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I sat back and glowered at the principal, crossing my legs so that the miniskirt slid up my stepmom’s thighs. My thighs now. Smooth and bronzed and delicious. The principal, to his credit, kept his eyes firmly fixed on mine, refusing to be tempted to have a glance at the parts of Tiffany’s body that I was presenting to him. Even my tits couldn’t tempt him. My top clung to my form, opening low to reveal the lacy bra that pushed my already exquisite cleavage up into enormous curves.

My stepmom, Tiffany, sat next to me in my body, a perpetual hangdog look on my former face. She’d tidied me up a bit. Her new skin a little healthier, body a little lighter. But she was otherwise broken. The fire had gone out of her when I smashed the remote control that had body swapped us. In the three months since, I thoroughly enjoyed my delightful new body while she trudged along, just getting by in my old, pathetic one.

“Go on, tell him,” I prodded Tiffany.

Tiffany sighed. “Derick runs into me in the hallways on purpose.”

“And?” I said, glaring at my former body.

“He dumped his lunch tray into my backpack.”

“And he called him names and encouraged others to pick on him,” I finished. “Derick is a bully. So what are you going to do about him?” I turned to the principal.

“I assure you, Mrs. Baxter—” The principal began.

“Miss Baxter,” I corrected him, enjoying the sound of it.

“Sorry, Miss Baxter. We take bullying very seriously at the school. There are processes in place we need to follow before we can take any action. Nolan, I’ll need you to provide me a list of everything he’s done to you in writing. And were there any witnesses to any of this?”

“Tons,” Tiffany said sullenly.

She didn’t want to be here but Derick hadn’t stopped bullying me even though it was no longer me he was bullying. I hated Tiffany but I held a deep seated grudge for Derick after everything he’d done to me.

“He should be expelled,” I said, my manicured hands gripping the arms of the chair. “Kids like that are no good.”

The principal nodded agreeably. “We will take any necessary action after we go through the proper investigation.”

I left the office a few minutes later, rounding the corner into the waiting room and stopping so short that Tiffany almost ran into me. Derick was sitting in the plastic chairs outside the principal’s office, a smug smile on his face and wearing his favorite purple and yellow basketball jersey, as if the clothes could give him the skills of the name emblazoned across the back. I glowered down at him. He looked from me to Tiffany and his eyes hardened.

“You’re going to get what’s coming to you,” I hissed through clenched teeth before sweeping out of the office and down the hall.

The click of my heels echoed in the empty halls and, even though Tiffany plodded along in my ungainly, pudgy body, I was short enough that I had to take almost two steps for her one.

“Well, that was a waste of fucking time,” I said. “What do we do now?”

“Nothing. Please,” Tiffany whined. “You’ll only make it worse.”

“Then stand up for yourself. Punch him or something.”

She snorted. “Easy for you to say. Why didn’t you do it when you were in this body?”

I rounded on her and brought her up short, glaring up at my old face. I poked her in the chest to emphasize my words as I hissed: “Don’t you ever mention that we swapped bodies. I can make your life so much worse. Do you want to go live out on the streets?”

“No. Sorry.” She mumbled.

I liked this version of Tiffany. Soft spoken. Terrified of me. Broken. In my magnanimity I allowed her to keep living in the house. Truthfully, it was just so I could lord over her the fact that I had her body and there wasn’t a damn thing she could do about it. I dumped her old wardrobe—well, everything except the sexy-as-fuck heels—and upgraded her to a sexier one. Miniskirts to show off my delectable ass and tight, low cut tops to show off my amazing new tits. Really going for the office slut look. I had the body of my dreams. I was a short blonde with big tits and incredible legs and I was intent on showing it all, getting off on the fact that I knew everyone wanted to fuck me. Including Tiffany herself. I’d seen her staring at me. Probably her unfamiliar testosterone doing things to her body she couldn’t control. Meanwhile, I was doing all sorts of things to her body that I could control, wringing nightly pleasure out of it.

In my new role, I made Tiffany do all the cooking and the cleaning, threatening to kick her out if she displeased me. I had her completely under my thumb and had relaxed into my new life, confident that we would never switch back.
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It wasn’t hard to fake being so forlorn. Nolan’s body was disgusting. Fat and gross and I was forced to see it naked. To bathe it. To—ugh—use the toilet with it. I did what I could to freshen it up because I was stuck in it for the time being, but there were limits to even my skincare routine.

Meanwhile Nolan dressed my body like a slut and most nights I could hear faintly through the walls the sounds of him enjoying himself. Touching my body in deeply intimate ways. All I could do was turn up the speakers on my laptop and try to drown it out as I worked on fixing the remote control. The only good thing about hearing him touching himself was that it guaranteed he wouldn’t interrupt me.

After Nolan smashed the remote, I’d taken the pieces upstairs to my room. The first week was spent in despair at the extent of the damage. It was a week of hell, adjusting to my awful new body. Taking Nolan’s place at the bottom of the school pecking order. Being victim to the hundreds of petty insults directed at Nolan. Eating lunch with his equally awful friends.

But I knew that no one else was coming to get me out of this mess. So I started teaching myself how to repair electronics. How to solder. What a resistor or a capacitor was. I studied up on the internet and practiced my skills on other, less important, electronics I salvaged from the recycling center. I posted my progress online in various electronics forums. No better way to get quick criticism. The internet heaped scorn on my attempts and I learned from their suggestions, getting a little better each time and actually gaining some followers. 

The good news was that the remote seemed fixable, with the critical components still intact albeit knocked loose. The bad news was that it required a lot of skills I didn’t have. Yet. The better news was that my dumbass stepson had had the remote control instructions emailed to my work email address but hadn’t bothered to change my password so I was able to download the actual schematics and instructions. There weren’t a lot of the latter; even the scientists weren’t really sure what they’d created. But it defined the buttons for me, which helped me figure out which ones to press that may get me my body back once this thing was fixed.

