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		I pulled into the driveway after another late night at the office. For the past couple of weeks, seeing my low beams sweep across the front porch was guaranteed. Every year was the same: budget cuts, layoffs, and the rest of us feeling the leashes pull harder on our necks as we had to pick up the slack and work ten-hour days. I dragged myself up the front steps, fetched my keys, and dreamed of snoozing for a month straight as I walked in.

		The sitter, Sonya was waiting in the living room.

		“It’s about freakin’ time, Mr. Mason,” she greeted me. “Your wife said seven. It’s past eight.” She gave a loud sigh and crossed her arms, as if my delay was putting a serious hold on her entire life—whatever life nineteen-year-old high school dropouts could look forward to.

		I didn’t like her. I didn’t like that her denim shorts practically showed the bottom of her ass, and that she clearly wasn’t wearing a bra. I didn’t like that she dyed her hair platinum blonde. Only certain girls are platinum blonde, I thought.

		“Tough night?” I asked, laying down my briefcase and loosening my tie.

		“Nope. Isabel slept like a baby. Well, because she is a baby.” She reached her hand out, palm open, fingers beckoning for the one incentive for why she was even here.

		I gave her tonight’s payment.

		She looked insulted. “That’s all you got? Hey, I worked overtime. You think I’m watching your poodle, or something? I had to feed her, and change her diaper, and read to her, and…”

		I was tired. I was fed up. “Then go work at McDonald’s if you’re unsatisfied,” I told her. “That’s what’s so great about our country. You can work anywhere you like.”

		“I should. They raised their wages recently. I’d make more.”

		The blood vessels in my forehead were pounding fiercely.

		Normally, I didn’t deal with the sitter. But my wife, Carmen—who had hired Sonya from a friend’s recommendation—had been moved to the evening shift at the local news station. So, more often than not, it was me who had to have the money ready.

		I sacrificed an extra twenty. I was prepared to hear her complain again, at which point I’d remind her how easy these whiny zoomers had it. But, no, all they did was bitch and moan. In this world, you worked and earned a paycheck. That was life. And they should stop relying on handouts.

		But she accepted the money, saving me from a worse headache.

		“Thanks,” she said, with a tone that was not thankful. “See you tomorrow.”

		I watched her leave, giving even more attention to her ridiculous outfit. I didn’t know who Sonya’s mother was, but any decent woman should not allow their daughter to look like such trash. If I hadn’t known Sonya was our sitter, I might’ve mistaken her for a prostitute.

		I checked on Isabel before taking my briefcase into my study, where I discovered that my thoughts weren’t finished with Sonya for tonight. Because pink lacy panties were laying in my chair. Just right in the middle of the seat. I picked them up with my fingertips, wondering how the hell a person could forget their damn underwear…

		Why was she at my desk? I wondered.

		I turned on my computer. I didn’t have it password-protected, which was suddenly a foremost concern. Nothing appeared tampered with until I went through the most recent browser history. Sonya, it seemed, had visited a website called HOTCAMSCENTRAL—which, I learned, was a pornographic camgirl website.

		My gaze went to the webcam clamped to the top of the monitor.

		I had no proof. If she had an account, she was logged out. But I was entirely certain that, while Isabel had been asleep, Sonya had been undressing on camera in my study in my house, and she was stupid enough—or drugged-up enough, for all I knew—to leave her panties behind.

		Unfortunately, I couldn’t share this information with my wife until much later. I was already in bed when I finally heard her come in after midnight. As a married couple with different shifts, we hardly ever saw each other, except on weekends, by which point we were both dead tired and just trying to prepare for the next week.

		Sometimes, it seemed like a never-ending cycle that I couldn’t escape from.

		Carmen changed her clothes for a nightgown and slipped into bed. I didn’t want today’s revelation to wait.

		“Honey, I learned something about our sitter,” I said.

		“What?” Carmen said, already situating herself on her side and closing her eyes.

		“I found evidence that she was using my webcam in my study. And I think she was doing…well let’s just call it perverted things.”

		My wife’s eyes blinked open. “Sonya? Don’t be ridiculous. I knew her through our church. And she’s been terrific and always on time ever since I started using her.”

		I considered reminding my wife that churches weren’t always morally reputable these days, especially with some of those priests. “But…”

		“Harry, I’m tired.”

		My mind drifted to Sonya’s shorts again. I despised the amount of skin she showed, but it definitely stirred something deep inside me. It made me remember that it’d been a long time since Carmen and I had been intimate. I started rubbing her thigh underneath the sheets, hoping to arouse those same feelings in her. Certainly my dick was straining. I brought her hand over to feel it and understand the implication I was trying to make.

		“I’m not in the mood,” she mumbled.

		I surrendered. Then I asked: “When do you think we can go to Hawai‘i?” It was a trip we’d planned to do after the birth of our first child, but it kept getting pushed back.

		“I don’t know,” she said. “Isabel comes first.”

		Meaning: Isabel’s used up all the money in our vacation fund.

		It was an hour later before I finally found sleep, with my wife snoring on top of me.

		To catch Sonya in the middle of whatever dirty acts she was committing inside my house—while babysitting, for Christ’s sake—I took it upon myself. First, I purchased some indoor security cameras and installed one in the study. I didn’t hook it to the wall, where I figured it would be obvious; I hid it on the bookshelf next to the desk, with a clear vantage point of my chair and computer. Then I trusted its motion detection feature to let me know when Sonya was up to no good again.

		I only had to wait until next week.

		It was around four o’clock in the afternoon—not long after Carmen’s weekday shift started. I was alone in my office when a new notification sound came through on my phone. Sure enough, it was what I’d anticipated: the security camera hidden in the bookshelf had detected motion, and now I was presented with a live feed. All my muscles tightened with anger as I watched our sitter turn on my computer, take my seat, and start removing articles of clothing while seductively…well, not dancing. Not with that kind of gyrating and thrusting.

		People were free to do whatever pleased them. And if Sonya wanted to completely debase herself by acting like some whore for the internet, that was completely fine. But not on my property. Not in my damn house.

		I told my boss I had an emergency to tend to. I didn’t think it was a lie.

		Ten minutes later, I was speeding down the highway and overtaking cars with my speedometer’s needle hovering just below ninety. I fishtailed through an intersection, nearly sideswiping a minivan.

		The footage wasn’t enough. I had to be there in person. I had to take her zoomer attitude down a big notch.

		The tires squealed as I stopped at the curb. Then I ran inside, fumbling for my keys and nearly slamming the door off its hinges as I barged through.

		Everything I’d seen on the camera was the truth. I found Sonya in my study, wearing not a single goddamn piece of clothing, and sitting in front of my computer, broadcasting her nude nineteen-year-old body to however many filthy weirdos on the internet.

		“Sonya!” I said. “Your babysitting days are finished!”

		“Mr. Mason!” she half shrieked, one arm swooping over her small, perky breasts—although I’d already seen them plenty on the video. She jumped up from the seat, and her other hand covered her crotch. “I wasn’t doing anything!”

		“Bullshit,” I said, going over to the bookshelf and grabbing the camera. Justice served, I thought happily. “It’s bad enough the way you dress, but I’ve tolerated it. I won’t tolerate you using my computer for your filthy habits, while you should be looking after my infant daughter.”

		“Isabel’s asleep,” she said.

		“I don’t care! My wife and I are paying you to be a sitter. We welcomed you into our home with trust. And if this is how you spend your time, you don’t deserve our trust anymore.”

