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		A Better Bethany

		 

		Don nudged open the gate down the side of Alex’s house. The murmurings of the other guests milling around the backyard barbecue became audible as he walked down the brick-lined path. Don had a cold pack of six pack of Budweiser in one hand and a bag of potato chips in the other, his meagre offering to the party. When he rounded the corner of the house he saw a handful of guests milling about Alex’s tree-lined backyard.

		 

		Some people stood in small groups beneath the shadow of a small elm tree. Others sat around the table beneath the shade umbrella. Over on a clump of lawn in the corner behind the barbecue a chubby toddler was wobbling around chasing a ball while his mom looked on. Don had met some of Alex’s friends before but most of the people there were strangers to him.

		 

		On a long table by the house were arranged platters of chips and vegetables, and stacks of plates and cups. Alex stood in front of the grill tending to the food and talking to a tall, broad-shouldered man. The scent of the charred burgers made Don’s stomach rumble. He hadn’t had much appetite for breakfast after another fight with his wife so he was ravenous. Alex saw Don looking lost and waved him over.

		 

		“Glad you could make it,” Alex said, thumping him on the shoulder.

		 

		Alex’s flabby gut was hidden behind a white apron with the words ‘Kiss the Chef’ written on it. His salmon-pink shorts showed off his pale, bulbous knees.

		 

		“Thanks. Where should I put this?” Don held up the beer.

		 

		“Cooler’s over there next to the table,” Alex nodded his head, then gestured to the man next to him. “Have you met Clay? Clay, this is Don. Don, Clay.”

		 

		Don juggled the beer and chips into one arm so he could shake Clay’s hand. The man had a solid grip. When he grinned Don saw his bright white teeth. He looked like a marine, his blonde hair cut short and his muscles packed into a tight fitting grey Polo.

		 

		“Nice to meet you,” Clay said.

		 

		“You too,” Don replied.

		 

		Don set his beer down in the cooler and placed his chips on the table with the rest of the food. He snapped a cold can off the six pack ring and joined Alex and Clay by the grill. They were talking football, and Don mostly stood there sipping from his beer with a pleasant smile on his face, occasionally chiming in about the prospects of the Cowboys this year.

		 

		Clay had the build of an All-American quarterback. Just standing next to him was enough to make Don feel inadequate. He nervously ran his hand through his thinning hair as if to smooth it over the rapidly growing bald patch. Alex had gotten round in middle age and Don had become scrawny. His elbows and knees seemed to stick out at odd angles making him look like a walking scarecrow, completely unlike the blonde god that was Clay.

		 

		Don took another sip of his beer and looked around the backyard while Alex and Clay continued talking. A peel of light laughter rang out from a group of women clustered around a glass-topped patio table. Don glanced over and paused to stare at the laughing woman and paused, immediately smitten with her.

		 

		It was more than her coffee-brown hair that spilled down each side of her face in waves and the way her eyes twinkled with delight. It was more than her lusciously curvy figure, with the pinchable ass and gropable breasts. It was the way she carried herself, with an easy joy and a sort of self-satisfaction that made Don jealous. The discomfort and awkwardness of his own body that had settled on him during adolescence had never really left. For a second Don thought that the bright smile she turned in his direction was for him. If he could see that face every day it would make him happy.

		 

		The woman split off from the group and made her way towards Don. A silver letter ‘B’ hung from a chain around her neck, nestled just over her bouncing breasts, and Don found his eyes glancing down to her cleavage and then away before she could catch him. Was she coming over here to talk to him? Their eyes had just met. Could he get it together enough to ask her out?

		 

		And then Clay turned and welcomed the woman into his embrace. The smile hadn’t been for Don after all.

		 

		The woman brushed a lock of hair out of her eyes and kissed Clay on the cheek. “Hey, babe. Food going okay? How many men does it take to grill a burger?” She laughed, looking around at the three guys.

		 

		“Bethany,” Alex said, “Have you met Don?”

		 

		She turned her gorgeous mocha eyes to him and held out her hand. “Nice to meet you.”

		 

		Don took her hand, nearly trembling as he touched her warm fingers. Unlike her husband, she was soft and comforting. The handshake was all too brief, leaving Don wishing for more.

		 

		“You guys boring each other with football talk?” She asked.

		 

		“It’s not boring if you’re into it,” Clay replied congenially.

		 

		“It’s boring me and I couldn’t even hear it,” she laughed.

		 

		“Some of the women are getting hungry and they nominated me to check on food,” Bethany admitted

		 

		“Please,” Alex gestured to the table. “Help yourself. Burgers will be ready in a minute.”

		 

		Betnany waved the other women over and then Clay slipped his arm around her and they wandered off to get food. Alex stepped towards Don and whispered conspiratorially, “Bethany is the one I was talking about. One of my admin assistants.”

		 

		Don watched her as she set various foods on a paper plate. He tried to act casual, like he wasn’t staring at her trying to memorize her face. “I see what you’re saying.”

		 

		“She could be yours.”

		 

		“I don’t know,” Don mused.

		 

		“Whole new start. Completely different from what you’ve got now. Plus, she’s trying to be some sort of social media influencer so there’s tons of info on her. Here.”

		 

		Alex pulled out his phone and opened up Instagram. He flipped to Bethany’s profile and held the phone up as he scrolled through. It was like Bethany was trying to live her whole life online. There she was at a party with her girlfriends. There she was on the beach. There she was on a date night with her husband. Her life seemed so perfect and Don felt a pang of jealousy.

		 

		Still, she wasn’t quite what he had in mind when he suggested the switch to Alex. “I was thinking someone younger. College maybe.”

		 

		“Pssh,” Alex waved the suggestion away. “And have to do all those classes over again? No way. She’s got a great life. Wonderful husband. Ready to get pregnant if you want.”

		 

		“Hmmm,” Don pondered the suggestion. “I’ll think about it.”

		 

		Alex continued to extol the virtues of Bethany’s life throughout the rest of the barbecue. Don suspected Alex had an ulterior motive for getting him to choose Bethany. But still, the more he observed her the more the possibility of swapping bodies with her excited him.

		 

		For several weeks after first discovering the spell in an old book at the flea market, Don had carefully considered whose life he would take over. That he would leave his own life was a foregone conclusion. He’d already had one divorce and was well on his way to a second. Never had kids of his own. Was just barely scraping by after retiring from early from the veterinary hospital. His body was ageing and breaking down faster every year.

