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There’s a witch on the loose and she can turn our lives upside down.

Samantha enjoys toying with us and she switches bodies at will.

That’s the challenge Johnny&Marian, Ciaran&Harith and Pat&Babs have to deal with.

Three novellas with a common denominator: Samantha the witch!

Enjoy this humorous tales of body switches.

Originally published September 2014 as B.G. Hope
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Johnny & Marian

1.

Marian woke up before the alarm clock, as usual. She could hear people moving in the building, but she kept her eyes closed, savoring sleep sliding off her and listening to Chris's regular breathing. She switched off the alarm as soon as it started and rushed to the bathroom before Chris was fully awake. 

It was just another working day in Marian's life. Mr. Moore had the usual secretarial tasks for her and she was quite happy with her routine. She spent the morning writing letters for her boss and researching on his behalf, concentrating on the task at hand before taking short breaks between each to daydream.

At lunch time she met her friend Valery and after their light meal and quick update on the latest news – nothing on Marian's side, which made Valery sulk for one second – Valery announced she wanted to consult a fortune-teller.

"You have to back me up on this, Cathy says she's real good!" she pleaded, noticing Marian's skeptical expression.

"C'mon, Val, what do you expect from someone like that?" Marian shook her head with a dismissive smile. "Of course she'll predict wonderful things for you."

"But they happen!" Valery insisted. "She told Cathy she'd be pregnant soon and now she is! And you know for how long she and Rick have been trying! Trust me, that fortune-teller can make wishes come true!"

Marian scoffed. Neither she nor Chris were in a hurry to have children, as he was working on his career and she had her job and the house to look after. "And what will you ask her?"

"I want adventure!" Valery said. "I want a hero. I want a gorgeous man to fall head-over-heels for me. I want my dreams to come true! Don't you have any?"

Marian shrugged. She had known Valery since kindergarten, she knew how volatile her friend was. That was why she found Marian's life boring. But Marian had married her dream man, so she wasn't really looking for adventure. Sometimes she still felt like the heroine of a romance book, when the book is over and there's the happily ever after.

"Well, it's your money, I guess," she said.

"It will be quick," Valery promised. "And painless for you. Just come with me, I don't want to go alone."

***
[image: ]


Johnny put the eggs and bacon on the plate when Sebastian stepped into the kitchen, dressed and ready to go to work.

"Morning, love!" Johnny beamed, offering the plate.

Sebastian gave him a peck on the cheek and poured himself some coffee. "No thanks, hon."

"Will you sit down and eat something for once?" Johnny protested.

"I don't think so." Sebastian flashed his dazzling smile at him.

"Please," Johnny batted his eyelids, putting on his best puppy look. "What else would you like – coffee, tea, me?"

Sebastian chuckled. "I already have coffee, thank you." He emptied the mug with a few sips. "Johnny, you can have it, I don't want any breakfast."

Johnny put down the plate, pouting. "One day! One day you'll eat everything I cook for you!"

"I already do. But not in the morning. Save something for tonight. I've got to go."

A quick kiss on the lips and Sebastian was gone.

Teaches me to move in with gorgeous interior designers, Johnny sulked. Sebastian had a wonderful house and was great in bed, but he was way too busy during the day.

Johnny shrugged and sat down for breakfast. Sebastian was ten years older than him, maybe he was afraid to put on weight, in spite of his daily trips to the gym.

"Good morning, Señor Johnny." Rosa, the middle-aged Mexican maid, arrived when he was almost done. 

Johnny was too busy stuffing his mouth to look at her. He grumbled a greeting between bites.

"Sometimes I wonder why you so skinny," Rosa said, shaking her head.

"I eat a lot because I burn a lot," he replied.

"Oh, yes, you're hyperactive!" She snorted. "And very messy too." She looked around the kitchen with a disgusted expression.

"Rosa, behave, or I'll tell Sebastian to fire you," he threatened. 

"I was here long before you," she replied. "I'll be here when you're long gone."

"He loves me, he'll never dump me!"

"You're a sexy one, I admit, but you won't be young forever."

Johnny's hunger disappeared. It was true, his twenties wouldn't last forever. "That's it, you ruined my breakfast. I'm going to work."

It took him his usual hour to get dressed, so he was late for work. Why did he bother to dress properly to work in a call center anyway? His supervisor checked his watch upon seeing him, and shook his head.

Johnny shrugged and began his shift. He was paid by the hour anyway, why bother being on time?
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Marian had never noticed the little esoteric shop. She observed the hippie-looking twenty-something, who introduced herself as Samantha, with curiosity. She sat at a small table with a colorful tarot deck in front of her.

"I was told you were a very good fortune-teller." Valery sat in front of the young gypsy, a little worried by Samantha's youth.

Samantha grinned. "Who speaks so well of me?"

"Cathy Simmons. She's a friend of mine... I mean ours." Valery waved her finger between her and Marian who nodded.

"Take a seat too," Samantha suggested.

"I'm not interested in my future," Marian replied.

"Take a seat and relax. I won't tell you anything you don't want to hear."