Gradually, I secured the tools I needed, either procured online or stolen from the school’s shop class and stashed hidden in my room. There was always the lingering threat that Nolan could burst in and find it and then destroy the remote permanently. But that threat grew less and less likely as Nolan grew more confident about being in complete control of me. Only once did he knock on the locked door of my bedroom while I was in the middle of a repair. I hastily threw everything in a drawer to answer it, strategically unbuttoning my pants so it looked like I’d been doing something intensely private. He teased me about finally giving in to the temptations of his body, but it distracted him from wondering about what else I could be doing.

“Looks like neither of us can keep our hands off our bodies,” he said, before flouncing away to his room to enjoy himself.

That night, I bent over the desk, peering through the large magnifying glass as I carefully scraped away the soldering mask to uncover the end of one of the copper traces. I’d already salvaged the rubber buttons and glued the pieces back onto the plastic body of the remote but this was my first attempt at doing something to the actual workings of the remote itself rather than a practice piece. My fingers were trembling slightly and I paused to shake them out before bending back to the task. 

When the filaments of the copper traces began to reveal themselves I stopped again and consulted the internet, triple checking the repair I was doing. With tweezers, I plucked a fine copper wire off my desk and set it on the circuit board to connect the broken traces. I soldered it carefully into place, my teeth digging into my bottom lip the whole time. When it was done I sat back and used the bottom of my tee shirt to wipe the sweat off my forehead. The circuit board looked good. I would test I later. First, there were some other parts to replace. I bent back to the work, going slow, knowing that if I messed this up I truly would be stuck in Nolan’s body forever. 

I wasn’t aware of the moaning at first, but it soon grew so loud that I couldn’t not notice. It was definitely deliberate. Nolan was once again loudly pleasuring himself in my body. The feminine sounds of lust hit my ears and sent a signal directly to my groin. I found myself reacting, Nolan’s crotch tightening, his thing getting harder at the sound of my own voice.

It was like this a lot. This teenage male body constantly on the edge of arousal. There was really only one way to take the edge off.

Reluctantly, I unzipped my pants and grabbed the cock I’d become way too familiar with recently.
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Heather was ready with my coffee as I swept out of the elevator. She handed it to me and walked behind me, reeling off my upcoming meetings and summarizing my important correspondence. All I had to do was okay the choices she’d already made on my behalf.

I sipped my coffee, affirming Heather’s choices as I click clacked through the halls to Tiffany’s office on my fuck-me heels. My cherry red skirt clung tightly to my ass, the hem only falling to mid-thigh. My white top was buttoned up tight, my tits nearly spilling out the top, bouncing at each step. My blonde hair curled down my face in soft waves. I was fucking gorgeous. Just on the acceptable side of slutty for the office.

I’d spent the intervening months teaching myself how to do makeup and style my hair. I had a perfect body and a perfect face and now, with my mind inside my stepmom, a perfect personality.

I’d promoted Heather, making up some sort of impressive sounding title for her. Really, she was doing my job running the marketing side of Believe it Innovations. Though it was my call to ditch the stupid exclamation marks that previously replaced the letter ‘I’ in the company’s name that Tiffany was so proud of and which were cheesy and 90s as hell.

I still signed off on invoices. Replied to emails. Attended meetings. I understood the basics of the job but couldn’t get my head around statistics. Unfortunately, there was a lot of those. I’d already sat through several meetings about sales metrics and target audiences and blah, blah, blah. When it came to actual decisions, I trusted Heather completely. She’d proven herself more than capable of doing the work once she got her confidence up. All I had to do was treat her nicely and wait until her PTSD from my bitch of a stepmom had faded.

Halfway to my office I ran into Steven, the head of product development and Tiffany’s arch rival. He was impeccably dressed as always in a suit that was tailored to his powerful body. His black hair was kept neatly trimmed and swept back from his head in a typical exec power cut. Movie star handsome. All the girls in the office swooned over him. He was also cold, aloof and too smart for his own good.

“Tiffany,” he said, nodding curtly.

“Steven,” I replied.

He handed me a sheath of papers. “You need to look at this.”

“Uh huh,” I said, taking the papers and scanning the meaningless numbers.

Heather stayed quiet behind me, sensing the tension between the two of us and not wanting to draw any attention to herself.

“Can we talk in your office?” He asked.

“Fine,” I said, taking off quickly without waiting for him.

We stepped into my office and I closed the door behind him. As I moved to my desk I asked, “What’s so important that you need to see me right now?”

I dropped the papers on my desk and slapped the button that sent my office windows opaque. He was on me in a second and grasped my hips with his powerful hands.

“I need you so fucking much,” he growled.

We kissed, urgent and passionate. I leaned on him, pressing against his solid body as our tongues met and our breath mingled. He was warm and tasted of mint. I swept one hand across the stubble of his cheeks, sliding my fingers into his hair and pulling him close as my other hand rested on his chest.

We made out fast and rough and I let him manhandle my stepmom’s body, his hand swooping down to cup my peach of an ass. His tongue slid into my mouth and he took me, hands gripping my soft skin. I was putty in his arms and he knew it, using his power to have his way with me. The rivalry between Steven and Tiffany had created a deep, pent up need inside him to fuck her. A spite fuck of epic proportions. It had become our almost daily ritual.

One hand still on my ass, his other slid up my body and squeezed one of my breasts. I moaned into his mouth as his strong fingers fondled me. My sound excited us both. He grew hard between us and I rubbed myself on him, grinding up and down as his manhood stiffened. My own body reacted, a delightful pressure beginning deep inside me. His hands explored my body, pinching, prodding, squeezing, dipping up beneath my skirt to grab my bare ass. His touch burned bright on my skin, increasing the pressure inside me. Moisture dotted my panties and his sandalwood scent filled my nose, masculine and deep.

Fuck, I wanted him so badly. As a man, I was never sexually interested in other men but maybe I had taken on Tiffany’s wiring when my mind was transferred to her brain. My pleasure was grafted on to her pleasure center and now Steven’s hard hands and harder body made me wet and ready to fuck.

I reached for his pants, the belt buckle swinging away with a jingle. We kissed as his pants dropped to the floor and I grabbed his cock, warm and hard and ready for me. As I stroked it he groaned into my mouth, his knees buckling as he pressed closer to me. He was desperate for me. For this perfect little blonde body I possessed. We both wanted the same thing: to see this body wrecked. Fucked. Filled.

