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		How I’d graduated from being on friendly terms with my best friend’s mother to having a sexual relationship with her, I’ll never quite understand. Denise had always adored me, whether it was baking cookies for Kenny and me after school, or giving me presents on my birthday, or helping me learn to drive, or giving me dating tips. And then, somewhere, a handjob happened. She was a married woman, but an affair with a guy half her age didn’t seem to bother her.

		I had my own concerns—mainly about getting caught.

		But she was so talented and sweet. No girl my age was like that.

		While Kenny and I were attending college, I stopped by to see Denise almost every weekend. It was guaranteed nookie, and beforehand, my dick would be so hard it would rub against the steering wheel while I was driving. I jerked off constantly, but it didn’t seem to alleviate my urges. Not like a MILF did.

		On another sunny, fall afternoon, I found myself in her bedroom. Around me, she was happy to skip the undressing and wear lacy underwear. Today’s treat was a purple push-up bra that made her DD-cup breasts look even more enormous, molding them into perfectly round spheres that sat high on her chest. My eyes frequently got lost in her cleavage. But I didn’t have that problem when I was in between her legs and planting kisses along the insides of her shapely thighs. She loved the teasing phase of sex almost as much as the real deal, and she was so fucking sexy with hardly any cellulite, despite being forty-five.

		My dick throbbed intensely inside my boxers while I eyed up her panty-covered mound several times, knowing she was probably already wet for me.

		Denise had her glasses on and was looking through her emails on her phone. “Doctor bills, gym bills, mortgage bills, HOA bills.” She snorted. “Don’t ever get old, Logan. Because more and more people just want your money.”

		“Mm,” I groaned, half distracted by her perfume and other scents.

		With a heavy sigh, she set her phone aside. “How’s Kenny doing this semester? I still think that eighteen credits are too many. Between math and science, he always used to get overwhelmed. You’re helping him, aren’t you?”

		This conversation was really not helping with the mood, but it had always been a little awkward. I looked up at Denise; her hand cupped the side of my face. “He’s managing,” I said. “We study together every Sunday.”

		She smiled. “You were always smarter than he was. But I’m getting frustrated with how much he stays at college. His father and I live thirty minutes away, and he’s only been to visit us once since the beginning of the semester. How often do you see your parents?”

		I shrugged. My boner was starting to deflate a little.

		She giggled. “I’m not contributing to the atmosphere, am I?” She laid herself back and spread her legs more. “Here. No more chatting about my son. It’s just you and me now.”

		I was never without guilt—just like Denise was never without her wedding ring. We both knew the risks we were taking, and often I’d dreamed of the ass-beating I’d receive if Clint, her husband, ever discovered that she wasn’t spending her weekend afternoons alone. And I had to put my fears to rest before I dove in.

		“Your husband’s at work?” I asked.

		She patted my head. “Always. Working overtime. And I mean that in more ways than one.”

		I raised my eyebrow.

		“I looked into his phone. He’s got pictures of himself and one of his boyish Latino coworkers. It’s not surprising that he’s bisexual. He’s a mechanic. All they talk about are shafts. Crankshafts, camshafts, drive shafts.” She giggled. “At least he knows where to get a good lube job.”

		“You’re not upset?” I asked.

		“Not really,” she sighed. “The flame between us has been petering out for a while now. That’s why I have a boy toy like you, Logan. Now, get your tongue down in there. I’ve been rubbing myself all morning thinking about your big cock.”

		I was happy to comply.

		Pulling her panties aside, I fixed my eyes on her shaved, glistening slit and satisfied my horny appetite, licking her labia and clit. She wasn’t kidding; she was soaked. And the gymnastics of my tongue soon had her moaning softly.

		Girls my age were easier to understand. For women like Denise, I was more confused about why, now, in this stage of her life, she wanted some variety in her sex life. Was it a hormonal thing? A midlife crisis? My own mother had gone through a phase of suddenly wanting a sporty SUV instead of the minivan she’d been driving me around in since grade school.

		Was I Denise’s sporty SUV?

		Soon, my head became unclouded. I was focused on the needs of her pussy, and the sounds from her throat were music to my nineteen-year-old ears. Simultaneously, I reached into my boxers and jerked myself off. Already the material was damp from all the pre-cum I was dribbling out. My shaft was so hard, my balls so full. Sometimes the girls on campus got a rise out of me, but nothing like this. They didn’t have the hips. Nor the breast implants. Nor the sexy blonde bob hairstyle. Nor the history of always being there for me.

		“Oh yes, Logan,” Denise cooed. “You’ve gotten so much better at it. You’re better than my husband ever was.”

		That compliment nearly made my dick explode.

		Human courtesy gave way to primal instinct. After licking her pussy for a good three or four minutes and wearing my tongue out, I climbed atop her. Her perfume flooded my nostrils, and it filled my head with so many happy memories. She grabbed my shoulders, and I trembled as her big eyes regarded my adult, muscular body. She always seemed so impressed by the man I’d grown into, and today was no different.

		“They sure know how to feed you boys today,” she whispered. “You need to get Kenny to work out with you. It’ll open up the…female options.”

		“I’ll mention it. But—”

		“I know, I know. Less talking about that.” Her fingernails pushed deeper into my skin. “More talking about fucking my brains out. Give that big cock of yours what it needs.”

		You don’t need to tell me twice, I thought.

		The tip of it was at her entrance. She was so, so wet; only the slightest force was needed for me to thrust inside, and her warmth and dampness encompassed my manhood. I slowly pushed all the way inside her, trembling as I once again fucked my best friend’s mom.

		She pulled me close, and I panted hard into her ear.

		Seconds before, we were friends separated by a generation. Now we were lovers with simple goals, and her age, while I was intoxicated by her femininity, was completely irrelevant.

		I began to get my groove.

		Then she pulled on my arms and slowed me down.

		“Did you hear that?” she asked.

		I was still in a horny daze. I’d heard breathing. And mattress springs. And the soft slapping of our flesh.

		But then, across the house, I heard the familiar squeak that came from the hinges of her front door opening. It had made that same sound for years. My heart leaped about a foot higher in my chest as the two of us stared at each other, my hard-on still halfway inside her.

		“Shit,” she muttered. “Clint told me he was working till four.”

		I looked around in a panic. It was a second-story bedroom. There were windows, but it’d be a long drop into her flowerbed. However, my other choices were limited. And already I was fearing the repercussions of her husband finding out. Kenny, my best friend and now college roommate, would surely hear about it from his father.

		Denise snapped her fingers and pointed at the master bathroom. “In there,” she said. “Hide and lock the door.”

		“But—”

		The stairs creaked. Clint was coming!

		Oh for fuck’s sake, I thought.

		Denise shoved my clothes underneath the bed. Clad in only my boxers and taking my phone, I sprinted into the bathroom and locked the door. I must’ve had only five seconds to spare, because soon I heard a muffled conversation happening on the other side. Fortunately, I’d parked my car around the street like always, so Clint wouldn’t see that. But how oblivious could a husband be?

