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I filled my backpack with soapy water and scrubbed it in the kitchen sink. My school books sat on the counter next to me, the edges of the pages still streaked with grease and whatever tomato sauce I couldn’t wipe off. At least, I hoped it was tomato sauce. 

That afternoon as I’d been leaving school, Derick and his friends cornered me. While one of them distracted me, Derick snuck around behind me and grabbed my backpack, unzipping it and dumping the remains of his lunch inside. Then Derick and his pals ran away howling with laughter. As if it wasn’t already humiliating enough to have to take the school bus home as an eighteen-year-old, my backpack smelled like old spaghetti while the sauce slowly soaked into the pages of my books.

It hadn’t been the first time Derick had singled me out for bullying. Not even the first time this week. There was the trombone incident. The lunch tray “accident”. The homework theft. Not to mention the snide remarks and general intimidation.

I didn’t dare tell the teachers about it all. I’d made that mistake once already. There was a prolonged “investigation” that no one could tell me anything about, and then it just...ended. No punishment for Derick. No closure for me. It just made Derick bully me more secretively, away from the security cameras and the prying eyes of other students.

I dumped the soapy water out of my backpack and shook it before leaving it on the marble kitchen countertop to dry. There was the sound of a key in the front door, the click of a latch, and then the click clack of high heels coming around the corner. I sighed inwardly. Tiffany was home early. Another thing I didn’t want to deal with.

My stepmom came around the corner and I could tell she was in a foul mood. What else was new? She dropped her purse onto the counter nearest the door and stopped suddenly, her blue eyes flicking from the soaking wet backpack to the greasy textbooks to my morose appearance. She furrowed her brow.

“Eww, get this off my clean counters,” Tiffany said, poking at one of my dirty textbooks.

Her pretty face was set in a scowl and she used the back of one finger to swipe at the lock of blonde hair that had escaped her bun. She wore a silver blouse and a matching pencil skirt that emphasized her petite figure. A tiny black and silver belt wound around her slim waist. The silver heels gave her an extra two inches of height but still left her at least half a head shorter than me.

“I’m cleaning it, I’ll take care of it,” I replied sullenly, a hint of whine in my voice that I couldn’t quite control.

“Ugh. Whatever, I can’t deal with this right now. Just make sure you leave the counters clean.”

“Why? So you can use them to not cook on?” I shot back.

My stepmom was a famously terrible cook. Why on earth she needed such a huge kitchen with all the fanciest appliances boggled the mind. Like everything with Tiffany, it was all about appearances. Hell, appearances were her whole job. She was vice president of marketing at an “innovention” company—whatever the hell that meant—so it was all about how things could be made appealing to the general public to buy. It extended to her personal life, where she was sweet as could be to me when my dad was around but the mask came off in the privacy of our home. Correction. Her home. My dad had left it to her in his will. A fact she never failed to remind me of. 

I didn’t understand what my dad had seen in Tiffany. Maybe he’d been blinded by her beauty? Because (I had to grudgingly admit) she was gorgeous. A petite, blonde firecracker.

“Excuse me?!” Tiffany said, her icy blue eyes cold with fury.

“Nothing,” I mumbled, grabbing my textbooks and tossing them into my still-soggy backpack to take upstairs. “Derick was fucking with me again today but I don’t expect you give a shit.”

As I brushed past her she remarked: “Maybe if you weren’t such a sissy he wouldn’t mess with you.”

My cheeks flushed red with anger and embarrassment. The choice of words was intentional. When I was younger I used to sneak into my stepmom’s closet and try on her clothes. I would stand in front of her full length closet mirror in heels that were too big and a dress that didn’t billow out or hug the right places but I would imagine that it did. 

The first time Tiffany caught me I claimed it was just curiosity and she seemed to let it go. The second time she caught me I had no such excuse. She kept an eye on me after that. Even when I pulled the laundry out of the dryer she was there with a snide remark like “Make sure you grab the right panties, sissy boy.” She needn’t have worried because I soon grew too big to fit into her clothes. My feet grew too long, belly too tubby, arms too thick. I was a beefy guy with a thick body and a wide face with a mop of unruly brown hair. There was nothing pretty about me.

I stopped crossdressing but I never stopped imagining what it would be like to be a woman. Even just for a day. To be pretty. Dainty. Wanted.

I turned to my stepmom, my soggy backpack slung over one shoulder. “Who hurt you to make you so mean?”

She snorted and grabbed a wine glass. “I never wanted kids,” she said, as she opened the fridge and grabbed a bottle of white to pour into her glass. “You were part of the package. A little, snotty kid. Maybe if you’d been a real man instead of a pussy I wouldn’t have minded so much. But I was willing to overlook you because I loved your dad so much.”

“Loved him or his money?” I said.

She sipped her wine and glared at me coldly. “Two weeks,” she said.

“Two weeks what?”

“Consider this your eviction notice. You’re eighteen. An adult. So I don’t have to deal with this shit in my own home anymore. I want you out in two weeks.”

“What?”

“And you should be grateful I’m even giving you notice. Where’s my ‘thank you’?”

God, I wanted to smack that smug smile off her face. But I couldn’t do it. Violence wasn’t in my nature. My stepmom had a mean streak I couldn’t hope to match.

“Here’s your ‘thank you’,” I said, flipping her off.

“You just lost a week, sissy. One week and then you’re out of here. Maybe Derick will let you stay with him. He can build you a doghouse because you’re already his bitch.”

I felt tears burning my eyes and stomped upstairs to my room. I slammed the door and dropped the backpack on the floor, wiping my face angrily. What the fuck was I going to do?
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I was still pissed the next day when I arrived at work. Even kicking my worthless stepson out of the house yesterday hadn’t done much to brighten my outlook, though it was a start. 

I walked through the crisp, marble lobby of my office building to the elevators, passing the huge red and silver “Believe it !nnovat!ons” logo that I’d masterminded. The elevator doors opened up and I stepped in. Glancing up, I saw Steven had arrived shortly after me and was heading my way. I jabbed the number for my floor and then the button to close the doors. They slid shut but not soon enough. Steven thrust his hand between the closing doors and they opened back up.

