
        
            
                
            
        

    
		
			[image: cover]
		

	
		
			[image: cover]
		

		 

		


		 

		
			[image: ]
		

		 

		


		 

		Contents

		 

		
			One
		

		 

		
			Two
		

		 

		
			Three
		

		 

		
			Four
		

		 

		
			Five
		

		 

		
			Epilogue
		

		 

		


		 

		Copyright © 2024 Gregor Daniels

		 

		All rights reserved.

		 

		Only ADULTS beyond this point.

		 

		All characters are consenting adults at least eighteen years old.

		
		 

		1

		 

		
			[image: ]
		

		 

		After six months of dating, it had become a habit that I chill at my girlfriend’s house on most weekday afternoons. Her neighborhood was closer, and it saved me from taking the bus with those snot-sucking losers. My folks wouldn’t buy me a car; even at eighteen, I was still saving up my money. But there was a problem with that. I was too lazy to find a job to even have enough money, and my girl—Tess—was happy to drive me anywhere in her BMW. And with her folks living in a fucking mansion, I really didn’t feel like I was at a disadvantage.

		Tess had softball practice. No problemo. As her boyfriend, I’d already been entrusted with a shiny key to her fancy house. It was a scorcher outside, and I gladly let myself into the sanctuary of central air conditioning.

		One of these days, I thought, gazing up at the mile-high ceiling and chandeliers, wishing I could be as loaded as these people.

		Might take a lottery.

		My only other prospects were being a bench-warmer in football and half-decent in English—the only class my mom wasn’t scolding me to improve my grade in. Or, maybe, if things with Tess continued as they were, I could just marry into the wealth.

		Hey, it was the twenty-first century. If my girlfriend earned a six-figure salary one day and lived in a house like this, I would happily be a house-husband!

		Like with most days, the place was quiet. Her mom was a nurse; Dad was a businessman, though I wasn’t sure in which industry. Aerospace? International conglomerations? Weapons manufacturing like Tony Stark? His money had to come from somewhere, but it wasn’t any of my business. I was just here to enjoy a smart refrigerator that told me the forecast while I reached inside and grabbed a bottle of water. Then I meandered into the massive open room that was this mansion’s main living area and dumped myself onto the huge sofa. I took my shirt and socks off, threw them on the floor. And I downed the drink so fast that I belched.

		Sorry Mom and Dad, I thought. I might just move in here permanently.

		There were enough rooms upstairs that I probably could, and my girlfriend’s family might not even notice. Did they really need like five spare bedrooms?

		I grabbed the remote and zapped it at the eighty-five-inch television.

		Nothing happened.

		I moved my arm in every direction, trying different angles, high and low. The red light on the TV stayed on, and the screen stayed dark.

		“Motherfucking thing,” I cursed, too comfortable to move.

		In the middle of my struggles, the maid walked in. As a further testament to the benefits of luxury, Tess and her family had their own housekeeper, who, as far as I knew, actually lived in one of those rooms upstairs. Her name was Rosa, and she was probably around thirty. Hispanic. Or Latina? Mexican? Hell, I didn’t know the damn difference. She had brown skin and looked like she could speak Spanish, so she was one of those. She was wearing a tank top and sweatpants, and she had arrived at just the right time to save my afternoon.

		“Hey, can you turn on the TV?” I said, waving the remote at her. “Uh, thanks. Muchas gracias. I remember that phrase from school.”

		“Sure, señor.”

		It turned out the damn thing needed new batteries, and these stupid smart televisions didn’t have buttons anywhere else. Rosa apologized for my troubles, went away, replaced the batteries in the remote, and handed it back to me. Success. I flipped through the million channels until I settled on one of the Michael Bay Transformers movies.

		Rosa: “Señor, would you like me to clean these clothes?”

		I saw that she was gesturing to my shirt and socks. Probably a good idea. I couldn’t remember the last time they’d been washed anyway, and they were sweaty—hence why I was comfortably shirtless and soaking up the cool air, sprawled on the sofa.

		“Yeah, sure,” I said.

		Rosa gathered them up and went away.

		It’s so nice having a maid, I thought. One of those benefits of being rich. And my girlfriend’s family probably paid Rosa well enough that she was happy to do whatever chore. If I ever got to be rich, I was definitely getting myself a maid. A cute one, not like an old lady. And huge knockers were a must too, although Rosa wasn’t flat herself. She had a nice enough body, and her tank tops were always inviting my eyes to spy that tiny bit of tan cleavage she was willing to show off.

		I watched some CGI robots fight for a few minutes.

		While I was texting my mom and telling her I wouldn’t be home until later this evening—more often than not that was the case, but she was just overprotective—Bailey trotted in. She was an old spaniel, which Tess had gotten for one of her birthdays a long time ago. Bailey had never warmed up to me. Truthfully, I thought she was one bark away from being in the grave, with her graying fur and blind left eye. She stopped in the middle of the room, stared at me, and started trembling on her four legs.

		I knew what that meant.

		Bailey, in her old age, was falling apart in multiple ways. Including her bowels.

		I snapped my fingers and pointed at her. “Hey! I know that look. Don’t you dare—”

		It was more liquid than solid, splatting out behind her hind legs.

		“You fucking mutt…”

		And if that wasn’t enough, the damn dog circled around and smelled its own shit like it had forgotten what it had done. Then, to piss me off even more, it walked right through the puddle and tracked it across the room.

		I sighed.

		The smell was so fucking bad, and the ceiling fan was wafting it in my direction. I didn’t want to call on Rosa, but I eventually had to—unless I wanted to hold my nose.

		She came hurrying into the room, saw the mess. “Oh, goodness. That’s the third time today,” she said. After disappearing for a moment, she came back with a caddy containing cleaning supplies, got down on her knees, and started spraying and scrubbing. The chemicals combined with the smell of dog shit made for a disgusting concoction. I silently pleaded for her to hurry up.

		Then I uttered: “I’m so glad I don’t have to deal with that.”

		Rosa stopped and looked over at me with an unfriendly expression. I thought I’d said something wrong, but I couldn’t think of any way I’d offended her. I was glad I didn’t have to clean up that shit, and it was her job to do so. She was literally the housekeeper. She was keeping the house clean.

		Then she smiled and nodded. “Yes, señor. It is your privilege to relax while I do all the hard work around here.”

		“Well, uh, I didn’t mean like it was a privilege, or any—”

		“Are you thirsty, Señor Jason?”

		I’d chugged that first bottle of water pretty quickly. Without moving, I nodded that I was. Rosa, after finishing the lengthy cleanup of that damn dog’s shit trail, took the empty bottle away and returned with a fresh one about a minute later. Comfortable and quenched, I watched Michael Bay’s CGI budget have an orgasm all over the screen.

		After a few sips, I happened to glance at the water. Inside the bottle, which was still about three-fourths full, I thought I saw traces of a pink substance swirling around. What the heck? I thought. I shook the bottle, hoping to stir up whatever was inside the liquid, but if it had been anything and not some trick of the light, I’d only helped to make it dissolve more.