		I looked around. There was a window in here too, but it wasn’t large enough for me to squeeze through.

		Clint’s tone didn’t sound happy.

		My phone buzzed. I looked at it and saw something unexpected: an invitation in the Swap Mate app? Now was definitely not the time! But then I saw in the notification that it was from a user named Denise. Opening the app, I was instantly taken to a SWAP REQUEST screen. The proposal from Denise was to give me a copy of her body.

		Huh? What the hell for?

		Suddenly, there was a fist pounding on the door. I nearly jumped out of my skin.

		“Hey!” Clint hollered. “Anyone in there? Denise, why is the bathroom door locked? Do you have company over?”

		Denise: “Stop being ridiculous!”

		Her husband wasn’t convinced. He pounded on the door again.

		Oh fuck.

		Seeing no escape, I decided—against a mountain of concern in my mind—to accept the Swap Mate request. I thought Denise was insane for even suggesting it, but it could be the only way I survived without any bruises and broken bones.

		Sweating nervously, I tapped ACCEPT.

		Tingles washed over me. The first thing I noticed was all my chest hair vanishing, every strand receding into its corresponding pore. My nipples throbbed. And already there was hair inching down the sides of my face, my short style transforming into the blonde bob befitting a sexy, seductive middle-aged woman. My nose tickled, and my lips plumped out. It felt like invisible hands were pushing on my face, sculpting it.

		Oh, this has got to be a mistake, I thought. How is this going to work?

		The doorknob jerked around. Then Clint said: “If someone’s in there, you’re gonna wish you were never born. You have about one minute until I get this door open.”

		A quiet cry of horror escaped my lips as my chest expanded, my hands—now with long pink nails—jumping up to hold the growing mounds of flesh. A swelling force pushed them out, their skin and fat bulging around my fingers as they quickly gained size and mass. Another tingle shot down my spine; I lost six inches so quickly that it left me with vertigo. And then my boyish ass was inheriting the childbearing proportions of my best friend’s mother. Trembling and jiggling in places that I shouldn’t be, I tugged off my boxers before they were shredded by my enlarging pelvis and backside, and I caught the end of my dick turning into a clitoris, while a gash in the skin opened up underneath. My long athletic legs were now shorter, and their shape, from my perspective, might as well have been alien.

		I heard a thunk from the lock; the knob turned.

		In a hurry, I tossed my boxers into the sink cabinet and wrapped a fluffy towel around myself. The door flew open.

		Clint, still in his grease-stained work clothes and holding a screwdriver, stood there. Seeing me, he went from angry to confused in a millisecond. “Who…?”

		Denise appeared behind him. “Clint, dear, congratulations on nearly breaking down the door just so you could see my twin sister, Debra.”

		“Debra? Twin sister? Honey, you’ve never mentioned a twin sister since we’ve been married.”

		“She’s been living overseas. And with the way you’re acting, she’ll probably be in a rush to head back.”

		Clint shook my hand and apologized. His eyes didn’t seem fully convinced, but I certainly looked a lot like his wife. I tried to smile and pretend I wasn’t still having a panic attack. Eventually, he walked away.

		Denise just smiled at me, and I exhaled heavily.

		“Where’s your car?” she asked, giving my new appearance a look-over. It was clearly more fun for her than it was for me.

		“Around the block,” I said

		“I’ll get you a jogging outfit, and I’ll put your clothes in a bag. Come on. Before I get hot and bothered about there being two of me.” Her eyebrows bounced up and down.

		Any sexual interest I had then was on another planet.
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		I was startled out of sleep Monday morning by the sound of my phone ringing. The number wasn’t saved in my contacts list—a strategy of secrecy—but I knew who it was. I answered with a yawn and: “Yeah?”

		“Logan,” Denise said sweetly. “I didn’t wake you, did I? It is nearly eleven.”

		“Nope.”

		It was a cheap dormitory, with one room and a bathroom. Kenny was in class, thankfully. Over time, I’d gotten used to receiving sexts and naughty pictures from his mother while he was about six or seven feet away. And the sound of her voice in my ear was like a straight needle of horniness injecting into my cock, blood rushing to make sure I was prepped and ready for all the sex stuff as if she were in the room with me.

		“Again, I’m sorry about Saturday,” she said. “I know my husband’s schedule at all times, but they had some cancellations that day, and he left early.”

		I remembered the weight of huge DD-cup breasts on my chest, and the tightness of her hard nipples. “It’s fine. At least we didn’t get caught.”

		“And I didn’t want to live with Clint being suspicious all the time. I’m in my forties. I just can’t handle that kind of stress anymore. So, I told him everything.”

		I sat there in my bed, dumbfounded, wondering if I’d misheard her. I slowly cast aside the sheets while that beating muscle in my chest gave out a few fierce palpitations. “You what?” I said. “You told your husband that you and I were sleeping together?”

		“I know! But don’t forget he was cheating on me too. Anyway, you can relax. We talked for about an hour. Goodness, he had tears in his eyes. We’ve both realized that we’ve been slipping away from each other, and our eye-to-eye moment helped to straighten our heading. And, well, I’m quite excited again. We needed this.”

		With the phone to my ear, I’d walked into the bathroom to piss—no longer with morning wood after hearing this revelation. “Okay. I guess that’s cool. I mean, as long as he’s not upset. Because he knows where I live, you know.”

		“He’s not upset. I promise. Actually, that’s only half the reason I’m calling you, Logan. The other half involves Swap Mate. Again.”

		Oh great, I thought. Since Saturday, Denise hadn’t removed me from her group yet, meaning I was still helpless to what whimsical ideas crossed her mind, like if she wanted her twin sister to stop by. I didn’t like knowing that someone else could transform my body whenever they wanted.

		“I kinda need to focus on my schoolwork this week,” I said. Just some generic excuse.

		“It won’t be like last time. I told you that my husband is bisexual.”

		“Mm.”

		“Well. I want to see him suck a cock.”

		My phone slipped out of my hand and took a dangerous ricochet off the rim of the toilet before bouncing safely out of harm’s way. I flushed and picked it up off the floor. “Uh, did I hear you just say that Clint wants to suck cock?”

		“Apparently he has experience! And I want him to use that experience on me. It’s so exciting. It’s like a renaissance for our marriage. And, since I am not equipped, but I could be equipped if I press a few buttons here…”

		“So, you want him to suck my cock?”

		“Attached to me, yes.”

		Sigh.

		And here I’d hoped to move on from Saturday’s close call. Instead, Saturday had changed everything. Now there was Swap Mate. Now my best friend’s dad was totally cool with me banging his wife. Now Denise wanted to steal my body parts!

		“How long?” I said.

		“Oh, for just the day. It’ll probably be too weird after a while. What do you say?”

		Of course my male brain was distracted by how sexy and flirty her voice was. It had a certain power over me. And without that voice in my ear, I probably wouldn’t have accepted. But I did. Reluctantly.

		“Thank you, Logan,” she said. “And if you experience any of your usual youthful urges, feel free to do whatever you need to.”