		 

		Don hadn’t believed the body swap spell was real at first. He’d tried one of the lesser spells in the book first. Lots of spells required esoteric ingredients but a few were accessible. After gathering the ingredients, he recited the words and was amazed to watch the porcelain doll he’d borrowed from his wife’s massive collection stand up by itself and walk around the room. De-animating it was slightly more difficult. It took a week to gather the ingredients. In that time he’d kept the damn doll stowed in the trunk of his car where it banged around day and night, mindlessly walking back and forth.

		 

		For the body swap spell, Don figured he would have to paralyze both himself and the person he wished to swap with so they didn’t resist either before or after the spell was cast. Which meant he needed someone to help him. That’s where Alex came in. Don had confided in Alex and convinced him of the truth of the spells through a demonstration. Alex was intrigued, and even more eager to help when Don revealed he wanted to become someone the complete opposite of himself. And a woman.

		 

		For the next few weeks they both kept an eye out for Don’s new life. It wasn’t long before Alex started steering Don towards his assistant, Bethany. After a week of hints Don finally agreed to come to this barbecue and meet her.

		 

		Now, their bellies full, Don lounged on the grass next to Bethany chatting easily. She paused every now and then to take some selfies, snapping about twenty shots before she found one she liked. She uploaded it to Instagram and tagged it while Don watched on.

		 

		“Do you do that professionally?” Don enquired. “Like those, what do you call them, influencer people?”

		 

		“I wish,” she laughed. “I’ve only got a few hundred followers. Not enough for any brand deals. But I have gotten a free breakfast or two out of it!”

		 

		“I can give you another follow. Just tell me how to do it.”

		 

		“That would be great. Every little bit helps!’ She chirped.

		 

		He handed her his phone and watched as she set him up to follow her account. With her eyes down on the phone Don allowed his gaze to skirt over her once again. The neck of her shirt hung open and he glanced down her top to the juicy round breasts pressing out her top.

		 

		God, she was gorgeous. He kept making excuses to talk to her while he watched, prodding for clues to her life. He observed how she acted with her husband and her kid. How she replied to every question with such a carefree attitude. How she gathered her loving husband in her arms and made him pose for more pictures until he got silent and sullen, a little crack in her façade.

		 

		As he studied her online persona over the next week he noticed how different her social media pages were from her real life. Online she was perfect. A perfect wife with a perfect family. The sweat dripping down the side of her face, the stain on her outfit, the disagreements with Clay about watching his diet. None of it made it online.

		 

		Maybe it was that disconnect between who she was and who she claimed to be that was so exciting for Don. Over the next few days he followed all her accounts. She posted everything. Even the vows she’d made at her wedding. But he knew from watching her at the barbecue that most of it was fake. An image presented to the world that wasn’t her at all. An image that Don was confident he could pull off. He created his own social media pages to practice with until he knew the ins and outs of it all.

		 

		Don’s wife made snide comments about his newfound obsession with the internet but he ignored her like he ignored most of her complaining these days. He looked forward to the times when she was absorbed in the internet on her own and would ignore him completely for hours at a time.

		 

		The house felt altogether too small for the both of them. The pain in his lower back kept waking him up and it would throb during the day. His wife’s special diet annoyed him. Her entire attitude pissed him off. Every day it seemed another part of the house needed repair.

		 

		He was ready for a new life.

		 

		Two weeks later he’d memorized Bethany’s life and he called Alex to tell him he was in. Of course there was a price. But, all things considered, Don would be happy to pay it when the time came.
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		Don texted Alex upon his arrival at the service entrance behind Alex’s office. A few minutes later the unmarked beige door clicked open and Alex welcomed him inside.

		 

		“You ready?” Alex asked.

		 

		“Ready as I’ll ever be,” Don grinned, hoisting the backpack with all the supplies over one shoulder.

		 

		Alex led him up the staircase, their footsteps echoing through the stairwell. At the second floor, Alex pushed open the door and peeked out. Then he turned and motioned for Don to follow him.

		 

		They hurried down a grey-carpeted corridor. A few generic art prints hung on the walls at intervals, separated by the yellow and white logo of Tri-County Power. The hallway opened up onto what sounded like a larger space, but Alex went through one of the side doors into a conference room before Don could see much more than a few cubicles.

		 

		The lights were off. The wall opposite him had windows looking out onto the street, while the wall to the right had windows looking out into the office. A few cubicles were empty, as people had apparently already left for the day. But near the far end Don caught sight of Bethany and he grew flush with excitement. Alex closed all the blinds before Don set out the spell book and the small jars with the ingredients on the large white conference table. Following the directions, he sprinkled various bits of this and that into a pewter mortar before pounding it into a paste.

		 

		Finally, he took the tiny glass bottles he’d stolen on his last visit to his former vet hospital and set them on the counter. They were full of a clear liquid that he loaded into two syringes.

		 

		“This is the bigger dose that goes into my body,” Don said setting one syringe down. “This is the smaller dose for her body.” He lay the other one on the opposite side of the table.

		 

		He opened the spell book to the spell. There was a diagram of a human body and Don explained one last time to Alex where he should daub the magical paste. Don had already scanned in the pages for Alex to memorize earlier in the week, but he wanted to be absolutely sure nothing would go wrong. They ran through the words a few times before Alex grew impatient.

		 

		“I’ve got it. I’ve got it. We need to do this before she goes home.”

		 

		“Okay,” Don nodded. “Bring her in.”

		 

		Don took one of the needles and hid behind the big oak conference room door while Alex went to fetch Bethany. Don felt like he waited behind the door forever, his heart pounding in his chest. This was it. This was where he would leave his old life behind.

		 

		He heard Alex’s voice approaching from down the hall. Alex walked in first and Bethany followed behind, her voluptuous ass swaying. Don stepped out from behind her and quickly slammed the shot into her arm and pressed the plunger. Bethany cried out in pain and alarm as she turned, a shocked look on her pretty face. But before she could do much more than that the paralytic kicked in. Her knees went weak and Don caught her before she could fall to the floor.

		 

		Alex closed the conference room door and locked it before helping Don position Bethany on her back on the table. Her eyes were still open wide in terror and Don knew she could see everything but couldn’t move her body. He smoothed her black skirt down her legs and adjusted the white top over her chest, readying her body for his mind.

