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		Mason

		 

		I sit alone on the couch drinking a generic soda and watching terrible daytime TV while James and Lauren make out in her room upstairs. I don't know why I keep coming over here with him, it always ends the same. I sit down here while they go upstairs to 'study'. James doesn't actually use quote fingers when he says the word 'study' but he may as well.

		I really shouldn't have expected anything else but sometimes when you're 18 and lonely you're willing to go anywhere that involves girls. Especially if you really like one even if she does happen to be dating your friend. And especially especially if your friend knew you liked her before they even started dating and...well, what do you do?

		I drink some soda and watch TV as I absent-mindedly flip the strange red gemstone I found out in the street yesterday around my fingers. It looks like a toy ruby, oversized and too perfect, but it has a hefty weight and an odd warmth that seems to come from inside.

		Sometime between decent cartoons and reruns of terrible shows I hear the front door open. A woman's heels click down the hall towards me, which means it's probably Lauren's mom, Mrs. Bresner.

		I sit up a little straighter and try to project an image of cool maturity, as if that will ever get me closer to first base with her anywhere other than in my fantasies. She's probably somewhere in her late thirties but the only sign of that is a slight plumpness of figure and some small wrinkles around the eyes. Just looking at her you'd never know she has an 18 year old daughter. The years have rounded her beauty slightly but given her a pleasingly full figure, appealing for its authenticity. Her wide almond-shaped green eyes hold a hint of mischief and her small, ski-sloped nose is perfectly adorable.

		Today she has her dark-blonde hair pinned up with just a few strands arcing down over her left eye. She absent-mindedly strokes the strands back behind her ear while she looks down at the mail and sucks on her lip, lost in thought. From below her skirt I see her legs, beautiful and taught from her morning jogs. And from under her jacket I can see a mere peek of her rounded breasts, large and perfect, pressing against what I imagine to be the world’s luckiest bra and—oh crap she's looking at me. I quickly look away, then look back just to show that I hadn’t been leering, then look down just in case she had caught me.

		“Hi Mason,” she says.

		“Uh, hi Mrs. Bresner.” I say as I shift in my seat, trying to make up in coolness what I lack in subtlety. The effect is ruined only by my nervous hoarseness and my drink, which slips from my hand and falls to the floor.

		I jump out of my seat to try to catch it but only manage to lose hold of the stone and it skitters across the wood floor as the soda pours onto the hardwood floor.

		“Sorry, about that.” I mumble, flush with discomfit.

		“I’ll get some paper towels.” She says as she quickly click-clacks to the kitchen. She returns with a full roll and we both kneel on the floor to sop up my embarrassment.

		I try to start some conversation. “I guess it’s good that it’s wood.” Rhyming, awesome. I decide to just shut up.

		“That’s all right. It’s not the first time something’s been spilled on this floor.” I glance up at her as she wipes the floor and end up staring straight down her top as her breasts sway back and forth hypnotically. I quickly look back down.

		“Ha, yeah.” I chuckle, nervously, as we wipe up the last of the spill.

		“What’s this?” she asks, picking the red gem off the floor.

		“Oh, that’s just a rock. Some cool looking rock I found.” I hold out my hand for it. She puts the rock in my hand and in the brief moment we're both holding it there is a blinding red flash of light as the world shifts and suddenly I'm looking at myself.

		I don’t mean metaphorically looking at myself, I mean I am literally looking at my body from the outside. A wave of vertigo makes me lose my balance and I just manage to put out my arms before I hit the ground. But they aren’t my arms. They're skinnier, less hairy and my hands are a woman’s hands, the shiny nail polish, longer nails and the delicate fingers a dead giveaway.

		“What ha-?” My voice stops me cold because it's not my voice. It's Mrs. Bresner's. Suddenly I'm aware of the breasts hanging beneath my top directly below my line of sight. The same breasts I had been ogling only seconds before were now mine.

		I look up at, well, me. Or my body, anyway. It looks just as shocked as I feel. My former body’s mouth opens and closes slowly, but no words come out.

		“Mrs. Bresner?” I ask.

		My body nods.

		I look down at my hands, Mrs. Bresner’s hands, open and close them experimentally, examine their smooth and utter female-ness. My gaze is drawn down to my breasts and I become fully aware of their weight hanging off my chest. They're snugly nestled within a frilly-looking bra that just peaks out from under my top. I gasp, feminine and airy. Somehow I've swapped bodies with Mrs. Bresner! I force myself to look away and back up at my former body.

		“Holy crap.” I say as the full realization hits me. Hearing Mrs. Bresner's voice coming from my own throat further underscores the point.

		“What happened?” Mrs Bresner asks from within my body. “I mean I know what but...how?” I'm reminded of hearing a recording of my own voice and I shake the thought off. Strands of blonde hair flip down in front of my eyes and I push them back behind my ear, Mrs. Bresner's ear.

		“Maybe the stone?” I say.

		My former body looks around, finds the stone and holds it up. The glow is gone and it's now a dull red.

		“Here, grab it again.”

		I touch it, expecting to be thrown back, but there is only an almost imperceptible flash of red, like the bulb of a dying flashlight.

		“Why didn’t it work?” The former me asks.

		I have a hunch. “Let me see.” I take a close look at the stone while trying to ignore everything that's off about my body from the look of my hands to the little nose at the corner of my vision to the breasts. Again, breasts, I keep coming back to them. They are definitely the weirdest change I've noticed. So far.

		I turn the stone around in my hands, it's dark and cold, but deep inside I think I see an almost imperceptible glimmer of light.

		“Maybe it's-” I begin. It's odd hearing Mrs. Bresner’s voice from inside her body, slightly different to how it sounds from the outside. “Maybe it's out of batteries or something. It used to be warm and almost glowing but now it's dark.”

		“It's a-- like a--” my body splutters, then closes his eyes and takes a deep breath. “Ok. How do we recharge it?”

		“Um, I don’t know. We wait? I guess?”

		Mrs. Bresner stands unsteadily. “Wait? Like this? And just pretend to be each other? Until when?”

		“I don’t know, I just found this thing! I don’t know how it works! Maybe we’re stuck like this until we learn an important lesson or something.” An edge of hysteria creeps into my voice. I try to stand but I'm thrown off by the high heels on my new body and fall back onto my new, more padded butt. I haul Mrs. Bresner's body up onto the couch and sit back. I try to take my heels off by placing one foot over my knee but my skirt slides up. I catch a flash of something pink and lacy as I quickly put my foot back down and try to adjust my skirt by pulling the end and leaning back into the couch while wriggling my butt back and forth. I look up to see my former body stifling a laugh.

		“What?” I scowl, “I’ve never worn a skirt and heels before.”

		“Ok. I’ll do it.” He kneels down and unstraps my heels. “Look, this is weird for both of us, I know. But I don't think there's anything else we can do except let this thing charge back up.”

		“That was just a guess.”

		“Well, it’s a good a guess as any. It’s not like there’s a hundred stories just like this on the internet.” He slips my heels off and caresses my leg experimentally. “Weird seeing your body from another angle.” he murmurs.

