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Max wasn’t even halfway through his shift and already the incessant beeping of the scanner as he scanned each customer’s groceries was getting to him. He fixed a polite smile on his face, managing to keep it frozen there even as one customer disputed the sale price on a bag of chips and another argued that a coupon should still be valid even if it had expired yesterday. In Max’s opinion this was nonsensical and, if that was the case, why bother to have expiration dates at all?

Max wasn’t even allowed to sit down while manning the register. He supposed he was lucky that he was young and this was only a temporary job to help put himself through college. Unlike Marjorie on the next register who had to come out of retirement to work this minimum wage job after her husband had gambled away their savings. 

That was the other thing about this job. His coworkers were mostly old and kind of pathetic. And he couldn’t connect with the younger ones. Certainly no one appreciated his pranks, like when he convinced Jenny it was casual dress day and she almost got fired because she wasn’t wearing her uniform. Or the time he made up a fake employee procedures manual and slipped it to Matt, who then got berated for washing each individual orange in the crate. On both accounts Max explained what he’d done to the manager and they both had a good laugh over it. Well, Max had a good laugh. The manager – another old sad sack – mostly just shook her head and told him not to do it again. The manager thought she looked like his son so she always let him off lightly. As far as Max was concerned, that meant she enjoyed his pranks. Jenny and Matt, on the other hand, avoided him after that because they couldn’t take a joke.

What was more galling was that, even with his employee discount, he would have gone broke grocery shopping at this fancy grocery store. He envied the people who didn’t bat an eye at paying four times as much for tomatoes just because the word ‘organic’ was splashed all over the store. Or those who bought the expensive imported spaghetti even though there was no discernible difference between that and the bottom shelf stuff that Max bought. Or the entitled attitude he got from people who refused to treat him like a human simply because he was standing behind a register and serving them.

But it was all necessary to get by. Max’s parents had divorced, and had very little money to begin with, leaving Max to try to put himself through college while keeping his grades up enough to maintain his scholarship. That meant that his entire life consisted of work, study and sleep. Occasionally he would hang with his best friend, Eli. Other than that, the pranks were his only outlet.

He pushed his glasses up each time they slid down, the tape scratching uncomfortably against the bridge of his nose. They’d snapped just that morning. Another unexpected expense he couldn’t really afford to take care of at the moment. Dark circles under his eyes were evidence that he’d stayed up to study biology the night before. He’d finished the exam and taken the bus straight to the store (well, he did have to transfer buses in there) just in time to start his mid-morning changeover shift. Throwing on his collared work shirt in the bathroom, he’d then hurredly combed his dark brown hair, swooping it across his forehead and plastering it down with water from the sink until it stayed in place.

He wasn’t at his most presentable, which was way he was especially dismayed to see the two people next in line: Lacy and Shannon.

Lacy was a slender blonde about Max’s age and obviously bored out of her mind to be here. She was completely oblivious to her surroundings, her clear blue eyes focused on the phone in front of her sculpted nose. Her blond hair was back in a ponytail that bounced down her neck. She wore an outfit that probably cost the same amount that Max made in a week and composed of less material than his average shirt: Hip-hugging pink shorts. A gauzy white top that did nothing to obscure the dark tube top beneath, which in turn supported two incredible breasts. She still looked as athletic and trim as she did in high school.

Shannon was Lacy’s mom, a late-thirties version of her daughter with buoyant breasts visible beneath her low-slung top. Her straight, silky hair was a darker shade of blonde and exquisitely styled in an uneven bob that allowed it to fall partially over her right eye. She wore three-quarter length leggings that clung to her shapely figure and grabbable hips.

Lacy had been a majorette while Max had been in marching band back in high school. Though the two groups practiced together, they rarely socialized together. She was way out of Max’s league – too snobby, too pretty, too rich, too popular – but the image of her dancing gracefully around the field, flipping and tossing her batons into the air, was burned into Max’s mind.

Shannon had volunteered as a chaperone whenever the band went on a trip. Max had once seen her getting out of a hotel swimming pool, clad into a one-piece suit that held all her curves perfectly in place, water streaming down her body. God, her breasts had looked magnificent pressed together beneath that slick fabric. That, too, was burned into Max’s mind and served as the capper to many late night fantasy sessions. In his wilder moments he even imagined mother and daughter going at it. 

He tamped the thought down before his body had any embarrassing response, and focused on scanning the groceries. Not that it took much focus. But it let him keep his head down. Neither of them seemed to recognize him at first and he thought he’d gotten away with it until Shannon handed him her rewards card to scan.

“You were in the marching band weren’t you?” Shannon asked. “Mike, was it?”

Max blushed, glancing quickly at Lacy, who was ignoring everything. “Max,” Max mumbled. Maybe those fantasies were still front and center in his mind because looking at Shannon he heard a steady drumbeat in his head: She’s so hot.  She’s so hot. She’s so hot.

And she was. He much preferred her mature beauty to Lacy’s young, careless good looks. He felt lost in her eyes and didn’t know what else to say.

“Right. Max. Sorry,” She laughed tinkling laughter. “You played tuba didn’t you?”

Max nodded. He thought that would be the extent of the humiliation but Shannon turned to her daughter. “Lacy, do you remember Max from the marching band?”

Lacy looked up at him with suspicion and shook her head. “No.”

Of course she didn’t. They’d only been on the same field practicing together every fall and winter for three years! Lacy was just as snobby – and just as hot – as she’d always been.

Then recognition dawned in Lacy’s eyes. “Oh! Were you the one who got locked out of the hotel room in your underwear?”

Max’s cheeks burned. “No. That was someone else.”

“No, it was you. I remember now.” She was laughing. “Oh my god, that was hilarious.”

Max’s “friends” had played a “prank” on him by daring him to run down the hallway in his underwear. They’d then locked him out of his room and ignored his quietly desperate entreaties to let him back in. He had to go down to the lobby for an extra key, parading his scrawny body past a gaggle of fellow students to do so.

“So what are you doing here?” Lacy asked, oblivious to his discomfort.

“Working my way through college,” Max said. 

“Why would you do that?” Shannon asked. “If I were you I would concentrate more on studying and less on earning money.”

Max remained silent, not wanting to get into the fact that some people had to work. He was sure his argument wouldn’t get past their sense of entitlement.

“Where are you going to college?” Max asked Lacy, eager to change the subject.

“I don’t need to go to college anymore. I’m engaged,” she announced, showing off her massive diamond ring. “He’s a surgeon,” she volunteered.

Before Max could say anything, Lacy’s phone dinged and she focused on it, completely ignoring Max and Shannon. Max continued making awkward conversation with Shannon as he finished scanning her groceries as quickly as he could. He tried not to stare at their backsides as they left but it was like trying to force it had the opposite effect. His eyes were drawn to their wiggling asses, one taught and tight, the other pinchable and bubbly. He couldn’t decide which he preferred.

Then the next customer cleared their throat and Max returned to scanning as a blush crept into his cheeks.

