, that would have been the explosive moment. Instead, I took a deep breath, slid the stockings down my smooth legs, and squeezed into the yoga pants.


  Oh, gawd! What was that? What was it called? Oh, yeah “camel toe.” I couldn’t believe it. I had one of those!


  Then I put on black slip-on shoes with bows over the toes, the same kind that I had seen both Sarah and Holly wearing. I think they called them “ballet flats.”


  Bra, panties, camel toe, ballet flats. And just a couple of hours ago, I’d been a normal guy stopping by to see his girlfriend, wearing boxer shorts, a polo shirt, and blue jeans.


  Finally, I managed to gather up my long-blonde hair and tie it up in some kind of messy ponytail. I certainly hadn’t intended it, but when I looked in the mirror, even that looked sexy.


  Back in the living room, I turned off the overhead light, turned on a small lamp on an end table next to the sofa, and switched on the TV. Nothing to do now but wait. As the babysitter, that was my job, while the real Michelle, in my girlfriend’s body, was on a date with my girlfriend in my body. As I surfed the channels, I suddenly realized that I was sitting with my legs tucked up under me, a classic female pose that I had seen so many times throughout my life.


  That should have disturbed me, I guess. More and more this body was taking over without me even recognizing it.


  But released from the constant sensual pleasure of the dress and the stockings, at least now I could relax a little, as long as I didn’t catch a glimpse of my camel toe.


  Wrong!


  The doorbell rang. Oh … my … God! I had forgotten. Randy!


  “I’ll get it!,” Holly yelled as she streaked into the living room, followed closely by Rachel, Tyler, and Diane.


  And yes, it was Randy. Michelle’s boyfriend. My boyfriend.


  “Hi, Randy,” the girls screamed.


  “Hi, yourself,” he said. “Where’s Michelle?”


  Holly pointed. “She’s over there hiding on the sofa,” she whispered. “I think that she wants to jump up and scare you.”


  Holly was right. I did duck down when the doorbell rang. But it wasn’t because I intended to jump up and scare anyone. I was trying to make myself invisible, especially to horny teen boys– even though, for most of the evening, I had been an extremely horny teen girl. Yeah, I realize the contradiction. I’m an 38-year-old man imprisoned in an 18-year-old woman’s body. Cut me some slack!


  Oh, God! I suddenly thought. I hope I’m not getting my period!
Maybe that’s why I’m so emotional. Maybe that’s why I’m such a basket case.


  But I didn’t have time to dwell on the possibility. My boyfriend had arrived.


  “Bye, Randy!” the girls screamed as they ran back to Holly’s bedroom.


  I could hear Randy’s heavy steps on the hardwood floor as he walked toward the sofa. What was I going to do? What? What!


  For lack of a better plan, I stood up, and got my first good look at my boyfriend.


  He’s gorgeous! OMG, did I just think that? I can’t think that. My brain is still male, isn’t it?


  Yeah, I told myself, but it’s been severely compromised by a female body.


  I suspected that I was about 5-6. Randy was at least six inches taller, maybe more. He had brown eyes and neatly trimmed hair the same color. And look at those muscles! I’ll bet he played football.


  Duh. Of course he did. I taught at the school where he played. Or I used to. Now I was the babysitter and his girlfriend.


  “Hi, Randy,” I said and  felt my legs weakening as I looked into those eyes. Still, I tried to resist. “Uh, Sarah, I mean Ms Barnes will be home soon. I’m not sure that she would like it if you were here.”


  He grinned. “She’s never minded before.”


  Oh, great.


  Before I could respond to that, he pulled me close and kissed me, and my legs didn’t just weaken, they dissolved. It wasn’t a tongue kiss. It wasn’t a brotherly kiss. It was a sweet kiss. A boyfriend-girlfriend kiss. A virgin kiss. I hated it. And I liked it. I smiled at him and he smiled back.


  Then he pulled me down beside him on the sofa and held my hand.


   “I really liked that costume that you had on tonight. Who knew Minnie Mouse could be so sexy looking,” he said. “Too bad you don’t have it on now.”


  I pulled my hand back and picked up the remote. “Uh, yeah, too bad,” I said. “Want to watch some TV?”


  Randy put his feet up on the coffee table and his arm around my shoulders. “Sure, babe, why not?”


  But we didn’t watch TV. Randy kissed me again … and again … and again, and this time with tongue.


  I should have resisted. I should have told him to go home. I should have run for the bathroom, pretending it was “that time of month.” My male mind screamed for me to do all of that.


  But my Michelle body said, “Don’t you dare!”


  Randy pulled up my hoodie and gently moved his finger along the contours of my bra.


  Oh, gawd … that felt soooo good!


  As a guy, touching a woman’s breasts definitely ranked in my top 10 of things I liked to do. But being a woman and having my breasts touched by a guy, a guy like Randy …


  Oh, gawd! I’ve died and gone to Heaven.


  And then he reached across and turned off the lamp.


  *     *     *     *


  Suddenly I was blinded. Someone had turned on the overhead light!


  “You kids having fun?” Sarah in my body said. The tone of his voice suggested that he wasn’t at all surprised.


  “Don’t you worry,” he continued, as I fought my way out of a hormone-induced, half-dazed state. “We won’t look. I’ve got to go to the bathroom, and Sarah is just going to go check on Holly and her friends and then she will be back.”


  Uh … oh …  Michelle, pretending to be Sarah, had just seen me giving a hand job to her boyfriend, not to mention that she believed I was the real Sarah in her body. So … did that mean she thought I was rustling on her range, one girl stealing another girl’s man? And was a cat fight, with me as one of the participants, imminent?


  Why the Hell not? Just about every other indignity had been heaped upon me tonight.


   As Sarah did what Dylan suggested, I avoided making eye contact with her.


  Now I knew what Michelle’s breasts– my breasts!– looked because my bra was on the arm of the sofa. They were substantial. With my clean hand, I pulled the hoodie down over them and onto my bare tummy. Then I grabbed tissues from the box on the end table. I handed some to Randy and then cleaned my other hand with the remainder.