		 

		“Go quick,” Don ordered Alex, before jabbing himself with the other needle.

		 

		Don just had time to lie down on the table next to Bethany when the medicine kicked in. His arms and legs went weak, his head lolling to one side. But Don could still hear Alex begin the chant, and could feel the magic paste being dotted over his body.

		 

		When Alex finished the last word of the spell Don’s body began vibrating, as if he was in a car with bad shock absorbers. And then suddenly, between one blink and the next, Don’s view shifted from looking slightly towards the window to looking straight up at the ceiling. At the same time he felt that his legs were bare.

		 

		After a minute the paralytic began to wear off. He could move his fingers at first, then his arm and then, finally, he was able to sit up with Alex’s help. As he moved into a sitting he felt a tremendous weight shift on his chest as his new breasts bounced down. He pushed silky hair out of his eyes and looked down at himself. Bethany’s white blouse lay just beneath his vision, the top button open. From this perspective he could see down her top and caught a glimpse of the white bra staining against her breasts.

		 

		He gasped in delight as he stroked his face with his new hands, exploring the new contours of his lips and cheeks and nose and chin. So much smoother and softer than his own, still pliable with youthfulness. He wiggled his tiny fingers in front of his face and laughed with joy.

		 

		“Oh my god,” Don said aloud and Bethany’s voice spilled from his lips, different from within her body but still lovely and light.

		 

		He slid off the table and adjusted to his new balance as Alex looked on. It was difficult balancing on these low heels with a different center of gravity and he nearly fell over, his plump butt knocking against the table behind him before he could steady himself. He tucked his hair behind his ears and looked at his tiny hands. The nails were perfect. Slender and manicured and painted a deep amber.

		 

		“How does it feel?” Alex asked.

		 

		“Amazing!” Don gushed.

		 

		He walked around the room, getting used to his balance and his new proprioception. He was bigger in some places. More wobbly. Bouncier in a wonderful way.

		 

		Don had done a circuit around the table and realized he’d ended just in the line of sight of his old body. He leaned over himself. His former eyes rolled towards him, still open. Bethany was inside, staring up at her former body.

		 

		“I’m so sorry,” Don apologized, using her own intonation, “But this had to be done. I’m Bethany now.” He stroked her cheek with his new fingers, feeling the craggy contours of his former face. “You put enough on social media that I can impersonate you. And if I make a mistake I’ll use your luscious body to make Clay forget all about it. Because Clay is my husband now.”

		 

		“Now,” Alex said, stepping forward. “My price?” He was grinning ear to ear, giddy with excitement.

		 

		“Of course,” Don said, though now that the time had come he was nervous.

		 

		“I’ve been waiting so fucking long for this,” Alex gushed as he unbuckled his belt and let his pants drop to the floor.

		 

		He was already hard, his erection tenting up his boxer shorts. Don knelt before him, his skirt pulling up slightly as he did so. He tugged down Alex’s boxer shorts and Alex’s cock sprang up in front of Don’s face. Don took his friends cock in his hand, wrapping his slender fingers around the warm shaft. Don moved his face closer to the bulging cockhead and slowly opened his mouth before guiding Alex’s cock between his lips.

		 

		Alex’s dick was warm on his tongue, and he slid his lips slowly down the shaft, taking him inside. Alex’s cock slid over his tongue, bringing with it a slightly salty tang. When Don pulled his lips back off, Alex’s dick was shiny with saliva. Don used his fingers to spread it down his shaft, stroking him off at the same time. The next time Don swallowed his friend’s cock he went down further, felt the dick slide back in his mouth. He took as much as he could, moving slowly down and up, going deeper each time.

		 

		And then he held Alex completely in his mouth. He undulated his tongue along the underside of Alex’s shaft and was rewarded with a guttural groan from Alex.

		 

		“Goddamn, you look so good with a dick in your mouth. You should put this on your Instagram.”

		 

		Don moved faster, beginning to enjoy himself now. The constant aches and pains were gone. And here he was pleasing someone - his best friend - using only his lips and tongue. Don continued slurping up and down Alex’s dick, the wet sounds of his blowjob loud and wonderful in his ears. In fact, the longer he went the wetter he got. Now he felt his pussy lips growing moist and loose, opening to welcome something inside him.

		 

		With his free hand he played with one of his tits, bobbling it while he sucked Alex’s dick. Alex’s moans grew louder and then he started thrusting forward to meet Don’s lips on each downstroke. Don took him all the way in, until his splendid new nose was resting against Alex’s groin. They moved faster, Don’s lips sliding up and down his friend’s cock, the pleasure building within them both until Alex suddenly grabbed Don’s head and thrust forward, grunting as he came.

		 

		Don’s mouth was filled with spurts of salty cum. He kept his lips locked around the shaft, gulping down each spurt, feeling them burn their way down his throat and into his stomach. There was something so sexy about being used like this, about being on his knees and blowing someone at work, at the sheer dirtiness of it all. It was all so different from what Bethany projected online. When Alex finished cumming, Don pulled his lips off with a wet pop and grinned up at him.

		 

		“Oh, fuck, that was amazing,” Alex gushed.

		 

		Don was so warm and wet from using his new body. Moisture dotted his panties as he stood up.

		 

		“Glad you enjoyed it, but now I’m so fucking horny.” It was shocking to hear Bethany swear. Shocking and wonderful.

		 

		It was time to get out of the conference room before anyone grew suspicious. The bright pleasure threatening to overwhelm him would just have to wait.

		 

		Don readied the antidote in another syringe. He moved around the table and positioned his former head so Bethany could see her former face.

		 

		“I love your style. I’m going to wear everything I’ve seen you wear. I’m going to be a better Bethany than you could ever be. Now, this—” he held up the syringe “—will make the paralytic wear off. When it does I want no screaming. You can either walk out, or we can have security escort out this crazy old man who somehow got into the building.”

		 

		Don quickly explained that he’d left some notes, including his address, in his phone. Bethany could use that to resume his life. Whatever was left of it, anyway. With that, he injected her with the anti-paralytic. Don and Alex packed up the spell book and the ingredients while Bethany slowly regained control of her new body.

		 

		After a minute or two she pushed herself into a sitting position. She looked like she was about to cry.

		 

		“Why are you doing this?” She asked.

		 

		God, was that how his voice sounded? Creaky and weak?

		 

		Don shrugged. “Because I want your life.”