"Marian doesn't believe in astrology," Valery said. "But I do! I want to know what's in my future!"

"Give me your hand."

Valery obeyed and Samantha started studying her palm.

Marian looked around, uneasy. A burning bar of incense disturbed her nose.

"Do you mind if I wait outside? I hate perfumes."

And before Valery could object she was outside the shop, filling her lungs with fresh air.
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Johnny went to the supermarket as soon as he finished his shift. He picked a cart, unfolded his long list, and slowly went through the aisles.

"Johnny!" Doris's voice startled him. The platinum-blond transsexual wore his usual miniskirt and high heels, and held a half-empty basket in his red-nailed hands. "Is that all for us?"

"Of course, darling. Seb isn't enthusiastic about it, but I won again."

"Tell him I'll behave this time," Doris promised.

"Yeah, if he can keep the wine and cocktails away from you!" Johnny chuckled.

"Look who's talking, bitch!"
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Marian stopped by Chris's office on her way home. In the doorway she almost bumped into an exiting client who excused himself with a dazzling smile. Stunned, she followed the gorgeous blond man with her eyes as he left Chris's office.

"Whoa! Is he a model or what?" she asked, entering and closing the door behind her.

"Interior designer." Chris smiled. "Divorced. Came out of the closet."

"You mean he's gay?"

"Yep. But was married once."

"Jeez, what a waste." She focused on Chris again. "I was wondering... can we have Chinese tonight?"

"Sure. Tomorrow pizza, and the day after haute cuisine – how does that sound?"

"Oh, right, the party. How are we doing in that department?"

"We're almost there." Chris took her in his arms. "Thank you for backing me up. One more effort and we might be able to afford that baby."

She took in a deep breath. "I'll be ready," she said. She hated being The Wife, but she loved Chris and was glad to help him with his career. The promotion meant they would be able to afford a baby. She wasn't getting any younger after all.

"I know you will." He smiled and kissed her, knowing how hard it was for her to be sociable with strangers. "Gotta go back to work," he added with a sigh. "I need to finish a couple of things."

"Can't you come home now for once?" she asked, disappointed. She wanted to spend one hour or two in his arms, cuddling and having sex.

"No, honey." He sat back at his desk. "This is important. See you tonight. I'll grab Chinese on the way home."

***
[image: ]


Johnny was cooking, the radio on at a high volume. He sang along with Gloria Gaynor, shaking his ass in his own idea of dance.

Sebastian entered the kitchen, clearing his throat and lowering the music.

"Oh, you're back!" Johnny was startled but recovered quickly. "I didn't hear you coming in!"

"How could you possibly hear me with the radio so loud?" Sebastian asked, amused.

Johnny shrugged. "I love music. And I like listening to it when I cook."

Sebastian reached for him and pulled him in his arms. "I know. Are you done yet?"

"Almost." Johnny squirmed, trying to go back to his dishes. "Just the final touches. Luke should be here soon to give me a hand."

Sebastian let him go and he busied himself with a perfectly cooked roast beef.

"How about me, what can I do?"

"Grab that plate, go to the door and welcome our guests." Johnny pointed with his chin at a plate of appetizers. "You know you're useless in your own kitchen."

Sebastian smiled. He passionately kissed Johnny, squeezing his buttock in one hand, and then moved away from the table and his lover. "Call me if you need me."

Johnny blew him a kiss and went back to pouring sauce on his roast beef.
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"I guess you picked the best looking of the two," Gabe said, unable to keep his eyes off of Johnny, who was joking with his plump friend Luke and transsexual Doris. The trio was, as usual, at the center of the attention of the male guests – some transvestites, a couple of drag queens, others plain gay – who had crowded Sebastian's house and garden.

Gabe was slightly older than Sebastian, and like the host, he stood on the side with a drink in his hand, observing the action of the younger guests.

"He's also the most spoiled," Sebastian replied, staring lovingly at Johnny's slender and androgynous beauty.

"I'd love to spoil Johnny, if you're fed up," Gabe said.

"You already spoiled him when you brought back all those runic pendants from Iceland," Sebastian chided.

"I know he loves that stuff. But I don't see him wearing them anymore."

"Of course not." Sebastian chuckled. "His astrologer told him they're back luck."

"He has a personal astrologer now?"

Sebastian sighed and nodded. "The only woman he ever gave a damn for. Her name is Samantha."

"Gee. And he consults with her often?"

"Often enough to be bothersome. I bet Luke is easier to handle."

"Yes, well, he's good. Have you tried Doris's new tits?"

Sebastian shook his head. "Not really interested in that stuff anymore."

"I forgot you had the read deal – a wife! What was it like?"

Sebastian shrugged and sipped his wine, unwilling to discuss the matter. He was still friends with his ex, but he never mixed the two worlds. He didn't discuss his gay friends with the few straight friends he had left, and never discussed his "straight days" with his new acquaintances.