  OMG, my male mind screamed. You just cleaned another man’s semen off your hand!


  My Michelle body replied, Only you’re not a man now. You’re a teenage girl.


  Randy wiped himself and then zipped up his pants. I still had on the yoga pants, thank God! But there was a wet stain in a very embarrassing place. Yeah, that camel toe again.


   Nothing I could do about that now, though. I wondered how close I had come to getting my first girl orgasm. I’d never know.


  I laughed as I realized that it likely would not have been the real Michelle’s first and visualized Randy’s reaction if he knew who was pleasuring him on this Halloween night.


  “What’s funny, babe?” he asked. “We were just getting to the good part.”


  “Oh, nothing,” I replied. “I was just thinking the same thing. Their timing was really bad. Wasn’t it?”


  Still, despite the sudden interruption, I felt good. Unfulfilled, but good.


  OMG, did I just think that? Unfulfilled? That’s such a girly thing to say!


  But I did feel good. Those who saw me probably would say that I was glowing. But why wasn’t I more upset? And embarrassed? I was a 38-year-old man in a girl’s body giving a hand job to a boy on the sofa and we had been caught. And not just by anyone either. By my girlfriend in my body and the real girl, who was pretending to be Sarah.


  Still, as Michelle, I wanted more.


  But fulfillment wasn’t going to happen tonight– at least not here with Randy. But maybe later in the real Michelle’s bed. God, I hoped she had a vibrator or some other kind of sex toy. Experiencing how super-charged this girl’s libido was, I had to believe she did.


  Meanwhile, I had no doubt that Sarah, pretending to be me, was once again jerking off in the bathroom. I hoped that she didn’t pull off my penis before I finally got my body back.


  Grabbing Randy’s hand, I got up weakly and said, “Come on,” I said. “Time for you to go.”


  “Okay,” he said, and allowed me to pull him up. “Can I have a goodnight kiss?”


  I smiled and stood up on tiptoes to lightly kiss him. But he had something else in mind. Somehow, someway, his tongue suddenly was inside my mouth again and we were exchanging saliva. His hand went up under my hoodie and squeezed my breasts. My eyes rolled back in my head and …


  “Ah, hum.”


  Michelle, pretending to be Sarah, was back.


   “I hope that you kids had fun,” she said.


  Despite her smile, she didn’t look happy. OMG, I was right! This girl was jealous that I had been making out with her boyfriend.


  “But it’s time for you to go now, Randy,” she said. “Michelle and I need a little time to have some girl talk before she goes home.”


  Randy nodded. “Sure, Ms Barnes. See you later, Michelle.”


  As the three of us stepped out on the dark front porch, Sarah closed the door behind us. She waited until Randy was getting into his car before she spoke.


   “I see that you met my boyfriend.


  “Actually, I see that you did a little more than meet him,” she added, holding up the bra that Randy had taken off me.


  I felt my face flush. I wasn’t a male adult. I wasn’t Dylan. I was a babysitter caught making out with her boyfriend– or rather another girl’s boyfriend.


  “Uh, yeah,” I said, my head down and my tiny hands in front of the wet spot on my pants. “He saw us while we were trick-or-treating and Holly invited him to stop by.”


  Sarah laughed. “Oh, she did, did she?”


  My face turned even more crimson. “Well, she did,” I said, sounding just like a petulant teen. “And then she let him in when he came and I didn’t know what to do and … oh, I’m so embarrassed, Sarah. I wasn’t trying to steal your boyfriend, honest. Things just … happened.”


  Suddenly Sarah’s face broke into a genuine smile. Oh, thank God. Maybe we weren’t going to have a cat fight after all.


  “I understand how things like that can happen,” she said. “I just remembered that big kiss I gave your boyfriend earlier. Then there was, er … some other stuff that we did on our date tonight.


  “And I’m sure you know that I’ve been, like, crushing on Dylan for forever,” she continued. “Things like what you were doing with Randy just happen. And since I’m in your body and you’re in mine and we each have boyfriends, it’s only, like, natural that we want to do that kind of stuff with each other’s boyfriends.”


  Weirdorama! Somehow, someway, we not only had switched bodies, but she actually was acting like the adult in this conversation.


   She pulled me close and gave me a comforting hug. “So, don’t worry about it, Michelle,” she said, emphasizing the name. “What you did was normal for the body that you’re in. And what I’m going to do later with Dylan will be too.”


  Oh, crap, just talking about sex with a guy was making my nipples hard. I felt them pressing against my hoodie.


  As if she could read my mind, Sarah handed me my bra, which I couldn’t help but notice was a 36C. Yikes! I was right. They were substantial.


  “You better put this on before you go home,” she said.


  If she only knew … I’d never put on a bra in my life. But I guessed that I’d figure it out.


  Yes, indeed, I would figure it out, I suddenly decided, because I was going to be Michelle until Sunday. I was going on a date with Randy tomorrow night … and I was going to get laid. Yes, a little self-exploration later tonight at home would be enjoyable, but, while I was Michelle, I wanted to put someone else’s penis between my legs before I went back to having my own.


  I wanted that, I needed that to get rid of that unfulfilled feeling that had lingered with me since Randy and I had been interrupted. And the real Michelle had just signed off on this “exchange program. Hee. Hee.


  “Okay, I checked with my cousin, Marie, and she said that we should be able to change back on Sunday afternoon, at the same time we swapped bodies today,” I lied. “I have both rings for safe keeping, so I’ll text you when it’s time and then we’ll meet.”


  Michelle in Sarah’s body smile broadly.


  “Oh, good!” she said. “That means I have two nights with Dylan. And you’ll go to the Halloween dance at school with Randy tomorrow night.


  “And just wait until you see your costume,” she giggled. “Even better, just wait until Randy sees it.”


  Yikes! My male mind panicked a little at that revelation.


  “Better than Minnie Mouse?” I asked.


  “Oh, yeah,” she snickered. “You’ll have that boy eating out of your hand– or any other place you want him eating out of.”


  Then we both giggled and hugged. It just seemed natural.


