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I have the windows of my daughter’s car rolled down as I drive to try to air out the grease smell left by the mechanic. I feel a bit ridiculous crammed in her small hatchback. Even with the seat pushed all the way back, to an outsider I must look like a gorilla hunched over the steering wheel, my head nearly grazing the roof, elbows akimbo. I told her I would pick her up after her cheerleading practice and I’ve opted to surprise her with her newly repaired car.

The sun is setting as I pull into the school parking lot and find a spot near the football field. They’re out there by the bleachers, still practicing. A group of football players who’ve just finished up practice are passing them, their heads turned to watch the cheerleader skirts flapping as they jump and twist and cartwheel and reveal acres of smooth young skin. I remember being eighteen and thinking the same thing they’re probably thinking. Today, I’m thinking that if they touch my daughter I’m going to smash them.

I squeeze myself out of the car and stand before running my hands through my bushy beard. I stretch, muscles strung taut, before leaning on the roof of the car to wait. I’ve always been a big guy and I play into that persona. My wife, Megan, calls me a mountain man. Sometimes even affectionately.

As the wind starts to pick up with storm clouds rolling in from the east, the group of cheerleaders breaks up, grabbing their bags and some heading towards me in the parking lot. I can make out my daughter, Sophia, among the group. She’s surrounded by a few others. laughing away, her brunette ponytail bouncing at each step. Popular, like her mother, and with her mother’s gentle good looks. Slender face. Soft, upturned nose. Rosy cheeks. And she’s built like her mother. 

My wife has what romance novels might call ‘ample breasts’. Megan, herself, calls them ‘way too big’. I call them perfect. Too big to fully fit into my hands. Megan wishes she’d had breast reduction surgery when she was young. We’re discussing that for Sophia. I don’t like to think about my daughter’s body like that but the fact is that Sophia is eighteen and attracting more and more attention from guys. I can’t blame them but that doesn’t stop my hackles from rising whenever I catch them ogling her.

Halfway to the parking lot she’s met by one of the football players. The other cheerleaders peel off and my little girl is left alone talking to a tall, dark haired young man. His body language is confident bordering on cocky. I can hear Sophia’s tingly laughter from here as he makes some remark. She has her backpack slung over one shoulder and she twists back and forth slightly as they talk. She’s in her white-and-blue cheerleader outfit – frilly skirt, skin-colored leggings and tight sleeveless top. I know where his eyes are.

I recognize her girlish flirtatiousness from her mother and I roll up my sleeves and move towards them to nip this in the bud. Sophia is so fascinated with this young man she doesn’t even see me until I’m almost behind him. Then her eyes flick to me.

“Oh, dad, hi,” she says.

The young man turns around and the smile flickers from his face as I loom over him, arms folded.

“Hey sweetie. Who’s this?” I say, glaring down at the young man.

He meets my eye and doesn’t shrink away, standing a bit taller. He gathers his bravado and smiles up at me. God, he reminds me of myself at that age. That just makes me worry about my daughter all the more.

“This is Logan,” Sophia says, touching his arm. “He’s on the football team.”

“Hi, Logan,” I say, offering my hand. He takes it and we shake. I squeeze his hand firmly—perhaps too firmly—but he doesn’t flinch. “Mr. Baxter,” I introduce myself. I release him and look at my daughter, finished with him. “Ready to go, sweetie?”

“Yeah. I’ll see you tomorrow, Logan,” she says, following me back to the car.

When we’re back in the car – me squeezed into the passenger seat – she admonishes me. “Dad, don’t be so embarrassing. Gawd!”

“I’m just looking out for you.”

“Not everyone is out to get me,” she says as she starts the engine. “Sometimes people are just being nice.”

I scoff. How do I tell her I don’t want her to end up like me and her mother without sounding like an asshole? Pregnant and quickly married at eighteen. The whole trajectory of my life changed. It’s not that I wish I didn’t have a daughter. I just wish I had her a little later in life. And that my wife and I had slowed down our hormones enough to think ahead and grab protection.

“Guys like Logan are being nice because they want something from you.” This is as close as I dare talk to my daughter about sex. Already I can feel my cheeks flushing, my gut tightening with embarrassment. Her mom is supposed to talk to her about this stuff.

Sophia senses my embarrassment and twists the knife. “What, daddy? What do they want from me?” She says, feigning innocence. She glances at me and laughs, her pretty pink nails flashing as she covers her mouth. “Oh my god, you can’t even talk about it. Not everything is about sex, dad.”

I’m quiet for the rest of the ride home. I’ll have to talk to Megan about talking to Sophia. The idea of talking to my daughter about her body makes me tongue-tied. Not something I really want to think about.

The first peel of thunder booms as we pull into our driveway. Fat drops of rain quickly become a downpour as we sprint into the house. My wife has brought home takeaway. The brown bag sits on the coffee table in front of the television, Megan on the couch behind it. I give her a perfunctory kiss on the cheek and take a seat next to her, digging into the bag for my burger. Sophia takes hers and sits on the armchair beside the couch, running her hand casually beneath her skirt to straighten it beneath her as she sits. Not for the first time, I wish the cheerleader outfits didn’t show off so much skin.

Megan cues up Betrayed, a reality murder mystery show where some of the cast are trying to eliminate the others. It’s the only thing we watch together as a family and has become something of a Tuesday night ritual. This is our new family time.

“How was work?” I ask Megan while the ads play on mute.

She shrugs. “Work was work. Don’s being an asshole again.”

Megan’s clearly in a mood. That means we’ll probably end tonight with another screaming match followed—probably...hopefully—by some steamy make-up sex. Better that ending than the cold shoulder. Things have been a little rocky between us lately and I can feel the tension rolling off her already.

We eat and watch the show in a silence occasionally punctuated by thunder from outside and brief conversation among us about how this character is an asshole or what we would have done differently. It’s all fine. And fine is as much as I hope for these days. But then, when Megan tries to skip through the ads, the screen stutters and freezes and then goes black.

Megan mashes the button on the control a few times before sighing and tossing it aside.

“Let me take a look,” I say, rising and going to the television.