Steven stood there with his ridiculous slicked-back black hair and chiseled Hollywood good looks. A tailored charcoal-black suit was cut to his formidable body. This was my competition in my quest for the CEO position, which would be vacant in a few months.

“Good morning, Tiffany,” he said, forcing a smile and showing those crisp white teeth.

“Steven,” I said coldly.

There was silence for a moment as the elevator began to creep upwards. I looked up at him as he towered above me.

“Next time you feel the need to correct my work I’d appreciate it if you did it to my face instead of in a meeting,” I growled.

“Sure,” he replied, with fake geniality, the smile not reaching his eyes. “But next time you should run your marketing by my boys in R and D to make sure the product does what you’re claiming it does before spending the time to work on ad copy.”

“Well tell your boys that if their promises change between concept and delivery they should pass that info on to, oh, I don’t know, everyone.”

We stared at each other. I wasn’t going to let that big asshole intimidate me. He looked like he could pick me up and break me over his knee but if he touched me he’d figure out real quick how dangerous I could be. But direct physical violence wasn’t his style, despite his imposing physique. He was the kind of guy who would slip up behind you and knife you in the back.

“There’s that famous Tiffany charm,” he said.

God, I wanted to slap the smarm out of that cocky, arrogant asshole. I swiped a lock of hair out of my face with one imperious nail.

“You just make sure that communication between our departments is clear and effective, in the words of our esteemed CEO,” I said. “I’ll do my job and you do yours.”

The door opened and I walked away, snapping my fingers for my secretary to follow me. Heather jumped up from behind the desk and fell into line. I took one last backward glance at Steven and—for fuck’s sake, was he checking out my ass? I’d just caught the shift of his eyes before he turned and strolled in the other direction.

Heather clutched her laptop and some files against her chest as she followed me into my office. I set my purse in the drawer and took a seat behind the clean, white desk as Heather sat across from me. She set the files on my desk, where they spilled over. She jumped up and grabbed for them, organizing them back into a pile as she mumbled apologies. The girl was hopeless but I was so close to grabbing the CEO position I didn’t want to change horses in the middle of the stream. Even if my horse was a stuttering mess. Heather did have a remarkable memory though, which I frequently used to my advantage.

As I looked through my calendar on my laptop, Heather reeled off a list of the day’s action items. I made quick decisions, sending some back to the floor for more revisions before watching one of the demo ads for a new streaming device that had been whipped up overnight. I gave Heather some notes to give back to the editors before turning to some other products and checking the monthly sales figures.

Looking over the upcoming product launches, there was nothing eye-catching. Nothing to really make my name jump to the top of the CEO pile. Steven and his research and development team had been slacking. What were they working on now? I flipped through my emails for the last announcement.

A remote control. Pfff. What was this, 1983?

I read through the specs that I was supposed to form into exciting copy. Power conversion. Multifocal wavelength. Universal compatibility. There was nothing here I could understand or sell. Why the hell were they doing spending so much on a remote control? I pursed my lips in thought, then decided to go down there and see it myself.

Heather was blathering away about her sick mom or something when I interrupted. “Set up a meeting with Steven this afternoon for me to come down and take a look at their new product line. Tell him I need something big and splashy.”

When she left, I tapped the button on the edge of my desk to make my office windows opaque. Now with some peace and quiet I could get some work done.

Heather set up the meeting and a few hours later I was downstairs in the research lab where preppy-looking men in lab coats fiddled about with 3-D designs on their computers. Steven walked me through the labs, taking unearned pride in all the accomplishments. We ended up in a research lab where several remote controls lay scattered about the room. Sleek, black things with tons of buttons. Standard remote controls, though you wouldn’t know it by the reverence in Steven’s voice.

There was one remote control that had been singled out and sat on the desk in the center of the room. Beneath the remote was a grey pad that resembled a wireless charger. Wires snaked out of the pad to a computer, which displayed various graphs that fluctuated up and down. Steven picked up the remote and held it up.

“This is our newest invention. Sorry...innovention,” he said. That was my word that the company now used but he said it like he thought it was stupid. “It’s not quite ready. Still a little unstable.”

“It’s a remote control. How unstable could it be?”

“Have you ever seen the movie ‘Click’ about a universal remote that can control the universe?”

“No, but it sounds dumb.”

“Only if you think reconfiguring the praxis to tap into known untruths sounds dumb,” he scoffed.

“Most people would. Leave the marketing to me and just tell me what it does.”

“This remote alters reality. Only we’re having a little trouble working out exactly how it works. There are so many buttons. So many possible configurations of reality.”

“Uh huh. And these are all magic remotes?” I asked, gesturing to the various remotes around the room.

“It’s not magic. It’s science,” he sighed like the condescending asshole. “And those are all failed prototypes. This is the one with promise. But it’s too unpredictable to release into the world, unfortunately. Probably get locked in a government closet somewhere never to see the light of day.”

He set it gently back down on the pad. A man in a lab coat interrupted us and Steven turned to him. I spied my chance. While pretending to examine the computer readouts, I surreptitiously grabbed one of the non-working prototypes. While Steven was still distracted, I switched the working remote with the prototype, secreting the real remote up the sleeve of my blazer. I planned to take it home and work up a marketing campaign so amazing Steven would have to greenlight development. This would prove I was bold enough to lead the company.

Nothing happened except a few of the graphs on the display changed slightly. No one seemed to notice and I made an excuse and left soon after. I dropped the remote in my purse and headed home early.

“Stay until five and call me if there is anything urgent,” I told Heather on my way to the elevator.

For the second day in a row I came home early. This time my miserable excuse for a stepson wasn’t home yet. I poured myself a glass of wine and kicked off my heels before setting up in the living room in front of the television. Opening the laptop to a fresh word document, I then picked up the remote control and examined it. It looked quite ordinary. ‘Off’. ‘On’. ‘Input’. Nothing reality bending about it. I shook my head. Probably another of Steven’s wild pronouncements.