  “And, don’t forget, under no circumstances should you tell Dylan who you really are,” I said. “He doesn’t like my cousin already and if he knew about these rings and our body swap, he’d probably never speak to either one of us again.


  “This has to be our secret.”


  Sarah nodded, winked, and opened the front door.


  “Okay, Michelle, thanks again for babysitting,” she said in a louder than necessary voice. “While you gather up your things, I’ll get some money from Dylan to pay you. And I hope that you and Randy have a fun time tomorrow night.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  I stared in open-mouth disbelief at the gorgeous, 18-year-old girl dressed in the quintessential ‘80s girly costume.


  And she was me! Or, more accurately, I was her, Michelle, a high school senior, babysitter, and horny teen eager to go to the Halloween dance tonight with Randy, her boyfriend.


  A little more than a day ago, I was a male teacher at that same school and could never in my wildest dreams– or nightmares– have imagined that I’d ever be in this bizarre alternate reality. My girlfriend is pretending to be me and thinks that we’re spending the weekend as each other, courtesy of some rings that her cousin sent her. In reality, because of a magical mishap, I’m now Michelle and she’s pretending to be my girlfriend. Only she thinks that she swapped bodies with Sarah and now gets to experience having an adult relationship with Dylan, the teacher she has a crush on. And I’m the only one who knows the truth, that Sarah is Dylan, Michelle is Sarah, and I’m Michelle.


   That’s why I didn’t ask Michelle in Sarah’s body to help me with my hair and this costume. The real Sarah wouldn’t need help. She’d know how to do everything on her own. Also, Sarah in my body would think it weird if I– or rather the person she thought was me in her body– helped the babysitter get ready for a date.


  So … following a long, sleepless night, I spent the morning surfing the web. You can find anything on the internet, you know, including how to fix ‘80s hairstyles and makeup!


  Oh, yeah, I probably should tell you that the night was long and sleepless because I finally got to experience my first female orgasm … Make that multiple orgasms! Tee. Hee. And I didn’t need the internet for the instruction either. I just let my fingers do the walking, if you know what I mean!


  And, tonight, it’s gonna be the real thing with Randy! If you lose your own penis, the best thing you can do is find another one to put between your legs. Am I right? Tee. Hee.


  Oh, I know, this has to seem all mega-weird to most people, especially men. But just you try swapping bodies with a hot, horny teenage girl and see what happens. The hormones will get ya, I promise. And having boobs that you can play with 24/7? It’s awesome!


  Don’t forget, too, Michelle in my body is, like, doing the same thing. So it’s no harm, no foul. We’re just banging each other’s boyfriends– or, rather, I am, and she thinks she is. Tee. Hee.


  And we’ll secretly trade back tomorrow. Then, when I’m Sarah, my girlfriend and I will swap back into our own bodies, and she never will know that I was the babysitter making out with a boy on the sofa last night.


  So … anyways … as I stared into the full-length mirror in Michelle’s bedroom, I saw that I was dressed “like a virgin” straight out of a Madonna music video. Hell, I was Madonna, except that I was taller and better looking. My hair was teased into a million curly strands, with a large, white lacey bow in back. I had on equally lacey elbow-length gloves, with no fingers.  My ears were adorned with sparkly stars, my eyes were sultry, and my lips were deep red.


  Those sultry eyes were wide-eyed with shock at what I had become with a little help from the internet. They watched me as I raised a dainty hand to my neck and played with strands of pearls and necklaces. Bangles jangled on my wrist.


   As I learned online, my dress featured a satin bodice with boning and a sweetheart neckline outlined in roses. It also had a tulle skirt that flared out from my hips and reached to about four inches above my knees. Also, I had on a padded, strapless bra to give the “girls” more prominence and white, lace panties with hearts.


  White ribbon served as shoulder straps for the dress and was tied in a bow at the back of my neck. A white belt around my slender waist featured a “Boy Toy” buckle.  I stared at it in disbelief. Then I took another look at myself in the mirror.


  Can’t argue with that, I thought with a smirk, as I puckered my full red lips and blew myself a kiss.


  White pantyhose, four-inch heels, and an ankle bracelet with “Naughty” on it completed the look.


  Oh, God. Really?


  Without out warning, I experienced a panic attack, as my male mind rebelled at my ultra-feminine appearance.


  “This can’t be me,” I said. “It can’t be. This is too much. I can’t go outside like this.”


  Suddenly a voice, Sarah’s voice, said “Yes, you can!”


  Huh? OMG! I was hearing things.


  No, even worse! I was hallucinating!


  Suddenly Sarah stepped behind me and reached around to gently squeeze my breasts. My breasts? Yes, my breasts! And, oh, gawd, that caress felt good!


  Her touch sent what felt like two jolts of electricity down my body. They converged below my stomach in what had replaced my male genitalia. My knees buckled.


  “But it is you,” my girlfriend said with a wicked grin as she peeked around my shoulder and eyed us both in the mirror. “You’re not Dylan anymore. You’re Michelle. And it’s not too much. You’re adorable. You want this, remember? You need this! And besides, while you’re having sex with Randy tonight, I’m going to be test driving your penis again with Michelle in my body along for the ride.


  “Pretty kinky, huh? Just picture that!”


  I did, and, as I was doing so, Sarah disappeared just as quickly as he appeared.


  But the phantom Sarah was right. This was pretty kinky.


  If there were a scale for kinky, I thought, this had to rank way above just swapping bodies with my girlfriend.


   I realized that if I still had a penis, it would be so stiff that I could hang a bath towel on it. Hell, I could use it as a pool cue.


  And I feared that even though I didn’t intend to do so, I might orgasm as I walked to the Randy’s car in this sexy outfit, my skirt brushing back and forth against my nylon-clad legs. My heterosexual male mind, which was back to enjoying the ride instead of panicking, would insist on it.


  I smiled, put a hand on my hip and shook my head, sending blonde curls flying around my face. For the moment, the reality was that I did not have a penis. I had a vagina, which Randy’s rod would squeeze nicely into I hoped. And when I opened the door to greet him shortly, I wanted my appearance to make it so stiff that he– or preferably me. Tee. Hee.– could hang a bath towel on it.