During his lunch break, Max took a textbook over to the seating area in the center of the outdoor mall next to the grocery store. Finding a shady spot beneath a tree, he settled in to read, but not before writing ‘homeless, please help’ on an empty coffee cup and setting it out in front of him. Not only was it hilarious to Max to think that people would mistake him—a bespectacled, tidy young man—for a homeless person, he also might actually make a few bucks.

His head was deep in his textbook, re-reading a passage on cell theory and trying to make it stick, when he heard the clink of a coin being dropped into his cup. After waiting a second for the person to be on their way, he looked up with a goofy grin on his face, expecting to be able to snicker at the back of the sucker who’d just given him money. 

Strangely, there were a few people around but no one who looked like they’d just donated to him. An old man was sitting at a nearby table. A young couple was chatting as they walked their dog. A woman jogged past. If they’d dropped some money in his cup they must have taken off immediately. Max picked up the cup and glanced in. Amidst the quarters that he’d popped in himself he saw a strange coin and he pulled it out.

It was a dull bronze with a pentagonal hole in the middle. One side had etched symbols of what looked like stars. The other was smooth as if it had been rubbed clean over the years. Hmm. Maybe it was worth something.  By then his lunch break was almost over so he pocketed the weird coin and returned to the store.

After another few hours of drudgery, his shift was over. He went outside to wait for his friend, Eli. Max’s car had broken down and he didn’t have the money to fix it so it was buses for now. Fortunately, Eli had offered to pick him up and hang out after work. Only, Eli didn’t show up. Max gave him fifteen minutes before texting:

[Where are you?]

Eli texted back a few minutes later. [Chilling at my crib. You?]

[You said you were going to pick me up]

[Oh shit. There in 10]

It really shouldn’t have been a surprise. Eli was chronically late. Though to his credit, he did pull up ten minutes later in his 1996 Toyota Corolla with the bent bumper. Max yanked open the squeaky passenger door and got in.

Eli was the closest person to a stoner Max had ever known. He liked to light up morning, noon, and night “Unless I have to go in to the office,” he insisted. Given that he didn’t work in an office, that wasn’t an issue. He made his living, such as it was, by knitting beanies and printing t-shirts to sell online. But they both enjoyed pranking other people. Eli would write about their exploits online and share the funniest, most enraged comments with Max.

“Got a new comment on the garbage can prank,” Eli said as Max closed the door and they set off for Max’s place. The prank involved them dumping all Eli’s garbage into his neighbor’s can so it was completely full and then leaving an angry note telling them to empty their garbage because it stank.

Eli thumbed through his phone as he drove, completely oblivious to the fact that he ran a red light. He found the comment and read it out, “That’s not funny at all – three exclamation marks! – I hope the garbage men take you out because you’re a garbage person.”

They both snickered. There were a lot of those types of comments and they never failed to amuse. People who didn’t seem to think the things Eli and Max did were pranks so much as stupidly aggravating or borderline assault.

As Eli drove, Max pulled the coin out of his pocket and pinched it so that his thumb and forefinger connected through the hole as he spun it around with his other hand like a fidget spinner. After a few turns the coin seemed to get warm. Max glanced down at it and saw that it seemed a little lighter. Like it was glowing somehow. Weird. By now it was uncomfortably warm so he shoved it into his pocket.

Eli dropped his phone into the cup holder beside him and rolled down his window so that the air mussed his shoulder-length black hair. Then he sparked up another joint before offering it to Max, who shook his head. He needed to keep his head clear to study.

Eli dropped Max off in front of his shitty apartment building on a dirty street surrounded by other shitty apartment buildings. Max turned to Eli as he opened the door.

“Wanna come in and hang out?”

Eli glanced at the time on his phone. “Naw. I should get out of here.”

Probably best not to have to be outside in Max’s neighborhood after dark. Max trudged upstairs to his squalid studio. It wasn’t comfortable or pretty or, frankly, very safe, but it was cheap.

He poured some water into a cup of noodles and popped the whole thing into the microwave. As it cooked, he set his textbook on the sofa bed and pulled the coin out of his pocket, absently spinning it around his thumb and forefinger again. His mind started to wander so that he didn’t notice the coin heating up again. He thought about Lacy. God, she had a hot little body. But now that Max was older and more mature, he actually thought that Shannon was more attractive. Something about those grabbable hips and those bouncing tits and that MILFy figure was really doing it for Max. God, he wished he could have her sexy body all to himself.

Between one blink and the next the entire world changed. Suddenly he was reclining in bed staring down at an ebook. In less than a second his eyes travelled to the unfamiliar feminine hands holding the ebook – manicured nails, slender fingers, hairless knuckles – down to the pink and white nightie his hands rested on, to the heavy breasts falling down either side of his chest beneath the nightie.

Max tossed the book aside and struggled to sit up beneath the thick covers, his body strangely ponderous and heavy and so damn jiggly. His wild eyes skirted over the fancy bedroom, across the solid wood chest of drawers, the mahogany bedframe, the landscape prints on the walls. As he sat, gravity took hold of his tits until they hung down from his chest and rested just above his belly, jutting out the nightie.

Max reached up to grab them in shock, utterly surprised when his feminine fingers wrapped around them and he could feel himself both squeezing and being squeezed. He dropped them and they bounced back down as he let out a sharp cry. His voice was higher pitched. Breathier. A woman’s voice.

“What the fuck?” Max whispered, hands coming up to his throat at the unfamiliar sound of his voice.

Wavy curls of blonde hair tickled down his face and he brushed them away, scratching himself slightly with his unfamiliar long nails. He tossed the covers aside and gaped down at the pleasantly plump body that spread out beneath him, the curving hips leading down to solid thighs and tiny toes, the foot shape all wrong. He wiggled his toes. Watched them move. God, they were his! He began hyperventilating, his impressive chest rising and falling, as his eyes returned to his cleavage. His tits. His tits! A sudden absurd thought hit him and he grabbed for his crotch, yelping as he found nothing there but smoothness and the slight impression of two pussy lips still hidden beneath the fabric.

Max pinched his arm, one of his thighs, felt the pain and knew this was no dream. He reached up to touch his face, unnerved by the lack of stubble, the softness of his nose and cheeks and chin. He gazed down at his fingers. Wiggled them. Just like the toes, they were his. His gaze dropped back down to his tits.

He pushed himself off the bed and stood in his new body. The nightie draped down him, ending at mid-thigh, revealing long, gorgeously smooth legs. His eyes darted around the room. Hair flew into his eyes and he pushed it out of the way before making his way towards the door through which he could see a bathroom. His body moved awkwardly, all swinging hips and bouncing breasts that he wasn’t used to.

Whose house was this? Where the hell was he? Who the hell was he?

Entering the bathroom he found the switch and flipped on the light. Shannon’s reflection stared back at him from the mirror. Her blue eyes were wide, plump lips slightly open in surprise to reveal a hint of her white teeth. Her blonde hair was in disarray, her nightie rumpled, obscuring the wonderfully curvy body beneath. Max gasped and covered his mouth, getting a hint of some sort of lavender lotion as he did so, further reinforcing the fact that these weren’t his fingers, this wasn’t his body, that wasn’t his face.