		Maybe it was a supplement?

		My girlfriend’s mom was a nurse. She was probably loaded up on supplements, and Rosa was just giving my refreshment a nutritional boost.

		Much appreciated.

		But I began to feel weird. Like in a tingly way. And either it was a new developing fetish or some unexpected side effect, because while watching a bunch of computer-generated robots beat the shit out of each other, I began to get an erection. I shifted on the sofa, hoping to turn my thoughts away from the swelling, throbbing signals coming from underneath my athletic shorts. But it was no good. Somehow, I was fully erect, and trying to adjust my junk in a way that was also stimulating it.

		Rosa appeared like a fucking jump-scare. “¿Problema, señor?”

		“Uh,” my throat croaked. My cheeks felt like they had third-degree burns. I was hastily trying to tuck my problem out of sight, but she had definitely noticed. More than that, she was staring at it.

		“Jason,” she said, “let me take care of it.”

		Take care of it? What?

		Cue my stunned reaction as my girlfriend’s maid then proceeded to yank my shorts down and give freedom to my raging hard-on. Such things weren’t supposed to happen outside of porn videos, and I truly thought this Transformers movie had put me to sleep—and now my dreams were taking a weird, erotic turn!

		Rosa knelt. Whatever was going on, she appeared happy to address the problem. Her hands wrapped around my engorged, pale shaft and started stroking. My head whipped back. For no apparent reason that I could think of, other than being eighteen years old with raging hormones, I was uncontrollably aroused. Again, I thought about that substance I’d seen—or thought I’d seen—in the water, but there was no way these two things were related.

		And what if someone walked in?

		Tess had softball practice, but that should be ending here soon.

		None of these concerned Rosa, who gave me a two-fisted handjob and smiled at me. Around the house, she didn’t dress in flashy clothing, but she definitely had a nice body. And my excitement encouraged my eyes to linger on her chest. Now my balls were aching for release, tormented by those swiftly pumping hands not quite moving fast enough.

		“Good, señor?” she asked.

		I nodded. It was good!

		That was before she stood up, dropped her sweatpants and panties in one motion, and climbed on top of me.

		What the fuck!?

		Okay, so she was a lonely, horny maid? My confusion left no room for complaints as her furry crotch hovered over my tall, painful mast. She grabbed my abdomen for support and lowered herself, leaving me with no responsibility other than to sit there and be amazed by the tightness and wetness of her pussy. I shuddered on the sofa as she lowered herself all the way, and my erection was subsequently buried deep inside her.

		She’s like thirty, and she’s still THIS tight? I thought.

		I wasn’t in a completely horny trance; I did worry a little about Tess discovering who my dick had been inside. Like, good God, I was fucking the maid! But such fears vanished when she started humping me.

		Rosa: “Señor, your cock is so big!”

		That just about made me explode.

		Rosa’s hips were wide and alluring, and my hands nervously found their way to them, holding those lush curves as we fucked. I grunted and groaned, trying to pretend like I was a man with more experience, and that her slippery fuck-hole wasn’t instantly bringing me to the edge. But any self-control I had was overshadowed by a beastly need to drain my balls, and where better than inside this beautiful woman’s pussy?

		She seemed to want the same thing, because she never slowed up.

		It inevitably became too much.

		My teenage semen was loaded into the chamber, and I fired a deep blast into her warm depths. We rocked together, her sitting on my groin, my balls repeatedly clenching and unloading spurt after spurt.

		I felt immensely satisfied.

		And so, so dizzy…

		Something pulled on my brain, and suddenly I no longer had the sofa pressing against my back. I was upright, straddling something large, and tingling in a vastly different way. There was a weight on chest, a deep pressure in my crotch, and my nipples were straining.

		My eyes focused, and I saw…

		Myself?
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		My fight-or-flight response kicked into high gear. This time it was flight. I practically leapt off the sofa, all my youthful athleticism absent from my legs as I scrambled to keep my balance—grabbing the coffee table to do so. The extra weight on my chest was rising and falling, and there was something warm oozing down the insides of my thighs. I glanced down, saw legs covered in light brown skin, saw them split into four blurry legs, then snap back together into a smooth, squat pair. I looked back up at the person lying on the mattress.

		Me. That person was me.

		“Not bad, señor,” my body said. And the way my face was smiling made me feel deeply uncomfortable. He rubbed his half-erect cock, which was spotted with the remains of my recent ejaculation. “It’s true about having a penis. I feel in charge.”

		I pointed a trembling index finger at him. The finger, like my legs, was the same, darker shade. And there was nail polish. In an instant, I entirely forgot what I was going to say, and I stood there shaking.

		It’s Rosa, I told myself.

		That wasn’t a he. That was a she. That was the goddamn maid in my body!

		Rosa sat up. It was very unsettling to watch my body move without being in control of it. She returned the underwear and shorts to their proper position. “Un momento. I need to get the laundry.” And there went my eighteen-year-old body, strutting away without me inside it.

		How?

		For fuck’s sake, how?

		I spent a long time just frozen where I was. When I did look down again, I was confronted with a view of light brown cleavage peeking through what had formerly been Rosa’s tank top. I gulped hard. Everything else was supposed to belong to my girlfriend’s maid too: my narrow waist, my wide hips, and especially that dark bush. It was the only part of my groin that was visible, and that was coming from a guy who could always look down and know, without a doubt, that he’d see his manhood.

		Not anymore.

		Somehow, we’d swapped bodies. And based on Rosa’s positive reaction, it was an easy assumption that she’d orchestrated this.

		I was a Spanish lady. And I was old!

		When Rosa returned, she was fully dressed. I thought she was walking pompously. Maybe my brain was just scared by her being the taller one.

		“You probably have questions about—”

		“What the fuck, lady?” I nearly screamed, with a voice that was a completely wrong register. “You took my body! Are you some psycho witch?”

		She smiled. “No. It was just a special ingredient.”

		“A special ingredient? Like a magic potion?”

		“You must stop screaming. Here.” She reached out her hand containing clothes—the underwear and sweatpants. I realized, with a stab of dread, that those feminine garments were meant for me. Still shaking, I took them and proceeded to dress myself. The panties were silk, but otherwise basic. At least the sweatpants weren’t overtly feminine. Regardless, feeling the material come into contact with my new genitalia and then adhere to my new curves produced a cringe that never really ended.

		Rosa sat down, stretched her longer arms over herself, and yawned. “I’m thirsty, señorita. May I have some water?”

		I blinked.

		“I’m not your maid.”

		“Have you looked in a mirror? All the maids around these parts are mujeres mexicanas. And I’m a good-looking white person. You have to listen to me now. Go get me a Snapple.”

		This absolute bitch.

		So, a potion had swapped our bodies. Reluctantly, I went into the kitchen to fetch her stupid drink, because I feared that the evidence of one potion might mean she had more potions, with all kinds of fucking ways to make my life worse. When I returned, I was feeling violated. Like someone had broken into my school locker and stolen all my shit. But that times a thousand. It was so much goddamn worse.

