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Loud banging on my bedroom door startles me awake.

“Get up, Colin,” my mom calls from the hallway. “You’re going to be late for class.”

How does she keep track of my course schedule?

She keeps knocking on the door until I call out in a scratchy morning voice, “Okay, I’m awake! Jesus.”

Finally, some fucking silence. I blink awake slowly. There’s a crick in my neck from where I’ve fallen asleep half-sitting up but slumped against my headboard. My video game controller is still in my hand from the night before, the game paused at a dialogue screen. My mouth tastes gross and I don’t think I brushed my teeth last night. I’m still wearing yesterday’s shirt. My laptop is propped open on the bed and when I open it to start browsing, the porn video from yesterday begins to autoplay. A woman loudly moans before I can shut the window. I hope mom didn’t hear it.

I rise and stretch, my shoulders popping, before schlumping to the bathroom. I’m desperately in need of a haircut. My normally short hair is spilling down over my ears but not in a stylish way. I haven’t shaved in a week, hoping that the ragged patches of scruff will somehow come together in a way that makes me look rugged rather than homeless. No luck so far.

I go through my short routine. Toothbrush. Deodorant. Comb through my hair. Good enough.

Returning to my bedroom, I step over the detritus on the floor. Mom hates the state of my room and makes me clean up on a weekly basis. I don’t see why I should when no one ever comes here but me? She’s constantly exhorting me to put some effort into useless things like that.

I bend to swipe my favorite shirt off the floor—the black one with the cool concentric electric blue design—but I remember that this morning is one of my two classes with Morgan. I’ve been crushing on her all semester and I think we’ve been flirting but I’m too nervous to confirm by asking her out. Instead, I crack jokes and try to read any hints in her body language or how she speaks to me, hoping she’ll touch my arm in a way that lets me know she’s into me, or say something subtle like ‘I’m really into you’. Morgan has featured in more than a few of my fantasies.

Mom’s washed my laundry but I’ve just left it in the basket on my bedroom floor. Now I dig through for an outfit. A better tee shirt. Clean jeans.

My mom is already in the kitchen when I get downstairs. She’s dressed for work in her familiar outfit of a black skirt and white button-down top, the top button open to allow a hint of her—shudder—cleavage. Her high-protein cottage cheese and fruit bowl is already prepared. She’s always on some diet or other. Constantly battling her weight, though to me it doesn’t seem like she’s fat. Full figured, sure. But to the extent that I think about her shape at all—which is never—she just seems...mom-figured.

I loom over her from behind, still half asleep, while she opens the fridge and hands me the milk without a word. Even with her heels on I’m a good foot taller than her.

I pour myself a bowl of cereal with milk and slouch at the table. Mom sips her coffee and does that thing where she hovers in the kitchen, debating how to tell me something to which I may react poorly to. I tense involuntarily.

“Did you fall asleep playing video games again?” Mom asks in a tone that suggests she’s joking-but-not-really.

“Yes.”

She sighs. “If you’re going to be serious about your classes you need to get a good night’s sleep.”

Here we go.

“I’m fine, mom.” Even as I say it I feel like a kid instead of a twenty year old.

“It’s just that these classes are expensive and if you’re not going to focus then you should save the money and find something else to do.”

“I’m doing fine,” I say. And I am. C’s are fine.

“Do you want to stay in college? Or are you just putting off adulthood for a few more years?”

It’s a good question. It’s what dad would have wanted me to do but is it what I want to do? What makes me so irritated is that mom might be right. I don’t know. Certainly my motivation for today is to see Morgan.

“Can we talk about this later?” I say, putting my bowl in the sink and grabbing my backpack.

“It’s always later,” she sighs.

“I’m about to go to class.”

“I just think we should have this talk soon.”

“We can have it the same time we have the talk about your boyfriend.”

“My boyfriend?”

“Jason.”

She blushes to the tip of her nose. A total tell. “We’re just work friends.”

“You talk about him a lot for just being work friends. Look, I don’t have anything against him but I’m a little old for a father figure.”

“Jason and I are just friends,” she repeats.

Now I’ve got her on the back foot and the conversation is no longer about me.

“Uh huh. What kind of benefits go with that?”

“What are you talking about?”

“You know...” I make a series of random noises and finger gestures.”

She huffs. “We’re going to talk about this sooner or later.”

“Great, I choose later. Bye.” I hurry out the door and to the bus stop.

Living off campus with mom saves a lot of money but it means a thirty minute bus ride. I think I’m the only student in the whole university who still lives with their parents. That’s what it feels like, anyway.

The bus ride gives me plenty of time to catch up on the videos I missed overnight. It’s only when the bus deposits me at the edge of campus that I realize I should have finished my essay. I hurry to the lecture hall, plop down on a seat, pull out my laptop and hastily dash off a thousand words as other students file in. Writing is one of the few things that has always come easily to me. So easy it takes almost no effort. Maybe why I enjoy it.

As I hit send—seconds before the deadline—a voice to my right pipes up.

“Cutting it a little close there, Colin.”

My entire body blossoms with warmth. I smile up at Morgan. Jesus, she’s adorable. A perfect face. Soft nose. Piercing jade green eyes. Long, brunette hair spilling down her shoulders. Gentle lips. I wonder what it would be like to kiss those lips.

“I like to live on the edge,” I smirk, playing it cool even while every part of me aches for her.

She smiles. That gorgeous, perfect smile. A hint of white teeth. The little dimples.

The lecturer launches into something about covalent bonds. Every now and then I whisper little jokes to Morgan that make her titter. I’m only aware of the topic inasmuch as I can use it to impress Morgan with my wit. I love her laugh.

“Stop,” she whispers, tapping me on the leg as she tries to smother another laugh.

I stop only when the lecturer pauses and shoots us a look. We spend the rest of the lecture stifling our giggles. Near the end, the lecturer reminds us of the test next week. There’s a chorus of groans including from myself though not, I notice, from Morgan.

“Do you know something the rest of us don’t know?” I tease Morgan.

She shrugs. “Just everything that will be on the test.”

I sit up straighter. “Did you steal a copy of the exam or something?”

“No,” she grins, tapping me on the leg again and I want her fingers to stay there but they don’t. “I mean I’ve actually studied. Speaking of things I’ve actually done...”

Uh oh. I’ve been promising for weeks that I’ll have my part of the group presentation for Econ 101 ready. It’s due tomorrow and I’ve got nothing.

“...are we going to get your part of the presentation any time soon?” She finishes.

“It’s all ready. I just want it to be a surprise.”

“Uh huh.” Her mouth is a straight line. Suddenly flirty Morgan is gone. This is serious academic Morgan.

“I promise. It’s gonna be great,” I try to reassure her.

“It better be.”