Feeling around the back, I find the power button and hold it down for a few seconds to reset it. There’s a flash of lightning outside and the screen seems to flicker in time with each flash. Odd. As the thunder booms I try to reach behind the television to fiddle with the connections, thinking maybe something has come loose. The rain is pouring down outside now, the sound loud even with all the windows closed. Lightning and thunder booms again, the television flickering in time.

Megan sighs again. “I’m going to get some more wine.”

She leaves as Sophia hops out of her chair. “I’m done, anyway,” she says.

“Wait, hold on,” I say, trying to salvage family night. “Can you hand me the remote?”

One of my hands is on the power cable behind the television, blindly jiggling the connection, trying to make sure it’s tight. I hold out the other hand for the remote. As Sophia hands it to me, our fingers touch just as another flash of lightning lights up the room. There’s a brief instant where I swear an arc of electricity shoots across my arm.

Sparks. Pain. Darkness.
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“Sweetie? Sweetie? Are you okay?”

I blink my eyes open and see Megan’s face swimming above me, brow creased with worry.

“I’m okay,” I say. My voice is...odd. A higher timbre. Has my throat been fried?

“Thank god,” Megan says, “Oh, thank God. Can you sit up? I need to check on your father.”

My father? My father lives three states away. What does he have to do with this?

Megan puts her hand behind my back, grabs my other hand and helps me sit up. A tremendous weight shifts on my chest. Something tickles my forehead and my ears. The room is blurry and I rub my eyes. The skin on my face feels softer. Plumper somehow. And my nails – longer than I remember – scrape across the sensitive skin.

I hear Megan moving across to someone else and I brace my hands on the floor to hold myself sitting up. I drop my head and blink the tears away. My eyes go wide at the sight. Below me, where my masculine chest should be, is a white-and-blue top stretched tight around immense breasts. From this vantage point I’m staring right down into soft, pillowy cleavage. The two breasts are nestled snugly together. Round and fully, rising and falling slightly with each breath.

I gasp, my body jerking slightly. My gasp is a light sound. Feminine. Beneath my breasts my daughter’s legs stretch out on the floor. The pleated skirt is slightly rucked up and her long, lean legs grab my focus. I wiggle the toes of one foot and watch my daughter’s foot respond, the glossy pink nails shimmering in the light. I bring a hand up to my face. The fingers are slender. Petite. The nails glossy pink and perfectly rounded. The knuckle hairless. The skin youthful and smooth. I wiggle them and watch them move. I’m controlling them. How? I appear to be inside my daughter’s body.

Megan is leaning over someone else to my right and I look over, freezing as I see that the body on the floor is my own. My mouth opens and closes wordlessly. I shift into a different position, bunching my knees and turning to the side. My chest jiggles with the motion. My entire body feels lighter. Leaner.

Megan jumps up and runs into the other room. Probably to get her phone. I crawl over to, well, to myself, I guess. Sophia’s breasts pull down heavily, jostling against each other as I crawl. I swipe the silky hair out of my new face and lean over my former face. I pat my former cheeks lightly.

“Hey. Hey, are you okay?”

My old body groans. Stirs. Opens its eyes. Blinks. Then fear takes it. My body scrambles to sit up, eyes wide, gaping at me.

I already realize what’s happened but I ask anyway.

“Sophia?” I say, the words coming out of my mouth in my daughter’s soft voice.

“Wh—what’s going? What happened? Who are you?” She says, working herself up into a state of panic. And, god, it’s weird hearing my voice from outside my body. Like listening to a recording of myself. She looks down at herself, squawks, and tries to crawl backwards.

I follow her, putting my hand on her shoulder but she pushes me off. “Sophia. Sweetie. It’s daddy.”

“Daddy? I—” She looks down at herself and realizes for the first time whose body she’s in.

She clenches and unclenches her—my—thick fingers, on the verge of crying. I’m on my knees now, rubbing her back, trying to calm her even as my own thoughts are racing. I’ve swapped bodies with my daughter.

There’s a flash of lightning and a rumble of thunder, more distant now. The television still flickers in time, but barely. Maybe our predicament had something to do with the storm.

“Sweetie, shhh,” I say soothingly, wishing I feel as calm as I’m pretending to be. “Somehow we’ve swapped bodies.”

“What do we do? How do we fix this? I don’t want to be my own dad!”

“We’ll figure out some way to swap back but for now I think we keep this a secret.”

“Why?”

“If we tell anyone what happened do you think they’ll believe us? We’ll be put in the hospital. They’ll run a bunch of tests and we won’t have the chance to try to figure out what really happened and undo it.”

She sniffs, a tear rolling down her face. “But we can undo it, right?”

“I hope so, sweetie.” I stroke her face soothingly. So weird watching my daughter’s hand moving under my command, feeling the scratchiness of my own beard through someone else’s fingers. “We have to pretend to be okay. Just stunned. For now.”

I hear Megan in the other room. The words ‘ambulance’ and ‘emergency’. Megan returns to the room, the phone to her ear. When she sees both of us looking at her relief washes over her.

I stand unsteadily, balancing in my daughter’s busty frame. I smooth the skirt down around my legs, over my rear, fingers grazing my plump ass. My daughter’s plump ass. The thought makes me shudder.

“We’re okay...mom,” I say, faking a comforting smile. “We don’t need an ambulance.”

“Are you sure?” She asks.

“Yeah, we’ll be okay,” Sophia says from the floor.

I fear if we go into the hospital we won’t be coming out for a while. After a second, Megan smiles and tells the operator the ambulance isn’t needed. She comes around the couch and we grab Sophia’s hands and help her to her feet. My arms jostle my enormous chest as I move, making me keenly aware of my breasts. As they shift beneath the clothing there’s an odd sense of pressure, a kind of needful itch that blossoms to attention inside me but I ignore it for now.

My old body is so tall I have to look up at myself. I’ve never seen myself from this perspective before. Sophia glances at me and then at Megan. Megan cups my face and looks into my eyes.

“Are you okay?”

This is bizarre. I’m looking deep into my wife’s eyes and she can’t see me in here. Has no idea whose mind is in this body. I nod and she kisses me on the forehead then turns to Sophia.

“And you?” She says.

Sophia nods and Megan breathes a sigh of relief before standing on tiptoe to kiss my former body on the lips. Sophia’s eyes go wide but, to her credit, she doesn’t otherwise react.

