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1.

“How do you know when it’s over?” Julia asks, tugging the sheet to cover her breasts.

“Sorry?” Renaldo replies, distractedly floating in post-coital bliss.

“Relationships. I mean, you can see when they’re working. You can see when they’re not working. But then, what about when they’re really, truly over? Nothing left to fight for?”

“Julia, what troubles you?” Renaldo says, turning his body towards her and sliding his arm under the small of her naked back. This is the best way to experience a woman, he thinks. When she is vulnerable and soft and has just made love and is flooded with emotions. The fact that he does not fully comprehend the feelings of this odd white woman only makes her more alluring.

“Nothing,” she sighs. “No, that’s not true. I’m just thinking out loud is all.” 

Renaldo wraps his arms around her, feeling her stomach with the tips of his fingers.

“You think about your husband, yes?”

“Yes,” she says. “Him. What the hell was he thinking? To slip into bed with some tramp like that?”

“What was he thinking? I’m sorry to tell you, but I understand what he was thinking. For me, it is easy to see.”

She snaps her head in his direction, suddenly sensing a challenge.

“What’s so easy for you to see?” she asks.

“For a man, the experience of a woman is like no other pleasure. She is not just something that he can have, but something he must have. He feels a fire that he cannot hold back, that he cannot contain within himself. He needs to release it.”

“I’m a fire, too. I’ve got a fire I need to release.”

“Claro,” he says, lifting the sheet to admire her exquisite breasts. She squirms, tugging the sheet back down to stop feeling so exposed.

“I’m not talking about sex,” she says.

“Why not?” Renaldo says, lifting the sheet again. Julia smacks his hand away.

“Is that all men think about? Is it impossible to think about anything else? You’ve just got that little head that does your thinking for you?”

“Heart, head, who knows what it is or what part commands a man to act as he does?”

“He’s cheating on me,” Julia continues. “I know that, and there’s nothing that I can do about it. Nothing except this,” she says, gesturing with one hand to the two of them in bed together.

“This is not nothing,” he says. “You have followed your heart tonight, Julia. To do any less would be an affront to all of humanity.” 

“You don’t understand what I’m saying at all,” Julia moans.

“I understand. But I do not see. Not the way you do,” he says. “I see like a man. It is my curse.”

He begins to kiss her shoulder, which makes her smile. She can’t help it. There’s something so effortlessly charming about this man. This man she just picked up in a bar. The one she doesn't know except what she learned about him over a few glasses of wine. Renaldo. Born in Guadalajara but moved to the US when he was still a child. Works in carpentry; he’s good with his hands. His mouth, too. A very attentive lover. Practiced might be the better word. Not like that dick Richard. A real man. The kind of man that can actually pull off a ponytail. Ordinarily, she would have found something to criticize about his hair style. But tonight, she’s drawn to his muscles, to his warmth, to his scent.

“I wish I was cursed,” Julia says.

“Why would you wish for that?”

“I want to know how you men think. I want to understand how you can say that you love someone you just met.”

“You don’t love me?” Renaldo says with mock horror. She giggles.

“No, I don’t.”

“So, maybe it is the same with this woman and your… what is your husband’s name?”

“Richard.”

“Yes. he makes love to her, but that is so easy, no?”

“But that’s just my point. Maybe you’re right and he doesn’t really care for her. But, so what? I don’t understand how he can be like that. How can he sleep with her and feel nothing for me?” 

“That I cannot answer. I am only a man, Julia.”

“You’re more of a man than he is, I can tell.”

“Yes, that’s true,” Renaldo says without qualification.

“You don’t even know him,” she teases.

“So? I know his wife. A woman like this, you don’t leave unsatisfied.”

“I like that,” Julia says, almost to herself. “A real man never leaves a woman like me unsatisfied.”


2.

While Renaldo and Julia talk in bed, Richard Finn is himself satisfying the woman that he’d been seeing for two weeks. With her ankles draped across his shoulders, Richard presses himself further and deeper into Megan Connelly. Megan experiences the pleasure of him in waves, the fuck satisfying for a moment her insatiable need for a man: any man. The truth is that Megan doesn’t feel the same exhilaration that Richard feels as he charges into her, filling her. For him, it’s liberating. He’s spent so long with Julia, the woman that he lost his virginity to when they were both kids in college. It had faded, of course. Everything fades. Richard knows that. But things changed when he met Megan. She had that same fire that Julia lost along the way, or so he thinks. The truth is that Megan is actually quite a lot like Julia. She isn’t as taken with Richard’s sexual prowess as he imagines that she is. But she is totally unlike Julia in that she needs sex from a man as often as she can get it. And with her red hair, 36-inch bust, and slender waist, she can get it as often as she has to.

“You like that?” Richard says, not really wanting to know the answer but asking as a proscribed part of the ritual.

“Yes!” Megan gasps. And it’s true. She does like it. The way that she likes a massage, or a manicure, or a new dress.

“I’m fucking you just like you like, you little slut.”

Megan enjoys being called a slut, if it’s in bed. Richard’s cock is hard and though it isn’t the biggest she’s had it seems to point up straighter than most men’s. It isn’t huge, but it makes up for this with its stiffness, which Megan suspects is probably helped along by Viagra. This helps, since Richard insisted on wearing a condom, which Megan hates.

The vein in Richard’s forehead begins to protrude as he prepares to come. He feels the pressure building up in him, his volcano about to erupt. He’s performed splendidly, lasting well over twenty minutes. And now he feels his hot seed pouring out of him with force, satisfying his body and his soul. He needed this. Everyone needs this. Why doesn’t his wife need this, too?

As he climbs off of Megan, Richard thinks about coddling and holding her. This would be what Julia would have expected. But Richard decides, correctly, that Megan doesn’t need these displays of affection the way that other women do. It’s what drew him to her. Megan is not like those women who need constant reassurance of a man’s love for her. The sex is more than sufficent.

“I can’t remember the last time I had something like that with my wife,” he says.

“Sex?” Megan asks.

“Well, yes. But I mean, like that.”

Richard meant to imply that the sex had been more than sex, and Megan decides that it is fine that he should continue thinking so.

“Richard, you’re a good man,” Megan says, trying to build up his confidence. “You really should find a girl who deserves you.”

“Are you putting your name up for consideration?” Richard asks.