		 

		She rolled off the table and tugged up her pants. Her movements were slow. She was either still in shock or the full paralytic had yet to wear off.

		 

		“Please, give me my body back,” she begged.

		 

		“It’s not your body anymore, Don.” Don replied.

		 

		She began to sob. Alex came and put his arm around her.

		 

		“Shhh. You’ll get used to it.”

		 

		“I’ll be good to your body. Hell, a body like this, I’ll be wonderful to it.” Don slid his hands around the curve of his breasts, down his hips and then across the plump butt that he now possessed. “I’ll take good care of your husband, too.” Don winked.

		 

		Bethany choked back sobs as Alex led her out of the building while Don walked down the hall to her desk. His cute bubble butt and tits bounced with each step. His hips swayed side to side. God, it was delightful to own this body. He nodded hello to some fellow coworkers, none of them suspecting that he’d just stolen Bethany’s body.

		 

		Don took his seat at her desk. The first thing he did was pull out her phone. It unlocked with his face, and he set about changing her most important passwords. Email, social media, bank accounts. He left Bethany no way to get back in.

		 

		He was flipping through all the photos on the phone when Alex returned and leaned against the top of his cubicle.

		 

		“Hey, Bethany,” he smiled.

		 

		Don looked up and tucked a lock of silky hair behind a delicate ear. “Hi, Alex.”

		 

		“I’ll let you get adjusted. Have a look through her email. Get to know her. Tomorrow morning we can start fresh.”

		 

		“Okay. Boss.” Don smiled.
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		Clay was already home by the time Don got there. Just looking at the strapping man made Don’s mouth go dry. What if he recognized Don as an imposter?

		 

		“Hey,” Clay perfunctorily kissed Don on his cheek, making Don blush.

		 

		Clay slipped into the kitchen and returned a moment later with a beer while Don was still getting his bearings around the unfamiliar living room. Don turned around and beamed at the solidly built man in front of him. In Bethany’s body it felt so right that Clay now towered over Don.

		 

		“What’s up? Why are you looking at me like that?” Clay asked suspiciously.

		 

		“Because I like you,” Don said.

		 

		“I like you, too,” Clay shrugged, taking a sip of his beer. “What’s for dinner?”

		 

		Don was taken aback by Clay’s demeanor. Based on Bethany’s Instagram and their brief interaction at Alex’s barbecue, Clay had seemed like the doting husband. Maybe a little sick of the Instagram thing but still very smitten with his wife. Only now he seemed tired and aloof. Maybe it was just how he was after a hard day at work. Just one more thing that didn’t match up with Bethany’s carefully curated online life. And now it occurred to Don for the first time that he was apparently responsible for making dinner.

		 

		“Uh, I don’t remember. Let me get changed.”

		 

		Clay tapped him playfully on the ass. Don giggled and turned around to catch Clay wink at him. So his new husband wasn’t totally aloof at least.

		 

		Without Clay watching, Don took his time walking down the hallway, peeking behind each of the few doors to get the layout of Bethany’s house. A bathroom was right across from what appeared to be a junk room, judging by the cardboard boxes and random detritus. There was a laundry room with a door to the backyard and around the corner was Clay and Bethany’s bedroom. It had its own bathroom and a walk-in closet.

		 

		Don took a few minutes to get himself accustomed to the layout of the bedroom. He poked through the nightstands to figure out which side of the bed he slept in. His side held some romance books and, tucked in the back, a little pink vibrator. Then he wandered into the closet where Bethany’s clothes hung on neat hangers. He brushed his hands across the soft fabrics and then dug through the chest of drawers, investigating her bras and underwear and pajamas. Tucked in the back of one drawer he found some lacy black lingerie and filed that information away for later. These were his now. And though he longed to dress his new body up to see what it looked like he had to continue playing the part of Bethany for now.

		 

		He unclasped his skirt and shimmied out of it before doing the same with his jacket and blouse. Now wearing only a bra and panties, he turned to the full-length mirror hanging on one wall and admired his curves. Bethany’s cleavage lay beneath his nose, bouncy and full. He allowed a hand to skate down his wide hips while he gazed at his curvy new body with delight. It was so tempting to just strip naked and enjoy his prize right there but he held off. Instead, he slipped into some comfy pink sweatpants and a tee shirt.

		 

		He was about to return to the kitchen and begin dinner when his cell phone rang. He glanced at the screen. It was his old number. He debated about answering and then finally flicked the screen to accept the call.

		 

		“Hello?” Don said sweetly.

		 

		“You have to give me my body back,” his former voice hissed.

		 

		“Who is this?” Don feigned confusion.

		 

		“Please. I miss my family.”

		 

		Don quietly shut the bedroom door. “It’s my life now. Your husband doesn’t even know and he’ll never know.”

		 

		“Please,” she begged, nearly crying.

		 

		“Your husband’s a really good kisser, did you know that?” Don smiled. “When I feel his hands on me…oh…it’s wonderful. Tonight I’m going to use your body to make love to him. I’m going to make him feel better than you ever could so even if you convince him that we swapped bodies he won’t want us to swap back.”

		 

		She was crying now. Blubbering for him to please give her her life back.

		 

		“If you show yourself over here I’ll have you arrested. They’ll lock you up in some asylum. You will never get your family back so the best thing to do is to start practicing to be me. It’s easy. Your wife hates you and your life is shit so there are no expectations. Now don’t call me again.”

		 

		Don hung up before she could respond. This life was his and there was no way he was giving it up.

		 

		Don slid his phone into his pocket and returned through the living room to the kitchen. He poked through the refrigerator and the cupboards, learning where everything was while also trying to figure out what he could make for dinner. He wasn’t the world’s best cook—though that was clearly something he would have to work on—but he could follow a recipe. There was a box of tuna bake mix in the pantry, which seemed simple enough. Don started cooking while Clay watched television in the living room.

		 

		Don was glad Clay was occupied because his first attempt at dinner was awkward and fumbling. He continually consulted the recipe, couldn’t find where ingredients or pots were stored, and generally floundered about. The result was only a passable dinner but Clay didn’t make any comment when Don served it up. But before Clay could dig in Don stopped him.

		 

		“Wait, let me get a picture of my beautiful hubbie.”

		 

		“Really?” Clay asked, exasperated.