“Oh my god, I was so worried,” Megan says. “The lightning and the explosion and then you two...”

“It’s okay, mom,” I say. “We’re okay.”

I glance up at Sophia. We are very definitely not okay. The wall behind the television is slightly scorched. It’s a wonder we weren’t killed. A freak accident.

“You two should go lie down,” Megan suggests.

She guides us upstairs, one hand gently on my bare back. I’ve never worn an outfit this skimpy before and I feel almost naked. My belly and legs and shoulders all exposed. Each step up the stairs I feel my thighs whisper together, the absence of my old manhood and its replacement something I don’t want to think about. Nor do I want to think about the gentle motion of my breasts at each step. Sophia’s sports bra is constricting but not enough to stop the motion entirely.

In my daughter’s room I beg off Megan’s help, insisting I’m fine. Sophia needs more comforting than me right now. Eventually she leaves me alone and I shut the door, alone for the first time in Sophia’s body. I need to think but I’m so jittery, like my body is filled with an itch I can’t quite figure out how to scratch.

There’s a full length mirror on the closet door and I step in front of it. My daughter’s reflection comes into view and I gape at myself. She’s stunning. Her face soft and youthful. Cute in a girl-next-door kind of way. Big green eyes blinking slowly as I stare at myself. Her brunette bangs are a mess. Her face flushed. My eyes are once again drawn to her bust. Christ, her breasts seem even bigger from this new perspective behind her eyes.

Her arms are lean with the slight outline of her muscles. Her skin is warm and golden tanned. And there’s way too much of it on display.

With trembling fingers I reach up to touch my face, adjust to the new contours. I turn my face this way and that before running a soft finger down the ski slope of my nose, down the columella that divides the nostrils and to my plump lips. She reminds me so much of Megan she could be her double.

I turn away from the mirror and step to the bed. It occurs to me that I can’t just go to sleep like this. I need to change. Or at least get out of this top that restricts me so much. There’s nothing for it but to peel off the cheerleading top and drape it over the chair in front of her vanity. Then the white sports bra. I grasp it from the bottom, fingers gliding against my soft breasts, and gently peel that off, too. One by one my breasts spill from the top, bouncing down to rest and bringing such a sweet relief from the bra’s constriction. As the bra grazes my nipples a tingle shoots through me. I pull the bra fully off over my head and push the hair out of my eyes.

I can’t help but look down at my chest. Jesus, my daughter’s breasts hang there, taut and heavy, taking up the entirety of my vision. Two gorgeous swells. That itch inside me has been exacerbated by removing my top. I need to do something. But what? The feeling is in my chest so I reach up and wrap my fingers around my breasts. They’re so huge it’s impossible to grab them all but I grab a handful of each and I hiss as the touch of my fingers on my nipples makes the itch jump up another notch.

It suddenly hits me. Good god, I’m horny.

I drop my tits suddenly and they bounce back down. No way. I cannot touch my daughter’s body like this. But...it’s my body for the moment. And, god, I need it so much. I remember being this young and virile and now the hormones flushing through my brain demand immediate gratification, consequences be damned.

I grab my tits again, sighing as my fingers wrap back around them and I heft them up. I squeeze myself, exploring the contours of my giant breasts, running my fingers along them, experimenting with different touches. They spill out of my hands, too big to grasp in their entirety. My nipples spike to attention as the itch in my body morphs into a light tension. I continue to stroke my tits, watching them bobble on my chest, turned on by the sight and the feel. I coo softly as my fingers find my nipples. Christ, they’re sensitive. Just stroking them makes me shiver and the tingles spark through my body, concentrating in my core.

I gape down at my breasts as I fondle myself, watching my petite hand move across the wide expanse of each. My fingers keep returning to my nipples, each time growing the urgency within me. Fuck, just touching them makes me shiver, and as they spike to attention I squeeze them softly.

“Ohhh” my mouth drops open as pleasure pulses gently through me. The desire drives me on, overwhelms the rational part of my brain. I need to touch myself.

I squeeze my nipples again, biting my lower lip and hissing as moisture collects in my panties. Jesus, I can feel myself getting wet and I can’t stop myself now. My body is practically vibrating with need. All I can think about is how desperately I need to get off.

I raise one heavy breast to my lips and duck my head to suck on a nipple. My hot breath feels delightful on my sensitive peak and I flick my tongue across the little bud, tasting myself. Dragging my teeth lightly across the swollen nipple brings a pleasure bordering on pain. I do it again and my body shivers. My other hand drops my tit, letting it bounce down, as my fingers wander downwards, dipping beneath my skirt to land on my panties. Christ, they’re soaking, my nether lips swollen and wet.

I drop my tit and shimmy out of my skirt and panties, breasts bobbing as my hips sway. I fall back onto the bed, legs spread wide, my daughter’s naked body stretched out below me. It’s divine. Petite toes. Sculpted calves. Glistening entrance. Swell of the hips. Massive breasts.

I cup my breasts beneath one arm and fondle myself with one hand while the other rests on my mound where I trace my entrance with two fingers. Up and down I skate over my slit, collecting my moisture and dragging it across my silken lips. My body aches for more, the pressure inside me building towards something huge.

My fingers slip into my wet heat for the first time and I release a surprised “oh!” my eyes going wide as I feel my daughter’s canal stretched around her fingers. I slide in deeper, pressing apart that slick warmth, the welcome feeling of fulness following. I pull back out, my fingers slick with my juices, before gliding in again. Slowly I finger myself with one finger at first, then two, hooking them to slip in deep and around through my canal to a dimpled place deep inside that makes my toes curl and a soft low moan escape my lips.

My body is on fire with need. Everything so sensitive. I can smell myself, the delicious musky odor making me quiver with anticipation. I finger myself faster, squeeze my tits harder. My mouth drops open, eyes clench shut as the pressure builds and the lewd sounds of my slick sex hits my ears. My hips drive up, wanting my fingers deeper, harder, Every part of my body is desperate for release and I fuck myself urgently, driving in and out fast and hard as my voice rises in pitch.

The pressure inside me breaks suddenly and I thrust my hips up as the orgasm explodes through me. My voice cracks, fingers sliding in deep as I grip my tit tight. Liquid splashes down my thighs as I cum hard, gushing around my fingers, spraying the bed as I throw my head back into the pillow and urge every last bit of need out of myself. The pleasure fills my body from head to toe, burning bright and fading slowly.