So...what could I do with this? How could I make this something people needed? I pursed my lips and thought for a second.

I tried using it on my own television, pointing it at the TV and pressing some of the buttons. The television turned on and the remote was able to change channels. I flipped around, pausing when I landed on one of my favorite moves as a child. Except...something was off and it took me a second to realize that the main character was being played by a different actor. Everything else was exactly the same as I remembered it. A brief search of the internet confirmed that the movie currently playing on my television had never been made. The actor currently onscreen had been fired and replaced before filming began.

Was this the remote’s doing? I used it to flip around some more channels and landed on a news report about a non-existent country, then a soap opera where everyone had four arms, then a documentary about space lions.

Huh. Surely this was AI. Somehow Steven and his team have used it to create a remote control that can create alternate reality programming. Now this I could market. I set the remote aside and began typing out some ideas.
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My week went from bad to worse. Derick had gloated about what he’d done yesterday and now other kids were calling me ‘Spaghetti-O’. He laughed like a horse as he slapped the books out of my hands in the hallway. I picked them up, cheeks burning as other students stood around and didn’t lift a finger to help.

I had been so upset last night I’d neglected to study for my science test and so I think I bombed the whole thing. I wasn’t the smartest kid, anyway, and I couldn’t take another failing grade. I felt miserable about myself. I lacked the looks of the pretty kids, the charm of the popular kids, and the intelligence of the smart kids. Ironically, Derick and I had a lot in common except that Derick had chosen to become an asshole rather than a pushover.

I stewed the entire bus ride back home, my despair having crossed over into anger. Anger at my stepmom, at the bully, at the world. Someone needed to set things right. Surely, I could appeal to my stepmom’s righteous indignation at the unfairness of it all and get her to intervene. But that was crazy. She didn’t give a shit about me. She was kicking me out. Of my own house. She was the interloper. She should be the one leaving.

I stomped into the house and slammed the door shut behind me. My stepmom was in the living room on the couch, still in her work clothes. She had her long, lean legs crossed on the coffee table, her thighs disappearing beneath a black skirt. Her white blouse was unbuttoned and her jacket thrown across the other end of the couch. Her blonde hair was still up in a tight bun, with one lock strategically loose and dangling by her ear. She appeared to be at least two glasses of wine in and her laptop sat perched on her lap as she watched television. She jumped as the door slammed behind me, and I grinned viciously.

I loomed over her and threw my backpack down on the ground. “You still have a responsibility to my dad and to me,” I began. “And this is my house. I grew up here.” I was aware my argument was getting jumbled beneath the hard stare of my stepmom but I continued on. “So how I do reflects on you and everyone’s going to know you’re a shitty person if you kick me out.”

“You being a crossdressing sissy has nothing to do with me,” she said dismissively, returning her attention back to the television as if my words bored her.

“Fucking look at me when I’m talking,” I said, fed up now.

I swiped the remote control off the coffee table and glanced at it. It was unfamiliar to me but I quickly found the power button. Before I could push it, Tiffany tossed her laptop off her lap and jumped up.

“Let go of that!” She cried, lunging at me.

I tried to defend myself with the hand holding the remote as my stepmom grabbed it and tried to pry it from my grip. It was pointed directly at her when my flailing fingers mashed some buttons and the world flipped. In an instant, my grip weakened and I found myself grappling with a man taller than me. I lost my grip and pinwheeled back, my heel catching on the couch that was somehow behind me now and falling down onto it as something tickled my cheeks.

I was left sitting on the couch looking up at the man that loomed over me and it was only then that I realized that the man was myself. My own body except that I very obviously wasn’t in it. My body looked down at itself, dumbfounded, my former mouth dropping open in a strangled cry.

I pushed myself to a sitting position and discovered that the hands I was using to sit myself up weren’t my hands. They were slender, with delicate fingers and hairless knuckles. The nails were rounded to gentle curves and painted a pale pink. They were a woman’s hands. I held them up to my face and wiggled them, watched them move under my command. My gaze dropped down to my chest where I was met with the sight of my stepmom’s white blouse, the top buttons open revealing a hint of her wonderful cleavage clasped by a white bra. I grabbed my tits, felt the realness of them and dropped them again, gasping in a light, airy voice.

My hands shot to my face. Gone was the patchy stubble and the light dusting of acne, replaced with a smoothness of different and softer contours. A slimmer nose. Sharper cheekbones. Fuller lips. I was in my stepmom’s body. I was Tiffany.

My body stood in front of me, looking down at me, mirroring my own surprise. “What the hell did you do, you little shit?” It roared, my old voice sounding deeper to my new ears. 

“I didn’t do anything,” I shot back, my stepmom’s higher-pitched voice dropping from my new lips. “Why am I in your body?”

Tiffany—and it must have been Tiffany now inside my body—looked at the remote that was still in her hand.

“Did this...?” She asked herself.

I stood, my new body jiggling and shaking in strange new ways and looked up at myself. It was an odd experience being smaller.

“What did you do? Change us back. I don’t want to be you!” I said.

Tiffany looked at the remote and raised a finger to push a button then thought better of it. “What button did you push?”

“I don’t know. You grabbed it from me and I mashed a bunch of different ones. Just try one.”

“I’m not trying one, you idiot. They could do anything. This is a reality altering remote.”

I would have scoffed at the ridiculousness of her statement if the proof wasn’t right in front of my own eyes. Or my stepmom’s eyes. Or...whatever. “So...what?” I said, crossing my arms, aware as I did so how my stepmom’s breasts rested on them. “We’re stuck like this?”

“Shut up and let me think,” she said, turning away from me.

I sighed and looked down at myself. My gaze again dropped down the open top buttons of the blouse I now wore, landing on exquisite cleavage. The top was cut nicely to my new figure, clinging gently to my stepmom’s curves and tightening at the belly before disappearing into the black skirt that emphasized the curve of her hips and the gentle swell of her ass. I wiggled my feet and watched the tiny toes move. How many times had I snuck into Tiffany’s room to try these clothes on and wished they had fit better? And now they fit perfectly. This body was made for them. A little thrill of excitement flitted through my stomach. I wanted to squeal but held it back.