We part ways and I think she’s noticeably cooler towards me. I cannot fuck this up. Come on, all I have to do is put together some points on economics. My mom’s a fucking accountant; surely I must have absorbed some knowledge through osmosis.
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I don’t have too much time to worry about my son in the morning. I have to get ready myself. Colin has woken up. Eaten breakfast. Gone out the door. What more can I do?

Before heading to the office, I take one last look in the bathroom mirror. Smooth my dark-auburn hair back. Readjust my ponytail. Make sure the outline of my bra can’t be seen beneath the top. Curse my breasts, as usual. I’ve just finished my period but they’re still a little sore.

At the office I greet Kathy, the office manager, and deposit my lunch in the communal fridge. I make small talk with Andy as I select my coffee pod and pop it into the machine. Returning to my cubicle, I flip open my laptop and log in. I like getting into the flow of budget reconciliation. Numbers have always come easy to me and going through the budget is like reading a mystery novel. Why has that project gone off the rails? What happened to the employee over here? Where did these funds go?

“Knock knock,” a hunky voice says.

I turn and smile at Jason, who comes in and plops down on the extra seat behind me. It’s usually piled with papers, like the rest of my desk, but I’ve recently begun keeping it clear for just this reason. I swivel around to face him, my legs crossed at the angle.

Colin is right. I do want to be more than work colleagues with Jason. There’s no rule against colleagues dating but if things go wrong it would make for a very awkward working environment. Jason is always going out to an art gallery or a local show and I’ve turned down his invitations enough times that he’s stopped trying. I just want to keep my work and my personal life separate. 

But, god, he’s handsome. Fit. Rugged. The body of a surfer and the face of an actor. And it’s been so long since my husband left. A girl gets lonely.

“How’s it going, Rebecca?” Jason asks, leaning back.

I could get lost in his deep brown eyes. I feel myself blushing so I clear my throat, turning my mind to more mundane matters.

“It’s okay,” I shrug. “Struggling with Colin again.”

“Yeah? Did you have that conversation yet?”

“I tried but it’s so difficult. Like the Enterprise running into a Romulan warship.”

“Shields up and photon torpedoes at the ready.”

“Exactly.”

We’re both such Star Trek nerds. We’ve got the same sense of humor. He’s so easy to talk to and our conversation flows effortlessly. I know that people around the office joke that he’s my work husband and I’m his work wife. If you can’t find Jason in his cubicle he’s probably with me.

Soon, he’s called away into a meeting and I can concentrate once again. I dig into it, chasing the numbers as I run from my emotions. But it’s one of those days where everything goes wrong. I’ve made an error somewhere in a previous report. A pile of budgets come back. I have to enlist my colleagues to help chase down the mistake. The numbers were updated without anyone telling me and I make a fool of myself in my presentation, having to fix it and do the math on the fly. The only thing anchoring me is Jason.

“Let’s get out of here and get some lunch,” he suggests, when I return from my embarrassing meeting.

“I bought my lunch.”

“Well, you need to get out of the office. You look stressed. Come take a walk with me.”

I relent and it’s lovely. We talk. Eat. Laugh. Almost like a date. It’s the one respite in an otherwise stressful day.

By the time I get home after work, Colin is already there and there are a few cartons of Chinese food sitting on the kitchen counter. I slip off my heels and spoon some chow mein and chicken into a bowl. Colin is nowhere to be seen so I go up to his room. The door is closed and I can hear music behind it. Probably playing those damn video games again. He cannot stay in my house treading water all his life. At some point he has to grow up.

I knock and then open the door a tad too hard, aggravated and ready to have this conversation I’ve been putting off. He’s on his bed, his laptop on his lap, papers spread out beside him.

“Oh, I thought you were playing your game,” I say, slightly mollified, though now my annoyance has no focus.

“I do work, too, mom,” Colin says.

“Could have fooled me,” I say with a little laugh. He shoots me a look. It was a joke!

“What do you want?” He sighs. 

He’s annoyed. Well, I am, too.

“I want to talk about your studies.”

“I’m in the middle of them.”

“Is this another temporary thing or is it going to stick this time? Because I don’t want to pay for another class you’re just going to drop.”

I know I’m being unfair but the stress of the day is piling up on me and this conversation has been weighing on my mind for a while.

“Mom, I’m doing work, what do you want from me? I’ve got lots of shit going on.”

“I do too, Colin. I’m not just your mom. I have a life outside of you. I wish you understood me better.”

“Well, I wish you understood me, too.”

A shiver passes through me and I shudder. Like someone had walked over my gave. Colin shudders, too.

This is pointless. I close the door a little harder than I should, dump my bowl in the sink downstairs, then go into my room. The hot shower is nice and by the time I’ve changed into my sleepwear—a baggy pink shirt and cotton sleep shorts—I’m feeling a little chagrined at how I’ve acted towards Colin. But I can beneath the door that his light is out and there’s not a sound. I don’t want to wake him up so I return to my bedroom. There will be plenty of time to apologize in the morning.
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The first hint that something isn’t right in the morning is the sound of the alarm. At first I think someone must have changed my ring tone but as I blearily shift and try to slap it off I realize it’s also on the wrong side of my bed. Cracking my eyes open I find myself staring at my mom’s closet door. Apparently I’m in her bed. Did I sleepwalk last night.

I roll over to the other side of bed where the alarm tone is still playing some sort of jazzy tune. As I roll, something shifts on my chest and strands of something silky fall down my cheeks and over my face. Surprised, I recoil and swipe at my forehead. In my sleepy state the only thing I can think is that it’s a spiderweb, even though that doesn’t really make any sense.

The alarm is coming from my mom’s phone and I reach out and slap it off. Then I peer at my arm. It’s different. Slimmer. Hairless. The fingers are shorter. The fingernails gently rounded and glossy, no longer ragged. I hold my other hand up to my face. Same thing. These are a woman’s hands.

I struggle to push myself into a sitting position and that strange weight shifts on my chest again. I look down and see that I’m wearing a loose pink shirt. Mom’s nightshirt. The neck hole hangs down, revealing deep cleavage from the two heavy breasts dangling from my chest. Dark auburn hair is falling across part of my face.

I jerk back suddenly in surprise, eyes going wide, watching the breasts jiggle as I move. “What the fuck?” I swear. And my voice is higher pitched. Feminine.

I toss the covers off and find mom’s legs. Attached to me somehow. Clad only in small blue cotton shorts, her wide thighs stick out, leading down to trim calves and tiny toes. I gasp, my hands coming up to my throat, my face. My stubble is gone. My cheeks are smooth. My nose is shaped differently.