The orgasm leaves me breathless and warm. My tits rise and fall with each deep breath as I lie on my back in bed, immobilized with the afterglow. It was so intense. So amazing. I can’t believe I just did that, though.

Shame hits me suddenly. This is my daughter’s body I’ve just pleasured. I turn off the lights and crawl back into bed but sleep comes slowly as I worry how we’ll switch back and whether I can resist the temptation to touch myself when every part of my body is screaming for more.
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I wake up to an unfamiliar alarm clock and as soon as I open my eyes and see my daughter’s room the events of last night snap back into my mind. I sit up and stretch, still naked from the night before. My tits sway on my chest at each motion. They’re unbelievably heavy and just so...there.

There’s a soft knock on my door. A man whispers, “Dad?”

It’s my old body. Glancing around, I see Sophia’s robe hanging on a hook and I slip it around myself, tying the sash along my waist before opening the door. Sophia hurries in and I close the door behind her, crossing my arms and looking up at her. She’s wearing my pajamas and looks even more disheveled than last night.

“This is just as weird as last night,” she says, looking down at me.

“How was mom?” I ask.

She blushes. Looks away. Scratches her bushy beard. “She’s fine,” Sophia mumbles.

I wonder whether they had sex last night. Probably, from Sophia’s look. I wonder if she enjoyed using my cock as much as I enjoyed using her pussy.

“How do we change back?” She changes the subject.

I shrug. “It seemed to have something to do with the storm. Or the shock. Or maybe both.”

“You think we’ll need to electrocute ourselves back?”

“I don’t know.”

“Maybe we can try when mom leaves.”

“You need to go to work and I need to go to school.”

“We’ll call in sick.”

“No...I...I don’t have many sick days. And I think we need to act as normal as possible.”

Truthfully, though the idea of attending high school in my daughter’s body intrigues me. Apart from our obvious physical differences, I feel so energetic and nimble and light and...sexy. I’m curious to see what high school is like for an eighteen-year-old woman.

We give each other a quick rundown of our jobs. Friends. Colleagues. Responsibilities. She draws a map of the school and points out where her classes are. It’s kind of creepy watching her move my body around with her mannerisms and seeing myself from different angles.

“Just cancel any meetings,” I tell her when it’s my turn to talk about my job, “Say you’re busy. Text me if you need a quick answer or forward me the emails and I’ll respond.”

She tells me about her friends. Shows me who they are on her phone. Fills me in on their brief details. A dizzying array of names and social links of who’s dating who that I forget almost immediately.

“Also, one other thing. Dad. You...uh...you stink. You can’t go to school smelling like that.”

That’s how I end up showering in my new body. I use Sophia’s bathroom. Sophia’s fruity soaps. I lather myself up, hands running up and down my body and across my breasts. They’re still so sensitive. Each gentle brush of my nipples sparks a fire between my legs and reminds me of last night’s glorious orgasm. I manage to hold off even as it makes me slippery to run my hands along every curve.

When I step out I wrap a towel around myself before brushing my teeth and putting on my daughter’s deodorant. Everything she has is fruity or flowery and I end up smelling like a fancy bouquet. The makeup spread across the counter is overwhelming so I just leave it.

For an outfit, I search for something that will cover me up. The bra is a tight squeeze and I can’t clasp it behind me so I do something I’ve seen my wife do which is fasten it in front then twist it around and loop my arms through the straps before hefting each breast into a cup. The panties are small and I roll them up my legs, trying my best not to look at my daughter’s pussy, not to touch myself even as I adjust them so they don’t give me a wedgie. All her jeans are skintight, making my ass look incredible, but at least I find a plain undershirt and a flowy white blouse to cover my upper body. When paired with a jacket, it will cover me nicely.

Sophia hovers around me as I eat breakfast, making sure to stuff a cheerleader practice outfit into my backpack. It occurs to me that I don’t know any of her team’s moves. Oh well. Plenty of time to figure something out.

“Do not do anything embarrassing,” she admonishes me, twisting her short hair. Her girlish mannerisms are incongruent with my masculine body. As is her pattern of speech.

“Try not to talk like a teenager at my work,” I tell her.

“Oh my gawd, what does that even mean?”

“That. Don’t do that. No ‘oh my gawd’ no ‘totally’. Actually, the less you say the better.”

I grab the car keys and kiss her on the cheek. “Bye...daddy,” I say, trying out our new roles.

She shoots me a look and I scoot out the door and jump into her car. It’s a completely different experience from the last time I was driving. The car actually fits me. I even have to jack up the seat once or twice to see better.

Moving the steering wheel jostles my breasts. Hell, everything jostles my breasts. They’re constantly in the way. Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad if they weren’t so damn sensitive. Maybe because I’m so keenly aware of them but every slight motion sends a little jolt of excitement through me. I shift in my seat, aware of slight pressure within me. 

Ignore it, I tell myself.

On the way to school I pass a strip mall. As I’m waiting at a red light, drumming on the steering wheel with my cute fingers, I glance to my right. There’s a shop that sells sex toys. A mannequin in the window wears a frilly maid outfit. I’ve seen it a million times but this time it hits different. Maybe...

The light turns green and I shake the thought away and drive on. But the thought doesn’t leave. 

I shouldn’t. 

But I’m curious. 

But I shouldn’t. 

At the next light I take a U-turn and park in front of the sex shop. I slip out of the car and hurry inside before I can second guess myself and before anyone can see me.

Vibrators and dildos of every description line the walls. A panoply of plastic and rubber in rainbow hues. Bends and curves and gentle points. Thick and thin.

The elderly sales lady must see my confusion because she approaches me and asks if she can help with anything. Based on my experience last night, I want something that can stimulate every sensitive part of me.

I’m blushing bright red as I explain myself. She listens calmly and then shows me a few options. I pick out several: a purple vibrator shaped like a ‘C’ with one end tapering to a small point for deep internal stimulation as the other end broadens out to spread across the clit; a vibrating butt plug, and some vibrating nipple clamps. Better safe than sorry.