Tiffany turned back to me. “You’re going to have to pretend to be me and go into work tomorrow to get the instructions,” she said reluctantly.

“You mean I have to stay like this all night?” I replied, with much more hesitancy than I actually felt.

“I don’t like it any more than you do,” she said. “But I don’t see any other way. In the meantime, I’ll hold onto this so you don’t fuck anything else up,” she said, wiggling the remote control.

“Fine.”

“And don’t do anything disgusting in my body,” she added.

“I won’t. You don’t do anything disgusting in mine.”

“Don’t worry.”

“Fine.”

“Fine.”

My stepmom kept an eye on me as I ate dinner, admonishing me not to eat too much in order to keep her figure while she stuffed herself in my body.

“You don’t have any figure to keep,” she said, wiping her lips. “Besides, I need some consolation for being you.”

“Fuck this,” I said, tossing my napkin onto the plate and pushing back from the table.

“Where are you going?”

“I’m going upstairs to my new room,” I said without stopping as I stomped upstairs.

I made it to the master bedroom—Tiffany’s room—before Tiffany could lug herself up from the table and stop me. She pounded on the locked door.

“You come out of there right now!” She demanded. “Or I’ll...I’ll...I’ll hurt your body.”

“Then I’ll hurt yours!” I shouted through the closed door.

The pounding stopped and I heard her grumbling for a few seconds before eventually stomping away. A few seconds later the door to my own room slammed shut. I heaved a sigh of relief and leaned against the bedroom door. Giddiness flooded me. I was in my stepmom’s beautiful body.

I hurried to the walk-in robe and flicked on the light. Her clothes filled the space. Racks full of dresses and blouses and tops and skirts and pants and jeans and shorts and blazers. A shoe rack of various heels and sandals and flats and cute sneakers stretched around the bottom quarter of the room. In the full length mirror, I looked at my reflection. Tiffany’s face stared back, a huge grin lighting up her sky blue eyes. So different than the usual scowl. She really was gorgeous.

I turned to the side and admired my stepmom’s figure, the way the cut of the clothes clung to her petite form. I dragged a hand down her belly, eyes grazing over the swell of her breasts, the curve of her ass. These clothes fit me better than in my wildest dreams. I wanted to try everything on.

I began by unbuttoning her blouse, each button revealing more of her tantalizing skin. I let the top fall to the floor and then reached around to unzip my skirt. It dropped to my feet and I stepped out of it and kicked it aside. In seconds I wore only a bra and panties, my stepmom’s body nearly bare in front of me. I looked down at myself, tracing my sides with my slender hands. God, her figure was exquisite. Tiny and perfectly formed. The other clothes could wait. Right now I needed to see everything.

I fumbled with the bra for a few seconds before unclasping it and letting it slip from my arms. My breasts bounced free, swaying on my chest. Hooking my thumbs beneath the top of the panties, I wiggled them down my legs, body swaying in a hypnotizing motion, tits jiggling softly. Then I stood and stared at Tiffany’s naked reflection. Her breasts hung tantalizingly from her chest, large-ish tear drop shops. Full and ripe.

I took my breasts in each hand, wrapping my fingers around them and exploring their weighty softness. I squeezed gently, feeling as they dimpled the skin, fitting perfectly beneath my small hands. I gathered them up and squeezed them, exploring how hard I could squeeze as they ballooned out against my chest. They were so wonderful to touch, so incredible to watch as I let them drop back down and bob gently back and forth.

My fingers wandered lower, over Tiffany’s slim belly to the neatly trimmed bush between her powerful thighs. I bent and stroked my legs, fingers wandering across the smooth, shapely calves as my tits hung down below me. I used Tiffany’s fingers to feel her up, touching every sensual inch of my new body as heat blossomed within me. She felt so good to stroke and pinch and squeeze. My hands slipped around to my butt and I grabbed a handful of her peach of an ass, half-turning to watch as I made it jiggle. I laughed with delight, a tingly sound I’d never heard from Tiffany before.

I returned my attention to my stepmom’s pussy, stroking gently up and down her soft line. Desire called to me and I could feel myself warming, my nether lips growing slicker and more welcoming, a deeper kind of horniness than I’d ever felt before as something awakened inside me. A need to be filled.

I continued following the line of my slit up and down, the coarse pubic hair so wonderful beneath my fingertips. I pressed gently and after a few strokes I felt something shift inside me and then my pussy opened more fully for me and my moist lips clung to my fingers. The warm, wet feel of her entrance made me shiver. My head hummed with need, driving me on. My other hand returned to my perfect tits, squeezing them as I slowly stroked my delightful new sex. Now my fingertips landed on the velvety inner walls and I spread my legs to dip inside myself for the first time.

I gasped as my fingers slid into my new pussy and enjoyed the bliss of being spread apart. I dropped to my back on the carpeted floor in front of the mirror so I could slide in deeper. My tits fell down to either side of my chest and I continued squeezing them with one hand while I sunk two fingers into my wet heat with the other hand. My mouth dropped open and I wiggled, thighs wanting to buck up to meet the oncoming digits. They disappeared inside me, reappearing slick with my wetness. Watching my pussy get filled in the mirror was divine, the rich red lips opening to accept my fingers, accompanied by the blissful rise of tension within my body.

I curved my fingers around inside my welcome new pussy until I landed on the dimpled nub of my G-spot, which sent a tremor through me. I circled that delicate spot, fingers deep inside my stepmom’s body to the second knuckle. The pleasurable tension wound through me, a deep horniness I’d never known. I stroked myself faster, raising my head to watch in the mirror as I fingered my stepmom’s pussy, the sight accompanied by the slick sounds of her pleasure. My eyes roamed up and down my stepmom’s body, drinking in every inch of her skin as I wiggled and pleasure rose within me. My body welcomed me in deeper, demanded it, and I stroked fuller, closing my eyes to savor my delicious inner heat.

