
        
            
                
            
        

    
Switched







Chapter One


 


 


 

 I sat on my therapist’s couch, my forearms on my knees as I stared at the expensive rug that decorated the hardwood floor.  In front of me was a coffee table, upon which were copies of my therapist’s books.  Each bore titles like “Living with Yourself” or “Making the Most of Circumstances”.  It was all so patronizing, like there was a one-size-fits-all solution to every mental illness.  Even so, I’d read them all, hoping that something – anything – could help to get me through some of my issues.   
 “Tony,” said Dr. Kane.  I looked up to see my therapist’s concerned expression.  She wasn’t a bad-looking woman, even if she was in her fifties.  “You have to talk.  That’s how this works. I can’t help you if you don’t tell me what’s going on.” 
 I sighed, leaning back and running my hand through my hair.  “Do you have any idea how embarrassing it is to talk about this stuff?  I feel like some kind of freak,” I admitted. 
 That was putting it lightly, especially given the turn some of my nightmares had begun to take.  For the past year, I had been afflicted with increasingly humiliating dreams where I found myself in my own mother’s body.  And my subconscious mind didn’t censor anything.  Obviously, I hadn’t seen my mother naked in almost two decades, but my mind didn’t have any issues filling in the blanks. 
 “It’s so weird,” I admitted.  “I mean, there doesn’t feel like there’s any rhyme or reason to it.  Like, the one I had a few days ago, I was just putting on makeup.  The day before that, I was having a conversation with her friend, Nikki.”  
 “And last night?” Dr. Kane asked. 
 I looked away, my cheeks reddening.  “I don’t want to talk about it,” I stated. 
 “You need to get it out,” she prodded.  “I can’t –” 
 “Fine!” I half-shouted.  I took a deep breath, then said, “Fine.  Okay.  My dad was there.  And…we were…you know…being intimate.” 
 “And how did that make you feel?” she asked. 
 “Really fucking creepy,” I answered. 
 Or at least that was the case when I awoke.  However, in the moment, during the dream, it had been like I really was my mother.  It wasn’t just pleasure, either.  It was bliss.  My mother had loved my father.  I knew that.   
 “The anniversary of his death is coming up,” she said.  “Do you think that has anything to do with the dream?”  
 I shrugged.  “I have no idea,” I said.  It made sense, at least from a psychological perspective.  But I didn’t want to understand my dreams.  I just wanted them to stop.  “How do I make this stop?”  
 “We have to get to the root of it,” Dr. Kane said.  “Tell me – do you think you had a good childhood?”  
 Again, I shrugged my shoulders.  “I guess?  I don’t know,” I said.  “As good as anyone.  No real problems.”  
 Of course, that wasn’t really true.  Before my father’s death, he’d been wholly disappointed in me.  I’d tried to hard to impress him, to be the sort of son he wanted me to be.  But I just wasn’t.  When I tried to play sports, I was never better than mediocre.  I was small and thin and not nearly as manly as he wanted me to be.  To say I took after my mother was an understatement, and one my father had never really accepted.   
 “I can tell from your expression that you don’t really believe that,” she said.  “I need you to be honest with me, Tony.” 
 “I know.” 
 “Then let’s try again – how was your childhood?” she asked. 
 “It was horrible, okay?  I mean, nobody ever abused me or anything,” I said.  “I always had anything I wanted.  But I could see it in his eyes.  I wasn’t good enough.  I wasn’t man enough.  And one time, I overheard him talking to my Uncle Gary and saying that he thought I was going to turn out gay.  Do you know how that feels for a twelve-year-old?  I mean, nothing against being gay or anything, but…I mean, I wasn’t that.  I was never that.  I just wasn’t good at sports.  I didn’t like hunting or fishing or anything like that.  That’s it.”  
 “What did you like?” she asked. 
 “Reading,” I said.  “Video games.  Movies.  I remember one time when I won this writing contest at school.  It was a stupid poetry thing.  I brought it home and showed it to him.”  
 “What did he say?”  
 I shrugged once again.  “I don’t know,” I said.  “He wasn’t…I mean, he didn’t say anything wrong.  But I could see it in his eyes, you know?  Creative writing and poetry and stuff – that was for girls.  I should’ve been on the football field or something.” 
 It was disturbing enough that his nightly dreams had him in his mother’s shoes, but to suddenly incorporate his deceased father?  It if it persisted, that would be enough to push him over the edge.   
 “You need to work on accepting that your father was wrong,” Dr. Kane said. 
 “What?”  
 “He was wrong,” the therapist repeated.  “His ideas about masculinity weren’t just outdated, but they were hurtful as well.  Just because you didn’t enjoy traditionally masculine hobbies and activities doesn’t make you any less of a man.  You understand that, don’t you?”  
 “Of course,” I answered.  “I think he knew it was unhealthy, too.  He tried to hide the way he felt…” 
 “But he never tried to fix it,” she said.  “He never tried to change.” 
 “So, what do I do?” 
 “Acknowledge that just because you love someone doesn’t mean you have to accept that they’re right,” she said.  “He was wrong.  Unequivocally and without addendum.  Realize that, and you can start to make progress.  In the meantime, continue to take your medication, and we’ll talk about it some more next week, okay?”  
 I sighed.  “Thanks,” I said.   
 After a little more small talk, I left the therapist’s office and went home, where I ran into my mother.  It was so strange, considering that I’d dreamed about being her often enough that it almost felt like looking in the mirror.  Either way, I knew she cared about me; I also knew that she’d never judged me for who I was. 
 “How did it go?” she asked, standing in the kitchen and pouring a drink.  My mother had had me extremely young, so even though I was twenty, she was barely in her mid-thirties.  And she looked even younger.  Over the years, I’d been teased so often about having a gorgeous mother that I couldn’t convince myself that she wasn’t beautiful.  With blonde hair, blue eyes, and a body that reminded me of a swimsuit model, I’d long since come to terms with the reality of her looks.   
 “Fine,” I said, looking in the refrigerator.  I’d inherited her looks, but as a man, I’d always looked too delicate to be called handsome.  I grabbed a carton of orange juice.  “She renewed my prescription.  I think we’re making progress.” 
 “That’s good,” she said.  Ostensibly, I’d started going to therapy to help me to deal with my father’s untimely death, but it had quickly become about so much more.  “You want to watch a movie?  I think the new superhero movie is out on demand, and –” 
 “No, thanks, mom,” I said, not wanting to spend more time than absolutely necessary with her.  In my mind, the less I was around her, the less likely I would be to have my dreams.  “I’m just…uh…I’m going to just go upstairs and play some games.” 
 She reached out to grip my upper arm, and it was all I could do not to flinch away.  “Okay, but you’ll tell me if you’re having problems, right?  You know you can talk to me about anything, don’t you?” she asked. 
 “Y-yeah,” I lied.  “I know.  There’s just nothing to talk about.” 
 My mother looked like she wanted to say something else, but thought better of it.  Instead, she gave me a smile, told me what she intended to make for dinner, and let me go upstairs, where I played video games until well into the night.  Probably far longer than I should have, but I was afraid to go to sleep, because I knew where my dreams would take me.  But I could only stave sleep off for so long before it insisted I go to bed.  Even as I fell asleep, I found myself hoping against hope that, for once, I wouldn’t dream the dreams I expected. 






Chapter Two

   
   