		Sonya came around the desk. Her hands dropped away, allowing my eyes to see her nineteen-year-old nude body. I hated that there was some part of my mind that could ignore the severity of her actions and appreciate her sexiness. Her shoulders were slender, her hips were alluringly wide, and she had a little bush of hair above her privates. Outside of porn stars, I’d never seen a naked woman as attractive as she was—which felt like a deep betrayal to my beautiful wife.

		She walked over, her long platinum-blonde hair flanking her breasts. “How long did it take you to find a sitter?” she asked.

		“Almost a month,” I said, fighting repugnance.

		“And your wife only hired me because I accepted lower rates.”

		“So what?”

		Sonya dropped to her knees. I almost jumped out of my skin when she grabbed the front of my slacks. “I’m just saying,” she said. “It’d be really hard to find another sitter. They’re so expensive.”

		“What are you—no, I’m the one in control here.” And older, I thought. That mattered. These damn zoomers were nothing but entitled crybabies.

		But my criticism took a pause when Sonya pulled my cock out. I assumed I was just too stunned at this point—not just from the way the sitter was acting, but also from my damn body getting an erection. Her eyes widened, as if she were setting her sights on something very appetizing, and her lips stretched around the head of my member with ease and enthusiasm.

		No, no, just make her stop, I told myself, while the sounds of sucking and slurping intensified.

		I couldn’t even recall how long it had been since Carmen had given me a blowjob. We’d been more open-minded in our younger days. After childbirth, we only humped in the sheets every so often. And Sonya was quick and energetic, swallowing the girth and length of my cock as if her throat was elastic. I trembled on my feet, feeling my sexual desire overtake all my feelings of honor and devotion. I heard my wife’s vows echo through my head as Sonya started massaging my balls too.

		It didn’t take long. The lack of use made me trigger-happy. Soon I groaned, and Sonya’s luscious lips attached to my shaft and never let go as I shot my load into her mouth. The rhythm of her mouth sucking in tandem with my ejaculations was incredible, and I’d never felt more drained and satisfied.

		“Uhhhh,” I muttered, confused and hurting. Not in my body. My soul.

		The sitter licked her lips and stood up. “I bet that felt good, didn’t it, Mr. Mason? I look forward to an extra tip, if you don’t mind. I’m doing more than the average sitter.”

		My brain put the pieces together. No one would just accidentally forget their underwear. With my cock deflating, I said, “You set this up, didn’t you? You wanted to suck my dick.”

		She shrugged. “Well, you don’t pay for shit. I gotta earn money however I can. Which is why I’m camming in the first place.”

		It made me so mad. I stabbed my finger into her shoulder. “You should be ashamed of yourself. Young people are supposed to go to college and get an education.”

		She stabbed me back. “You’re a judgmental boomer loser.”

		“I’m not a boomer—”

		“I’m not smart enough for college,” she said, her eyes shining a little. “Babysitting and sucking your dick is the best I can do. Otherwise, about the only place that’ll hire me is some sleazy truck stop. I’m not good with computers. I don’t have a driver’s license. I can barely write my own name. So, take your privilege and shove it up your ass, Mr. Mason.”

		I sighed. “I’m sorry. But I still want you gone.”

		Instead of crying, she smiled and gave me the middle finger. “We’ll see about that,” she said, grabbing her clothes.
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		After so many years of working in the office and pulling myself out of bed at the crack of dawn to quick-start my exhausted mind with an injection of coffee, I was a bit perplexed to rouse and notice sunlight. Too much of it. Had my damn alarm clock not gone off? I wondered, hypothesizing another power outage that had bitten me a couple of times in the past. Groggily, I waved my hand at where I thought the table with the alarm clock was.

		I kept swiping air.

		My wife’s arm was around me. She had a tighter grip than usual. Yawning, I tried to pry myself loose of her sleeping embrace, feeling how heavy and muscular that arm was. Strands of her hair were in my face too. Each time I brushed them away, they came back.

		Okay, just let me out of here, honey, I thought, I gotta get to…

		Now with clear vision, I saw my wife. But it wasn’t my wife. There was a man lying next to me. Some random young guy! I opened my mouth in shock and nearly screamed, but covered my mouth and suppressed it at the last second. He was asleep. I didn’t want to wake him. I wanted to figure out what the hell was happening and—

		This bedroom wasn’t even mine.

		I didn’t even know whose it was. There were football posters. Someone had an obsession with the Seattle Seahawks.

		A whole bunch of possible explanations ran through my mind: I was dreaming, I was drugged and hallucinating, I was sleepwalking, something. But that list was narrowed down almost immediately when I flapped my hand at this stupid hair in my eyes again and realized it wasn’t someone else’s. It was attached, and it was a familiar shade of platinum blonde.

		I slowly sat up and peeled a white sheet off my body.

		“Oh shit.”

		The guy stirred. “Hm, what? Sonya? What time is it?”

		I leapt out of bed like the damn thing was on fire, nearly tripping over the mess of clothes on the carpet. This reaction resulted in my body jiggling in uncomfortable ways. I raised my hand toward him. “Stay back, man. I took a class in martial arts in middle school. Just…don’t come any closer.”

		The dude sat up and blinked at me. “Sonya, what’s wrong?”

		Sonya. Sonya.

		Oh God.

		I slowly retreated into the bathroom, which happened to be in nearly the same location as my home—although the smelly hamper of overflowing clothes wasn’t mine. Neither were the jock straps. I locked the door and went to the mirror to find answers. And unfortunately I did.

		The tan, naked body of my nineteen-year-old sitter stared back, with an unusually shocked expression and a gaping mouth. Platinum blonde hair hung all the way down to my elbows. And while I was still certainly human, with eyes, a nose, and a mouth, those tits on my chest were anything but normal. Between those and the little patch of pubic hair between my legs—and nothing else—I was nearly having a panic attack.

		This wasn’t possible! How could I be a girl? How could I be her?

		“Oh shit,” I said again.

		That bitch. Normally I avoided that word, but in this case it was entirely appropriate. She’d stolen my body. I had no proof, but there was no other possibility. After what I’d said and the way I’d treated her, she’d done this to me. Somehow.

		After probably ten minutes of gawking at myself, I settled down.

		I’d scared myself into needing to pee.

		The whole thing was humiliating: having to sit down, feeling it exit through my groin in a weird place, and then needing to use toilet tissue to clean that region. Sure, I was accustomed to the simpler ways of being a man, but I was married; I knew the process for ladies. Although Sonya wasn’t a lady, and intentionally increasing her risk for a UTI crossed my mind.

		On the other hand, that UTI would’ve been mine if I didn’t find a way back.

		After flushing, I exited the bathroom, figuring the best plan right now was to not draw attention to myself. Which started off pretty easy, because Sonya’s boyfriend had already gone back to sleep. I thought he looked familiar. Like he was some football player I’d seen in the newspaper, but I couldn’t pinpoint his face. The mystery didn’t last for long. In this football-themed room—definitely his room—were newspaper clippings, and one of them detailed how high school senior DILLON HODGES had caught three touchdown passes.

		Funnily, I’d imagined Sonya dating some trashy biker. That’d be up her alley. Dillon seemed like some normal jock.

		Among the clothes scattered on the floor, I found hers. Or mine now. The underwear was a red thong. Cringing to my core, I slipped it up my shapely, tan legs. There was barely enough fabric to cover my privates. The rest was straps—including one that went snugly into my ass crack. I recognized the denim shorts. And finally there was a shirt too short to be a dude’s, and evidently designed to show my midriff.