A jaunty tune sounded from the bedroom and Max returned to find a phone ringing on the nightstand. His own number showed up on the caller ID. He picked up the phone and tapped it to pick up.

“Hello?” He said in Shannon’s voice, a lifetime of phone habit overcoming shock and common sense.

“How did you do this?” Max’s voice growled over the phone, a gravelly mix of anger and fear. “What did you do to us? Make it stop!”

“Hold on, hold on,” Max said, his heart hammering in his chest. No, Shannon’s heart hammering in his chest. He licked his—Shannon’s—lips. “I...” He paused. He didn’t know how they’d swapped bodies but he had a sudden inkling. And he damn sure wasn’t going to tell the real Shannon. It would be waaaay too embarrassing. Better to play dumb. “Shannon? I didn’t do anything. I have no idea what happened.” His voice sounded false, but it wasn’t his voice so maybe it was okay? “I just found myself here in...” he paused, looked down at himself, at the breasts pressing out the nightie that were rapidly becoming familiar. Enticing even. “In your body,” he finally finished.

“I’m coming over there and we’ll figure out what happened,” Shannon said, still on the edge of panic.

“I don’t have a car.”

“Then you come over here!”

“It’s late and my neighborhood is dangerous. I’d be really worried walking around like...this. Even as a man it was kind of scary. As a woman...” He trailed off.

After about twenty minutes he managed to convince her that they couldn’t do anything that night but he agreed to return to his old place first thing tomorrow morning to try to switch back. He hung up and set the phone back down on the nightstand before sighing heavily.

“Fuck,” he whispered to himself in exasperation, beginning to run his hand through his hair as he usually did when nervous and finding he now had a lot more hair. It was silkier and smelled nicer, too. He let the blonde curls fall down to his shoulder, tickling his cheeks as it did so.

“Fuck,” he whispered again, in wonder this time, his gaze dropping down yet again to his magnificent bust.

He had Shannon’s body all to himself. Just as he’d wished. No one seemed to be around. And Max was just thinking about this exact scenario. Well, maybe not this exact scenario, but Shannon’s sexy body stretched out beneath him, clad in the wispiest of nighties that clung to his breasts and the slight pouch of belly and the wide hips.

Max reached Shannon’s dainty hands up and gently wrapped them around his breasts again, hefting them in each hand. They were heavier than he thought. Slightly jiggly but firm. He squeezed gently, surprised at how hard he could squeeze them before it started to hurt. There was no instant shock of pleasure as he’d come to expect from reading erotica. It just felt...kind of nice to touch his tits. His male desire was definitely still there in the way that he explored his new assets, tucking the loose neck of the nightie down to spill out each magnificent breast before touching them again, this time wrapping his fingers around the warm, bare skin.

Jesus, tits felt nice. These tits felt nice. So enjoyable to squeeze and bobble and watch swing back and forth. As he watched Shannon’s hands stroke her breasts, a warm tightness began creeping up through his core. Similar to the arousal he felt as a man, but centered inside him, making him both tenser and looser in a way. His fingers found his nipples and now they were more sensitive. He plucked them gently, grabbing one strawberry-pink nipple and gently squeezing, tugging just enough to cause the faintest spark of painful pleasure.

It was delightful touching Shannon’s breasts, and he played with them for some time as the warm tension filled his body. It brought about a need to do something more, an anxiousness within him. Dropping his tits, he grabbed his nightie and flipped it off over his head before tossing it to the floor. Shannon’s naked body hung below him, his tits so big he had to lean slightly forward and push them aside to see the rest of his body. And what a body. Slight pouch of a middle-aged belly. Wide, child-bearing hips. Solid toned calves. And that pussy that called to him between his legs, the dark thatch of hair stretching partway up his mound.

Max lay back down on the bed, his knees in the air. His tits flopped down either side of his chest and he gathered them up with one arm, fingers splayed out to grab one of them. His other hand crept down between his legs and he followed the delicate opening. Tracing one finger up his entrance, he felt the slightly rubbery pussy lips spreading and pressed harder, finding his dew and dragging it up and down his slit. His finger slid gently inside, met resistance, but pressing a little harder made him sink in. He gasped as he entered himself for the first time, finger exploring the velvety walls of Shannon’s cunt from her own perspective. She was warm and wet, and his finger dipped in and out, deeper each time as he let his legs spread apart.

Resting his hand on his mound, he fingered himself slowly, watching as did so, luxuriating in the sight of his fingers disappearing into himself, feeling his pussy clasp them before they reappeared slick with his desire. Now his body was definitely aroused. Warm and tense and restless, needing more. He slid two fingers inside himself now, exploring, sinking deeper, moving up through his slick canal as far as he could go, pressing himself apart until his fingertips landed on a little dimpled nub that made his insides flutter. That was the spot.

Still playing with his tits, Max fingered himself some more, driving his fingers inside past the second knuckle and stroking that dimpled wall that felt so damn good. It demanded more pressure and he stroked harder, faster. A moan escaped his lips, breathy and wild and so goddamn sexy it made him even hornier just to hear himself.

His knees tensed and flexed back and forth, heels digging into the bed as he fingered himself faster. The air filled with the lewd squelching sounds of his pussy. His pussy. The thought made him tremble, brought his body closer to the edge. He stared down at his new body, watching Shannon’s hands stroke her tits, fingers slide in and out of her deep cunt, breasts wiggle this way and that. The tension rose higher, driving a desperate need to stroke deeper, faster, until he was fingering his new body hard, delight at feeling the new feminine sensations making every touch electric until the tension snapped.

The orgasm roared through him and he dropped his head back, thrust his hips up and moaned long and low. His searching fingers pulsed inside him, curling back and forth as his body shook and the heat exploded through him, making his toes curl. He remained there in that orgasmic high for minutes, only slowly coming back down to earth.

Jesus, that had been better than any orgasm he’d ever had. And he was ready to go again.
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Max enjoyed two more orgasms in Shannon’s body, letting his voice rise in pitch and grow louder each time until, after the third one, Lacy banged on his bedroom door.

“Stop, mom, that’s disgusting!” She called, before stomping back to her room and slamming the door shut.

Max covered his mouth and jiggled with laughter, the intoxicating scent of his new pussy filling his nostrils. Now that he’d come down from his orgasmic high, sleep caught up with his body and he put his nightie back on and went to bed. He tossed and turned a little because his normal position on his stomach didn’t really work with Shannon’s tits.

When he awoke the next morning he was disoriented at being in a stranger bedroom, but the events of last night snapped back to him with sudden clarity the instant he reached up to rub his eyes and his arms jiggled the tits on his chest. He stumbled to the bathroom, his bladder full. It took some work figuring out which muscles to use to release his bladder but finally he did it, remembering to wipe himself afterwards. Somehow pissing in Shannon’s body seemed more intimate than fingering her body. Even weirder was using her toothbrush, because he couldn’t quite get over the fact that it belonged to someone else.