		Rosa smiled and sipped her refreshment. “Gracias. Helen would get upset if the maid took one of her precious Snapples, but my new appearance makes me entitled to it.”

		“What is this?” I said. “Your idea of revenge? I’m not even a part of this family.”

		“Which is exactly what I want, because I am fed up with serving these people,” she said. “The richer they are, the more las mujeres like me are exploited. It’s your turn now, Jason. Go on.” She waved her hand at me as if my presence was no longer wanted. “You will find a list of chores in your new room. You wouldn’t want to displease Helen. You have nowhere else to go.”

		“But…b-but…”

		How quickly my life had gone down the shitter.

		This bitch was messing with a football player, and I was honestly ready to treat her like how I treated a rival team: with a hard tackle. But she had the physique of an athlete now. And me? The flab on my thighs meant I’d probably be exhausted from a jog down the street.

		She’d taken my body.

		She’d taken my life.

		And to further complicate things, the front door opened right as I was nearly hyperventilating. My girlfriend’s mom was here, fresh from a shift at the hospital and still in her scrubs. She wiped her feet and came in, relishing the air conditioning with a happy sigh. “Rosa,” she said right away. “Can you fetch me some of my favorite mineral water at the grocery store? I saw that we were out this morning and forgot to tell you. I feel like I’m going to need quite a few during this heatwave.”

		I didn’t say anything.

		Clearly Helen wasn’t talking to me! I wasn’t Rosa!

		“Rosa, did you hear me?” She sniffed and made a frown. “We need to fumigate this house one day. I love Bailey to death, but I hate coming home to the smell of dog poop.”

		I looked down at the real Rosa, happily relaxing on the sofa and watching TV. She winked at me, then whispered: “I think she’s talking to you, señorita.”

		Dear God, please tell me what I did to deserve this.

		I’d been with Tess long enough to know the routines of everyone in this house. Like me, Rosa didn’t have her own vehicle. When she shopped for the family, she walked down to the H-E-B on the corner. During the rare occurrence of an ice storm or really cold temperatures, Helen might provide a lift. But a heatwave? The maid was walking.

		Today, that meant me.

		Helen: “And when you get back, my laundry needs to be put away.”

		I sulked down to the grocery store, sweating profusely. I didn’t need any list; I knew my girlfriend’s mom drank S.Pellegrino religiously. So many details were uncomfortably wrong: my hips swaying, my new panties pulling tautly against my flat groin, my chest bouncing. But determined to not make matters worse, I bought the stupid mineral water and carried it back to the house, breathing a little hard from the trip and labor.

		And then I went up into Helen’s room to do the fucking laundry, which awaited me in baskets.

		I never thought I’d be folding up my girlfriend’s mom’s panties, but here we were. She had a thing for thongs too, apparently. Also, she was neat. Like underwear-separated-into-groups neat. My first attempts at folding were a disaster, and I realized that Helen seeing those crumpled-up panties inside her drawer would only bring trouble back upon me. So I studied the folding methods on display, redid my work, and made those fucking panties look pristine and proper. There. Job saved. Next: bras!

		The whole time I was trying to formulate a plan. I figured Rosa was too smart to leave that potion in her room somewhere, since that was going to be where I lived for the foreseeable future. And, obviously, she wouldn’t just have sex with me on a whim. The sex had been part of the requirement, somehow. That was why she had suddenly wanted to bone me after I had drank whatever the hell was dissolved in that water.

		I gave myself a headache from being so mad.

		That lady didn’t have the right!

		Like, sure, I was sorry for the position she was in, but that was just life. Some people were born into wealth, others had to struggle.

		While dealing with the laundry, I caught my reflection in the mirror.

		It was difficult to register, like my mind was convinced that it was seeing another person—even when I moved and the lady mimicked me flawlessly. My dark eyes looked scared. Probably because they were taking in my slightly pear-shaped figure. From the side angle, I was very self-conscious about the size of my ass. It wasn’t that big. For a woman. But a guy, though? It was a huge dumper. A fleshy caboose tightly encased in my sweatpants, showing the entire world that I didn’t need a pillow when I sat down. I dragged my hands up across it, feeling its soft expanse and the slight jiggle it made when I let go.

		Mierda, I thought.

		It was a joke to myself. It didn’t turn out to be very funny.

		Downstairs, I was prepared to be assigned another task: cleaning, sorting, and being the reliable physical labor for these lazy rich types. What I hadn’t prepared for was seeing my girlfriend. Softball practice had gone long, but she hadn’t missed the fun. She and that male impostor were curled up on the sofa watching a movie on cable, with her blonde ponytail hanging over the back.

		It angered me.

		How could Tess not notice?

		And did Rosa seriously believe that she could steal my life and leave me in her body? I wanted to go to college! And if things worked out as planned, Tess and I would be together the whole way. Rosa couldn’t possibly impersonate me at home and in school. I’d been coming over, and she’d seen me a lot, but there was just no fucking way it would last. At some point, she’d slip.

		Then my girlfriend kissed that other asshole on the cheek. “You used to avoid romcoms like the plague. I’m so glad you like watching them with me now.”

		Rosa: “I just want to be a better boyfriend to you, babe.”

		Tess: “Aw.”

		She talked like me. She sounded like me.

		Then Tess saw me. For a moment, all was clear: I could tell her the truth, and she’d believe me. I would not be placed in a mental institution. Rosa was expecting me to be a coward, and she was flat wrong. Tess even looked at me like she knew what was up. It was her little smirk. Then she bit her lip.

		Is that a signal? I wondered.

		The hell was she implying?

		Her mother patted me on the shoulder, knocking me out of my trance of longing to be the one sitting next to my girlfriend and possibly sneakily getting a handjob when no one else was around. “I’m afraid Bailey’s made a mess again. It’s in the game room. And make an appointment with the vet when you’re done.”

		“Yes,” I said quietly.

		I retrieved the caddy with the cleaning supplies, then followed the smell. Bailey was sitting by her work: a stinky, brown puddle in the corner past the billiard table. I just shook my head. This was their dog; Helen or even my girlfriend should be cleaning up this mess. Instead it was me, like a fucking slave. Do this, do that. Sure, Rosa was technically being paid, but it didn’t feel that way. I just felt like a person that problems could be dumped on because it was convenient.

		I scrubbed until my arm hurt.

		Then Bailey, while maintaining eye contact with me—like a show of dominance—proceeded to squat down and do it all over again about three feet away from where I was.

		“Goddammit, dog! Stop shitting!”
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		The morning alarm was like a buzzsaw through my brain. My eyes squinted at the red numerals, where I read that it was six o’clock. I slammed my hand down, hoping that if I didn’t just succeed in turning the alarm off I would destroy the whole goddamn thing altogether. I sighed and rolled on my back. Unconsciously, I sent my hands to inspect those new orbs on my chest. Hey, they were kind of fun to play with. And even though Rosa had more than a decade on me, her nipples—well, my nipples, presently—were easily stimulated and sensitive.