“It could be me,” Megan says diplomatically.

“If it weren’t for… what?” Richard says.

“Well, no girl likes to feel that she’s second best.”

Richard loves that she referred to herself as a girl, something that Julia wouldn’t do anymore even in jest. She resents bitterly when Richard or anyone else would refer to her as less than a woman, the word feeling heavy and matronly, a little austere coming from her mouth.

“You’re not asking me to leave my wife,” Richard says.

“No,” Megan says. “I’m not.”

“Good,” Richard says, relieved to know where things stand. She doesn’t expect too much from him, and that’s a good thing. Neither of them says anything for a while. Megan checks her Instagram.

“I wish she could see us,” Richard says.

“No you don’t,” Megan replies.

“I do,” Richard admits. “Not because I want it to be over for good. I just wish she could see me as a man.”

“I’m sure she does.”

“She sees me as a male. Her counterpoint, her opposite number. But she doesn’t see me as a man. Am I making any sense?”

“I think so. There are men, and there are men.”

She speaks of this second group with unrestrained relish. The word lingers on her lips.

“Right. I’m a man to her, but to you I’m a man.”

Megan isn’t entirely convinced either way, but she says nothing.

“She can’t understand what it is to be a man.”

“You can’t understand her either,” Megan says.

“How can you know that?”

“How could any man understand a woman when he’s never felt what she feels? We’re very sensitive, you know.”

“Yeah, I know.”

“No!” Megan shouts playfully. “You only think you do. That’s my point.”

“So how do I learn?”

“You’d have to become a woman to know.”

“Okay, done.”

Megan smiles.

“It’s not that easy.”

“Oh, I know it’s not,” Richard says. “But I can be a very attentive student.”

He kisses her shoulder, unaware that it’s exactly what another man is doing to please his wife at the exact same moment.

“You know that you could probably patch things up with her more easily than you realize.”

“Why would I want to do that?”

“Because you want to make your marriage work, don’t you?”

“No. What I want now is to stay in this bed with you for as long as I can until I have to see Julia again.”

Megan doesn’t move, even when Richard gently squeezes her breast.

“What?” he asks, sensing her hesitation.

“I have to go,” she says, her voice trailing off in a way that is meant to make her sound guilty. Though, in reality, she doesn’t feel the least bit bad.

“Really? Now?”

“Yeah. I told some girl friends I would meet them for drinks at 11:30.”

“You go out that late?” Richard asks, realizing that it makes him sound like an old man. Actually, Megan isn’t going to meet up with her girlfriends, nor is she going to see another man. She just prefers to sleep in her bed alone instead of waking up in a hotel room with Richard.

“Are you mad at me?” Megan asks in a little girl voice.

“No, of course not. You’re young. Younger than me, I mean. Go have fun.”

She leans over and kisses him on the chin. Then, she slides out of the bed, making no attempt to cover herself. Richard admires her as she steps into her panties, pulling them up around the curves of her perfectly pert ass. She bends over to retrieve her bra, pressing the cups against her ample chest and fastening the snap behind her back. He decides he’s going to jerk off as soon as she leaves the room. He’s seriously falling for this girl, he realizes. And he knows it’s a bad idea. She puts on her black dress, its curves perfectly contoured to her own. Then, she comes over to his side of the bed and gives him one more goodbye peck before departing.

She’s leading this guy on, she decides. She realizes he’s probably going to jerk off as soon as she leaves, thinking about the way that she got dressed in front of him. She never made him any promises, but guys always seem to want more. They’re always so full of feelings. And those feelings always seem to involve possessiveness, and monogamy, and, well, blah.

“See you soon?” Richard asks, just a second before she’s out the door.

“Sure,” she says.

“I have your number.”

She just smiles as she shuts the door behind her.


3.

Julia Finn knows that something is wrong before she’s even fully conscious. She’s uncomfortable in a way that’s unfamiliar. She feels a pressure between her legs that she’s never woken up to before. She opens her eyes. For a moment, she doesn’t know where she is. Then, she turns to her side and sees her own face resting peacefully in front of her. She screams.

Julia watches as her lover opens his eyes. Renaldo too is disoriented. He sits up straight, alarmed by the throaty, masculine shriek. He watches his own face contorted in terror in front of him.

“What’s wrong?” Renaldo asks, his voice high and feminine. Amazed, he puts a finger to the lips of the mouth that just spoke. He’s in Julia’s body, and she’s in his.

“Renaldo?” Julia asks tentatively.

“Yes?” he replies.

“What happened to us?”

Renaldo doesn’t answer. He throws off the sheet to examine the woman’s body he now resides in. He looks down with wonder at the round mounds of flesh, his flat stomach, his perfectly smooth legs, feet with their painted nails and the pair of purple panties with a tiny, manicured mound of public hair. He tentatively reaches down and touches through the fabric of the underwear the lips of his pussy. The touch sends a shiver up his back.

“Don’t,” Julia protests, sounding like Renaldo’s brother Ramon, a gay man with a lilting way of speaking. Renaldo feels a surge of fear, but he’s fascinated too.

“How is this possible?” Renaldo wonders aloud, aware that he now speaks in Julia’s voice with just a hint of a Mexican accent.

“Oh, god!” Julia says, turning her hips away from him.

“What is it?” Renaldo asks. He watches as Julia grimaces in embarrassment. He looks down and understands. Julia has an erection. He puts a slender hand on her powerful shoulder.

“It’s okay, my love. You don’t have to be afraid. I’m right here.”

“What? Ay basura! you think that this is my fault?”

“I don’t know,” Julia says, tears forming the corners of her eyes. “I don’t like this. I want to change back.”

“Fine with me.”

“How?”

Renaldo frowns, brushing a strand of Julia’s brown curly hair from in front of his eyes.

“I don’t know. I feel the same that you feel, Julia.” Her name comes out as ‘hoolia’.

Julia rises from the bed, still sporting a hard on. She bends her knees, trying to hide the bulge pressing against her tight black underwear. She howls, clutching at her long, flowing hair.

“I can’t be a man,” she protests. “I don’t know how.”

“Claro,” Renaldo assents.

“I want my body back.”

“I understand, Julia. But I don’t know how to give that to you.”

Julia turns and retreats to the bathroom, slamming the door behind her. Renaldo hears the sound of her crying on the other side of the door.