Not that Johnny was curious about women. The only female name he could remember that actually belonged to a woman – not a transsexual or a transvestite – was Samantha. A fortune-teller. Sometimes Johnny was very childish. But that was what had caught Sebastian's attention – the self-loving flamboyant personality, who could also be passionate and cheerful and carefree, bringing a refreshing light to Sebastian's much too serious life.

Putting up with the childish whine of a pretty boy wasn't too bad yet, and Sebastian hoped to help Johnny gain some maturity with time. He had never been that wild, not even at Johnny's age, and a part of him had been charmed by Johnny's personality and way of life. That's why he had allowed the whimsical youth to move in with him, even if outside the bedroom they didn't have much in common.

He wasn't expecting Johnny's fling to last that long, but he was glad to still be in his boyfriend's heart and mind after more than a year. Even if he had to kick him out of bed and send him to work, lest he lose another temporary job. Johnny was a high school dropout who only wanted to have fun, but Sebastian didn't despair of seeing him finding a career path soon. He knew Johnny was brighter than what he pretended, and really hoped he'd stop fooling around. Then they could be really happy.
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Marian sat with Valery on a bench in the public park. Both of them saw Samantha seated nearby with a book and Valery waved at the fortune-teller, who had looked up from her book when they had sat down.

"She's good, Marian, you should try her," Valery said, excited, as the gypsy went back to her book. "I expressed only a small wish yesterday, and it happened! Next time I'll ask for more!"

"Suits you." Marian shrugged. "I'm not interested. I believe in my own power to change my life."

"Then you should take care of yourself a little more, dear." Valery eloquently pointed at her own light makeup, designer clothes, and hairdresser cut. She had always been the fashionista of the two, while Marian preferred comfortable clothes to the latest crazy fashion.

"Chris loves me the way I am," she replied, grateful for her clean, pale face and plain clothes. She could dress up if she had to – in fact she would soon, for Chris's sake – but she preferred to be comfortable in her daily life. "Thank God." One more reason to love the saintly man who put up with her lack of makeup, perfumes, and all those girly things she had always hated.

"You should make an effort for his career!" Valery insisted. "I know you're lovely, but you need to be more sociable with people you've just met."

"I'm working on that."

"So, hairdresser and makeup tomorrow night?"

"Makeup makes my skin itch. I'll wear lipstick, but that's it." She sighed. "Still, sometimes I wish I was born a man."

Valery smiled and shook her head. "Do you really think life is easier for men?"

"Not easier, different," Marian answered. "I'd love to try something different."

"You're so lazy, you'd never shave!" Valery teased.

"I hate facial hair, therefore I'd get rid of it," she retorted. "And I'd be gay, of course."

Valery laughed. "What's with you? What's so great about watching two men together?"

"They're cute."

"God, Marian, you're sick! If I were Chris, I wouldn't let you watch all those gay-themed movies!"

"That's why I'll never be a lesbian, or marry you." Marian flashed an impish smile at Valery, who shook her head with a chuckle.

"You're crazy. Poor Chris."

Marian shrugged. She noticed Samantha was grinning at her book and tried to figure out what she was reading, but couldn't.

"Oh, God, lunch time is over!" Valery exclaimed. They both rose from the bench and quickly kissed good-bye. Marian walked past Samantha, forgetting to check the now-closed book in the gypsy's lap.
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Samantha shuffled her tarot deck as Johnny slumped in the chair in front of her. "Hello, Johnny. You look wrecked."

"I'm sick of the call center and Sebastian trying to be my dad." Johnny snorted, passing one hand in his dark blond hair. "Will I ever get rid of all of it?"

"Of course. But you have to make up your mind first." Samantha smiled. "What do you really want?"

Johnny sighed. "I don't know... Sebastian's great, but... He won't let me be what I want to be."

"You still want to be a woman," Samantha said.

"I want breasts, like Doris." Johnny sulked.

"Doris still has a penis, hasn't she?"

"Yeah, well, I don't really need it. I'd do the full sex switch if I had the money. Of course this would mean giving up Sebastian." He pursed his lower lip, frowning in concentration. Such a hard choice.

"So, what do you want?" Samantha asked, amused.

Johnny thought about it for a few seconds. "Gee, I don't know," he admitted. "Seb is so good in bed!"

Samantha shook her head. "You don't know what you want."

Johnny leaned forward. "What do the cards say?"
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Marian and Chris finished their pizza dinner and moved to the couch.

"Friday night we're invited to Rick's again," he said.

"Do you want me to make a dinner?" she asked. "There isn't much room, but we can sit six in here." She gestured around her at the open living room with kitchenette. They had a small condo apartment and it was good enough for them at the moment. 

Even Chris seemed to want to keep their friends out of it. "I don't know, their houses are bigger, and Valery or Cathy are better cooks than you."

"Thanks." She smiled, knowing he was right.

"No offense." He pulled her against him to cuddle her.

"None taken." She nestled against him. "Maybe we can invite them when we actually buy a house?"

"Definitely." He grinned. "And I'll cook."

"We'll do it together. It's going to be fun."

They smiled fondly at each other before kissing.
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Johnny and Sebastian finished their lonely dinner in the posh living room.

"Can we go out?" Johnny asked, hopeful.