		It was about the only good thing I had going for me.

		Me and my squishy tits. Like stress balls, squeezing them helped me cope.

		Downstairs, the doorbell buzzed. Helen was working the night shift, her husband Kurt was doing whatever the hell he did for a living, and my girlfriend was sound asleep, not having to wake up until at least another hour for school. Which left me in charge of the mansion.

		I pounded my fists against the bed, bolted up, wrapped myself in a robe, and went downstairs.

		My alarm had been set for six because some delivery guys were scheduled to arrive at the crack of dawn, and that’s who I found waiting outside. The one responsible for the doorbell was wearing blue coveralls and extensively tattooed, like he’d be better off in leather and riding a Harley-Davidson. When I greeted him, his gaze instantly glued to my chest.

		I looked down.

		Right. Women didn’t usually answer the door wearing just panties and a robe, which was open down the middle and revealing a substantial amount of my tan breasts. “What?” I said. “You gonna drop this shit off, or not?”

		The tattooed guy seemed caught off-guard by my blunt tone. Whatever. His fault for checking me out. “Yes, ma’am,” he said. “Just tell me where you want them.”

		Fuck if I know, I thought.

		Helen had ordered a dozen huge houseplants, and the duty had been placed on me to arrange them accordingly. I had no damn clue where my girlfriend’s mom wanted them, and I certainly had no woman’s intuition about decorating and shit. So I directed the delivery guys around the house, pointing to a corner of a room, even if there were no windows or sunlight.

		Of course they continued to steal peeks at my body. Before, as an eighteen-year-old guy, I would’ve given them some business over it. Now, I couldn’t do squat. I was probably like one-twenty on a scale—maybe just a hundred discounting my fat ass. Obviously I could’ve dressed for the occasion better, but it was really insulting.

		Did women have to constantly put up with this? Was I some piece of meat?

		When the dudes had finished turning the house into a jungle, I went upstairs and tossed myself back into Rosa’s bed. It was comfortable, at least. My usual sleep cycle was still in effect, regardless of my physical appearance, because I almost slept till noon. It was kind of nice without school. It was not so nice getting up, dealing with putting on a bra, using the bathroom with the toilet seat down, and following the smell of dog poop to find another one of Bailey’s accidents.

		The rest of my agenda for the morning was dishes.

		Hooray.

		I’d searched in Rosa’s room for those potions or powders, or whatever she had used to swap our bodies, but I’d come up emptyhanded. So, I was officially at her mercy; whenever she decided I’d learned my lesson and I could return to my own life and have my girlfriend back, she’d undo this punishment. Well, I still assumed that. It was the only reason why I cared about playing the part of the housekeeper. If she’d insinuated that this was permanent, I’d go fucking postal.

		Helen preferred her dishes hand-cleaned. She said it got the filth off better.

		Of course. More bullshit for the maid.

		After thirty minutes, my hands were aching. Slowly, the dirty pile in the rack dwindled while the clean pile in the sink basin grew.

		“Buenos días,” I said to myself. “¿Cómo estás? Mucho gusto.”

		My only Spanish class had been during my freshman year, and I’d cheated on most of the exams. I only remembered a few phrases. Rosa’s mouth seemed well-suited for the syllables, and I found myself pronouncing words much better now than back then. And I thought women talking in Spanish were kind of sexy. It passed the time.

		I heard the front door open. I assumed it was Helen. That was the part that always sucked about dating Tess: her mom’s work schedule was all over the place, and sometimes she was on call, meaning she could be ordered to fill in at the hospital at any moment. Or she might return at any moment, like in the middle of the two of us getting frisky.

		Footsteps approached.

		“Hola, Rosa,” a male voice said.

		I turned, elbow-deep in this gross-ass water, and saw my girlfriend’s dad. “Uh. Hola,” I said with a nervous smile.

		Please, for the love of GOD, don’t try to have a conversation with me in Spanish, I silently pleaded.

		Fortunately, that didn’t happen.

		Kurt looked really nice. He looked moneyed, like he belonged in a boardroom where huge business deals were made. It made sense; it was his job that paid for most of everything here, from what I gathered. Apparently he’d even talked to Mark Zuckerberg once. I had no claim to fame that came anywhere close.

		Any chitchat with my girlfriend’s family only presented more opportunities to flub, so I stayed quiet and focused on finishing the dishes. Kurt traversed the huge, spacious kitchen to have a drink of water. I glanced over, envying his tight business suit, hoping I could have a job that made me wear a suit like that one day. Chicks dug guys in tailored suits.

		Kurt turned back toward me. “Is Helen home?”

		I shook my head. And quietly I said, “She’s working until three, I think.”

		“That’s good.”

		He came up right behind me. And then the most unexpected thing ever happened: he caressed my butt. My hands jerked so violently in the sink that they splashed water on the countertop. I completely froze, a chill running up my spine. The hand didn’t go away. It sort of squeezed and fondled my backside, and it was so fucking disturbing. Like, what the hell? Had my girlfriend’s dad been gay this whole time? This was seriously inappropriate!

		And then reason caught up with me: no, he wasn’t gay, because I wasn’t Jason anymore. I was Rosa, the Spanish housekeeper.

		Kurt was breathing on my neck. I thought about punching him.

		“You’ve worked hard enough, mi tamal picante,” he said. “I have to return to the office at the top of the hour. And I’ve already had lunch.”

		Rosa wanting to get away from this family was starting to make more sense. I had so many thoughts about my girlfriend’s dad now having his hand inside my sweatpants and touching my butt. But all that paled against him reaching underneath, between my legs, and rubbing his finger across my crotch. He had clear intentions, and my clitoris was his target. I shivered to having my female genitalia rubbed by another person.

		So, as a maid, I was also in an extramarital relationship.

		Maybe Rosa wasn’t getting paid enough for all this shit.

		Kurt removed my hands from the dishwater and cleaned them with a towel. I couldn’t bear to look at him, but he turned my head until I had no other choice.

		“Something wrong?” he said.

		God, that face could sell cologne, I thought. I jiggled my head back and forth.

		Then he leaned in and kissed me.

		I had shrunk within myself by now, letting whatever needed to happen happen. Another man’s facial hair scratching my chin and lips was not a pleasant feeling, and I withheld every obscenity I knew of—and ones I was creating on the spot. Down below, he continued to finger me. And whether I liked it or not, my nipples were getting insanely hard.

		So, this body was appreciative of this kind of action.

		The man inside? He was wishing for a timely meteor strike.

		Kurt pulled one of my hands to his crotch, where he made me rub his bulge. Yeah, yeah, I get the gist, I thought, proving I could do so without his hands-on instruction. Considering the implications of making out with my girlfriend’s dad made my brain want to turn inside-out, so I ignored them. And, as with everything else put on my shoulders thus far, I did what these damn people wanted.