  *          *                 *             *


  Of course, we got there early for photos. They’re not just for prom anymore.


  As we stood in the foyer of the country club, awaiting our turn with the photographer, I looked down at the smooth, soft swell of breasts and cleavage and …


  “What are you smiling about?” asked Randy, who was dressed as Ferris Bueller, complete with leather jacket, black and gold vest, white t-shirt, double-pleated brown slacks, argyle socks, and white shoes.


  I reached up and kissed him on the cheek.


  “Oh, I’m just happy to be here,” I said. “And I’m thinking that you might like me dressed this way a little better than as Ferris Bueller’s girlfriend, Sloane, in a fringe jacket and shorts.”


  “You got that right!” he grinned, putting his arm around my waist. “Just looking at you in that sexy outfit and smelling your perfume turns me on so much …”


  “You could hang a towel on it?” I smirked.


  “Huh, what?” he asked, before he noticed that I was looking between his legs.


  “Oh, yeah,” he said, blushing with embarrassment. “I guess you could.”


  “I’ll help you do something about that later,” I whispered in his ear, and his face turned even redder.


  Briefly, the male me wondered why I wasn’t as turned on as Randy by the sight of those pale breasts bulging out of my sweetheart neckline. Immediately I told myself that I was a dirty old man for even considering such thoughts about an 18-year-old girl.


  No, I argued with myself. This wasn’t an 18-year-old girl. This was me.


  I was this 18-year-old girl. And as such, I was turned on all right. But it wasn’t because I had breasts or because of my own appearance. I was turned on by the look and scent of my hunk of a boyfriend and the feel of his strong around me.


  But my bout with schizophrenia continued. Dylan was a stubborn SOB. Dammit!


  This can’t be happening, he said inside my head. It can’t be.


  But it is, my Michelle side countered. Enjoy the ride in your high heels and dress. Feel the long hair tickling your back, the earrings dangling from your ears, and the silk panties pressed against your smooth crotch. As a guy, you could never experience anything as sensuous as this!


  And how about the hem of your dress tickling your nylon-clad thighs. Isn’t that delicious?


  Fighting back the panic, I smiled, both for the camera and the realization that she was right. It was exceptionally delicious, as was the prospect of what Randy would put between those thighs later tonight.


  Once inside the ballroom, we shared a table with Michelle’s friend Caitlin and her boyfriend, Darrin. Thank goodness the punch was spiked. As I enjoyed a second glass, Caitlin prattled on and I pretended to listen. Also, I massaged one of my feet, with the silver heels on the floor beside me.


  If not for them, I’d have continued to be in sensory overload because of the soft, silky feel of the lining of my dress against my smooth skin and the caress of the tulle skirt against the pantyhose on my legs.


  Forgetting this new reality for a moment, I said, “How do girls wear these things?”


  Randy laughed and replied, “You’re asking me?


  “But they sure do look good on you. You have great legs– not to mention beautiful eyes and a sexy body.”


  “I bet you say that to all the girls,” I said, taking his hand, just as I hiccupped loudly and then put my hand over my mouth in embarrassment.


  “Oh, my goodness,” I said in mock surprise. “This punch must have alcohol in it and you’re trying to get me drunk to take advantage of me!”


  For a split second, Randy looked panicked. Then he realized I was kidding and pulled me close for a quick kiss.


  “You know, you can be a real ball buster sometimes, especially lately,” he grinned. “What’s gotten into you lately? At first, you didn’t happy at all to see me last night.”


  I smiled wickedly.


  “I’ve had a change of mind,” I said. “That’s a privilege we girls have.


  “And it’s not what’s gotten into me lately that I’m thinking about,” I said. “It’s what I want to get into me later.”


  “OMG, Michelle, you are such a slut!” my vampire friend Caitlin said and slapped me on the arm.


  Shortly after Randy and Darrin left for the boys’ room,  a large, dark figure loomed over our table. Because the light was behind him, we couldn’t see his face. But I certainly did recognize the voice when he asked, “Are you girls having a good time?”


  WTF!?! It was me! I mean it was Sarah in my body, speaking in my voice, pretending to be me!


  I wasn’t supposed to chaperone this dance. Was I? What’s going on here?


  As he moved around the table and into the light, I could see that he was wearing an open-collared shirt, blue sports coat, and jeans. His brown hair was neatly trimmed, his face had a three-day stubble, and his green eyes sparkled when he looked at me.


  Oh, gawd! I thought I was going to melt. He looked sooo good! I would have traded Randy for him in a heartbeat!


  I’ve had the biggest crush on him since I was a sophomore! I thought. And now he looks so …


  Wha …? No, wait, Michelle had a crush on me. I didn’t have a crush on him … er, her.


  Huh? Oh, damn it all anyway. This was sooo confusing, I told myself. Randy is my boyfriend. He is sweet and good-looking and funny and …


  But, still, Mr. Murphy– er, Dylan– well … just look at him! Could I have them both!?!


  I giggled at the vision of that three-way.


  “Well, Michelle, it looks like you are having a good time,” he said.


  My heart raced when I heard him say my name and I felt myself blushing.


  “Oh, yes, Mr. Murphy, I am,” I said. “I didn’t expect to see you here tonight.”


  As he smiled, I swear, my nipples grew as hard as pencil erasers and a gazillion butterflies took flight in my tummy. And I wished I had worn a pantyliner; it had to be damp down there!


  “Oh, well, I wasn’t supposed to be,” he replied. “But, you know, I haven’t been to a school dance in awhile and I thought it might be fun to come and see all the costumes so I volunteered.


  “Yours is especially eye-catching.”


  “And slutty,” Caitlin whispered in my ear with a giggle.


  I turned toward my friend, gave her an elbow to the ribs, and hissed, “Shut up.”


  When I turned back, Mr. Murphy was … gone. Oh, no!


  “You, bitch,” I said, looking back toward Caitlin. “Look what you did. Dylan and I, like, had something going on there and you spoiled it.”