		“Sure,” I said.

		“Talk to you later.” She made a kissing sound in my ear before hanging up.

		It really would’ve been easier to date a girl my age.

		After washing my hands, I returned to the dorm room, in no rush to get out of my boxers. My first lecture period wasn’t until one o’clock anyway. I’d intentionally scheduled my weekdays to allow me to sleep in. As I sat down on my bed, my groin had begun tingling. Initially, I didn’t intend to observe the loss of my manhood for the psychological damage it might inflict, but my curiosity got the better of me. I pulled back the waistband of my boxers.

		It was weird watching my dick shrink while it remained erect. Like getting an anti-boner. Below the dwindling base, I felt muscles ever so gently pulling my shaft inward. Underneath, my testicles sort of just withdrew into my body cavity, never to be seen again, while the loose, wrinkly skin of my scrotum tightened and separated into what would become vaginal lips.

		My skin crawled when my dick shrank to the size of an AA battery.

		This magical app had been in the hands of curious and horny people for a while now, but it still didn’t appear or feel natural. Some deep part of my mind—where the primal, reproductive instincts were—wanted to weep as my representation of manliness became enveloped in the folds of a developing vulva and finished altering itself into a clitoris.

		My pubic hair was gone. Denise liked to stay smooth down there, after all.

		About thirty miles from here, a middle-aged housewife was looking down at her new dick.

		It didn’t distract me as much as I thought it would. If I really focused on the sensations coming from my loins, I could feel that void, and there was sensitivity deeper inside me, but not so vivid that I could form a picture of what the interior of Denise’s vagina looked like.

		I carefully dragged my finger up from the bottom, where the skin along my taint separated into the folds flanking my new orifice. It made me shudder. And there was more of that when that same fingertip reached the slight protrusion up top, where all the nerve endings of my cock seemed to be concentrated. It was firm and pulsing, like the many times I’d felt on Denise.

		It wasn’t totally unfamiliar.

		But I certainly wouldn’t be pitching tents.

		Right then, my dorm door opened. In walked Kenny while my boxers snapped back against my waist. Continuing the theme of his college life thus far, he was wearing an oversized T-shirt that featured a marijuana leaf and the words: HIGH LIFE. And with dark shaggy hair hanging in his eyes, he looked half asleep.

		“Sup?” he said. “Dude, you gotta help me with this math shit. Mr. Roberts said all these words that sound like a foreign language.”

		So, that’s how I spent my morning.

		And for much of that time, I was very aware that I possessed the exact vagina that my best friend had been birthed from.

		By afternoon, most of the shock had worn off. During the lecture period, I wasn’t thinking about what was between my legs as much as what Denise was doing with my junk. And I wasn’t completely thrilled with how my life had changed in the past two days. Before, my relationship with my best friend’s mom had been something special—and I reckoned that, as shitty as it was, it was because I was going behind Kenny’s and Clint’s backs. It was our little secret. But now that her husband knew, it wasn’t as fun.

		After class was finished, I took a shower. Nudity created the weirder sight of my hairy, muscular legs surrounding a hairless pussy. Washing down there was uncomfortable. My brain kept insisting that my hand and loofah should not be able to pass up and down without encountering an obstructing body part, and so every motion I made gave me a shiver. But whatever. It was attached to me, and I felt like I should responsibly keep it clean while I was borrowing it.

		While drying off, my eyes were glued to the mirror. I was so accustomed to the business being out in front, but all that was visible of my new sexual organ was the hint of a cleft.

		My clit continued to throb. It wasn’t as fiercely compelling as a full-on erection, but it was noticeable. It felt like a hot little button flashing between my legs, while the general perception of everything else behind it was a faint swirling warmth.

		She’s forty-five, I remembered.

		But my new pussy’s age didn’t seem to be a factor. And it began to throb more. Not just the clitoris; all around it. Like constant, rippling pulses throughout my groin. All this encouraged my hand to go exploring. It felt extremely naughty—more naughty, perhaps, than my illicit affair with the woman who normally had this pussy. Regardless, I rubbed my fingertips along my new feature, feeling the soft lips of the vulva and the tender stiffness that had caused the clitoris to protrude slightly more. It didn’t have the length or girth of a penis, but it felt so large in my mind.

		I let out a shaky sigh. I had been halfway finished with drying myself off, but now I placed the towel aside. You’re probably done for now, I thought.

		For a time, I just rubbed back and forth, massaging across the length of my pussy. It caused my breath to come faster. Hell, even my nipples got hard—although, since they were male nipples, I mostly ignored them, but it was funny how that happened anyway.

		My clit throbbed intensely.

		And farther back, I felt an emptiness.

		My male mind couldn’t fully comprehend it. I knew what my body wanted, but the urge for it went against everything I had learned and experienced from puberty onward. It felt like I was fighting against the force of dignity, like I was better off not knowing, not giving in, not testing these waters on the chance that I might enjoy the other side a bit too much.

		With a deep breath, I did what guys across the globe were doing more often since the invention of Swap Mate: I stuck a finger in myself.

		It was warm and damp inside. A strong fear pricked the back of my mind, but I ignored it. Onward my finger went, and I was both terrified and exhilarated by the depth. This pussy was the same one I’d fucked several times, but I’d never been attached to it. My mind was spinning and spinning like a merry-go-round in a tornado.

		I kept trembling nonstop. Soon, I had one hand on the countertop. My confused body needed the support. Meanwhile, my other hand moved in and out. The muscles in my vagina were so tense, as if to reject any kind of penetration. The interior also wasn’t as sensitive as my clitoris, and right now that little bundle of nerves was calling my name again.

		I rubbed myself for so long that the remaining water droplets on my body completely evaporated. I swiped and flicked my hand, using the grinding friction for as long as I could, never mind that my wrist started to ache. And the pressure and heat in my loins ramped up until I was thrusting my pelvis and wobbling on my feet. The palm of my hand collected a long streak of the juice leaking out of me.

		Eventually, the orgasm came. I fell over the countertop, my butt shaking and my hand continuing to be relentless while my rapid breaths fogged the mirror. I’d rubbed my clit raw, and more juice oozed down the insides of my thighs. My brain buzzed for minutes afterward.

		“Hot damn,” I sighed. “Hot damn.”
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		Our school’s Fall Break relieved me of lectures and homework; naturally, I wasn’t going to let this free time go to waste. On a Thursday, and leaving behind a dorm room that smelled strongly of Kenny’s weed, I went to his parents’ house with one goal on my mind. Denise always ate lunch at home, and it wouldn’t be the first noon hour we’d spent together with our clothes off. I texted her that I was coming, and she was happy to hear such news.

		When the front door opened—with Clint’s vehicle nowhere to be found, thankfully—Denise kissed me and groped my junk right there on the doorstep. Quickly, my dick was aching to be free of its denim prison.

		She was dressed for her office job. During our secret relationship, I’d learned that she hadn’t replaced many of her blouses despite getting breast implants. The result was that several were too small around her chest, with the top buttons having to be left undone. This was okay for a young man like me. Her cleavage was mesmerizing.