Shannon’s pretty face greeted him in the mirror. Her hair bed-tousled, eyes sleepy. Max had no idea where to even start on the makeup that was tucked away behind the mirror so in the end he just dashed on her deodorant and tried to run a brush through his dark blonde hair to recreate the put-together uneven bob she’d been wearing yesterday. Each tangle yanked painfully on his scalp. In the end his hair was nowhere near as perfect as Shannon had worn it yesterday—that hair care routine was beyond his understanding—so he settled for good enough.

In the light of day, Max got a good look around her bathroom, her well-furnished bedroom and her enormous closet packed with clothes. She’d apparently made out well in the divorce to end up with all this. Max silently gave thanks that she was divorced. If he’d found himself in her body next to a husband last night it would have been a totally different story. Plus, that was one less person he had to fool into believing that he was Shannon. In thinking that, he realized he was already settling into her body for the long haul, and his mind was already racing with prank ideas. 

Oh god, it would be so funny to embarrass that stuck-up bitch, Lacy, somehow. He’d already done it unintentionally last night with his self-pleasuring sessions. The thought of Lacy telling her mom to stop masturbating made him chuckle again.

Max flipped through the clothes on the racks. His new body was so good he thought it really should be shown off. He found a couple promising outfits but it was the blue-and-green-swirled sundress that really made his blue eyes pop when he held it up to himself in her full-length mirror. He rummaged through her bras and underwear to find something sufficiently sexy for this body, coming up with some baby blue thongs and a shiny matching bra.

He flipped off his nightie and gathered up his bare tits again. Fuck, these things were fun to play with. He stood, batting them gently back and forth and watching them bobble as his nipples spiked to attention just from looking at himself in the mirror. It was so easy to turn this body on. Was that because that was just how Shannon was? Or because his horny mind was in her curvy body?

He was interrupted when Shannon’s phone chirped. A message from her:

[I’m awake. Come over]

What a demanding bitch. She could wait. He left her on read and tossed the phone down before picking up the bra and puzzling it out. It took some struggling and some bending but he eventually got the clasp snapped and hefted his tits into each cup. It really did shift the load even if he could feel the pressure on his shoulders now.

He slipped the sundress on over his head. It was clingy without being too tight. Conforming to the shape of his body and highlighting his incredible rack, tapering down his belly, then flaring out around his hips and his delectable bubble butt before wafting out gently at his calves. He paired it with some baby blue sandals.

His phone rang again. Max scooped it up. Shannon again. He ignored it and wandered downstairs, marveling at the size of the house. Each room was grand and grandly furnished. As far as he knew, it was only Shannon and Lacy living here. How much space did two women need? How could they afford it? Now that Max thought of it, he had no idea what Shannon did for a living. Did she work? Or was she living off the divorce proceeds?

Lacy sat on the couch, her legs tucked beneath her, a bowl of cereal in her lap, spoon in one hand and phone in the other. She wore a pair of tiny cotton shorts and a white camisole. Her blonde hair was tied back in a ponytail again. She was deeply absorbed into her phone, giving Max some time to admire her profile, his eyes following the perfect curve of her nose and the delicate chin. Just looking at her like this made an ember of heat flare to life inside him. He guessed that answered his previous question. He doubted Shannon was attracted to her own daughter, so the constant horniness must have been Max’s own.

She must have sensed him looking because she looked up at him and her brows furrowed. “What?” She demanded.

“I didn’t say anything,” Max said.

She rolled her eyes and returned her attention to her phone. Max went into the kitchen. It, too, was expansive, with gleaming appliances and marble countertops. One of those fancy pod coffee makers. There was even a bowl of fresh fruit sitting out on the kitchen island. God, talk about picture perfect.

The fridge was full of food, everything labelled ‘organic’ or ‘gmo free’. The crisper full of fresh fruits and vegetables. The bread he found wasn’t really bread so much as a collection of nuts and grains. He toasted two crumbly slices and spread a glob of natural peanut butter and a copious amount of honey over each slice. He popped a pod into the coffee machine and ate his toast as he waited.

Shannon called him again as he was finishing his breakfast.

“Where are you?” She demanded.

“Hold my horses,” Max chuckled. “I’m finishing up breakfast.”

“You’re stopping to have breakfast? You need to get here so we can switch back.”

“Breakfast is the most important meal of the day,” Max said leisurely. He was enjoying winding her up.

“You did this on purpose didn’t you?”

“No,” Max said, “I’m just taking advantage of the opportunity.”

“What does that mean?” She asked. He’d never heard his voice so cold.

“You’ve got a nice house. I’ve never had anything this nice so I’m just taking it all in.” No way was he going to tell her about what he’d done last night to her body. Not yet, anyway.

“Don’t get used to it. Get the hell over here and swap us back.”

“I’m coming,” Max said, clicking the phone off before she could reply. Jesus, what a pain in the ass. But also, what an ass, he thought as he slid his hand down his curves and squeezed his butt.

There was a gleaming yellow sports car in the garage. The keys hung by the door. He jumped in and roared off, enjoying the feel of the wind through his hair. God, she had everything so why was she such a bitch?

When he got to his apartment the sheer squalidness struck him. After being in Shannon’s immaculate home and then returning to this just emphasized how much better she had it. He hopped out and made his way up to his apartment and knocked on the door.

It was a shock seeing his own face peer out through the crack in the door. Even weird was watching his body move under someone else’s command. He guessed Shannon felt the same way because she stared him up and down, not saying anything for a few seconds. Finally, she stepped back and he entered his old apartment. He wrinkled his nose. Did it always smell like slightly spoiled food? Shannon just looked at him, eyes travelling up and down his body.

“This is weird, huh?” Max finally broke the silence.

“That is an understatement,” she said, her posh words incongruent from his dumpy body. “So what did you do?”

“What do you mean?”

“Last night when we swapped bodies. What did you do to make it happen?”

“How do you know it was me? Maybe it was you? Maybe it was some weird accident.”

“Things don’t just happen. There has to be a reason. I was just in my bed reading like I always do. What was the last thing you were doing?”

“Well, I was sitting on my sofa bed...like this,” Max said, resuming his position on his lumpy pull-out bed. Such a far cry from the luxuriously cloud-soft mattress he’d slept on last night. “Just studying.” The coin wasn’t on the bed. She’d probably dropped it somewhere when they swapped bodies. His gaze swept the floor between the couch and the television briefly before Shannon butted in.

“And...?” She prompted.

“And...nothing.”

“You had to have done something. People don’t just switch bodies for no reason.” Fuck, she was even snappy in his body.

“Well...what did you do when you found yourself in my body?”

“I had a panic attack. I jumped up and tried to figure out where I was. And then who I was. Do you think it was merely a coincidence we ran into each other yesterday?”

“Maybe...I don’t know...maybe some mad scientist nearby used a body swapping ray. Or elves did it. Or...maybe it just spontaneously happened.”

“It can’t have spontaneously happened. It can’t be some random body swapping ray.”

“Why not?”

“Because that means we won’t be able to swap back!” She cried, falling onto the lumpy bed in a heap and sobbing.

Max sat next to her and awkwardly patted her back. “Hey, it’ll be okay. We’ll find a way back.”

She siffled, trying to get herself under control. “I’ll be right back,” she said, wiping her eyes before retreating into the bathroom and closing the door.