Once back out in my car, I take my new toys out of their packages. I start with the nipple clamps, pulling down my bra to let my daughter’s breasts spill out. Some gentle tweaking makes my nipples rise to attention and sends warm shivers through me. I clamp the slim pink clamps onto each nipple. The bright pain makes me shiver with delight. With my wispy blouse on and the jacket zipped up, the nipple clamp protrusions are barely visible as bumps beneath the clothes. No one will notice unless they’re staring at my tits.

The clamps are remote controlled by an app, which I open and then try out on the lowest setting. There’s a soft hum and – oh my god! – the feeling is delightful. Slightly painful but the vibrations zip straight down to my core. I lean back in the seat and sigh softly, closing my eyes, enjoying the hum of my daughter’s body. I really should not be doing this but I can’t help myself. The pleasure is too much.

After a few minutes I feel myself already wet. Shimmying my pants and panties down, I gently wiggle the ‘C’ shaped vibrator into my slick pussy, until the tapered end slides up against my G-spot, and the flat end rests on my clit. Lastly, I grab the butt plug and shift in my seat, raising my ass and gently wiggling the plug into place, sliding it into my puckered hole until before easing my ass back down on the seat. Slowly, slowly, the butt plug sinking into my anus until I’m seated completely once again.

The butt plug and the vibrator are also remote controlled and I download the apps to test them out. Revving up the vibrator sends warm shivers through me, combining with the whir of the nipple clamps to tighten my core. Next the butt plug. I push the slider on the app up to low and immediately moan as it whirrs to life within me.

“Oh, fuck,” I sigh, my daughter’s voice dripping with lust just like her pussy.

With every hole filled and pulsing my body is on fire. My breasts rise and fall quickly and I grip the steering wheel for support, holding on as I quiver. Another moan spills from my lips. My whole body is filled with a blissful tension cresting towards an even better release.  I run my tongue around my lips, catching sight of my face in the rearview mirror. My daughter’s face. Cheeks blushed. Pupils wide with lust. Brunette hair spilling gently down her soft face. A face begging for sex.

I drag my dripping cunt across the car seat, pushing the butt plug in deeper, the vibrator snug up against my clit. It feels do damn good. Every inch of my body is flush with warmth and desire. I lock eyes with the beauty in the mirror, my lust driving me forward unable to stop, needing to push myself over the edge.

My lips open. “Oh, daddy,” I say in a quivering voice. 

The sound of my daughter’s lust-soaked voice spilling from my lips pushes me over the edge. The last word trails off into a high pitched cry and I cum. My daughter’s orgasm is brilliant, making my entire body quiver. I’m aware that I’m squirting again, warm liquid splashing across my panties and the car seat but I’m caught in the throes of ecstasy and can only hold on and enjoy the ride. The bliss takes me up and then empties me, dropping me back down into my shuddering, needy body.

I grab the phone and shut everything off. I’m sweating. Breathing hard. Christ, that was incredible. I came without even touching myself.

It just leaves me hungry for more. Is this my daughter’s lust or my own?
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I drive to school and allow myself to cool on the way. After parking, it’s both awkward and invigorating to walk up to campus with both my holes secretly filled. Sophia’s friends are hanging out by the outdoor basketball courts and I meet them there. Two girls. Cheerleaders, like my daughter. One is pale, with auburn hair and green eyes. I want to say...Melissa? The other is a blonde. Emily, I think.

“Harriette says she heard there’s going to be a pop quiz in history today,” Melissa says.

“How does she know?” I ask, hooking my thumbs beneath my backpack straps.

I search their faces for any sign that they can see my nipple clamps. Nothing, so far.

“She’s friends with Mr. Richards’s son. She gets all the good spoilers.”

I let the others do the talking, nodding along and interjecting where I can. I’m not my daughter’s usual loquacious self. Plus, I’m extraordinarily self-conscious, afraid that they’ll call me out for being an impostor. Melissa cocks her head and gives me a look I can’t read. I know I’m acting strangely but I don’t know what ‘normal’ for Sophia looks like.

“You okay, Soph?” Melissa asks.

I’m sweating now. “Yeah. I’m not feeling too well.”

They both nod, accepting that as the reason for my less-than-bubbly attitude.

Emily glances behind me and smiles then steps closer. “Don’t look now but your boyfriend is coming over.”

Melissa and Emily laugh. Boyfriend? Does she mean that in the teasing sense or the actual sense?

I do exactly what she told me not to do and glance behind me. It’s Logan. The footballer I was trying to intimidate yesterday when I picked up my daughter. In my new body he’s taller than me. With broader shoulders. Still with that confident gait and those piercing eyes.

I squeak and whip back around, eyes wide. Melissa and Emily just giggle harder.

“Hi, Sophia,” Logan says from behind me.

I turn around, trying to maintain my composure. Now’s my chance to do something to chase him off. Make it so he won’t mess with my little girl. But...I look into those eyes and I can’t. I don’t have words. What is wrong with me? Maybe my mind is overlaid on the architecture of my daughter’s brain such that I’m sharing her residual feelings. Whatever it is, my mouth is dry and I’m suddenly tongue-tied by this gorgeous eighteen-year-old guy.

“H...” I say, and the words get caught in my throat so I have to cough, which brings another giggle from Sophia’s friends behind me. “Hi, Logan.”

“So that was your dad last night, huh? I don’t think he liked me.” That cocky grin never dissipates.

“Oh, no, he’s just like that with everyone.” What the hell am I saying?

He glances back at Melissa and Emily, then steps closer to me. God, I can smell the spicy scent of his cologne. Not doused in cheap bodywash but a scent that’s fresh and expensive.

“If your dad’s not coming to pick you up tonight maybe we could get something to eat after practice?”

Absolutely not. No way. “Sure,” I chirp, my teenage hormones getting the best of me again.

He smiles and I resist the urge to sigh. The bell rings, giving me an excuse to walk away with my friends. They tease me about Logan and I say nothing, just smile slightly.

Sophia’s first class is English. I sit in the back, greet a few people that greet me, but mostly keep my head down. It’s boring. Parts of sentences. Grammar. Blah, blah, blah. Every time I shift in my seat I can feel the various plugs pressing against me. The memories of my daughter’s intense pleasure are too tempting to resist. That plus the boredom leads me to do something insane.