He yanked up my skirt and pressed the palm of his hand against my panties. My heat reached for him and he teased me with the pressure of his hand. I grinded on it, little mews escaping my lips as I kissed him deeply. My body was practically vibrating with pleasure now, the budding tension inside me escaping as moisture dampening my panties and as moans spilling from my lips.

With a growl he grabbed my ass and hiked me up onto the desk. I squealed with delight and surprise. He dropped his underwear and the thick head of his cock aimed towards me. He dipped so that he could grab my thighs and hoist my legs into the air, hooking his arms beneath my knees. I clutched him for support as he spread me wide, my heels in the air, completely in his arms.

The head of his cock pressed against my ripe opening and he slid in with a moan. His cock sent shivers through me and he clapped his mouth to mine again in a desperate scorching kiss. In this position I was completely at his mercy. My heels bounced in the air as he fucked me, his length sliding deep inside me, both sating and building the desperate pressure. He moved in a quick rhythm, balls bouncing against my pussy as we clutched each other. I was so wet I dripped down the desk. Each thrust I could feel him spread the walls of my cunt apart and fill me deeply, sliding in to the hilt, withdrawing and leaving me empty, only to slam in again. The rhythmic thwack of his groin on me joined my rising cries.

I released him and lay back on the desk, my blonde hair spilling across the desk, tits bouncing madly on my chest as he continue to hold my legs aloft and fuck me. I grabbed my own tits greedily, still in love with this body. My toes curled and I crammed the fingers of one hand into my mouth to stop the rising cries until I came. My eyes clenched tight as the pressure exploded within me, releasing the pleasure to let it cascade through my body. I convulsed happily on his cock, pussy clenching him as he dragged himself in and out of me, holding on just long enough for me to reach the crescendo before he came with me.

Grunting, he thrust deep and I felt him explode within me, his cock throbbing as he filled me with his seed. It felt so amazing to be filled like this. This was all my stepmom was good for and I took every drop, moaning like a whore as I wriggled on the desk until he’d emptied himself completely into me. Only then did he gently set my legs down and withdraw, leaving an aching emptiness inside me.

He was still dripping out of me as I pulled up my panties and adjusted my skirt.

Usually, this was when he would storm out of my office as if we just had a fight, but I put a hand on his arm.

“Hey,” I said. “Why don’t we meet after work some time? You can come over to my place and we can get really filthy.”

I grinned. Tiffany would absolutely hate it. That alone was enough of a reason.

“We can’t be caught together until they announce the next CEO,” he said. “It could ruin both of our chances.”

“We can be discreet,” I said, sauntering towards him and dragging my hand up his crotch. “And wouldn’t you really like to hear me moan like a whore for you?”

“I’d like nothing more,” he agreed, smirking. “But not tonight.”

I pouted.

“Soon, though,” he added.

“Soon,” I agreed.

We both made sure we were presentable before I opened the door to let him out.

“It’s not my problem if your product is shit. Fix it,” I said, pretending to be at the tail end of an argument for anyone in the hallway paying attention.

“Yeah, yeah, nothing’s ever your fault,” he said, walking away.

A little coil of pleasure was already rising within me as I watched his ass as he walked away. And then Heather interrupted me with more work bullshit. Sighing, I started my day in earnest, hoping she wouldn’t question the small puddle on my desk.
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I worked on the remote control every available hour I had. I became adept at soldering and cleaning and replacing the tiniest parts. The closer I got to fully repairing it the more cautious I became. I carried it with me at all times, carefully placed inside a dry water bottle packed with foam peanuts and stowed inside my backpack while at school. 

Last night I’d stayed up until two in the morning, when my eyes became itchy with lack of sleep and my thoughts became muddled. I was so close. Maybe tonight or tomorrow it would be repaired.

I sat in class, forcing my eyes open as the teacher droned on. My thoughts wandered, as they often did, to Nolan’s classmates. Particularly the redheaded girl, Christen. I’d been to have dreams about her and woken up with a wet spot on the bed and sticky underwear. Everything about my stepson’s body was disgusting but this consuming urge was the worst. I’d taken to getting professional help for it after school in an unmarked building in the strip mall.

I hesitated to do anything publicly awful in my stepson’s body like grope his classmates or pull out my dick in class for the simple reason that I was afraid that even once I fixed the remote it wouldn’t work. Whatever quantum processes the scientists at the lab had instilled in it may be irrevocably broken. Then I would be stuck in Nolan’s godawful body and would have to make a life out of it. It would be bad enough dealing with that without also being labelled a sex pest.

It was partly for Christen that I’d cleaned myself up. Adopted a skin care routine to tame the acne. Started eating healthier and exercising to lose weight. It wasn’t that I was trying to make my stepson’s life better; I was trying to make my situation less worse. Lugging a stinky, clunky, ugly body around all day was hell and if I could do anything to lessen my misery even a little, I did it. And if Christen was attracted to me, my body sure as hell wasn’t going to turn her down. Unfortunately, she didn’t seem to notice.

I took my time stuffing my laptop into my backpack so I could follow Christen out the door and look at her a little more. I’d become quite the lech. I was so intent on watching Christen that I failed to notice Derick coming up from behind until he grabbed my backpack and yank me against the lockers with a bang. He was in my face in a second, his rank breath nearly making my eyes water.

“Are you trying to get me expelled?” He hissed. “I saw you and your mommy talking to the principal.”

“It was my mom’s idea,” I whined, trying to shrug him off me.

Derick had only been suspended from school for a few days after punching me that first time. The school administration had managed to confuse itself about who was bullying who just because I’d punched him first. I didn’t have much hope that the school would do anything different unless there was a serious incident and had begged Nolan not to make me come to the principal’s office. But he had a grudge against Derick he couldn’t let go. I couldn’t really blame him. If I had a chance to ruin this kid’s life I wouldn’t have thought twice. Ugly, dumb and mean, Derick had no redeeming features. Possibly the only person worse than my stepson.

His two friends, Donny and Jake, stood close by his side. Donny was a beefy, thick-necked kid. Where Nolan’s heft came from fat, Donny’s came from muscle. He was a mouth breather with a perpetual gape and blonde hair buzzed short. A farm boy. 