		No bra. And the crop top pressing against my nipples made me aware of how sensitive they were.

		Then I began looking around for the rest of her stuff.

		Dillon woke up again. “What’s the matter?” he asked, rubbing his eyes. I tried not to dwell on the fact that he was butt-ass naked. Did zoomers not wear clothes to bed?

		“Have you seen my keys anywhere?” I asked.

		“Keys? You…don’t have a car.”

		Damn, that’s right. “I need to borrow yours, then.”

		“Uh…okay.”

		“Where’s my wallet? Or purse? Whatever I brought that has my license.”

		“You don’t have a license either, Sonya. Are you sure you’re okay?”

		I’d learned all this before, but now it really stunned me. What nineteen-year-old didn’t have a license?

		I saw Dillon’s keys. “Look, I gotta go,” I said.

		“Are you sure you don’t want me to drive?” he offered, starting to sit up and causing that sheet to slip more off his athletic body.

		“No,” I said sternly, stopping him before I saw another man’s dick. “Just stay there. Please. I’m acting a little weird now, but everything will be fine later.”

		He just looked dumbfounded.

		It was a nice house. And the lucky bastard drove a brand-new Chevy Blazer, probably purchased by his parents. I would’ve loved a new car, but Carmen and I having a baby had eaten into all of my savings: vacation, car, and even my investments. I hopped in, backed out of the driveway, and found some roads I recognized before heading toward my house.

		It was a weekday. Carmen might be home, or she might be getting groceries. Sonya would be at work—if in fact this was a body swap. I wanted to tell my wife first. In person.

		I’d always hated Sonya. Even back when my wife hired her. I’d always known there was something off.

		I kept focusing on the plan. If I didn’t, I would go insane really thinking about the details.

		Not long later, I was at my address. My wife’s car was in the driveway. I rushed up to the doorbell and buzzed it several times, but I got no answer. A long time ago, she used to keep a key to the front door underneath the front doormat for emergencies, but she’d stopped that habit after I’d complained about someone possibly breaking into the house. When I looked underneath the mat and saw nothing, I regretted my past self’s advice.

		I worried nonstop.

		If Sonya was capable of swapping our bodies, what else had she done? Was Carmen okay? Was Isabel okay? Why was no one answering? Was Sonya a psycho who would hold my family hostage? Fear made everything seem possible.

		“Hey!” I shouted, banging on a window. “Carmen! It’s me! Harry!” I went around, trying other windows, making as loud of a racket as I could, screaming her name.

		I was up to the point of picking out a brick from the flowerbed and smashing my way inside when a cop car pulled up. A big, burly officer emerged from the driver’s seat. “Ma’am?” he said. “Is this where you live?”

		“Yes! I’m trying to get inside,” I explained, panting and still wielding a hefty brick.

		“Let me see some ID first.”

		That I didn’t have. But surely he recognized someone being truthful. “I own the house, the mortgage is in my name,” I went on. “That’s my wife’s car. She could be in trouble. Can you help me get inside? Or can you call her? I swear all this is true”

		His expression didn’t seem so sure.

		I had the appearance of a nineteen-year-old girl. I probably looked like a lunatic.

		“Let’s go down to the station and sort this out,” he said, reasonably.

		“What? There’s nothing to sort out—”

		“Ma’am, just calm down.”

		“Don’t tell me to calm down! This is crazy! You’re being crazy!”

		For the first time in my life, I wound up handcuffed in the back of a police car. I saw the old woman who lived next door standing outside. She must’ve called in about some crazy girl trying to break into the Mason house. I hated that old bitch too. She complained all the damn time about our satellite dish causing her to have headaches. She should’ve been in a nursing home.

		When the cop car rounded the corner, I looked back and saw my wife and Isabel on the sidewalk. They were fine. They’d just gone on a walk. I didn’t think they saw me.

		At the station, they more or less treated me like a minor. The handcuffs came off, and I waited in a room until my mom arrived. Sonya’s mom, that was. She was a big lady, and she walked with a limp and wore a dingy nightdress. She drove a rusted old Ford truck that backfired. And she didn’t seem surprised to find her daughter in a police station.

		Okay, I can see why Sonya doesn’t have high hopes for her future, I thought, as I rode out to a trailer park next to what looked like a swamp. Our destination was a camper converted into a trailer. It had probably been white once, but now it was brown and yellow. The air in that trailer park smelled like sewage.

		I supposed it opened my eyes a little bit. Suddenly I could understand why Sonya was desperate for cash. Maybe she wanted to get a car and leave this town forever. I wouldn’t have blamed her, growing up like this. Having her body didn’t make me knowledgeable of her motives, but anyone could connect the dots.

		What she’d done was still utter bullshit, though.

		Her bedroom was literally falling apart. The floor was rotting, there was a hole in the ceiling with insulation hanging out, and too many water stains to count. Oh, and the toilet was outside—an outhouse, essentially. I sat myself on her mattress. It felt like a concrete slab. Across from where I sat was a poster with a Hawai‘ian beach, pristine and beautiful, and everything this place wasn’t. She probably wished it was a portal she could just walk through.

		You and me both, I thought.
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		It was lunchtime, and I wasn’t hungry—not even with a BLT in front of me. A couple of Sonya’s friends had picked me up from the trailer park this morning. I didn’t even know their names, but it was better to be in their company than to have to exist in that dump for any longer. The three of us were seated outdoors at a sandwich shop. Mr. Kiss-A-Lot and Ms. Kiss-A-Lot spent most of the time sucking each other’s faces off across from me.

		I was still grouchy. For a million damn reasons. And fed up with youth culture.

		“Can you, like, do that somewhere more private?” I said. “There are families here.”

		The girl turned around and looked at me. There were four seats, but she was using her boyfriend’s lap anyway. “What’s the matter, Sonya?” she said with a smirk. “That hunk of yours keeping his pants on too much lately? You’re usually the one getting the most freaky.”

		I glared at them.

		My body felt so gross, as if this skin were literally filthy and I needed to go home, take it off, and put it through a wash cycle with my other clothes.

		Ms. Kiss-A-Lot: “So how’s your plan working?”

		“What plan?” I said.

		“Dating some guy just because his family’s loaded. Hoping you get a piece of the pie. I’d want the same from Mike here, but he can’t even afford gas.”

		“Hey, wait a second…” Mike started.

		“Just kidding, hot stuff. Luckily you got a huge dick.”

		And they went right back on to smooching, with Mike’s girlfriend practically humping his groin in public, and his hands squeezing her ass.

		How does someone even get friends like these? I thought. If this was the bottom of the scale, my wife Carmen would’ve been considered a prude back in high school. We didn’t even have sex until we were in our twenties. It would’ve been nice to have more, but I respected her as a human being. Sonya’s friends were just animals.

		I thought about heading back to the house again. If Carmen was home this time, I might be able to convince her who I really was. And she didn’t have a reason to distrust me; I looked like our sitter, not some random stranger. I had my memories, things Sonya, in my body, couldn’t possibly know. In fact, I couldn’t even fathom that relationship continuing without problems, since Sonya was surely too stupid to live my life in my body.

		On the other hand, my wife and I barely saw each other.

		An impostor would probably have an easy time.

		There was another option.

		“Hey,” I spoke up, interrupting the young lovers. “Can I get a ride?”