		 

		But Clay put on his most charming smile as Don snapped a selfie of himself and his husband around the dinner table. Apparently, Clay played the game, too. After taking a few snaps and checking to make sure at least one was Instagram perfect, they dug in. The meal wasn’t half bad, though the presentation could have used some work.

		 

		While they ate, Don prodded Clay about his day, trying to figure out what exactly he did and what kind of man he was. Every time Clay’s sky blue eyes landed on Don, Don felt a flush of warmth creep through him. Don grew bolder as the evening wore on and he realized Clay wasn’t going to call him out for not being Bethany.

		 

		While Bethany’s relationship wasn’t as perfect as Don had thought, it was still evident that Clay cared for her. That was a huge contrast to Don’s old life. His former wife would stay silent for hours, sucked into her online worlds and avoiding any interaction beyond a few grunts. At least Clay wouldn’t shy away whenever Don touched him lightly on the arm or patted his chest as they passed in the hallway. Don was dying to try out Bethany’s body with his new husband, but for Clay this was just another Tuesday.

		 

		Clay cleaned up dinner while Don went into the bedroom closet and retrieved the lingerie. He shucked off his sweatpants and shirt, then his bra and panties. Bethany’s luscious body stood naked below him and he took a moment to enjoy the sight of her weighty breasts dangling from his chest, the tiny pouch of tummy, and mound leading down to the neatly trimmed bush. He got a thrill just looking at himself.

		 

		The lingerie consisted of a wispy black bra with gauzy material that whispered down his tummy. A few black straps held his heavy breasts but left most of his skin bare. The panties were dainty little things made of sheer black material that did little to hide the darkness of his bush beneath. He peered at his image in the mirror, adjusting the outfit here and there until he looked like a truly yummy mommy.

		 

		Returning to the kitchen, he leaned against the doorway, one hand on his hip. He tilted his head to one side so that his hair fell down carelessly over one shoulder. Clay didn’t notice him until he spoke up.

		 

		“Hey, babe,” Don said in a sultry voice. “See anything you like?”

		 

		Clay glanced over at him and smiled in delight. He set the dishrag down and moved towards Don until he towered over him.

		 

		“You’re gorgeous.” Clay clasped Don’s waist with calloused hands and bent down to kiss him.

		 

		Don closed his eyes as their lips met, enjoying the dark masculine scent of his husband. His heart fluttered in his chest. He’d never been called gorgeous before and it felt wonderful. He was so softly feminine. So much better than his rugged masculine old body with its knobby knees and thinning hair. Bethany’s was a body that needed to be caressed and worshipped. He grew warm as Clay gripped him ever more firmly and his tongue slipped out to explore his husband’s mouth.

		 

		They made out in the hallway, clasping each other, bodies pressed together. Don slid his hands up his husband’s back, enjoying the heat of his body, wanting to touch his bare skin. Clay kissed his way down Don’s neck, making him shiver. Don closed his eyes while Clay made his way down to Don’s breasts.

		 

		Don sighed and leaned back, his bubble butt pressing against the chilly wall while Clay kissed his way across Don’s enormous breasts. Clay’s hand slid down Don’s side, following the curve of his ass, down and around to grip one butt cheek. His hot breath landed on one of Don’s nipples and Don shivered. The heat rose within him, centering between his thighs and pulsing through his body.

		 

		Smiling now, Don lightly took Clay’s cheeks and guided their lips back together. Then he pulled away and took Clay’s hand to lead him down the hall to the bedroom. They giggled like young lovers, Clay pinching Don’s plump bottom and making him jump. Clay closed the door behind him and then they came together again. Don draped himself over his husband and they kissed. Don felt Clay’s hands reach behind his back and fumble with the clasp of the bra. When it came undone Don shimmied it off and tossed it aside.

		 

		Clay launched himself onto Don’s breasts, latching his mouth around one pink nipple and sucking as he squeezed the other one. Don shared in Clay’s evident delight for his body, staring down at his heavy new tits while Clay sucked on one nipple, then the other, until they both stood out to attention. God, it was wonderful looking down and seeing Bethany’s body beneath him, those heavy tits bouncing up and down beneath Clay’s touch and the wide flare of her hips.

		 

		Clay gently scraped a nipple between his teeth. Don’s nipple was so sensitive now the sensation bordered on the pleasurable side of pain. Hit bit his plump bottom lip and sucked in a breath of air as the pleasure from his nipples met the desire churning through him from below.

		 

		As Clay explored Don’s tits with his lips and tongue he also ran his hands around Don’s body, following the shapely curves, brushing up between Don’s thighs and skating over the flimsy fabric covering Don’s pussy. He teased Don, pressing lightly against his entrance, hinting at things to come while Don’s body burned with arousal. Moisture dotted Don’s panties and the firm hand against his clit made him sigh and wriggle with need.

		 

		Don reached down and unbuttoned Clay’s pants. Clay’s cock sprang up and Don took it in his slim fingers. It was so warm, felt so huge beneath his tiny touch. Don’s nimble fingers slid up and down the shaft as Clay’s desire pressed against him and Clay moaned softly around his nipple.

		 

		Clay maneuvered Don around and stepped him backwards until the back of Don’s leg found the bed and they tumbled on to it with a laugh. Don’s fat breasts spilled down his side. Clay’s deliciously solid body pressed him down. His cock felt more urgent than ever.

		 

		Clay knelt to one side and slid Don’s panties off, pausing to gaze down at Don’s naked body with undisguised lust. Don twisted his legs, his body restless with need. He gathered his own breasts in each hand and fondled himself, enjoying the touch of his own soft skin. His tits were so big he couldn’t grab them all, though he tried. He was as greedy for himself as Clay was for him, and he squeezed his tits, pinching each tiny nipple.

		 

		Clay lay back on top of him and guided his cock up against Don’s waiting entrance. Don spread his legs, nervous but needy. Fucking his old body on the conference room table had been a spur of the moment decision and with a body he knew intimately. This was new and different. A practical stranger. The head of his dick felt so huge against Don’s entrance. Clay’s cockhead slid up and down Don’s slit, lubricating his head on Don’s juices before plunging in suddenly.

		 

		Don gasped and squeezed his eyes shut, fingers gripping his breasts as he was entered. Clay’s cock slid deep inside him, pressing apart the slick walls of his cunt, bringing with it a deep warmth and a sense of satisfaction, of a need being filled. Clay slid in to the hilt until Don was full and their groins pressed together.