		I pull my leg back. I know the body I'm in belongs to her and she's seen it a million times and yet there was something in that caress...

		I change the subject. “You’re taking this rather well.”

		“I don’t have much of a choice now, do I? I guess I could scream and panic, God knows I want to, but where would that get us? The best thing to do is just stay calm.” He stands and hands me the heels.

		“So…we just, what? Pretend to be each other?”

		He shrugs. “Yes.” He sucks on his lip in thought. Her mannerisms aren't as attractive in my body, though. I look down at my skirt and smooth it out, then let my hand run past the end and over my knees. I run my fingers experimentally across the graceful smoothness of Mrs. Bresner's legs, something only moments ago I would have never thought possible. It suddenly dawns on me that with my legs apart like this Mrs. Bresner can see straight up my skirt. I clamp them together, then realize just how stupid that is and relax. Surely, Mrs. Bresner has seen what's under her own skirt.

		“Obviously you can’t go to my work tomorrow.” My former body puts his hand up to his chin and recoils slightly, as if startled. He paces unsteadily, as if trying out his balance, as he rubs his cheeks. “Stubble is weird. Ok, so, we'll both play sick, I'll keep an eye on the stone and we'll trade back as soon as it's glowing again.”

		“What if it takes longer than a day? What if it never recharges?”

		Before he can answer the bedroom door upstairs opens.

		“Put your legs together.” He manages to get out before James and Lauren come down.

		I clamp my legs together. Again. Fucking skirts.

		“Hey, Mrs. Bresner,” James says, looking at me.

		“Hi, James” “Hey man—James” My former body and I say at the same time. We glance at each other as James and Lauren give us quizzical looks.

		“How are you?” I manage.

		“Good. We were just going to catch a movie tonight.” He says.

		“Is that ok, mom?” Lauren turns to me.

		There is a pause just slightly too long before I remember I am her mom now.

		“Yes. Sure. Good idea.”

		“I don’t know-“ Mrs. Bresner in my body begins but is cut off by James.

		“Come on, dude, let’s go!” James says.

		My former body looks at me for help. I shrug. “Have fun, I guess.”

		James and Lauren practically pull Mrs. Bresner out of the house. I hear laughter as the door shuts and silence descends. I sit for a moment and try to take everything in. I force myself to stay calm and breathe deeply in and out but this only makes the rise and fall of my breasts more noticeable under this top that suddenly seems too tight and this skirt that I can't get to stay down. I have to change into something more comfortable.

		I stand up and teeter to the stairs, not quite sure of my new body's balance. Leaning on the railing I make my way upstairs and eventually into what seems like Mrs. Bresner’s bedroom.

		 

		I close the door and take a deep breath. Holy shit, weird doesn't even begin to describe it. Weird is running into your teacher at a video game store, switching bodies with your crush's mom is fucking crazy. And yet…I hold up my hand, or rather I hold up Mrs. Bresner’s hand. My fingernails are glossy and well trimmed, my new hands thin and feminine. A mirror. I need a mirror. I see the bathroom and head towards it with a little more grace than I had showed when I climbed the stairs. Not a great accomplishment, admittedly, but it's a start.

		I flick on the bathroom light and get the first close up look of my new body. Mrs. Bresner stares back at me from the mirror, her mouth slightly open in surprise. I close my mouth and watch my mirror image do the same. I lean over the sink and take a good close look at Mrs. Bresner's rounded oval face, her perfect arched eyebrows and her full lips. She's every bit as adorable as she seemed from far away. Maybe even more so.

		I look out from behind her green eyes and run Mrs. Bresner’s hands over my face: down her cutely upturned nose, my nose now, over the small freckles then down to my new lips and across my cheeks. My skin is so incredibly smooth. Even my tongue feels different as I run it over my new teeth and watch the mirror image of this beautiful blonde do the same thing. Something about the absurdity of the situation hits me and I giggle, higher pitched than I'm used to, and my nose wrinkles adorably.

		“Hello. Testing. One, two.” I say in Mrs. Bresner’s voice. “This is so weird” I say out loud, just to hear myself again. It feels odd, hearing someone else’s voice come from my lips. I guess technically it's someone else’s voice coming from someone else’s lips. But there's something alluring about it. And speaking of alluring...my gaze travels down the mirror towards Mrs. Bresner’s breasts. I'm still bending over and my breasts are on full display in the mirror. Am I ready for this? I always wished I could touch them, just not like this.

		I slowly trace the line of my bra from my shoulder down to my new breasts, then gently cup both of them in my hands; they're heavy and fill my hands completely. I examine them from my new perspective. A small stretch mark here and there dapple the otherwise smooth skin, but they don't detract from her beauty. Rather, they create an aura of authenticity. These are natural. I give a gentle squeeze. It feels wonderful, but the pleasure comes from my getting to squeeze these breasts that have always been out of reach rather than any pleasure from my borrowed body. I bend my head down and pull one of my new tits up to lick it as I watch my mirror image do the same. I smile, and watch Mrs. Bresner's cute face light up. A comfortable warmth emanates from between my legs. I may look like a woman but I definitely think like a man.

		I unbutton my top and let it drop to the floor. I pull my undershirt off over my head and watch Mrs. Bresner's reflection as I make her hands fondle her tits in the mirror. Little surges of pleasure run down my spine and I shiver slightly. The warmth between my legs grows. My legs! Holy shit, Mrs. Bresner has amazing legs and an ass to match. They're mine now and I'm seized with a greedy urge to check them out. I fumble with the skirt before finally managing to unzip it and let it drop to the ground, revealing my pink panties. They're semi-translucent and I can just make out the trimmed hair surrounding my hidden womanhood.

		My new legs, Mrs. Bresner’s legs, have a vulnerable fullness with a hint of muscle beneath. I run my hand down them; they're deliciously smooth and warm.

		I turn my head to get a good look at Mrs. Bresner's cute ass, which gently bubbles out behind me. I shake her butt back and forth, mesmerized by the jiggle and the feeling of fullness. I run my hand down it and give a squeeze. Oh, that feels nice. I squeeze again as the warmth between my legs spreads and intensifies. I watch Mrs. Bresner's body in the mirror as I lean over the sink and arch her back to stick her ass out and wiggle it slowly, taunting myself with my new body. Goddamn, Mrs. Bresner has an even better ass than I thought. I give it a smack.

		“Ohh.” A throaty moan escapes my lips as my full ass wobbles a bit. That smack felt quite nice. From that and my feminine moan the heat from between my thighs take on a slight urgency. Watching Mrs. Bresner's body getting turned on is turning me on causing each small pulse of pleasure to multiply itself.

		I smack my ass again, harder this time.

		WAP.

		“Oooh” A wave of pleasure rolls through my body. I bite my lip and the sight of Mrs. Bresner’s body in the mirror biting her lip in that subtle, sexy way brings on another surge of warmth and a pleasurable tension. I quickly stand up and fumble with my bra. How the fuck do women do this backwards? I swing it around, unhook it from the front and drop it onto the floor as my abundant breasts bounce free. I slide off my panties and admire Mrs. Bresner’s naked body in the mirror.