"What shift do you have tomorrow?"

"Afternoon."

"OK, then."

Johnny screamed with delight, hugged Sebastian, and rushed to the bedroom. One hour later he was singing karaoke with Doris, wearing a platinum-blond wig, makeup, high-heels and a sequin dress.

Sebastian, always casual, stared at his show from their table. Johnny drank in the applause after his little show, then went back to his table and sat on Sebastian's lap.

"Were your wife's tits as big as Doris's?" he asked, putting his arms around Sebastian's neck.

"No, and I'm not discussing her," Sebastian replied flatly.

Johnny batted his fake eyelashes. "How about drag queens? Do you like us?"

"I'd rather take you home and wash your pretty face."

"Mmm, tough guy..." Johnny allowed his lover to suck away all his lipstick.
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Samantha sat in the lotus position, candles burning all around her. Her eyes were closed and she was deep in meditation. She could hear the voices again.

"Still, sometimes I wish I was born a man," Marian told Valery, unaware Samantha was close enough to hear her.

"I want breasts. Like Doris," Johnny said.

"And I'd be gay, of course," Marian added.

"I'd do the full sex switch if I had the money," Johnny said.

It made sense.

Samantha took a deep breath. 

"So. Be. It."

A thunderstorm hit.

2.

Marian slowly emerged from sleep. Everything was quiet, so it must be very early. She considered opening her eyes to check the time, but decided against it. If nobody was moving in the condo, it must be earlier than her wake-up call. She should try to get back to sleep.

Her leg itched, and she scratched it. Her hand went back up her naked body – she could feel Chris's warm body next to her – and encountered unexpected flesh.

Her eyes popped open as she gasped. It wasn't her body! 

She sat up and stared at her naked flat torso while the unusual mound kept the bed sheet away from her lower body.

Her jaw dropped as a trembling hand that didn't look hers grabbed the bed sheet and pulled it up.

She almost screamed at the sight of her penis and she muffled it with her other hand, looking around in the unknown room, her heart beating so fast she was afraid it would explode.

Not her bedroom, a much bigger one. The alarm clock on the other side of the bed said it was 7.30am – her usual wake-up time. Probably it was a much bigger house, maybe even a mansion, which explained the silence – no neighbors. 

She closed her eyes and took her hand off her mouth, panting. Don't panic. She inhaled slowly. Don't panic. You're still sleeping. She exhaled. It's only a dream. I'm not a man. Breathe in. Breathe out. Her heartbeat slowed down. Her body still felt... different.

She slowly reopened her eyes. Looked around again. Unknown room. Unknown man by her side. No, wait, maybe she had seen him before, but where? And what was she doing in his bed with a man's body?

Her shoulders slumped.

"Oh. My. God," she mouthed, panicking again.

She rushed out of bed and into the next room she supposed to be a bathroom. She was right.

She locked the door behind her and warily approached the sink and the big mirror over it. She gasped again at the sight of the boyish face staring back at her from the mirror, aghast.

"Oh my God, I'm a young man," she whispered.

She glanced downward, but quickly averted her eyes from her newly found manhood. "Yuk." How could she have wished for that?

She stared at her new face again, breathing slowly to control the panic. "OK, focus." Even the voice wasn't hers. "You're in this guy's body. What now?"

She needed to cover that new body part of hers. She went back to the bedroom and saw discarded clothes on the floor – a sequin dress, a pair of jeans and a T-shirt. She went for the jeans and was surprised to discover they didn't really fit – too large.

Holding the jeans up with one hand, she tiptoed out of the room, the T-shirt on her shoulder.
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Johnny was sleeping when a voice called him. "Mar, do you need the bathroom?"

Someone was shaking him, probably Sebastian.

"Let me sleep, I have afternoon shift," he moaned.

"What? Marian, wake up, you're still dreaming!"

"Please, call me Marilyn..." Then he realized it wasn't Sebastian's voice and nobody had ever called him Marian.

His eyes popped open and he found himself in a small bedroom – much similar to the one he had before moving in with Sebastian. His jaw dropped as he took in the new surroundings and his body. Small tits. He cupped them with unmanicured hands.

"Oh, my God, I'm a woman!" Even the voice was female, and he hid a squeal of delight behind both hands. 

He looked frantically around. Don't they have a mirror here?

A handsome young man came out of the bathroom, all dressed.

Johnny yelped in surprise, hiding behind the bed sheet.

"Are you all right?" the hunk asked, puzzled.

"Yes... can I use the bathroom?"

"Sure."

Johnny rushed to the small bathroom and closed the door.

"Tonight be ready for eight!" The hunk said through the bathroom door.

"Sure," he replied. He waited, listening to the noise from the rest of the room, his eyes darting back and forth from the door to the mirror.

"I'm leaving!" Handsome Man said.

"OK, bye!"

He heard a door bang somewhere. He exhaled with relief and went to the mirror, to observe his new body more carefully and critically. A brunette. Small tits... but definitely a woman! He smiled, delighted, at his reflection.