		 

		Don opened his eyes briefly to see Clay above him, holding himself up on his arms so he could gaze at his wife while he slowly slid in and out. Each time Clay pulled out of Don the emptiness rushed in, only sated by the next thrust of Clay’s wonderful cock. Don’s body vibrated with pleasure. He needed more. He locked his legs around Clay’s body and urged him deeper, harder, faster. Bethany’s cunt was made for this, to be pounded, filled, owned.

		 

		“Oh, yes, fuck me just like that,” Don moaned in Bethany’s voice.

		 

		Clay drove in deep, grunting now with each thrust. Don tried to raise his hips, to meet each downstroke, drive it deeper into him. His body burned with desire, a restless anticipation humming towards the climax. He could feel it coming. He needed it. Each thrust made his body jiggle, reinforced the new form he had, the curvy body he now possessed.

		 

		“Yes, fuck this little pussy. Yes! Yes!”

		 

		With a sudden groan Clay sank deep inside Don and came. The throbbing of the cock inside his pussy set off an orgasmic explosion within Don. He cried out, voice throaty with lust as he shivered and came around Clay’s throbbing cock. Each hot spurt of cum filled him even more, made him cry out like an animal, finally sating the restlessness inside him as it whited out his mind with pleasure.

		 

		When Don came down he clutched Clay to him, not wanting him to leave, just wanting that warm soft-hardness inside him forever. When Clay did pull out Don snuggled up to him, throwing an arm across his chest as Clay dripped out of him. Don shivered with aftershock as he snuggled into his husband and ran a hand over his solid chest. Clay lay back on the bed, one hand under his head.

		 

		“I liked you talking dirty,” Clay rumbled.

		 

		“Me too,” Don replied.

		 

		“You should do that more.”

		 

		Don smiled to himself as he lay on his husband’s chest and listened to the heart beat. Already he was a better Bethany in bed.
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		Don was awoken by the sound of an unfamiliar alarm clock. There was a moment of disorientation as he found himself in a strange bedroom next to an unfamiliar man. As he blinked awake everything snapped into place.

		 

		Clay murmured something incoherent before rolling over and burying his head in the pillows. Don rolled out of bed, the still-unfamiliar weight on his chest shifting as he stood. He trudged to the bathroom, his day brightened immediately by the sight of Bethany’s face in the mirror.

		 

		Don was confronted with Bethany’s makeup spread out along the bathroom counter and had no idea where to begin. That was just something he’d have to study up on later. With all the hurrying about, Don had no chance to enjoy Bethany’s body in the morning, though he did take the time to pick out a skirt and blouse combo that was just on the business side of sexy.

		 

		As Don was snatching some buttered toast in the kitchen, Clay entered and gave him a look. “You okay?”

		 

		Don swallowed his toast, his mouth suddenly dry. “Yeah, why?”

		 

		“I don’t know,” Clay shrugged. “You’re acting…different somehow.”

		 

		Don placed his toast down and sauntered towards Clay. He leaned on Clay’s body and placed his hand on Clay’s warm chest, looking up at the delicious man towering over him. “Maybe I’m just in a mood,” he raised his eyebrows suggestively.

		 

		“Oh?” Clay replied, grinning. He took Don’s cheeks gently in his hands and leaned down to kiss him.

		 

		Clay’s lips were warm and the masculine scent of him was delightful as Don’s nose pressed against his husband’s scratchy cheek. Don moved closer to Clay, pressing his breasts hard up against Don’s chest, suddenly desirous for the man’s solid body. This was the life Don had wanted.

		 

		Clay broke away from the kiss and stroked Don’s cheek. “Sorry, Beth, I gotta get an early start at work.”

		 

		“Sure,” Don agreed.

		 

		They went their separate ways, Don still aching for his husband. At work, he parked in the same spot Bethany had parked the day before. As he was crossing the parking lot, a wild-eyed old man stepped out from between a row of cars and accosted him.

		 

		“Give me back my body,” the man snarled.

		 

		Don took a step back. He hadn’t recognized his former body at first. Bethany’s gray hair was wild, her cheeks gaunt, eyes sunken and dark. She looked like she hadn’t gotten much sleep, no doubt as a result of Don’s back pain and her own worry.

		 

		Don drew himself up. “Get away from me.”

		 

		“That’s mine,” Bethany said, advancing on him. “You can’t take my life.”

		 

		Don saw Alex sprinting out of the building towards them and grew confident. “I’m so sorry, I don’t know what you’re talking about. I don’t even know who you are.”

		 

		Don could sense the desperation in the way she moved towards him. Fortunately, Alex reached them and grabbed Don’s former shoulder to spin her around.

		 

		“Don, what are you doing here?” Alex asked her.

		 

		“Alex, you know this isn’t right,” she begged.

		 

		“What isn’t right is you showing up here. I’ve already called the police. I suggest you leave.”

		 

		She glanced from him back to Don, biting her lip with worry. Then she scurried away. Don heaved a sigh of relief.

		 

		“You okay?” Alex asked.

		 

		Don nodded, and Alex put his arm around Don and led him back in to the building. They stepped into Alex’s office. Alex closed the door behind them and drew the blinds looking out into the office.

		 

		“Thanks for that,” Don said.

		 

		“Sure. Can’t let her get any ideas. Now, in payment for your gratitude…”

		 

		Alex stepped forward as if to kiss Don and Don drew back. “What are you doing?”

		 

		“Come on,” Alex said. “I suggested that body. The least you can do is let me fuck you. Suck on those big tits.”

		 

		Don placed his hand over his chest. “Alex!” He hissed. “That’s inappropriate.” Alex looked stunned and Don continued, “One blow job. That was the deal. I’m Bethany now. I’ve got a husband. I’m so sorry but I’m faithful to my husband and I’m not going to have an office affair.”

		 

		“You can’t be serious,” Alex insisted. “I know who you really are.”

		 

		“I’m Bethany,” Don repeated. “You’re my friend, Alex. But this is my life now and I’m not going to fuck it up. If you keep trying to come on to me I’m going to HR.”

		 

		Alex stepped back and gritted his teeth. “Get out of here,” he hissed.

		 

		Don left, relieved to be away from Alex. He went to Bethany’s desk and booted up her computer, then searched through her emails and her schedule to try to get his head around her job. It seemed to mostly be answering phones, scheduling, data entry. Stuff he should be able to pick up with no problem.