		“Hey,” I breathe to the mirror in my sultry new voice, “You wanna fuck me?” It's amazing watching myself controlling Mrs. Bresner’s body. Making her body do and say things I’ve only imagined. “I want you inside me.” I say, Mrs. Bresner's raw sexuality oozing from every word.

		I slide my hand down to my vagina and gently press my fingers between the lips of my pussy for the first time. I tentatively slip a finger inside myself, exploring my warm moistness, gently rubbing this way and that.

		It feels good but not great. I'm missing something. I experiment, rolling my fingers around, back and forth, lower and higher until— I shiver fantastically and close my eyes. Yes, that's the spot, that little nub. I rub my new-found clit back and forth with two fingers, harder, and reach up with my other hand to squeeze one of my nipples.

		“Oh, god,” I purr in Mrs. Bresner’s sexy voice, savoring my mounting pleasure, my pussy becoming wetter at my touch. “Oh, yes, yes.” My body loosens up and I slip some fingers deeper inside myself. I moan as I slide my fingers in and out of my rapidly dripping pussy. I oscillate between rubbing my clit and sliding my fingers inside myself, growing wetter, hornier with each second. I feel a need for something more and I realize in Mrs. Bresner’s body I need to be penetrated. I need it badly.

		I quickly move to the bedroom, my tits swaying with each step and roughly pull open the nightstand drawer that I somehow know holds her favorite little pink vibrator. I grab it and fall back onto the bed, with my knees in the air, rubbing my clit as an amazing tension mounts. With my other hand I fumble to turn the vibrator on. The steady buzzing begins and I slide the vibrator back and forth gently over my clit, letting the vibrations drive my ecstasy. I tease myself with the vibrator, slipping the tip into my pussy as I continue rubbing my clit and my juices drip through my fingers. When I feel about to burst I thrust the vibrator in deep. I instinctively push my ass up off the bed, trying to go as deep as possible. I stare down the bed at my sexy female form, past the breasts and the little stomach to watch myself play in my borrowed body. I'm getting turned on as much by watching my new pussy get penetrated as I am by the actual penetration. I thrust the dildo in and out, over and over, as my pussy juices drip down my thighs and an incredible tension flows through my whole body. I am my own fantasy, penetrating myself inside my fantasy body.

		“Oh. Ohhh. Ohhhh.” I moan in Mrs. Bresner’s voice as my knees buckle and the wonderful tension forces my legs taut against the sheets, each thrust into my glorious pleasure strains me further until “Oh God! Oh God! Oh!” my body releases, the pleasure crests and breaks over me, again and again while I thrust the rod into my aching pussy trying to fill myself, pushing my body onwards as each surge sends me higher than the last until I reach the peak and scream out my guttural fulfillment.

		I ride the diminishing wave of pleasure down slowly, pushing the vibrator gently in and out of my pussy as I massage my tits, made larger by the pull of gravity while I lie on my back. I look down my new body all the way to my pussy, watching as I make Mrs. Bresner’s body continue masturbating from my new perspective. But unlike when I cum as a guy, there is a sense that I'm not done. There's still a yearning in my pussy, like the first orgasm was just an appetizer and I want more.

		Then Mrs. Bresner's husband walks into the room.

		 

		


		Mrs. Bresner

		 

		James and Lauren practically pull me out of the house. I lean on James, getting used to the unfamiliar weight of my new teenage body. My new male teenage body. I haven’t even had time to process what happened and now I'm stumbling along behind my daughter and her boyfriend. This strange new body has a different balance and depth perception. Even my perspective is shifted, not drastically but just enough to throw me off.

		James turns and laughs at me as we approach the car, “Were you doing shots down there? You look wasted!”

		Lauren laughs, too. God knows why, it isn’t funny. I’ve always thought James was kind of a prick with his faux-machismo. I remember being attracted to that type of overblown bravado when I was my daughter's age, too. You grow out of it, but Lauren hadn't yet. I couldn’t come right out and say ‘don’t date this guy’, that would just make her want to date James even more just to piss me off. I know that much at least. And now here I am getting towed along behind this guy I can't stand and I have to act as his best friend.

		James opens the door to his Mustang (of course he has a Mustang) and flips the seat forward. With one hand he holds the door open and with the other he pulls Lauren in for a kiss. Her straight, blonde hair blows up in the wind, almost picture perfect. She's wearing that tight, blue top that barely covers her midriff. The one I hate. And when did her shorts get that short? They're showing off her incredible long legs, so tan and smooth and—holy shit, am I getting an erection?

		They look at me expectantly and I freeze. Do they already suspect something? But why would they? And how the hell could they ever suspect what actually happened?

		“What?” I ask.

		“Hop in, dude.” James says.

		Oh, I'm supposed to get in the back. I duck in quickly, trying to shift my pants. Beneath the fabric I feel my new cock, semi-hard and very uncomfortable against my jeans. I try to adjust myself as the others climb in. Am I controlling this body or is it the other way around?

		I don’t have much time to consider before James peels out, flooring the car down the street as I scramble for my seatbelt while music that's mostly vibration and bass thumps out of every speaker. I can barely hear myself think and can’t do much more than hang on as James takes every corner as fast as he can. The volume of the music means we can’t talk but it does give me time to look over my new body.

		My arms are surprisingly muscular, with a thin layer of dark hair, leading down to thicker, longer fingers than my own. Boys, especially teenagers, don’t seem to care about their fingernails, and Mason is no exception. I could use some moisturizer, too. My shirt's too loose and my jeans are too tight, although not nearly as tight as some of the jeans I wear on my regular body. But now these are tight enough to cause my semi-hard cock some discomfort. My cock. I look at the bulge in my pants. The erection is ebbing but I can still feel it lying there against my leg. Is it always as noticeable as this? Jesus, no wonder men focus so much attention on their dicks if they just flop around like this all the time. This whole thing is weird.

		The car comes to a rough stop, knocking me out of my daydream and almost into the passenger seat. We're in front of a house in some suburb somewhere, that’s all I know. Lauren gets out of the car as James looks back at me.

		“So I'll pick you up around the corner at 10.” He gestures out of the car.

		“For what?”

		“Seriously? The party? Remember Rick's parents are out of town.”

		“Oh, right. Weren't we going to the movies?”

		James laughs. “Jesus, you thought you were coming, too? We-” he motions to Lauren and himself “-are. I'll see you at 10.”

		I’ve never wanted to punch another person as much as I do right now. Is it the testosterone coursing through my borrowed body? My normal feelings for James? Or some combination?

		“I'll come too.”

		“No you won't.” He glances towards Lauren and lowers his voice. “I'm not trying to get a hand job from you.”

		If I dig my fingers into his eyes could I rip off his entire face or just get a gooey mess on my hand? The intensity of my anger astonishes me.

		Lauren leans in and slides the seat forward, which I take as my cue to get out. What should I do? Act like Mason, or myself?

		“See you later, Mason,” Lauren says.