Max immediately dropped to his knees and looked under the bed. Nothing. He turned and shuffled towards the television stand on his hands and knees, breasts swinging pendulously back and forth. There! He reached out and grabbed the coin just as the bathroom door opened and Shannon returned. She found him on his knees.

“What are you doing?”

“I’m...just looking at my place from a different angle. It’s so weird with your senses.” He stood and smoothed his dress, keeping the coin hidden in one hand.

She looked at him wordlessly.

“So...” Max broke the silence again. “There’s probably a way back but until we find it we should probably pretend to be each other so people don’t think we’ve gone insane.”

“I don’t want to be you,” she recoiled looking down at herself and then around his studio apartment.

“Well, I don’t want to be you,” Max lied, “But here we are. If we’re going to do this we’re going to need to know about each other’s lives.”

She finally relented, though he could sense her suspicion. She was a Communications Director—whatever that was—at a big internet provider. She gave him a brief description of her job and her daily routine. Max nodded along.

“Oh, god, you need to call my work and tell them you’re sick!” She suddenly realized.

With her help, Max did so. It was surprisingly easy. They just accepted it and said they’d see him when he was better. The complete opposite of his job at the grocery store.

She showed him the app on the phone where she kept all her day-to-day appointments. Max flipped through it.

“What’s this date night tomorrow?”

“Oh, no,” the color drained from her face. “My boyfriend. Lisle.”

“They still name people ‘Lisle’?” Max asked with amusement.

She glared at him. “Do not fuck this up. No. You know what? Don’t talk to him. Don’t hang out with him. Cancel the date if we’re still like this tomorrow.”

“Fuck yeah, I will,” Max said, not eager to have some other guy touch his body.

“And do not swear in my body,” she demanded. “That’s coarse and vulgar.”

“Fine. Sure. Now let me tell you about my life.”

She listened with barely veiled contempt as he lead her through his assignments and his upcoming shifts at the grocery store.

“I’ll just call in sick,” she waved him away.

“No, you can’t. I don’t have any sick days so I won’t get paid.”

“Then I’ll pay you when we switch back.”

“It’s not just that, my boss will stop putting me on shifts because he thinks calling out sick means your unreliable.”

“What kind of job is that?” She sniffed.

“The kind most people have. Deal with it,” Max said, suddenly sick of her attitude. “Look, I also have an exam tomorrow. If I’m not going to be there then you need to study for it.”

He finally convinced her and then showed her where all the materials were. She begrudgingly accepted her assignment and settled down to study. It was the only free time she had between now and the exam tomorrow morning. Also, it would keep her busy so she’d stop bugging him. He paced around the apartment for a little bit while she tried to study. Finally, she looked up at him.

“It’s extraordinarily difficult to concentrate with you stomping around like that.”

“All right, I’m going to go.”

“You can’t!”

“Why? What am I going to do here? Sit quietly? You’ve got my number. Call me if you need anything.”

He swept out the door, ignoring her entreaties. In less than a minute he was back in her sports car and returning to the better side of the city. He fidgeted with the coin in his hand. Possibly recreating what he did last night by spinning it around his finger would swap them back. But he wasn’t ready to do that yet. A day or two in the life of the rich and glamorous would be fun. And a day or two for Shannon in the life of the working poor would be instructive. Maybe she’d learn some sort of lesson from this. It was just a shame that Max was alone. All this money and no one to spend it with.

Except...Eli might enjoy this. He pondered it at the light. If he could convince Eli that he was actually Max, they could go out and enjoy being rich together. Max took a right turn to go to Eli’s apartment.

But what if Eli found Shannon attractive? God, Max didn’t want Eli to hit on him all day. Eli had a way of getting what he wanted, and what if he wanted was Shannon? Max wasn’t ready to have sex with a man, least of all his best friend. He soon hit on a solution and mulled it over as he approached Eli’s apartment. He checked Shannon’s wallet and found it full of cash. Perfect.

He walked up the stairs to Eli’s apartment. Fluffing out his hair, he leaned seductively on the doorframe and knocked on Eli’s door. Eli opened it a few seconds later, accompanied by the smell of weed.

“Uh, hi?” Eli said.

“Hi, Eli,” Max purred. “I’m looking for a knitted beanie and your friend, Max, told me you were just the man to see.”

“Yeah, yeah. Come on in.”

Max swept in, letting one hand trail across Eli’s chest as he did so. Eli’s apartment was small and surprisingly neat for a stoner. Smoking helped keep Eli’s obsessive neatness tendencies in check. The front door opened to a short hallway that led right to the kitchen. The living room and the hallway to a bedroom was beyond. Eli closed the door behind Max and hurried around him to the bedroom, returning with a cardboard box in his arms.

“I’ve got all kinds,” he said, taking them out and setting them on the kitchen counter.

“I’ll take them all,” Max said, pulling the wad of cash out of his purse.

“Oh, what? Wow!” Eli said, his eyes lighting up. “That’ll be...let’s see...” he began mentally calculating the cost but Max shoved the money at him.

“Take it. What is money for if not to spend?” Max proclaimed grandly.

“Dude, thanks!” Eli said.

Max stepped towards him. “I’m overpaying deliberately because I want something else.” He trailed his finger down Eli’s chest. “My husband is rich and powerful, but I’ve always wanted to know what it would feel like to be fucked by a poor stoner.”

Eli’s mouth worked open and closed silently for a second as he tried to figure out whether to take offense or just take the opportunity. Max leaned closer to him, until his tits pressed against Eli’s chest.

“Do you want to fuck me, Eli?” Max asked.

Eli gulped. “Y-yeah.”

Max leaned closer, grinning. He waited until Eli moved his head closer, hoping for a kiss. Then Max pulled away and laughed wildly, walking through the living room and collapsing onto the couch.

“Got you!” Max exclaimed. “Oh, man, you should have seen your face!”

“W-what? What are you talking about?”

“Dude. I’m not just some random hot woman who showed up on your door. I’m your friend, Max. I’m in this woman’s body. Her name’s Shannon, by the way, and she’s a rich bitch with an equally entitled daughter.”

Eli glanced at Max, then at the door, probably wondering if he needed to run from this crazy lady.

“I can prove it. Yesterday you picked me up from work—late again, I might add—and read that comment about our garbage prank. The one with three exclamation points.”

“Uh...” Eli said, the weed slowing his mental calculations.

“We’ve been buddies since our sophomore year when we were the only two on that class trip to the amusement park that didn’t get food poisoning because you don’t eat fried food because it’s unhealthy and I don’t eat it because I have terrible digestion.”

Eli stepped closer, his eyes widening. Max continued, mentioning about the pranks they’d done together, Eli’s former crush in high school, the prom night that they’d both stayed home and played video games after their dates both dumped them. Finally, Eli spoke.

“Holy shit. Max?” Eli looked at Max’s body. “You’re a woman.”

“A hot woman,” Max agreed. “A rich woman. And you can have me.”

“Hell yeah!” Eli said moving closer.

“But...” Max stopped him. “Not like this.” He gestured to Eli’s body.