   
 I awoke to sunlight streaming through the curtains, and for a few minutes, I just lay there, basking in the warm glow.  However, I had class that morning, so I knew I couldn’t just lie around forever.  With a groan, and still slightly groggy, I threw off my blankets and swung my legs over the edge of the bed.  A moment later, I stood; however, I almost lost my balance.  Something had thrown off my equilibrium, but I chalked it up to my grogginess.  So, thinking nothing of it, I made my way to the bathroom, where I planted myself in front of the toilet, reached under the waistband of my boxers, and fished around for my manhood.  When my fingers encountered something else, I couldn’t contain the scream that erupted from between my lips. 
 Panicked, I wheeled around and looked at my reflection only to see my mother’s face staring back at me.  Her blonde hair.  Her perky nose.  Her plump lips.  “Oh, God.  Oh, God.  Oh, fucking God,” I muttered, leaning forward.  I could feel a pair of weights tugging at my chest, and if I looked down at my hands, I knew I’d see perfectly manicured fingers.  I slapped my face, saying, “I’m still dreaming.  This isn’t real.  Wake up.  Wake up.  Wake the fuck up!” 
 But I didn’t wake up.  Over the past year, my dreams had found me occupying my mother’s body often enough that, rather than feeling as if everything was wrong, I felt instead like I’d come home.  It was so disconcerting that I could scarcely think, much less process what was going on.   
 So, it came as a surprise when I heard a slightly deeper voice come from my bedroom.  “What’s going on, Tony?” it called.  “I heard screams…oh…oh, God…w-what the…” 
 I recognized that voice, though the last time I’d heard it, it had sounded different.  Dreading the worst, it was all I could do to step out of the bathroom where I was confronted with my own face staring back at me.  There were differences, of course.  The remnants of old makeup decorated my doppelganger’s face.  Nail polish, his fingers.  And, most telling, my mother’s expensive lingerie on his body.  My eyes strayed down to his groin, and I saw that the skimpy, red panties couldn’t even hope to contain what was hanging between his legs.   
 “W-what…what’s going…what the…” 
 “Mom?” I asked, my mind reluctantly making the proper connections.  If I was in her body – which was obviously the case – then it stood to reason that she was in mine.  Or perhaps I was just trying to make sense of a senseless situation.  Either way, I got it right. 
 “Who are you?  Why do you look like me?  And…and…” 
 “Mom, it’s me,” I said.  “It’s…it’s Tony.” 
  “T-tony?  Really?” she said.  “Oh…oh, God…” 
 It took a few minutes for both of us to calm down, but when we did, I led her to my bed, where we both sat.  I said, “It’s just like all those movies.  You know, Freak Friday or Vice Versa or whatever.” 
 “That doesn’t make sense,” she said.  “None of that’s real.” 
 “Uh…I think we might need to reevaluate what’s real and what isn’t,” I said.  “Right?  I mean, yesterday, if someone would have suggested that this might happen…” 
 “We would have both called them crazy.” 
 “Right,” I said, trying not to fell uncomfortable with the fact that I was sitting next to my own body, which was dressed in skimpy lingerie.  It didn’t really fit, but the effect was…disconcerting, to say the least. 
 “What do we do now?” she asked. 
 “I…I don’t know,” I admitted, hating that I sounded like my own mother.  “But I’ve got a test today, and I can’t miss it.  Even just showing up will be better than not taking it.  I know it’s probably asking a lot, but…” 
 “You want me to pretend to be you,” she guessed. 
 I shrugged.  “I don’t see any way around it,” was my response.   
 “Well, if I’m going to be you, you need to be me,” she said.  “I can’t miss work today.  I’ve already used up all my sick days.  Just go in, keep your head down, and answer the phones.  That’s it.  You think you can handle that?”  
 I nodded reluctantly, but in the back of my mind, I knew I could do it without any issues.  After all, in my year’s worth of dreams, I’d spent quite a bit of time working her job.  Before, I’d thought it was all my imagination, but now?  Now, I was beginning to think that it had all been real.  And as terrifying as that was, it would come in handy if we were going to make things work until we could figure out how to reverse the swap. 
 “This is insane,” I said.   
 “Insane or not, it doesn’t look like we have much of a choice,” she said.  “It’s Friday, so we’ll have all weekend to research how to fix this.  So, just try not to mess things up too badly, and we should be fine.” 
 “You don’t think it’s creepy?”  
 “Of course I think it’s creepy!” was her exasperated answer.  “But we can’t change it right now.  So, if you can’t change something, the only option is to live with it.  Now, do you want my help getting dressed?”  
 “I…I think I can handle it,” I muttered. 
 She looked at me as if she didn’t really believe that, but she still chose to trust my response.  Instead, she said, “The blue skirt.  I got it out last night.  Wear that.” 
 “Do you need help dressing like me?” I asked. 
 She laughed.  “No, sweetie – your style is easy,” she said. “I’ll just throw on some jeans and a hoodie, and I’ll be fine.”  
 With that, we both went our separate ways.  I went into her bedroom, and she stayed in mine.  It felt just like one of my dreams, and I quickly fell into a routine where I cleaned my face, took a shower, and even shaved.  It wasn’t until I actually thought about what I was doing that things got weird – especially when my hands drifted over her most private places.  Still, I got through it by just letting my mind drift.   
 Eventually, after the shower, I went into her bedroom and chose a lingerie set that I thought would match her chosen outfit.  A blue thong, matching lace bra, and a pair of stockings.  I put them on, then sat down at her vanity to do my hair and makeup.  My hands moved as if they had a mind of their own, like I’d been doing it for years, and soon, I looked just like my mother usually did – which is to say, perfectly coifed, made up, and beautiful.  It made me nauseous if I let myself dwell on it. 
 Finally, I put on the knee-length pencil skirt, a white blouse, and a matching jacket.  Last but not least, I stepped into a pair of four-inch heels.   
 “Damn,” came my voice from the doorway.  It had a slight lilt to it that made it sound far more feminine than usual, but I didn’t want to point it out, lest my mother get too self-conscious about it.  “You did that like you’ve been doing it all your life.  Do you have something to tell me?”  
 “I…I’ve been having dreams,” I said.  “About you.  As long as I don’t try to concentrate on it, everything just kind of…it’s like my body’s moving on its own.” 
 “Interesting,” she said.   
 “So, what now?” I asked. 
 “Now, you go to work,” she said.  “And I go to school.  Here’s to hoping we don’t humiliate ourselves too badly, huh?  We’ll be fine, though.  I feel like this is going to work out just fine.” 
 “I hope you’re right,” I said, though I wasn’t so sure.  In any case, we switched phones – my fingerprint wouldn’t work on my old phone – and went our separate ways.  As I drove into work, my stomach felt like it was twisting into knots, but somehow, I knew I could make it work.  After all, it had become apparent that my dreams had never just been dreams.  They were a guide, of sorts, and all I had to do was follow their lead, and everything would be alright.   






Chapter Three


 


 


 

 I sat in the driver’s seat of my mother’s car, both hands on the wheel, as I stared at the Toyota logo in the center.  Until I’d pulled into the building’s parking structure, the reality of my situation hadn’t really hit him.  After all, I was still in something of a tailspin over finding myself in my mother’s body, so I hadn’t stopped to consider the ramifications of having to, at least for one day, live her life.   
 It wasn’t that I was afraid that I couldn’t do it.  She worked as a secretary, so it wasn’t as if her job was that difficult.  And besides, my dreams had given me a leg up, and I knew enough to at least get through the day.  However, I’d also experienced enough, albeit through the lens of a dream, to know what awaited me the moment I stepped into that office.   
 As much as I hated to think of her in such terms, I knew that my mother was a very good-looking woman who, if I was honest in my characterization, oozed weaponized sexuality.  Everything she had, she owed to her looks.  She was living proof that stereotypes could be accurate, and she’d long since discarded any pretense that she wasn’t the sort of blonde bimbo who’d been hired as eye candy for the whole office. 
 And what’s more, she’d always reveled in the attention.  Even before my father had died, she’d cheated on him enough that their relationship was living on borrowed time.  He was no saint, but I’d often wondered whose unfaithfulness had come first.  Had my mother been driven to it?  Or was my father’s infidelity a direct response to her betrayal?  I had no idea, but I suspected it was the latter.  Perhaps I was biased in my father’s favor because he wasn’t there anymore; or maybe I’d gotten a peek into my mother’s life, and I’d come away with an understanding of who she really was.   
 Whatever the case, I knew what was waiting for me in that office.  The lascivious stares.  The crude comments.  The unwanted touching.  I even suspected that my mother was sleeping with her boss.  Could I endure that?  If so, how far was I willing to go?  I didn’t know, and that ignorance kept me glued to the car’s seat.   
 For the longest time, I just sat there, unsure of how to proceed.  Meanwhile, I couldn’t escape the fact that I was in a woman’s body.  Every time I moved, I could feel the unfamiliarity of it; and my peripheral vision couldn’t ignore the breasts jutting from my chest.  I could feel my bra straps, the makeup on my face, and the thong cutting between my cheeks.  It was so far removed from my normal that it all coalesced to put me on the cusp of a panic attack.  I was so close to a freakout that I didn’t even notice when one of my mother’s coworkers approached the car and knocked on the window. 
 Startled, I flinched.  Then, as I looked out the window to see my mother’s closest friend and fellow secretary, Nikki Addison, standing there with a confused look on her face.  I rolled down the window, and she asked, “What are you doing?  Are you okay?”  
 “I…um…I was just…I don’t feel so well,” I said.  “I think I might go home for the day.” 
 “Not a good idea,” Nikki said.  “If you miss another day, that bitch is going to have your job, and there’s nothing Peterson will be able to do about it.  He’s already in hot water because of how much he’s paying you.  Anderson is just itching to get you off the payroll.” 
 I glanced away.  Peterson referred to my mother’s boss, Donald Peterson, but I didn’t know anything about any “bitch” named Anderson.  However, via context clues, I could surmise that Mr. Peterson was paying my mother far more than she was worth, and as a result, someone else within the company – someone more objective, probably – was trying to get rid of her.  And that was why I couldn’t just call in.  It was ammunition this Anderson woman could use to get rid of my mother. 
 I sighed.  I didn’t have much of a choice, did I?   
 “Come on,” Nikki said.  “We don’t want to be late, either.” 
 I shook my head, saying, “I suppose not.”  
 After taking another deep breath, I rolled the window up and got out of the car.  As I did so, I couldn’t help but admire my mother’s friend.  Like my mother, Nikki was a very beautiful woman – so beautiful, in fact, that she’d been the subject of quite a few of my fantasies.  However, where my mother was blonde, Nikki was a brunette.  They were built similarly, though, which brought up all sorts of conflicting feelings.   
 I followed Nikki to the parking structure’s elevator, and she made small talk the whole time.  Most of it concerned her latest boyfriend and his sexual inadequacies, but I didn’t hear most of the conversation.  I was too focused on what I was about to do.  Finally, we reached the office, and we stepped from the elevator.   
 The floor was laid out like so many other offices across the country – a collection of cubicles housing dozens of men and women.  Along the outer edges were offices, each one with a desk out front; I knew from the few times I’d visited my mother at work that one of those was where I would spend my day.   
 As Nikki and I walked past the cubicles, I felt like every single eye was following my every move.  Men and women alike, all with ogling eyes.  It was both humiliating and exhilarating, not least because, in my real body, I was mostly invisible.  Very few people noticed me.  But as my mother?  That certainly wasn’t the case.   
 Of course, I couldn’t enjoy it.  I was too nervous.  Too anxious.  And I had that strange, almost weightless feeling where it felt like I was watching myself from afar.  It was wholly disconcerting, and it was a minor miracle that I reached my workstation without tripping over my heels – of course, the fact that I could walk at all in the uncomfortable shoes was something of a mystery.  Had my dreams really prepared me that well?  It certainly seemed so, especially considering how easily I’d gone through my mother’s morning routine.  I could only hope that she was having a similarly easy time. 
 For the first few hours of work, everything went swimmingly – to the point where I almost forgot my situation.  That all came crashing down when my phone rang with an internal call.  I answered, only to have my boss, Mr. Peterson, ask me into his office.  It was precisely the situation I wanted to, but couldn’t, avoid.   
 On unsteady legs, I rose from my desk and went to his office.  After knocking and receiving an order to enter, I went inside, closing the door behind me – at his request.  Then, I studied the man behind the desk. 
 Mr. Peterson was a handsome man.  Square jawed, with salt-and-pepper hair, he had a body that suggested plenty of time at the gym.  On top of that, he had piercing blue eyes that, when they fixed on me, made me feel like there was no one else in the world.  Then he smiled, and I felt a flutter in the pit of my stomach.   
 What the hell was happening to me? 
 “You know why I asked you in here, don’t you, Scarlet?” he asked. 
 “Uh…is it your afternoon appointment?  I emailed you the –” 
 He rose to his full height, saying, “Not that.” 
 Mr. Peterson stepped out from behind the desk, his long legs covering the distance between us in one step.  He positioned himself behind me, putting his hands on my shoulders.  Giving them a squeeze, he leaned in and whispered in my ear, “I’ve missed you.” 
 “I…um…I’ve…missed you, too,” I said. 
 His hands slipped down my shoulders to my waist, and he pulled me close.  I could feel something rigid pressing against me.  Something I didn’t want to think about.   
 “Just a quickie,” he said.  “Then, you can take a long lunch.”  
 I didn’t know what to say.  I didn’t know what to do.  So, I just stood there as he unzipped my skirt and pulled it down to reveal my bottom.  The moment I was exposed, he hooked one hand under my stomach and bent me over the desk.  His free hand roamed over my backside, giving it a generous squeeze before he pushed my thong aside and exposing my sex.  A second later, his fingers entered me.   
 I was no virgin.  I’d had sex before.  But nothing could have prepared me for what came next.  The sound of his pants unzipping preceded the feeling of something huge and phallic pushing inside me.  I let out a low moan, closing my eyes.  I didn’t want it.  But on another level, as a woman, I did.  It was so confusing.   
 And, if I was honest, pleasurable.   
 Of course, it didn’t last long enough for any arousal to really ignite; it wasn’t about that.  My enjoyment wasn’t really important.  Only his.  But that, in itself, was exciting.  He hammered in and out of me like a jackhammer.  Over and over until, after only a couple of minutes, I felt him cum inside me.   
 Peterson collapsed on top of me, and between gasping breaths, said, “God, I fucking needed that.”  
 Only a few seconds later, he’d pulled away.  After zipping up his pants, he pushed past me to retrieve a wad of tissues from a box on his desk.  Handing them to me, he said, “Clean yourself up.  I don’t want you in here for too long, or Anderson’s going to get suspicious.” 
 I knew the only response he wanted to hear, so, as I wiped my sex, I said, “Y-yes, sir.” 
 Then, after pulling my skirt back into position and making certain that I wasn’t too exposed, I went back to work.  Of course, for the rest of the day, I interpreted every stray glance in my direction as the owner of said glances knowing what I’d done.  In my mind, everyone knew that the only reason I had a job was that I’d let the boss fuck me.  It was humiliating.  But in a lot of ways, it was empowering, too. 