  “Like, oh, I’m so sure that he was going to take your hand, lead you into the coatroom, and do you against the wall,” she replied. “I know that you’ve had this giant crush on Mr. M since sophomore biology. But, like, get over it. He has a girlfriend and you have a boyfriend.”


  “You, whore,” I snapped back.


  “You, trollop,” she retorted. “I learned that one in English lit.”


  Then we grabbed each other and collapsed into giggles and laughter as the boys returned. 


    Simultaneously, she pulled me up and said, “Come on, girl. It’s our turn. Go to the bathroom with me.”


  Sure, why not? I told myself, as I fumbled around putting on my shoes. I’ve never been in a girls’ bathroom before.


  “Don’t forget your purse,” Caitlin said, as I stood up to follow.


  I grinned and finger-waved to Randy.


  As Caitlin and I locked arms and waded through the crowd toward the bathroom, bizarre thoughts raced through my alcohol-impaired mind:


  Since I’m now Michelle, do I have a crush on my old body? Or was I so turned on because I knew that was Sarah in my body, and I knew who she was but she didn’t know who I was?


  Remembering how rugged and handsome he looked with that scruff on his face, I think it was the former.


  Oh, gawd! I thought. I have a crush on my own body!


  But what’s the big deal? It’s not your body at the moment, I told myself. This is your body, all dressed in tulle, lace, and snug, silky pantyhose, with plump breasts, a “boy toy” belt buckle, and a “naughty” ankle bracelet. You’re a girl. Enjoy it!  


  *     *     *     *     *


  So help me God, the first thing I looked for in the restroom was a urinal. Old habits die hard, I guess. Then I saw my reflection in the mirror and broke into a fit of giggles as I realized the absurdity of the moment.


  “What’s so funny?” asked my raven-haired friend, sporting a long, black dress and fangs.


  “Oh, nothing. I’m just happy to be here,” I replied.


  “I can tell,” she said, as she touched up her ghoulish complexion. “Do you have condoms for later?”


  Huh? Condoms? OMG, all I was thinking about was the fun! I hadn’t given any thought to the consequences. As a guy, I really hadn’t worried too much about it, especially since I’d started dating Sarah, who I knew was on the pill.


  Quickly I opened the glittery little clutch that Caitlin had reminded me not to forget.


  “Oh, no!” I shrieked. “I forgot!”


  Of course, the reality was that I never would have thought about it until … and then it would have been too late.


  Well, maybe not for me. But when the real Michelle and I swapped back, she might have suddenly found herself as a pregnant teen because of my carelessness.


  “Can I borrow a couple of condoms?” I asked Caitlin.


  Wow! That was a question I never thought that I’d ask a girl. More accurately at the moment, another girl.


  Once again, I started giggling. Over the years, I’d put plenty of condoms on myself. But now I was planning to put them on someone else.


  “Girl, I think you’ve had enough to drink,” my friend said as she handed me two condoms.


  “Only two?” I frowned. “That’s only enough to get us started.”


  Then I laughed and Caitlin joined me.


  “I know what you mean,” she said. “That’s why it’s best, you know, to do other things before you use one. If you go right to doing the dirty deed, all you’ll wind up with are two full condoms and no satisfaction.”


  OMG, she was right! Teen boys notoriously had little self control. Having been one myself, I should have remembered that. Thank God I’d made this trip to the girls’ room with my bestie.


  “That’s what hands are for,” I giggled as we headed for the bathroom door.


  “And lips,” Caitlin said, sticking her finger in her mouth and sucking on it.


  “Oh, girl, you’re awful!” I squealed in delight, this time remembering the lips that had been on my own manhood.


  If Caitlin only knew! Tee. Hee.


  With our arms around each other for support, we both still were laughing hysterically, when we arrived back at our table.


  “Well, it looks like you two had a good time,” Randy said. “Want to tell me about it?”


  I shook my head and long curls swirled around my face.


  “Not on your life,” I said. “It was girl stuff. Let’s dance!”


  With a game plan all mapped out for later, I was feeling re-energized, even despite those torture devices on my feet.


  “But this is a slow dance,” he protested. “I don’t like slow dances. I’d rather stay at the table and make beautiful music with you.”


  “Aren’t you sweet?” I replied, giving him a kiss before I manhandled– er, girlhandled– him onto the dance floor.


  Suddenly, though, l experienced another one of those old-habits-die-hard moments, like looking for a urinal in the girls’ bathroom. I tried to position my hands as a man would, instead of a woman. Quickly realizing my error, I pulled them back and tried to figure out where they should go. I couldn’t so I just put them around Randy’s neck. Taking the cue, he wrapped his arms around me.


  “Michelle, I think you’ve had enough to drink,” he said, as we began to sway, and– oh!– it felt so, so …arousing. Yes, that was the word!


  “Oh, I’m fine,” I replied, pushing my leg against his erection. “I’m just fine.”


  Suddenly the panic that I had felt as we waited to have our picture taken returned with a vengeance.


  I shouldn’t be feeling a man’s penis against my leg, I screamed inside my head. I should have one!


  Instead, I was stuck in the body of an 18-year-old girl in a tight, tiny dress, and I was dancing with a boy who was expecting much more than a little body massage on the dance floor. I passed out.


  *      *     *     *     *


  When I awoke, we were in Randy’s car, and he was stroking my forehead with a wet towel.


  “Wow,” he said. “You had me worried there for awhile, I was about to take you to the emergency room. Are you okay?”


  I looked around me in the dark of the car’s interior. Lights from the country club parking lot highlighted the concern in Randy’s face, and  suddenly … I was who I appeared to be again.


  Thank goodness for that. Being a sexy girl inside and out was so much better than being a paranoid guy trapped in the babysitter’s body. Why had I ever resisted?


  “Oh, I’m just fine,” I said, touching his face. “I was just looking for a way to be alone with you.”


  Randy shook his head, and said, “I don’t think so. I think you had too much to drink too fast. That’s not like you, Michelle.”


  “Well, I haven’t exactly been myself lately,” I said with a giggle. “But don’t you worry, sweetie. I’m better than okay now.”