		She broke me off before things got too passionate. “If you were any more aggressive with those lips, tiger,” she said, “you’d suck the lipstick right off my face.” Her eyes checked me out. Tall, handsome as usual, and about to rip through his pants, I thought she was thinking.

		I came inside. She stroked my arm, showing affection for the muscles that her husband didn’t have. It made a pair of bumps appear across her chest.

		“You wanna do it in the bedroom or in here?” I said, getting to work on unzipping, then trembling with relief as the bulge in my underwear earned a little more freedom.

		“I’m afraid I don’t have the time. I scheduled a massage for this afternoon.” She rolled her eyes. “Silly me. And I’ve already used up my PTO.”

		I stood there, half dressed. “But you said it was all right if I come over. I thought…”

		“It is all right. It’s actually fortuitous, Logan. And I’ll explain why.” She had this smirk that spelled bad news. “Normally, I can’t be in two places at once. However, if we use a certain little app…” She stroked my hair. “Then I can get a massage while another me fills in at the office.”

		“But—”

		“Oh, relax. The work’s easy. Usually I’m all finished by lunchtime, but someone has to be sitting at the desk from nine to five.” She gave my cheek a jiggle. “If I’m not there, I’d get in trouble. You see where this is going?”

		Obviously. And I sighed deeply.

		That stupid app again. I should’ve never accepted that first swap. But who was I kidding? Clint would’ve discovered who was really hiding in the bathroom, and I might’ve had to take a trip to the hospital in the aftermath. It had been the right call. But I didn’t enjoy Denise using that magical app more often at my expense.

		She squeezed my manhood again. Not surprisingly, most of my reluctance disappeared. “And then I’ll owe you a really, really good blowjob, you life-saver. Maybe even two.”

		Denise knew my weakness.

		It was about seven inches when erect and throbbing crazily.

		“Fine,” I said. “But I’d much rather be getting the massage.”

		“You can wait until you’re actually my age,” she said.

		She employed her phone once more. I was about to strip down, but she informed me that it wasn’t necessary; Swap Mate could alter outfits as well as flesh, and she intended to copy her current appearance directly to me, body and clothes and makeup and all. I looked down at her cleavage again, realizing I was about to have that same permanent view of her glorious DD-cup rack straining her maroon blouse.

		“And tap this, and tap that. I think that’s all it needs,” she announced.

		Those familiar tingles passed over me. However, I was introduced to the Swap Mate app’s unpredictability. No two swaps were exactly the same. And for this occasion of becoming my favorite middle-aged woman—excluding my own mother, of course—the transformation began closer to the floor. I winced and gazed down as my sneakers appeared to compress, their dirty white color consumed by a glossier, cleaner black. The shoestrings unraveled and slithered away; the tongue retracted towards my toes. And gradually, I felt the back of my feet rise off the ground as platforms elongated underneath, completing my shoes’ metamorphosis into copies of Denise’s black heels.

		There was a pressure suddenly around one of my fingers: her diamond wedding ring materializing out of thin air. I also had her gold bracelet.

		Continuing the changes, my black T-shirt bloomed with a dark red color, and a seam stretched down the middle, with a line of buttons sprouting. It tightened itself around my shrinking waist, revealing a figure that was less and less masculine as the seconds ticked by. Unseen, I felt my underwear pulling hard over my junk and sinking into my ass crack. The feeling of a wedgie was less than pleasant. I assumed it must’ve been a thong.

		My hair flowed out, perfectly recreating her blonde bob haircut.

		I felt a substance clinging to my face—and then I tasted a fruity flavor on my skin.

		My legs trembled as my dick receded, popping back into my body and forming the body part I was probably most familiar with but not overly excited about having again.

		Denise just smiled the whole time. Either the magic itself or my ongoing humiliation was enjoyable for her. I suspected it was probably both.

		My face tickled and morphed around. My hips burned, stretching my jeans to the limit as they grew into childbearing dimensions. The jeans themselves lagged behind, but finally they underwent a bottom-to-top transition into a black pencil skirt, with the hem rising off my shoes and stopping around my knees.

		Last but not least, I graduated into a true MILF as my chest pushed out. The empty space inside my blouse began to rapidly fill with spheres of lightly freckled flesh, pushing themselves into the cups of a lace bra that was already wrapped over my shoulders.

		I tugged on the bra, but it seemed comfort wasn’t really an option. The band was snug around my back, and the straps were digging into my shoulders. It felt like I was wearing an anchor to keep these things from shifting around.

		The tingles stopped.

		It was really unnerving looking into Denise’s eyes when we were the same height. And seeing our matching chests. And looking at her makeup and knowing that my face wore the exact same amount. My body felt so out of proportion.

		“Wonderful,” she said, fiddling with my blouse—but not to hide my cleavage. “Now, if you quit looking so scared, we might be able to pull this off.”

		“Easy for you to say,” I said in the same voice pitch.

		I rode shotgun as she drove me to the building where she worked. And as soon as my feet were on the pavement and I was holding her purse, she sped away. The prospect of a blowjob wasn’t easing my nerves.

		It felt like some terrible disguise, and no amount of swaying from my hips and jiggling from my chest would convince any observer that I wasn’t really a nineteen-year-old guy wearing some middle-aged woman’s business outfit. The loud clacking of my heels on the pavement made me cringe. And the damn thong underwear was relentlessly irritating, and I had to resist reaching into the back of my skirt and trying to fix things.

		I had to swipe a card for the door. People—coworkers, I presumed—smiled at me. I nervously returned the smile, taking short breaths and constantly smoothing my skirt like I was afraid it was going to ride all the way up my legs and expose my thick, jiggling thighs and panties. In the elevator, the initial jolt almost made me lose my balance. I gripped the railing the whole way up to the third floor.

		Damn shoes, I thought. Why do women put up with this?

		Her office was easy to find; it had her name on it. And when I was safely inside and hidden away from the eyes that might see me for the fraud I was, I let out a huge sigh of relief and swung my hips over toward her chair and desk.

		The walking was so strange. The momentum was all in the hips, not in the shoulders. My balance was completely different, making the simple task of walking seem treacherous at times, like I was balancing on an invisible tightrope.

		I smashed my MILF ass into the chair, finding both to be quite cushy. So at least there was something positive out of this. I dropped my purse and logged into her computer with the password she’d told me—the password was the word password.

		When the news was talking about so many companies dealing with cyberattacks, I really shouldn’t have been surprised.

		I had emails.

		Interestingly, many were exactly like the examples in my high school technical writing class: queries about dates, scheduling, account information, and so forth. And the message chains made it simple for me to mimic Denise’s style. I used her software references to research the answers on my own, and soon I was flying through her inbox with a stupid grin on my face, although sometimes my short fingers and long fingernails stabbed the wrong keys.

		Other times, I tried solitaire.

		And if solitaire bored me, I fixated on other distractions.