I jump out of bed, my body jiggling strangely, and turn to the mirror above the vanity. Mom’s face stares back at me from the reflection. Her eyes are wide with astonishment, just like mine. Her hair is sleep tousled, falling down to her shoulders. When I move, she moves and I utter a strangled groan, my trembling hands again coming up to my face and I watch in the mirror as my new reflection copies me while I gently pat my face in disbelief.

A man yells from the hallway and I turn, hurrying towards the bedroom door. My butt jiggles, thighs brush together, breasts bounce. Throwing open the door, I rush out and come face to face with myself. My own body is in the hallway looking just as shocked as I feel. He’s tall, towering over me. I come face to face with it—him?—and we both pause and gape at each other for a split second before screaming.

We jump back, eyes wide, staring each other up and down.

“Colin?” My body soon says, the voice strange from my new ears.

I nod. “Mom?”

My former body nods.

“What the fuck happened?” I ask.

“You mean, how did this happen?” She asked, staring down at herself, turning her hands over to look at the backs of them.

Leave it to mom to still correct me at a time like this.

“Yes. How. Jesus.” I roll my eyes.

My old body looks at me and lets out a mirthless chuckle.

“What?” I demand.

Mom shakes her head. “It’s so weird seeing my body acting like you.”

“How do we fix this?” I demand.

“I don’t know, Colin. I’ve never been in a Freaky Friday situation before.”

“Freaky Friday situation?”

“Seriously, you’ve never heard of it?”

I shake my head, sending little whisps of mom’s hair tickling my ears. A quick Wikipedia search on mom’s phone brings me up to speed about the book, adapted into several movies, about a mother and daughter who swap bodies and have to learn to understand each other in order to switch back. Yep. Sounds like us from our conversation last night.

“So...we learn to understand each other and switch back?” I say.

“I guess.”

“Great. I understand you. You’re a hard working single mom worried about her son.” I look up at the ceiling. “Switch us back now.”

Nothing.

“Whelp, looks like it’s you who doesn’t understand me.” I tell mom.

“I don’t think it’s that simple, Colin. If we’re playing this out we have to...be each other for the day.”

“I’m stuck like this for an entire day?”

“Probably. At least.”

“You mean it could be longer?!”

“I don’t know,” she sighs. “You know as much as I do.”

“Fucking great,” say, beginning to rub my top lip as I usually do when I’m thinking but then quickly yanking my hand away when I feel the strange smooth contours of mom’s lip. “So, you go to class as me and I go to work as you? And that will do it?”

“Hopefully. It’s a start.”

I didn’t want to go to mom’s work. I didn’t want to be in mom’s body. But our only map of this situation is some cheesy pop culture piece so we decide to follow it.

I brush mom’s teeth, my new little nose wrinkling in disgust at the idea of using mom’s toothbrush. Though, these are mom’s teeth so I guess the whole thing evens out. She picks out an outfit for me, laying a plain white blouse and black dress pants out on the bed, then pulls a bra from her drawers.

“Do you need help with putting this on?”

“I know how to put on a bra, mom,” I reply, indignantly. 

I don’t, really, but the thought of her dressing me while in my body is too weird. Almost as weird as watching my own body apply makeup to my new face. I stand in the bathroom in front of the mirror as mom dabs on concealer and blush and a light layer of eyeliner. While she works, we take turns telling each other about our days. She tells me her computer login info, tells me about her close colleagues, her work for the day, her usual schedule.

“What about Jason?” I ask.

Weird to see my body blush so pink.

“Don’t worry about him,” she assures me.

I tell her what I’ve got on. My classes, my friends, my—shit!—my econ presentation.

“I didn’t exactly finish it,” I confess, as mom stands back and peers down at me, judging her work. “Morgan’s gonna kill me.”

“Who’s Morgan?”

Now it’s my turn to blush to the tip of my nose. But if we have to do this to switch back. “Just a girl. I...uh...really like.”

“Oh,” she says, mom’s knowing ghost of a smile appearing on my former lips.

I show her where my work is on my computer. Fortunately, she’s good with number stuff. I mean, it’s like her job or whatever. She doesn’t seem too flustered. We agree to text and email each other our respective work. Mom can log in remotely and will do any part of her job she can. I’ll do the same. In the meantime, we’ll each stall for time until the other can get their work done.

“Should I pick out your clothes?” I offer.

Mom looks at the pile of clothes on the floor. “I think I can manage,” she says wryly.

“Okay, well,” I tap my old phone. “Shit, you gotta go!”

Mom takes my phone from my hand and I hope I remembered to close the porn I was watching but it’s too late now without some extreme embarrassment. Maybe she just won’t see it. I’m an expert in denial.

I leave her to my life. She’s dressed and out the door in no time, leaving me all alone in her body. I return to her room and look at the clothes on the bed. I have to get dressed, which means first I have to get undressed. I grab the bottom of mom’s nightshirt. Pause. Take two breaths. I close my eyes and peel the shirt off over my head and drop it to the floor.

I bend and grope blindly for the blouse on the bed, feeling my breasts swing and jostle each other as I do so. This is hopeless. I can’t do this blind.

I open my eyes. Mom’s tits are just, like, right there. Hanging from my chest as I bend over the bed. They’re heavy and dangly. I stand and they shift slightly. They drop down to almost the little pouch of her belly. Huge pale pink areolae cap each one and the skin is lightly striated with stretch marks.

Up until now, the sum total of tits I’ve ever seen in real life has been three. Two on an ex-girlfriend and one as the result of a random stranger’s swimsuit mishap at a beach. My ex was a petite girl and mom’s tits are way bigger than hers were.

I bring my hand up to my chest, hovering over my breasts for an instant until curiosity fully overwhelms me. I gently touch them, wrapping mom’s slender fingers over as much of her tit as I can grab and squeezing gently, experimentally. They’re not as sensitive as I thought. I bring up my other hand and squeeze the other one, letting my fingers dance lightly across them. Apparently, I still have my old infatuation with breasts because these are delightful. What straight guy wouldn’t want tits he could play with at any time?

I drag my fingers beneath them and scoop them up so they rest in my palms, hefting them, testing their weight. They’re warm and bouncy. I hold them apart and release them, letting them swing back together, hypnotized by the way they move, the way they feel. I stretch my fingers wide again and grab mom’s tits, squeezing them up against my chest so they balloon out in preposterous proportions. My fingers skate back and forth across the skin until the little nipples begin to protrude, slowly growing sharper as I tease them.

A familiar pressure blossoms between my legs. That lusty drive for release feels the same within mom’s body as it did in my old male one. I continue to play with mom’s tits, moving faster now, squeezing harder, testing the limits of her body. My mouth drops open and my tongue skates across unfamiliar lips as the pressure builds slowly within me. It’s erotically fascinating to watch a woman’s hands play with her own tits, and the sight of mom’s hands on her breasts arouses me as much as the actual feeling of touching them.