  I moved the rearview mirror in my direction and, gazing in it, fluffed out my hair with my fingers. I pulled a tissue out of my purse and gently dabbed the remaining moisture from my face. I licked my lips, tasting their sweet strawberry flavor.


  “And I’m going to prove it to you,” I said.


  Then I put my hand between his legs, gently squeezed his erection, and added, “Starting right now.”


  I unbuckled his belt and pulled down the zipper on his pants.


  “Uh, are you sure about this?” he asked, putting his much larger hands over mine.


  “Like, totes,” I said. “Let me finish what I started on the sofa last night,” I said, giving him an angelic smile. “And that’s only the beginning, believe me.”


  Mr. Murphy, you don’t know what you missing, I said to myself as I touched another man’s penis for the second night in a row. Still wearing the lacey elbow-length gloves with no fingers, I gently squeezed and kneaded it, while pressing my blonde head against his chest and practically purring like a kitten.


  Oh, gawd, I thought, I just can’t wait to put this where it belongs!


  *     *     *     *     *


  “This is kinda dangerous, don’t you think?” Randy asked as he drove slowly along the back streets, heading in the general direction of my house.


  I heard his breath quicken, as his rod grew hard in my mouth and began to twitch.


  I pulled my lips slowly off, licked the salty residue, and looked up at him with a wicked grin, as blonde curls fell into my face. I pushed them aside with the back of my hand and the bangles on my wrists rattled. 


  “Well … if you want me to stop …”


  Randy laughed. It soundly slightly painful, I thought. I loved that!


  “It’s not that I want you to stop,” he said. “It’s that I don’t want to wreck my car.”


  “Then keep your eyes on the road,” I giggled. “You do your job, and I’ll do mine.”


  Once more I filled my mouth with Randy’s erection and began to suck.


  “Oh, to Hell with it!” he said, keeping one hand on the wheel and pushing down on my head with the other.


  And we finished our jobs together, much to my boyfriend’s delight. He erupted into my mouth, just as he guided the car quietly into the driveway of my house. All the lights were out, thank goodness.


  I swallowed, raised up, and found some tissues in my purse. As I wiped my face, I found a particularly large glob of cum on my chin. I pushed it onto an index finger and showed it to Randy.


  “Want a taste?” I giggled.


  “Oh, God, no!” he exclaimed.


  “It’s good stuff,” I insisted, pushing it closer. “Breakfast of champions.”


  I giggled some more.


  “Michelle, you are one crazy chick this weekend,” he said, as he deflected my finger. “The sex has always been great. But I’ve never seen you like this.”


  “Don’t get used to it,” I smiled. “This is a Halloween only special. Next week, I’ll be back to being the same old me so you’d better enjoy this while you can. I know I’m going to.”


  I settled back in my seat and once again checked my face in the mirror. My hair was a mess and my makeup even more so.


  “Like, OMG,” I giggled. “Caitlin was right. I am slutty.”


  Randy laughed and said, “Yeah, but you’re my kind of slutty.”


  Then he reached across and kissed me, despite where my mouth had just been. Tee Hee.


  I took one of his hands and pressed it against my breast.


  “I want you to suck my nipples,” I whispered.


  “But how … ?” he started.


  “Like this,” I said, as I untied the ribbon bow behind my neck and peeled the dress off my boobies. Then I pushed down one cup on my strapless bra.


  Randy’s eyes grew wide and he even salivated a little. I like that in a boy!


  “But what about your parents?” he asked, glancing toward the house.


  “Oh, they’ve been asleep for hours,” I said, not certain if that were true or not, and not really caring at the moment. “Anyway, I’m 18, you know, and legal.”


  I placed his hand on my bare breast and moaned as he squeezed the nipple.


  “Ohhhh, that feels sooo good,” I panted. “Do it some more.”


  As he did, I pushed down the other cup and he took the cue, sucking on one breast and massaging the other.


  Unable to stay still during this ecstatic moment, I pushed myself toward him over the console. As I did so, I found his groin and discovered that he already was growing hard again. Oh, I really liked that in a boy!


  Breaking our kiss for a moment, I whispered, “Push your seat back.”


  “What, in the car?” he gasped between breaths. “No, we can’t. Not here in the driveway.”


  “Yes, we can,” I replied. “You’re big and strong and I’m light and flexible. Remember?


  He pushed the seat back as far as it would go and also lowered the back. After that, he didn’t need any more instructions. As we locked lips again, he traced a finger across the top of my breasts and suddenly he wasn’t the only one with an erection. I had two of them.


  “Oh, gawd, please suck on them,” I groaned.


  And as he obliged, I felt an electric charge race from my breasts down to just below my belly button.


  Needing no more direction or encouragement– praise the Lord!– Randy then dropped both hands to my thighs and pushed up my skirt. Actually, with tulle, there wasn’t much to push up. It was like the skirt that wasn’t there.


  “Not much to this, is there?” he panted.


  “That’s the general idea,” I replied, as I felt a wetness in my silk panties and practically climaxed at the thought that he soon would be inside me. “I’m a boy toy, your boy toy.”


  Randy then lifted me up and over the console and sat me on his lap. Yes! That’s what I wanted.


  If he hasn’t done this before, he’s a natural, I thought.


  We kissed some more, as I felt his penis beginning to throb against my pantyhose. Yes, yes! In another few seconds!


  Then I remembered. Oh, crap! A condom!


  “Just a second,” I gasped, reaching for my purse.


  But I was so hot, so aroused, that my fingers wouldn’t cooperate. The gloves didn’t help either. I couldn’t unwrap it.


  “Here, let me,” he said, taking it from me and quickly opening it.


  He’s done that before too, I thought with a giggle.


  As he rolled it onto his rigid rod, I wiggled my pantyhose and panties down over my plump bottom and past my thighs.


  “Okay, locked and loaded,” Randy said.


  As I looked down, I realized that this was the first time I’d ever seen a man’s rod from this angle. Always before I had been the poker instead of the pokee.


  I paused, as I once again remembered who I really was, despite whom I looked like. I was Dylan Murphy, a 38-old-year old male teacher about to take a ride on another man’s penis.