		“Ok.” I say, stunned and full of conflicting thoughts about myself and my daughter and my relationship to everyone at the moment. The only thing I know for certain is that there is no way in hell I'm going to that party with James.

		Lauren hops into the car and James peels off, leaving me standing alone in front of a small two story house that I guess is Mason’s house. My house now. I go inside quietly.

		 

		The inside is a little cluttered and slightly worn but neat. I hear someone making dinner in the kitchen and humming to herself. Mason’s mom maybe? I suddenly realize I knew almost nothing about Mason’s family. Actually, that's not quite true. I know he has a sister named Jessica who is about 14 years old and mostly a pain in the ass and his dad works as an engineer for some doo-dad company. Jessica is always trying to get me in trouble by--

		Wait.

		Those are Mason’s memories, I’ve never met his family. How do I know all that?

		I need some privacy and a chance to think. I make my way upstairs and poke around until I find Mason’s room. As soon as I peak my head around the corner of the his room I'm flooded with a strange feeling of déjà vu, like Mason’s memories intruding on my own. I lock the door and look around. Messy. No surprise there. A laptop on the floor. Posters of Zeppelin, Pink Floyd, et al., on the wall.

		I pull Mason’s cell phone out and call my number but it rings through to voicemail. I try again with the same result. What the hell is he doing over there in my body? I sit on the bed to think. There aren't many options. Hell, there aren't any options, just pretend to be Mason until the stone recharges. And if that doesn’t work... well, best not think about that just yet.

		Across from me, Mason's closet door is taken up by a full-length mirror and I stare at my new image. Mason’s face stares back at me: his broad nose, deep-set eyes and medium length, messy brown hair are now my own. I run my muscular hands over my face, feeling the prickly five o’clock shadow and the strange angular contours. He's not a bad looking guy. He could use an eyebrow trim, maybe a facial, a haircut. But all in all, he's actually quite handsome. I stand and take off my shirt to look at the rest of me. Weighty, muscular arms, a nicely trimmed chest, Mason must work out a little I think the same time as I “remember” lifting weights yesterday. Nice body, trim without being too crazy skinny. I wonder...my curiosity gets the best of me and I unbutton my pants and let them drop to stare at Mason's body, my body, in nothing but a pair of boxer shorts. The bulge is exceedingly visible. This thing poking out is mine now. I grab it, experimentally. It's semi-firm and very warm. With some hesitation, I pull down my boxer shorts and examine my naked body in the mirror. Correction, my temporary body. Double correction, Mason’s body.

		My new cock hangs down from a veritable mountain of unruly hair. It's curious just feeling it sitting there. I wiggle my hips and watch it flop around. I grab my dick in one hand and feel the heat and the weight of it. So weird. I squeeze it, gently at first but when that elicits no response I'm a little rougher.

		Oh, that feels nice. Much more immediately intense than when I was a woman. My cock begins rising as if in agreement. As it rises it seems to call out for more attention, subsuming all other thoughts. I dig into my closet for the secret stash of moisturizer and tissues, noting the smooth intertwining of my thoughts with Mason’s thoughts. I grab my cock in one lubed hand and stroke, my dick nearly instantly rising to a full erection.

		Wow. Powerful thoughts and feelings flood my mind, glimpses of women, slaves to my lust only in my heated imagination. I need more.

		I keep stroking, gliding my hand up and down my stiff cock as I watch my muscular body in the mirror. The female part of my mind enjoys the sight of this handsome young guy in the mirror, stroking his dick. The rock hard cock between my hands straining, fully erect. Faster. Harder. I move my ass back and forth in a slow thrusting motion as Mason’s mirror image does the same. My cock seems to urge me on. It feels strangely, sexily powerful to thrust my cock in and out of my hand, to grip it tight and feel it's heat and watch the sexy young guy in the mirror stare back at me with a fascinated lust.

		I grunt in pleasure as I watch my new body thrusting, stare at my muscular chest and Mason’s face as I imagine my new body ramming my cock doggy-style between two sexy thighs. Grabbing Mrs. Bresner’s sweet ass as her tits bounce while she screams my name. An intense feeling of expectation rushes through my body and suddenly my cock erupts in a spasm that I just manage to catch in the tissue. There is a slight pause as I recover, my dick almost too sensitive to touch, and just like that I'm done. It was quick and immediate and, in a way, strangely…unfulfilling. But I want to do it again.

		And, did I just fantasize about having sex with my real body? I guess I know what Mason thinks of me.

		The smell of simmering meat hits me and my stomach growls. A woman yells from downstairs “Dinner’s ready!” I wipe off my hands and put my clothes back on, then make my way downstairs.

		Soon the whole family is seated around a table with a heaping plate of steaks, mashed potatoes and corn. I serve myself a small bit of steak and corn and try to fake my way through a dinner conversation. Fortunately Mason's parents don't expect him to speak much due to, I guess, the fact he's a typical reclusive teenage male. School was ok, classes were ok, everything was ok.

		I keep my head down and focus on cutting my steak. I’ve never been much of a meat eater, I just don’t care for the taste, so I only take a small nibble of steak but -BAM- It's like I tasted God! I quickly wolf down the piece and spear another off the serving dish. I've clearly gained Mason’s taste buds and appetite. In the body of this teenage guy I feel like I could eat all night.

		After two steaks and multiple helpings of potatoes I feel full but not bloated. I’ve never eaten that much before, certainly my former body couldn't have even held that much, but it feels…right somehow.

		
		When dinner ends I return to my room and pick up the stone. It's definitely brighter, and a bit warmer, but not much. That's promising. Maybe tomorrow the stone will have recharged or whatever and I can have my body back. But until then what do I do? Act like Mason. Go to bed. Play sick tomorrow. Then switch back. Is that it?

		Maybe not.

		I'm never going to have this chance again. To be young. To be a man with the wisdom of experience. If I've only got a day, I shouldn't waste it. I find my thoughts drifting to the party James talked about. It might be interesting to go as a guy. And at the least I can protect my daughter from James. Maybe relax and have a little fun on the side.

		I head to the bathroom to search through “my” sister's stuff for some scissors, some tweezers, some general freshening up. If I'm going to go, I need to give this body a slight makeover.

		 

		


		Mason

		 

		I freeze with one hand on my tits and the other on the vibrator still inside my pussy as Mrs. Bresner’s husband looks at me from the doorway.

		“Well, this is a nice surprise,” he says as he removes his tie.

		“Um, yes,” I manage lamely. I'm just getting used to being inside Mrs. Bresner’s body but now that there's someone else in the room I'm uncomfortably conscious of my naked form. I feel the weight of my breasts, the hair tickling my shoulders, and the vibrator still buzzing away inside my pussy. I pull the vibrator out as I nervously draw up my legs.

		Mrs. Bresner’s husband unbuttons his shirt. “Hey, don’t stop on my account. Unless you’re making room for me.” He grins and looks my body up and down as he throws his shirt aside and unbuttons his pants. There is a hungry and unfamiliar, yet entrancing, look in his eyes as he takes in my new body from the top of my disheveled hair to the bottom of my naked feet. He's obviously enjoying the view and in a way it's sort of flattering to be so clearly admired. But he's a man! But then, I'm a woman now, aren’t I? As I struggle with what to do he leans in and kisses me on the lips.