Fuck, I’m horny now, the chain reaction set off by my curiosity now driving me on to explore further. Hooking my thumb beneath the top of my cotton shorts, I slide them down my hips and let them drop to the floor. I’m naked beneath, mom’s wide thighs and plump ass and dark thatch of pubic hair fully on display. I explore my new contours, dragging a hand down my wider butt. I grab a handful of one ass cheek and jiggle it, arching my back to accentuate the divine curve. God, it’s fun to squeeze. I do it again, patting it lightly just to watch it bounce. I have this divinely feminine body at my control and the need to fully explore it is overwhelming.

I lie down on my back on the bed, my head propped up on a pillow so I can look down mom’s body. Her heavy tits fall down either side of my chest and I gather them up with the crook of an arm and one hand, my fingers gently teasing the soft pink nipples. My knees are in the air and I spread my legs, gazing down past the jiggly tits and the soft belly to the gentle rise of her mound.

Jesus, I can’t believe I’m lying here fondling my mom’s body. I can’t believe it feels so good. The pressure roars inside me, making me wiggle, dying for a release. I can’t stop now so I drag a hand slowly between my legs. My fingertips land on mom’s scratchy pubic hair between my legs. I follow it down slowly until I feel the beginnings of her crevasse, just where she begins to spread open. I pause there, not sure if I can do this. But the pressure inside my body is a physical thing. I’ve gone too far to stop. I have needs.

I slide my fingers between mom’s moistened nether lips and the pressure inside me builds. Tracing her velvety folds up and down feels so good. I can feel myself opening. Spreading wider. Growing wet. Now when I dip my fingers down I find her wetness and I spread it back up. The sights and the sounds of this body make me delirious with desire and the wetness becomes a torrent. My fingers glide up and down my slippery pussy and when I find my budding clit a moan escapes my lips, deep and rich and low. I stroke that little pleasure button, planting two fingers either side of it and rubbing in tight circles.

My ass wiggles, toes curl. I grip my tit tighter, throw my head back into the pillow as I stroke mom’s slick bud. Faster, finding the rhythm of my body. My mouth drops open, toes curl, eyes clench shut and then I cum. A strangled gasp flies from my lips as the pressure explodes inside me. I cry out again and again as I stroke myself, cumming hard around my fingers, body twisting and turning. The orgasm is long and deep, reverberating from my core out to my entire body, lasting longer than any orgasm I’ve had before. It releases me slowly, the pressure gone as the last waves of pleasure rebound through me and make me shiver.

I lie on the bed, breasts heaving as I recover from mom’s orgasm. I giggle. I can’t help it. This whole situation is ridiculous and I can’t believe what I’ve just done in mom’s body. I rise and walk to the sink, still not used to the way mom’s curves jiggle and sway. In the mirror over the sink, mom’s face greets me in all its post-orgasmic glory. Cheeks flushed, pupils wide, nipples still sharp.

After washing up, I dig through mom’s drawers for her panties. All she seems to have are thongs. Great. I slide a pair on and wiggle them up my fat butt, tucking my finger into the strap to pull it out of my ass crack.

The bra is the next problem. I slide the straps up my shoulder and stick mom’s tits into each cup before trying to reach around and clasp it. I don’t have her memories and it’s impossible to do this. I struggle for minutes, sometimes one tit escaping the cup. By the time I get it figured out I’m red-faced and flustered but at least the girls are being supported. I just wish this bra didn’t make such tremendous cleavage out of mom’s tits. Though, honestly, it wouldn’t take much.

The blouse and the pants are whatever. The hard part is figuring out which button of the top to leave unbuttoned. All the way up looks weird, but unbuttoning too much shows off way more cleavage than I’m comfortable with. I opt for two in the end, hoping that’s right.

Downstairs in the kitchen I go to grab my cereal and then pause. If I’m supposed to be living like her in order to swap back, I better eat like her. With a sigh I return the cereal to the cupboard and dig through the fridge for her protein yogurt and some fruit to cut up.

After that, it’s on to mom’s work where the charade begins.
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My son’s body is taller and stronger than my own. I’m finding it hard to adjust as things that seemed heavy in my old body are nothing in this one. Take my son’s backpack, for instance. I heft it over my shoulder, expecting the old weight, but with Colin’s arms I nearly spill over the other way from using too much force.

I head for the bus and see it coming around the corner as I’m up the road from my stop. I break into a run, backpack bouncing awkwardly on my shoulders. I’m surprisingly fast and I don’t have the pain of my breasts bouncing on my chest to slow me down.

Once on the bus, I open up my son’s laptop and try to make sense of his part of the group presentation on a current economic issue. His group has chosen to talk about how tariffs affect economic growth. That’s pretty much what I look at for a living.

The presentation is in a group folder and Colin’s section is depressingly sparse. I set to work correcting it. Presentations are kind of my thing and this needs some graphics, a little formatting, some editing. Some of the other sections in the presentation aren’t wrong, exactly, but they could be more right. In the end I leave them.

Colin’s told me where his econ class is and I’ve download a campus map. When the bus sets me down at the edge of the north campus, I navigate to the staid old buildings of the economics department. There is a group of students at the bottom of the red brick stairs leading up to the building. Two guys and a girl. The girl looks up and when she sees me she breaks into a smile. 

My heart flutters in my chest. My mouth goes dry. I don’t even know this girl but this body does. This must be Morgan and, my god, does my son like her.

“Hi, Colin, you made it.”

“Of c-course I made it, Morgan,” I say, grinning like a fool. She’s got me so nervous. Whatever synapses I’m sharing with my son’s brain have got me grinning like a lovestruck fool.

“Do you have your notes?” She asks, holding up a small stack of notecards filled with cursive writing in red pen.

“I’m—I’m just going to wing it,” I say, my nonchalant confidence belied by my sudden stutter.

“Really?” Her smile dies.

“It’ll be fine.”

“It better be,” she says in a teasing-but-not-really way.

As we wait in the back of the class for the professor to call us up, Morgan rereads her notes, her lips moving as she whispers to herself. Her hands are trembling. She’s a little nervous.

I lean towards her. “You can do this. You’ll be great. I’ve got your back.”

She looks up and smiles at me briefly, then returns to her notes. The professor calls us up and we walk down to the front of the class. Someone pops our presentation into the computer and it appears on the projector.

The other two guys start it off, then Morgan, then I bring it home. Morgan stands next to me, getting more and more nervous. I take her hand, surprising her, and squeeze it.

“Deep breath,” I whisper.

She nods and takes a deep breath. The other student finishes and Morgan steps forward to take over. She’s a little quiet, head down, not great at public speaking but her info is correct. She’s showing the Reuben-Milgram diagram demonstrating late twentieth century tariff rates on the economy of poor countries when she drops her notecards and they spill out of her hands. She apologizes and I rush to help her pick up the cards. She flips through them, trying to put them in order as the silence in the class lingers. I step forward and take over.