I stroked faster, my body rocking to a rhythm. My breath grew harsh and a loud moan slipped from my lips. The tension twisted through me, driving me on and I fingered myself in a steady rhythm as I dripped down my perfect new thighs. I raised my hips and drove deep, two fingers pressed up against my sensitive nub and suddenly the tension exploded through me. I threw my head back and closed my eyes as I came, moaning out my pleasure as I clutched at myself, fingering and groping Tiffany’s delicate body as bliss took me up. The orgasm filled my entire body before releasing me slowly, leaving me warm and wet and weak. I trembled around my fingers before finally removing them and lying on the floor to recover my breath.

Why was she such a bitch when she could let off steam like that whenever she wanted?
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I dreaded to think what my pervert son was doing in my body behind that closed door. Full of helpless fury, I retreated to his room and slammed the door. I set the remote on his bookshelf before dropping my fat, ponderous body to the bed. His room was disgusting. Clothes everywhere. “Funny” science posters on the walls. And it smelled like eighteen-year-old boy, the odor hidden behind a thin veneer of body spray.

My crotch itched and I scratched it reluctantly, fingers dragging across my stepson’s hidden cock. The thought of having his thing in my pants both repulsed and intrigued me. Society was constantly talking about dicks and now I had one. Maybe I should see what all the fuss was about, even if it was Nolan’s?

I debated for a few minutes before deciding ‘what the hell?’. He was probably looking at my equipment and fair was fair. I unzipped my pants and wiggled them down my legs, then tugged my boxers down. Nolan’s cock flopped out, warm against my thigh. From what I could tell it was average sized. I poked at it with my finger, testing how sensitive it was. Not very. I grabbed it and squeezed gently. That felt a little better. I tugged it back and forth, watching it flop about in my hand. It was kind of fun. Like scratching a deep itch. No wonder guys played with it so much.

As I flipped it about, it began to feel better and better. After a few seconds I realized it had changed shape and was growing harder, longer. Now each touch felt even better and I stroked it until it was at half-mast. Each lengthened inch intensified the desire flitting through me. Looking around, I found a bottle of hand moisturizer next to his bed. No doubt this was what it was for, the disgusting pervert.

I squirted some in my fingers and then ran my hand up and down the length of my cock, coating it with the slick cream. Now that felt good, creating an itch at the base of my dick that demanded more attention. It was like a chain reaction. The better it felt to stroke, the more I stroked it and soon my new cock was hard in my hand. I stared at it, the plump red head bobbing slightly as my hand slid up and down the shaft. The head was so sensitive and I teased it, making short sharp pumps followed by long, languid strokes. The pleasure was intense and immediate, much quicker to rise than when I was a woman.

I stroked faster, the itch intensifying in my core, demanding I continue. I drove up slightly with my hips, my cock needing to be buried deep in something warm and wet but my hand would do. I stroked faster now, the lewd sounds of my lubed up cock seeming so loud in the quiet room as the pleasure intensified, the itch driving my nearly mad for relief until with a soft groan I came. My cock throbbed in my hand and blissful release filled me as warm cum pumped over my fingers and splashed onto my stomach. I stopped stroking and held my fingers around my dick as I emptied my need onto my stepson’s own body. The sticky warmth dripped down my fingers and pooled on my groin. The desire disappeared quickly and suddenly, leaving me with only disgust. Men really did only want one thing and it was disgusting. 

It helped me go to sleep, though.

The next morning, I awoke to still find myself in the nightmare scenario of being in my worthless stepson’s body. And with morning wood. Jesus, was this thing ever satisfied?

I hauled myself out of bed and went to the bathroom. I had to angle my hard dick down to the toilet and bend over, and then even when I did the urine sprayed off in two directions. I swore and left it for my son to clean up. It was his dick. His problem.

I went and banged on his door. “Time to get up. You need to get into work and get those instructions.” 

I continued banging until I heard my own sleepy voice say, “I’m up. Jesus.”

I kept nagging him occasionally as I got myself ready as best I could. My stepson didn’t have very many good clothes and what he did have didn’t fit him well. He had a body that looked terrible in everything. Somehow both shapeless and oblong. Buried deep at the bottom of his drawer was a black polo shirt. Paired with an old pair of khaki pants, it would have to do. I combed his unruly mop of hair as best I could but there was nothing I could do about his face.

When he eventually opened the bedroom door he was already dressed in an outfit almost identical to what I’d caught him in when he was younger: tight white blouse and grey pencil skirt with a slender black belt. I refrained from saying anything, not wanting to set him off again in my body. 

His blonde hair hung crazily down his face and he had a brush in one hand. “I couldn’t get the bun right,” he explained.

I rolled my eyes and ushered him into the master bathroom where I set to work on his hair and his makeup. I almost remarked on how surprised I was he couldn’t do his own makeup—what kind of a sissy was he?—but bit my tongue. I would save it for when I had my body back.

As I worked on him I explained the layout of my work and the people I would see. Steven and Heather and the others. I told him where my office was and what he was supposed to do.

“Someone in the lab must have instructions somewhere. Or some idea at least.”

“Hmm,” Nolan said, pursing his lips in an exact imitation of me when I was in thought. “Wouldn’t Steven know?”

“You cannot ask him,” I hissed. “He’s my competition for CEO and the last thing I need is for him to get blackmail material on me. God, if that asshole becomes CEO I’ll quit.”

“Do you have any friends there?” Nolan asked.

“Do you?” I retorted. “Just get the instructions and come home so we can swap back.”

“What are you going to do?”

“I’m going to wait here so no one sees me like this.”

He grabbed my hand and looked up at me with my own fierce look, his blue eyes blazing. “The hell you are. You’re going in to school as me. Let’s see how you like getting bullied.”

In the end, he threatened to not go unless I did, leaving me with no choice. To make sure, he drove me to school. It was galling watching him drive my car, but better than taking the bus. When he stopped at the school entrance, he swiped a lock of hair back out of his eyes with one finger, just like I did. He really did have all my mannerisms down.