He checked the cabinets and found only a very small and half-empty beauty case. "Doesn't she have any makeup?" he wondered.

He smelled Handsome Man's aftershave. "Mmm... her boyfriend has good tastes!" He pondered. "And is darn good looking too! I wonder where he's taking me tonight at eight!"

He stopped rummaging the cabinets and grabbed a dressing gown hanging on the door. He went back to the bedroom and started opening drawers.

"With all the sexy, silken underwear, she wears cotton!" he grumbled, finding slips and tank tops and a couple of very simple bras.
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Marian wandered through the posh house feeling more and more lost. In the living room she saw some car keys. She grabbed them and headed for the front door. She found a sports car parked outside and the keys opened it.

She sat at the wheel, staring at the unfamiliar dashboard.

"Damn, how do I drive this?" she grumbled. "OK, don't panic, just do it!"

She managed to start the car but she felt as if she had to pass her driving test again. Damn sports car. Why did men like them so much?
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Johnny was disgusted at the sight of the contents of his new body's closet. The woman had awful taste in clothing.

Then the doorbell rang, startling him. He hesitantly went to the main room, staring warily at the front door.

The doorbell rang again.

He took a deep breath and marched to open the door.

His own body stood there, with Sebastian's clothes.

Both screamed, staring at each other in disbelief.

His body recovered first and pushed him through the door. "Let's go inside, we don't want the whole condo on us, do we?"

Johnny swallowed and nodded, still too shocked to talk. Body switch!

"You're wearing Sebastian's clothes," he said as his body closed the front door.

"Am I?" His face scoffed back at him. "The other option was a sequin dress."

"Yeah, that's mine. It's what I was wearing last night."

"Do you always sleep naked?"

"Yeah, you?" It was weird staring at his own face looking uncomfortable. 

"No. Yesterday I... Oh, Jesus." The other took a deep breath to calm down. "My name is Marian, by the way."

"Marian, of course, that's what he called me," he said, thoughtful.

"Who?"

"Your boyfriend, what's his name?"

"Husband," she snapped. "His name is Chris, as in Christian. What are you called?"

"I'm Johnny, sometimes Marilyn."

"The sequin sensation."

"Yeah! That's Marilyn!"

"Nice meeting you. Except you're in my body."

"I know, isn't it great?" Johnny beamed. "I always wanted to be a woman!"

"I dreamed of being a man, but I'm not sure I like the switch!"

"You met Sebastian?"

"I woke up in his bed, didn't I? Anyway, I saw him at my husband's office before, so I know who he is."

"Oh. So you already knew him. Well, he doesn't take me to his office." He sulked.

"Marriage perks." She scoffed. "Listen, maybe we should call in sick and figure out what happened."

"I have afternoon shift..."

"I work nine to five, which means you're already late. C'mon, where do you work, who do I call?"
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Sebastian switched off the alarm clock with a sigh and turned to look at the other half of the bed.

Empty.

Strange. Johnny never got out of bed early, especially if they had gone out the night before.

Sebastian got out of bed and checked the bathroom. Empty. 

Puzzled, he put on a bathrobe and went downstairs, but Johnny was nowhere to be found.

Rosa came in from the front door and looked surprised to see him. "I thought you were gone, señor!"

"Why, it's early, isn't it?" Sebastian looked around, scratching his head. He better get ready if he didn't want to be late, though.

"I didn't see the car, so I assumed you were gone earlier," Rosa said.

"My... car?"

Sebastian's eyes checked the place where he put the keys. Gone.

He rushed to the window and glanced outside. No car. Johnny had taken the car.

"Damn him!" he grumbled.

He looked around again and saw Johnny's cell phone.

"And he didn't even take his phone!" Now he was worried. Had Johnny gone crazy?

"You should get rid of him, señor, the boy is loco." Rosa's concern mirrored his.

"Please, Rosa, I can deal with him," he snapped.

Rosa shrugged and headed for the kitchen.

Sebastian looked around one last time. No car, no way to go to work. Not until he figured out what Johnny was up to.

He slumped on the couch with a moan, torn between anger and worry.
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Marian sat nervously on her own couch in Johnny's body. Her own body, now possessed by Johnny, finally emerged from the bedroom, wearing a miniskirt and a tight-fitting top.

"I haven't worn that skirt since high school!" she blurted out, shocked, noticing how it made her look like a slut.

Johnny looked at himself, satisfied. "I thought you bought it in a vintage shop."

"No, I just couldn't throw it away when I stopped wearing it."

"Good, because it's the only fashionable thing I found in that closet."

"Gee, did I have to switch with a fashion-obsessed gay man?" She snorted, rising from the couch.

"Sebastian will love you even more if you wear only men's clothes," he said with a chuckle.

"Except you should tell me his from yours," she frowned. 

"I'll do that. How did you get here?"

"I took the car. Not the easiest to drive and not easy finding my way from there, but..."

"You took Sebastian's car? Oh my! He'll kill you for that!" Still, he couldn't refrain from laughing. "We better take it back now!"

"I was waiting for you," she retorted. "Let's go."