Jake was more of a weasel. Thin and tall with a braying laugh. Stringy black hair and a long face. He was the druggie of the group, his eyes usually bloodshot from smoking weed, the scent wafting off him in waves. 

“Your mommy’s idea, huh?” Derick said. “You always run to your mommy?”

I pushed his hand off me and tried to regain some dignity as I stood upright, hooking my thumbs beneath the straps of my backpack. “I’d run to your mommy but she’s too busy sucking dick.”

Derick clenched his jaw and grabbed my shirt, shaking me.

“What did you say?” He growled.

I had half a mind to punch him again in his big buck teeth when another voice cut in: “What’s going on here?”

Derick released me instantly and turned. Mr. Henderson was behind him, looking at the four of us. Derick smiled disarmingly.

“Just asking some questions about homework,” Derick said.

His goons chuckled. Mr. Henderson narrowed his eyes.

“Hopefully everything’s sorted out then. Why don’t you get going to your next class?”

Derick motioned with his head to Donny and Jake and they sauntered off down the hall. When they were safely behind Mr. Henderson’s back, Derick flipped me off.

“Are you okay?” Mr. Henderson asked me.

“Fine,” I said. “Everything’s fine.”

“Okay,” he nodded, clearly not believing me. “I’m going to have a talk with your mother tonight and maybe I’ll bring this up.”

I groaned. “Please don’t.”

I’d completely forgotten the damn parent-teacher conferences were going on tonight. Of course Nolan had scheduled a meeting with the teachers. He was still intent on finding any way to get Derick punished and if he couldn’t do it directly with the principal he would start to build a case with the teachers. Plus, his grades weren’t exactly stellar when we swapped and I’d hardly been spending much time on studying so the teachers wanted to talk to him anyway.

I slunk off away from Mr. Henderson. The last thing I needed was his pity. With any luck, I’d be out of this miserable body soon and back in my own. Then I could fuck up Nolan’s life. 

I ate lunch by myself these days. I couldn’t stand Nolan’s loser friends. It was the one concession I’d made to making his life worse because it didn’t affect me at all. I was fine eating alone and scrolling through the internet to improve my knowledge on circuits and wiring. Every now and then I would take a break and rest my eyes, seeking out Christen when she walked by. My cock rose and fell in my pants throughout lunch depending on where my attention lay.

By the time school let out I had so much pent-up desire. I headed straight for the strip mall and the unmarked building that billed itself as a massage parlor. As a woman, I’d heard rumors about this sleazy place. As Nolan, I frequented it almost daily, running through Nolan’s savings to satisfy my cravings. I should have headed straight home to work on the remote control but I needed to take care of these urges and I didn’t want to touch my stepson’s cock any more than I had to.

Just as I was about to step inside my phone beeped with a message. It was from Nolan so I knew exactly what it was before I opened it but I looked anyway. Yep. A picture of my former tits. He did this regularly. Teasing me with my own body. Alarmingly, my cock twitched in my pants. I closed my phone and went in to take care of business.

“Hey, Nolan,” Crystal said, looking up from the desk when I stepped into the dark, red-lit interior of the massage parlor.

She was a bubbly brunette. Well made up. Long and lean with copper colored skin, the most amazing, slender fingers, and a mouth like a goddess. She always wore tight spandex outfits that showed off her small but taut curves.

“Hi, Crystal.”

“The usual?”

“Yep.”

“Okay!”

I paid cash, counting out Nolan’s savings and handing it over. She took me to a room where I set my backpack down on the floor and got naked before slipping under the sheets, face up. She then squirted massage oil on her hands before running her hands over my body, digging into the muscles. She was actually a pretty skilled masseuse who had found that giving clients a happy ending was just a little more work for a lot more money.

She worked up one of my legs, then the other, her hands wonderfully firm on my muscles. I let myself relax, loosening up as she massaged my feet, my calves, my thighs, her fingers working ever closer to my groin, first slipping lightly beneath the towel every now and then as she dragged her fingers up the muscles of my inner thigh, teasing me. 

I relaxed into it, my legs going limp as my core tightened. Her fingers dipped deeper beneath the towel, moving up to my balls, grazing over my cock. Then she grasped my dick in her fingers and I moaned as she began to stroke me. Down and up she dragged her wonderful slick fingers and I grew beneath her touch. A wonderful itch began in my core, the need concentrated at the base of my dick as she stroked me delicately.

Gingerly, she undid the towel, pushing one flap away, then the other, to reveal my cock rising between her fingers. I was hard as a rock and she bent over me, stroking all the way down my shaft as she reached over to tease my balls with her other hand. As Nolan, my pleasure at watching her seemed to double the feeling inside me and the visceral disgust at seeing my stepson’s dick was rapidly replaced with delight at watching her sure hands work my solid cock and feeling her firm strokes. She continued gliding her fingers up and down, my shaft now glistening with lube.

She bent her head towards my dick, opened her ruby red lips. I watched, entranced as she swallowed me. Her mouth was hot and wet and she dragged her lips down my shaft until her nose was deep in my pubic hair and pressed against my groin. She held me there, deep in her throat as she worked her tongue up and down the underside of my shaft. I stared down at her, aroused as much by the feel of my dick inside her perfect mouth as by the sight of my cock disappearing between those pillowy lips.

She dragged her lips up slowly and then back down suddenly. I groaned again, the itch burning inside me, pressure working its way up through my body, making me thrust up towards her every time she dropped her head down. Her magic fingers caressed my balls, making them tingle as she continued sucking, up and down, faster and faster as she felt me harden and throb. The pressure exploded inside me suddenly and I grunted, cock pulsing in her mouth as I emptied myself. Spurt after spurt filled her mouth, each burst lessening the craving in my body until I was utterly spent and satisfied and she swallowed me down.

She released me with a wet pop and giggled at me. “Same time tomorrow?”

“Maybe,” I grunted.

With any luck, I would be back in my own body.
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I got another flirty text from Steven just as I was coming in the front door. I set my purse down on the kitchen table and swiped open my phone with my stepmom’s dainty finger.