“Have a good day, stepson,” he laughed.

He drove away, leaving me to navigate his pathetic life. It was only for one day. How hard could it be?
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The hardest part of pretending to be my stepmom was pretending to be a super bitch. I just couldn’t so it. I followed her directions to the office, past the “Believe It !nnovat!ons” sign—which, frankly who uses exclamation points as an ‘I’ anymore?—and up to her floor. I knew, as soon as I stepped out of the elevator and saw Heather, that my stepmom was a terror to her, too. I knew which one Heather was because my mom described her as the “scared little brunette” and assured me she would literally jump to my aid. Sure enough, Heather jumped up from her seat when she saw me and hurried around the desk, falling in step beside me.

“Good morning, Heather,” I said.

“Um, uh,” Heather stuttered, put off by my simple and cordial greeting. “Good morning, Ms. Baxter.”

Jesus, did my stepmom not even say ‘good morning’ to her?

She rattled off a bunch of items I needed to look at as I followed Tiffany’s directions through the hallway to her office. I couldn’t keep up with most of what Heather was saying. Names and numbers and appointments that meant nothing to me. Plus, I was still getting used to this body. How it moved. How big everything looked now.

My stepmom’s office had her name by the door (thank god) and Heather was still going as I strode inside. I sat behind the desk and surveyed the room as Heather set the files and her laptop on my desk and carried on. There was a button my desk and, curious, I pressed it. The windows out into the office went from clear to opaque.

“Cool,” I said, pushing the button a few more times. Clear. Opaque. Clear. Opaque. Clear.

Heather paused and looked at me.

“Uh, go on,” I said, slowly pulling my fingers back from the button and folding my hands on the desk.

“Well...what do you want me to tell them?” Heather asked.

I hadn’t been listening. And even if I had I doubted I would have understood. My stepmom told me to grab the instructions and leave. But the sooner I did that the sooner I would be back in my own body and my pathetic life. I wanted to put that off as long as possible. So how could I stay here without being called out for being a fraud? An idea came to me.

“Heather,” I said, settling back in my seat and folding my hands across my trim belly. “Let’s try something today.”

“Yes, Mrs. Baxter?”

I waved my hand. “First of all, call me Tiffany.”

Heather opened and closed her mouth wordlessly at my stepmom’s sudden friendliness. She probably thought it was a trap.

I continued: “Second of all...what would you do with all this?”

“All what?”

I spread my hands across the files she’d dropped on my desk. “This and...everything you said on the walk from the elevator. Let’s go through it and see how you would handle it.”

“Oh, I don’t know,” she blushed and looked down, glancing back up at me briefly. Hopefully. She wanted this opportunity but feared it was a trap.

“No, really, start with this one.” I slid one of the files across the desk to her.

“Oh. Ok. Well.” She cleared her throat. “It’s...okay,” she said slowly.

“Heather,” I gave her my stepmom’s best intense stare, boring into her brown eyes. “Tell me what you really think. Don’t hold back, or what’s the point?”

“Ok. I think...a regular ad buy is the wrong approach.” She looked at me and I waved, imperiously, for her to continue. “We’re not targeting late night talk show viewers with these medical devices. We should be doing targeted ads on specific podcasts.”

Once she started, she was on a roll. I let her continue, nodding along at the appropriate times and giving her my blessing. In no time, I’d effectively handed all my work for the day to her. I was quietly congratulating myself on my triumph when someone strode through the door of my stepmom’s office.

His black hair was slicked back and he had a handsome face. Broad shoulders and powerful body in a tailored navy blue suit. This must be Steven. Tiffany’s competition and nemesis. But...if he was her nemesis, why did a little thrill go through me when he strode in? It certainly wasn’t my own attraction. Despite my proclivity for trying on women’s clothes, I wasn’t actually interested in sex with a man. My stepmom’s physical body seemed to have other ideas.

“What the hell did you do?” He said coldly.

I turned to Heather, calmly. “Would you excuse us for a minute?”

Heather clutched her files and her laptop to her chest and hurried out the door.

“Close the door,” he growled after her, and she did so.

I calmly looked up at Steven as he loomed over me. God, he was big. Or I was small. My heart was pounding but I forced myself to move slowly.

“How can I help you, Steven?” I asked, curling a lock of blonde hair around one finger.

“That remote was working when you came down to the lab and now it’s not.”

“You think I did something?” I asked, secretly congratulating myself on nailing Tiffany’s indignant outrage. “Probably your team dropped the ball. Sounds like a ‘you’ problem.”

He snorted, not amused. God, it was fun riling him up. I was getting a real thrill out of this.

“If you’re trying to sabotage me it won’t go well for you,” he said, leaning on my desk.

“And if you’re trying to threaten me it won’t go well for you.” I retorted sitting up and leaning towards him.

Our faces were inches apart. So close I got a hint of his sandalwood cologne. It grabbed something deep and primal inside my stepmom’s body, bypassing my brain entirely and shooting straight to my core. I figured, fuck it, if my stepmom was going to kick me out then I would ruin her life before I went.

I kissed him, grabbing his tie to pull him towards my lips. I expected him to push me away and head straight to HR to report me for sexual harassment. Put a black mark on Tiffany’s record that would keep her out of the CEO seat.

Instead, Steven kissed me back, snaking his hand through my hair and holding me close. It broke something free in Tiffany’s body. A wild longing. Our tongues met and my nose pressed against his stubble, inhaling his masculine scent as we made out. Our kisses were wild, the pent-up passion of two people whose smoldering desire had erupted suddenly. He was warm and tasted of cinnamon, his steady hand in my hair and the touch of his lips igniting a fire in me.

Still kissing, I blindly slapped the button to send the windows opaque before sweeping all the files off my desk. I hopped onto the desk, spinning around so that my legs dangled off the opposite side of the desk, pressing against Steven’s legs. He grabbed me, his massive hands wandering up and down my tight curves, squeezing me and caressing. I welcomed his tongue into my mouth, sucking on it as I reached for him. I found the hardened form of his body beneath the impeccable suit and it drove me mad with lust.