Chapter Four

   
   
   
 The rest of the day went by without incident, though I could hardly concentrate on anything I was expected to accomplish.  As a result, I made a host of errors, most of which I didn’t even notice.  In my defense, though, the experience with Mr. Peterson had been more than a little traumatic, and the implications made it all the worse.   
 My mother was the office slut.   
 I couldn’t really deny that assertion.  The only reason she had the job she had was because she was sleeping with her boss.  Everyone knew it, too.  From her coworkers to her friends to the still-unmet executive named “Anderson,” the entire office was acutely aware of my mother’s situation.  And I had contributed to it, albeit somewhat unwillingly.  For most of the rest of the day, I stewed in that knowledge, unsure of how I was expected to react.  Even when five o’clock came and it was time to go home, I could think of little else. 
 I admit that, in some small part, my distress could be chalked up to the physical act itself.  Before, I’d never even considered having sex with a man.  I had nothing against homosexuality; I just wasn’t built that way.  But on the heels of letting my mother’s boss fuck me, I couldn’t even begin to deny that it was, at least in some small way, a pleasurable experience.  And if I was honest with myself, I would’ve admitted that I wanted to do it again – an unlikely admission that, if I let myself confront it, would’ve probably made me sick to my stomach.   
 The entire drive home was occupied by such thoughts, and when I finally arrived, I went into my mother’s bedroom, where I broke down into tears.  My entire identity was under assault, and I had no idea how to fight it.  I was so distraught that I didn’t even notice when my mother, wearing my body like a suit, arrived.   
 She sat next to me, putting his hand on my back.  “What happened?” she asked, the combination of my voice and my mother’s speech patterns sounding strange in my ears.  It even seemed higher-pitched than normal.   
 I looked up, tears having streaked my makeup, and I told her everything.  I couldn’t have held back, even if I wanted to.  The words just spilled out of my mouth like a waterfall of confessions; I even told her that, after a fashion, I’d actually enjoyed my encounter with Mr. Peterson – an admission that brought mingled shame and guilt with it.   
 “W-what about you?” I asked, wiping my cheeks.  “Did anything…bad…happen?” 
 She shook her head, saying, “No.  Everything went fine for me.  I even made some friends.  You really should talk to your classmates more.” 
 “W-what?” 
 “Yeah,” she said.  “During your biology class, I was sitting next to this tall boy – really handsome – and we struck up a conversation.  I told him that I was having trouble with it, and he invited me to join his study group.  Isn’t that wonderful?”  
 “I don’t know,” I said, trying to remember someone who fit that description.  The only person that did was Bryce Campbell, who was a member of the college football team, but there was no way he’d have ever talked to me.  Or my mother in my body, as it were.  It had to have been someone else.  “What about the chemistry test?”  
 She shrugged.  “I probably failed,” she said.  “I could remember some of it from when I took chemistry in high school, but…well…you’re probably going to have to be satisfied with whatever points you get for showing up.  I’m sorry.” 
 I sighed.  “It’s fine,” I said.  I had an A in that class, so it wasn’t a disaster.  “What about fixing this?  Do you have any ideas?”  
 “A couple,” she said.  “The first one is to just go to bed tonight, and hopefully, it’s just a one-day thing.” 
 “I find that…unlikely.” 
 “Me too, but it’s our best bet right now,” she said.  “If that doesn’t work, I say we go online and look for occult bookstores.  There’s one out in Plainview, I think.  Maybe we can drive out there and see if there’s anything that might help us.” 
 “You think this is…what?  Magic or something?” I asked.  When I said it out loud, it seemed silly, but I didn’t have a better explanation for a literal body swap.   
 “I have no idea,” my mother admitted.  “This is all new territory for me.  But if you have any information that might help, I’m all ears.” 
 “I…I don’t.” 
 “Then it’s settled,” she said.  “We’ll try to sleep it off tonight, then head to Plainview tomorrow morning.  Assuming it doesn’t fix itself.  Sound good?”  
 “Y-yeah,” I said.  “I suppose.” 
 After that, we both tried to pretend we weren’t extraordinarily uncomfortable.  She was better at it than I was, but I could tell she was still a little off.  Not without reason, but her nervousness didn’t help my anxiety one little bit.  To distract ourselves, we tried watching a couple of movies, but my mind never strayed far from my situation.  After all, I couldn’t escape the feeling of breasts tugging against my chest, long, blonde hair tickling my shoulders, or a distinct lack of anything between my legs.  By contrast, my mother was clearly having similar problems, as I couldn’t help but notice that she got really excited in the middle of the romantic comedy she’d chosen.  That excitement was reflected in a distinct tent in her pants, which she tried unsuccessfully to cover up with a pillow.   
 “This thing really does have a mind of its own, doesn’t it?” she muttered, making light of the awkward situation. 
 “Y-yeah,” I said, my voice quiet.  “I’m…uh…I’m going to go to bed.  I’ll see you in the morning.” 
 “Probably a good idea,” she said.  “I’m…um…I’m just going to sit here for a few minutes.” 
 I knew the reasoning behind her choice; she wanted to wait until her erection went down.  Even so, I didn’t say anything, because I was eager to extricate myself from that situation.  Curiously, I bypassed my bedroom and went to my mother’s, where I quickly undressed – she liked to sleep nude, apparently, and the lessons I’d learned in my dreams had once again taken over, putting me on something like auto-pilot.  It wasn’t until I was snuggled up under the covers that I realized what I’d done.   
 As I lay there in bed, my mind inevitably wandered back to what had happened in the office.  That feeling of being penetrated, of being dominated so thoroughly – it was arousing in a way I never could have expected.  And the mere memory had my fingers creeping down between my legs.  Before I even knew what I was doing, my finger slipped between my lips, and from that moment on, I lost any ability to stop myself.   
 After a few minutes of self-exploration, I came.  Apparently, my dreams had given me all the tools I needed to be an expert on pleasuring myself, and I’d fallen into practice like I’d been doing it for years.  That, in itself, was just as troubling as the fuel I’d used to power my masturbatory fantasy.   

This was a really weird day, I thought to myself as I drifted off to sleep.   
   