		He got hard. Maybe it was just my smaller hand. I told myself it was. Otherwise, I was concerned that my girlfriend’s dad had me beat in the size department—which was not a fact I ever wanted to know. Either way, I stroked him through his trousers. And when he unbuttoned them, I slipped my hand inside like the dutiful maid I was, where I found a thickly pulsing cock.

		Ew.

		Kurt pulled away. He had pretty green eyes. Objectively speaking.

		“I always concentrate better at work when you blow me,” he said. “Something about my system being clean of distractions. It helps everyone. It helps me secure deals, and that money comes right back into my family and into your pocket.”

		So, he was handsome, and he was a manipulative asshole.

		Rosa had made the right fucking call, although I still wished it hadn’t been me who was sacrificed for her freedom.

		With an uncomfortable knot tightening in my gut, I dropped to my knees, seeing no other choice than to go along with this, no matter how much my male pride contested having anything to do with another man’s cock. Kurt’s swollen member was eagerly anticipating me. With a mournful thought to my eighteen years of not having a cock in my mouth, I moved my head forward and opened my lips.

		Everything was so disgustingly backward: me down here, the man up there, the cock in my face. It was not a sight I had ever wished to see, nor a sensation I’d wanted to feel. His girth pushed between my teeth and along my tongue. I nearly gagged. But in order to not make him suspect that I wasn’t who I appeared to be, I began sucking him off. I dragged my wet lips across his throbbing shaft, bringing a few inches inside my mouth; I slid my tongue underneath, cupping that stiff pillar of flesh and engorged muscles.

		Yesterday I’d felt like a slave.

		I felt worse now. Less than human. Kurt wasn’t mistreating me; he was gentle and nice, in the physical way. But I could tell that he saw me as only a means to his pleasure—pleasure he wasn’t receiving from his wife, apparently. And my mouth was his solution.

		I grabbed his legs and worked his shaft, knowing that the quicker I finished the less time I’d have this damn thing in my mouth. And already he was producing pre-cum. I cringed while swallowing it. I went faster and faster, making myself a little dizzy with not only the blowjob, the tastes, and the smells, but also from how much reality was so insanely fucked right now.

		Then Kurt grabbed my head. His deep grunt was all the announcement needed.

		Something warm splashed into the back of my throat. His cock pulsed like never before, inflating even huger as he shot his seed. And I swallowed. I felt all his gooey output sliding down my throat, filling my mouth with its salty flavor.

		I thought I died a little.

		My girlfriend’s dad shooting his load into my mouth?

		I’d have some wild stories for the therapist ten years from now!

		Kurt extracted his manhood—now limper and shining with drool. He sighed happily. “Thanks, Rosa. You are an excellent maid.” Then he zipped himself up and left me kneeling there, with a little bit of cum running off my lips.

		“Gracias, asshole,” I uttered.
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		I read the text message again: BRING BAILEY’S FAVORITE LEASH.

		Like I know what the fuck that is, I thought.

		In any case, I was rooting around in Bailey’s closet—yes, the spaniel did have its own upstairs storage space full of clothing, toys, beds, and leashes. The leashes were on the top shelf. Two days before, I wouldn’t have worried about needing a vertical boost, but as Rosa I was wobbling on a stool and growing more frustrated. Many leashes were chewed up; I figured those were hated by the old mutt. So I picked the cleanest one. I huffed down the stairs, still distressed by all the ways my new body jiggled, and gave Helen the stupid leash.

		“Oh, and Rosa? Can you grab my running shoes too? I should’ve said something while you were up there.”

		With the politest nod I could manage, I climbed back up the stairs.

		Now I really wanted to lock myself in a room somewhere and scream. This was torture! The leash, the shoes, and before those I’d had to iron some shirts, dust downstairs, and rearrange those damn plants for forty-five minutes until Miss Dictator Supreme was happy. I blamed the delivery people for placing them in rooms with no sunlight. She vowed to no longer use their services.

		When I did get time to myself, I was too tired to enjoy it. Often, I locked myself in the bathroom and looked at my reflection. Sometimes I splashed my face with cold water or slapped myself around. I just have to survive this, I kept telling myself. But to what end? Rosa hadn’t been back since the day we’d swapped bodies, and I was dealing with an intensifying desire to wring her neck the next time I saw her. She was taller than me, but maybe I could grapple her from behind. Some kind of wrestling move.

		On the other hand, she’d probably fling me off like a rabid raccoon.

		There was always a lingering curiosity about my body. In a better situation, I might’ve explored myself more. My tits received frequent attention; I constantly groped them whenever I was in bed. It was less a pleasure thing and more a newness thing. They were just there, and they were heavy. It was like a way of acquainting myself to them.

		As for my pussy, I was more apprehensive.

		But sure, I thought about it. And how my clothes fit now—everything snug and flat against the front of my groin—always reminded me that I could no longer point and shoot when urinating. And silk panties were comfy. I had sensitive skin, and it was a pleasant sensation to have that region of my body wrapped in such a silky, thin garment.

		Give it a few years. I might forget everything about being a young man and enjoy inhabiting this woman’s body.

		For now and the foreseeable future, it mostly sucked.

		After another quick existential crisis, I left the privacy of the bathroom and walked down the hall. The door to my girlfriend’s bedroom was open, and I was stabbed with the fear of seeing what other enjoyments my male body was having while I was slaving away as a housekeeper. Luckily, Rosa was nowhere to be seen.

		And I caught Tess coming from the direction of the stairs.

		My heart jumped into my throat. Just tell her, my subconscious was urging. All it took was one ounce of courage to speak up about the maid’s body-swapping potion, prove my identity by talking about our relationship from the beginning, and enacting a plan to restore order in my chaotic life. Instead, I said nothing and smiled, feeling like the world’s biggest loser.

		Tess smiled too. She tugged on my tank top as she passed by. “Can you come to my room?” she said. And there was that lip bite again.

		Huh? I thought. What for?

		Outwardly, I remained obedient and followed my girlfriend into her bedroom. The proportions were all wrong; the ceiling was higher and the shelves were taller. I put those observations out of my mind as Tess invited me to sit on her mattress. I assigned my plump rear to a spot, and she dropped down next to me.

		The way she was staring at me, I thought she was going to burst out into laughter.

		Maybe Rosa had told her. Maybe it had been a plan hatched by both of them. But then why would they be cuddling? Why would any of this be happening at all? My mind searched for reasons in the vast confusion.

		Tess sighed. She seemed to be nervous.

		I broke the silence. “Where’s Jason?” I asked. It wasn’t small talk; I was genuinely curious about what that maid was doing to my body.

		“At home,” she said.

		I nodded. “Is he coming over later?”

		“I’m not sure I want him to. He’s been acting too weird lately.”

		Here we go, I thought. Finally, I could smell Rosa’s plan being undone because she didn’t know how to impersonate an eighteen-year-old boy, and I knew my girlfriend would notice.