“Don’t panic, my love!” he calls to her.

“Don’t call me that!” she yells. “I don’t even know you!”

Renaldo rolls his eyes. Of all the women that he had to switch bodies with, why this one? Why not Imelda? He feels pretty sure that if the same thing happened to her, she would be able to handle the shock better than this white woman. They might have even had a little fun together. The thought of the two of them kissing and touching each other brings an unfamiliar sensation between Renaldo’s legs. He can feel heat radiating from his crotch. For the first time in his life, the thought of sex is making him wet. A kind of comfortable buzz sets in, and his fingers move to the source of this strange pleasure. He touches the outside of his underwear again, feeling the pussy through the fabric. Without consciously knowing why, Renaldo’s other hand reaches up to cup his breasts. He feels electric currents of excitement as his nipples begin to stand up. He wants to tug off the bra and feel his chest bounce, to press his hands to those nipples. Running his fingers along his waistband, Renaldo decides he has to have more. He slips two fingers into his crotch, moaning loudly as they slide into his slippery, warm vagina.

“What’s going on out there?” Julia calls. Renaldo pulls his fingers out, face reddening with embarrassment. He can’t do this now. What if she had caught him? He pictures her coming in and discovering him tweaking his nipples and touching his pussy. The thought excites him all over again. Damn. This body is insatiable.

“Nothing!” Renaldo calls, trying to calm his awakening sexual appetite. “Why don’t you take a shower? You will feel much better when you do.”

“I can’t shower like this!” Julia protests. Fine, he thinks. The hot water would do him some good. Besides, his fingers now have the fishy odor that he’s been familiar with ever since he first lost his virginity to Luz, a cute girl in his class at the age of fifteen.

“Then come out there and we can talk,” Renaldo offers. After a moment, the door creaks open and Julia, sans erection, enters sheepishly.

“What are we going to do?”

“For now, we need to act natural.”

“Right, okay.”

“What will you do today?” Renaldo asks.

“I was planning to go back home.”

“Will your husband be there?”

“Not yet. He’ll be at his office for most of the day.”

“Kids?”

Julia shakes her head. Not for the first time, she’s glad that she and Richard didn’t have kids. It makes this whole thing a lot less complicated.

“Okay. I will go and wait for him.”

“You?!”

“Of course. It cannot be you who goes to your home in my body, no?”

“What will I do while you’re gone?”

“I work in the bar, remember? My shift does not start until 10 pm. That will give you some time to study what you need to do.”

Julia looked worried.

“I can’t do this.”

“Yes, you can. Tending bar is not so easy as people are thinking. But it’s not so hard either. You’ll do just fine.”

“Okay, when you get to my house, I’ve got a few Etsy orders to fulfill.”

“Etsy?”

“I make jewelry. The pieces are already made. You just need to box them up and then check the fulfilment spreadsheet for the list of recipients.”

Renaldo looked at her uncertainly.

“Can you do this?!”

“Yes, yes. Okay. Don’t worry. Now, if you’re not going to take a shower, allow me.”

Renaldo sashays into the bathroom, wiggling his cute little ass as he goes. Julia involuntarily watches that ass, her ass, and is horrified to find herself stiffening once again.


4.

On the other side of town, Richard is waking up to an unfamiliar sensation of his own. Still on the edge of consciousness, Richard finds a pillow pressed between his legs. He finds it pleasurable to press the pillow between his thighs, the slight pressure giving him a sensation he’s never felt before. That pleasure radiates up to his chest and makes his nipples stand on end. Richard opens his eyes. A curtain of red hair is in front of them. Confused, Richard reaches down and tugs the pillow from between his legs. He finds the side of the pillow sticky and wet. It has a faint odor that’s slightly fishy but also fragrant. It’s the smell of his pussy. Richard clasps his chest. His fingers touched a pair of succulent breasts. He’s completely naked, and he’s no longer a ‘he’. He shrieks in a woman’s voice. Climbing off the bed, the sheet trailing behind him, he goes to the mirror and discovers the face of Megan Connelly staring back at him. He shrieks again. He touches his face, finding it smooth. His lips tingle as he runs his fingers across them.

“Oh, god!” Richard cries. He looked down in amazement at the woman’s body that he now possesses, his hands again touching his breasts and then running down to his hips and thighs. He touches his round pert ass. “Holy shit!”

The phone rings. Richard stumbled over to the phone, finding his movements unfamiliar with a woman’s breasts and thighs.

“Hello?”

“Richard?” comes his own voice on the other end of the line.

“Yes, it’s me,” Richard confirms in a girlish voice. “Megan, what happened to us?”

“I don’t know,” she squeals. “I woke up with a hard on, Richard. How the hell did this happen?”

“I have no idea,” Richard says, trying to collect himself.

“Are you at home?” Megan asks.

“No,” says Richard reflexively.

“I meant my house,” says Megan.

“Oh.”

Richard looks around. The same underwear that he’d watched Megan put on the night before has been tossed casually on the floor.

“Yeah,” he said. “I guess I am.”

“Don’t do anything,” Megan said. “I’m coming over.”

“Hurry,” says Richard. The phone clicks off. Richard feels exposed. The air conditioner was on and the temperature in the room is causing Richard’s nipples to stand erect again. He goes over to the closet and opens it. Inside are dozens, maybe hundreds of women’s outfits. He frowns, not sure what to do with any of them. It’s all an explosion of different fabrics. He spies a terry cloth robe and pulls it on.

He feels the urge to pee. He flees to the bathroom. Lifting the terry cloth robe like a skirt, he sits down. The toilet seat feels cold on his ass. Releasing, Richard pees. The whole procedure fills him with embarrassment, but curiosity gets the better of him. He looks down at his vagina. It’s perfectly smooth and hairless, a fact that he admired about Megan every time they’d had sex. She must wax it regularly to keep it that way. He waits for the last few drops to subside, then he grabs a sheet of toilet paper and dabbed his vagina. The paper feels rough against his soft parts, but it arouses him too. He has a sudden urge to touch himself, but he resists. Flushing, he returns to the bedroom to wait for Megan.

He lays on the bed, trying to figure out what’s happening to him. How had he and Megan switched bodies? What was he going to do now that they had?