		 

		He spent the rest of that morning getting adjusted. The first few phone calls he took went poorly. He didn’t know what the callers were talking about or even who could answer the question. Instead, he promised to call back and then had to hunt around to find out what the hell he was supposed to do. There were some other admin ladies seated at the cubicles nearby and Don stood and spied on their work under the guise of chitchat. It was slow going, but by lunchtime Don thought he understood the basics.

		 

		Alex was no help. He was still fuming about Don turning him down. He came and went from his office with hardly a glance at Don. Alex only stopped to talk to Don long enough to berate him for making a mistake before storming into his office. At lunchtime, Alex stalked out of his office.

		 

		“I’m going home,” he muttered to Don as he passed. “Tell everyone I’m out for the day.”

		 

		With Alex out of the office, the tension eased considerably. He was Alex’s direct boss, so Don wasn’t called on to do much more than figure out all the built up administrative work that he was assigned.

		 

		Don made it to the end of the day without too much further embarrassment. Fortunately, his coworkers wore swipe badges around their necks that had their names on them. Not only did this help Don identify them, but he could look them up on the internal systems to find out more about what they did. The job itself wasn’t so difficult. The hard part was getting up to speed on all the other stuff Bethany knew: office gossip, the layout of the office, her normal routines.

		 

		He was exhausted by the end of the day and figured tonight it would be boxed macaroni and cheese with some vegetables on the side. Of the many things Don had to learn about his new life, cooking was right up there. Don was standing in front of the stove stirring the pot when Clay came through the front door and swept into the kitchen.

		 

		“Hi honey, I’m home,” he grinned.

		 

		He slipped up behind Don and wrapped his arms around him before kissing him on the neck. His hot breath whispered across Don’s skin, sending little goosebumps down his arm. Clay’s hands roamed up and down Don’s body, and something hard and dull pressed against Don’s backside from behind.

		 

		“Feels like you missed me,” Don giggled.

		 

		He turned around in Clay’s arms and draped himself on Clay’s solid form. Clay stared down into Don’s eyes, briefly glancing down into Don’s cleavage. His hands slid down to Don’s plump ass and squeezed gently.

		 

		“I sure did,” Clay grinned.

		 

		He kissed Don on the lips. It was a different kiss from the one they shared in the morning. This one was firm and long. Don felt Clay’s tongue slide against his lips and he opened his mouth to welcome his husband inside. Clay pulled Don closer, his erection now pressing into Don’s stomach.

		 

		Don pulled away. “The food’s gonna burn,” he murmured, turning around to stir the pot once more.

		 

		Clay didn’t let go. He held Don lightly from behind and nibbled on his neck. Don didn’t know where this new lust had come from and he only wished they could enjoy each other now.

		 

		“God, I want to fuck you so badly,” Clay whispered in Don’s ear.

		 

		A flush of warmth pulsed through Don’s body. He wanted it, too. “Have to wait until I’m at a stopping point,” Don whispered.

		 

		As soon as Don switched off the stove and moved the pot, Clay was on him, turning him so they could kiss and wrapping Don in his strong arms. Their tongues met and swirled around as they tasted each other. Desire sparked to life within Don as his husband groped his deliciously plump butt and then squeezed a heavy breast with one solid hand.

		 

		Suddenly, Clay bent and scooped Don up in his arms. Don squealed in delighted surprise and clung to his husband’s neck as he was carried to the bedroom.

		 

		Clay set him gently on the bed and covered him with kisses. Don gasped as Clay stroked him, hands roaming around Don’s curvy body. He squirmed beneath the touch, the spark between his thighs growing into a flame that licked his body. Don moaned as Clay turned his attention to Don’s tits, hands clawing at the clothes, desperate to touch Don’s skin.

		 

		Clay helped Don disrobe and throw off his bra before burying his head between Don’s huge tits. He held them up, squeezing each breast while he buried his head in between Don’s pillowy cleavage. The lust shooting through Don’s body was as much a result of seeing Clay delight in Bethany’s body, of watching his own tits bounce beneath Clay’s strong hands, as it was of the physical pleasure.

		 

		Clay was so much more eager tonight, and soon yanked Don’s pants off before diving between Don’s legs. Don’s breath came faster as Clay slid his tongue up and down his slippery entrance. Gripping his tits, he spread his legs to let his husband dip deeper into his new pussy. Clay lapped at Don’s slit, tongue swirling across his clit in intricate patterns that made Don’s voice rise in pitch. He clutched the bed sheets and raised his hips to meet his husband’s tongue, orgasming around Clay’s head.

		 

		Still, Clay continued licking Don’s pussy. Now he used his fingers to slide in through Don’s sopping wet canal, crooking up to slip against the dimpled nub of Don’s inner pleasure. Still licking Don’s clit, Clay began fingering him, matching the rhythm of Don’s body. Don gathered his enormous tits on his hands and squeezed, delighting in the soft plumpness of his new body while pleasure burned through him. Bethany’s body spread out below Don’s eyeline, wriggling and twisting, the wide hips so gorgeous, the tits topped with tiny pink nipples so squeezable, the little flash of pink pussy so wonderful.

		 

		Don was sopping wet, and the wet sound of Clay licking his pussy was music to his ears. He came again, clapping his legs around Clay’s head as the orgasm roiled him. This one was bigger than the first, like a roll of thunder pounding through him from head to toe, making his whole body reverberate with orgasm.

		 

		Finally, Clay raised his head. His chin was slick with Don’s juices and he gazed up at Don, who still had his hands on his tits.

		 

		“Fuck, it’s hot when you play with those giant titties,” Clay grinned.

		 

		“You like this?” Don whispered, hefting his breasts and pinching each nipple between thumb and forefinger.

		 

		“Hell yes,” Clay agreed.

		 

		“Damn, baby,” Don moaned. “I need you to fuck me right now.”

		 

		Don was dripping down his thighs. The emptiness inside him needed to be filled. His body was desperate for cock, just as he’d imagined Bethany in his wildest fantasies.

		 

		Clay climbed up his wife and positioned his dick just at Don’s entrance. Don felt the cockhead slide just inside his slit and land up against the pressure of his entrance. His pussy lips spread apart as Don sunk in to the hilt. Each glorious inch travelled up through Don’s hot canal, pushing the walls of his cunt apart and bringing with it a delirious fulness. When they were groin to groin Clay paused and leaned down to kiss Don.