Can’t wait to see every bit of you tonight

I smiled to myself and typed back:

First the work then the pleasure

I’d enlisted Steven to come with me to the parent-teacher conference tonight. I had a feeling that I wasn’t being taken seriously because I was a woman. Too hysterical over my precious son to get my facts straight. Steven had that classic male executive look and would lend some gravitas to my claims of Derick’s bullying. Maybe he could make some nice veiled threats and put the fear of god into the school district.

Tiffany wasn’t in the kitchen and there was no dinner on the stove. I strode upstairs to her room. There was light coming from underneath the doorway and I pounded on the door.

“Nolan!” I said, because she hated when I called her by my name. “Where’s my dinner?”

“Get it yourself,” came the response from within.

“You may be interested to know I’ve got a special guest coming over tonight to accompany me.”

“So what?”

“It’s Steven.”

There was a long pause and then the door was wrenched open. “That asshole? Are you fucking serious?”

I leaned against the doorway, my fingers sliding through my silky blonde hair as I leaned forward slightly to make my tits hang down between us, teasing her with her own body.

“He’s not that much of an asshole,” I said, twirling a lock of hair around one finger.

“Why? Why him?”

“First he’s going to help me get Derick expelled.”

“Oh come on,” she rolled her eyes.

“And then he’s going to fuck me.”

The look of shock on her face was priceless. Her mouth worked open and closed a few times. “Why the fuck would he do that?” She asked, her voice dripping with rage.

“Because we’ve been fucking for a while now. I’ve been the most amazing office slut for him, letting me throw me over your desk and have his way with this body.”

“Bullshit.”

“Look.”

I swiped open my phone and went to our text chain. She took the phone from me and scrolled up the messages documenting our frequent trysts. Slowly she raised her head and glared at me.

“You’re going to pay for this.”

I laughed. “I think you forget who wears the panties in this house.”

She slammed the door shut and I sauntered downstairs, digging through the fridge for some leftovers. I warmed up some spaghetti from last night and kicked off my heels in front of the television to watch something on one of the many streaming channels I now subscribed to with Tiffany’s hefty salary.

It was between shows when I heard a noise on the stairs. Looking up, I saw Tiffany on the landing, fiddling with something in her hands. She looked down at it. Frowned. Then back up at me. She put her hands behind her back and came down the stairs. I sat up, suddenly tense. Something was off.

When she reached the bottom of the stairs she brought her hands out from behind her back. In one hand was the remote control that had swapped our bodies. Carefully taped together. Impossible.

“Where did you get that?” I asked.

She didn’t answer, just pushed a few buttons. A red light lit up but nothing happened.

“Closer,” she muttered, and began advancing on me.

“Put it away,” I said, pushing myself off the couch and backing around it, trying to keep the furniture between us.

“I want my body back,” she growled.

I feinted left and then, when she went for it, dodged right. She pivoted and followed me. I ran through the kitchen, Tiffany right on my heels. I was smaller and wore a miniskirt that impeded me so she closed in. Running around the kitchen island, she slipped in her socks and stumbled against the counter, giving me time to duck around the entrance into the dining room.

The doorbell rang and I hurried to it. Steven could help me. I’d get him to grab my insane stepson. I fumbled with the lock as I heard Tiffany thud towards me. I grabbed the handle, twisted and pulled. Steven was standing there, looking handsome and debonair.

“Help—,” I managed to say and then something pressed against my back.

The world jumped. I was suddenly back in my body, the remote in my hand and pressed against my stepmom’s back. She stood between me and Steven. Whipping around suddenly, she snatched the remote from my hand before I could even process my new situation and pushed me away.

I took a menacing step towards her but then Steven was there.

“Hold on, son,” he said, grabbing my arm in his solid grip.

My feelings for him were completely gone. There was none of the lust that had so compelled me while in Tiffany’s body. I lunged for the remote but Steven kept hold of me. He was much stronger than I was and I struggled in his grip.

“Get him out of here!” Tiffany yelled.

Steven manhandled me to the door. I fought but it was no use. In seconds he had me out on the front porch and threw me into the lawn. I rolled on the grass and he looked down on me.

“I don’t know what’s going but let’s not cause any trouble, okay?” He said, raising his hands. He turned to my stepmom. “Are you all right, Tiffany?”

She focused on me, her voice a calm, controlled anger. “You get out of here and don’t ever come back. You’ve got two minutes until I call the police.”

“Tiffany, do—” Steven began and she glared at him.

“You shut the hell up and get out of here, too. Whatever you were doing with him, it’s over. You are never touching me again.”

She went back inside and slammed the door in his face. Steven stood there for a second, stunned.

“Are you—?” He pounded on the door. “Tiffany?”

“Go the fuck away,” came the cry from inside. “Or I’ll call the cops on you, too, and tell them you raped me.”

Steven shook his head in disbelief. Ran his hand through his hair. “Crazy, fucking bitch.” He came down the steps and looked at me, still lying on the lawn where he’d tossed me. “Sorry, kid. Your mom’s insane.”

“Stepmom. And, yeah, I know,” I said.

I picked myself up off the lawn. Tiffany was likely serious about calling the police. I didn’t know what to do but getting arrested wouldn’t help. How could she have repaired the remote control? Why had I even given her the chance in the first place? I should have burned the damn thing.

My body felt bulkier, more awkward after several months of being Tiffany. I was ungainly and ugly. I didn’t like it. I wanted back in.
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I was back in my body! I leaned against the door, trembling with happiness. The remote was still in my hand and I considered smashing it right there on the floor. But what if it accidentally discharged and swapped me back into Nolan? Or something even worse? Even the inventors weren’t sure of its full potential.

I wanted my revenge on Nolan for stealing my body and doing god knew what to it. Jesus, had he started a relationship with Steven? That was a problem for tomorrow. For tonight, Nolan’s parent-teacher conference was scheduled. He’d wanted to use it as a chance to ruin Derick’s life but instead I’d use it to ruin Nolan.

I hurried up to my room on the ridiculously high heels Nolan had chosen to wear to the office, along with the scandalous outfit that was too short and too tight and made me look like a stripper. Throwing open my closet doors, I flipped through the rack and then growled in rage. Nolan had gotten rid of my entire executive wardrobe, replacing it with tiny skirts and flimsy tops that no one could ever take me seriously in.