She kept the car keys and refused to let Johnny drive. Seeing her own face brood was unsettling, so she concentrated on the driving.

"Any idea how the switch happened?" she asked as they stopped at a red streetlight.

"Well, I've always wished to be a woman, even if I did want bigger tits," he answered.

"I might have wished to be a man, but never expected it to happen!" she retorted.

"So what? We're under a spell." He shrugged. "Maybe tomorrow we'll go back to our own bodies. Let's have fun!"

"What about Sebastian and Chris? They didn't ask for anything!" she protested.

"We don't tell them! Trust me, we'll be fine."

"What if we don't switch back tomorrow?"

"Well, I freaked out at first, but I think I could live with it."

"I don't know, I don't want to step uninvited into someone else's life." She didn't want to lose Chris either, but she couldn't tell that to the stranger in her body.

"You have my permission! And we'll help each other, so nobody will notice!"

She sighed. "OK. Tonight Chris has this huge party for his job. There's a black dress in the closet."

"I've seen it. And you have dinner with Seb, my best friend Luke, and his boyfriend, Gabe."

"Oh God." She wasn't ready for that. More new people, more socializing in a life that wasn't even her own.

"What?" he snapped. "It's just a casual dinner."

"With your best friend," she replied, sarcastic. "Who knows you very well."

"Yeah, well, just be your usual self, you'll be all right. I'm often told I behave like a woman, so..."

She scoffed. "If you say so. I really hope we switch back tomorrow..."

3.

Marian entered Sebastian's house with caution. Sebastian was waiting for her – well, him, as she was in Johnny's body – and jumped to his feet with a frown.

"Where have you been?" Sebastian demanded. "If something happened to the car..."

Marian offered the car keys with the most innocent smile. "No dents," she said meekly. "Sorry you'll be late for work, but it was an emergency."

Sebastian grabbed the keys, fuming. "We'll talk about it tonight."

"Sure, I'll be here." God, he was pissed off! But he was gorgeous even in his anger. Marian watched him storm out. She'd make up to him, poor guy. He had no idea of what was going on, and she'd do her best to keep it from him.

The front door banged closed and she looked around again.

"Rosa?" she called tentatively.

The maid appeared in the kitchen door with a stern look on her face.

"I'll finish here for today. You can go." Marian tried to be firm and gentle.

"If you upset Señor Sebastian ever again..." the maid threatened. She didn't seem to like Johnny much.

"I won't," she said, trying to look angelic. "Can you leave, please?"

Rosa glared at her/him, but grabbed her purse and left.

Marian sighed with relief and let in Johnny-in-her-body.

"Wow, you're good with people!" Johnny sounded admired.

"Please, give me a break," she snorted. "Show me the house instead."

Johnny complied, explaining which clothes were Sebastian's and which were Johnny's, how the kitchen worked and everything else she needed to know.

Eventually she put him in a taxi and sat on the couch, waiting for Sebastian's return and biting her nails. Thank God Johnny had removed his fake painted nails before going to bed the night before.

Sebastian came in with the same frown he had when he had gone out and threw the car keys where she had found them this morning without looking at her.

"Still mad at me?" she asked. She had changed clothes and wore the proper ones now – Johnny's jeans and a polo shirt.

"I really hate you when you behave like a spoiled kid," Sebastian grumbled. "I thought I had made the rules clear in this house."

"I'm sorry, I panicked," she apologized. "It was an emergency. A friend threatened suicide. I had to go." She hoped he hadn't noticed the forgotten cell phone and that she had been wearing his clothes that morning.

Sebastian finally looked at her and sighed. "The car is like new... I guess I can forgive you."

He must love Johnny very much, she thought, relieved. 

She smiled, stood up and bowed like a Tibetan monk. "Thank you."

"Is that all?" Sebastian was trying hard not to smile back. "No kissing?"

"Aren't we supposed to go out soon?" she objected, embarrassed at the thought of kissing a stranger. Handsome, with absolutely kissable lips, but still a stranger.

"There's always time for a kiss," Sebastian said, and boy!, was he inviting!

She cleared her throat, hesitated, and then gave him a quick, superficial kiss.

Sebastian grabbed her, shaking his head with a smile. He embraced her and gave her a long, passionate kiss that took her breath away. He tasted different from Chris, but it was a very pleasant surprise.

She gasped for breath as Sebastian released her. God, she could fall for him. But with her own body he wouldn't even look at her. What a shame.

Sebastian smiled fondly at her. "Yes, I definitely forgive you. Let's go."

***
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Chris came back home and noticed the bed was still unmade and the bathroom door closed. Sighing, he started changing clothes for the Big Party. It was unusual that Marian wasn't ready, but she had been strange in the morning, so he really hoped she'd be fine in the evening.

"Mar, are you ready?" he called. "We're late!"

He knocked on the bathroom door. "Marian!"

"I'm almost done!" she answered quickly, shuffling things around in haste.

He shook his head in wonder and finished his own preparations. He was about to call again when Marian emerged from the bathroom wearing her black evening gown and makeup. She stopped on the door in a sexy pose and batted her eyelids as he stared at her in disbelief.