“What do I have to do?”

Max explained his plan. Eli eagerly agreed. Max left and hurried back to Shannon’s place. It would be a test of Max’s theory and if it didn’t work then he’d start to get worried about changing back. But if it did work. Well...this day would be so much more fun.
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Lacy was home and in her room when Max returned. He could hear her on the phone behind her closed door. He messaged Eli:

[spin the coin]

Eli texted back: [who is this??]

Max sighed and explained who he was. Maybe this time it would sink into Eli’s stoner brain.

[oh yeah. Forgot. Ha ha] Eli replied. [spinning now]

Max pressed his ear to Lacy’s door. He heard her voice indistinctly. Probably talking on the phone to one of her equally stuck-up friends. Her voice stopped and there was a short, sharp gasp.

Max grinned and opened the door. Lacy stood in the middle of her huge bedroom. She was staring down at herself, wiggling her fingers, touching her body, her face, her tits. She giggled in delight.

“Holy shit,” she muttered.

“Told you,” Max said.

Lacy whipped around and smiled with relief at seeing Max. “I mean, there was a part of me that still thought you were just some crazy lady but this...this is unreal.”

Eli wiggled Lacy’s fingers again as Max looked on. Lacy wore a sleeveless white top that clung to her supple figure, and artfully ripped jean shorts that made her ass look fantastic. Max felt the warmth of arousal washing through him and he stepped close to his friend and gripped his hips. Eli looked at him, Lacy’s sky blue eyes sparkling.

“Oh, this is very real,” Max said.

He kissed Eli, mother and daughter’s soft lips coming together. Eli threw his arms around Max’s neck and leaned into the kiss, opening his mouth and sucking on Max’s tongue. Max’s jiggling tits pressed against Eli’s taut, perky ones. As they kissed, Max ran his hands up and down Eli’s form, exploring Lacy’s body by touch. His fingers wandered down her hips, around her back, then down to clutch her ass and back to her hips. He picked up speed, greedier for her as bright embers flared to life within him.

Max slipped his hands beneath Eli’s top and pulled it off. Eli swept his blonde hair out of his eyes, fighting the silky waves briefly and giggling until his hair was tucked back behind his ears.

“You sure we should be doing this?” Eli asked, tracing Max’s breasts with a finger.

“Why not?” Max shrugged. “We can’t get them pregnant. And what they don’t know won’t hurt them.”

Eli grinned and then kissed Max again. Max caressed Lacy’s bare skin, moving up to unclasp her bra. Elli sook it to the floor and Max took Lacy’s breasts in his hands. His breath hitched in his throat as he touched her perfect tits. They smaller than her mom’s. Firmer. The little pink nipples pointed up into the air.

Max bent his head and wrapped Shannon’s lips around one of her daughter’s nipples, sucking it into his mouth and using his tongue to flick it up against his teeth, sucking lightly. Eli sighed and threw his head back, one of his hands coming up to play with the free breast, fingers squeezing himself greedily.

Max kissed his way from one breast to the other, his horniness growing with each second, a tension winding tight through him, urging him on. As he sucked on a nipple he reached down and unbuttoned Lacy’s shorts. They dropped to the floor and Max dragged his hand up her thigh and across the white cotton panties, his fingertips finding the heat of her pussy.

Eli grabbed Max’s dress and lifted it off him in a frenzy, helping him remove his bra and they each helped the other slide the panties off until they wrapped each other up once again, the naked bodies of mother and daughter pressing together as they kissed again. Lacy was so warm, so soft. Eli moaned into Max’s mouth with longing.

Max lay Eli on the bed and climbed on top of him, his huge tits dangling down, dragging against Lacy’s lithe body as Max kissed his way down her chest, her belly, her mound. And then his nose was in Lacy’s pussy and he inhaled the musky scent of her. Spreading her pale thighs apart, Max stuck out his tongue and licked Lacy’s deliciously spicy pussy from bottom to top. Eli hissed in a breath as Max did it again, his tongue slipping gently inside Lacy’s silken pussy lips.

The coarse blonde pubic hair combined with the slick velvety feel of her cunt as she grew wet and opened for her mom’s tongue. Eli reached up to play with his new tits while Max continued licking, slipping in deeper to taste her salty essence. He dragged his tongue up, up, and landed on Eli’s hidden clit. He took a sharp breath and released a deep sigh.

“Fuuuck,” Eli hissed.

Max smiled and dragged his tongue against Lacy’s clit again, flicking gently, drawing vague shapes on it with his tongue as Eli began twisting Lacy’s body beneath him. It was incredibly hot looking up from between Lacy’s legs as she grabbed her tits and closed her eyes, little brow furrowed in delight as her body tensed.

With his tongue still firmly on her clit, Max brought in two fingers, sliding easily into her slick whole, passing the brief pressure of her entrance and dragging deep inside. Lacy was warm and wet and she moaned as Max fingered her with her mom’s fingers, licked her with her mom’s tongue. She had the most delicious cunt and Max licked harder, following the rhythm of Lacy’s body as it tensed, fidgeted and then came with a shuddering groan. Max felt the release of pressure as the orgasm unwound the tension inside Lacy’s body.

He paused, his tongue still inside her, nose buried in her pussy as her musk filled his nostrils. He waited until she stopped fidgeting and then raised his head, his chin and cheeks and lips covered with Lacy’s juices.

“Do me now,” Max said.

They switched positions, Max now on his back so that his heavy tits hung down either side of his body. He gathered them up and clutched them as Eli lowered Lacy’s face between her mom’s legs. Max gazed down in delight, growing horny as hell at seeing that stuck-up bitch lick her mom’s cunt with such fervor. Max was already wet and warm from licking Lacy, and it didn’t take much before he the heat twisted him up. He grabbed a handful of Lacy’s blonde hair and forced her face against him harder as he thrust up, fucking her face with her own mom’s pussy, dragging it across her nose and her chin, covering her with her mom’s delicious juices.

Max’s cries rose in pitch, his body flying towards an orgasm more intense than the solo ones he’d enjoyed yesterday. He needed this release and he grinded himself harder against Lacy’s pretty face, spreading his legs as if he wanted to force her inside his body. He came suddenly and hard, head falling back into the pillow, body rippling with pleasure as the tension snapped. It was the best orgasm he’d had so far and he held Lacy’s face between his legs until he’d cooled entirely.

Eli sat up and wiped his mouth. He was grinning with delight.

“Fuck me,” he swore in awe.

“Okay,” Max agreed, sitting up to kiss Eli again. The spicy taste of Shannon’s cunt was delicious on Max’s lips.

He tumbled Eli over and knelt between his legs again, licking and fingering him to another orgasm. They traded off, using mother and daughter to cum hard, ignoring the sound of Lacy’s ringing cell phone until they’d had their fill.

They lay together on the bed, limbs entangled, depleted and happy. Lacy’s phone rang again and Eli picked it up off the floor.

“It’s my number. Jesus, she’s rung like seven times. What do we do?”

“Did you not remember anything we talked about?”

“Oh. Yeah. Hold on. Let me get into character.”