After a few moments, Richard hears the car pull up outside. He expects for Megan to get out of the car, but has to remind himself that it’s his own body he should be expecting. Watching himself get out of the car is disorienting.

“Do I really look like that?” he says in Megan’s voice. He goes downstairs to let Megan in the door. She goes wide-eyed when she sees him wearing her robe.

“Richard,” says Megan, brushing her hand against his cheek. It feels nice against Richard’s soft skin. They hug. “What the hell is going on?”

Megan enters.

“So, what do we do?” Richard asks.

“I don’t know,” says Megan. “First, I need coffee.”

They go into the kitchen and Richard watches as Megan hurries around the room fixing the coffee. She’s awkward in her movements too. She hits her head on the vent of the stovetop range, too tall now. Megan looks like she’s about to cry, more from fear and frustration than from pain. Richard suddenly feels like he’s going to do the same thing. It’s an unfamiliar sensation, but he’s overwhelmed by emotions. He manages to pull himself together.

“Megan, it’s okay. We’re going to get through this.”

“How?” 

“I don’t know. We just will.”

The coffee brews in the pot and after a few minutes Megan pours them each a mug.

“You have to be me today,” Megan says.

“What? How?!”

“I’ll show you. I can teach you everything you need to do.”

Richard is embarrassed to realize that he has no idea what Megan does for a living.

“Teach me what?”

“Cosmetics. I’m a beautician at Sephora.”

“I’m a makeup girl?!”

“Don’t make it sound demeaning. I hate when men do that. I’m proud of my job, okay?”

“Sorry. But how am I supposed to do that job when I know nothing about makeup?”

“It’s not that hard. Like I said, I can show you. Just please, please don’t do anything that will get me fired, okay?”

“Yeah, okay. Fine.”

“What about you?” Megan asks. “What do I need to do to be you?”

“I don’t have any showings today, so I don’t think anyone would notice if I wasn’t at the office today. Just lay low. Stay at home, I guess. Oh, shit!”

“What?”

“My wife Julia is going to be at home. You can’t go there.”

“I have to call her or something at least, right? Don’t you two talk?”

“Yeah, well, it’s been a little bit strained between us lately. But, yeah. Give me your phone. I’ll send her a text.”

Megan hands Richard the phone and sends a quick text just telling her that she hopes she has a good day and that he’s thinking about her.

“Even if I stay here, I’ll have to go to your house eventually,” Megan says.

“Shit. Shit!” Richard curses, realizing that it will look suspicious if he stays away all night for the second night in a row.

“Never mind. We’ll figure that part out later. For now, we’ve got to get you looking presentable.”

“Megan, I can’t. We don’t have enough time.”

“Just do what I tell you and you’ll do fine.”

Richard follows Megan upstairs. She waits while Richard showers, finding it increasingly difficult to resist the urge to explore his new body. He soaps and lathers his thighs and chest. Richard gets out and wraps a towel around himself. He returns to the bedroom feeling more exposed than when he was completely naked.

“Wrap a towel around your hair too,” Megan chides. “And you didn’t shave your legs!”

Richard looks down, runs a hand along the almost imperceptible stubble on his shins.

“It’s fine,” Richard growls.

“No it isn’t. Now, come here.”

Richard sits on the lip of the tub and Megan instructs him in how to shave his legs, using shea butter for lubricant. Then, Megan goes over to the bed and hands Richard the dress and underwear that she selected for him to wear. It’s a floral dress paired with simple white cotton panties and a flesh-colored bra. It’s beginning to sink in for Richard that he is the woman and he’s going to have to play the part in public. Putting on the clothes in the bathroom, he’s amazed to find that he actually looks convincing as Megan. Why not? He’s not trying to look like her. He is her.

“You look beautiful,” Megan says when she sees him. Richard’s face turns hot. “Are you blushing?”

“Forget it!” Richards snaps defensively.

“Okay, okay. Let’s do your makeup.”

Megan sits Richard down and deftly puts on his makeup for him. Richard watches as carefully as he can everything that she does. Once she’s finished, Megan announces that it’s time for him to show what he’s learned.

“Do me,” Megan says.

“You want me to put makeup on your face?”

“I’ll take it all off before I leave here. But you have to demonstrate that you know what you’re doing, right?”

So, Richard puts the makeup on Megan’s face. It’s a strange and surreal experience to watch his own face being covered in lipstick and rouge. But he has to admit that he does a passable job of it. When he’s done, Megan’s face is still a man’s but Megan’s femininity is expressed from within. 

“I think you’re ready,” Megan says. “Let’s do this.”


5.

At Julia and Richard’s house, Renaldo is exploring his new role too. Having said goodbye to Julia, Renaldo has been charged with fulfilling her Etsy orders. That took all of a half an hour. He found the spreadsheet, put the little trinkets in their boxes and put those boxes by the front door for the mailman to collect. These middle class white women are always so high-strung, and for what? What Julia calls work any member of his family would call a simple chore. But, no matter. Alone in the house, Renaldo decides to take the opportunity to explore this new body with all of its unfamiliar sensations.

Upstairs in the bedroom, he searches through the couple’s things. They have so much crap. So much more than anyone could ever need. But at the back of the closet, Renaldo finds hidden in a shoebox a pink vibrator. He examines the thing curiously. Flipping a little button, the sex toy whirrs to life. It’s not his first time using one. Some of his lovers liked to have him insert it into them. But he never thought to try the device on himself.

Going over to the bed, Renaldo feels his excitement growing as he slides down his panties. His can feel himself already starting to froth as he presses the buzzing little thing to the lips of his pussy. A thrill radiates through his entire body as the vibrator massages him. He takes off his shirt, then his bra to touch his breasts while he masturbates. Soon, he’s completely soaked and the smell of his juices is so strong that it seems to fill the room. He plunges the vibrator inside himself, multiplying the ecstasy many times over. He gasps as he gives himself over to it. His hips buck as he plays with himself, sweat forming on his brow as the intensity of the experience carries him away. He could go on for hours like this. But instead, something stops him.

“Julia!” calls a voice from downstairs. Shit! It’s the woman’s husband! Unhappily, Renaldo forces himself to cut his masturbation session short. He deactivates the vibrator, pulls up his panties, and escapes to the bathroom. Jumping in the shower, he seeks to expunge the smell of sex from his body. After he’s run the shower, Renaldo reaches for a pink towel to wrap his body in. He returns to the bedroom. The husband is there, Richard he thinks his name is, staring at him with fascination. Renaldo gets the impression that he’s never seen his wife before, which in a sense is true. They are strangers to each other, but how would he know that?