  But then those bare breasts bulging from my chest suddenly caught my eye. A necklace and pearls draped in the cleavage– my cleavage. A sensuous, satin bodice hugged my torso. Long hair caressed my bare shoulders. And a dripping vagina between my smooth legs demanded something to fill it.


  No, I wasn’t Dylan. I was Michelle, a teenage girl about to have sex with her boyfriend, a girl who had sex with her boyfriend before we swapped bodies and would again after we swapped back. Meanwhile, she was in my girlfriend Sarah’s body and almost certainly having sex with my girlfriend, who was in my body. And I was the only one who knew.


  I giggled. Randy took it the wrong way.


  “Hey, what’s so funny?” he asked.


  “Oh, sweetie, I wasn’t making fun of you and that big boy down there,” I said, as I put his head between my hands and kissed him.


  “I was just enjoying the moment, thinking about how great it’s going to be when I do this!” I continued as I pressed down onto his pole and locked my arms around his neck.


  “Oh, yes, yes, yes!” I screamed as I rode him, sliding up and down and reveling in the electrifying friction of his penis against my vaginal muscles.


  Suddenly, I felt him tremble. Oh, no, he was about to come!


  “Oh, babe, not yet!” I said, settling onto him and pressing my bare breasts against his sweater vest.


  “Okay, steady now,” I continued. “I just want to enjoy this for a moment, okay?”


  Randy gulped and nodded.


  “Okay, I’ll think about baseball,” he said with a crooked smile. “But it’s not easy, you know.”


  “Oh, I know,” I giggled in response. “Boy, do I know.”


  Fortunately, Randy was too pre-occupied with maintaining control to question how I knew.


  “But if we just stay here like this for a moment, then you can re-gain control and we can go longer,” I said. “I want to come this time too, you know.”


  He nodded and said, “Good plan,” although I’m not so certain he really meant that.


  Finally, as we continued to embrace and I marveled at what it felt to be filled up by a penis, I sensed Randy relax a little. Outstanding! He had regained control.


  “Are you about ready to go again?” I whispered, as I nibbled on his ear.


  “Oh, yeah!” he said, and then I rode him until we both climaxed!


  *     *     *     *     *


  “Oh, God, I’m so drained, but that was so good!” he moaned afterward, as I pressed my head against his shoulder and slowly regained my breath.


  “Yeah, I expect you are and yes it was,” I panted, sadly feeling his penis shrivel and slowly withdraw from me. “And that’s why we’re going to do it again.”


  “Wha …?” he started to say.


  But I pressed a finger against his mouth.


  “Shhh,” I said. “I mean, like we have to, you know?” I said in my best Valley Girl voice. “I have another condom in my purse and, like, those things don’t stay good forever. They have an expiration date, you know?”


  Despite his exhaustion, my boyfriend laughed.


  “Okay, but at least give me a little time to recover, okay?” he said.


  “How about five minutes?” I shot back.


  “How about a half hour?” he replied.


  “Oh, all right,” I pretended to pout, reluctantly maneuvering myself back into the passenger seat.


  I pushed the bra cups back up over my boobs, pulled up the dress, and asked Randy to tie the straps behind my neck.


  “I’m all out of tissues,” I said, as I checked my purse.


  “Here,” he said, handing me some fast-food napkins to wipe my girly parts.


  “You think this is the first time napkins have been used for this?” I giggled, as I dried myself and then wiggled back into my panties and pantyhose.


  “Well, it’s a first in my car,” he grinned.


  “It better be, mister!” I laughed.


  Then I took his hand, as I turned on the radio. It was set on an oldies station.


  “Isn’t that Madonna?” he asked.


  “Yeah,” I giggled. “And she’s singing ‘Like a Virgin.’ Funny, huh?


  “I wish you didn’t have this console thingie between us,” I added. “I’d like to put my head in your lap.”


  Randy chuckled and said, “And I can promise you that it would safe for you to do that. I’m not feelin’ anything down there right now, girl. You’ve drained me.”


   I sighed and replied, “Oh, well it was a fun run. But I still have a condom left and, that being case, I guess I’ll have to go elsewhere for a prince who can fill it.”


  He pulled me back toward him and kissed me fiercely.


  “Not on your life,” he said as he squeezed my breast. “Just give me a few minutes.


  “And, you know what, I think it might be a good idea for us– or me, at least– to get out of this car and stretch,” he added.


  “Besides, I have something in mind for the next round, and I know just where we can do it.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  “The picnic table?” I asked with hands on my hips, as we stood under a large oak tree in my backyard. At least the tree partially blocked the view from the house.


  “Yeah, the napkins gave me the idea,” Randy said. “You know, napkins, food, picnics …”


  I shook my head, laughed, and said, “Only a boy could make that connection.”


  And having been a boy until yesterday, I knew that to be true. Tee. Hee.


  “Okay, who gets to be on top and who has to lie on that hard table?” I asked as I linked my arm in his and leaned against him.


  “Neither one,” he said with a broad smile. “I have something else in mind, something I’ve always wanted to try but was too embarrassed to mention.


  “And seeing as you’ve decided to be Ms Sexual Depravity this weekend, I realize this would be a good time to bring it up.”


  “Oh, yay!” I giggled. “A new depravity with my boyfriend!”


  “You mean you’re okay with this even though you don’t know what it is?” he asked, as he brushed hair behind my ear and played with the glittery star earring hanging there.”


  “Of course, I am, sweetheart,” I said, looking down and pretending shyness. “I trust you.”


  Then I looked up, giggled, and gently pressed by gloved hand against his crotch.


  “What matters, big boy, is I want you inside me and the sooner the better,” I said. “So … what’s the plan?”


   “The plan is this,” is said, guiding me to one end of the wooden table. “Now lean on your elbows.”


  “Oh, yay,” I giggled again and wiggled my butt as I felt Randy’s rough hands pull down my white pantyhose and panties. “Doggy style! Oh, Randy, this is so, so hot! Do me, do me, do me like a doggy!”