“What Morgan is saying is that increasing and reciprocal trade tariffs have a detrimental impact on major trade partners.”

Morgan shoots me a look of astonishment. I wink at her and motion for her to continue getting her cards in order as I walk the class through the theory, peppering it with examples I’ve come across in my own line of work for a multinational company. Soon, Morgan signals she’s ready to resume and I step back. She steps up, more confident this time, and finishes her section. Then she hands it over to me.

As I talk, I can see her out of the corner of my eye. Equal parts relieved that it’s over and astonished at how well I’m doing. It helps being in my son’s body. I can pretend I’m playing a character, and I strut back and forth in front of the class, finishing my part of the presentation. There’s no wild applause at the end—this is still a class, after all—but people are paying attention. As we return to our seats Morgan whispers to me.

“That was so good!”

“Surprised?”

“Well, yeah, actually. I looked at your art of the presentation this morning and it was...not that.”

“I did a little editing on the bus.”

We sit next to each other and I catch a waft of her floral perfume. I’m not sure how this whole body swap thing works but maybe Colin’s neural pathways are still there and linked into, well, whatever part of me exists in his head. But Morgan’s delightful scent triggers something deep and primal in Colin’s body. That scent is linked with Morgan and desire.

“Thanks for the little confidence boost up there,” Morgan says, her eyes steady on me. “And thanks for saving me.”

“No problem,” I shrug. “You looked prepared. I knew you could do it.”

She smiles, glances away. Glances back. This girl clearly likes Colin and Colin clearly likes her. Maybe to get my body back I’m supposed to get them together?

When class finishes and we’re packing up I ask her if she wants to have lunch together. She beams at me—she is very pretty—and heartily agrees.

It’s a lot harder to pretend to be Colin outside of a lecture hall. I try to channel my son’s nonchalance and laid back humor but I fear it just comes off as plain insouciance. At first I probe gently, unsure of how much Colin and Morgan know about each other. Not much, it turns out. That makes it easier for me, as I can ask her questions about herself. Though I will have to fill my son in later. Whenever I answer, I try to say something Colin would say and remember his interests. I remember when he was younger we used to watch cheesy Hallmark movies and make fun of them. When I mention this to Morgan, her eyes light up.

“I used to do that with my brother!” She laughs. “I’ve got a bunch on my laptop. Do you want to go watch them in my dorm?”

“Sure!”

I tell myself that this is for Colin, but in his body I can feel his physical attraction for this girl. Sweaty palms. Fluttery stomach. Can’t stop looking at her. I’m sharing his feelings. Great. I’ll get them to start dating and then my part of understanding my son will be done.

We agree to meet up after Morgan’s next class. That gives me plenty of time. I find a shady place on campus and open up my laptop to log into my work systems to try to do my actual work. I’m feeling pretty good about myself and hope that Colin is doing just as well in my body as I’m doing in his.
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I do not know what the fuck I’m doing. By the time I make it into her office using the address she texted me, the cubicles are already half full. I count the rows and the cubes until I find my mom’s desk and set her purse down on one of the two chairs that serve as the only spaces not cluttered with files. After that, I do a lap of the office, trying to get my bearings. I can’t really ask where the bathrooms are without people thinking mom has some sort of memory issue.

People smile and say hi and engage me in small talk but I have no idea who they are. Mom told me some names but it’s not like anyone reintroduces themselves every day. I do my best with context clues.

In the break room there’s a coffee pod machine and I select a pod and pour myself a cup. The coffee smells heavenly through mom’s nose. When I pour a couple sugars into it I find it way too sweet with mom’s tastebuds. I pour it out and try again, this time with just a little milk and it’s perfect. A woman comes up and questions me about some sort of project number. I tell her I’ll get back to her but there are two problems: I don’t know what she’s talking about and I don’t know who she is.

I’m able to log into mom’s computer with the password she gave me so I pretend to do her work. People stop by to talk or follow up on some email or other and I have no idea who they are. I’m afraid that my fumbling attempts to fake my way through it all are making my mom seem absentminded. 

I text her but she doesn’t respond. I sit, tapping my fingers on the side of the phone, willing her to return my text. After a few seconds I blow air out through my mouth.

“Tough morning?” A guy speaks up from beside me.

I look up and my heart skips a beat. My lips quirk up in a foolish grin. It’s the first time mom’s body has responded and pulled my mind along for the ride. This must be Jason. She really does like him. I knew it.

Tall, dark and handsome. I could see him as a successful male stripper. Not ridiculously buff but he fits out his shirt nicely.

“You wouldn’t believe it,” I say.

“Try me.”

“Ha.”

He glances at the purse in the empty seat beside me and I grab it a bit too quickly and stash it under my desk before pushing the seat towards them.

“Come on in, stay awhile,” I offer.

He sits beside me and I get a whiff of his cologne. Mmm. Dreamy.

“So what’s up? You look like a Ferenghi who just got outclassed on a trade deal.”

It’s gotta be some sort of science fiction reference that mom would know. I laugh a little, even though it goes totally over my head.

“Just...stuff with my son.”

“Oh, again? Did you have that talk with him?”

Again? Does mom talk to Jason about me? Now my interest is piqued.

“That talk?”

“Well...you were going to see how serious he was about college.”

Damn. Mom must really be worried about me.

“Oh. Yeah. That. He’s serious. It’s all fine. How are things with you?”

I really want to change the subject. Jason looks a little confused at my sudden switch but he rolls with it.

“I just had the most unbelievable phone call with a client and I need to vent a little.”

“Vent away.”

He’s a good storyteller. Funny. Charming. I wonder if he knows how good looking he is? He must. I wrench my mind back to the story but mom’s desire keeps distracting me. It feels just like I feel when I’m with Morgan. I want Jason to like me. Or mom. Or whatever.

He and mom would be a really good fit but he leaves all too soon and I go back to pretending to do work. I’ve got full access to her calendar so I can see her meetings. The problem is finding them. The first one is in ten minutes and it takes me almost that long to find the right room. The only good thing about all this is I’ve gotten better in mom’s body. Less distracted by all the weird jiggly parts.

I take a seat beside an older guy who clearly knows me and a younger women who nods at me. Jason sits across from me and we make brief eye contact. I blush and look away.

The meeting starts and a guy in a suit gets up in front of everyone with a presentation. He throws around all sorts of figures and graphs about sales for the quarter. I’ve only taken half a semester of a basic econ course so I can only kind of follow everything. I remain still, nodding every now and then along with everyone else, hoping he won’t call on me.

The meeting drags on. People have questions. My eyes glaze over and I concentrate on not falling asleep. Someone asks about tariffs and suddenly the guy looks at me.