		Tess: “Lately, he’s been more sensitive, which I always wanted. He gave me a foot massage, and he listened when I had to get something off my chest.”

		I can do foot massages, I thought. I can listen too. You just gotta tell me these things.

		“But I think it’s too little too late, Rosa. He and his jock friends are all the same. They just want to party, and I know when we get to college, he’s just gonna do the same thing. He’ll have new friends, and they’ll all drink beer. Assuming he even passes his classes.”

		That sounded like a good plan to me. The part with the beer. But I didn’t like where she was heading with this. Also, she’d started to caress my thigh.

		Uh?

		“I really need someone more mature. Someone who knows what they’re doing when things turn intimate. Not just some…wild animal.”

		My heart hurt like I’d been shot.

		This wasn’t going well for me. Well, the person she thought was me. The real me was here, where things were getting weird. When Tess turned to face me, she was hovering way too close for a simple conversation. And when her lips pushed in toward mine, I thought I was going crazy. Maybe I was. Maybe I was in that mental institution right this second, my imagination getting carried away from whatever drugs I was on.

		Our lips connected, and my girlfriend kissed me.

		She fucking kissed me. But she thought she was kissing Rosa, right?

		Uhhhhh?

		I was stunned. And she realized it.

		Tess pulled away. “What’s wrong? I thought you were comfortable with this. We made out like three times last week, and you give me better orgasms than Jason does.”

		“Three times?” I blurted.

		Tess raised an eyebrow. “Yeah? They were all great. Is everything okay?”

		No, everything was not okay. My girlfriend was cheating on me! And her dad was cheating too. And both of them were cheating with Rosa! I needed a moment. My head was spinning like a tornado, and it sure wasn’t a measly dust devil. Rosa had proven her point multiple times over. This family was possibly literally insane, and the perspective of a Spanish maid had allowed me to see it all. Too much, actually.

		Tess persisted in trying to make out with me.

		These two days had been hell, and I missed her. Even after this news being dumped into my lap, the proximity of my girlfriend still provoked those same romantic feelings—only not the conventional hard-on. Now my nipples were hard and my loins were tingling.

		She was apparently bisexual.

		I’d just never known.

		And good for her for understanding herself as a teenager.

		Any additional comment I had on the matter was subdued by her kissing again. I let her. And slowly I accepted that this was happening, and my life was continuing to get more fucking insane. A nice offset to my mental anguish was those hands of hers playing with my boobs. It seemed to be a universal truth: people loved squeezing tits. Guys loved it. Girls loved it. They really were funbags, and their manipulation was well received in my chest and beyond. My damn nipples were aching for attention, trying their best to tear through my clothes. Tess saved them the trouble by disrobing me from the waist up. Then I lay back as her mouth swapped in for her hands.

		I couldn’t help but moan softly as my girlfriend repeatedly wrapped her tongue around my brown nipples. The pleasure brought with it an anticipation of sex and arousal, and my male brain knew I ought to be feeling a tightness in my underwear right about now, a blood-rushing, tent-making reaction begging for attention. But there wasn’t anything like that. It was different down there. A kind of swirling, thrumming warmth.

		I was nervous. Somehow, it felt wrong to be turned on in this body, as if I was betraying my fundamental identity as a human being. And I shouldn’t know how to be turned on, but it seemed these biological processes were kind of automatic.

		Tess sucked on my nipples for a time. Then she reached into my pants, displacing my panties with one sideways tug, and rubbed my sensitive slit.

		I bucked a little.

		It was way more receptive now than with her stupid father.

		I liked it.

		My whole body felt like it was buzzing from head to toe. And I was sure becoming more vocal as my girlfriend’s fingers dared to go on a deeper adventure.

		She penetrated me.

		My scalp banged against the damn headboard.

		“Whoa, are you okay?” Tess asked.

		“Yeah, sure,” I laughed. “I just thought you’d, uh, preheat the oven a little more.”

		“Preheat the oven? You’ve been talking to my boyfriend too much.”

		I quickly shut up.

		The finger returned. This time, I did a better job at keeping my composure, although the thought of something entering me, and that I had a fuck-hole, kept my eyes wide open. I shivered constantly. There was no way of making my brain feel good about this.

		But it adapted until it didn’t feel so awkward.

		That hole down there was so deep. Was it supposed to be deep? Being yanked into the body of a thirty-something woman and experiencing sex for the first time left me with a millions doubt. However, the cure to the anxiety was the pleasure. It rippled from the core of my body, spreading to my toes and fingers, and even to my nipples, which were jutting up so thickly and firmly it was a wonder they didn’t burst a blood vessel.

		The pleasure was familiar.

		Tess slipped and slid her fingers inside me—one, then two, then three—as I got wetter down there. I’m getting wet. That was something. And I thought I’d experienced everything there was to experience from a woman in my position, until Tess pressed her face to my snatch and started licking. My head snapped back. I missed the headboard this time, and a deep moan echoed from my throat. It was the least-romantic sound, like a dying ghost.

		I felt her tongue lick me up and down, across my folds and clitoris, on a hungry, relentless assault. I reached a peak that was comparable to my male perspective, but there was no climax; she kept going, and I kept feeling submerged in euphoria, writhing and moaning and drooling until it felt like I had to make myself take breaths or else I’d pass out.

		It wormed its way inside me.

		I cried out, singing the sounds of glorious orgasm as my body squirmed violently. It hit me over and over, giving me spasms. It lacked the physical component. No ejaculation, of course. But there was a release, and my god it launched me to the fucking moon!

		My girlfriend can do THAT?

		After I’d settled down—but was still vibrating—Tess reached underneath the bed and pulled out a contraption of harnesses. There was a dildo too. My foggy brain slowly recognized the components of a strap-on.

		She shook it like she was teasing a dog with a toy. “Now do me, Rosa.”
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		Weekends were usually for sleeping in and relaxing—but not for full-time maids. Helen had tasked me to clean the damn toilets. It sent my self-esteem to rock bottom. I wasn’t cleaning the toilet I used; I was cleaning the toilet these rich people used. And because they were paying me, it was supposed to be okay. But I didn’t feel anywhere close to okay about it.

		“Fuck. This. Shit,” I groaned, scrubbing as hard as I could after Helen had threatened to find someone else because I hadn’t made the dishes spotless.

		On my knees, I sat back and sighed.

		What had I done to deserve this? Every single day, the physical labor made my body hurt. And it wasn’t like playing football, where I could fully recover over the course of a weekend. In this body, my wrists and knees were constantly killing me. But I couldn’t complain, and I couldn’t refuse anything my girlfriend’s parents told me to do.

		This life sucked so much.

		While contemplating who in this family should be forced to drink this toilet water, someone came into the bathroom. I looked over and saw a familiar face—the one I’d been born with.

		“Señor, you’re doing a nice job,” Rosa said.

		I glared at her. I didn’t say anything. And I still had some dignity that prevented me from crawling over to her and begging to have my body back.