His hands drifted down to my hips, my legs, then back up. One slid around my back as the other cupped a breast. I melted into him and his warm embrace. Need thrummed through my body and I unbuttoned his shirt enough to slip my hands inside and caress his solid chest. His fingers spread and gripped my own breast, his other hand sliding up my back and back into my hair, forcing our lips together. Our breath mingled as we continued kissing wildly.

His hands resumed their exploration of my soft body, wanting every inch of me. He unbuttoned my blouse and I shimmied it off enough so he could yank the cup of my bra down. My bouncy breast spilled into his hand and he squeezed it, fingers grazing my sensitive nipple, which had spiked to attention. His touch made me shiver and fire burned through me. I was a creature of desire, my body desperate to be sated, to be taken.

I scrabbled for his belt and then his pants, letting them drop to the floor as his cock jumped up towards me, hard and sure. I leaped up into his arms, pressing my soft body against his hard one. He stroked my hair, my back, my ass. He grabbed my skirt and yanked it up. I helped wiggle it up my thighs and then he flipped me around and grabbed me from behind, his cock, rubbing up against the crack of my ass as he gripped my tits, covering them with his massive hands. He kissed my neck, sending shivers through my body before growling in my ear:

“I can’t tell you how long I’ve wanted to throw you over this desk and fuck the hell out of you.”

“Shut up and do it,” I moaned, my stepmom’s voice deliciously breathy and dripping with sex.

I bent over the desk and arched my back, presenting Tiffany’s perfect peach of an ass to him. My sex burned with desire. My panties were soaked. If I didn’t get fucked soon I was going to explode.

Steven yanked my panties down and then I felt something hard and firm against my entrance. He slid inside me with one quick motion, driving balls deep, filling me with a heat and a hardness my body craved and pushing a deep, welcome moan from my lips. An ache spiked within me as my new pussy was filled for the first time, my slick canal spreading apart for his girth. He gripped my hips and withdrew before sliding in again, building to a quick rhythm and soon his balls were slapping against my pussy.

I threw my head back, eyes closed, mouth open as another moan escaped my lips. My entire body jiggled with each thrust. My free tit bounced madly beneath me as he fucked me with wild abandon. Blonde hair had escaped from my bun and drifted across my face. He kept his solid grip on my hips as he pounded me, taking out all his anger and lust on my delectable stolen body. I took him all, my gasps rising in pitch, the heat searing me. Every inch of my felt delightful, my entire body vibrating around his delicious cock until the pressure exploded inside me and I came hard around him. The orgasm shook me to my core, dragging a wild moan from my lips and filling my head with white light. Bliss blew through me and I dropped to the desk, suddenly boneless with pleasure as he continued fucking me and I begged him to continue in a tiny voice, begged for more until with a last roar he drove deep and came.

I felt each spurt of his massive cock. Splashes of heat coating my insides, filling me more full than I ever thought possible and I climaxed around him again as he pumped into me. I gripped the desk for purchase as my body shook with need, every inch of me on fire with pleasure as he continued to thrust deep, fucking me like an animal as I lay impaled on his blissful cock. He emptied himself into me, a growling wild man, ending with one last, final thrust that shook me to my core.

He pulled out of me and I lay across the desk for a few seconds recovering, my body shaking with aftershock. Finally, I pushed myself back up and pulled up my panties, adjusted my skirt and rebuttoned my blouse. I could feel him dripping out of me, a deliciously dirty secret that made my body hum.

Wordlessly, I adjusted his suit and combed back his hair. My bun was a mess and I didn’t have a hope in hell of putting it up myself so I let my wavy hair down. It fell to my shoulders and I tucked it behind each ear.

As my body cooled, an awkward silence settled between us, which I broke after a second or two.

“You can go now,” I said.

“Um...uh...” he stammered.

He stepped out into the hallway and I followed him to the door. “Next time you feel the need for an outburst like that you should make an appointment,” I told him, bringing back down my stepmom’s cold exterior for the benefit of Heather and whoever else was listening.

It was easy to get all the info on the remote control after that. All I had to do was ask.
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I spotted Derick right away. Or rather, he spotted me while I was getting a drink from the water fountain.

“Hey, Spaghetti-O,” he said, ramming into my shoulder.

“Ow,” I said, bouncing back and rubbing my shoulder.

“Aw, did the wittle baby get hurt?”

Anger flushed through me. Derick was a weaselly-faced boy with buck teeth and a horse face. Scrawny, whereas my temporary body was beefy. So I punched him right in the nose. Thwack!

Fuck, it hurt my fist almost as much as it must have hurt his nose. I cradled my hand as he stumbled back, surprised as much as anything. He blinked round at his friends and then his eyes hardened as he realized he couldn’t look like a wimp in front of them.

“Big mistake, fat boy,” he said, coming towards me.

I’d never been in a fist fight before. And I knew very little about this body. I had no dexterity, no coordination, no strength. Which is to say I couldn’t get out of the way as he punched me in the gut quickly. I doubled over as the air whooshed out of me. I was sure he would have done more but a teacher broke it up and hauled both of us to the principal’s office. At least I had the satisfaction of seeing Derick’s nose bleed.

I laid out everything to the principal. All the stuff I remember Nolan telling me about Derick. Not because I was trying to help Nolan, but because fuck Derick. Nobody hurts me and gets away with it.

Derick was kept in the office after I was dismissed. They even made me call my “stepmom” but Nolan didn’t pick up and didn’t return the call. After about an hour I just went back to class, trying to pick up Nolan’s schedule that he’d written down for me.

I’d forgotten how boring school was. How the day just seemed to drag on and on. I didn’t remember anything about what they were teaching from back when I went to school so it wasn’t as if I had a leg up. Who needed to know the names of the different parts of speech unless you were an English professor? And what even was a differential equation?