I slyly pull out my phone and put it in my lap. With the size of my breasts, I have to lean back and angle the phone up in order to see the screen. Slipping through each app, I set the pulses on low. Nipples. Pussy. Ass.

The sweet vibrations soothe me, making my body hum. This is wildly inappropriate—and maybe it’s the teenage hormones making me so reckless—but it feels so damn good. I savor the sensations as my body warms. God, I want to touch myself, but I hold off, let the toys do the work.

My nipples throb and I can feel them spiking to attention as they’re massaged by the gentle buzzing. I run my tongue along the inside of my mouth, resisting the urge to moan, though my breath starts to come faster.

I bump everything up another notch.

Who knew my daughter’s asshole was so sensitive? It feels divine being filled like this. Taboo and dirty and just simply pleasurable as it buzzes away in my tight, puckered hole. I sink into it, relaxing, letting it fill me. I bite my lower lip and take a deep breath, trying to control myself. I should stop before it’s too late.

Instead, I bump everything up one more notch, almost to maximum.

Fuck, I can feel my pussy loosening. Growing wetter. The toy sinking in deeper to curve around and massage my innermost pleasure. I grind against the seat, dragging the other end of the toy harder against my clit. I run my hand through my hair. Sit back. Grip the desk. Suddenly filled with a restlessness. A tension demanding release. Continuing on would be insane.

I slide everything up to maximum.

I can’t think for the whirring pleasure. I bite my finger to stifle a cry. Close my eyes. The fingers of my other hand curl in my lap, fingernails digging into my soft skin. Jesus, I want to touch everything. Want to throw my head back and moan. Cry out to the room.

I’m pure pleasure now, the vibrations sending me closer to the edge with each second. I breath in through my nose. Okay. Too much. I have to stop before I cum.

I go to switch everything off but my phone is dead. Are you fucking kidding me? I forgot to charge it last night. So much going on. And no time to think about that now as the tension explodes in me and I cum hard right there.

I grip the desk with both hands. Drag my cunt back and forth across the chair, riding the toys inside me as pleasure explodes through my body. I throw myself back in the chair, a high pitched cry escaping my lips before I can cram my fingers into my mouth. I’m gushing now, orgasming as a hot rush of liquid fills my jeans.

When I recover slightly, I blink my eyes open. I’m being stared at by a room full of about thirty other eighteen-year-olds and a very confused teacher.

“Do you have a question, Sophia?” The teacher asks.

The toys are still buzzing away madly inside me. Still pinching my nipples. I shake my head.

“No,” I squeak, biting off the word rather than drag it out into the slow moan I desperately need.

The teacher resumes teaching. Some people are snickering. Glancing at me. I try to remain composed, fiddling with the phone in my lap during this brief moment of post-orgasmic clarity. But it’s still dead and the vibrations are still flooding me. The blissful tension is creeping through me once more. I can’t stop the toys. Can’t pull them out. All I can do is enjoy my suffering.

I have no idea what the teacher is saying because all my focus is on my body. Christ, it feels so good. Multiplied by the fact that I can’t give into it. I have to maintain appearances.

I grip the desk with both hands and grind again, desperate to fuck myself as my entire body resonates like a guitar string. The tension rises again and I cum. Harder this time. But I bite my finger hard enough to leave marks as I force myself to remain still even as I gush down my jeans and shiver with delight.

I cum five more times before the end of class, gushing so much that my jeans are now a full shade darker almost down to the ankles. At least it doesn’t look like I’ve pissed myself. As long as no one touches me I’ll be fine. Though I do leave the seat damper than it started when the bell finally rings.

Each step is blissfully agonizing. I make it out to the hallway before coming hard again, clutching my backpack to my chest, my head back against a locker while I shiver with orgasm.

Then Melissa and Emily are there and I don’t have time to take the toys out. They accompany me to my next class, which is good because I barely have the concentration to figure out where to go as the pleasure roars through me again.

I’m pretty sure I fail the pop quiz simply because it’s hard to concentrate when I’m continuously orgasming. Is this how horny Sophia usually is? Or is it just me with access to an incredible body? I can’t even believe I’m thinking that about my daughter, but I’ve been inside her for so long, been so extremely intimate with her body, that it’s started to feel normal.

After another four orgasms the batteries on the toys mercifully begin to die. First the nipple clamps. Then the butt plug. The vibrator manages to continue, slowing down as the batteries drain, leaving me just on the edge of another orgasm. How can I be both still horny and absolutely exhausted? I feel drained and I slump back in my chair, relief finally flooding me.
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At lunch I manage to slip away from everyone and into the changing rooms, where I wiggle out of my soaking wet jeans and my sopping panties and into Sophia’s blue-and-white cheerleading practice outfit: tights, skirt, sleeveless crop top. Of course, I take the time to remove the toys, gently slipping them out of my body, washing them in the sink, and tucking them into my backpack. In this outfit I’m again uncomfortable at having so much skin on display as I walk through the halls but I don’t really have a choice.

Logan intercepts me as I wander out to the basketball court looking for Melissa and Emily. He wants to show me this funny video on his phone. I know it’s just an excuse to talk to me but I want it as much as he does.

What is even happening to me? I’m so totally becoming Sophia.

He smells so nice. Looks even nicer. As he searches through his phone I take the opportunity to gaze at his handsome face. It suddenly hits me that I want to kiss him. Want those lips on mine. Those hands on my body. A flush of warmth sizzles through me. Not again. I try to tamp it down but then he’s talking to me and I’m lost in his eyes. All I can do is giggle like a...well...like a schoolgirl at this handsome eighteen-year-old stud.

My friends find me and pry me away from Logan. We settle down on the bleachers and gossip and laugh. I search their eyes for any hint that tales of my behavior in the classes have spread. I don’t want to ruin my reputation. 

My daughter’s reputation, I mean. Not mine. But at the moment the two are exactly the same.

Just as I think I’m safe, Emily looks over at me. “I heard your English class was interesting.”

A hint of a smile. God, she knows. What does she know? What does she suspect?

“What happened in English?” Melissa asks, looking at both of us.

“I...fell asleep and jerked awake. It was so embarrassing.” I’m so proud of myself for the quick lie.