		Ten minutes later, I was standing outside my office building. Assuming Sonya didn’t want to bring attention to herself, she’d be doing the same thing I was: going about her new life as best she could. Which painted a laughable picture in my head. Nonetheless, I was serious about getting my body back, and I marched in pretty much unnoticed, even without the look of a professional businessperson or an ID. I told Hank, our security guard, that I was meeting my father. I think my ass in these shorts made him forget to ask who my father was.

		At my office door, I barged in.

		Sure enough, my body—and actually handsomely dressed—was seated where it should be. My old eyes regarded me with a moment of panic. The impostor stood up. “Hello,” she said. “Can I assist you…young lady?”

		“Cut the crap,” I said. “I know it’s you, Sonya. Who else could it be?”

		My body looked a hell of a lot taller than usual. Or probably I was just shorter.

		“That’s a very interesting story—”

		“Do you want me to call my wife right now and tell her about our honeymoon? You’d have no memory of it. You think you can be me by looking like me, but you can’t. You’re a total fraud.”

		Sonya sighed and flopped down into the chair—a girlish movement, despite her male physique. “Okay, fine,” she said. “Yes, it’s me, Mr. Mason.”

		Well, we got that settled, I thought. And I felt more confident than ever about getting my body back. She didn’t know what she was doing. There was a game of Solitaire on her computer screen. She was probably way in over her head.

		“There’s just something I want to know first,” I said. “Why?”

		“Because you pissed me off,” she said. “I hate old people.”

		“But I’m not old…”

		“You think you know everything about people my age, and all you do is lecture, lecture, lecture, like my teachers, but you really know nothing. Nothing at all. You don’t know how hard it is.”

		Actually, I kind of did. She’d grown up in that trashy trailer park. From her appearance, I wouldn’t have guessed that. She might’ve dressed like a tramp, but she was clean, and she had a good-looking figure. Underneath her questionable fashion choices, there was an attractive young woman. And she was trying to use that attractiveness to get somewhere in life, because she didn’t have much else.

		“I’m sorry,” I said. “I saw where you lived. I assumed a lot about you before then. I didn’t know.”

		She swung back and forth in the chair like an impatient child. “Yeah, well, you still needed to walk in my shoes for a little while.”

		“How’d you do it?”

		“This,” she said, removing a ring from her index finger. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing when it floated a few inches above her palm. “Found it in the woods. When it glows, it lets me trade places with someone. But, like, we have to be close, and it has to be glowing, which it does after it recharges for a couple of weeks. I think it has to do with the moon cycle.”

		I saw that it didn’t appear to be glowing currently.

		“You just found it?” I said. “A magic ring? People just don’t find magic rings…”

		“I did. Why don’t you believe me?”

		“I do.”

		“I traded with my math teacher once to improve my grades. I think I want to trade with Taylor Swift, but I’d have to actually go to one of her concerts and get super close. I’d be so rich and successful as her.”

		Yeah, and THAT won’t cause chaos, I thought, sarcastically. But I started to feel more sympathetic. Like her, I’d always wished my life could be a little better: better house, better car, better salary. But her situation was worse. No question. When I was her age, I wouldn’t have minded looking like young Zac Efron. All the chicks were into him.

		“So,” I said. “May I please have my body back?”

		“When this dumb thing finishes recharging,” she said. “And I seriously need your help. Your boss—I mean, I think she’s your boss—keeps coming in and telling me to finish up some kind of budget reports, but I can’t even find where the internet is. And I thought since I’m an old white guy, she’ll just ignore me and make some intern do it.”

		“Sonya, I’m not old—”

		“And some guys invited me to play golf this afternoon. I can’t be in two places at once, playing golf and doing stupid reports, obviously. So…”

		Oh, for fuck’s sake.

		So, as weird as it was, in the body of a nineteen-year-old girl—and definitely not dressed in business-appropriate attire—I took my seat at my desk while Sonya went away to play golf with some executives who I’d teed off with a few times before. I didn’t predict she’d do very well, but most guys didn’t anyway. It was just an excuse to waste the budget while finding some place to talk about business other than in a boardroom.

		Right away I checked my email. There were fifty unread messages, most being junk, but several not. Sonya was right. Budget reports had been requested. Fine, whatever, I thought, getting used to my slender, girly fingers clacking the keys while I got a late start on the workload that my impostor had been ignoring.

		After a while, I wasn’t even bothered by my appearance. It felt normal being in my office and contributing toward my future carpal tunnel syndrome.

		Mainly I didn’t want Sonya to be fired. If she was fired, then I would be after we returned to my normal bodies. So already I was figuring I would have to do this every day until her magic ring was powered up again.

		At one point, the office phone rang. I picked it up automatically. “Yes, this is Harry spe—er, uh, Harry Mason’s office.”

		“Oh,” the woman on the other end said. “I was looking for Harry. My husband.”

		My heart dropped. Hearing Carmen’s voice instantly made me want to tell her everything, but I realized that I probably shouldn’t. Once Sonya and I changed places again, both our lives would go back to the way they were; there was no need to complicate things. So, while speaking directly to my wife, I pretended I hadn’t been married to her for the past seven years.

		“He just ran out,” I explained.

		“Do you work for Harry?”

		“Uh, yes. I’m his new secretary.”

		“It’s about time he got someone. The company is always giving him too much work to handle, and they refuse to hire anyone else.”

		“I’m happy to help.”

		Carmen only wanted to ask if I—Harry—wanted to go to the movies. I said I would pass the message along.

		Before the call ended, I blurted: “Hey, how’s Isabel?”

		My wife was silent for a moment. “My daughter? What about her?”

		“Harry showed me some photos. She’s the most adorable baby I’ve ever seen. I just wanted to ask and make sure she’s doing well, and sleeping all right, and if she needs anything.”

		“That’s real sweet, and she’s doing wonderful. We have a sitter who watches her, but she hasn’t shown up for a couple of days, so we’re using someone else.”

		Oh shit, I thought. That’s right. In all the turmoil of switching places and worrying about Sonya trying to do my job, I had forgotten about hers: being the sitter. But there was no way. Sonya didn’t have the training and experience to be me without help. I needed to be here and make sure my ass wasn’t kicked out after the next performance review.

		I wiped the sweat off my face. It was so hard not being honest. I never lied to my wife.

		Although I did let other women give me blowjobs. That made my loyalty a lie.

		Whatever, that was irrelevant now.

		After making significant headway in my workload, the office door opened. Once again, I was so deeply in the groove of being in my office and completing my usual tasks that, initially, it didn’t bother me to see my boss, Susan, walk in. To men in these halls, she had a reputation for being a devil in human skin. So her smile upon seeing me was weird.

		“Hello,” she said. “Um, who are you?”

		“Oh, I’m Sonya,” I answered. “I guess I’m…Harry’s secretary?”

		“Are you asking me if you’re Harry’s secretary?”

		“No. Sorry. I am Harry’s secretary.”

		“But we’re not hiring.”

		“He personally hired me.”

		“He can’t do that.”

		I stood up. My inappropriate outfit drew her attention. “Harry’s been swamped. He and his wife just had their first child recently, and he’s a family man, and the long hours are really straining him. I went to business school. I know what I’m doing. Just give me a second, and I’ll have those overdue budget reports finished and in your inbox.” I didn’t know what explanation I would give when I’d opened my mouth. It had turned out to be quite honest. “He’s paying me. It’s coming out of his salary. Not the company’s.”