"You're wearing makeup?" he blurted out.

"I thought tonight was important," she answered with a sexy tone. She walked to him on high heels, swaying her hips like a consummate top model.

"It is, but..." He was too puzzled by the transformation to continue.

She adjusted his tie. "Are we ready, then?"

"Sure." He shrugged away his surprise. 

"Let's go, then."

Chris thought he had a new wife that night. Even Valery seemed to approve of her friend's new look. Marian was also unbelievably sociable – she must have spent the day rehearsing for the "bright wife" part.

"I'm glad you're in such a sociable mood," he managed to tell her at some point.

"Oh, I can be a very entertaining fellow, I mean, woman," she answered with a shrug.

"Really?" He chuckled. "Since when?"

"Since... I understood you needed me to play this part! How am I doing?"

"You're doing great. You're even dealing with this small crowd."

"May I have a prize, then?" She pleaded, pulling him to her.

He stiffened at the unexpected public display of affection. "Not here, and not now," he snapped, jarred.

"Of course not!" She pulled back. "But... later?" She batted her eyelids with a propitiatory smile.

"I'll see what I can do," he answered, averting his eyes.

That was so... not her! What was going on in her head? He really hoped she hadn't gone crazy while trying to please him. Hopefully she was just playing a part, although he had never seen her playing one for so long. Still, sometimes it felt a little like a parody, so maybe it was a show she was doing for his career... Where she had found the courage, he had no idea, but he was very proud of her.

***
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Sebastian looked tired and Marian felt sorry for him. The dinner had been nightmarish for her because, as she imagined, Luke had wondered what was wrong with "him".

She watched Sebastian undress and admired his toned body. Women would really miss such a yummy man. She looked under the pillow but couldn't find any pajamas, so she turned her back on Sebastian and took her clothes off, quickly sliding under the bed sheets and keeping on the underwear.

"Since when are you shy?" Sebastian asked, amused.

"I'm in a phase..." she answered vaguely.

Sebastian sighed. "What is it this time?"

"I'm a woman." 

"There's still a lot of work to do on that. And not only on your body."

"What do you mean?"

"Well, you're usually lunatic enough, but I don't think this will make a woman out of you yet."

"Depends on the woman, I guess," she grumbled.

"You're probably right." He smiled. "You're unusually quiet tonight, is something bothering you?"

"Do you love me?"

"Of course I do. Come here."

He hugged her and kissed her, but she pulled back.

"I'm sorry, I can't." She couldn't look him in the eyes. "Not tonight."

Sebastian sighed and let her go. "Now you just sound like my ex-wife."

"I'm sorry."

Sebastian smiled. "Good night, Johnny." He lightly kissed her cheek and switched off the light.

Marian turned her back on him, gulping. He was gorgeous, but she couldn't cheat on Chris. She hoped Johnny would be as considerate while in her body. He must have something good if Sebastian loved him – it couldn't be only youth and good looks. And even if his brain was in his dick, being dickless should make him different... or was it something that wasn't physical?

No matter how much she might want Sebastian, she couldn't handle her male body yet. She couldn't feel it or understand it (going to pee had been interesting indeed), so she hoped Johnny would be as embarrassed as she was and leave Chris alone.

She eventually fell asleep but her internal alarm clock woke her up at the usual time. She found herself cuddled against Sebastian and it felt good. But he wasn't Chris, so she dutifully pulled back, sitting on the bed.

Sebastian, his room, his house. She hadn't gone back to her body. The nightmare continued. She sighed.

Sebastian's alarm clock went off and she was faster at switching it off. Sebastian stared at her, drowsy but surprised.

"You're up already? Again?"

"Can I use the bathroom?" she asked quickly. No matter what body she had, she needed to pee as soon as she woke up.

"Sure," he answered puzzled.

She rushed to the bathroom, then left it free for him. She went to the kitchen, pondering what to do next, and automatically made coffee and a couple of toasted slices of bread.

Sebastian arrived while she was buttering the toast, clearly ready to go to work, and poured himself some coffee.

She offered him the toasts.

"What's this?" he asked, amused.

"Uhm... toasted bread?" She had forgotten to ask Johnny what kind of breakfast they had.

"You know I don't eat this early," Sebastian replied.

He finished his coffee, lightly kissed her cheek and left. "See you tonight! Behave yourself!"

"Sure, bye!"

Marian stared at the toasts and threw them away.

"Right, what am I doing, you're not Chris," she grumbled, putting down the empty plate with a shaky hand.

She drank her own coffee, thinking she had something in common with Sebastian. Her stomach refused breakfast this early in the morning, and, apparently, so did his. They'd made a perfect no-breakfast-thank-you couple.

She washed the mugs and the plate, and went back to the bedroom to dress. She made the bed and went downstairs to the living room. She saw a laptop and switched it on, searching on Google for a solution to possession or body switching.

Rosa came in, grumbled a greeting and went upstairs. Marian ignored her, too taken by her research. 

Then Rosa came back, looking puzzled. "The bed is already made."