I found the longest skirt and the most professional looking blouse that I could, pairing it with a blazer. He’d thrown out my shoes as well, leaving me with only sexy high heels. Eyeing myself in the mirror, I looked like a whore trying to pass as a professional. The black skirt clung tight to my ass, ending just below my thighs. The blouse was a flimsy white material, forcing me to button the tight blazer over it, which both accentuated my waistline and pushed my breasts up to enormous proportions. Some of my blonde hair had escaped the bun and I swiped it back behind an ear. At least the sissy had done a decent job with my makeup. God, it felt good to see myself in the mirror again.

I couldn’t risk leaving the remote here. I’d have to get a home safe or something. Maybe a safety deposit box at the bank. For now, I placed it in a black shoulder bag along with my keys and wallet and carried it with me. Peering out the front door, I made sure both Nolan and Steven had left before getting in my car and driving to the school.

There were signs in the hallway directing parents to various classrooms but I didn’t glance at them. I’d been going to this school for months and walked confidently down towards Mr. Henderson’s class, my heels clicking on the tiled floor. The classroom doors were open either side and, glancing in, I could see a few other parents and teachers milling about.

Turning a corner, I froze momentarily. Derick was leaning against the wall outside a classroom and seemed just as startled to see me as I was to see him. For a second all the outrage and humiliation I’d suffered as Nolan at the hands of this buck-toothed bully washed over me, the stress response making me tense, my heart thudding fast. I stuttered a step before reasserting myself. I wasn’t Nolan any longer. I was Tiffany and no one intimidated me.

I saw recognition dawn on Derick’s face. He knew I was Nolan’s mom. His eyes narrowed. But what was he going to do to me? Even though there was no one in the halls right now, people were in all the classrooms. Besides, I was an adult and this little asshole was just an eighteen year old punk.

I shrugged my purse up my shoulder and resumed my pace. Derick pushed himself off the wall and sauntered towards me, hands in his pockets. I took a step around him to give him a wide berth but he matched me and hip-checked me as he passed, banging my purse into my side and sending me flailing.

The world spun and I seemed to fall twice, once to the left before the world jumped and made me dizzy, sending me off balance to the right. I staggered against the wall and reached out to stop myself from slamming into it. But the hands reaching out to stop myself were beefier, the nails bitten to the quick, the knuckles dusted with hair and unfamiliar scratches and scars. No. No, no, no! The remote must have been activated when Derick knocked into me. I looked down at myself and saw a tall, skinny teenager’s body wearing a purple and yellow basketball jersey. Running my tongue along my mouth, I felt the buck teeth.

I looked up across the hall. My old body was there, getting to its feet, Derick inside. He looked down at his hands, his mouth dropping open, then grabbed his breasts and squeezed.

“What the fuck?” He whispered in wonder.

“Get your hands off my body!” I hissed, pushing off the wall and staggering towards him. This new body was different than Nolan’s. Taller with a different center of gravity and I needed time to adjust.

“Ha, Jesus,” he laughed at me. “I’m in your body. Jesus, I’m a chick!” He said in wonder, still fondling my breasts.

God, it was sickening watching my own face contort and hearing his weasel laugh come out in my voice as he used my own hands to feel me up.

“Give me the remote!” I growled, lunging at my purse.

He tried to dodge out of the way but he was just as awkward as me in his new body. I grabbed his purse and he tried to yank it back. We struggled, each of us yanking on the purse but in this body I was stronger than my old. I pried open the purse and was about to reach in when a man shouted behind me.

“Derick! What the hell do you think you’re doing?”

Two big, tattooed hands landed on mine and pried my fingers off the purse. The hands gripped me hard and spun me around so I found myself staring at a hardened face twisted in anger.

“Get a hold of yourself!” He spat. “You’ve already been suspended. Do you want to go to juvie, too?”

Behind him was Mr. Henderson and a stout brunette, looking on in horror.

“In the purse,” I blubbered, sensing how badly I’d lost control of the situation in just a few seconds. “I need it.”

He shook me. “Get yourself together.”

“Now Mr. Preston, there’s no need for that,” Mr. Henderson said.

Mr. Preston turned to the teacher. “Sorry, Mr. Henderson. I’ll take care of my son outside.” He turned back to me. “Let’s go. Now.”

He was stronger than I was and, despite my struggles, marched me down the hall. By now, Derick was leaning against the wall in my body and he grinned as I passed.

“Enjoy your suspension,” Derick said from inside my body. “I’ll say ‘hi’ to Nolan for you.”

The last thing I heard before being forcibly marched around the corner was Mr. Henderson inviting Derick in to the classroom to talk about Nolan. Even all my despair and rage couldn’t free me from Derick’s father’s grip and, once again, I was trapped in a disgusting eighteen year old male body. But this one was a virtual stranger to me.
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I leaned against the wall, catching my breath as my old body was forcefully marched away. Nolan’s mom struggled but my dad was a big dude and there ain’t no way she was getting away from him. It was so fucking funny watching her struggle and I just had to tease her.

“Enjoy your suspension,” I said. “I’ll say ‘hi’ to Nolan for you.”

Obviously, I was completely fucking surprised to switch bodies with this chick but it might actually work out pretty well. I was getting suspended. Probably sent off to that military academy my stepmom was always threatening me with. I’d been dreaming of a new life just...not like this. But I recognized the opportunity to make Nolan and his bitch of a mom suffer even more. I had her body and could do whatever I wanted with it. And as for Nolan...

“Mrs. Baxter?” Mr. Henderson said. “Mrs. Baxter?”

I looked at him. He was looking at me expectantly. Guess my name was Mrs. Baxter.

“Yes, Tony?” I said, using his first name.

It didn’t get the reaction it did when I called him that in my old body. He actually smiled and it made me realize he thought of us as equals.

“Come on in and let’s talk about Nolan.”

“Good idea,” I said, my new voice higher pitched and sensual.

I pushed myself off the wall, took one step on my new high heels and immediate stumbled off balance and fell to the floor. Mr. Henderson rushed to me and helped me up. I leaned on him as I took off each shoe.

“Damn heels,” I muttered.