“Rebecca may be able to answer that,” he says.

All eyes are on me. I jerk my chin off my hand and glance around. I don’t even know what the question was. My palms are sweaty. My chest is tight with nerves.

“Well...” I begin, hoping something will just come to me. It does not.

After what seems like an hour but must have been less than three seconds, Jason speaks up.

“Yeah, Rebecca, I saw you working on something for that yesterday,” he prompts. “She can send it through.”

“Right. Right,” I nod. “I can get something to you.”

That seems to mollify the room and when everyone turns away I mouth ‘thank you’ to Jason. He smiles.

After the meeting breaks up, I wait for Jason by the door and we walk out together. He’s taller than me and he slows to match my pace.

“Thanks for saving me back there,” I say. “I think I may have dozed off for a minute. Probably all the excitement,” I deadpan.

He chuckles. “Yeah, that’s easy to do with Andrew. I almost blacked out myself.”

He glances at his watch. “I’m gonna get some lunch.”

“Oh, sounds good. Can I tag along?”

I didn’t bring lunch. Plus, mom wants Jason. Maybe if I can get them together that will take care of my part of the swap.

“Absolutely,” he agrees.

It’s just the two of us for lunch at a little sandwich shop around the corner. We talk and eat and generally hang out. I ask him what he’s doing this weekend.

“I’m actually going to a band my friend is in.”

“Oh, that sounds cool. I haven’t seen a live band in forever. What kind of music?”

“Uh, actually I don’t know,” he laughs. “He’s been bugging me to come to one of his shows forever.”

“Still...I’d love to go out,” I say, dropping great big hints.

“I’ve got an extra ticket if you want to come.”

“That would be awesome.”

“Okay, the show starts at 8 so—”

“Why don’t you pick me up for dinner at 6?”

It’s a bold move. Way too bold for mom but Jason readily agrees.

Great. Just get through the rest of mom’s work day. Go on a nice date with Jason. Listen to some music. Wake up as myself. Simple.
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Morgan’s dorm room is clean and smells faintly of vanilla from a scented candle that sits on her desk.

“It’s small but it means I don’t have a roommate,” she shrugs, plopping down on the bed, her back up against the wall.

She gestures for me to sit beside her and I do. My heart is beating furiously. My mouth dry. Colin really likes the girl so I cannot mess this up. But then again, he hasn’t asked her out or anything. Maybe that’s why I’ve been put in his body?

We make small talk as Morgan sets up the laptop on her lap and tees up a cheesy Hallmark movie. Sitting shoulder to shoulder, we snort and make fun of the ridiculous characters and the corny plot.

“Do you think all women who move away to the big city come back to their small towns to marry their childhood sweethearts or just ninety-nine percent of them?” I joke, as the main character has a meet cute with her ex soon after returning to her small town.

“Girl. Run.” Morgan says, when the obviously terrible current boyfriend calls the main character from his office and talks to her like she’s an idiot.

“Would you rather...give up being a hotshot lawyer to run a bakery in a tiny town or...never watch this movie again?”

Morgan laughs and nudges me with her shoulder. I nudge her back. She slaps my arm playfully.

“Well that’s not fair,” I joke. “I can’t slap you back.”

“No. You can’t.” She laughs and sticks out her tongue.

Her face is so close I can see the spray of freckles across the bridge of her nose. Her jade eyes are mesmerizing. A slight grin on her face makes her look so pretty. Expectant. I’m aware I’m probably grinning goofily. I lean towards her.

We’re kissing suddenly. I think I started it but I don’t know. She tastes like cherry lip gloss. Her breath is warm, her skin smooth. We pull away, grin at each other like idiots. She sets the laptop aside and turns to me and we kiss again. This one is slower. Deeper. I pull her close to me, sliding my hand against her cheek, my fingers into her silky hair.

She reaches up to grab me, running her hands up and down my sides, my back. I return the favor, needing to touch her, to pull her close. My body’s desire is instant. This is no slow burn thing like when I was a woman. This is an instant reaction. My body goes from zero to a hundred and my pants grow tight. I can feel my son’s dick swelling as we make out and Morgan’s delicious scent invades my nostrils.

She takes my shirt off first, then I take hers off. In between we kiss, our lips eager to be together. Every second I’m apart is agony. The pressure at the base of my dick urges me onwards. I try to hold back but it’s hard when Morgan is pushing me on.

Now her bra is off and tits, holy shit, tits! My eyes are dragged to them and my hands follow. God, did they always feel this good? Perfectly squeezable. They fit in the palm of my head. Soft yet firm.

She pulls me down on top of her, our bodies pressed together, her hands burning wherever she touches me, a heat that grows I my core. My cock is hard and insistent and I grind against her involuntarily. She’s soft and sweet, sighing into my mouth as I fondle her gorgeous tits, my fingers greedy for her body.

I kiss my way down her cheek, her neck, to her breasts. She sighs as I suck on each ripe nipple, teasing it with my tongue, my hands roaming up and down her soft form. I’ve never felt such urgency before. My cock is leading me on and I grope and squeeze Morgan’s delicious tits.

She moans and wriggles beneath me. I kiss my way down her belly, admiring each inch of skin, slowing down, savoring her. She reaches for her pants and I help her unbuckle them. Slide them off her legs and then guide my head between her pale thighs. The bright musk of her fills my nose and makes my dick throb. I rest my mouth across her hidden entrance and breath hot breath across her panties, teasing her. My hands caress her thighs as I gently burrow my lips against her panties, feeling her moisture soaking the fabric.

With my teeth I bite the hem of her panties and pull them down, growling like a dog as she laughs. Now she’s naked beneath me and I pause, admiring her gorgeous form. Slender and dark and perfect, the light ‘v’ of hair between her legs calling to me.

I unbutton my pants and kick them aside. My cock tents up my boxers and then those, too, are disposed of and I’m naked in my son’s body. His cock rises from my groin, the tip glinting with pre-cum. Morgan crooks a fingers in a ‘come here’ gesture, a sly grin on her face. I launch onto her as she laughs, a sound that turns to soft sighs as I kiss up and down her entrance. My tongue snakes out, dragging across her nether lips from bottom to top.

She opens for me, growing wetter as I lick her. The insistent desire in my cock pushes me on and soon I’m licking harder, tongue gliding into her wet folds, sliding deep into her crevasse. She writhes beneath me and I listen to her body, lapping at her delicious pussy as my son’s body hum’s with a powerful energy. Morgan cums around my face, legs clapping against my head as she vibrates and moans.

Fuck, I can’t hold back. I need her. My son’s body is in control now.