Eli stood and hopped around a little. His cheeks were still blushed from their sex and it didn’t take long before he was slightly out of breath. He hit the button and waited for Lacy to pick up.

“Hello? Who is this?” Eli said, acting panicked. “What did you do with my body?”

Max lay back on the bed and watched his friend’s performance. Eli, not stoned for the first time in a long time, was a great actor. He pretended to the real Lacy as if he had no idea what had happened and just wanted his body back. Max stifled a giggle. Eli saw him and began to grin before waving at Max and turning his back to him so he could concentrate. Max didn’t mind. The view of Lacy from the back was quite nice. Soft curves. Wonderful hourglass figure. Perfect ass. Lean legs. Jesus, he was making himself horny again.

After a minute Eli brought the phone down and covered it with his hand. “She wants to come over here.”

“Say yes.”

“Yes. Come here. We need to figure this out now.” Eli glanced at Max for confirmation. Max gave him a thumbs up.

After another few seconds Eli said goodbye and hung up. He collapsed back onto the bed in hysterical laughter. “Oh my god, she is so fucking stoned. Is that how I sound when I’m high?”

“I don’t know, I couldn’t hear. But probably.”

“Ok, she’s coming over. What do we do now?”

“Here’s what we do,” Max said, launching into his plan.

Twenty minutes later, Max heard Eli’s beat-up car limping up the driveway and went to hide in Shannon’s room while Eli let her in. They tiptoed upstairs into Lacy’s room and quietly shut the door behind them. Max snuck closer to the door and waited for his signal. He knew that inside the Eli was putting on a big show about having no idea what happened and not wanting to be her.

After about fifteen minutes Eli started raising his voice. When Max judged him loud enough, he burst through the bedroom door.

“Lacy what’s wrong?” He asked, and then pretended to notice Eli’s body. He scowled, “Why do you have a man in your room? Where’s your fiancée?”

“Mom, I can explain,” Eli began.

“This is unacceptable. I will not have my daughter cheating on her fiancée. Get out of my house,” he raged at Lacy.

Lacy looked from one to the other with frightened, bloodshot eyes. She was still clearly high. Max hoped his performance of aggrieved mother was enough to scare her away permanently. He didn’t know if Shannon would actually act this way, but Lacy couldn’t call him out on it. Not without making it seem to her “mom” that she was the crazy one.

Max hounded her down the stairs and slammed the front door behind her. When the sound of her car disappeared into the distance, the two guys enjoyed a good laugh about.

“Did you see the look on her face?” Eli said, wiping a tear.

“Best. Prank. Ever.” Max agreed.

“When do you think we should tell her?”

“I wasn’t going to. I was just planning on having some fun for a little while and then swapping back whenever we’re done. No explanation needed. You did get the coin, right?”

Eli held it up. “Yep.”

“Good. Don’t lose it or we’re going to be stuck like this. And I don’t particularly want to be a thirty-something year old MILF forever. Just long enough.”

“Long enough for what?”

Max grinned. “To do this a few more times.”

He took Eli into his arms and kissed him. Eli kissed back and soon they were tossing off their clothes as they pulled each other into the living room and ate each other out on the couch.
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Max drove them down to the outdoor mall in Shannon’s sporty car. There they went on a pranking and spending spree. Their first stop was a swimsuit store, where they traded in their outfits for string bikinis. Max’s tits were practically falling out of his top at each step and the string felt like it was going right up his ass. He stepped out of the changing room, feeling practically naked.

Eli joined him in front of the mirror after changing into his own bikini – a tiny yellow number that matched his golden locks – did a twirl, holding his hands out wide. 

“What do you think, grinned?” he asked Max, who had his phone out filming.

In front of several onlookers, Max slipped his arm around Lacy’s tiny waist and said, “You look gorgeous, dear.” Then they kissed on the lips, Eli bringing his hands up to caress Max’s cheeks, Max making sure that the camera was angled at the mirror to catch the reactions of the onlookers.

“Thank you, mommy,” Eli grinned.

When they played the video back outside of the shop they cracked up at the disgust of one of the women store clerks who was behind them. Her eyes went so wide Max thought they might pop out of her head.

It was hilarious leaning into their roles as mother and daughter as they strolled down the street hand in hand. Dressed in their bikinis, they stood out among the others strolling the mall who were clothed mostly in shorts and tee shirts. Max thought it was so funny all these people ogling him, not knowing that he was a guy in this woman’s body. They wanted to have sex with a guy and didn’t even know it!

The fancy restaurant they stopped at made them change before they would seat them. Max pouted but did so. He’d heard this place was good but it was way too expensive for his budget. Not so much for Shannon’s budget. The two guys ate and drank whatever they wanted, stuffing themselves silly without a care in the world for whatever Shannon and Lacy’s normal diets were.

“Let’s stop by my store,” Max suggested.

They arrived about an hour before closing. They picked up some fancy chocolates and expensive desserts before scoping out the registers. Max’s body was behind number three so they got in line. When Shannon looked up and saw who it was her jaw tightened. She didn’t say anything as she rung them up. Probably because Lacy was right there and Shannon had no idea her daughter had been switched, too. Eli had his phone out, pretending to be absorbed in something online but really filming the whole interaction.

Max made small talk with Shannon as she worked, enjoying this new power imbalance.

“Has it been hard working here tonight?” Max asked.

“It’s been fine,” Shannon responded. She glanced over at Lacy then leaned closer to Max. “Do you know how to switch us back?”

“I do,” Max said on a whim, just to see her reaction.

“How?” She nearly sobbed with relief.

“It turns out it was this magic coin I had the whole time.”

Her look was priceless. She went through several variations of anger before finally spitting out, “You what?”

“Yeah, turns out it was this magic coin I found,” he held up the coin. “I figured out how to do it. Don’t worry, I’ll swap us back soon.”

“Why the hell haven’t you done it already?” She demanded.

Max shrugged. “I was having fun.”

“That is my body. My life you’re just so casually enjoying. You need to change us back. Right now.”

Max began to feel a little guilty but he wasn’t going to be such a pushover. “There’s a whole ritual. That’s what this chocolate is for,” Max gestured to the chocolate he was buying.

Shannon processed this, unsure whether to believe him or not. Max kept his expression level.

“If you don’t,” Shannon hissed. “I will ruin your life. I will tank your exams. I will get you kicked out and living on the street. I will make you regret every choice you’ve ever made.”

“Is that how you normally talk to customers?” Max asked loudly.

The manager, a few feet behind Shannon at the customer service counter glanced over.

“Don’t make a scene in my body!” Shannon hissed, glancing over her shoulder.

Max laughed as he scooped up his candy. “Fine. I’ll go give you your body back right now. Happy?”

Shannon harrumphed and Max and Eli left. They stood out in the parking lot and watched the video, falling over themselves with laughter at Shannon’s reactions.

“All right,” Eli said, wiping away more tears. “I think I’m done being a chick. Let’s go swap back.”

“Oh! I’ve got a good idea. The ultimate prank. Let’s leave them naked in public.”