   
 *      *      * 
   
   
 The next morning, I awoke, and for a moment, I thought everything was back to normal.  It wasn’t – at least not unless I was willing to concede that being in my mother’s body was, in fact, my new normal.  I was not quite there yet – not after one day – so I quickly extricated myself from the bedclothes and retreated into the bathroom.  Like my mother had the night before we’d switched places, I had completely forgotten to remove my makeup – a mistake I decided to rectify before hopping into the shower and cleaning myself up.  That I hadn’t done it the moment I’d gotten home was, in retrospect, kind of disgusting.  But in my defense, I was a little distraught.  Either way, I corrected the issue, and when I got out, I dressed myself in my mother’s most comfortable underwear – which was to say, a cotton thong and a sports bra – before donning a pair of denim shorts and a tee-shirt.   
 I found my mother in the kitchen.  When I approached, she asked, “Sleep well?”  
 “Not really,” I admitted.  My dreams, at least, hadn’t been dominated by images from what had become my new reality.  Instead, I dreamed of the past, of my father and the life we’d had before he passed away.   
 “Me neither,” she said, wrapping her fingers around her coffee cup in a familiar gesture.  “I did some research online, though.  The bookstore is run by a woman named Artemis, and it opens up in about an hour.”   
 “Do you think it’ll have what we’re looking for?” I asked. 
 “No clue,” she said.  “But if anyone does, it’ll be this place.  Apparently, it’s well-thought-of in the community.” 
 “Well, let’s get to it, then…” 
 “Is that what you’re wearing?” she asked. 
 I looked down at my outfit before saying, “Yeah.  Why?”  
 “A cute sundress would be more appropriate.” 
 I narrowed my eyes before saying, “This is more comfortable.  Let’s just get this over with, okay?  When this is all over, you can dress yourself however you want.  But for now?  I’m going for comfort.” 
 “Fine.  Whatever,” she said.  “I’ll be ready in a minute, then.” 
 With that, she walked away; it may have been my imagination, but there was a definite sway to her hips.  On top of that, there was just something off about the way she walked.  Almost like she’d worked out the day before and was sore.  Strange, but understandable – we were both trying to acclimate to the new situation, so there were bound to be some issues. 
 After about twenty minutes, she reemerged from my bedroom wearing a pair of skinny jeans and a top that I knew had never been in my closet.  The jeans, she’d bought for me the Christmas before, but I’d never worn them.  While they might’ve been the height of fashion, they just weren’t my style.  But the top?  It was a spaghetti strapped tank top, and it had clearly come from her own wardrobe.   
 “What are you wearing?”  
 “You get to be comfortable?  Well, so do I,” she said, reaching into her purse on the kitchen counter and pulling out a compact.  Before I could stop her, she was applying foundation.   
 “W-what are – no.  You know what?  Never mind,” I said.  “I don’t even care right now.  I just want to go to this stupid bookstore, figure out how to change back, and do whatever it takes.”  
 “We agree on that.  I’m driving,” she said, grabbing the purse, and throwing the strap over her shoulder.   
 The drive to Plainview was uneventful, and neither my mother nor I wanted to talk.  So, the trip progressed in silence, during which I found myself hoping that we didn’t run into anyone I knew.  I don’t think I’d ever live it down if someone saw what looked like me in the outfit my mother had chosen.   
 Finally, after almost two hours, we arrived at the strip mall where the occult bookstore, named Artemis’ Arcane Emporium, was located.  It was a humble-looking store, fronted by glass, through which I could see various supernatural paraphernalia.  I found myself wondering if we were making a huge mistake, coming to a place like this.  After all, I didn’t believe in magic.  What sane person did?  But there was plenty of evidence staring me in the face.  It was difficult to be a sceptic when you’re literally wearing your mother’s body.   
 A bell rang as we entered the bookstore, and I was a little surprised to see that it wasn’t empty.  No less than four pairs of eyes looked up as we walked in, one of which belonged to a short, heavyset woman wearing heavy eye makeup.  She had a prominent nose, raven black hair, and an expression that told anyone who looked that she was the one in charge.  I took her for the proprietor.   
 My mother, wearing my body, didn’t hesitate to step confidently into the store and cross to the back counter, where she asked the heavyset woman, “Are you Artemis?”  
 “I am.  What’s it to you?” she responded, her voice far higher pitched than I expected. 
 I hovered behind my mother as she said, “We have a delicate problem that we’d like some help with.”  
 “Help doesn’t come free.” 
 “How much?” my mother asked. 
 After that, the pair haggled for a few minutes, going back and forth until they settled on a sum that far exceeded what I thought appropriate.  But considering what was on the line, I couldn’t really argue.  Once the price was settled, Artemis led us into a back room that was clearly used for storage.  Beside boxes of cheap, plastic Ouija boards and mood rings were what appeared to be legitimate artifacts.  We sat in metal folding chairs, and my mother explained the issue.  Her explanation was far more succinct than I expected, and it was over before I knew it. 
 Artemis nodded, then retrieved a book from a nearby shelf.  She asked a few questions, likely to home in on what had caused the switch, but neither my mother nor I had much information in that respect.  Artemis did pause when I mentioned my dreams, though.  After that, she furiously flipped through the book until she found her quarry, saying, “Aha!  That’s what it is.” 
 “What?” my mother and I asked at the same time. 
 “The Corala Curse,” Artemis said.  “Random act of natural magic.  It latches onto two members of a family, forcing them to see the world through the other’s eyes.  Good thing, too, because it’s easily reversed.” 
 “It is?  Oh, thank God.” 
 “Thank me,” Artemis stated.  “God isn’t going to perform the countercurse.  Of course, this would be a lot more complicated if both of you had had sex since switching.” 
 My heart jumped into my throat.  “W-what?” I muttered. 
 “You didn’t.” 
 “I…uh…I didn’t have a choice, and…and…” 
 “It’s fine, sweetie,” my mother said, patting my thigh.  “So, what do we do?  You said it complicates it, right?” 
 Artemis let out a sigh.  “Right.  We’ll have to gather some extra ingredients, but it shouldn’t be a problem,” she said.  “Now, if both of you had been sexually active, it would be a different story.” 
 My mother gave an apologetic sigh before saying, “Well…” 
 “For fuck’s sake, both of you?” said Artemis. 
 “What?  Mom?  Who did you have sex with?  You didn’t say anything about this!” I said, feeling violated. 
 “You remember that boy I was telling you about?  The handsome one?  Well, we had this connection and…we sort of went back to his dorm,” she said.  “The good thing is that when you get back in your body, you’ll have that waiting for you, though.  So, that’s a plus, right?”  
 “I’m not gay!”  
 “Really?” she said.  “I always thought…you know what, never mind.  This is a discussion for another day.  Artemis, what do we do now?  More ingredients?”  
 Artemis’s shoulders slumped.  “No,” she said.  “The ingredients stay the same.  But there’s another complication.  Are you familiar with the Winter Solstice?”  
 We both nodded. 
 “Well, that’s the only time of the year when the ritual can be performed,” she stated.   
 “That means…” 
 “Right,” Artemis said.  “The solstice was last week.  That means…you two are going to have an interesting year.” 






Chapter Five

   
   
   
 I sat in the car, staring ahead as I tried to wrap my head around what we’d just been told.  I could barely think, much less verbalize what was going through my mind.  For her part, my mother was silent as well, presumably wrestling with the same issues.  Finally, after too long, I asked, “What now?”  
 “I…I don’t know,” she admitted.  “I just don’t know.” 
 “Are we just supposed to live like this for a whole year?” I asked. 
 “I said I don’t know, Tony,” she spat.  “I don’t know what choice we have, either.  You heard Artemis.  The countercurse can’t be enacted until the Winter Solstice.  That means we’re stuck like this.”  
 “We could find something else to help us,” I said.  “Magic’s real, right?  There has to be someone who…I don’t know…maybe there’s, like, a witch or a wizard, or…or…” 
 “We have no way of finding them,” she said.  “No.  I think the only way we’re going to get through this is to embrace it.  For a year, you need to be me, and I need to be you.  Full stop.  No variance.  I’ll be Tony, and you’ll be Scarlet.”  
 “I…I don’t know if I can do that…” 
 She turned and put her hands on mine.  Then, she said, “Like I said, we don’t have much of a choice, sweetie.  We’re stuck like this, and I’m not sure how much I trust Artemis to reverse it.  For all we know, we’ll be in these bodies for the rest of our lives.  The only option we have now is to just embrace it and make the best of what we have.” 
 I voiced a few more objections, mostly rooted in the fact that I didn’t want to be a woman, much less my mother, but none of them were founded in our new reality.  The fact was that she was right.  We didn’t have a lot of choices in front of us, and as such, our only option was to simply make the best of the situation.  That meant that I was going to have to learn to love being Scarlet.  Or failing that, to at least accept it as an immutable fact.  The same went for her. 
 Or him, I corrected myself.  He wasn’t my mother anymore.  He was Tony.  And I was Scarlet.  I just had to remember that.   
 The drive home went by in a flash, and when we got back to the house, we went our separate ways.  I went to my new bedroom and locked the door.  A moment later, I was naked and staring at my reflection in the mirror.   
 I had always known that my mother was a beautiful woman, with a fantastic body that she worked extremely hard to maintain.  On top of that, she’d gotten breast implants a few years before, and the effect was that she looked like a stereotypical Instagram model, albeit a few years older.  And now, that was me.  That was who I had become.   
 I inspected my body in a way I had so far avoided, my eyes drinking in every single curve.  I hated it, but not because it was my mother’s body.  That contributed, but mostly, I loathed that feeling I got when I looked at my reflection – a mixture of pride, arousal, and, intermingled with the other two, guilt.  Idly, I wondered if the new version of Tony was thinking the very same things.   
 As I looked in the mirror, I took a few moments to test my limits, moving this way and that.  I was very surprised to find that I was far more flexible than I’d ever been as a boy.  My mother had been a dancer and a cheerleader in her youth, and she’d maintained that level of fitness as she’d gotten older.  And she wasn’t so far removed from those days – she was only thirty-five – that she’d lost much of her supple grace and flexibility.   
 Once I was finished testing my new body, I couldn’t stop myself from running my hands along my anatomy.  I’d felt breasts before, but it was a wholly different sensation when they were hanging from your own chest.  The same could be said for my vagina, which, despite the masturbatory exploration of the night before, still felt more than a little strange.   
 After a thorough inspection, I looked back into the mirror and said, “I can do this.  I can make this work.” 
 I wasn’t sure if I was lying to myself, but with the knowledge provided by the previous year’s dreams, I felt confident that I could make a decent pass at it.  And if I stumbled?  So what.  It wasn’t as if someone was going to see through the curse that had stranded me in her body and accuse me of being a fraud.  It sounded silly, even to me, and I’d lived through it.   
 Armed with that, I got dressed and left the bedroom.  It took another couple of hours for Tony to emerge, and when he did, we both decided to do everything in our power to make sure the ruse worked.  That meant that not only would we treat one another according to our new bodies, but we would make every effort to think like it, too.  That would be difficult, but it was the only way either of us could think to make sure it worked. 
 So, without anything else to do, we moved on.  And for the next few weeks, things began to fall into a rhythm.  Of course, it wasn’t easy.  I still struggled with many of the things I had to do as Scarlet – not least of which was almost daily intercourse with my boss – but at some point, it just became my life.  I have no doubt that the curse contributed to the ease with which I adjusted, but I count that as a blessing.  Without it, I would’ve been stuck floundering as I tried to adapt.   
 However, almost three weeks after we’d made a pact to accept our circumstances, I started noticing changes in Tony’s behavior.  He’d never fully adapted to being a male, with his femininity consistently shining through his every action.  But that was expected, I suppose.   
 Even so, when I saw him walk out of his room wearing a pair of panties – the lacy sort, with a thong back – I was a little taken aback.  When I asked him about it, he just said that he was more comfortable like that.  Thinking that it was just a phase, I let it pass.  I made a similar excuse when he started wearing heavier makeup.  Or when he joined me in yoga class, which I’d adopted at his insistence.  I didn’t even make a fuss when he started wearing more unisex or outright feminine clothing.  After all, who was I to judge?  Sure, I’d have a hill to climb when I returned to my own life after we lifted the curse, but that was a small price to pay when my mother’s sanity was on the line.   
 But I drew the line when I realized that he’d made an appointment to have his body hair lasered off.  I confronted him, saying, “What in the world are you doing?  You can’t do this.  It’s permanent!” 
 He rolled his eyes.  “Semi-permanent,” he said.  “And besides, how do we even know that anything we do affects what’s going to happen when we go back?  I’m tired of being hairy.  And shaving’s out of the question, because it just grows back so quickly.  This is fine.  Better than fine.  Women like a smooth boy.  So do guys.” 
 “But –” 
 “But nothing, mom,” he said, emphasizing the word.  “It’s my body, and I’ll do with it what I want.  There’s nothing you can do to stop me, either.” 
 I sighed.  He was right.  I had no right to tell him what he could or couldn’t do.  Certainly, it was my body, too, but he was the one who had to live in it, at least for the next ten or eleven months.  And if it took permanently denuding his body of hair to make him comfortable, who was I to object?  
 “Fine,” I said.  “But nothing else permanent, okay?  Not without talking to me first.” 
 “Of course,” he said, smiling.  “I wouldn’t dream of it.”  