  I didn’t think that I could be turned on any more than I already was. But it was kicked up even more by the realization that I would experience the same pleasure as Sarah did when she dressed up in a school girl uniform and I pounded her on my desk!


  And then Randy did do me like a doggy! Once he put the condom on, he pushed into me from behind, grabbed me around the waist, and began to pound. The bow flew out of my hair, my boobies bounced all over the place, and I moaned and groaned in ecstasy.


  Since he already had brought me to climax in the car, this second one was much quicker to come.  Pardon the pun. Tee. Hee.


  Along with a third and a fourth and a … Oh, Hell, I don’t know if I had multiple orgasms or just one that was exceptionally long and took me up and down like a roller coaster.


  Whatever I experienced, it was hot and passionate and possibly even the best sex of my life– or at least my life as a girl. Tee. Hee.


  Finally, as I felt Randy squirt and then slowly soften inside me, I collapsed onto the table.


  “Oh, man, that was the best!” he said, as he panted and gently lowered himself onto my back.


  “Was it good for you too?” he said between gasps for air.


  “Good for me? I didn’t even know you started,” I giggled. “But, as luck would have it, I just remembered that I have a third condom hidden in a secret compartment in my purse.”


  “I hope you’re kidding,” he laughed. “Woman, you’ve sucked me dry … Again.”


  “Then my work here is done,” I smiled, as I gently pushed up and turned onto my back.


   I put his hands on my breasts and my arms around his neck.


  “Now, how about a goodnight kiss?” I whispered. “No tongue, though. I’m not that kind of girl.”


  *     *     *     *     *


  “I’m glad you didn’t mind us staying as each other for an extra day,” I said, as I lay in Sarah’s bed with her, now wearing her body.


  We were spooning, and I could feel his bulge pushing into my bottom. Still in my body, she wore a pair of my boxers and I wore her panties and one of her sleep tees.


  Earlier in the day, Michelle and I had used the rings to put her back in her body and me into Sarah’s. And Sarah was none the wiser about the magical mishap that occurred Friday afternoon, shortly after she had swapped with me for a little kinky Halloween fun.


  Or so I thought.


  “No problem,” Sarah said in my baritone voice, gently stroking my long, red hair. “When I saw you having so much fun with Randy Friday night, I kinda suspected you’d want to stay as Michelle for another day.”


  Huh? My heart raced. Sarah knew that Michelle and I swapped? How did she know? Surely I hadn’t heard what I thought I heard.


  “Did I miss something?” I finally asked. “You and I swapped bodies because you said that it would be so hot to experience life– and sex– as each other. I was in your body Friday night and again Saturday night, when you were at the dance in my body as a chaperone.


  “I saw you there.”


  Uh … oh. Open mouth, insert foot.


  I didn’t see her smile, but I could hear it in the tone of her voice.


  “Oh, really?” he said. “You were home with Holly in my body, but you saw me at the dance?”


  Silence followed for what seemed an eternity, but probably was only a couple of seconds.


  “How did you know?” I asked.


  “Michelle and I planned it,” he replied. “And, after she told me about the costume that she had bought for the dance, I decided it would be so hot to see my masculine boyfriend all dressed up like a Madonna boy toy and on a date with a guy. That’s why I volunteered to be a chaperone.”


  “You planned it?” I asked, turning to look into her– my– green eyes.


  “Well, I hadn’t intended to,” she said, smiling with my stubbly face. “Originally I was planning to do just what I told you– swap bodies and experience life as each other for a day or two.


  “But Michelle happened to be here on the day they arrived in the mail and we got to talking.”


  Michelle, it seems, actually had been the one who suggested the double swap, Sarah in my body said, and she was reluctant at first to go along.


  “But then I got to thinking about it,” he continued, as he cupped one of my breasts and gently squeezed.


  “Yeah, it would be hot for you and me to have sex with each other. But it would be sooo much hotter to do the two-way swap. You’d be Michelle, a sexy girl with a hunk of a boyfriend. And while I was you, she’d be me and get her wish fulfilled of having Dylan Murphy as her boyfriend for the weekend.”


  I pushed his hand away and, as I did, a realization hit me.


  “And that’s why you left your ring on the table, so Michelle could put it on,” I said.


  “Smart girl,” he replied.


  “And Michelle in my body kissing you in my body?” I asked.


  Sarah in my body laughed.


  “Well, she did that on her own,” he said. “But it was a nice touch, don’t you think? And it showed how genuinely excited she was at the prospect of being Dylan Murphy’s girlfriend.”


  Now I laughed.


  “I think it made me jealous and gave me ideas too,” I said.


  “But of course you didn’t have sex with Randy, did you?” he smiled, as he snaked one arm under me, clamped my panty-clad butt with both hands and pulled me closer.


  “Of course not,” I smiled. “And you didn’t have sex with Michelle in your body either did you?”


  He nodded my head. “Of course not.”


  “Good,” I said, as I failed to resist temptation and lowered my small hand toward the rigid erection I now felt pressing against me.


  “You know what’s really funny?” I asked, as I reached up and nibbled on his ear.


  “What’s that?” Dylan asked, his voice growing husky.


  “For this whole weekend, I thought that I was the only one who knew what was going on,” I said. “In reality, I was the only one who didn’t.”


  As he pushed his finger into the back of my panties and began to pull them down, he said, “Are you mad about that?”


  “I supposed I should be,” I replied, as I moved my hand up into one of the legs of his boxer shorts and ran my fingers lightly along the veiny, taut erection I found there. “But I won’t be if you’ll do something for me.”


  Dylan pulled my shirt up and over my head, and my bare breasts pressed against his firm, hairy chest.


  “What’s that?” he asked.


  “Show me what you learned while not having sex with Michelle in your body,” I said.


  “As long as you show me what you learned while not having sex with Michelle’s boyfriend,” he grinned.


  “You got a deal,” I said, as I guided his penis into the second vagina that I had possessed this weekend. “But this might require a few more body swaps on the weekends.”


  “Both Michelle and I are good with that,” he said, pounding into me. “Now stop talking so damn much and make love to me, woman.”
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