She shrugged. "Yeah, I did it, why?"

Rose went into the kitchen and came back immediately. "No breakfast?" she asked, her fists on her hips.

"It takes five seconds to wash two mugs."

Rosa looked even more perplexed, but went back to the kitchen. Marian barely heard her when she left. The plethora of body-swap spells looked ludicrous. Still, she had to try at least one. 

She found candles and sat on the carpet, with the laptop on the couch behind her. She checked the instructions again.

"Back to my body!" she said, closing her eyes and imagining her own body. She opened her eyes and snapped her fingers three times. Nothing happened. Luckily the web-page said it "doesn't work all the time" – why should it?

Maybe she wasn't believing it enough. She wasn't hoping enough. She tried again, concentrating harder. She prayed to switch back to the body God had given her at her birth. Nothing. And she didn't feel exhilarated, like the seventeen-year-old boy who has switched bodies with his nineteen-year-old girlfriend. 

Probably Johnny was quite happy to have a vagina, boobs and a tight ass. Oh, yeah, her boobs were too small for Johnny's tastes. But his reaction sounded very much like the seventeen-year-old boy. Not that he was much older. She wondered how the girlfriend felt.

At least the Wiccans didn't do it. Who did, though? And who could do the counter-spell? Should she look for a voodoo priest? Pity there was no such tradition in her hometown... 

Maybe eventually, she would switch back, she only had to wait... be patient... 

***
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Chris was quite nervous – the party had gone well, and afterward Marian had showed more sexual initiative than ever. Pity in the morning she had refused to get out of bed and pretended not to remember her doctor's number. She had been so weird for the past twenty-four hours that he wondered what was going on. Was she really sick? Had her sanity suddenly snapped? She wasn't playing a part anymore, as she was different even at home. What was going on?

Thank God the weekend was close now and they could discuss it and figure it out.

A knock on the door of his office and she came in with two take-away coffees, dressed weird - having put together two items that didn't belong in a failed attempt to look fashionable – and wearing light makeup.

"Hello, honey," she grinned, locking the office door behind her.

"Mar, what are you doing here?" he demanded, jarred.

She came forward. "I was missing you so much... I couldn't even remember if you wanted your coffee black or with cream, so I took one of each."

She offered both coffees.

"Black," he answered without thinking, staring puzzled at her.

"Perfect, I'll have the other," she beamed. She checked which was which and offered one of the cups. "Black coffee, sir."

"Thanks." He took it, wondering what made her so talkative at 9.30am. "I thought you were sick."

"I felt guilty for not making any breakfast for you," she purred.

She pushed away the coffees and pulled up her skirt, straddling his legs and undoing his pants.

"What are you doing?" he protested.

"What does it look like I'm doing?" she whispered in his ear, licking and sucking his lobe.

"Marian, please, if someone comes in..."

"I told your secretary I wouldn't be long, and nobody should disturb us. And I locked the door, just in case."

He glanced at the door, but couldn't relax as she moved to ride him with a sigh of pleasure.

"You're not wearing any underwear?" he asked, both shocked and aroused by her bold new approach on sex.

"We're in a hurry, aren't we?" she panted.

"Wait, I don't have protection!"

"Who cares?"

She closed his mouth with hers. He gave up any resistance. He loved his wife and was glad of her sudden initiative, but at the same time he was worried because Marian wasn't herself anymore. And he wasn't sure he liked the "new" Marian in spite of everything.

4.

Marian rang her own doorbell without much hope. But Johnny was in.

"Oh, hi. What's up?"

"I see you got another day off," she said bluntly. She stepped into her own apartment and was appalled by the mess in the bedroom – bed still undone, shopping bags on the ground, and Johnny was painting her nails bright red!

"Well, you're having mine, so I decided to take one more too," Johnny shrugged, slumping on the unmade bed.

"Fine." She turned to stare at him with stern determination. "We're still switched. Shall we discuss how to organize our lives?"

"Oh, sure." Johnny enthused. "I bought you new clothes and..."

"That's not the point!" she snapped. "I don't need a new wardrobe."

"I do!" Johnny pouted. "This body definitely lacked one! If Doris could see me now, she'd be dead jealous!" Johnny picked up the shopping bags and started rummaging through them.

"Who's Doris?" Marian demanded.

"A friend of mine. Look at this..." Johnny showed a brightly colored Chanel dress.

Marian ignored it. "Male or female?"

"Technically male. But she has more breasts than you." Johnny stared lovingly at the dress.

"Thanks," Marian snapped. "How about Luke, how do I deal with him?"

"Oh, don't worry about Luke, I'll take care of him." Johnny put down the dress and rummaged again, showing a silk blouse as if it were a trophy.

"He already called twice," Marian handed him the offending cell phone. "I don't know what to tell him!"

"I said I'll take care of him," Johnny replied impatiently, ignoring the phone. "Don't you love these?" He showed high-heel shoes and sexy lingerie.

"No, I don't like any of that! And you don't need all that stuff!"

"I do, I wanna be an elegant woman!"

"My credit card bills will kill me
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