Before her orgasm is over I’m lying on top of her, the head of my cock pressed between us. She puts a hand on my chest and tells me to wait. I nip at her ear as she reaches over and opens her nightstand to grab a condom. I bite it open and slide it on my son’s dick, my new hands gliding across his shaft, each touch making the pressure build. My son’s cock seems so big from this angle, the head engorged and eager, each inch of the shaft so sensitive to touch.

I line up at her entrance and dip in, teasing her, using the head of my cock to drag against her clit over and over until she reaches down and grabs my ass and yanks me towards her. I drive in, sheathing myself to the hilt in her slick heat. The feeling of being surrounded, of being inside her pussy, is glorious and I moan into her ear. I clutch her tight and rock in and out. She wraps her arms around me and kisses me again. I growl as I pump into her, following the lead of my cock, animalistic and needy. There’s no thought of tenderness. Only deep, urgent want that I’m powerless to stand in the way of.

My body moves almost on its own, thrusting deep, hands greedy for her tits as I stare down at her pretty face. She clasps my cheek and gazes deep into my eyes. Her jade green eyes are my world, her body my temple. I feel so connected, so a part of her and I cum. I groan, mouth dropping open, still locking eyes as my cock throbs. The pressure explodes within me and for a second Morgan is everything I want. I just want to be inside her totally and completely and deeply, my cock buried inside her balls deep as I empty myself into her and we rock together, holding each other until the very end.

The deep desire fades quickly, sapping my energy and I drop my head, laying my weight on her. She feels so wonderful beneath me. Warm and soft and delicate. My nose is buried into her hair and I inhale the sweet scent of her fruity shampoo.

After a few seconds we kiss again and then I roll off her and we cuddle, bodies pressed together, my one hand thrown carelessly over her side and resting on her breast.

There’s no ray of light. No earthquake. No shiver. A few minutes later I’m still a twenty year old guy with my arm thrown over a gorgeous twenty year old girl.

But...I think I understand what Colin needed and I hope I’ve given it to him enough to satisfy whatever freaky event switched us.

I guess I’m doing this right. They didn’t have sex in the book.
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Mom comes home later than I usually get out on a Friday and finds me in her bathroom fighting a losing battle with her hair and makeup. I look like a fucking clown. Too much blush. The eye shadow is clumping. The lipstick is all over the place. I don’t even know if these shades go together.

Mom stifles a laugh when she sees me. “What are you doing?”

“For your information, I’m taking you on a date with Jason.”

Her jaw drops. “What? Colin. No! That’s...that’s...”

“Exactly what you want?” 

She’s speechless.

“I can feel, like, your emotions and stuff sometimes,” I tell her as I return to face the mirror and brush out my long hair. “And when Jason’s around you get all gooey and gross. So I figured, this is what you want.”

She takes the brush from my hands and begins wiping the mess I’ve made of the makeup off my face.

“This is just a business date,” she insists.

“That’s not actually a thing.”

“Then it’s just friends.”

“Ha. No. Mom. Your body got...” I stop. Blush to the tip of my nose. “Horny for him,” I stage whisper. God, it’s so weird saying that. Even weirder feeling that.

She pauses, fighting a crooked smile, then resumes dabbing my face with concealer and blush before setting to work on my eyes and lips. As she makes me up she tells me about the presentation. How she—I—saved the day when Morgan dropped her cards. And then Morgan invited me to her dorm.

“Really?” I exclaim and nearly cause her to poke me in the eye with the eyeliner. “Oh my god. Thanks, mom! Did you go?”

“Of course I went.”

“And?”

“It was nice. We had a good time.”

“That’s all?”

She’s blushing.

“Mom? What did you do?”

“Well, I guess you’re going to find out at some point. We...uh...we had sex.”

“Are you kidding me?” I jolt back. “My mom had sex with my crush before I did? Tell me I made her cum.”

“I think so.”

“Well, there’s that. But still...mom...control my hormones.”

“I couldn’t help it. Like you said, I felt what your body wanted and I couldn’t fight it.”

I really can’t say anything. Not after what I did in mom’s body this morning. And I can’t even blame her feelings for that. That was just me wanting to play with tits.

When she finishes making me up I look amazing. Smoky eyes. A dash of blush on my cheeks. Luscious, inviting lips. My hair falling down around my shoulders in ruby waves.

She sets out a work outfit for me to wear.

“Nuh-uh,” I say, scotting past her and flicking through her clothes rack. I find a simple black dress. Backless and slinky.

I shoo mom out of the room and take off my work clothes before slipping into the dress. It covers me in all the right places and is cut just low enough to reveal a hint of my cleavage without being slutty. I turn in the mirror, admiring myself from all angles. The dress is slimming, hugging mom’s curves and accentuating her figure.

“You sure it’s not too much?” She asks nervously.

“It looks great on you,” I say, admiring mom’s ass in this thing. “You’ll definitely have to report to HR about all this tomorrow.”

“Colin!” She squeaks, a sound I didn’t even know my voice could make.

Jason arrives a little before six and mom lets him in. They make awkward small talk while I find some low heels before coming down to join them. Jason is in the foyer, looking hunky. A casual navy blue button-down stretched across his body. By the way mom is blushing and gibbering on, I guess she still feels attracted to him.

“Don’t have too good of a time,” she says, as we slip out the door.

Jason takes me to this little Japanese place he likes. I try to remember what mom would eat before giving up and just surreptitiously texting her when I go to the toilet.

Even though the atmosphere is more relaxed, Jason seems a little more tense. Laughing too much. Making nervous remarks. I think he likes me. We settle in as our conversation unwinds. I try to steer away from science fiction stuff and ask him about his life, trying to remember as much as I can so I can relay it to mom if—when—we swap back.

The wine helps. We each have two glasses and then I feel fuzzy and warm. I can’t suppress mom’s feelings for Jason. They play out in my own nervous laughter. My red cheeks. The fact that I just want to keep looking at him.

I’m surprised that we’re not the oldest people at the concert. We sit in the back of the small, dark venue and Jason points out his friend, who’s up onstage playing guitar. It’s mellow rock. Mom rock, basically. It’s too loud to talk, which is good. Instead, I bop along to it, letting my body move to the rhythm. I bump Jason with my hips and encourage him to join me. He’s bashful but I pull him up and soon we’re dancing awkwardly together, but neither of us cares how awkward we look.

After a few more drinks and a lot more music the band says goodnight. Jason escorts me to his car and opens my door before scooting around to sit in the driver’s seat.

“That was fun,” Jason says.

“Yeah, it was,” I agree, twirling a lock of hair around one of my fingers as I gaze at him. “It would be a shame to end the night so soon.”

“What do you suggest?”

“Well...my son is at my house so we can’t go back there...” I trail off and leave the suggestion dangling.

“Would you like to come back to my place?”

“Why, Jason, that is an excellent idea.”