Chapter Six

   
   
   
 I sat on the couch, my legs tucked under me as I flipped through the various streaming services.  As a boy, most Friday nights would have seen me sitting in front of a computer screen and playing the latest first-person shooter.  However, ever since I’d been transformed into my mother two months before, I’d grown less interested in many of the things that I’d used to occupy my time in the past.  As such, I was bored.   
 Tony, meanwhile, had adapted far better than I had, and he’d gone out dancing with some of his new friends, leaving me all alone for the night.  It was a strange existence, living in one world while pining for the one I’d left behind.  Complicating it even further was the fact that my own mother seemed better at living my life than I ever had been, albeit in a vastly different way. 
 I was still flipping through the services when my phone buzzed.  Expecting a message from either Nikki or my boss, Mr. Peterson, I picked up my phone and opened the appropriate application.  What I found was, to put it mildly, surprising.   
 A message from my best friend, Leif read, “Back in town for a few days.  Meet up?”  
 For a long moment, I went back to the days before he’d moved away for college.  Back then, Leif and I had been inseparable; we had spent every waking moment together, hanging out and playing games.  That had come to an end when he’d moved away, but we still thought of one another as best friends.  I was just about to respond when it all came crashing down on me. 
 He hadn’t texted his friend, Tony.  He had texted me.  Scarlet.  I had no idea Leif and my mother were even on texting terms, much less that he’d want to “meet up”.  The implication made me sick.   
 My phone buzzed again, announcing another message.  This time, it was a photo of my friends impressive and erect genitalia.  He added some text to the message, saying, “All for you, slut.” 
 I wanted to throw up.  It wasn’t just an implication anymore.  It was an outright invitation.  Leif had slept with my mother.  And now, he wanted to continue that relationship with me.  Or her, I guess.  Either way, it was disgusting.  I was just about to tell him off when I thought better of it.   
 If Scarlet had slept with him before, why would she refuse him now?   
 That question hung in my mind, supported by my own morbid curiosity.  How many times had I left Leif alone with my mother?  How many times had I come home to find that he was already waiting?  How long had it been going on?  And what’s more, what did my mother see in someone like him?   
 It only took another look at the photo to learn that answer.  In terms of his manhood, Leif was an extremely gifted man.  And I was at least self-aware enough that I couldn’t deny that I was curious about what something like that might feel like.  After all, my nearly daily encounters with my boss had given me a distinct appreciation for sex, and I had to admit that I was eager to find out what someone younger and more virile might accomplish in that arena.   
 Besides, he was my friend, wasn’t he?  Surely, spending some time with Leif would be better than remaining alone, right?   
 So, a moment later, I texted back, “Where?” 
 “Motel on Third,” he said.  “I’ll be waiting.” 
 My stomach fluttered as I wondered if I was really going to let something like this happen.  But even as I pondered the possibilities, I rose from the couch and went back to the bedroom to find something appropriate to wear.  Before I knew it, I’d put on my sexiest lingerie, over which I donned a thigh-length coat.  I didn’t bother with anything else before getting in the car and heading out to the motel.  When I arrived, I couldn’t help but notice Leif’s truck.  Or Leif himself, leaning against it, a key dangling from one finger and a grin painted on his face.   
 I got out, and he said, “Wasn’t sure you’d come.”  
 “I did.” 
 “Yeah,” he said.  “Come on.  I’ve already got us a room.” 
 The motel itself wasn’t the seediest place I’d ever seen, but it wasn’t exactly high-class, either.  The perfect place for an illicit rendezvous.  Not that we were hiding anything, of course.  The only person who might have an issue with what I was doing was, well, me.  My curiosity and arousal had taken care of that.   
 When we found ourselves in the room, Leif shut the door behind me, and I turned to face him.  That’s when I opened my coat, shrugged it off my shoulders, and let it fall to the floor, exposing my lingerie clad body.   
 “God, you look better than ever,” he said, stepping forward.  His hand found my waist, and he pulled me closer, planting his lips on mine.  I melted in his arms, my own hands roaming to his belt.  A little awkwardly, I unbuckled it, which earned something of a chuckle from him.  “Eager, huh?  You’re such a slut.” 
 “Mmhmm,” I moaned, reaching into his underwear to wrap my fingers around the biggest cock I’d ever seen.  I didn’t have much for comparison – just a few glimpses in high school locker rooms and my experiences with Mr. Peterson – but I knew good and well that I’d found something special.  Dropping to my knees, I dragged his pants down to his ankles, exposing the monster between his legs.  And I wasn’t disappointed.  It was long, thick, and hardening by the second.   
 Instincts gleaned from my dreams took over, and I leaned in, giving it a tentative lick.  It tasted of sweat, with hints of my shame.  I pushed the latter aside before wrapping my lips around the head.  As I bobbed my head up and down, my tongue flicked back and forth.  It was my first time giving a blowjob, but I knew my technique was that of an expert.  My mother had honed her craft over the years, and she knew precisely what she was doing.  Now, so did I.   
 Leif’s hand found the back of my head, forcing his cock deeper and deeper down my throat.  I knew just how to relax so it didn’t gag me, and I acted out of pure instinct.  Soon, though, I wanted something more.  I could feel the moisture in my panties begging for it.  So, I pulled back, letting his cock free, and said, “Fuck me like a dirty slut.” 
 “Like one?  You are a dirty slut,” he said, grinning down at me.  I couldn’t argue. 
 Instead, I found my way to the bed, where I positioned myself on all fours.  Thrusting my ass toward the sky, I looked back at him.  His cock glistening with my saliva, he stepped forward, yanked my panties down, and plunged tongue between my cheeks.  He didn’t care which hole he was licking, and in the moment, neither did I.  By the time he pulled away, I was begging for it.   
 And he gave me precisely what I wanted, thrusting his huge cock deep inside me.  I let out a quivering moan as he stretched me to my limits, but I didn’t care.  He could have ripped me in two, so long as he didn’t pull away.   
 That’s how it went, with him pounding back and forth, thrusting ever deeper.  I came only a minute in – something I had never experienced with Mr. Peterson – and it wouldn’t be the last orgasm I experienced that night.  In fact, I lost count of how many times I came, but by the time we fell asleep in one another’s arms, I was filled with his seed.   
 It was a good night, even if I knew how ashamed I’d be in the morning. 