Of course, it’s Megan in Richard’s body that Renaldo meets in the bedroom. She is amazed to find that she’s attracted to this nearly naked woman. Megan has experienced fleeting attraction to women before now. She can remember times when she found herself drawn to other girls in the showers in high school. But this is something else. In Richard’s body, she notices how the smell of Julia’s apricot shampoo entices her. She thinks about what’s under that towel and how much she’d like to see it.

“Hey, baby,” Megan says, suddenly embarrassed at how foolish she sounds. Stupid!

“There’s my man,” Renaldo says, drawing closer to her. Renaldo leans up and gives Megan a quick peck on the cheek. “I wasn’t expecting to see you home so early.”

In fact, Megan hadn’t planned on returning to Richard’s home, but curiosity got the better of her. Maybe it was the novelty of being in a man’s body. When would she ever get the chance to do this again? Or perhaps she just wanted to see the competition. True, she didn’t want to steal Richard away from his wife, but she couldn’t help but wonder what about the woman that Richard was stepping out on. Not some haggard hag, it turned out. She wasn’t shrewish or ugly. Why would a man cheat on a woman like this?

“I, uh, wanted to see you,” Megan says, speaking extemporaneously. “I know that things have been tense between us.”

“Yes, I know,” Renaldo says.

“And I wanted to clear the air and straighten things out,” Megan continues, hardly even aware of what she’s saying. Her eyes drifted to Renaldo’s breasts. Seeing this, Renaldo feels a sudden rush. To have a man looking at his female body this way makes him wet all over again.

“Do you want to talk about it?” Renaldo asks, biting his lip.

“No,” Megan says, enfolding Renaldo’s lithe female form in his arms. Renaldo drops the towel. Hungrily, Megan presses him to her. She can feel the erection that has been stirring in her pants stiffen. Renaldo welcomes the pressure against his inner thigh, and undoes his lover’s belt buckle. Renaldo pictures his past lovers, the way that some women would take control. He now resolves to be that assertive woman as he slides Megan’s pulsing erection out of her pants and wraps his mouth around her smooth cock.

Megan sighs with pleasure as Renaldo begins to blow her. God, no wonder guys were always losing their minds whenever she did this for them. She suddenly feels that she would do anything for this girl who gets down on her knees and gives this kind of gratification to a lover.

Renaldo is enjoying the unfamiliar joy of tasting a man’s dick on his tongue. He bobs up and down, inviting the shaft deeper into his throat. The spurt of ropey cum is unexpected for both of them. But when it comes, Renaldo is delighted to discover that he enjoys the taste as Megan explodes inside of him.

Megan wishes that she’d lasted just a little longer, but decides that she’ll have to get used to sex as a man and she’ll hold out much longer on her next go ‘round. She looks down at her wife and resolves not to take advantage of this woman the way Richard has. She’ll make her a proper wife.
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Richard is experiencing his first day as a makeup girl. The job isn’t bad, for what it is. He does a passable job with their makeup, and pretty soon he finds that even though he knows practically nothing about makeup, that’s not really what the job is all about. Mostly, it’s just about customer service and making the women that he talks to feel seen and appreciated.

“You’re such a doll,” one woman in her fifties tells him. “Are you married, sweetie?”

“Yes,” Richard says instinctively. “We’ve been together for almost eight years.”

“If I still looked like you, I’d have no trouble keeping a man happy.”

Richard blushes.

“Sometimes I wonder,” he says. “I suspect that things aren’t as strong between us as they used to be.”

“Well, why not make a change? It’s never too late to switch things up.”

Richard smiles, aware of the irony. Things certainly have been switched up, for him at least. He imagines how Julia would react to seeing him like this. He’d walk in the door in the body of a gorgeous redhead, strip naked in front of her, and the two of them would make love the way they never have before. The thought gets Richard excited. But, no. Julia would never go for something like that, even if Richard could explain. She’s not adventurous enough. Too set in her ways.

In between clients, Richard realizes that there’s quite a lot of sitting and waiting around involved in selling makeup. He feels the stares of the men as they walk past, looking at his breasts and his ass. He’s aware of just what they’re thinking, and it makes him feel exposed. He has a vision of himself wearing a red hood and stockings, carrying a picnic basket while all around wolves encircle him ready to tear into his soft flesh. He’s relieved when the hours pass and it’s time to close up shop.

Just as Richard’s day is ending, Julia’s is just beginning. Unlike Richard with the makeup, she’s actually got some experience mixing cocktails. Being a bartender at Finnegan’s wasn’t really all that demanding, especially on a Monday night. Renaldo explained the various barback duties she might be called upon to fill in for: washing glasses, carrying ice, etc. But now she has to do it for real. More of a challenge will be trying to move naturally in a man’s body. She puts Renaldo’s thick mane of hair up in his signature ponytail and selects from his closet a tight-fighting grey henley shirt and a pair of leather pants. The pants hug her ass in a way that’s familiar, but unfamiliar is the prominent package the pants show off. Getting over her initial revulsion, Julia is now fascinated and perhaps a little proud of her bulge. She knows from the previous night’s experience that Renaldo is bigger than Richard. Which means that she now has a bigger cock than her husband. The idea makes her want to laugh out loud.

She practices walking as a man but finds it difficult to keep from mincing. It wouldn’t matter to those who don’t know the real Renaldo, but to any of the regular customers it might raise some eyebrows. The single gold earring might do the same, but Julia is unconcerned. While across town her husband is feeling vulnerable as a woman, she’s finding new confidence as a man.
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Having screwed the day away, Megan and Renaldo are now returning to their usual independent selves. The flood of endorphins from so much sex has left them both exhausted. They cuddled, kissed, fucked, and then repeated the whole thing again. But now they’re both ready to go their separate ways. The problem is that each of them feels obligated to keep up the ruse that they are someone they are not. And each is silently wondering about the best way to extricate themselves from bed.

Megan gets a text.

Richard: Where are you?

Megan rushes to respond. But she can’t risk Richard’s wife reading over her shoulder.