		Susan came over. I’d heard stories. I wouldn’t have been surprised if she had suddenly grabbed my hair and dragged me off the premises like some stray mutt.

		Instead, she continued to have the smile.

		“To work in this company, you need appropriate clothing. I’ll loan you some.”

		I was stunned.

		“And watch out for the men around here, sweetie. If they so much as look at you the wrong way, let me know. I’ll make sure they can’t find work in this town ever again.”

		Incredible.

		To be on Susan’s good side, I just needed to have a vagina.
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		It was hard to believe things could get even weirder after being a victim of unwanted body swapping from the sitter, but it did. With the magic ring’s recharging aspect now understood, I had no choice but to start dressing like a businesswoman while doing my usual job. And I did most of it; Sonya pretty much never showed. She sensed that she was fairly useless. And if she was around, she was usually on the office sofa looking at social media on her phone, formerly my phone, laughing in a way that was more giggly than any sound I’d ever made.

		A week went by. I was in the ladies’ washroom—which I now remembered to use. The surreality of my situation stared back at me in the mirror. I was wearing a maroon blouse with lace trim and a beige pencil skirt. I might’ve had the body of a nineteen-year-old woman, but I looked downright sophisticated. And even a little sexy.

		My male temptation made me spin around, so I could check out my ass. It was a multipurpose ass too. It provided a nice cushion to sit on for long hours, and I got horny just looking at it, which was definitely not a shared sentiment with my own male butt.

		Okay, you know the rule we established, I told myself. You can’t give in. My reflection was an attractive lady, but it wasn’t my body. It was my sitter’s. And feeling sexual arousal for it was just as bad—or worse—than the time Sonya had given me a blowjob. I wasn’t a religious man, but I still felt like I needed to become one just to confess and repent for it.

		I longed for the day of all this being a distant memory. When I was old, my daughter was in school, and my experience with Sonya the sitter felt like a dream.

		Until then, I had work.

		I returned to my office. I was in the process of sitting when someone walked in.

		It was Dillon. Keeping up appearances, I’d shared the news of my new job. But I’d never anticipated he’d stop by—and with a Carl’s Jr. bag.

		“Holy shit,” he said.

		Initially, I thought his comment was directed at the office itself. Well, okay, to some young person who’s never been in an office, I suppose it’s kind of nice, I thought. Hey, I even had a fishtank. But no; his eyes were glued to me.

		I actually blushed. And half twirled. “Yeah? I look all right.”

		“All right? You look hot.”

		My nipples tingled. Some high school jock had told me I was attractive, and my nipples tingled. This body was bizarre.

		“I brought lunch,” he said, hoisting the bag and the drinks.

		“Cool,” I said, checking my little gold watch. “Damn, it is almost lunch. I had to leave early this morning and forgot breakfast, so I’m starving.”

		This whole thing made me think of Carmen bringing me lunch. I couldn’t remember it happening one time. But I understood the incentive. Dillon and I were alike. If I’d had a girlfriend as attractive as Sonya, I’d be bringing her lunch too—and hoping for the kind of dessert that wasn’t on a Carl’s Jr. menu.

		The burger was messy and delicious. Carmen had been cooking smaller portions for me at home, and she loathed fast food. So chomping my teeth down into a thousand calories of meat patties, bacon, gobs of sauce, and fries was like heaven to my taste buds. And besides, I was younger now; I had a metabolism. Eating all of it made my little tummy ache like it was going to burst, but damn if it wasn’t satisfying.

		“You’re different now,” Dillon commented, sucking down the last of his soda. He was seated on an ottoman, while I was on the desk.

		“Yeah?” I said. “How so?”

		“I dunno. You just seem to talk differently. You’re less obsessed with your phone. And now you have this job too. I mean, it seems like a big change.”

		“Yeah, I do feel like a different person now,” I joked along. “I guess I decided I needed to be an adult.”

		He got up and strutted over. Sonya’s body wasn’t that small. Maybe like five-foot-five. Fairly average on the female spectrum. But my new perspective sure did make Dillon seem like a hulking NFL player.

		I’d been avoiding intimacy. I was brave enough to be a woman and play along, but intimacy with another man was a step too far. It betrayed reality. It betrayed my marriage. It betrayed me. And yet Dillon leaned over me, his lips hovering just inches away, and I stared at them without flinching or cringing.

		“I like the new you,” he said, touching my arms.

		My heart skipped. My loins burned. My damn nipples tingled even more intensely. And then our mouths came together.

		If I’d been worried about the taste of another man’s mouth, I shouldn’t have been. He tasted like a cheeseburger. My lips mingled carefully. I was scared to give in because of what it meant, yet excited to be aroused after such a long drought at home. This is what you’re making me do, Carmen, I thought. I’m so desperate, I’ll even do it with a man.

		A good-looking, muscular man. And I squeezed those muscles of his, my little hands grasping mountains of biceps.

		From there, I gave in almost completely. It was fine. I was Sonya. And Sonya had a boyfriend. But there was definitely something more going on.

		Dillon squeezed one of my breasts. Being suddenly aware of their sensitivity made my mouth drop. Then I laughed. God, I had too many clothes on for this, and if I tried to remove my skirt and garter belt I’d just make a fool of myself.

		His tongue slipped in. I didn’t complain. He leaned in, until our bodies were pressing together, and I grabbed him and squeezed myself against him, finding his girth and mass all very erotic and exciting. I kissed him like he was a new, delicious food group, almost munching my lips on his face and having a turn with my own tongue, while I inhaled, moaned, and savored everything about him.

		And I realized: this was fun.

		I was having fun.

		Everything since the birth of my daughter had been chore after chore, but this…

		The door opened. Both of us turned our heads. The real Sonya was standing there.

		“Oh, uh,” I started, pushing my not-boyfriend away and wiping my lips. “Dillon, this is my boss, Mr. Mason.”

		“How do you do, sir?” Dillon said.

		Sonya looked stunned.

		Dillon: “Actually, I need to get going. Pick you up later, Sonya?”

		“Sure,” I said.

		He walked out and closed the door, leaving me and Dillon’s real girlfriend alone.

		Well. This just got awkward.

		Sonya crossed her arms. She’d been using some new aftershave. I swore its scent made me nauseous. “Excuse me?” she said. “Like, you think you can just start making out with my boyfriend now while I’m gone?”

		“He’s the boyfriend of this body,” I said, pointing at myself. “So, yeah, actually, I think I can. You’re sleeping in the same bed as my wife, and I’m not complaining.”

		“I started sleeping on the couch,” Sonya said. “Your wife snores so much.”

		I didn’t miss it. I was beginning to prefer Dillon’s bed anyway. He was completely quiet when he slept. And we spooned.

		My pretend boss sat down in her chair. Being the dutiful secretary I was, I cleaned up a little, stuffing all the leftovers of lunch into the trash can. My heart was still pounding after that intimate moment. I couldn’t stop trembling. A heap of naughty images went through my head, and none of them involved my wife.

		“I was just thinking,” Sonya said, “that I’m the one still in control here. When this ring gets its power back, nothing’s making me trade bodies again. I could stay as you.”

		I snorted. “And why would you want to be a married man in your thirties?”

		“Because I’d have your bank account and white male privileges. And your degree. I could just dump your wife and do anything.”

		This sounded like some kind of bluff. Male privileges, sure. But my bank account? She clearly hadn’t taken a look at the money I had. My generation and hers were both struggling.