When I was barefoot, Mr. Henderson released me and I followed him into the classroom, the heels dangling from my fingers. I was still unsteady. It was like my balance was all off and I didn’t really understand the shape of my body. Plus, this outfit was, like, super tight. My tits jiggled on my chest and I grabbed them to readjust them as Mr. Henderson watched on, agog. I slumped in the chair.

“Nolan is a quiet young man but very well behaved,” Mr. Henderson began.

My skirt had slid up my thighs so I grabbed the hem and wiggled my butt to try to cover myself more. My legs were splayed open and the teacher could probably see right up my coochie. Fuck it. I wasn’t going to sit like no chick.

“But his grades have been consistently low. Let me show—”

“Yeah, he’s an idiot,” I agreed.

“I’m not calling him names,” Mr. Henderson said after the briefest of pauses. “Some students just need more focused assistance than—”

“It’s all right. I’m pretty sure he’s retarded.”

Mr. Henderson coughed and shifted in his chair uncomfortably. “Uh, now we don’t use—”

“Ok. Fine. ‘Special’ or whatever,” I said, rolling my eyes and using air quotes. “I think we should send him back to elementary school and make him do all the grades over again.”

“That’s not really something we can do,” Mr. Henderson said. “And I think that’s a little extreme. Nolan just may need—”

“Fine,” I threw up my hands. “I thought this fucking school respected the wishes of parents.”

“Maybe we should talk about this when Nolan’s dad is here,” Mr. Henderson suggested.

“Nah, fuck it. Let’s just do this now. What do you want to do with him?” I scratched my tits, making them wobble.

Mr. Henderson wasn’t letting me have any fucking fun. I was done with this. I had a hot MILF body I wanted to explore and a nerd to terrorize back at the house.

“I’d like to try putting him in one of our remedial classes and see how he does. They have more of a focused learning experience.”

“Ha,” I laughed. The remedial class was the one I was taking. Oh man, the possibilities for fucking with him when we were in the same classroom were endless. “Yeah, let’s do that.”

“Do you want me to tell you more about it?”

“Nah, I’m good,” I said, getting to my feet with only a little difficulty. “Just stick him in there. And does this go on his record that he’s an idiot or whatever?”

“Uh,” Mr. Henderson coughed again. “It wouldn’t show up on transcripts, as such.”

“Can we put it on his record anyway?”

“If you want him to get tested we could certainly arrange that. It may qualify you for some state benefits and, overall, would provide a more targeted education pathway. But I don’t think—”

“Cool, let’s do that. Look, Tony, I gotta go,” I said, already heading towards the door, my stupidly big purse over one shoulder. “But if detention or after school suspension or anything would help feel free to do it to him.”

I left, staggering down the hallway. This body was much shorter than my own. Smaller in some places and bigger than others. Particularly the tits. Nolan’s mom was a hot piece of ass and I was eager to see her naked. Really grab a hold of these tits that swung from my chest. I’d never seen a pussy outside of a porno before and I was super excited to look at the one now between my legs.

When I got outside, I dug through my purse for the car keys. There was a television remote control in her bag and I pulled it out and looked at it in the yellow lights of the school’s front doors. It looked like it had been cracked and put back together with glue and duct tape. The fuck was she doing with this thing? Then I remembered. 

When we first switched she’d lunged at me screaming something about getting the remote back. Maybe this little thing was what swapped our bodies. I grinned. This was so awesome. I held up the remote to the light to read the button labels. There was so many ways for me to cause chaos with this thing. Really fuck with people. Only thing was, I couldn’t understand what I was looking at. The buttons had weird labels on them. Nothing I recognized.

Huh.

I stuffed the remote back in the bag and dug around until I found the car keys. Walking through the parking lot, I kept clicking the fob until I saw a car’s lights blink on and off. The car was practically brand new. A huge SUV. Fuck yeah.

I climbed in. There was no way to put the key in, and no key to put in. It took me a few minutes of fumbling around to realize that this car was electric and I just needed to push the start button. It flicked to life silently. Goddamn, this bitch must be loaded.

Her driver’s license was in a little wallet attached to the back of her phone. Tiffany Baxter. 34 years old. And her address. I plugged it into the sat nav and drove to her place. Nolan, that fucking asshole, was about to get the surprise of his life.
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I hid in the bushes across the street until Tiffany left. Then I hurried around the back of the house, climbing over the fence and sneaking around to the deck where I retrieved the spare key. I let myself in and went up to Tiffany’s room. I didn’t have much hope that she would have left the remote control here but I searched her room anyway, opening every drawer, hiking up the bed mattress to look underneath, searching through every jacket pocket in her wardrobe, even knocking on the floors in search of a loose board.

Nothing.

By then it had been over an hour. She’d be back soon. I grabbed a suitcase from the closet and my school backpack and began stuffing clothes and other belongings into each of them. I swiped some of the jewelry that I’d recently bought while in Tiffany. I was about to be homeless and I needed some money. Checking my bank account, I found that almost all the money from my birthdays and odd jobs around the neighborhood was gone. Why the hell were there so many cash withdrawals? I didn’t find wads of cash around my room so she wasn’t stashing it here. Oh well, not something I had time to think about right now.

When the bags were almost full, I heard the sound of a car pulling into the garage. Shit! I snapped the suitcase shut, threw my backpack over a shoulder and stumbled down the stairs, the luggage banging down on each step. I reached the bottom just as the lights in the living room clicked on and Tiffany stepped through from the garage. She had her heels in one hand, a big black purse slung over one shoulder. She saw me and grinned.

“Nolan!” She said, her eyes flicking to my suitcase. “Going somewhere?”

This response was...unexpected.

“I was just leaving,” I said, grabbing the suitcase and wheeling it towards the front door.

“Leaving? But I just got here!” She hurried after me and grabbed my shoulders to spin me around. “Come on, give mommy a kiss.”

She puckered her lips and I drew away. “What’s got into you?”

I was glad she wasn’t kicking me out, but this was really weird. She was acting like someone else.

Oh.

She must have used the remote to swap bodies with someone. But who? And why?