“Darling,” Megan says to Renaldo. “Something’s come up at the office. The real estate office where I work.” Megan struggles to come up with a lie. “Uh, a house caught fire.”

“Dios mio!” Renaldo says, realizing as soon as the words leave his mouth that this is something ella blanca would never say.

“Yep,” says Megan. “Pretty terrible. I should probably get over there to assess the damage, file a claim. All that kinda stuff. Paperwork, ya know.”

“Of course, you have to go,” says Renaldo, relieved to have an out as well. 

“So, I might have to stay out late. You probably shouldn’t wait up for me.”

“No problem, my love. You do what you have to do. I’ll go out too.”

“Really?” Megan asks. “Where are you going?”

“Oh, nowhere. Maybe just a bar.”

“Is that the kind of thing you usually do on a Monday night?” Megan asks, not sure why she’s asking except that it does seem strange.

Renaldo, genuinely having no idea what Julia would normally do on a Monday night, decides that he’s already too committed to back out.

“I’m just meeting some girlfriends. Don’t worry.”

Renaldo gives Megan a quick peck.

“Be safe,” Megan says as she puts on Richard’s slacks and shirt and heads out the door. Renaldo blows a kiss as she goes. 

As soon as Megan is out the door, she texts Richard.

Megan: I’m leaving your house now.  

Richard: What?! Why?

Megan: Well, I didn’t know what else to do. And Julia was there.

Richard: What else to do? LITERALLY anything else!!!

Megan: Ok cool it with the exclamation points drama queen.

Richard: Did you talk to her?

Megan: Not much.

Richard: What did you say? Tell me everything that you two talked about.

Megan: Can we meet somewhere? It’s a lot to go over via text.

Richard: Where?

Megan: How about Finnegan’s?

Richard: A bar?

Megan: Are you saying that you couldn’t use a drink right now?

Richard: Fine.

Megan: I’ll text you the address.
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Since it’s not a huge town and the bar district is only five minutes from the mall, Richard beats Megan to Finnegan’s. He walks in the door and finds himself once again drawing stares from the men in the room. But that’s not all. She’s getting some hostile, judgemental looks from the girls as well. Richard feels self-conscious, but confident too. Obviously these girls sense competition or else they would just look right past her. She strides up to the bar. The barman is a Hispanic guy with a ponytail. Surprisingly, he doesn’t give her more than a passing glance. Richard wonders whether it’s because he’s a gentleman or maybe he’s just not into women.

“Rolling Rock,” Richard says. Shit, he thinks. Maybe I should order something more frou-frou.

“Coming up,” says Julia, turning around unsuredly. It takes her a moment to remember what shelf the green-bottled beer is on. She squats a little awkwardly to open the glass-doored refrigerator to extract the beer. Once she’s got it, her long fingers make her fumble with the bottle opener. Richard watches, amused.

“First day?”

“No,” Julia huffs defensively. “It’s evening, so that makes it my first night.”   

Richard laughs. This guy has a kind of feminine energy, but there’s something endearing about him. 

Julia gets the bottle open, managing to shake it up enough that it foams over.

“Shit!” Julia curses.

“It’s fine,” Richard says.

“Do you want a new beer?”

“Don’t worry about it. You’re doing good.”

“Thanks. Sorry.”

She goes to get a rag to clean up the suds.

“Do you want to pay now or start a tab?”

Richard remembers that he’s got Megan’s credit card.

“I’ll start a tab, thanks,” he says, reaching into the purse.

“Hey, can I see some ID?”

“Aren’t you supposed to ask for that before you serve someone?” Richard asks.

“First night, remember. Besides, you haven’t started drinking yet.”

Richard hands over the driver’s license. Julia looks it over.

“Okay, Megan Connelly. You’re clear,” she says, handing it back.

“So, was that you flirting with me? Because you could just ask me my name.”

“No, I wasn’t flirting,” Julia says, taken aback. But since Megan clearly is, she decides to go with it. “Why? Would it be okay if I was?”

Richard hesitates, unsure how to answer.

“Don’t take this the wrong way,” Megan says. “But you seem a little, well, on the feminine side.”

Julia puts an embarrassed hand to her mouth.

“Really?” Julia squeaks.

“Well, yeah. It’s not a bad thing. I hope you’re not offended.”

“No, not at all. I’ve always known that about myself,” she says. “I just didn’t realize it was so obvious to everyone else.”

“It’s not really. Just want to know what side you’re playing for.”

“What side are you playing for?” Julia asks.

“Ask me again after another drink,” Richard replies.

“Okay, now that was flirting.” 

Richard shrugs, gives a little wave as he crosses over to a table in the corner. Julia is amazed by this woman’s confidence. She’s so beautiful. If she were a man… but then, of course, she is a man! The thought makes her tingle, and in an unfamiliar way. She doesn’t get hard exactly, but she swells up a little thinking about herself with that girl.

Julia doesn’t get to dwell on this thought, though. She gets distracted by another customer and turns her attention back to her job. She’s so focused on the sudden flood of drink orders that she doesn’t notice Megan walk in, in Richard’s body.

“Hey!” Megan says cheerfully, sliding into a seat across from Richard.

“Don’t ‘hey’ me. What the hell were you doing at my house?” Richard hisses.

“Richard, I realize that this is going to make you upset. Just know that I don’t want to lie to you. What I have to tell you, I don’t say because I’m trying to hurt your feelings. It’s just how things are, okay?”

“Spit it out, Megan.”

“Julia and I had sex.”

Richard is too dumbfounded even to be mad.

“What?”

“I came in. She was in a towel. I swear that she initiated it. Or anyway, it was mutual. It’s not like I seduced her, or anything. It just happened. Please don’t hate me.”

“Hold on, Julia. My wife. She just threw her towel down and ravished you? That’s impossible. My wife doesn’t do things like that. Not with me.”

“Well, she did those things with me,” Megan says.

Richard pushes his chair back, stumbling to his feet in a gesture meant to suggest that he’s prepared to fight. Of course, he’s wearing heels. And he’s about a foot shorter than before, so the gesture doesn’t communicate quite as much menace as he’d hoped. Especially when he bangs his leg against the chair.

“You fucked my wife?!” Richard yelps. Heads turn towards him. Julia takes notice too.