		Then Sonya, demonstrating the Full Manspread, started to unzip her trousers. The location of her hand brought my attention to the sizable bulge already present there. When the fly and zipper were undone, the bulge was now confined to only her briefs, which rose through.

		“I keep trying to make your wife give me a handjob, but she’s such a bore. So, like, why don’t you do it? We already have a relationship history. I’ll consider us even after I caught you smooching my boyfriend.”

		Her logic was ridiculous.

		But she did have the ring. And I did fear the damage she might cause if she had reason to cause it. So, with a sigh, I went over to comply.

		“On your knees,” she insisted.

		I obeyed.

		She unveiled her erection. After years of looking down at the top of my cock, the underside was completely new to me, and thus I had a difficult time recognizing it. But I didn’t hesitate. I reached out, wrapped my fingers around her swollen shaft, and began rhythmically pumping my hand up and down. It felt huger in my tiny fingers, but I was getting used to that.

		“Whoa,” Sonya said, tilting her head back. “No wonder guys want to use their dicks all the time. This is so amazing.”

		“Mmhmm,” I said.

		“You better make me come.”

		“Oh, it’s pretty easy to do that.”

		While being her secretary—and essentially doing her job for her—I had thought I was becoming more sympathetic. But this crossed the line. And so did her threats. I thought about stealing her ring, but if I failed that, I would surely be doomed. And the damn thing was magic anyway. What if there were other conditions? Maybe it only worked for her? I didn’t even know how it worked, besides what little information she’d given me.

		I could have taken it. Her head was rolled back. That finger and that gold ring were right in my face, tempting me while she was lost in pleasure.

		But I didn’t.

		I knew something was wrong with me.

		Sonya shook and grunted, her pelvis thrusting repeatedly. Soon, there was creamy evidence of her climax: huge, white ropes exploded out of her cock, and splatted on her trousers.

		“Oh baby, oh yes,” she squealed. “Mmm! Oh!”

		Job finished, I removed my hand.

		She saw the mess. “Dude, why? Ew, it’s probably going to stain. Why didn’t you prevent that from happening?”

		“You didn’t tell me to,” I said.

		“Go get tissues, or something.”

		So, I cleaned up.

		After work, I met Dillon in his Chevy Blazer outside. I expected to be nervous after what had happened earlier, but I was happy to see him, and I was honestly smiling as I climbed into his car. We even kissed. It just felt automatic and natural.

		“I kind of have this surprise,” he said. “I’m not sure if I should tell you here or at home. But then my parents will probably beat me to it.”

		“What surprise?” I said. I couldn’t even begin to guess.

		“I told you we’re flying out to Hawai‘i for a week. Originally my aunt was going, but something came up and she can’t, so we have an extra ticket. I was wondering if you wanted to come. It’s next week, though, so if you’ve got plans…”

		Hawai‘i, I thought. Carmen and I had been setting aside money forever to go to Hawai‘i. With Isabel in our lives now, that vacation seemed more like a pipe dream. But Dillon’s folks were rich. They had a big house. He had a brand-new car. And they went on vacations.

		It is nice to have a boyfriend with a wealthy family, I thought, agreeing with Sonya.

		It seemed insane. Even more insane was my answer.

		“Yes,” I said. “I’d love to.”

		“You got some bikinis?” he asked with a smile.

		“Oh, I’ll buy some. Probably some skimpy ones.”
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		I needed some government ID before I could board any airline. Dillon’s folks were happy to help me get that taken care of. They even loaned me luggage.

		On the plane that took us across the Pacific, I kept asking myself: Is this crazy? It must’ve been, a little bit. For the longest time, I’d wanted to enjoy a vacation in Hawai‘i. And now I was about to, but not with my wife or my infant daughter. They were staying home while I was holding hands with some nineteen-year-old girl’s boyfriend.

		Reality seemed so messed up. It was like my brain couldn’t differentiate right from wrong anymore.

		The hotel was near Hanalei Bay. It was quintessential Hawai‘i: perfect sand, crystal-blue water, mountains in the background, and endless sunshine. Dillon and I shared a room—and a bed too—but we wasted no time leaving it to explore the beach.

		True to my word, I’d bought some bikinis.

		I knew they were appropriate, and I certainly had the body to wear them, but it didn’t stop me from feeling like I was walking out in public in my underwear. The red model I wore barely covered the essentials, and it kept digging into my ass crack. It’s okay, I told myself, fighting the urge to constantly yank it out. Panties do the same. Women wear these things. No one’s going to complain. And no one did, because I saw women just like me, with fantastically tan and sexy bodies wearing swimwear that made me look like a nun by comparison. All the men and women we saw were gorgeous. As Harry, in my flabby male body, I would’ve felt a lot more self-conscious.

		As Sonya, though…

		With my hunky, football-playing boyfriend…

		“What do you want to do?” Dillon asked me as we walked down the beach, hand in hand.

		“I don’t know,” I said.

		“I should try surfing lessons.”

		“Don’t even think about it,” I told him. “You’d break your neck. And probably lots of other body parts.”

		“Scuba diving?”

		He listed off possibilities. And I felt like I was going through an identity crisis.

		As a married man, I should’ve regretted all of this. But I wasn’t. I loved wearing my bikini, I loved the sand between my toes, I loved the sea breeze, and I even loved being attractive and young. It should’ve bothered me that I was enjoying all of this without my wife, but it didn’t. On the other hand, she hated the outdoors anyway. I couldn’t even recall the last time I’d seen her in a bikini—definitely not at any point after Isabel came into the world.

		Dillon and I headed into some trees on a sandy knoll. I was feeling dizzy, so I sat down on a palm tree that was growing out of the ground at a nearly ninety-degree angle. It served as an adequate bench. I started breathing hard.

		“Hey, is everything all right?” Dillon asked.

		“Yeah,” I chirped. “Sure. Probably just the hotel food arguing with my digestive system.”

		He sat down next to me. We had a perfect view of the ocean.

		At my age, I hadn’t really considered what I would do if I had the power to go back in time. There were obvious incentives, like getting rich from the stock market. I figured people older than me thought about that more often, because I wasn’t that old—unlike Sonya’s opinion. But being in her body and on this beach, it really felt like I’d traveled through time. And I could imagine that something in the time-stream had gone awry, and I’d been born a girl instead.

		It wasn’t upsetting.

		Dillon took my hand. Our feet swung a few inches off the ground.

		“I hate to admit this,” he started, “but I had thought about breaking up with you.” He looked like he was in pain from just admitting it.

		“What?” I said. “When?”

		“Before you seemed to change. Before your new job. Before you—” He laughed. “Before it was like you suddenly became someone else.”

		“I have become someone else,” I said.

		“I like her a lot.”

		“I like you too.”

		In high school, I’d always fantasized about a girl and I admitting we liked each other. And now here it was, a little late, and completely flipped around. I couldn’t even remember half the dates I’d gone on with Carmen. But this—with the beach, our sexy sweaty bodies, my nipples tingling—was magical.

		And it would’ve been more magical and more perfect if Dillon kissed me right then. And then he did. I’d only been his girlfriend for a couple of weeks, but it was like I knew him so well. His hand slipped around my waist and held me close; I reached around his muscular abdomen. As a straight guy, I had never considered being romantic with a man, but my new hormones had something to say about that. It was like my polarity had completely flipped. Tall, muscular, hunky—those were the attributes that got my engine running.

		It was so hot, just the two of us making out. I had no problem with keeping it at kissing, but I started to feel really, really horny from it. My loins were baking. And although I experienced no erection, my mind clearly understood the meaning of it.