Well, at least I could use this as marketing research. I kept my eyes on the students, looking at what they were wearing, trying to overhear what they were talking about, attempting to figure out who were the popular ones. The trendsetters. And what might they want?

My gaze kept flitting over to a cute redhead to my right. She was slender, with a splash of freckles across her delicate nose. Something about the way she tucked her hair behind an ear drew me to her. I kept looking at her profile, admiring the soft curves. It wasn’t a conscious decision. It almost seemed like something my body—let’s be honest, my cock—kept demanding to look at. Hell, I felt it rising beneath my pants and forced my eyes back down to my notes. The last thing I wanted was an uncontrollable erection in class. Though it seemed it was too late for that. Once it got started it just wouldn’t stop and in seconds I had a full-blown hard-on.

The teacher, Mr. Henderson, chose that moment to call on me.

“Nolan, come on up here to the whiteboard and work this one out,” the teacher said, holding out a marker.

“No,” I said simply. But my usual imperiousness didn’t come out well in my stepson’s tubby body. 

The class tittered and people glanced at me. The teacher’s expression fell.

“Come on,” the teacher urged again.

“I’m too much of an idiot,” I said, banging another nail into the coffin of my stepson’s popularity. I didn’t mind embarrassing him in the future but going up there with a hard-on would embarrass me in the present. I’d already had enough of that for the day.

The class tittered again. If this teacher thought he could force me to do something I didn’t want to do he could fuck right off.

“Nolan,” the teacher said sternly. “Get up here or you can stay after school with me.”

Well. I sure as hell didn’t want to stay at school and be forced to spend one second longer than I had to in Nolan’s body. I stood, having to hunch slightly as I made my way to the board. The class tittered again, whispers going around the room. I swear I saw someone even literally point and laugh at me. My cheeks flushed with embarrassment and I gritted my teeth. This wasn’t me. I was going to shed this embarrassment along with this skin when I got home.

I swiped the marker from the teacher’s hand and proceeded to mess everything up. I circled the wrong words in the sentence and had to stand up there while he corrected me. It was like the teacher was taking great pleasure in my humiliation. Or he was so clueless he didn’t notice. Either way, I stood there with a glum look on my dumb face as he corrected my work. At least my erection had finally disappeared by the time he was done and I took my seat. My armpits were soaked with sweat. Jesus, this body’s response to everything was disgusting. The sooner I got out of it, the better.

The only thing worse than Nolan were his friends. They waved me over at lunch and proceeded to talk about boring nerd shit. I tuned out and ate my lunch in sullen silence. The food was crap but my stomach rumbled and I needed to fill it, even snagging extras off of Nolan’s friends’ trays. I ditched any self-respect I may have had to fill my stomach with their leftover french fries and burgers.

After another miserable couple of hours, I caught the bus back home. The front door was unlocked which I assumed meant that Nolan was home. Thank god. Now I could get out of this miserable body.

“Nolan?” I called out as I closed the front door behind me.

He came dancing down the stairs, his hands behind his back. “Have a good day, Nolan?” he grinned at me, calling me by his own name no doubt to rile me up.

“No,” I said, fixing him with a stare that, again, wasn’t as cold as my usual one. “Did you get the instructions?”

“Yep. And I got something else.”

He went into the kitchen, practically skipping, and I followed him.

“What are you so happy about?” I said, shrugging my backpack onto the floor.

“So here’s the remote,” he said, setting the remote control on the marble countertop. “And here’s the fix.”

He withdrew his other hand from behind his back. In it he held a hammer and before I could react he brought it down three times on the remote. Bang! Bang! Bang! Black plastic pieces of the outer casing whizzed across the countertops and I shielded my eyes. When I looked again, the remote was in pieces, the circuits ruined, metal pieces chipped and bent.

“What did you do?” I howled.

He set the hammer down and leaned on the countertop, looking up at me. “I’m stealing your body.”

He watched me, grinning, as I worked my jaw, trying to figure out what to say. It was outrageous!

“You can’t!” I said, finally.

“Well, I did,” he shrugged. “You were pretty on the outside but ugly on the inside. Now I can be pretty on the outside and on the inside. And you can be...well...” he gestured at me vaguely. “Whatever this is. I’m the new Tiffany now and no one’s going to believe you if you say otherwise. Steven and his lab rats don’t even know the full extent of what this thing can do. Or...used to do. So, this is mine now and I can do anything want with it.” 

He ran his hands down his—my—body and then back up to caress my former breasts.

“You sick freak,” I hissed.

“That’s no way to talk to your stepmom,” he said. “You’re stuck in that body. There’s no going back. But look, I’ll be more gracious than you. I’ll let you stay in the house because I feel sorry for you...and I want to see you suffer, waking up every day knowing that you’re stuck in the body of your “worthless, sissy stepson”,” he said, using air quotes. “Your words. Now... I’m going to get myself well acquainted with your body.”

He gave his butt a little slap and laughed before skipping upstairs. I stared at the broken remote. My only way back to my body was smashed. It looked like I might just be stuck as my fat, useless stepson for the rest of my life. 

I refused to believe it. I refused to let him ruin my life. I refused to let him win. 

To be continued...
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​​This story was written by commission, with names and identifying details changed. If you would like to commission a story, please see my commission page for details and contact info.

Many of my stories are available on Smashwords, though comics are only available through www.bodyswapstories.com. 

Thanks for reading!
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Friends With Benefits 3

Phil's new possession powers are addictive and he starts trying to change his best friend to suit his needs. Though he finds that Annie has more willpower than his first target.
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Clone U

While walking across campus one night, Rich finds a futuristic device that lets him clone his mind into the bodies of his friends.
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Exile of the Mind: Ghosts of Triton 2: MtF Body Swap

In the conclusion of the Exile of the Mind series, Jack is still stuck inside General Carver's seductive older body as he and Vireo try to find the real General before the rebels do.
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It’s A Wond-her-ful Life

A man on the cusp of despair meets his guardian angel, who transforms him into a woman to show him what his life would have been like if he'd been born that way. 

And many more stories of body thefts, swaps, possessions and transformations on my site
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