“Richard?” Julia asks. Richard reflexively turns at the sound of his name, but it’s the woman in Richard’s body that Julia is focused on.

“Richard? What are you doing?”

Megan gradually realizes that the male bartender is talking to her.

“Me?” Megan asks. “Who are you?”

“I’m your wife!” Julia shouts. All eyes are on this bizarre love triangle. Julia is quavering at the bar, in the body of a studly Latino. Richard clocks this and turns to Megan.

“Who the hell is that?”

“I have no idea,” Megan says. 

Julia comes from around the bar and approaches their table.

“You’re here with her?” Julia demands to know.

“Uh, yeah?” says Megan, thoroughly confused.

“Listen, guy,” says Richard. “We’re kinda in the middle of something.”

“I’m not a guy!” 
“Well, hey, far be it for me to tell you who you are. But–”

“Butt out, slut!” Julia snaps. “Richard, it’s me. I’m Julia.”

“Julia?” Richard says.

At that moment, right on cue, Renaldo enters the bar in Julia’s body.
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Having slipped out of Richard and Julia’s house shortly after Megan left, Renaldo is now looking forward to a night of drinking and perhaps a little dancing later if he feels up to it. It’s been quite an exhausting day, and he’d really like a drink. And to talk to women. Men only leave him sore, and he’d love to go back to girls for a while.

He walks in wearing a short black skirt and an orange blouse that shows off his breasts, his curly hair bobbing across his shoulders. He comes upon the fray and stops, confused.

“Julia!” Richard calls. Renaldo purses his lips in surprise.

“Hello?” says to the red-headed woman addressing him. She’s rather cute. He wouldn’t mind getting to know her better.

“What are you doing here?” Richard asks, looking Renaldo up and down. “What are you wearing?”

Renaldo notices his body standing there, staring at him. Julia is trying to communicate with her eyes. Get out of here! What are you doing? 

Megan turns to look at the woman that she’s just been making love to all afternoon and smiles.

“Hey, baby!” Megan says.

“Weren’t you supposed to be at the fire?” Renaldo asks.

“Fire?” the redhead cuts in. “What the hell is she talking about?”

“Okay,” says Megan. “I think we all need to get this thing figured out. Richard, come with me.”

Richard complies, following Megan into the corner where the two can talk away from Julia and Renaldo.

“Okay, so here’s the thing. I don’t totally get what’s going on here, but the woman that just walked in, that’s who I just had sex with.”

“Yeah, my wife,” Richard says.

“So, who’s the dude claiming to be Julia?”

“I have no idea.”

“You don’t think that what happened to us happened to them too, do you?”

“What, that they switched bodies?”

“It could happen, right?” Megan says.

“But, how? Why?” Then a thought occurs to Richard. He stomps back over to Renaldo and Julia.

“Are you two sleeping together?” Richard asks. The pair share a look.

“Well, we have,” Renaldo shrugs. Julia smacks him in the arm.

“And this morning, you woke up and you were in each other’s bodies, right?”

“How do you know that?” Julia asks.

“Because the same thing happened to us,” Megan says, coming up behind Richard. Julia looks back and forth between the woman in her husband’s body and the face of the red-haired woman that husband has become.

“I knew it!” Julia declares. “I knew you were cheating on me!”

“Hey, can we get some service here?” comes a voice from the bar.

“Un memento,” says Renaldo as he sashays behind the bar, glad to have an excuse to remove himself from the conversation.  

“So, hold on. You’re Julia?” Richard asks.

“Yes, Richard,” Julia answers.

“Baby, I’m sorry. I don’t even know how things got this bad between us.”

“It wasn’t all you. I was responsible too.”

“I don’t know how we come back from this,” Richard says.

“You mean, you want to–?”

“No! No, I don’t mean that at all. I want to make it work between us. But, how?”

“Well, let’s start by being honest with each other. How long have you been cheating on me?”

“For just a few weeks, I swear. It wasn’t something that was planned.”

“Yeah, well, my affair was. I was just so mad at you, Richard. Not just mad. Devastated.”

“I’m sorry,” he says. “I’m so sorry for what I’ve done. If anyone is responsible for this, whatever happened to us, I’m the one.”

“Yeah, well, you’re not alone,” Julia says.

“So, what do we do now? Go home?” Richard asks. “In other people’s bodies?”

“It’s pretty much the only thing we can do,” Julia says.

“What about the bar?” Richard asks.

Julia looks over at Renaldo who is filling drink orders and flirting with customers like a pro.

“I think Renaldo can handle things. He’s probably going to get more tips than he’s ever gotten in his life.”

Megan approaches. Julia finds it hard not to react to this man who looks like her husband.

“Hey, Richard? I think we should maybe get some distance from each other. It might help us change back, or whatever. I don’t know. Maybe nothing we do really matters all that much.”

“Yeah, well, I’ve got your number if I need to call.”

“Take care of my body, and yourself too, ya know?” Megan says, placing her fingers gingerly on Richard’s arm.

“Thanks,” Richard says. As husband and wife exit the bar, Julia takes Richard’s small hand in her own.
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Returning home, Richard and Julia find themselves in familiar surroundings but full of unfamiliar feelings. They kick off their shoes, and Richard sets down Megan’s purse.

“So, what do you think?” Julia asks.

“About what?” Richard replies.

“Being a woman?” 

“Uh, well… I don’t really–”

“Richard, you’re blushing,” Julia says. Julia comes over and brushes a lock of red hair over Richard’s ear.

“It feels strange, but… I kinda like it.”

“You do?” Julia says, staring into his eyes. “You’re so pretty. You know, when I met you at the bar tonight, before I knew who you were, I had this idea that you were the kind of girl that I’d like to sleep with.”

“Really?”

“Yeah, really,” Julia says, leaning in to kiss her husband. Richard’s soft, full lips have a hint of peach on them.

“Are you wearing lip gloss?” Julia asks. Richard feels embarrassed again.

“Do you like it?” he asks shyly.

“Let me try it again,” Julia says, this time kissing the woman her husband has become deeply, their tongues mingling deliciously. Instinctively, Julia’s hands move to touch Richard’s breasts. The touch thrills Richard, who places her other hand on his ass.

“Take me upstairs,” Richard pleads. Julia lifts Richard into her arms and carries him up the stairs.