		At some point, I loosened the reins.

		I held my hand against his perfect jawline and slipped and sucked my lips on every centimeter of his mouth, pulling and squeezing, while our tongues traded turns and made it a slobbery affair. In response, my hard nipples pressed achingly into the backside of my bikini top, swelling with so much blood that I thought they’d rupture.

		Then I pulled back with an exhale.

		I looked at Dillon. And I wanted him.

		And he knew it too. We were two lovers on the same wavelength.

		He untied my bikini top. My eyes took a scared look across the beach in front of us, but no one was around to see, and we were back in the trees and the shade anyhow. My handsome boyfriend then leaned down, purposing his mouth on my youthful, perky tits. His tongue swirled around my nipple, and my head snapped back hard. All the built-up sexual energy of this female body was finally coming out, and God was it incredible.

		“Oh shit,” I panted. “These are so cool.”

		“Hm?” he said, pausing.

		“Nothing. Just suck, and lick, and do everything to them.”

		I couldn’t believe how much my whole body was tingling. I rubbed my skin constantly. It was like an allergic itch, but wonderful instead of irritating. And after many nervous and quick breaths, I rubbed the epicenter: that heat inside my bikini bottoms. I’d started out respecting Sonya’s privacy, but after that sick handjob, I didn’t care anymore. And, well, her boyfriend was too damn handsome to say no to. I had no idea what I was doing. I felt the faintest impression of my vulva, and I just massaged my hand across it all, feeling that warmth grow more intense across my groin and in the area of my clitoris.

		Fuck, I thought, biting my bottom lip and moaning.

		I imagined this body as like winning a brand-new car—and now there was some error in the sweepstakes, and I’d have to give the car back. I didn’t want to. I’d drive to Canada to escape those bastards, dammit. They’d have to chase me and take it away from me.

		Dillon looked up at me with his dreamy eyes. “Can I eat you out?”

		Aw, so polite, I thought. Unlike the hooligans of my era.

		Maybe the zoomers weren’t so bad.

		I nodded. He dropped to the sand. “I tried to learn by watching some videos,” he said. “I hope it pleasures you.”

		“It’s okay,” I laughed. And it made me more relaxed because he was nervous.

		He had no reason to be.

		When he pulled my swim bottoms aside and introduced his mouth to my hot—and visibly damp—slit, I took the elevator straight to heaven. His tongue pushed into my folds. And if that wasn’t amazing enough, his upper lip rubbed against a very sensitive part of my vagina which could’ve only been my clit. I’d paid attention in those human anatomy classes a long time ago, and I’d provided oral sex to Carmen a couple of times, but this was different.

		Now I really knew the female anatomy.

		I shook and trembled on the curved tree trunk while his mouth aggressively made sweet love to my pussy. My loins were practically on fire. And my nipples begged for the attention they now lacked. I moaned and pinched them, feeling the pleasure course through my veins and consume my whole body. And that was before I clenched my fingers around Dillon’s hair and started grinding against him, doing my part.

		“Yes, yes. Oh, fuck, I’m so wet and horny. I can’t believe it!”

		Right in the middle of this, we were joined by two visitors. The guy and gal appeared to have the same idea as we did—a refuge in the shade. The blonde chick’s bikini top was already hanging loose, and her hand was down her male friend’s trunks. And then they stopped, and she gasped after seeing that this secluded spot was occupied.

		“Oh, God, sorry!”

		Dillon stopped eating me out and turned around. Which was worse, because it left me totally exposed. But I wasn’t even embarrassed. I was too damn attractive to feel embarrassment. “It’s okay!” I laughed.

		“We just couldn’t wait…” the blonde started. Her friend was blushing.

		“No, it’s cool,” I said. And I blurted something even I didn’t expect: “There’s actually plenty of room here. If, you know…if it really can’t wait.”

		She looked at her partner.

		I looked at Dillon, who raised his eyebrow at me. I shrugged. He smiled. And our new guests smiled at us.

		And our twosome became a foursome.

		We kept to separate sides at first. Our new friends—Kate and Julian, I learned—were already past the makeout phase. Kate pinned him against a tree, knelt in front of him, and dropped his trunks. I didn’t flinch in the slightest when Julian’s seven-inch cock flopped out, and nor did I look away when she attacked it with her mouth.

		I’d never seen someone else giving a blowjob. It was mesmerizing.

		And so, so inspirational.

		I discarded my swimsuit entirely. Fuck it, I thought. And Dillon gave me permission to follow in the steps of our guests.

		Nervousness definitely filled me as I considered what I was about to do, but that wasn’t distress over betraying my heterosexual, masculine identity. I was excited. It was like going on a roller coaster. And the excitement reached its peak as I wrapped my lips around Dillon’s huge cock. I wasn’t entirely sure some kind of secret genetic engineering wasn’t going on to make young guys absolutely massive in the cock department these days, but I wasn’t not entirely sure either. His shaft filled my mouth completely, and all I could feel was his hugeness and throbbing as the head of his manhood met the entrance to my throat. I moved my mouth as a total newbie, but willing to learn.

		I was learning a lot today.

		I was learning that I didn’t want to go back to my old life.

		My technique started slow and gradual, but soon my mouth was on a drool-slinging rampage, my brain shaking itself dizzy as I went fast, basically impaling my face on his huge erection while I massaged his balls. That last bit was from watching Kate and her friend. He seemed to enjoy it, so I assumed Dillon would too. I felt every detail: the flared ridge of the glans, the veins, the vascular tissue enlarging even more.

		In the middle of this, it became a real party.

		Kate came over and lifted my ass up. Soon she was on the sand, with her face buried between my legs from behind, and her tongue was feasting on my deliciously wet pussy. It shocked me so much that I stopped, and I almost complained to her, but I was so fucking horny. And I’d sort of given her the signal earlier that I was open to pretty much anything. Otherwise, why had I let her come in here?

		And then Julian was behind her.

		I returned to sucking off Dillon while a new tongue flicked and swirled over my privates, giving ample attention to my clitoris. When they fucked, I felt the reverberations through me, like the bumping of four train cars hooked together.

		Unbelievably, I was the first to reach climax. With slobber dangling from my chin, I collapsed to all fours as a fiery pleasure seemed to melt my entire pelvic region and cause me to tremble severely. It was so damn relentless—surely a result of Kate’s energetic tongue continuing to assault me. I squealed like never before, discovering the high notes my voice could achieve.

		But I never lost the drive. The need.

		Guys shot their loads. Game over. But girls, it seemed, could just keep going and going.

		Our arrangement changed, and then I was sitting on Kate’s face while jerking off my boyfriend and hers at the same time. It was so fucking hot, and I felt like a huge slut being the centerpiece of a four-way sex romp. I couldn’t believe how easy it was to have sex with random strangers.

		Because I’m hot now, the logical part of my brain deduced. Because I have a perfect ass. Because I have a partner who isn’t completely disinterested in this kind of stuff.

		I was still learning, though. Julian had to interrupt me because I nearly brought him to completion. Honestly, I wouldn’t have minded. Both these hot studs splooging over this sexy body of mine? Good lord. I would’ve jerked them dry.

		Sexually speaking, I was rapidly checking off the list of what ladies experienced from their perspective. But the ultimate means of affection still eluded me. Not for long. Not on that day, with how beautiful the beach looked and how sexy and horny we all were.

		I braced myself against a palm tree. Dillon came up behind me.