		Her demeanor slowly changed, and my old male face looked sadder. “Now you know what it’s like,” she said. “And I’m glad to not have to do all these things for once, just like you were.”

		“Rosa, these people are fucking insane,” I said. “My girlfriend’s dad made me suck his dick, and…and my girlfriend is sleeping with you too? This is, like, completely batshit crazy!”

		Rosa nodded. “And if you refuse them, you will have nowhere to live.”

		All right, I supposed I felt some sympathy for her. And lesson learned? In the future, I shouldn’t ignore the humanness of a housekeeper, especially one who could brew magic body-swapping potions and make my life a living hell. But I would’ve preferred not having my life stolen from me, so, mentally, I hadn’t totally absolved her of some twisted shit.

		Rosa: “Care for a drink?”

		I laughed. “I should start drinking. Maybe I could finally put up with this.”

		“Not one of those drinks. I mean a drink that will return us to who we are.”

		I nodded right away and began removing my gloves. “If that could be done as soon as possible, I’d be extremely happy. And I’m sorry about how they treat you. I had no idea.”

		“If this experience changed your perspective, then it worked as intended.”

		I followed her upstairs, back to her room. The rest of the family was gone. Good riddance. Rosa had the potion in her pocket. It was a small vial with a bright pink liquid. I began to remember how this process worked. She had a sip, and then I did. It was strong stuff, stronger than the Jack Daniels in my dad’s alcohol cupboard that I’d sipped one time, and it made me cough a little.

		Then we stood there as my skin started to tingle.

		“You really should find someone else to work for,” I suggested. “These people aren’t healthy at all. And I’m definitely breaking up with my girlfriend. Like, holy shit. The whole time, I felt like I was being exploited. Work, pleasure, whatever. I never felt like I was being treated like a damn human being.”

		Rosa smiled. “I have considered leaving, but I think there are some other lessons to be learned, with yours only being the first.”

		My nipples swelled. I rubbed at them.

		Frankly, I would kind of miss my tits. They were fun. Kind of annoying and heavy sometimes, but addictive to play with. Across from me, Rosa was dealing with a swelling sensation of her own, as I noticed the front of her shorts beginning to push out.

		We had to have sex. That’s how the exchange worked. And after the morning of cleaning and discovering how good the female orgasm was, I wasn’t against the idea.

		“Hey, Rosa?” I said as she was unzipping.

		“¿Sí?”

		“Where’d you get that potion, anyway? Is it some kind of Mexican voodoo thing?”

		“I’m from Bolivia, Jason.”

		“Oh, uh, shit. Sorry.”

		“Does it really matter?”

		I supposed it did not. As long as my body was returned and I could put this whole nightmare behind me.

		We were both clearly growing more aroused—that fact being much more visible on Rosa, whose now-exposed underwear was severely pushed forward by her erection. At the same time, my loins were feeling warmer, and a growing perception of my own emptiness was reminding me of the satisfaction a body part like hers could have.

		She removed my tank top. I showed her that I could remove my bra on my own. My breasts sagged slightly after obtaining freedom, with those dark nipples capping both peaks. I couldn’t help but squeeze them again. It might not have been a fantasy of mine to become a woman beforehand, but I did love the variety of arousal they could experience. So many parts of me yearned. My skin wanted to be caressed, my tits wanted to be squeezed, and it was hard to not rub between my legs. There were more ways to get off than I had hands! Which was not the case for a man, normally.

		Rosa joined her briefs with her shorts already on the carpet. I stared at her erection, now unveiled. It wasn’t an angle I’d ever seen my dick from before; I thought it actually looked bigger. Or it was because I was smaller. Another one of those perspective tricks.

		“Here,” she said. “We will do it on the bed.” And she moved like she was going to sit back and allow me to climb on top, like how she’d fucked me to begin this whole mess.

		“Wait,” I said. “Don’t you wanna take it slow?”

		She raised an eyebrow. “Don’t you want your body back, Señor Jason?”

		“Sure. But, I mean, it doesn’t have to be quick. Yeah, like, this family is gross, but it did open my eyes to what people like you—women, I mean—get to experience, sexually. And maybe I won’t have another chance at this.”

		She smiled. “I’ve been curious too. I got more intimacy from your girlfriend as a maid than as her boyfriend. She never wanted to have sex.”

		“Ugh, don’t remind me.”

		I knelt in front of Rosa, admiring not just her raging erection but also her visible muscle tone. Not bad, I thought, congratulating myself on my workout routines. At eye level with her cock, I took a deep breath. Was it weird that I’d be tasting my own dick? Hell, I was almost too horny to care. My body smelled kind of fruity too. I wondered if Rosa used a different body wash than I did. Probably showered more often as well.

		I moved my head in and opened my lips, wrapping them over the glans. As a willing participant in a blowjob this time, I was more focused on the details: mainly the thickness and rigidity of her shaft, like it wanted to burst. And through this kind of intimate contact I could feel her fast heartbeat, causing her boner to throb incessantly.

		Rosa sighed pleasantly. “I never knew how sensitive they were, when like this.”

		The sensitivity of my body surprised me too. It was a fresh experience for both of us.

		I moved my mouth slowly along her shaft, keeping my lips securely sealed around her girth. She felt so massive inside my mouth—and probably she’d grown even more because of this. I licked her glans for a while, loving how it was both spongy and firm. It didn’t take long for pre-cum to join the other flavors on my tongue. I wasn’t a huge fan of the taste, but I was more excited by getting her off. And because I was in a horny, generous mood, I even reached between her legs and played with her balls.

		Rosa shuddered a little.

		Probably better not go crazy with this, I told myself. She won’t want to change back!

		Slowly I moved my head, leaving a coating of drool along her hard-on. Early in my blowjob, I had a revelation: only my mouth and one hand were being used. I had another hand! Obviously I couldn’t abandon my own body in all this. I had no idea what that potion was made of, but its power was evident when I reached between my legs. Already there was a wet spot in my panties, and it was even wetter along my womanhood. It was still weird touching myself down there and only finding folds of skin—even weirder to penetrate myself. But my body was alive, and such concerns were tiny in my mind. I stuck two fingers in myself, jolting slightly. Yeah, my male brain still wasn’t used to it, but the pleasure was more than enough to make me overlook that.

		I grew braver with Rosa’s throbbing cock, really slinging my head back and forth and accomplishing it without making myself gag. Her balls felt really tight and full too. I wondered if she’d even jerked off while inhabiting my body. If she hadn’t, I might have to slow down.

		Eventually I took a breather. My lips were saturated with drool and pre-cum; more shone on the shaft that I’d been sucking on. I fingered my pussy and squeezed my titties. It showed that I was ready for more, but also I just couldn’t resist right now.

		On shaking legs, I stood up.

		Rosa touched my arms, as if beholding me. “We can do this however you want,” she said. “As long as there’s completion. That’s all that matters. The exchange of fluids triggers the exchange of our minds.”

		“Whichever way you want,” I said.

		She told me to lean on the bed.