		I really wanted to let my tits out. They were just so crammed into the bra, and as a result they were pressing back against my ribs. There was nothing comfortable about it. I reckoned the view was nice, and maybe to Denise it was worth that. She was a woman who was confident in her sexuality and eager to show off her curves. But I was a guy. I didn’t think like that.

		At a point when my idle hands were softly groping myself, there was a knock on the door. “Come in,” I hollered.

		A tall, skinny Hispanic guy about my age—my real age—entered. Okay, that must be some errand boy, I thought, twirling my pen through my fingers and feeling like I could bullshit my way through whatever I was faced with next.

		I was wrong.

		My visitor closed the door. Then he stood in the middle of Denise’s office and dropped his pants. A hard, brown cock sprang out.

		“What the hell?” I said. “What are you doing?”

		The guy looked around, as if confused. “Is this a roleplay thing?”

		“Does it look like I’m playing around?” I said. “Get that thing out of here.”

		The guy zipped himself up and left.

		I was so bewildered that I called Denise with my office phone.

		She picked up a few rings later. “Hey! I just got out of my massage. You know, since you’re my twin sister now, I should bring you along sometime. You’d drool over some of these guys—”

		“Denise, some dude just came into the office and pulled his dick out,” I said.

		“Oh, Carlos? Yeah, he does that. He’s got quite a pecker.”

		I sat there in silence. Then I said, “You mean, that’s normal?”

		“Yeah, Logan. Sometimes, I need a break to liven up my dull workdays. Did you get yourself a piece?”

		This made me angry. “Denise, how many guys are you sleeping with?”

		Her tone sharpened. “Why does that matter to you?”

		“Because you and I are…”

		“Are what? We’re not married. You’re my boy toy. And you’re not the only one. And I don’t want to hear that judgmental tone in your voice again. Got it?”

		I clenched my hand into a fist, stabbing myself with my stupid fingernails.

		After I hung up, I reflected. I’d thought our relationship had been more than just a once-a-week fling. Was I selfish to think so? Were my expectations wrong?

		And again I realized: if I’d been dating a girl my age, none of this would be an issue.

		But also I wouldn’t be rubbing my MILF pussy right now…
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		That weekend, I returned to the house where a majority of my sexual experiences had happened. Denise had invited me. And now that there were a couple of days between now and when I’d filled in for her at work, I was looking forward to things getting back on track.

		The door opened, revealing Clint in his work clothes.

		I froze. I didn’t care that he was allegedly hunky dory about where my cock had been; it was still nerve-racking to meet the man of the house while I was here to fuck his wife. We stared at each other like—to me, anyway—two gunslingers in a duel.

		Then he extended his hand. “Good to see you, Logan. How’s school?”

		I presented a limp arm and was subsequently jerked around by his forceful shaking. “Not bad, uh, sir. I’m passing all my classes.”

		“That’s all you can ask for.”

		More awkward silence.

		Then he said, “Well, I’m heading off to work. Take it easy with my wife, won’t ya?” And he slapped me on the shoulder while heading past me, almost throwing me headlong toward the ground. Inside, I heard an old song from a Bluetooth speaker. I found Denise in the kitchen, wiping down the table.

		To be clearer, I first found Denise’s butt wearing a yellow bikini bottom, and it was shaking back and forth while she scrubbed her hand around in a clockwise motion. It made no difference that I’d had that exact same butt less than forty-eight hours ago; my cock was suddenly an armed torpedo pressing against the inside of my jeans. I watched for a time, just entranced by the sight of her middle-aged figure and wondering if I should make an intimate move while she was practically presenting herself to me.

		Then Denise looked back over her shoulder. “See anything you like?” she said.

		Lots, I thought.

		Learning that I wasn’t her only boy toy was still on my mind. It didn’t sting anymore, but I was still a little wounded. Ultimately, Denise was in control of our relationship. She was the married woman taking the risks by even letting me into her life, bed, and panties. And it wasn’t my concern what a woman of her maturity believed when it came to relationships, and how many partners she should have at any given time.

		But she wasn’t just my best friend’s mom; she was my friend too.

		It made my feelings more complicated.

		Denise wrung her rag over a bucket of water. Her yellow bikini bottoms matched her yellow bikini top. I could remember going to the beach with her and Kenny at a young age, and maybe she’d even worn that exact same bikini. I definitely hadn’t noticed her back then like I did now.

		“I wanted to relax today,” she said, “but I saw how filthy I was letting this house get, and duty called me into action. Do you mind helping me? I promise I’ll make it worth your while.”

		Still waiting on that blowjob I was promised, I thought.

		My eyes scanned around. I saw a mop. A duster. I knew how to operate those.

		She came over and pressed her finger against my jaw, turned my head so that our eyes met. “But not as you are,” she said, her head bobbing slightly from the music. “Do you know who’s singing this song?”

		It was some old rock song like what my mom would probably listen to—ancient, in other words. I hadn’t the slightest idea.

		“John Mellencamp,” Denise said.

		“Who’s John Mellencamp?”

		She frowned. “He’s a musician of my generation, you weenie. And no one is allowed in this house unless they’re from that same generation.” The phone was on a little side table. Butt wiggling, she headed for it.

		Aw man, again? I thought.

		The clothing transformation was very different this time. Before, with her blouse and skirt, the skin coverage had been comparable; with a bikini, it was like watching my shirt and pants being slowly erased out of existence. I sighed when my hips bulged outward, attaining the curvature of what most men on this planet probably fantasized about. I sighed again when my breasts grew to DD-cup proportions, huge and heavy and squeezed by a garment in mid-transition from a shirt to a bikini top. The sleeves shrunk down into tiny strings, and the front of the T-shirt separated into two lightening triangles that covered my nipples. Down below, the last spots of denim became thinner and skimpier, hugging my pubic mound snugly and wrapping high over my hips.

		The outfit was a lot more comfortable than her work clothes. No pinching. And my boobs were free to bobble and bounce like Denise’s were.

		“Hang on,” she said, and she went away. When she returned, she was carrying a bottle of Coors Light. “Here, honey.”

		“I’m definitely not old enough,” I said, pretending like I’d never had alcohol before.

		“Yes you are,” she said with a wink.

		Beer, bikinis, and cleaning house. It wasn’t how I expected my Saturday to go.

		Denise constantly wanted me to dance. When we were mopping the kitchen floor, she started bumping hips with me. Then I was stolen away from my cleaning task and spun around the room on slippery tiles, almost losing my balance as she twirled me around, laughing the whole time.

		I wondered how many beers she’d had before I’d showed up.

		Despite how Swap Mate had intervened, I found myself loosening up and enjoying my MILF body. Denise’s spirit was contagious. And I was fairly sure it wasn’t the booze, although it did make me wonder if her body had a lower tolerance for alcohol, and if her tolerance was now my tolerance too.

		I helped with the laundry: sheets, towels, clothes. She tried to get me to smell her husband’s underwear, but that was a little outside my comfort zone. All during this, she was grabbing and petting and squeezing me. My twinning transformation hadn’t altered my sexual orientation in any way; internally, I was still a young man with a bottomless attraction to older, curvy women. And her constant affection made my nipples painfully hard and my bikini bottoms a little moist.