		His lips are warm and strong, but his kiss is slow and sensual. I can feel the passion waiting to explode but held in check beneath his tawny chest. His evening stubble prickles a bit, but in a good way. I breathe in his masculine scent and my body responds to his nearness, the stress fades away to be replaced with a warm feeling of comfort. Hesitantly, I kiss him back, opening my mouth to let in his probing tongue. I've never kissed a guy before, hell, I haven’t kissed anyone before…not like this, but something, maybe Mrs. Bresner’s muscle memory, guides me. Our kissing increases in passion as he places a gentle hand on my breast and begins caressing. His hands glide up and down my body, pressing against my tits and teasing my nipples erect. Without warning he pushes me down and straddles my prone female body. I get a quick glimpse of the growing bulge in his boxer shorts as his weight presses down on me I should feel nervous or scared but I don't, I just feel...wet. I don’t have time to consider anything else because he pulls away from my soft lips and kisses a trail down my neck. Each kiss a small fire radiating outward and I gasp. Hearing Mrs. Bresner gasp turns me on even more. I'm still enamored with my new body and turning me on really turns me on, if that makes sense.

		He suckles on one breast, kneading now with the other hand, harder and more urgently. He draws one sensitive nipple into his mouth and ever so gently nibbles. He really knows this body. I feel myself getting hotter, wetter, my heart beats faster and a wonderful light-headedness fills me. My pussy is crying out to be filled but I can’t reach my hand around him. He senses what my body wants and looks up at me. Grinning, he kisses his way down between my legs, across my waiting pussy and back down my thigh, teasing me, coming tantalizingly close to my yearning femininity but skirting it each time. My breathing becomes heavier and I grab his hair and force his mouth onto my pussy and his tongue onto my clit. We both moan, I in enjoyment and him in hunger. His tongue flicks my sensitive nub with a hungry urgency that matches my intense need. I close my eyes and his firm arms grip around both my legs as I begin thrusting to his rhythm, pushing my pussy deep into his mouth. His tongue plays with my clit until I reach a peak and buckle, wanting more.

		“Fuck me,” I moan urgently, “Fuck me right now.” He pulls away, mouth wet with my juices, stands and pulls down his boxer shorts while I keep the rhythm going with my fingers against my clit. In and out, in and out, but it's a poor substitute for what I really want. Suddenly his cock is in front of me, large and erect, and it's all I can think about. I desperately want it inside me, more than anything I've ever wanted before.

		He lies over me, our full bodies pressed together and I feel every inch of his muscular body. We kiss urgently and I taste my pussy in his mouth. Feel his body, heavy on mine, his cock pressing against the outside of my pussy. I grab it in my hand between us and guide it into me, feel his hard-soft warmth inside as he penetrates me and it feels so right, so filling.

		The room spins away. It's just the two of us. His tongue in my mouth. His cock thrusting inside me. I wrap my legs tightly around him, pulling him in deep. He pumps his cock harder, pounding against my sopping wet pussy again and again. My heart pounds. Blood rushes in my ears as my body screams for more. He grunts each thrust with animalistic intensity. Building. Slamming me. And still I want more. I want him inside me totally and utterly. I want him to fill me. I wrap my legs tighter. Each thrust forces a gasp of pleasure through my lips.

		“Oh, God,” he cries. And impossibly his pounding increases as he surges into me. His cock convulsing inside me as he fills me with his hot seed and I cry out in delight with each spasm as his hot fire warms me. It's all I want and each burst is pure pleasure. I grab him tight and hold on until I milk every last drop. Take it all inside my yearning pussy until I'm full and he is empty.

		He collapses on top of me, head on the side of my neck, breathing heavily. I take his delicious weight. Feel his cock slowly become less erect inside me. Feel the warm slowness of the afterglow spread throughout my body.

		He rolls off me, and I hide my disappointment at the emptiness as that wonderful heat retracts. I had been filled and it had felt wonderful. What did that mean? I’ve never been attracted to men before, but in this body it feels right. I lie on my back and watch my breasts move slowly up and down to the rhythm of my breath. Sometimes it seems this body is controlling me more than I'm controlling it. Is it just a case of hormones? Or is it something akin to function following form? Somewhere a cell phone rings faintly, but dammit I'm not done basking in the afterglow.

		 

		


		Mrs. Bresner

		 

		Sneaking out of the house is easy. I just tell Mason's parents I'm going to bed and they don't even question it. Instead I sneak into the bathroom for a little gel for my new hairstyle and admire my temporary body in the mirror. I flex my muscles and enjoy the feeling of strength coursing through me. Those muscles -my muscles- seem more amazing the more I look at them. I try some different expressions: happy, angry, intense, sexy. Damned if I didn't just take Mason's body from okay looking to pretty hot. After all, hotness is 99% confidence and 1%-- not getting a fucking hard on again are you kidding me? I close my eyes and try to clear my mind to let my erection ebb.

		I get dressed and sneak out the garage door and around the corner. You can't beat the male side of getting dressed to go out: shirt, pants, done.

		James's car pulls up uncharacteristically quietly and I jump in.

		“Ready to rock this bitch?” he asks. Then a pause as he takes in my new appearance. “You look different.”

		“I've got my rock face on. Where's Lauren?”

		James shrugs. “She'll meet me there.” We peel out. Just two 18 year old guys.

		 

		When we arrive the party is still warming up. The lights are on and faint music can be heard from the street. We park a block down and walk through the warm night air towards the party. James is unusually monosyllabic and I soon give up trying to get a conversation going.

		We nod to the couple on the lawn (Keith and Wendy from the drama club the Mason part of my brain chimes in) and step inside to be immediately enveloped by warmth and noise from what looks to be about thirty people. Thirty teenagers, mostly seniors by Mason's recollection.

		James nudges me towards what's probably the kitchen as I try to collect my jumbled thoughts. What the hell am I doing here? I'm too old for this shit. I should just be in bed waiting to switch back into my body tomorrow. But I'm eighteen again and a male, no less. And my body is revved up with the nervous energy of anticipation. I'm not sure I can even--

		“Enjoy it.” James says, pressing a red plastic cup full of dark liquid into my hand. “Whiskey and coke.” We clink cups and swig. To my mind it's sickeningly sweet, too much cola trying to cover up the alcohol. But Mason's body doesn't mind and I remember how long it had taken me to develop a taste for good liquor.

		The drink takes the edge off, as drinks do, and we head into the living room where we run into Rick and Tony, two of my good friends. Two of Mason's good friends. Damn, this is getting confusing and I'm already developing a warm buzz from the drink. Just one more sip.

		One sip becomes another and another. Then a refill as we talk about school. Movies. Callback jokes. Girls. Mason's instincts and recollections, his feelings and thoughts become more prominent in my mind. More natural. I'm Mason and these are my friends. The separation between my mind and body blurs, along with the room. My vision isn't spinning, exactly, but it's close.