		My life as the housekeeper had been full of unexpected sexual encounters, but never me receiving intercourse. My pussy was leaking like crazy, and I’m certain Rosa noticed this whenever she took off my sweatpants. Every sensation from my female body, in that moment, was more enhanced. I felt more female. I felt my empty loins, my curvy backside, my jiggling tits. A part of me was still apprehensive about what was to come, but it didn’t seem wrong. And even though I was older, I still felt sexy.

		Meanwhile, my male body was about to score.

		Good for him!

		Fully naked, I stood trembling. Rosa stepped up behind me. I figured the view back there must’ve confused her as well, because it was a while before we got to conducting the necessary process. She placed her large, manly hands on my wide hips. Juice was dripping down my legs now. I needed it. I needed her inside me.

		“I will go gentle,” she said. “This is weird for me too.”

		“Yeah,” I said.

		Her erection pressed up against my nether region, and now I held my breath. She applied a little bit of force, and suddenly that hard, throbbing thing was pushing up into me. My jaw dropped while I felt the inches of her girth pass into this wet orifice of mine. There was no way to make it feel natural, not from someone who was really an eighteen-year-old guy underneath this female exterior. But I took it.

		I’d once been terrified of roller coasters.

		Same kind of hurdle.

		I shook hard when she seemed fully in there. All throughout my loins I felt the intensity of her pulsating—most strongly of all along my inner walls, which were stretched tightly around that engorged tool. It was so wild just like this. And she wasn’t even doing anything!

		Rosa: “If you enjoy this so much, maybe I was wrong to switch us back. I bet I could have a much better life with your body. More opportunities.”

		I quivered. “Sure,” I laughed.

		The pleasure was doing a lot of work. It made me not freak out by the possibility of my new maid life being permanent. But I knew Rosa was joking. Probably.

		Her rhythm was slow and gentle, and it quickly made me realize how much my body wanted that cock. Every time she withdrew, there was a painful void down there. And when her cock returned, I was overwhelmed with sexual bliss. I did start to relax. I let myself be more pliable in her hands, until she was pulling on me and pushing in at the same time, and our bodies met repeatedly with the soft slapping of my rump.

		We didn’t speak much once the intercourse got under way.

		I knew what she was experiencing: an energy like the birth of a new star channeling through her hard-on. The female perspective had so many more layers. It was physically pleasurable, but also I found myself liking how she was taller and stronger than me. And with how I was softer, her thrusts generated an endless rippling across my body. My ass jiggled, my tits wobbled. The essence of fucking was felt across so much more than my groin. My pussy wasn’t being fucked; I was being fucked.

		It only took a few minutes until I was fully invested in where this was heading, and not just because I was expecting to regain my life. I moaned louder and louder, letting myself become what her cock needed.

		When I turned over and lay down, I was drooling from both ends. If Rosa was feeling a similar mix-up in her identity from what we were doing, she didn’t display it. She took my legs and injected me with more pleasure, driving her cock deep inside me and causing the bed to shake.

		It was spectacular. I was restless with euphoria, my arms sliding across the sheets. I would’ve hoped that Tess had felt pleasure like this when I’d fucked her, but now my sentiments had changed. I hoped I was getting it better than she ever did!

		Rosa didn’t hesitate. When her balls signaled that it was time for release, she buried her hard-on inside of me with a deep grunt. My pussy, already sore and slightly abused, now received her warmth in abundance, spurting toward my womb. It was so fulfilling to have her cum shoot into me that it sent me over the edge. I cried out in pleasure as our bodies reached a mutual climax, and I was suddenly fearful of letting my hard nipples and tingling pussy go.

		But my brain was yanked out regardless.

		A moment later, I was the one holding Rosa’s legs. I was panting hard and feeling spent. I already missed the female orgasm, which hadn’t drained me but rather wrapped me in a cozy blanket of delight. I pulled out of the housekeeper, seeing my familiar cock and feeling less excited than I’d anticipated to be once again reattached to it.

		We’d just fucked each other, but now we both seemed conscious of our nudity. I hastily put my male clothes on; Rosa covered herself as she sat up.

		Some psychology professor probably could’ve written a paper on that.

		Rosa: “Will you still be dating Tess now?”

		“Hell no,” I said. “Like I said, this family’s nuts. I want nothing to do with them. So, uh, thanks for opening my eyes about that. Through different eyes. And, I’m sorry again.”

		Rosa smiled. “I’m glad you’re not upset. And you’re proof that people can change.”

		I drummed my fingers against my thighs. I kind of wanted to get home, catch up with my friends, and see what I’d missed on the internet. “So. You still have some more of that body-swapping potion. Any more plans to use it?”

		The maid had a hopeful look in her eye. “A few.”

		

	


		Epilogue

		 

		A week later, I returned to my favorite house in town. Tess and I had officially broken up. I never gave her a reason or revealed that I knew all about what was going on between her and Rosa. Really, I just wanted to move on and never speak to her again. However, I still had some things at her house—and I needed to return the front door key, which I used for one last time.

		Right away I was greeted with a familiar smell. Bailey had left a mess in the living room. Rosa appeared right as I noticed it.

		“Hey, that’s okay, I’ll take care of this…”

		And then I saw Rosa’s appearance.

		It was the cliché maid attire: sexy black outfit with the white apron. It looked like she belonged in a porn movie instead of some suburban white family’s mansion. Also, she wasn’t smiling. She seemed downright terrified.

		“Jason?” her voice quivered. “You h-have to help me. Something really crazy is happening, and I know I look like the maid, but…but…”

		All was made clear when Tess entered the room, looking smug in a way that Tess never had. “It’s good to see you again, Señor Jason,” she said. “I’m sorry about the mess. Rosa was just about to clean that up, weren’t you?”

		The person who looked like Rosa backed away in fear. “She’s done something impossible. She’s traded our bodies! I’m not really Rosa. She’s Rosa!”

		Rosa as Tess: “Just utter nonsense. My parents are going to kick you out if you keep talking like that.”

		Well, this got interesting, I thought. Rosa wore her new skin well, with short shorts and a flashy tank top that showed some cleavage. She came over to me, and I was slightly startled as she slipped an arm around my waist.

		“You broke up with Tess,” she said, “but now there’s someone else in her body. Someone who remembers that fun we had together, and who won’t cheat on you.” She smiled up at me. “For the first time in a long time, I don’t have to do anything this afternoon. Do you want to go to the movies?”

		Most people probably would’ve seen this as completely insane, but I liked the idea. And Tess was pretty. This version was just a better Tess.

		“Sure,” I said.

		The new Rosa looked at me in horror. “Jason! You know about this?”

		“Clean up that dog shit, you dumb maid,” the new Tess ordered. “And my mom said you need to clean the toilets too.”

		“You can’t leave me in this Mexican woman’s old body!”

		I looked at my ex-girlfriend and said, “She’s Bolivian, you idiot.”

		Then my new girlfriend and I headed out to begin a day of fun.

		 

		


		 

		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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