Chapter Seven

   
   
   
 In the wake of my encounter with Leif, I admit that I was a little lost and drowning amidst a sea of depression, guilt, shame, and, most of all, anger.  My own mother had been sleeping with my best friend, and for longer than I wanted to think about.  I didn’t think she would’ve done anything before he came of age, but it was quickly becoming clear that I didn’t know her well enough to say what she would and wouldn’t have done at all.  However, regardless of how long it had been going on, it still felt like a serious betrayal, and from both of them.   
 But buried somewhere inside of all of that was a spark of something else.  Pleasure.  Desire.  Attraction.  I couldn’t deny that I had enjoyed my time with Leif, and far more than I ever had with Mr. Peterson.  I’d never even known what I was missing, and it took being literally fucked my best friend for me to open my eyes to all the possibilities I’d been ignoring.  Was Leif an outlier?  Or was Mr. Peterson just that bad?  I didn’t know, but there was a big part of me that wanted to find out. 
 Those thoughts and more occupied my mind for the next few weeks, during which I hardly paid attention to the world around me.  I still went to work.  I still did my job.  But anything else, and I was barely present – expect for the pair of additional encounters with Leif, which got my full attention.   
 Either way, I wasn’t really in my best frame of mind when I went to my old bedroom, hoping to ask my mother-turned-son a question about his schedule.  I really wish I’d have knocked, but there’s a part of me that is glad that I didn’t.  As I pushed the door open, I got an eyeful that I never knew I should’ve been trying to avoid. 
 My mother – in my old body – was on all fours, naked and wearing a wig, makeup, and high heels, with a tall, muscular man behind him.  Like Tony, the stranger was naked as well, gripping his hips, and pounding away.  Even as surprised as I was, I couldn’t help but notice that, positioned as Tony was, a pair of breasts – barely big enough to qualify for the label – hung from his chest.  Most distressing of all was the lighting setup and the camera, which was capturing everything on video.  A laptop that kept emitting a “ding” sound every couple of seconds was perched at Tony’s head. 
 “What the…” 
 Tony held up one manicured finger, forestalling any questions.  I was just stunned enough that I couldn’t have managed any other words, even if I wanted to.  Instead, I focused on the bedroom itself, which looked like it had been redecorated by a high school girl.  Pink was the primary color of choice, and the walls bore posters of half-naked, musclebound men.  There were stuffed animals on the bed, and a brand-new vanity, complete with a lighted mirror, in the corner.  I barely recognized the room; when it had been mine, the décor had been just about as minimalist as possible.  But now?  I didn’t know what to think. 
 After a few more seconds, the man pulled out of Tony’s ass, flipped him over, and straddled my old body.  After a few aggressive pumps, he spurted cum all over my son’s rapturous face.  Tony looked like he was in heaven as he dipped one finger into the milky white semen, then slipped it between his lips.   
 “God, that’s the best part,” he said in an obviously feminine voice.  He rolled over, tapped a few keys on the laptop, then looked at the camera.  “That’s it for today, boys.  You’ll have to wait for tomorrow for more.” 
 Another few clicks, and the camera’s light went off.  Tony relaxed, then turned to the man, saying, “Great job, babe.  You’re really getting better at being on camera.” 
 “You think?  You’re still blurring my face, right?” he asked; it wasn’t until that moment that I recognized him as one of my former classmates from college.  He was the type of guy who never would’ve even spoken to me, much less done…what I’d just seen him doing.   
 “What is going on here?” I asked, finally finding my voice. 
 “Cam show,” said Tony.  “Sorry, mom.  You weren’t supposed to see that.”  
 “I…I don’t…” 
 Sitting up, Tony reached over to the nightstand and retrieved a facial tissue, which he used to wipe the semen from his face.  He said, “Look – just give me a minute to get cleaned up, and I’ll explain everything, okay?”  
 Not knowing what else to do, I nodded, saying, “O-okay…” 
 After that, I turned and, like I was sleepwalking, went to the living room, where I plopped down on a couch, confused and not knowing what to think about what I’d just seen.  I was still trying to wrap my head around it when the man – I didn’t even remember his name – snuck out the front door.  Tony followed close on his heels, shutting it behind him.  He wore nothing but an oversized tee-shirt that was clearly meant for a man much bigger than him.  Probably the one who’d just left the house. 
 Tony sat down, saying, “I guess you deserve an explanation.” 
 “What the hell?” I asked, the words coming out in something between a croak and a whisper.  I cleared my throat.  “I mean…what the hell?” 
 “That’s fair,” he said, tucking his legs under him.  “I haven’t been completely honest with you lately.” 
 “In what way?” I asked. 
 “I…I just can’t do it,” he said.  “I can’t live like a boy.  I don’t have it in me.  I’ve tried.  I really have tried.  At first, I thought I could just be gay and it would be fine, but…but every time I tried to wear that disgusting underwear or put on those baggy jeans you liked to wear, I just…ugh.  It was killing me, one little bit at a time.  So, I decided to change.” 
 “Without telling me,” I said.  “It’s my body…” 
 “I know,” he said.  “But…but listen, everything I’ve read tells me it’s all reversible.  When you get your body back, you can just stop taking the hormones, and everything will go back to normal.  The rest of it is just clothes and stuff.  You know, except for the electrolysis, but we already talked about that.” 
 “Wait – you’re taking hormones?” I asked. 
 “How else did you think I started growing boobs?  I’ve been taking them since that second week,” he said. 
 “So, what?  You’re telling people you’re…like…transgender now?” I asked. 
 “I’m not really telling people anything,” he said.  “I’m just letting them think what they want to think.” 
 “And the cameras?” I asked, already guessing the answer.   
 “How do you think I’ve been paying for all this?  Hormones aren’t cheap.  Electrolysis isn’t cheap.  And my new wardrobe?  Expensive, too,” he said.  “Your generation complains about a lot, but I’m actually making more doing this than I ever made as a secretary.  So many opportunities…” 
 “You’re basically a porn star,” I said.  “With my body.” 
 “Relax,” he said.  “It’s not a big deal.  Everyone’s doing it.  Besides, if I wasn’t doing something like this, I’d probably go insane.  You don’t want that, do you?” 
 “No…” 
 “Then it’s settled,” he said, standing up.  “From now on, just treat me like a girl, okay?  I’m so glad I don’t have to sneak around anymore.  Thanks, mom.  Good talk.” 
 With that, he – no, she – got up and went back to her room, leaving me to wonder how things had gotten so far out of my control.   






Chapter Eight

   
   
   
 For the next few months, my mother-turned-son-turned-daughter continued her transition back into womanhood.  It felt like it was happening so quickly, and before I knew it, she was completely indistinguishable from a girl her age.  Who knew my body could pass as a girl so easily?  Certainly not me, because I’d never even considered it as a possibility.  Nor did I like seeing it, at least at first.  However, a curious thing happened along the way.  The more feminine she became, the easier it was to disassociate her from the person I once was.   
 But even so, resentment lingered – especially when I began to see the scope of my mother’s promiscuity.  Not only had she slept with my best friend, but she had an ongoing arrangement with my high school track coach as well.  On top of that, she’d slept with two of my teachers – one of which was a woman – and carried on affairs with quite a few of our married neighbors.  When Leif had called me – or her – a slut, he’d gotten it perfectly right.  It would’ve been easier to find someone she hadn’t slept with than to count the ones who had.   
 However, there was one that hurt worse than any of the others.  I’d slept with a couple of girls in my life, but only one of them meant anything to me.  For the longest time, I’d regarded Felicia Logan as the one that got away, my one true love, and the person I’d always dreamed of settling down with.  We were together from my junior year of high school until just before graduation, when she had dropped a bomb on me – she was a lesbian.  At the time, I tried to do the mature thing, to accept her as she was and not blame myself.  It was difficult, but by the time she left to go to college, I’d gotten past some of that resentment. 
 That lasted right up until, five months into occupying my mother’s body, I got a message from a number I didn’t recognize.  When I opened the message, there was a photo of a naked girl.  Accompanying that photo was a simple question. 
 “Want to meet up?  Dreaming about eating that pussy for months, now,” it read.   
 Of course, it didn’t take me long to recognize the girl as Felicia.  Her image had occupied my fantasies for so long that that was impossible.  And only seconds after I’d read the message, things started to click together.  Knowing what I now knew, it didn’t take me long to realize what had happened.   
 A few months after my father died, my mother decided to take me up to the cabin where we’d enjoyed so many family vacations.  It was a combination of graduation gift and memorial, and though I’d never really been the outdoorsy type, I was eager to reconnect with my memories.  Felicia, who was still my girlfriend at the time, went with us.  However, the cabin only had two bedrooms, and my mother insisted that Felicia and I couldn’t share.  She made a point of saying that she had no problem with it, but she’d promised Felicia’s parents.  So, Felicia and my mother had shared a bed while I took the other room for myself.   
 At the time, I never could’ve dreamed that anything would happen between them, but now?  It seemed silly to expect anything else, especially given that Felicia came out as a lesbian only two weeks later.  In the following months, up until she left for college, my mother and Felicia were very close, often going on “girl’s trips” together.  My mother had characterized it as helping Felicia through a tough time, and I’d bought it because her own parents hadn’t been terribly supportive.  Now, though?  After seeing the type of life my mother led?  And with the message on the phone?  They’d clearly been sleeping together the whole time.   
 I wasn’t so out of touch that I would accuse my mother of converting my girlfriend to homosexuality.  As far as I knew, that wasn’t how things worked.  But she had awakened something in her.  What’s more, she’d crossed a line by sleeping with her in the first place.  The more I found out about my mother, the higher the stack of betrayals climbed.   
 That said, I was at least self-aware enough to know that there was absolutely no way I could resist such an offer.  Felicia was my first – and, so far, only – love.  And she was putting herself out there for me?  Did it matter that she thought I was my mother?  No.  Not even a little bit. 
 And what did it matter, anyway?  Tony was out there ruining my life, wasn’t he?  Or she?  God – pronouns were getting difficult.  Whatever the case, when I returned to my body, it wouldn’t be easy to pick up the pieces of my masculinity.  So, I was feeling a little rebellious.  Or maybe that was just my excuse.  Either way, I replied to the message, and about an hour later, Felicia was at my door. 
 I opened the door, and she flung herself at me.  Her lips were on mine in an instant, and it wasn’t until a few moments later that she broke away, saying, “Oh my God – I was so surprised you answered my message.  Am I out of the doghouse, now?”  
 “Uh…” 
 “What changed?  No – never mind,” she said, her eyes practically glittering with a fervor I never could have expected.  “I don’t even care.  All that matters is that we can be together again.  I tried to move on.  I really did.  I went through so many girls, but what I really needed was a woman.  I needed you.”  
 It didn’t take a genius to figure out that my mother, at some point, had broken things off.  Nor was it anything but apparent that Felicia’s feelings bordered on obsession.  In that moment, I knew that she would do anything I asked.   
 “Take off your clothes,” I said. 
 “Oh…right to it, huh?” she said, smirking mischievously.   
 I nodded, but I didn’t verbalize a response.  So, she wasted no time in disrobing, and in a few moments, she was completely naked.  Her body was just as glorious as I remembered, and I wanted nothing more than to worship it.  But I had other plans.   
 “Here’s how this is going to work,” I said.  “From now until you leave, you’re my slave.  That’s how I’m going to treat you.  When I give you an order, you do it.  Your pleasure is secondary.  Mine is all that matters.  Do you accept that?”  
 “Oh, a game?  I can –” 
 I slapped her lightly across the face.  It couldn’t have hurt, but that wasn’t my intention.  I wanted to get her attention, and my actions accomplished that with ease.  She clutched at her slightly reddened cheek, looking surprised and horrified.  But then, something changed inside her.  If this was how she could be with me, it would have to be enough.  She nodded, saying, “I…I can do that.” 
 “The proper response is ‘yes, mistress,’” I said.   
 “Yes, mistress,” was her immediate response.   
 I’d worn nothing but a silken, pink robe for the encounter, which I threw open.  Letting it hang loose, I said, “On your knees.  Start at my feet, and work your way up.”  
 She grinned.  My judgment of the nature of their relationship had been accurate, which wasn’t surprising, given the age gap.  The power dynamic was clearly shifted in my direction, and I was more than willing to use that in my favor.  Was it revenge?  Or did I simply like the idea of Felicia as a slave?  I don’t know, and at the moment, I didn’t care – especially when she started kissing my feet.   
 When she moved up my legs to my groin, I opened my legs, allowing her access.  To Felicia’s credit, she’d obviously learned a thing or two in the two years since she’d come out, and after only a few minutes in her tender care, I felt the familiar sensation of an impending orgasm creeping up on me.  My hand found the back of her head, and I pulled her closer.  She increased the pace, and, after a few more seconds, I succumbed to an earth-shattering orgasm.   
 It took a while to die down, especially because she kept licking, but after it did, I pulled away, saying, “That was passable.  Go grab me a drink.”  
 For a second, she looked as if she was going to object.  After all, she probably expected me to return the favor.  But then, she just nodded and said, “Yes, mistress.”  
 As she scampered into the kitchen, I sat on the couch, leaving my robe open and my legs spread.  When Felicia returned, I took the glass and said, “You may continue.  Go slowly, this time.  I don’t want to cum too quickly.”  
 Felicia knelt between my legs and resumed her licking.  As she did, I picked up the remote and found something pleasant to watch.  I wasn’t really paying attention to it – how could I, with Felicia between my legs? – but I wanted her to think that I was.  I wanted her to feel like an afterthought.  Not a person, but a means to an end.  A slave.  That was how, thirty minutes later, Toni found us when she came through the door.   
 Felicia started to rise, but I stopped her, saying, “Keep going.  It’s just Toni.” 
 For her part, Toni, having just returned from the gym, was wearing tights and a sports bra, with her shoulder-length hair in a ponytail.  That outfit showed just how much her body had changed under the influence of the hormones, because not only had her breasts continued to develop, but her body had begun to round out into a curvy figure.  She looked a lot like a runway model, now – not in the face, which still bore plenty of traces of masculinity, but the body was getting there.   
 “W-what…” 
 “Toni, I’m sure you remember Felicia,” I said.  “She’s going to be hanging out here for a few days, until she goes back to school.  Don’t mind her.” 
 A series of expressions passed in the blink of an eye.  Confusion, followed by realization, then immediately followed by anger.  That, in turn, was replaced with acceptance.  “Fine,” she said.  “I’ll go stay with a friend while you do your…whatever it is that you’re doing.”  
 “Good,” I said, with Felicia still licking me.  “That’ll work out just fine.” 