		With the laundry going and our hands freshly washed, she yanked me over to the sofa and plopped me down. Our chests bounced equally dramatically, our breast implants boinging toward our laps and slapping back up. Unsupported, such motions were a strain on my shoulder muscles. I imagined that, after a few decades of having tits, you got used to it.

		“So,” she said, squeezing my hands. All twenty of our fingers were extra wrinkly from the water. “How does being a woman my age feel, Logan?”

		I shrugged. “I’m very self-conscious about…” My gaze swooped down. “Everything. But I know that I have a good-looking body. So, that helps.”

		She giggled. “When I changed you that first time, it spawned so many fantasies. Do you think it’s morally wrong to make out with your own twin?”

		“But we’re not twins,” I pointed out. “We’re essentially the same person.”

		“So, you wouldn’t have a problem with me…essentially…playing with myself?”

		I nervously shook my head.

		With consent given, Denise leaned over and kissed me.

		I really tried not to think how weird it was. Our lips were identical. And what I was feeling inside my body—a rush of warm arousal buzzing across my skin—must’ve also been identical to what she experienced when she was turned on. With effort, I forced my mind to be empty, which became a struggle when one of her hands came up and groped one of my tits. I returned the favor, enjoying how we could mirror each other.

		My nipples were throbbing in a way that wasn’t dissimilar from my manhood. When Denise slipped her hand inside my bikini top and pinched one, my breath caught in my throat. My nipples felt so much thicker on me: huge, turgid pillars of flesh strong enough to cut through anything from cotton to steel. I shivered intensely from the manipulation of her thumb and forefinger, and the pleasure inside me was like sparks going off.

		She broke off her kiss. “You like that?” she whispered.

		I jerked my head up and down.

		“We women do have some advantages in the masturbation game, although I did enjoy jerking off your cock while I had it. But it’s like a dictator. It controls everything.”

		My mind had been holding back, but I was beginning to get more comfortable in this borrowed skin. The nipple tweaking was partly responsible. My other encouragement came from Denise exploring me down south. She rubbed her hand across the valley between my legs, feeling the impression of my MILF pussy through my bikini bottom. She let out a soft gasp right in my ear.

		I knew why. I was wet. And some of my wetness had soaked through.

		“You bad girl,” she cooed. But it only enticed her.

		Soon, I found myself in an increasingly reclined position, Denise pushing me backward and taking control of our makeout session. The hand in between my legs never abstained from its assignment of rubbing my bikini-covered slit. She had a better rhythm than my efforts. More practice, I presumed. Every time her fingers passed over my clitoris, my toes curled. She saw this. And I was a bit uncoordinated in reciprocating.

		We squeezed ourselves into the corner of the couch, our legs intertwined and our hands busy with each other’s crotch. It was an unbelievable sight when my eyes were open, although often they were fluttering. I saw our huge racks pressed together, our curvy bodies stretched out. Even hotter to me was how I could feel her erect nipples stabbing into my tits, while my nipples were pushing hard into her tits.

		I was almost moaning.

		She was smiling the whole time.

		“It surprises me too,” she said. “I thought things would grow numb over time. I think I’m hornier than ever. I feel terrific when I see myself in the mirror. And I get so hot when guys like you stare at me. Sure, it’s that usual male gaze…” She sighed. “But I didn’t get these implants just so I could hide them in sweaters.”

		Her hand left my female mound momentarily. She caressed my big ass. Even that was pleasurable, as if my horniness had turned my whole body into a single erogenous zone. I trembled against her.

		I didn’t know if she was wetter than me, but she was definitely wetter than most times I’d been with her. I watched her eyes roll back as I pushed my hand into her bottoms and fingered her, thrusting them up into her pussy.

		She followed my lead.

		Our mutual masturbation went from calm to manic, both of our bodies undulating as we worked to get each other off, our hips gyrating and our titties thrashing in our bikini tops. When she moaned, I was like her echo, our cries of pleasure reaching higher in pitch the harder and faster we fucked each other.

		Seeing her, I completely let go.

		For that moment in time, I was a MILF. I wasn’t in college. I’d never been born a boy. I was so horny and empty and needing those fingers to pump me faster and faster, and my shaking chest and jiggling ass felt perfectly normal—just like my sexy, feminine voice.

		Whether it was a byproduct of our identical bodies or pure luck, we came at the same time. Denise jolted; I snapped my head back, with my eyes fighting to turn completely over. Her legs trembled. Mine trembled. Our pussies gushed out wetness, soaking our fingers and bikinis.

		It was quite possibly the hottest thing ever. And the weirdest thing ever.

		But more hot than weird. Definitely.

		If this became the new normal, I probably wouldn’t have minded it.
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		After an eventful episode of lesbian sex—my first as a participant—I dozed off in Denise’s spacious king-sized bed. I didn’t know how long I slept. When I finally woke, there was still light outside. When I drove back to my dormitory, I’d tell Kenny I’d been visiting my parents, not his. That was my usual excuse. But the temptation to return to my tiny room on campus was nearly nonexistent as I massaged my large, firm breasts, finding a pair of nipples that probably hadn’t stopped being completely erect over the last two or three hours.

		I felt really good. Being Denise wasn’t like being a man; I didn’t feel drained and sexually unmotivated after having an orgasm. I felt…charged. There was still an electric tingle across my skin, and the warmth between my legs was still very much present.

		It was probably a good thing that dudes had refractory periods. We’d be unstoppable horny animals without it, especially in college. And since I was a dude, who was normally used to those timeouts between wanting to bone hot girls, suddenly not having those intermissions seemed especially dangerous. And awesome.

		I squirmed a little, moaning softly as the sheets rubbed against my sensitive skin. Groping my tits was just so automatic. They were right there. Like appetizers. My pussy burned, but it wasn’t the only food on my plate. And I didn’t want to jump headfirst into fucking myself right off the bat.

		For a few minutes, I enjoyed my MILF body. It didn’t feel like humiliation anymore. It felt like a privilege.

		I heard someone shuffling around. Slowly, I pushed myself up; my heavy implants gradually turned toward the new orientation of gravity, tugging on my chest. After a yawn, I noticed there was a young man in the room, and he looked awfully familiar.

		“I better be heading back now,” the Logan lookalike announced as he checked himself out in the full-length mirror. He was wearing my clothes from earlier. “Got studying to do, girls to ogle, porn to jerk off to.” He talked with an exaggerated deepness. “And I’ll bring this hot man-sausage back to you next weekend, Denise. If, uhhhh, I don’t sleep in too much.”

		I rolled my eyes. “What are you doing?”

		Denise dropped the act and started laughing. “Just imitating you.”

		“I do not sound like that.”

		She came over. Watching my body move and make facial expressions without me in control was kind of unnerving. She sat down next to me.

		“While you were having a nap, I had an idea,” she said.

		“What kind of idea?”