His place is small but tidy for a bachelor. Good, I can tell mom he’s not one of those man-child types looking for a mom. Though, ironically, he’s found one.

He uncorks a glass of wine as I look around his place, then offers me a seat on the couch. He joins me and we clink glasses. We sip and rest our glasses on the glass coffee table. I turn to him, propping an arm up on the back of the couch.

“I have a confession to make,” he grins. God, he’s so cute when he grins and the little dimples appear. “I didn’t actually have an extra ticket tonight. When you asked to come I had to scramble to buy one. Probably paid way too much for it,” he adds with a laugh. “Not that I’m saying you have to pay me back. Or...” The thought occurs to him and he blushes. “...that you owe me...anything for it.”

I laugh and lean closer. “I have a confession, too.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah.”

I rest my hand on his and kiss him. His lips are surprisingly soft. The stubble of his upper lip and the scent of his sandalwood cologne doing delightful things to mom’s body. He kisses me back, mouth opening to welcome me. He scoots closer to me and cups my chin. His hand is large and rough and mom’s face fits perfectly against it.

Our kisses are tentative at first as we probe each other, silently asking consent through gestures and touch, growing wilder as we explore our boundaries until our hands are roaming over each other. I stroke the broad muscles beneath his shirt, the solid arms, the scratchy stubble of his face, my fingers gliding into his short, dark hair. He tastes like wine along with an undertone of something more primal, something that makes mom’s body echo with desire.

We kiss for a long time, exploring each other as the pressure builds inside me. The same pressure from this morning but now I have someone else to help me release it. Someone this body craves.

He pulls away and stares into my eyes. “You’re so beautiful,” he breathes, and it makes mom’s body pulse.

He’s a gentleman and may not have even tried anything except that I begin unbuttoning his shirt, spreading it aside to drag my fingers over his warm, solid chest. That seems to open a dam within the both of us and our desperate hands grip and squeeze and pull, yanking our clothes off and tossing them aside in a flurry of activity as we rise and kiss our way to his bedroom.

I push him onto the bed with a laugh and he sits down. The bed bounces beneath him. He’s broad and tall and naked, his cock rising to meet me. Before he can say anything I drop to my knees between his legs and wrap my tits around his cock. I use mom’s breasts to slowly jack him off, watching his cock disappear between my cleavage and reappear again, feeling the warmth gliding between my tits, the sticky bead of precum sliding across my skin.

I’ve never seriously considered sucking a guy’s dick before but mom’s body is delighted by Jason’s cock so close to her so, on her instinct, I open my lips and swallow him. I could never imagine my mom giving a blowjob but here I am sucking her coworker’s dick with her own lips. I drag mom’s lips down his shaft, filling myself. His cock slips across my tongue, bringing with it a musky saltiness. I pull up, leaving his shaft shiny with saliva, then drop back down, taking him all in. My tits dangle from my chest and I play with myself as I blow him, fingers running across my delightfully sensitive skin. He groans and the sound makes me shudder with delight, echoing between my legs.

“Jesus,” he groans as I tease the underside of his shaft with my tongue.

I’ve had a dick long enough that I think I know what feels good, and I use mom’s lips and tongue and hands to play out my fantasies. Stroking and sucking and cupping his balls I work him slowly. He’s hard as iron wrapped in velvet between my lips. My thighs ache with emptiness. A bead of juice slides slowly down my inner thigh. I cannot end like this. Not with mom’s body wet and dripping.

I push him back and straddle him, lifting one leg to guide him up against my entrance. All hesitance is lost. All second thoughts gone. I need him inside me. His head meets my pussy and I sink down slowly, savoring each inch as he spreads mom’s pussy apart and fills me. Our groins rest together and I hold him inside me. Christ, he feels perfect. Full and warm. I’ve never felt closer to anyone than I do to Jason as I begin to rock slowly.

He grips my hips, thrusting up gently as I thrust down. My tits bounce as I move and I reach up to grab them, delighted to play with them. I fondle and bob them, aware that Jason is watching me with a look of total lust. I gaze into his eyes and gather one tit. Bring it to my mouth and suck on my nipple.

“God, that’s so fucking hot,” he moans, gliding up into me.

I swirl my tongue around my sensitive nipple, stuffing as much of my tit into my mouth as I can get before reaching up with my free hand and tweaking my other nipple. I pinch softly, the slight crack of pain shooting straight to the ache in my core and building the pressure. We rock like this, me undulating mom’s body back and forth, one tit in my mouth. Him beneath me, grunting as he thrusts up, hitting spots I didn’t even know existed.

We rock faster until he’s thrusting in a steady rhythm, each pound shaking my body, making my tits jiggle. I drag down harder, grinding on him, filling myself with him as I shudder and moan, mom’s little noises making us both hornier.

“Oh, yes, Fuck me,” I beg. “Oh yes. Oh yes!” My voice rises in pitch. I sound like the horniest slut in a porno but Jason loves it, grunting and pounding into me, his hands on my hips gripping me like steel girders as he fucks me.

“Oh! Oh! Ohhh!” I cry around my nipple as the pressure suddenly bursts.

I throw my head back and utter a strangled cry as pleasure lights up my brain. My entire body shivers as Jason empties himself into me. His warmth mingles with my own, his throbbing cock making me vibrate as I continue rocking through the orgasm. Pleasure washes through me in deep waves, carrying me away.

The room returns slowly. Jason still grips my hips, grinning up at me. I release my tits and lean down to kiss him, dragging my hands through his hair. I roll off him, mom’s body feeling strangely empty but thoroughly fucked.

I hope I did my job.
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Rebecca
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I wake the next morning in a stranger’s bed. Not my son’s. For a second I’m startled and I sense a presence in the bed next to me. Turning, I feel my breasts shift on my chest, a welcome weight I didn’t even realize I missed. Jason beneath the covers beside me. His eyes crack open and when he sees me he smiles.

“Morning, gorgeous,” he rumbles.

“Morning,” I say, dumbstruck.

I’m naked and my thighs are sticky. I know exactly what Colin did in my body last night. I lean down to kiss Jason and follow my son’s lead.
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Colin
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I wake in the morning in my own bed. And, even better, in my own body. There’s a text from Morgan on my phone:

Miss you

Lying on my stomach, I text her back: Miss you too

I missed out on our first time. But, thanks to mom, I plan to have plenty more times.

# # #
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​Thank you!
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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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Also by M. Wills
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Visit http://bodyswapstories.com/ for all my latest stories, including:
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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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Swapped by the Mob

A man is forced to work out his debt to the mob by swapping into his wife's body and serving at an upscale brothel.
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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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Friends With Benefits 2

After watching Annie possess Kylie and have her fun, Phil gets jealous and plots to make the possession skull his.
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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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