		“What a day,” he laughed.

		“I know,” I said, watching the other two getting a head start with the fucking. Julian was on his back, and Kate was riding him. “Um, I hope I haven’t been too crazy. When they showed up, it seemed like it would be fun.”

		“It’s not crazy,” he said. “Watching Kate eat you out was, like, the hottest thing ever. I didn’t know you were into girls too.”

		Probably not as much as before, I thought.

		He grabbed my ass and pressed his dick against my pussy. I could only assume Sonya had been in this position many times, so I tried to stay calm and not show Dillon that I was a virgin to being fucked. That initial penetration was scary; his hard-on felt so massive, and it stretched me open. My male mind freaked for a second. But it didn’t hurt. He slid into me, deeper and deeper, awakening my perception of this opening between my legs that I’d been aware of but never really thought about.

		That was different when there was a huge dick. Way different.

		His manhood became the focal point of everything, and all I could perceive was that tremendous spear of girth and hardness thrusting into my body, filling a sense of emptiness with satisfying and arousing results. I exhaled abruptly and almost lost my balance. My knees buckled. Drool leaked out of my mouth from simply forgetting to swallow.

		“Oh f-fuck,” I sighed. “Ohhhh.”

		The fear left me entirely.

		I just wanted him now.

		My quivering arms embraced the tree while he moved his pelvis back and forth, and as a father and a husband, I received my first true fucking from a hot stud. I was so glad to be here without Carmen. She would’ve been such a drag. But would I have been any different? As an out-of-shape man in my thirties? Being Sonya had become a dream—and I was beginning to hope it didn’t end soon. Especially with Dillon. Especially with his cock.

		I relaxed and took it, and he pounded into me, my big ass slapping and jiggling as his muscular abdomen smacked it over and over.

		Our friends had switched it up. Now Kate was getting it from behind. But I didn’t watch her. I watched her man. Those muscles. That tight ass tensing up and bucking forward.

		Fuck, I thought. I fucking love men now.

		“Pull my hair,” I moaned. “Give it to me—yes, oh God yes.”

		Dillon gave me my next orgasm. A combination of my vaginal secretions and pre-cum leaked down my legs. I felt so juicy, the walls of my pussy squelching around his massive manhood every time he drove into me. And it must’ve felt amazing for him too. My wife didn’t get this wet. She just wasn’t like this. Like me, now. Wanting it and craving it and unable to think of anything but these cocks and their huge loads.

		The four of us weren’t finished with each other yet.

		I had a turn with Julian—on top, cowgirl style—while Dillon gave Kate a piece of his action. I just couldn’t stop. I felt like I was going through puberty again, just insatiably horny and unable to concentrate on anything except girls and tits and asses.

		My marriage was hopeless now.

		I didn’t want my flabby, ugly body anymore.

		I wanted Sonya’s. I wanted this hot sex. I wanted to be a slut and just fuck cocks every day and every night, and wear the sexiest shit imaginable just to show off and make men’s minds race with all the dirty things they could do to me. I wanted to wear thongs. I wanted to wear makeup. I wanted to give my hot boyfriend morning blowjobs—not for any particular reason other than he was a hunk, and he made me wet.

		Orgasm number three happened.

		Then I was with Dillon again, on my back with my legs spread, my pussy beginning to actually ache with how hard and how frequently it was getting fucked.

		I was in a daze. I felt no consequences for anything.

		“Finish inside me,” I begged. “Every drop of your cum. Please. Please.”

		I got my wish.

		Dillon drove in hard and pressed down on my ankles, making my female body do the splits. I actually felt the hot gush of his seed, a wonderful spine-tingling spurt that went deep into my depths. And there was more. So much fucking more, squirting and filling me, and the added volume made his cock feel like it was getting longer and bigger.

		“God! Yes!” I cried out.

		This was the best vacation ever.

		

	


		Epilogue

		 

		A day later, Dillon and I were suntanning on the beach. I had purchased a few bikinis, so I was getting a chance to break them all in. Today’s was gold. I couldn’t wait for more sex. I was so antsy, in fact, that I was rubbing his dick when there weren’t people around—although that was infrequent. It wasn’t the peak holiday season, but I imagined the Hawai‘i beaches never didn’t have people on them.

		Dillon had started dozing.

		His phone started buzzing. It was on the towel between us. I would have ignored it, but I glanced at the number and knew I had to answer.

		“Yeah?” I said, putting the phone against my ear.

		“Mr. Mason, where are you?” It was poor Sonya. “You’re not coming into work, and no one’s home at my boyfriend’s house. It’s like they all just vanished.”

		“You don’t remember?” I said. “They had a planned vacation. And I had the pleasure of going along.”

		“What? Where?”

		“Oh, someplace warm and sunny.” I gave my pussy a rub. I just couldn’t help it.

		“You’re crazy!” she fumed. “You’re supposed to be here. I need your help again. I have these things in my computer I’m supposed to find, and I can’t, and your boss is really getting angry with me. We need to swap back, Mr. Mason. The ring’s working now. I just need you here.”

		Finally, a chance to make things normal again, I thought.

		Problem was, we weren’t heading home for a few more days. And I quite happened to like the beach and wearing my sexy bikini. I liked everything.

		“Actually,” I said, looking out at the postcard-perfect waves and boats. “I think I’m just going to stay like this. I fucked your boyfriend. It was so much fun.”

		“What?” she half screamed. “You can’t stay—you have a family. Are you forgetting your baby? Have you lost your mind?”

		“I don’t think I want those anymore.”

		“But, I don’t want to be you!”

		“You should’ve thought about that before stealing my body in the first place, Sonya. Now you can deal with the bills, the mortgage, getting old and lumpy, having a wife that hardly ever wants sex, and getting up in the middle of the night to stop your new daughter from crying. Because I’m tired of it. I don’t think I can go back to it.”

		I was very aware of the awful decision I was making. But I just didn’t care. And I continued to blame Sonya anyway. She was the one who had used the magic ring to exchange our bodies and steal my life and family. And honestly, being free of the shackles of marriage and parenthood was a weight off my shoulders. I wouldn’t go so far as to say they were a mistake. But being a hot nineteen-year-old woman was better.

		She almost sounded like she was on the verge of tears. “Mr. Mason, I’m probably gonna get fired.”

		“Not my problem,” I said.

		“When you come home, I’m gonna force you to change back.”

		“Why would I come home? Maybe I’ll stay here, find a job. I got nothing to my name anyway. But I do have business experience.”

		“Mr. Mason! You have to help me!”

		“Sorry. You’re the one who did this. Have fun.”

		And I hung up.

		Would I stay here in Hawai‘i? I’d sort of just blurted that out. But with my banging body, I could easily imagine myself walking up to just about any restaurant and getting a waitress job. My looks made it so simple. And Dillon could stay too—although his parents might object. And his high school obligations also got in the way. Maybe he could fly back, finish school, then move out here with me when I had a place.

		Because the view was worth it.

		And the sex on the beach too.

		I blocked the number and put his phone down.

		“Were you talking to someone?” he said, yawning.

		“Yeah, it was just some loser,” I told him.

		 

		


		 

		The changes don’t stop here! Check out the massive Gregor Daniels catalog and indulge in your wildest fantasies, whether it’s transformations, boys becoming sexy girls, or totally-unorthodox-but-completely-safe pregnancies caused by untested phone apps.
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		The author can be reached on Twitter at https://twitter.com/GregorDaniels.
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