		It was my face, but something about the way it was emoting made it look like Denise, even with the five o’clock shadow. “This year has been hard for me,” she said. “For almost nineteen years, my son has lived in that bedroom just down the hallway. I want him to come visit me, but I know he’s a grown man now. He’s like a baboon who grew up in captivity and is now free to roam the jungle. There’s nothing he wants here, when college has girls, and his Xbox, and marijuana.”

		I already sensed where this was heading. Before the lesbian sex, my answer would’ve been definitive and quick. Now, my brain was reminding me of the jiggling fun I could have in this body. And the orgasms. Obviously.

		Denise brushed my hair behind my ear. “What if we trade places?”

		“I—”

		“For just one day a week? Say, Saturdays. I know you boys do nothing on Saturdays, and I don’t do much either. I don’t have to attend your classes and pretend I know anything about what I’m learning, and you don’t have to work in my office. And I’ll tell my husband. He’s been spending more time with his new friend from work anyway.”

		I sat there, stealing looks at my cleavage. And also noticing that Denise’s jeans were a little distended in the front. No one could tell we weren’t who we really were. Hell, I was even wearing Denise’s wedding ring.

		“How’s the marriage?” I said.

		She smiled. “Good. I know it’s unconventional, and neither of us discussed an open marriage beforehand. But we’re not the same people as twenty years ago. Sometimes, it takes decades to open ourselves up and discover what we really want. And we both agree that some, let’s say, extracurricular relationships will spice up our own. And I guess I have to thank you, Logan. It was so boring before. We slept on opposite sides of the bed. But last night, we cuddled on the couch and fell asleep.”

		I nodded. “Happy to help, I guess.”

		She leaned in close, then kissed me softly. “You have helped. Tremendously. Along with this silly little app and its amazing powers.”

		So. I was going to be a part-time MILF. The idea didn’t scare me at all. Being given this body once a week was a thrilling proposal.

		Denise rubbed my thigh.

		Yeah, we’d just had sex. But I had a feeling that her transformation into me had recharged things. And I didn’t need to recharge. I was still horny.

		She removed the sheets. “I believe I said I owed you a blowjob,” she said. “But given our current circumstances, would you accept a different kind of oral repayment?”

		My clit started to throb. “Are you sure?”

		“Oh, absolutely. I’m forty-five, honey. I’m always seeking new experiences.”

		I turned over and lay on my back with a nervous flutter in my chest. My huge tits created an unfortunate obstruction. I spread them apart, trying not to laugh that I even had to, that a nineteen-year-old guy like me could even find himself in such a crazy situation.

		Denise crawled toward my crotch, hovering her face just inches away and pulling my legs open. The skin between my thighs already felt sticky—emissions during my short nap, apparently. But with her face right there, it was like she breathed fire into my loins. I was suddenly restless and trembling, feeling the heat that now swirled and rippled through the lower regions of my abdomen.

		“This is a little awkward,” she said. “I’ve never been this close to it.”

		“We don’t have to—”

		She lowered her mouth and started licking me.

		Oh fuck, I thought.

		The ticklish void of my female arousal was abruptly replaced with her wet tongue sliding and slipping across my vulva. My legs quivered. When she encountered my throbbing clitoris, my skeleton nearly jerked out of its own skin. My hands slithered around the bed, reaching, grabbing, clenching the sheets, while my pelvis vibrated. If my arousal hadn’t been ignited before, it certainly was now, and it felt like my nipples were going to fly right off my chest.

		“Mm,” I sighed softly, my head swarming with all sorts of pleasures from the flicking assault. She’s good at this, I thought. But of course she would be. She would know what her body wanted, and the longer she went, the more I felt grateful for having the opportunity.

		Dudes loved vaginas. I was a fan myself. But the clitoris was the real center of action, and Denise was well aware of this. She thrashed it with her tongue, shaking her head back and forth, sucking, prodding, flicking, grinding. I started to squirm more. I started to moan more. And the heat building in my loins was so intense.

		When she lifted her face off my crotch, it was damn near heartbreaking.

		More, more, more, my body insisted.

		Her wet mouth smiled at me. “Yeah? You looked like you enjoyed that.”

		I bit my lip and nodded.

		“My husband could use a few pointers. Maybe one day. But I hope this was a learning experience for you—if and when you get a real girlfriend.”

		“It’s so good,” I muttered, not even sure if she heard me.

		Denise began undressing: shirt, then jeans. She looked like she was smuggling a cucumber in her briefs, the thick shaft of her erection angling outward and obscenely stretching the material. “This thing is just a ticking time-bomb, isn’t it?” she said with a giggle. “Now come be a good girl and return the favor.”

		Was it weird that I immediately didn’t reject the idea?

		Again, I was extremely horny—more than yesterday, and I wasn’t precisely sure why. I figured it had to do with the build-up and foreplay. My pussy was right there. We had all we needed to fuck. But all the teasing and groping and contemplating of my womanhood had made me ten times as desperate for the kind of relief that young men weren’t designed to experience.

		I pushed over onto my belly, reminding myself of the hugeness of my tits when they became like jack stands underneath my chest. Denise rolled her underwear down, and my all-too-familiar cock flopped out. My eyes crossed, staring down those seven inches of shaft that I was usually pretty proud of. There were guys who were bigger, but mine was aesthetically respectable. Straight and thick.

		Pre-cum oozed from her urethra.

		Oh God, I thought, feeling a last-second stab of fear. If I sucked a cock, I couldn’t make myself forget about sucking a cock. This was a life-altering event.

		My face leaned in, and my lips pushed over the glans.

		I tried not to think about the moral or sexual ramifications of any of this. Most importantly, I supposed, it was my cock. It wasn’t some random dude’s. And its hardness and girth felt so much more impressive inside my mouth and on my tongue. I extended my neck, taking a few inches in until my throat and gag reflex insisted that I hit the brakes. Then I pulled back and sucked, her hard-on throbbing ceaselessly—and faster. It was so weird to have the source of all my teenage pleasures in my mouth.

		We’d had a lot of good times together.

		None like this.

		I moved my head gradually, respecting a speed limit for a first-time cocksucker. Denise started to moan as well. And her affectionate personality continued even in her male body, as she stroked my hair and petted the sides of my face. She whispered encouragements. She’d been there for so many years of my life, and now she was here for this—and I knew, from that reason alone, that I’d be all right after giving my first blowjob.

		What I wasn’t prepared for was the sense of satisfaction I felt. I could dance my tongue around and pinch my lips and leave a heap of drool over that firm rod, but to feel her become more engorged and thicker because of what I was doing was sensational. I knew what she was going through. My one-lane road of understanding biology was now a busy two-lane road. And my horniness grew exponentially because of the man inside me who knew all about hard, throbbing cocks.

		I pulled off with a deep sigh, stretching a rope of saliva with me. I gathered it inside my fingers and slathered it across her shaft, spreading the shine and again reveling in her firmness from base to tip. This perspective of my cock was still bizarre, but I was getting used to it.