“What’s got into me?” She laughed. “That’s a good question. A better question is...who’s got into me? I’m Derick. And I’ve got your moms tits. Her ass. Her pussy.” He touched each body part in turn. “And I am going to fuck up your life. But first...” She swiveled and went to the stairs. “I’m going to fuck up myself.”

She disappeared upstairs. Okay, so I wasn’t being kicked out. But where was Tiffany? More importantly, where was the remote? Did Derick realize the power he had? Did he know anything about the remote or had there just been an unlucky accident? And if he thought he could tease me by groping Tiffany, well, he had no idea what I’d been doing to her for the past few months.

I didn’t yet know whether it was better to be kicked out of the house and living on the street, or to remain in the house with Derick having complete control over me. I dithered as the noise struck up from upstairs, the sound of Tiffany’s pleasure reminding me of all the times I’d enjoyed myself in her body.

I had to get it back. Not just because I couldn’t let the bully win, but because I wanted to enjoy all the pleasure Tiffany’s gorgeous body offered.
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I found what had to be this bitch’s bedroom and locked the door behind me. Slinging the purse down on the floor I looked down at myself and found my gaze directed right down her impressive cleavage. The tight blazer hugged my chest, squeezing my tits up into truly enormous proportions. I shook my chest, watching my boobies jiggle. The sight was entrancing and I felt a little thrill run up my spine.

Unbuttoning the blazer, I let it slip to the floor. I then worked on the buttons of my blouse, popping them one by one until I could drop it to the floor as well. It was fiddly work with these new fingers. They were slimmer and shorter than I was used to. Things felt differently beneath my tiny fingertips but eventually I got it off.

There was a full length mirror on the back of Tiffany’s closet door and I stepped in front of it. The beautiful blonde in the reflection wore only a bra and a tight skirt. I dragged a hand up my tight body, fingers whispering across my skin as I pinched and prodded this female form I now possessed. It was exquisitely warm and sensitive as fuck.

Reaching behind me, I fumbled with the bra, growing angrier and angrier until I was finally able to rip the damn thing off and let my tits swing free. Jesus, they were enormous. I grabbed them in each hand, feeling the weight as they spilled into my fingers. Squeezing them, I watched them bulge out, my fingers dimpling the soft flesh. There wasn’t an instant burst of pleasure. It was more like a slow creep of desire, a building pressure within me, as I watched in the mirror while making Tiffany fondle herself.

These tits were awesome and I played with them. Shook my chest to watch them jiggle, smacked them lightly and watched them bounce back together, jumped up and down and watched them do the same. The tiny pink nipples grew more sensitive the harder they got and soon they spiked out from my tits. It made that sexy pressure in my groin build. This was a lot slower burn than when I was a dude and could sport an instant hard on. The feeling was similar, though, and it made me really want to keep going.

There were a bunch of high heels on the shoe rack on the floor and I pulled a pair down and strapped them onto my feet. My balance wasn’t very good but, god, I wanted to eat that blonde bitch when I looked in the mirror. The heels put me practically on my toes, my breast jutting out, hips and ass and legs a perfect, seductive line.

I turned my back to the mirror and shimmied up my skirt, flipping my head around so I could watch my new ass be revealed, inch by inch, until the perfect butt cheeks were free. Each round cheek was taut and amazing, and I dragged my hand along one of my buttocks, arching my back to make it stick out even more until I looked like one of those porn models. Sliding my panties down my legs revealed the gentle crack of my ass, followed by the delicate slick lips where my pleasure originated before it pulsed through my body.

Still balancing on high heels and now leaning on a shelf, my tits dangling down in front of me, I slid one hand between my legs. My fingertips followed the scratchy pubic hair right to my new pussy. The lips were slightly rubbery and warm, parting slightly for me as I traced them up and down. The pressure increased, an inner itch appearing inside me that I needed to reach with my fingers.

Fuck, it was so weird not getting hard and instead getting sort of loose. Wet. Slick. I slid a finger inside my pussy and felt the walls of my cunt clutch it. Watching in the mirror, I fingered myself, in and out. The sight was incredible. My little mouth dropped open, breath coming faster. This bitch fucking needed it.

I fingered myself deeper, adding another finger inside to increase the pressure. My body hummed as I slid in and out of my rich heat. I moaned softly, my ass wiggling from side to side with uncontrollable lust. It felt good but not mind-blowing, and I experimented with different strokes, different depths. Something was calling to me and I couldn’t find it until...there.

A moan escaped my lips as my fingers curled around and landed on a dimpled nub inside me. Jesus, yes, that was the spot. I stroked it back and forth, keeping a constant pressure on it. Now I could hear the slick sounds of my new pussy. I could feel myself dripping down my hand. The pressure built inside me with each stroke.

I leaned my head against my other hand on the shelf, moaning as the desire filled me. The sounds of my own female moans made me ache with need and I did it again, louder. God, I could make this chick moan like a whore for me anytime I wanted. I cried out again as I fingered myself faster, the pressure inside my body nearing the breaking point. My entire body jiggled and twisted as I finger fucked myself, tits swaying with each thrust. I clenched my eyes shut, concentrating on my slick pussy until suddenly I came.

The orgasm was tremendous, the pressure exploding loose within me and I cried out in a silky voice. My body shook, pussy clenching my fingers as I circled the delicate nub inside me, driving the pleasure higher. Each thrust made me moan louder until I reached a crescendo and threw my head back, thrusting my fingers as deep inside me as I could get until the pleasure abated.

When I finished, I slid my fingers out of my pussy and faced the mirror. The blonde stared back at me, cheeks blushed, blue eyes calm, a thoroughly fucked look on her face. I raised my glistening fingers to my lips and inhaled my musky scent before sucking my juices off my fingers. The sight of Tiffany licking her own pussy juices sent another blaze of pressure through me.

Afterwards, I would start torturing Nolan in earnest. But for now...I slid my fingers back into my heat and began revving my body up into desperate desire once again.

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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Two of a Kind 1: Connor

A bully finds an alien device that allows him to transform into other people and uses his new powers to torment the student he loathes.
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Friends With Benefits 4

Phil seeks Annie 's help to use the possession powers to add another woman into the group, while secretly changing Annie and enjoying her body along the way. But has he finally gone too far?

[image: ]

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.

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