“Sarah said it sounded like you were...orgasming,” Emily whispered the last word.

“Well, Sarah wouldn’t know what an orgasm was if it bit her on the clit,” I say, my vulgarity sparking a laugh from my friends. Sophia’s friends, I mentally correct myself. “I can’t help it that English is soooo boring. I mean, who even cares what an adverb is, anyway?”

I seemed to have dodged that bullet because the conversation turns to Sarah, becoming cattier and meaner. I encourage it, because at least it takes the focus off me. Jesus, is this what high school is about?

The rest of the day is a blur of classes and pretending to know Sophia’s other friends and generally faking my way through her life. I expected it to be easy. After all, I’m a fucking adult. I should know all this stuff. But it’s harder than I expected. Who even remembers the math used in high school? It’s a struggle but I soldier through.

I’m momentarily relieved when the final bell sounds, until it hits me that cheerleading practice is up next. I consider skipping it entirely and just going home. Maybe try to figure out how to swap back. But I promised Logan I’d meet up afterwards. 

Surely, Sophia won’t mind if I stay in her body just a little bit longer. After all, it’s all to help her love life. That’s the story I tell myself as I wander down the hallway towards the locker rooms, images of Logan dancing in my mind.

I chatter to the other girls as we move out onto the field. Talking to others has become easier as the day has progressed. I no longer feel like a fake. That is, until warm ups. At first, I follow the others in the stretches, amazed at the fact I can now do a split. My body is limber and nimble, and I really explore how flexible I am. I can raise one leg almost entirely straight up over my head!

It all gets a lot harder when they start to do the flips and the handstands and the cartwheels. Somewhere I must have Sophia’s muscle memory. I just don’t know how to access it. And I definitely haven’t memorized the routines. There’s no way I can fake my way through this. In a stroke of inspiration, I feign an injury, starting into a cartwheel but pretending to slip.

I fall to the ground and grab my ankle, grimacing in fake pain. The others crowd around me in sympathy. 

“Are you okay?” Emily asks.

She helps me to my feet and I pretend to limp around for a bit. The squad leader eventually has me sit on the bleachers with ice on my ankle while another girl takes my place. I watch her intently, trying to memorize the moves and the formations. If I can’t swap back right away, I’ll need to know how to do all this. I tell myself I’m preparing for any contingency but I wonder if I’m actually planning to stay.

On the field behind the cheerleaders, the football team is practicing. Every now and then my eyes slide to them, trying to pick out Logan in the sea of identical uniforms. There he is. The running back. Even this far away his form is mesmerizing and I find my body aching to be with him.

When practice is finally over I grab my backpack and scoot out to intercept Logan, waiting outside the men’s locker room until he’s changed clothes. When he sees me, he smiles brightly and I feel my face doing the same. My heart beats faster. Do I want him or does Sophia? And is there any difference between us now?

“Ready for dinner?” He asks me.

“Oh my gawd, I could totally eat,” I reply. Definitely eat him. That’s the implication. I hope he got that.

We walk to his car, our bodies so close. We talk about nothing in particular. There’s a tension between us. Two people who want each other but are afraid to make that last reach. I slide into the passenger seat of his car and dump my backpack in the back.

“I thought we could go someplace a little special,” he says, then suggests the name of a sit-down restaurant.

I make a face. “I was thinking, like, something simpler.” I see his face fall slightly, before I add: “Maybe, like, burgers and the Rooftop?”

He grins and starts the car.

The Rooftop is the name of what my parents’ generation would have called ‘make-out point’. It’s a park up on the high hill overlooking downtown. When we get there, it’s a starless night and the moon hangs heavy above the city as we eat our takeaway and listen to some songs on Logan’s phone played through his car stereo. This is where my wife and I shared our first kiss so long ago. It hasn’t really changed.

We talk easily, laughing with each other. Each moment just makes me want him more. When we finish eating there’s a pause in our conversation. We look at each other. There’s a brief instant where anything could happen. Any decision made here could change my life. Sophia’s life. But I can’t weigh up those consequences. Not when my daughter’s body is raging for this young man.

I kiss him suddenly, surprising him, but then he’s into it. He cups my cheek, drags his fingers through my hair and pulls me close. His tongue flicks out, tasting me, and I welcome it into my mouth. I reach for him, following the contours of his sharp muscles, his toned biceps, up his arms to the solid chest beneath the flimsy cotton tee shirt.

I ache for him, our hearts beating in time as we make out, his hands gently exploring my soft body. I would have killed him if he’d tried this with my daughter yesterday. But now that I’m in her body, it’s all that I want.

I push him back into the seat and climb onto his lap, giggling as I do so. With my knees on either side of him it’s a tight squeeze and my ass bumps up against the steering wheel, honking the horn briefly. We both laugh, startled. I reach between his legs and slide the seat back, reach to the side and recline the seat down.

Then I kiss him again and drag my soft body across his hard one slowly, letting my breasts slide against him. His hands wander up and everywhere he touches me my skin burns with pleasure. He drags his hands down my to my waist, gripping me as I continue grinding up and down on him. I feel him grow hard beneath his pants as we make out. Our kisses come faster, needier, and I pull off his lips and kiss across his stubbled cheek, nip his earlobe, inhale the spicy masculine essence, and then drag my lips back across to his.

His hands wander down to my ass, my legs, then slip back up beneath my skirt. I sigh softly as he touches me, urging him on with my sounds. Suddenly, I need to see his body and I scramble to pull his shirt off. He helps, and soon his hard pecs are beneath my fingers. My breath hitches in my throat. He’s gorgeous. I’ve never wanted a man before but Sophia’s body is crying out for him.

I pull off my top. Reach around and unbutton my bra. Let it slip down my shoulders. My breasts bounce free. His eyes are drawn to them. His pupils go wide with greed. It feels amazing to be so wanted. We both stare down at my daughter’s tits, the nipples already engorged, the huge swell of breast between us tempting and delightful.

Logan grabs my tits with all the passion of an eighteen-year-old. His fingers dig into my skin as he kisses his way across the expanse of my breasts. I moan as his tongue finds a peaked nipple. His lips wrap around it, hot breath whispering across my skin. I shiver as he flicks his tongue against my nipple, a soft sigh of contentment.