		I'm so engrossed in my conversation with Rick and Tony I don't even notice James leave until Rick looks up.

		“Holy shit, James is making out with Megan.”

		Tony and I turn and see them on the couch, arms entwined, lips pressed together.

		Tony pipes up in awe, “How does he do that?”

		“I don't understand what girls see in him,” says Rick.

		Confusion and anger wash over me. “I thought he was going out with Lauren?”

		“Yeah, when he's not making out with half the choir.”

		The anger bubbles up inside me. Mason's anger. My anger. I always suspected James was a piece of shit but no fucking way am I going to let him get away with cheating on my secret crush. I mean my-- what?? Mason is just full of secrets tonight, and they're coming faster and furiouser -is that a word?- with each drink .

		I down my drink then stomp over and shake James's shoulder, maybe too forcefully, with the combination of the drinks and the body I don't know my own strength.

		“Oww. Dude, what the hell?” He looks up at me, angrily, and I want to tell him off but it's getting harder to collect my thoughts and all I can manage is, “No, you, what the hell?” Not very witty but then there isn't a lot of wit left inside me what with the room starting to tilt and my anger boiling and my thoughts sliding around from the effects of the alcohol. From behind me I hear an unmistakable voice. My sweet Lauren. She's angry.

		“What the fuck are you doing?” Her long, blonde hair hangs down her shoulders. One hand on her hip and her pale eyebrows furrowed in anger. Tight leggings and a short skirt I can't believe she's wearing but I also love.

		James tries to untangle himself from Meagan and stand, “Baby, it's just-”

		I push him back on to the couch and said, “No, James, she desherves better.” --gotta get myself together and stop slurring but my thoughts are slippery--, “No more lies.”

		James stares at me. I turn to Lauren. Lovely, funny, sweet, beautiful Lauren. I plunge on, pushing through my body's growing anxiety at the scene through a combination of love and indignation. “It's not the first time.” I mutter. I keep losing my thought, I don't even know which thought “mine” is. But I continue and tell James he's awful and doesn't know how to treat Lauren like she deserves to be treated, like I would have, and Lauren runs upstairs and James makes to follow but I push him. And the room spins and he pushes me back and there is some more jostling before James tells me to go fuck myself and leaves out the front door and the alcohol is overtaking me and there is silence in the room.

		And then I walk up the stairs, passing darkened rooms until I hear a soft sobbing. Lauren is sitting on a large bed, facing the window and I sit beside her. I put an arm around her and after a minute she lays her head on my shoulder. She sniffles as I stroke her long, blonde hair whispering it will be all right. Everything will be fine. I'm here. She says she was stupid for thinking James was a good guy and I say she wasn't. I say that it wasn't her fault. I tell her she's smart and beautiful. My nose is pressed into her hair and I smell fruit -her shampoo- and say everything will be all right and she looks up at me with those gorgeous blue eyes and lovely, pale skin and she tells me I'm a good guy but all I can concentrate on is her lips and I'm Linda and I'm Mason and I'm myself we are all everyone and now we're kissing. Lauren's soft lips press against mine and our tongues explore each other's mouths with a fierce urgency as I stroke her silken cheeks and grow intoxicated by her floral perfume and I pull back to run my fingers down her face, off her lovely rabbit's nose, like her mother's, like mine, memorizing her with my fingers as we stare into each other's eyes, hers so blue and innocent and then we kiss again, inseparable, yearning and I kiss my way down her cheeks to her neck as she takes off her top and her bra. Her small breasts swing free and I have to caress them, to touch them, to lick them like nothing I've ever wanted before. She holds my head and gasps as I circle one nipple with my tongue and softly pinch the other. I know what works on me as a woman and am using everything and I want her to feel it all. To play her body like an expert and I'm Mason and I'm a man and she's a woman and I need her now more than anything and my erection is powerful, my cock strains against my pants it's all I can think of. Her soft skin and her whispered moans urge me on and her tender breasts and I'm a man and I want her with every fibre of my being and I'm Mason and Mason has always wanted her and his desires are mine and my greedy fingers run up and down her body, urging her body on as she urges on mine.

		Then she's pushing me back but not away, urging me to lean back and she unzips my pants and pulls out my dick, Mason's dick, mine, mine, mine and she wraps her lips around it and inexpertly bobs up and down and I tell her to slow down, to use her tongue and she says she can't take me all the way and I say use your hand and I guide her as she wraps her delicate hand around my shaft and I watch her tits sway and her lips and her little upturned button nose as she goes up and down, up and down, better now as I place a gentle hand on her head to guide her and the tide rises within me, powerful, emanating through my body and I'm Mason and I'm a man and she rides her lips up and down the length of my cock and I watch and I want her, to be inside her, to release and to never let this feeling end. To see her beautiful profile every day and smell her and touch her and then I peak and I erupt and somehow she manages to keep it in, swallowing me, accepting my essence and it's beautiful and she takes it all and she swallows.

		She looks up at me, questioning, do I still like her and I say of course.

		And I hold my arms out. And she rests her head on my arm and she smells of a beautiful future.

		And we lie there, listening to our breath as time passes outside and far away, stroking each other and realizing things have changed and I drift in and out of consciousness until finally I stop drifting and float out with a delicious warmth by my side.

		 

		


		Mason

		 

		The rest of the evening passes uneventfully. Well, as uneventfully as possible when you're in someone else's body pretending to be them. I convince my “husband” to order dinner since it would be hard to explain how the person everyone thought was Linda Bresner suddenly turned into an awful cook. Lauren comes home and I have to fake my way through dinner conversation by feigning a headache to explain my unusual silence. After that we watch TV and go to bed. The weirdest part is brushing my teeth, I still think of the toothbrush, and the teeth, as someone else's. No, wait, the weirdest part is lying in bed with my husband's arm wrapped around me, his warm body pressing up against mine so that I can feel the bulge of his cock against my ample butt. And I like it.

		But I can't sleep.

		If you ever tried to get comfortable while wearing a soaking wet tuxedo two sizes too large in a cold room then you'll have some idea of what it's like trying to sleep in someone else's body. I toss and turn but never seem to find the right angle for my new body. That's why I'm still awake when a car pulls up to the house around 2 in the morning.

		 

		I hear some noises downstairs, so I slip out of bed and put on the robe hanging by the door. I crack the bedroom door and listen. Whispered voices. A man and a woman. I creep out of the bedroom to the bannister and peak down into the hallway where I see Lauren and my body...holding hands!? What are they doing together? And at this time of night? I'm so angry at Lauren.

		I stand up and make my way downstairs. I meet them at the bottom of the staircase and they both stare at me, wide-eyed.

		“What's going on?” I demand.

		Lauren looks down. “We were at a party,” she says softly. The motherly part of me is pissed but the Mason part of me is excited to see Lauren holding my hand, even if it isn't mine right now.

		“You go upstairs, young lady, we'll talk about this tomorrow. And you-” I turn to Mrs. Bresner, who is making my former body appear suitably ashamed. “I want to talk to you.”

		“Mom, it's not-” Lauren starts but my body interrupts.

		“It's okay, Lauren.”