Chapter Nine

   
   
   
 I hadn’t seen Toni in almost three weeks, and even though she had regularly texted or called, I was still worried.  Felicia had long since gone back to school, so I thought it was high time Toni came back home.  She disagreed, though, and had stayed with her friend.  I’d almost given up on her when, out of nowhere, she returned home, and what I saw was more than a little disconcerting. 
 “W-what happened?” I demanded, springing from where I was sitting on the couch.  I quickly crossed the living room and planted myself in front of her.  With a close-up view, I was even more concerned.  “Who did this to you?”  
 Both of her eyes were black, and she had a thick brace over her nose.  On top of that, the rest of her face was swollen and bruised, like she’d just gone ten rounds with a professional boxer.  Even her lips were swollen out of proportion. 
 “Oh, this?” she asked, gesturing to her face.  “It’s nothing.  I just had a little work done.” 
 “What?” I asked, still not processing. 
 “They call it facial feminization surgery,” she said.  “They kind of round off the jaw and shave down the brow.  There’s more to it, of course, but that’s the big stuff.  I also had a nose job and got some lip fillers.  Nothing too invasive.” 
 “W-what?” I repeated as my mind caught up with her explanation.  “You got plastic surgery?”  
 “Yes,” she said, pushing past me.  “I also got a boob job.  C-Cups.  Don’t worry, though – I didn’t get butt implants.  Whatever else you got from your father, you definitely got my ass.  Thank God.” 
 “I…I…don’t…” 
 “Oh, and an orchiectomy,” she said.  “That’s where they remove your testicles.  No more testosterone for this girl.” 
 I just stared after her, unsure of how to react.  If what she said was true, my life as a man was over.  Certainly, they could remove breast implants.  Once I took over my body, I could stop taking hormones, and my body chemistry would mostly go back to normal.  But that was when I thought I’d come back to a body that had testicles.  Without them… 
 “Why did you do that?” I asked, following her as she went to her room.  She dropped her bag, then took off her jacket.  Sure enough, she had a pair of sizable breasts straining the confines of her tee-shirt.   
 “Listen – this is for the best,” she said.  “While I was at Roger’s – he’s the friend I’ve been staying with for the past few weeks, I got an offer.  There’s this company that produces transgender porn, and they wanted to sign me to an exclusive deal.  That got me thinking about what my plans for the future were, and –” 
 “It’s not your future!” I screamed, resisting the urge to take her by the shoulders and shake her.  “It’s mine!  Or did you forget?!”  
 “I didn’t forget a goddamn thing,” she said.  “I could ask you the same thing, though.  Bringing Felicia here?  What the hell were you thinking?  Do you know what I had to do to get her out of my life?  Two different restraining orders.  Two.  And now we’re back to square one, all because you wanted to…what?  Take revenge?  Live out some weird fantasy?  Fuck.  You’re lucky I decided to come back at all.” 
 The avalanche of criticism washed over me, and I responded by sputtering out a few weak responses.  I said that I didn’t know about any of that.  I even tried to turn it back around onto her, accusing her of breaking up my relationship by sleeping with Felicia in the first place, but they were all ignored.   
 “God, what am I going to do?” I muttered, sitting on the bed and burying my face in my hands.  “I thought I was going to go back to my life.  But now…” 
 “Why would you even want to?” she asked.  “Clearly, you like men, right?  I’ve looked on your phone.  You’ve been sleeping with all sorts of men, and not because you had to.  Don’t you think you’d be happier as a girl?  Besides, there’s a lot of money at stake here.  Potentially millions of dollars.  You had no idea what you wanted to do with your life, right?  Well, this is your answer.  Believe me, it’s a great feeling, knowing all those people out there want to fuck you.” 
 “I don’t want to think about this right now,” I said.  “I just…I just need to be alone.  Just leave me alone.” 
 “It’s kind of my room,” she reminded me. 
 I looked around.  “Oh,” I said.  “Y-you’re right.” 
 Then, I got up and left the room, ending up on my own bed and staring at the ceiling.  Was she right?  Would I be happier like that?  I wasn’t sure.  But what I did know was that it should have been my choice, not hers.  After all, she was just a guest in my body.  I was the one who had to live with it going forward. 






Chapter Ten

   
   
   
 A little more than a month later, I woke up just like any other day.  Despite the fact that my mother had effectively ended my life as a man, I was still somewhat optimistic about the future.  It had only taken a couple of weeks for me to come to the conclusion that I could be happy as a transgender woman.  After all, I wasn’t miserable in my mother’s body.  In fact, there were days when I thought I was actually much happier as a woman than I’d ever been as a man.  At least as Scarlet, I didn’t have to worry about spending the rest of my life alone, which was a distinct possibility for me in my old life.   
 If nothing else came out of switching places with my mother, at least it had opened my eyes to the fact that I had been living my life wrong.  In the wake of my father’s death, I’d begun to shrink away from normal companionship, and that had only been exacerbated by Felicia leaving me.  After that, I’d lost touch with the few friends I had, and, at the time of the switch, I’d been about as alone as possible.  Now, though?  I saw the benefits of friends, be they with or without benefits.   
 I swung my legs off the bed and rose to my feet, stretching languidly.  I’d gotten used to sleeping naked.  On bare feet, I padded into the bathroom, where I took care of my morning ablutions before getting dressed and heading into the kitchen.  I made myself a cup of coffee, and while I drank it, I watched the news.  Given that it was the weekend, I had no demands on my time, so I spent the morning lounging about until it occurred to me that Toni probably needed to get up.   
 She didn’t keep a normal schedule, but she also didn’t like to sleep too late, either.  So, trying to be nice, I decided to wake her.  However, when I arrived in her room, I was surprised to find it empty.  What’s more, the room itself was entirely devoid of decorations.  Her stuffed animals were gone.  So were the posters.  Bare hangers hung in the closet, and even her makeup had disappeared from her vanity.   
 “W-what the…” 
 That’s when I saw a piece of paper on the bed.  I quickly crossed the room and picked it up.  It read:  
   

I’m sorry it had to come like this, but I was afraid you’d try to stop me.  I like my life now.  I’m good at it.  And I don’t want to go back to the way things were.  I know this is a shitty thing to do, but I’ve made my decision.  I’m not switching back.  Don’t bother calling, because I’ve changed my number.  Don’t look for me either.  You might be able to find me, but nothing you can say or do will change my mind.  I’m sorry.  I love you.  But I have to do this.