		Denise’s mouth was hanging open. “You know,” she said, when she’d regained the use of her jaw, “my husband has nothing on you. But don’t tell him that.”

		“Thanks,” I said, grinning with the taste of her pre-cum in my mouth.

		Everything afterward was automatic. I rolled onto my back. The warmth between my legs was unreal, but it wasn’t just warmth now; it was emptiness. Need. My male mind knew of this need, but in this body it was reverse, and the two had been clashing for close to twenty minutes. But now my desires were clearer. My legs opened up, spreading far and wide: my invitation. And Denise positioned herself to accept.

		Female arousal was kind of like an itch, deep in my loins. And what I was seeking was a long instrument to get in there and scratch it. Denise, on her knees, held my legs apart and aimed her cock down at my waiting slit. For a moment, I was stuck in a mode of awe. My eyes were wide, and my mouth was open as I observed this connection of our swapped-around sexual organs take place. Then her erection dipped beneath the horizon of my pubic mound, and soon I felt its pulsating head at my entrance.

		She slipped it inside.

		My head fell back. I was panting as her girth entered my pussy, spreading my slippery hole wide open. On a level, it was deeply uncomfortable. My male mind was absolutely sure that there should not be a hole and a passageway for a penis to slide into. But it was relegated with my many other unimportant concerns to a faraway place. The fullness of her dick was magical. Just…magical.

		I smiled like I was doped and stretched out on the mattress as those seven inches of hard, throbbing excitement became the only sensation between my legs. I wasn’t even trembling.

		“Oh,” Denise chirped. “I’m quite tight in there. How’s it feel?”

		“Amazing,” I said. “It’s pretty weird, when I think about it for too long, but it seems like exactly what my body wants.”

		“It gets better too, honey.”

		She began to thrust, by the bare minimum of the definition. Usually, the inside of my pussy didn’t really feel like anything. But now, the sensation of that pillar of engorged muscle was so clear, and I felt it sliding back and forth, fucking me. And I loved the way that my partner’s motions caused my body to jiggle. My hips and tits felt those deep lunges.

		Confident in her male role thus far, Denise picked up the pace, ramming her cock down into me. I moaned repeatedly, holding my breasts and pinching my nipples. I had the biggest smile on my face. My body sure didn’t feel like it was forty-five years old. Sure, it jiggled in places that many women’s bodies half her age didn’t, and I’d noticed a little bit of gray in my hair. But the sex. I felt alive. I felt energetic. And the pleasure was, in some aspects, arguably better than as a man. It tingled everywhere inside my body, not just my groin. I was being rewarded for this huge cock hammering into me, and goddamn I enjoyed it.

		Denise appreciated her variety in the bedroom. After a bit of clumsiness, I found myself on top, hopping up and down on her big pole. I felt my age a little more during that, with having to push myself up and down. Yet every time I impaled myself on that huge erection, I squealed. It was like I had a button inside my pussy, and her cock was stabbing it over and over again.

		Then I leaned over her. Denise took one of my nipples into her mouth and sucked on it as I continued to ride her.

		“You like my tits, you big filthy boy?” I cooed.

		Her face made a playful frown. “Is that what you want me to sound like?”

		I laughed. “I’m just really into this. If I’d known sex as a woman was this amazing, I would’ve tried it sooner.”

		She communicated with me about the progress of her climax. And when she was ready, I told her that I was ready too. After a few more thrusts, she shook and gritted her teeth underneath me. Simultaneously, her hot rush of release exploded deep into my pussy. It actually startled me a little that I could feel it. Each warm little blast helped to bring about my own orgasm.

		Being held in a man’s arms while you’re both climaxing was an experience I suddenly wanted more of. And it was even better with Denise. She’d always loved me. And over the years, our love had evolved. Now she was shooting her cum inside me.

		We’d never quite had a normal relationship.

		“So,” she said afterward. “What do you say about trading places once a week?”

		I was resting my head against her chest. Or my chest. Whatever. “I think you just convinced me,” I said. “And thanks for sharing your body with me.”

		She kissed me on my forehead, and I knew the fun was just beginning.

		

	


		Epilogue

		 

		Two Saturdays later, I was in MILF mode, wearing skintight jeans that really accentuated my plump backside and one harsh jiggle away from bursting out of a green crop top. Clint was at work—Saturday shifts had become the new norm. And that was mostly fine, because I still felt awkward around him, especially now that the ring on my finger indicated that I’d had a wedding and a honeymoon with him. But it gave Denise time to stealthily check in on Kenny’s school progress, and we’d all accepted her terms.

		The TV was tuned to college football. And I was about to sit down myself and enjoy the games—the only thing that could stop me from masturbating, although I’d explored Denise’s drawers and found some vibrators, so I might not abstain for the whole afternoon anyway.

		Then the doorbell rang.

		Ah shoot, I thought, jiggling over to the door. Is it the postman?

		I opened up. Kenny, Denise, and a college-aged girl were standing outside.

		Time froze. I’d never seen my best friend while I was in his mom’s body. I knew how to act around Denise, but not her son. My brain became overwhelmed with how I should respond and what kind of motherly affection I should show him without raising suspicion.

		Denise motioned me urgently with her eyes.

		I cleared my throat. “Kenny! Son. Er, sweetheart. You didn’t tell your mother you were stopping by today.” I nervously swooped in and gave him a hug. The rascal never did come see his mother, after all.

		“Mom,” he groaned, trying to shrug out of my arms. He stank of weed, so I was happy to let him go.

		I eyed the tall brunette next to him. And while I might’ve been in the body of a forty-five-year-old married woman, my male mind definitely checked out her long, tan legs.

		“Mom,” Kenny said. “This is my girlfriend, Danielle.”

		“Oh,” I said. Options of courtesy rolled through my head like a spinning roulette wheel. I eventually thrust out my hand. “Nice to meet you.”

		After the handshake, the trio came inside. Kenny was thrilled to find the football game already on. He and his new lady-friend plopped down on the sofa. Meanwhile, Denise met me in the upstairs hallway while I was putting away towels.

		“You barely survived that,” she said, caressing my thigh.

		“He could’ve texted me or something. You could’ve texted me.”

		“And miss that look on your face?” She took my hand and placed it on her groin, where there was a rising bulge. “I finally got Kenny to meet a girl. She’s really nice. And he needs someone to clean him up. I’ve already gone through a bottle of Febreeze just to make that dorm room smell halfway decent. I can’t believe how little space you boys have.”

		“Tell me about it,” I said.

		A holler came from the living room. Something about the refs.

		Denise led me in the other direction. Toward the master bedroom.

		“Are you sure?” I said, despite my nipples poking out. “I mean, Kenny’s here.”

		Denise shrugged. “You know guys,” she said. “We only need five minutes.” She slapped my big butt. “Now get in there and show me your beautiful ass, Logan. I’m going to take you to Pound Town.”

		“You know those lines are terribly cheesy, right?”

		“I’m a guy. I have to act the part.”

		She shut and locked the door. And she took me to Pound Town.

		 

		


		 

		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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