		“You sure?”

		He nods. A look passes between them. Since when was she giving me those looks? Lauren trudges upstairs and I steer Mason towards the door where we hold an intense, but whispered, conversation.

		“What the hell happened?”

		“I don't know. I got into a fight with James at a party and-- It's like I'm getting your feelings and thoughts mixed up with my own. Are you getting that?”

		I remember the welcome warmth of Mr. Bresner's tongue deep inside me. “Yes, but I'm not giving into them.”

		“I'll call you tomorrow. I have to get home before my parents-- your parents realize I'm gone.”

		“Mason, come back here.”

		“We'll talk tomorrow. I'll come over after your parents go to work.”

		He slips out the door. I tuck my robe around myself and head back upstairs. I finally fall asleep trying to imagine what Mrs. Bresner had gotten up to in my body.

		 

		The next morning I wake up and shower, luxuriating in my last hours as Mrs. Bresner. I thoroughly soap my body, letting the hot water run down my naked breasts as I gently massage them. I'm going to miss this part. I step out and pose in the mirror, running Mrs. Bresner's body through a variety of sexy postures and trying to burn everything into my memory from the way her nose wrinkles when she smiles to the feel of my hands running up and down between my thighs. I run my fingers over my face, feeling every pore, knowing I won't get this chance again. After I spend as much time admiring my body as seems reasonable I pull on my morning robe and fake sickness as an excuse to stay home.

		I see everyone out the door, with Lauren avoiding my eyes. I don't press the issue, I figure I'll let Mrs. Bresner do that when she returns to her body even though I desperately want to know what happened last night.

		When they all leave I pad through the silent house, tempted to explore Mrs. Bresner's body but unsure as to when she will be coming over. I don't want to get caught with my pants down, literally, and I also don't want to get into an uncomfortable conversation about what I had been doing in her body. Though I desperately want to know what she had been doing in mine.

		I make my way to the kitchen and aimlessly open the fridge, hoping maybe a bite to eat will take my mind off of things. I absent-mindedly pat a tune on my bubble butt as I scour the fridge but pause when my eye falls on the bottle of wine. My parents rarely drink and never keep wine in the house and suddenly here is my chance. True it's still morning but this is a golden opportunity.

		I pour the wine and take a sip. Not bad. I return to the living room just as the doorbell rings. It's my old body. I let her in and assault her with questions.

		“What happened? Where were you? Why was Lauren acting so weird.”

		“Calm down, I'll tell you...are you drinking wine?”

		I shrug and take another sip. “Well, considering the circumstances I thought it appropriate.”

		He pauses. Then, “Can you pour me a glass?”

		 

		Mrs. Bresner sits on the couch and tells me everything that happened the previous night from the fight to the blow job, all the while turning the stone over in her strong hands and avoiding eye contact with me. As she talks I notice that her speech has changed, it's more mumbled and terse. She sounds like, well, me. Or what I used to sound like. And I, well I appear to have picked up her mannerisms easily enough. And yet I'm still here inside, not totally subsumed, just combined.

		I cross my legs and catch my body sneaking a look before quickly returning his gaze to the stone, which is glowing noticeably. I don't know if it's the wine or Mrs. Bresner's body or the makeover she's given my old self but I'm getting ideas. I won't be in control of this body much longer and I had often fantasized about making love to her. And if I have some of her thoughts she probably has some of mine. I watch my former body turn the stone over and over in his large hands. Watch the muscles of his arms as he takes another sip of wine. I think, “Why not?” and slip off my chair to sit beside him on the couch.

		“Well,” I ask in Mrs. Bresner's suggestive voice, “You just want to sit here and wait for it to recharge?”

		He looks up at me, his big brown eyes staring into my own. I see the stubble on his cheeks, already returning after the morning's shave, smell the mix of wine and perspiration and aftershave. He smells divine.

		“Well, yes, I guess.” His cheeks burn red. He's so cute when he's flustered. I place my hand on his leg, slowly brushing it with my dainty fingers. In a flash I understand that I am the older woman now, I'm in charge and he wants me and I want to be wanted.

		I lean towards him, pushing my cleavage into his line of sight as I whisper into his ear, “I have a better idea.” I gently run my fingers through his hair and grasp his head to pull his lips towards mine. We kiss. He's tentative at first, as if he wants to stop himself but I feel his hesitance melting away as my tongue darts into his mouth. Both of us are each other now, and we have a mutual fantasy.

		He slips his muscular arms around my waist as his stubble rubs against my lips and I smell his masculine odor, feel the yearning coursing through his body as he grips me firmly, holds me tight and kisses me passionately. I slip out of my robe and sit naked next to him as he stares at my glorious body with a deep animal lust. He grabs a breast in each hand and greedily kisses them as I clasp his head to my chest. I feel myself getting warm, strange and unbelievably wonderful to be on both sides of a fantasy at once.

		“My god,” he says between kisses, “I didn't know...how much...you loved my tits.” He kisses his way to my nipples and takes one into his mouth. He gently nibble it, teases it, breathes his hot breath and gently bites just until the edge of pain, just like my husband, just like my body yearns for as my breath comes faster and my borrowed body grows wet.

		I throw back my head and gasp softly as his careful attention starts my whole body quivering. He kisses around one breast while gently pinching the other nipple, every now and then giving me a slight nip that makes my whole body jump. He kisses his way between my breasts and down my stomach, stopping momentarily to stare at my body in wide eyed lust.

		My heart beats faster and a powerful yearning grips me. I push my old body back against the couch and kneel between his legs. I throw my long hair behind me and it tickles its way down my back as I stare up at the lust in his eyes. His desire makes me powerful and I smile up at him, at the way he tracks my every move. He is an addict and I am his drug.

		I unbutton his pants and pull them down. Already his manhood is stiff and I reach under his boxers and grab it in one delicate hand to bring it to my face. I've never seen my own cock so close before. I know all of its folds, but not from this angle. It's beautiful and I want it. I have no hesitation about gently stroking the shaft, partly because I still think of it as my own. Like every guy, I've always been curious about sucking my own dick and here is my chance. I glide my tongue up from the base, over the shaft and up to the head, tasting every ridge, every bump of a cock I know so well.

		I giggle, soft and girlish, and smile up at my former face with unabashed glee, giving myself the look I've always fantasized Mrs. Bresner giving me. I open my lips wide and slowly take my cock into my mouth. I glide Mrs. Bresner's mouth down my former shaft, then back up, savoring every amazing inch, each stroke slicker and faster than the one before and I'm soon in a slow rhythm. My former body moans gently as I make Mrs. Bresner's head slowly bob up and down, pause for a sensuous lick from bottom to top, then greedily devour it again. I never thought giving a blow job would turn me on but my thighs are becoming slick with my own juices and I'm enveloped in a full body warmth.

		“What the fuck?” an angry voice from behind the couch brings everything to an abrupt halt as I stare up at the face of Mrs. Bresner's husband.

		Mrs. Bresner tries to stuff her cock back into her pants, “Paul, it's not what it looks like!”