 


Love,


 


Toni


 

 I read and re-read the letter, over and over until I could recite it by heart.  With each word, my heartbeat increased until I felt on the verge of a panic attack.  I dropped the letter and watched as it fluttered to the floor.  Then, I just collapsed right beside it, whatever energy had been flowing through me having been sapped by the revelation.   
 She was gone, and she took my body with her.  Without her, there was no way I could ever go back to being me.  That knowledge twisted my stomach into knots, making me nauseous.  I barely felt it next to the pounding in my head.  I was stuck.  I was going to be a woman for the rest of my life.   
 I lay there for a long time, just wrapping my brain around my new reality.  So far, I’d been able to see my circumstances as something of a vacation.  Sure, Toni had thrown a monkey wrench into that perception when she’d gotten those surgeries, but I still looked forward to regaining my own identity.  It wasn’t the one I’d have chosen, but at least it would still be mine.  I couldn’t say that about my brief time as Scarlet.  It was like the difference between vacationing somewhere and living in that same place long-term.   
 But now, I was stranded, and I had no idea how to deal with that fact. 
 Eventually, I collected myself enough to try to call Toni, but as the note said, the number had been disconnected.  I tried emailing, but the message came back undelivered.  Finally, I found myself dialing the number for the police, but before I completed the call, I thought better of it.  What was I going to say, anyway?  That my mother had stolen my body?  That my adult transgender daughter had run away?  There was nothing they could do to help me. 
 There was nothing anyone could do.  
 And the sooner I realized that, the better off I’d be. 






Chapter Eleven

   
   
   
 After Toni’s departure, I sank into a deep depression.  I stopped working out – after all, I never had before taking over Scarlet’s life, and I’d only consented to doing it because I wanted to leave the body better off than I found it.  With no hope of ever going back, I didn’t even have that excuse anymore.  I barely ate.  I even called in to work and used all of my sick days and vacation time at the same time.  I just didn’t care about the consequences anymore. 
 As the days turned into weeks, I found myself thinking of ways I could get back at Toni for stealing my body.  What if I went into porn, like she had?  Surely, that would embarrass her, wouldn’t it?  No.  Obviously, it wouldn’t, considering she had made that choice for herself.  I also considered selling the house, my car, and everything else I owned before moving out of state to start a new life. 
 Why not?  I didn’t have anything keeping me there, now.   
 But as always, I was too scared to even do that much.  The only solace I could find was that I hadn’t really lost that much time.  My mother had had me at the tender age of fourteen, so, while I’d lost a decade-and-a-half, it wasn’t like I’d given up half my life.  I was still young enough, wasn’t I? 
 Either way, it was all I could do to drag myself out of bed each morning, much less motivate myself to actually live the life I’d been relegated to living.  In the end, what pulled me out of my depression was a knock at my front door.  I pushed myself off the couch and, dragging my feet, went to the door.  I opened it to reveal Nikki, my supposed best friend.   
 “Oh, God – it’s worse than I thought,” she said, pushing past me.  She looked around, saying, “This will not do.  This won’t do at all.” 
 “What are you doing here?” I asked, still standing in the open doorway.  I was wearing nothing but an open robe, so I’d probably just flashed all the neighbors.  I didn’t care.  Let them look.  I’d had sex with half of them anyway.  Maybe a glimpse would convince the other half. 
 “I was worried about you,” she said.  “And rightly so.  You haven’t been to work in two weeks, and you won’t answer my calls.” 
 “I’ve been busy.” 
 “Wallowing in your own filth?” she asked, looking me up and down.  “When was the last time you shaved?  Or showered?”  
 I shrugged, closing the door.  I’d grown a bit of a bush since Toni had left, but I didn’t care.  Wasn’t au natural in style, anyway?  Maybe I should go and get lasered, like Toni had. 
 “I don’t know.  Why?  You my mother, now?” I asked, collapsing back onto the couch. 
 “I’m your friend,” she said.  “And I want to help.  I can’t do that unless I know what happened.” 
 I sighed, not caring enough to lie.  “Toni left,” I said.  “Just poof, gone.  Changed her number.  Cancelled her email.  Just gone, like she never existed.” 
 “Oh, sweetie…” 
 Before I knew it, tears were tracking down my cheeks.  “I did nothing but look out for her, too,” I said.  “I didn’t care when she decided to be a girl.  I accepted it when she started doing those stupid cam shows, even though I didn’t approve.  I didn’t even make too big of a deal out of it when she had those surgeries.  And then, she just leaves?  Why?  Am I that horrible of a person that she couldn’t even talk to me about it?”  
 I think that’s what hurt me the worst.  Maybe – just maybe – if she’d have come to me and told me that she didn’t want to go back, I would have been okay with it.  But instead, she’d just left.   
 “It’s not your fault,” Nikki said.  “She’s just going through a lot.  I’m sure she’ll come back.” 
 “I…I’m not,” I said. 
 Even as I said the words, though, something in me snapped.  In that moment, I couldn’t have told you why I wanted her to come back.  Sure, if I could have gone back to my old body, back before she’d changed it so thoroughly, I would definitely have jumped at the chance.  However, she’d ruined that with all those surgeries.  Even if I went back, my life would’ve been so different from what I’d left behind that, for all intents and purposes, I would be a different person altogether.  Wasn’t it better if I just kept going as Scarlet?  At least I was already comfortable in this body.  At least I had proven that I could be happy as her.   
 Nikki kept going with her reassurances, none of which really landed for me.  However, as she talked, I started to feel better – not because of her, but rather because I’d finally taken the time to think about my situation with a clear head.  And I realized that, regardless of how I felt about what I’d lost, going forward with my new life wasn’t such a bad fate.   
 After a while, I said, “Thanks, Nikki.  You’ve really made me feel a lot better about everything.” 
 “Really?” she asked. 
 “Really,” I confirmed.  “I’m going to clean this place up and then get a shower.  I’ll see you at work tomorrow morning, okay?”  
 “Just like that?”  
 “Just like that.” 
 “Oh…okay,” she said, standing.  She gave me a hug, wrinkling her nose.  “Maybe get a shower sooner than later.”  
 I forced a laugh.  “Fair enough.” 






Chapter Twelve

   
   
   
 I watched the video, unsure of how I was supposed to feel.  In it, Toni was surrounded by men, one of whom was steadily pumping his rather large cock into her ass.  She had two other cocks, one in either hand, and was steadily sucking on another.  Her own manhood was shrunken, shriveled, and flaccid – if it was more than a couple of inches, I would have been surprised.  Once upon a time, I knew it had been average sized, so that must’ve been the hormones at work.  Or perhaps my perception was skewed by the fact that the men in the video were so well-endowed.   
 Toni herself was almost unrecognizable.  She’d changed her hair color – pink – and her makeup was so heavy as to almost completely change her features.  On top of that, I hadn’t quite had enough time to get used to the results of the facial surgeries she’d undergone.  So, I was a little taken aback by how much she looked like the person I saw in the mirror each day.  It was almost like staring into a mirror, albeit one that added a tiny penis, pink hair, and enough makeup for a professional clown.   
 But at least she looked like she was having a good time.   
 It had been almost six months since she’d left, and in that time, the Winter Solstice had come and gone.  The day after that, she’d called me to apologize for what she’d done.  After excusing her behavior by saying that she didn’t feel like she’d had a choice, that she was so afraid that I’d do something drastic to stop her, I’d cut her off by saying that I understood, that I didn’t blame her, and that I wanted to still have a relationship with her.  All but the last was a lie, but I chose to push my feelings aside in favor of having a relationship with the one member of my family I had left.   
 Since then, she’d opened up more than I could have expected, even to the point where she’d gushed about all the great “work” she’d been doing.  It must have been lucrative, too, because she’d bought a new car and leased a nice apartment out in California, neither of which were inexpensive prospects.  I had responded with congratulations, but as much as I wanted to continue to be in her life, I kept her at arm’s length.  Anything more, and my resentment would come bubbling to the surface.   
 It wasn’t that I was unhappy, either.  Since turning that mental corner, my life had actually never been better.  I was doing great at work – even to the point that Anderson had to concede that I was worth every penny of my salary – and I’d started dating.  Of course, I’d gone through something of a slut phase, where I’d slept with more than a dozen men in as many days, but that had passed.  Now, I was looking for something a little more stable.   
 Of course, as I watched the video on my phone, Felicia was kneeling between my legs, naked and licking contentedly.  Who knew she would prove to be such a willing slave?  She’d even transferred to a local college, so she could be there for me more often.  I knew it would eventually have to end, but until that time came, I was more than willing to enjoy her company.   
 I set the phone down and just leaned back.  I’d had a strange fourteen months, where my life was irrevocably changed.  But now, with a beautiful woman between my legs, I couldn’t help but wonder if I could’ve hoped for any better.  Certainly, I had never imagined that I’d spend the rest of my life as a woman.  It had never even crossed my mind.  But in my more emotionally honest moments, I had to admit that I was happier now than I ever had been before taking over my mother’s body.   
 And given what I’d seen on that video, it seemed that she’d found her place as well.  Perhaps that curse hadn’t been curse at all, but rather, a blessing.  Or maybe I was just making the best of a bad situation.  Either way, I couldn’t change it, so it was better to look at the bright side than to wallow in thoughts of what might’ve been. 
 I let out a long sight, and Felicia pulled away.  Her lips glistening, she looked up and asked, “Is something wrong, mistress?”  
 I looked down at her, then put my hand on the back of her head and guided her back into place.  Obediently, she resumed her cunnilingus, and I said, “No.  Everything’s just fine.” 
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