“Oh my god,” Eli chuckled, “Can you imagine? They find themselves back in their bodies but with no clothes? Hilarious.”

They walked down the sidewalk and into a nearby park. It was dark and no one was around. In the middle of a small bridge, they stripped naked, leaving the car keys and phones out but tossing everything else into the quick moving stream below them. Max’s shoulders jiggled with laughter as he pinched the coin delicately between thumb and forefinger. It was a little more difficult to do with Shannon’s nails but he managed.

“Come on, man, hurry up before people see us,” Eli said.

“I’m going, I’m going.”

Just as he had before, Max tapped the coin with his other hand to spin it. Only, with his longer nails it slipped out of his grasp, bounced once on the bridge, and then plunked into the stream below. Max leaned over the railing, his face white.

“Oh fuck.”

“What the fuck did you do?” Eli screeched.

They searched the river in vain but the silty bottom and the darkness made it impossible to find anything. After an hour of fruitless searching and panicking, they finally had to face the facts. They were stuck in these bodies. Their ultimate prank had ultimately backfired spectacularly.

Max stood in the stream, his head hung low, arms at his sides. These tits. These hips. This pussy. They were his. Forever.
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The guys did the walk of shame naked back to their car to the delight of several onlookers who took pictures and videos. It wasn’t fair. This humiliation was supposed to be for those rich bitches Shannon and Lacy. Not regular guys Max and Eli.

Max came clean to Shannon that night. She was apoplectic with rage and demanded he take her back to the stream so they could search but they never found it. Somehow her rage was even worse when she discovered that, not only was her body stolen, but Max’s friend had stolen her daughter’s body.

The three of them confronted Lacy. Max and Eli admitted what they’d done and apologized profusely. But no apologizing would ever be enough.

Shannon thought it would be best to keep everyone close for when they did find the coin, never giving up hope despite weeks of fruitless searching involving all manner of metal detectors and even scuba gear. Given that Shannon had a big empty house, they all moved into it. Shannon kept her master bedroom at the end of the hall. Max was relegated to one of the smaller rooms, where he struggled to fit Shannon’s enormous wardrobe into the smaller closet.

There was no way Max could do Shannon’s job. He tried for one day and was such a failure that they all agreed it would be best for him to resign and find something else. In the meanwhile, the alimony payments would cover their needs.

Lacy fought with Eli about how much he was smoking in her body but she couldn’t really do anything about it. All the fight did was make it so that Eli locked himself in his room to smoke.

Lacy lay about despondently in her room most of the day. She’d been coasting on her looks and now that she didn’t have those she was at a loss. She didn’t have the brains for a whole lot else. But she hit on something when trying to put together some sort of cute outfit for her new body. A social media post sparked a torrent of likes and Lacy began struggling to become an influencer even as she hated looking at pictures of herself now.

Shannon had to restart her career, but it was difficult without a degree. Since Max was nearly finished with his, she thought the easiest thing to do would be to finish his classes. Max helped her study at night and wrote as many of assignments for her as he could as his way of atoning for what he’d done. Shannon seemed to simultaneously want him gone and want him close enough to constantly keep an eye on.

One night she leaned back in her chair and yawned. “Oh my god, this is so boring.” She scratched herself. “Oh good lord. Why does this thing always do this?” Max followed her gaze to her lap, where her erection strained against her pants.

“You have to, uh, take care of it.” Max said.

“What on earth does that mean?” Shannon asked, still imperious even in her scrawny body.

Max leaned over her, his tits resting on her shoulder as he reached down and stroked her hidden cock. This was something he could help with. “I mean, you have to take care of it.”

“What are you—?” She moved to push his arm away and stopped, her hand on his forearm. “Oh!”

Her grip relaxed and Max continued stroking through the fabric. He spun her chair around and knelt between her legs. Unzipping her pants, he pulled out his former cock. He hadn’t seen it in weeks but it was still so familiar. Though now it was rock hard and pointed straight at him.

“Oh god,” Shannon whispered. “I can’t control it.”

“You don’t have to. Let me.”

Max wrapped Shannon’s hand around it. His dick was warm and solid beneath his fingers. God, he missed it. He remembered exactly how it felt and he stroked a few times. It was like an old friend. Masturbation with extra steps. He paused and looked up at her questioningly. 

Shannon’s breath hitched in her throat. “Keep going.”

Max leaned forward and slowly kissed the head of her dick. Then he stuck out his tongue and dragged it lightly down the underside of her shaft and back up. The spicy taste of her was familiar and strangely delightful. He opened his lips wide and swallowed her. When he was younger he’d imagined sucking his own dick and now here he was doing it. He let his tongue drag down the underside of Shannon’s shaft and then back up until her cock was slick with saliva. He dipped down and up again and again, going deeper each time until he held her entirely in his mouth and his nose was pressed to her groin. The head of his cock pressed against the back of his mouth and he opened as wide as he could, swallowing his own dick deep while Shannon moaned above him.

He sucked her cock slowly, pausing every now and then to hold her in his mouth and drag his tongue across the underside, swirling his head around, letting the cock fill his mouth and skate across his tongue. His body burned bright with desire. He hadn’t touched himself. Hadn’t touched anyone in weeks with all the shame of accidentally stealing their bodies and now he was horny as hell. He could feel his lips opening wide, growing wet and needy.

He pulled his lips off Shannon’s dick with a wet pop. Hiking up his dress he straddled her, pulling aside his panties and lining up his slick slit with her cockhead.

“What are you doing?” Shannon whispered without fighting him.

“Fucking you,” Max breathed, before plunging himself down onto her stiff cock.

Christ, it was divine feeling her enter him, his former cock pressing apart the walls of his canal as he shoved her inside. They groaned together as he slid his dripping cunt down her shaft until their groins met and the sat connected. He was so full, her cock so deep inside and blessedly warm and solid.

Max began rocking back and forth, following the pleasure of his body as he gripped Shannon’s shoulders for balance. His tits bounced with each motion, jiggling in front of her face until she dipped her head between his cleavage and began kissing him. Her warm breath whispered across his skin as she delighted in her former body.

They fucked like teenagers. Reckless and loud and quick. Max thrust back and forth, impaling himself over and over on Shannon’s perfect cock as she grunted into his cleavage. His mouth opened, cries spilling from his lips as he chased the relief he’d been missing for weeks. He was sopping wet, desperate to cum, and Shannon was the same.

He grabbed her head and forced their lips together, kissing hard and desperately as Shannon’s hands grabbed him everywhere, squeezing eagerly. His tits jiggled, ass bounced as he fucked his own body with Shannon’s until Shannon grunted, gripped his hips and thrust up. She emptied herself into him, the burning heat of his cum filling his new body and making him cry out with relief and contentment, his voice bouncing off the walls of the room, joining the liquid sounds of their sex. The rush was immense, making his entire body shake with pent up desire, all the lust he’d been holding back for weeks rushing out in a howling orgasm as he fucked himself.

When he finally came down he rested his forehead on hers, breathing hard as she grew soft inside him. Max had finally found something he was good at, and he happily shared it with Shannon whenever she wanted.

# # #
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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/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