		He turns to her, “Who the hell are you?”, then back to me “Are you sucking this kid's dick?”

		Mrs. Bresner grabs the stone off the couch and holds it up to Paul, it's glowing a dull red by now. “This stone,” she says, walking towards him, “It's made us switch bodies.”

		“You shut the fuck up!” Paul yells. I see what he's going to do a split second before he does it.

		“No!” I cry and jump forward, but it's too late.

		Paul slaps my old body's hand away amidst a quick flash of light. The stone flies through the air and skitters under the armchair but I've gotten enough of a glimpse to see that it's returned to a dull amber color. I look back and forth between my former body and Paul, hoping I'm wrong but knowing I'm right.

		Paul looks down at his body and swears, resignedly, “Oh, shit.”

		My body looks up at Paul then back down at itself. Hands clench and unclench, are held up to his face. I recognize the confusion.

		“Holy shit,” Paul says from inside my body.

		“It's okay, Paul. I know it's weird but it's okay.” Mrs. Bresner says to him and places my hand on his shoulder.

		He looks up at her, “Linda?”

		She nods.

		He turns to me and glances down at my chest, I follow his gaze and realize I'm still topless. I cover my breasts with my hands.

		“You're Mason.” he says. It's not a question but I nod anyway. Odd that he should know that so quickly. Are the memories jumbling faster than the first switch?

		Mrs. Bresner, in Paul's body, closes his eyes and places his hand to his forehead. “It's different this time, like there's three different people's memories all competing.”

		“I feel it too.” Paul says from my body. “Like I'm all different feelings and memories and-” He looks around, grasping for a way to describe the turmoil and catches my eye. He pauses.

		Then my former body lunges forward and grabs my face to pull me in for a kiss. Our lips lock and I'm surprised at his ferocious passion. My surprise soon melts away, overpowered by my intoxicated lust, still smoldering after Paul's interruption it now bursts back into flame. I close my eyes and kiss my body back. Eagerly explore my own mouth with Mrs. Bresner's tongue. His stubble gently scrapes across my lips. I have half a second to wonder about Mrs. Bresner's reaction when two strong hands rub me from behind and hot breath hits the back of my neck as she kisses her way across my shoulders.

		I push back far enough to ask, “What's going on?”

		“I don't know, I just know what I want right now,” Paul's deep voice replies from behind me. And that's enough. I close my eyes and let Paul explore my borrowed breasts through the prism of my former body while Mrs. Bresner, now in her husband's body, kisses her way across my shoulders sending warm chills down my spine.

		My former mouth closes over my nipple, hot breath and flicking tongue tickling as he tastes my body. I run a hand through my former body's hair and pull him close as he eagerly suckles. His gentle nibbles arouse my passions and I shiver. Behind me Paul's body gently bites my shoulders, my neck, and I gasp as the warm shivers multiply and dance throughout my Mrs. Bresner's body. Paul's hands grab my waist and pull me back towards him, pressing my bubble butt up against his bulging desire. I press back into him, arching my back slightly to push out my wonderful ass as my body continues to feast on my breasts. Mrs. Bresner gently slides her hard cock up and down the top of my ass, just grazing past my two cheeks. Their powerful yearning for my body drives me wild, soaks my thighs. I need them inside me, to fill me everywhere.

		I reach one slender hand into my former body's pants and wrap it around his hot manhood. With the other hand I grab Paul's body and lead the two men around to the couch, exaggerating my swaying walk to let my breasts swing free and reveling in the power this body has over them as they grin lustily at me.

		I withdraw both hands, unbuckle my former body's pants and slide them down, revealing his familiar powerful manhood. I push my old body down onto the couch with a girlish giggle, then lean down with my ass in the air and wrap my lips around my former cock once more. I draw him into me, sucking hungrily, tasting every ridge as I slowly glide my tongue up and down his shaft while simultaneously wiggling my ass in the air, taunting Mrs. Bresner with it's delicious smoothness. She gives it a light smack and I gasp in surprise and pleasure. I turn back to face her, my hand still grasping the throbbing cock that used to be mine, and grin. I wiggle my ass some more. She obliges and smacks me again, the pleasure bordering on pain makes me cry out as Paul grabs my head and gently brings my lips back down over my cock.

		Mrs. Bresner smacks my ass again and I moan but kept sucking on my delicious dick. I continue savoring my former cock in my mouth while from behind I hear Mrs. Bresner dropping her pants. A second later the gentle urgency of his probing cock slides between my dripping thighs as the head of his dick presses into my yearning pussy. Two hands grabs my waist and with a powerful thrust his cock slides inside me and I moan in pleasure. He gently pumps into me, fills my pussy with his hard cock while I continue to suck my former cock to his rhythm. My cute upturned nose presses ever deeper into my former body's crotch. Mrs. Bresner slides her cock out as I slide my mouth back up the shaft and then my pussy is filled once again. In and out, in and out, we continue as the two men fill me, all of us gripped in pleasure, both my mouth and my pussy aching with lust as my body vibrates with a wonderful tension. We move faster, in and out, Mrs. Bresner grabs my round ass and pulls me back into her cock harder as I moan and I close my eyes. My former body grabs my hair tight and forces my head up and down, using my body for his own pleasure and driving me wild in the process. From behind the pounding speeds up as well, the slap of Paul's body against my ass gets louder as my tension grows more urgent, tighter. Paul's grip on my hair tightens.

		“Yes, keep sucking that cock,” he whispers.

		The pain only serves to increase my pleasure as Mrs. Bresner slams me from behind. We move as one, twined in ecstasy, speeding up, our groans filling the room, our bodies and minds and pleasure all as one until with loud grunts we all cum together. My mouth and my pussy fill with their hot seed and I drink it in, swallow gulp after gulp of my former body's cum while from behind Mrs. Bresner empties her cock into me like I want, like I need. I am filled and my body responds with wave after wave of orgasm. I drink it in and ride the wave until it crests and begins to slow.

		Mrs. Bresner gives some final thrusts, pumps away as Paul holds my head down, forces me to swallow every drop until finally his cock ceases spasming in my mouth and with a final thrust from behind Mrs. Bresner draws deeper than she ever has and I gasp around my mouthful of cock, wallow in the pleasure, wanting to live here forever with these two men inside my feminine body. We stay like that for a minute, each of us recovering, my mouth wrapped around my former body's cock, Mrs. Bresner's dick deep inside me as her hands hold my waist tightly.

		Slowly Mrs. Bresner pulls out. His cum slides down my thighs and I reach between my legs with one dainty hand to wipe it onto my fingers. I sit up and stare into my former body's eyes as I bring the finger to my lips and lick it off, reveling in the mingled essence of my body's delicious muskiness mixed with the salty taste of desire.

		Soon we'll have to come up with a plan, but for now I'm content to lie on the couch as my former body holds me in the warm afterglow and Paul's body gently caresses me in silent wonder. It's only one more day, how hard could that be?

		###

		
		

		About the author:

		 

		M. Wills is an erotic author with a special love of body swaps. If you enjoyed this story, you can find similar stories and captioned images on my website www.BodySwapFiction.com.
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