Logan loves my tits, taking them in each hand and burrowing his face in my cleavage. Kissing and sucking as my body burns with need. Just as I used to do with my wife’s tits. I’m jealous and turned on, wishing I could thrust my own face between those mountainous breasts. God, I’m growing wet. A familiar and welcome feeling.

I dip my hands between us and fumble for his pants, finally managing to unbutton them. He lifts his hips to help me slide them down his legs and then I do the same with my tights. His cock rises from the opening in his boxer shorts and I nestle myself against it, let it glide up and down my slick entrance without sliding in yet. I moan into his mouth as he embraces me once more. His breath is faster, his fingers greedier. One hand on my ass, the other on a tit.

I drag my cunt up and down the underside of his shaft, lubricating him with my juices. My body hums for him, that sweet tension creeping through me. When I can stand it no more I reach between us and grab his cock. It’s warm and slick and feels so huge beneath my tiny fingers. I aim it at my entrance and lower myself down onto him. My mouth drops open as he glides inside me, presses apart the slick walls of my cunt, and we take my daughter’s virginity together.

Christ, he’s hot and thick in my pussy, filling me entirely. The head of his cock glides up through my canal as I sink down on him, grinding until he’s completely inside me. We lock lips again, my arms entwined around his neck, kissing and pressing our bodies together, my soft tits against his solid pecs. My nipples scrape his chest and I shiver as my tits bounce up and down to our rhythm. I ease him in and out, rising and falling on his lap, driving his cock into me slowly again and again, savoring our rich combined heat.

We speed up, our kisses growing deeper. He groans into my mouth as I fuck him. My entire body is desperate for release, the itch of desire growing every time I sink down on his perfect shaft, fill my sex-starved body with his cock. My hips shift back and forth quicker now. My tits bounce wildly. I pull off him, throw my head back, mouth open. I reach up to the car ceiling and steady myself. My tits bob up and down and he takes them both, pinching the tiny nipples and making flames dance through my body.

He grunts as my cries rise in pitch, his hips rising to meet me every time I thrust down on him. We fuck desperately, our bodies needy for each other, faster and faster. My heavy tits bob up and down almost painfully and I need more. More. I fuck him deep and hard, crying out in a high pitched voice, lost to lust until he groans and I feel him empty himself inside me. That’s what I need.

I cum around his cock, my body shaking as he spurts into me, filling me with his wet heat, clasping me tight as I drag my slick pussy deep down onto him. My hands come up to my tits and I squeeze myself. God, I’ve been wanting to touch my daughter’s tits all day and now I take great delight in grabbing greedy handfuls as I orgasm in her body. I shiver and shake, enjoying every last blissful second of her orgasm, gushing around Logan’s cock as I fuck myself senseless.

When he finishes he watches me as I finish, the last throes of my dying orgasm leaving me breathless and warm and shaking. It was the finish I needed. I collapse onto his chest, our hearts beating together. He strokes my back and I feel him growing softer inside me.

Raising my head, I look into his eyes. He gently tucks a lock of hair back behind my ear. We gaze into each other’s eyes. We don’t talk but our lips come together again in one last, lingering kiss.

Maybe that’s when I decide I don’t want to go back.
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Sophia is waiting for me when I get home. She’s anxious and wants to try switching back right away.

“Okay. Sure,” I say, having a hard time thinking through this while my head is still swimming with thoughts of Logan. “But, like, you know...how?”

She has no idea. Neither of us do. The best I can suggest is another shock but that seems dangerous. It also seems to rely on another thunderstorm. Neither of us is eager to risk death so after some quiet conversation we agree to wait until the next storm. I sense some reluctance in Sophia, but maybe I’m just projecting. Though she doesn’t appear to be too unsettled when my wife practically pulls her into the bedroom that night.

Perhaps she’s enjoying being me as much as I’m enjoying being her. Maybe our brains are adjusting. Whatever it is, we’ve agreed to wait.

In the interim, I’ve got plenty of time to be young again. I continue to meet up with Logan and we sneak away for clandestine sex whenever we can. We can’t get enough. After practice. Before school. On weekends. We both get to know my daughter’s body intimately and become experts in turning me on. Logan enjoys watching me cum several times as he pleasures me with his fingers and his tongue before finally finishing me off with his perfect cock.

I’m so swept up in my love that I don’t register the subtle changes about my body over the next few weeks and months. The way my bras suddenly seem to squeeze me more. Are my tits growing? I’m having a hard time fitting into some jeans. I don’t think I’ve changed my diet. But standing naked in front of the mirror one night I turn to the side and look at my profile. There’s a definite bump on my stomach.

Oh Christ. Oh no, no, no.

We’ve used birth control. Most of the time, anyway. All it takes is once, I guess.

Ashamed, I hide it from everyone until it’s too late. Until there’s no hiding my baby bump.

Sophia is aghast and she rails at me for ruining my life. I sit on the bed and cry as my mom—my wife—comforts me.

I’m the talk of the school. The pregnant cheerleader. Is there anything more cliché? In months I can feel the baby inside me, the life created by my body as it shifts. I...I kind of like it. Maternal feelings flood my brain. My mood swings wildly back and forth. My body grows bigger, plumper. Logan still wants me and I still want him. We still fuck, no longer worrying about contraception. I take him as deep as I want him whenever and wherever. It’s like my pregnancy gives us permission to go wild.

There’s another thunderstorm during this time but Sophia doesn’t suggest switching back and I don’t bring it up. This isn’t her life anymore. This is mine. I’m going to be a mother at eighteen. Just like my wife. Even starting over I’ve made the same mistakes I did the first time. But I promise myself that this time will be better. I still have Logan. I still have my old experience. Paired with my daughter’s youthful body, I’m sure I can totally handle, like, anything.

# # #
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            There's something alluring about body swaps, sexual and freeing at the same time. I love to explore all sides of the phenomenon: the kinky, the dirty, the loving, the degrading, the amazing. I hope you enjoy them as much as I do.
I also do commissions! For more stories and my commission rates and contact info visit my website bodyswapstories.com.

        

    
	    
	      
	      Read more at M Wills’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/b2r_image.png
BOOKS 7)) READ





d2d_images/new_release_sign_up_button.png
Sign Me Up!





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