		 

		Don smelled the delicious muskiness of his pussy on Clay’s face, and tasted his salty essence as he slipped his tongue into his husband’s mouth. Then Clay pulled out and pushed back in, moving in a slow rhythm. Don was aflame with desire. Each thrust into his juicy pussy drove the heat through him and he cried out, urging Clay on.

		 

		“Deeper. Faster,” he moaned in a lust-soaked voice. “Oh god, fuck this little pussy. Fuck me. Fuck me!”

		 

		Clay pounded Don’s pussy, grunting as he thrust in deep, making Don’s entire body jiggle. His tits bounced madly on his chest as he was fucked long and hard, until with a final groan Clay sunk deep inside. The cock throbbed within Don, cum exploding into Don’s pussy at the same time as Don came. The orgasm made him cry out and raise his hips. His body danced with delight, gripping his husband close, willing his cunt to take in every last drop of cum, until Clay was empty and Don was full.

		 

		They lay on the bed, still connected as Clay kissed Don’s nose and cheeks and neck, burrowing his nose into Don’s hair and taking deep whiffs of Don’s flowery scent. Don giggled at his husband’s affection. So much better than last night. Yesterday must have just been a hard day at work.

		 

		When Clay finally rolled off Don snuggled up to him again. Clay held him close, stroking his body, one hand sliding up and down the gentle curve of Don’s ass.
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		The next morning Clay was up first.

		 

		“You can stay in bed for a little while, I’ll take the bathroom first,” he whispered, kissing Don on the cheek.

		 

		Don rolled over and let himself wake up slowly as he listened to the sound of his husband getting ready for the day. He smiled to himself, knowing that this was his body now, his life. But then he thought of Alex.

		 

		Would Alex continue asking for a “favor”? And if Don didn’t give it to him, would he reveal Don’s secret? Surely, no one would believe him. And yet a tiny sliver of doubt persisted.

		 

		Clay asked Don what was for breakfast. Apparently making breakfast was something he rarely did because he kept asking Don where stuff was located. Clay went through the kitchen cupboards a few times before he found the oatmeal, but even then he was hopeless at making it. Don finally took over and Clay relented. Though Clay did grip Don from behind as he prepared the food. His restless hands slid beneath Don’s pajama top and came up to clasp his breasts. Again, the erection pressed against Don’s ass.

		 

		“I don’t know if I can wait all day for you,” Clay growled in his ear. Little goosebumps flared up and down Don’s arms at his husband’s amorous affections.

		 

		“Maybe I can take care of that,” Don replied.

		 

		Don dropped to his knees and Clay dropped his pants. He was already rock hard and Don took him between his pillowy lips. He slid his mouth down and up Clay’s shaft. The cock filled his mouth, bringing with it the delicious salty musk of his husband. Was it Bethany’s taste buds that made Clay’s cock taste so good? Or the power of making the man moan?

		 

		Don swirled his tongue along the underside of the shaft, enjoying the sound of Clay grunting above him, enjoying the taste of his husband’s dick. He moved faster, shoving his mouth all the way down Clay’s shaft until his tiny nose was buried in Clay’s pubic hair and he held him fully in his mouth. He swirled his tongue around the underside of the shaft, taking his time, moaning around the It didn’t take much. Clay grunted and gripped Don’s hair, slowly thrusting into his mouth as he came. The hot seed jetted across Don’s tongue and down his throat. He swallowed it all in greedy gulps, loving how he could please his husband with just his tongue and lips.

		 

		When Clay left for work, Don pulled up some makeup tutorials on his phone. He’d just started one when there was a loud knock on the door. He opened it to find Alex out on the stoop.

		 

		“What are you doing here?” Don asked, glancing around to make sure no one was around.

		 

		“Bethany. Honey. Listen to me. You’re not going to believe this but I’m your husband.”

		 

		“What?” Don blinked.

		 

		“The man pretending to be your husband swapped our bodies. Alex is in my body. He threatened to hurt you if I told anyone. You’ve got to help me.”

		 

		Suddenly it all made sense. Clay’s change in attitude the night before. The lack of knowledge of where things were located. The way he’d buried his face in Don’s pussy and made him howl like never before.

		 

		“You’re insane. Get out of here before my husband comes home.”

		 

		“Please—” Clay begged, but Don cut him off.

		 

		“If you don’t leave I’m going to call the police. I’ve got a loving husband and you’re not him.”

		 

		Don closed the door in Clay’s face. There was no way he was going to give up this life. And if Alex wanted to join him, well, he’d proved that he had the right stuff. Don looked forward to many more orgasmic nights in his new body.

		 

		# # #

		 

		


		 

		Thank you!

		
		I hope you enjoyed reading this twisted little tale as much as I enjoyed writing it. If you liked it, please leave a review. They really help. Also, be sure to check out some of my other stories below.

		 

		Yes, I do commissions! You can always email me at bodyswapstories@gmail.com or visit my website for more info and pricing, plus weekly body swapping and transformation captions at https://www.bodyswapfiction.com

		 

		Thanks!

		 

		M

		 

		


		 

		Also by M. Wills

		
		Visit www.bodyswapfiction.com for weekly captions and the latest stories or to hire me to write a story for you.

		 

		If you enjoyed this book, you may also enjoy my other erotic stories, available through my author page on Smashwords:

		 

		
			Going Pro
		

		A man possesses the body of his gorgeous long-time friend and golf pro to enjoy a weekend of exploring her body and being a professional athlete.

		 

		
			Secret Lives
		

		As a result of an errant wish, three young men are switched into the bodies of three sexy women.

		 

		
			Body Switch Collection: Volume 13
		

		5 more previously published erotic body swapping stories.

		 

		Fantasy Girls 2

		Still trapped in their bodies while controlled by strangers, a group of women are forced to enjoy a night of pleasure.

		 

		
			Beside Himself
		

		A young man accidentally clones his mind into the bodies of four sexy college women.

		 

		
			A MILF’s Life
		

		A young man possesses the body of a busty MILF to live her new, pampered life.

		 

		Fantasy Girls

		Three women are trapped in a high tech brothel while strangers take turns possessing them and making them do the most degrading things.

		 

		
			Natalie for a Night
		

		A middle-aged man takes the place of his boss's gorgeous daughter for a night.

		 

		And many more stories of body thefts, mother/son swaps, sibling swaps and swaps of all kinds on my website.
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