In the bedroom, they set to work taking each other’s clothing off with a new sense of wonder. Richard wettens at the sight of Julia’s cock, unbuttoning his blouse and unhooking his bra. Julia sheds her pants and Richard helps her with the buttons on the shirt.

Julia presses her hard cock to Richard’s damp panties, dry humping him with his skirt still on. She can’t believe how strong the urge to fuck has become for her. They kiss again and she unzips Richard’s skirt, pulling it down. She does the same with his panties, giving her access to Richard’s wet pussy.

“You shave,” Julia says.

“Apparently,” Richard replies. 

“You’re gonna like this,” Julia whispers. “I promise.”

Julia creeps over and kisses Richard on his inner thighs. He leans back, preparing for his wife to give him head. But this is head like no man has ever gotten in his life. She breathes hot breath on his vagina, making him sizzle with delight. Her tongue as she kisses the lips of Richard’s pussy is like nothing that he’s ever experienced. He grows wetter as her tongue expertly works its way between his folds. Richard spreads his legs wider, desperate to let that tongue in deeper.

Julia is enjoying the fragrance of her husband’s pussy, the way that his juices taste on her tongue. She’d always known how good it felt to get this, but now she’s eager to give it. This little sissy slut has no idea how good she has it. She’s going to make him cum all over her face, exploding in waves of ecstasy. She licks and probes deeper, realizing that she can go deeper now. Richard’s ready for it. Richard’s legs buck and twitch as the pleasure from his pussy radiates up spine. His nipples stand erect as that face with its expert lips presses deeper inside.

“Oh, god, Julia!” Richard moans.

“Call me Renaldo,” Julia purrs.

“Yes, Renaldo!” Richard cries.

“Are you my slutty little whore?” ‘Renaldo’ asks.

“Yes, daddy!” ‘Megan’ cries, slipping into their new roles and not looking back. “I want your hard cock inside me!”

Renaldo climbs up on top of her, Megan guiding his thick cock inside of her. The feeling is like slipping into a warm bath. She’s wanted that cock that there, and finally she’s getting the satisfaction that she’s been craving.

Renaldo rides her gently at first, letting himself get the hang of being the one on top. But soon he plunges deeper, harder. He’s never realized how amazing a woman feels when you get between her legs, that wetness is like an addiction. He thrusts harder, deeper and faster.

Megan moans, clutching her tits and tweaking her nipples as she gets penetrated for the first time. She’s soaking wet now, slippery. She arches her back as he plows inside of her. His thrusts press her to the bed, making her feel pinned, helpless.

“Come for me, baby,” Megan says. “I want you to come inside of me now!”

“I’m gonna fill you up, you want that?” Renaldo says.

“Yes, god! I want it so hard, baby!”

Megan grabs Renaldo’s firm ass cheeks, willing him to pound her harder and deeper. Renaldo comes, shooting his seed inside of her. Feeling this warm gooey liquid inside of her cervix makes Megan come too, loud and hard.

They’re both sweating and panting by the time that Renaldo climbs off her. They lay tangled up in each other’s bodies, coming down from an incredible high.
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“Have you put out the bottles of wine?” Megan asks.

“Hold on, I’m just finishing up with the paella,” Renaldo says, the crispy rice dish sizzling in the pan.

“Don’t worry, I’ll do it.” 
“No, baby,” Renaldo objects. “You shouldn’t.”

“I can handle a couple bottles of wine, silly,” Megan says, grabbing the bottle and making her way out to the back patio.

It’s nine months later, and everyone is settling into their new roles quite nicely. Julia and Richard have decided to stay together as Megan and Renaldo. It’s taken some lifestyle adjustments, but everyone is happy with the arrangement. In fact, they’ve become great friends with the two people who now possess their former bodies. The old Renaldo and Megan are over at their house for dinner.

‘Julia’ has brought her new girlfriend, Luz. ‘Richard’ is having fun playing the field.

“You’re looking so beautiful, Megan,” Julia says with that slight Mexican accent. “How far along are you now?”

Megan places the wine on the table and pats her tummy.

“Almost seven months, and I’m already showing like crazy.”

“Better you than me,” says Richard. This comment gets a raised eyebrow from Luz, the only one not in on the group’s little secret. But Renaldo enters with the paella and saves the day.

“Thank you so much for giving me this recipe, Julia.”

“My pleasure, darling,” says Julia.

“What should we drink to?” Richard asks.

“I’m not drinking at all, thank you,” says Megan. “But let’s all raise a glass to new beginnings. Everybody takes their wine glasses in hand and gives a toast.

“To new beginnings!”

The End
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Annoyed by his suitemate from China who never leaves his room, Max just wants some alone time with his girlfriend, Alison. But there are things about Jun Ming that Max never suspected. And when a record snowstorm leaves both roommates stuck inside with no way to venture out, they're going to grow a lot closer than Max ever imagined. Ming is secretly a sexy crossdresser who arouses Max in ways he never expected. Can they remain just roommates, or will this time spent together foster something more? 
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Nick is put in the witness protection program after testifying against a mob boss. But when he gets his new identity, he’s sure that there’s been a mix up. His new identity is ‘Lilian,’ a maid in the house of a rich couple in the Hamptons. Forced to wear a skimpy maid outfit, Lilian will have to fit into her new role or else risk being exposed and put in danger all over again. It doesn’t have to be all bad, though. The man of the house is handsome and has more than cleaning in mind for Lilian. Could she enjoy her new assumed identity more than the old one?
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Marta is an aspiring actress with a dream. But when she has an audition with the infamous womanizing producer Arvie Weissenstein, she gets to see the seedier side of Hollywood. Arvie is a big shot who uses his position to exploit women like her. But when an accident puts Arvie in Marta’s body, the big man will have to learn there's a sissy side to the casting couch. Now Arvie is the one who has to please sleazy men to pay the rent. Will ‘she’ have what it takes to pass the audition? And is it a role that she can see herself playing? 
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"Just send the link to any woman you want and she's yours."
That's what Kirk Jenson is told when he's forwarded an email but told NOT to open it. Why not? Because whoever watches the video will be instantly hypnotized. Kirk doesn't believe the story. But why not try it? His life kinda blows anyway. His boss is a tool, and he's got no girlfriend. Plus, he has been crushing on that girl Molly for a while now.
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