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		A Friend in Need

		

		Zoey flipped her black hair out of her face and watched as Samantha pretended to be carefree. Though Zoey noticed how she listlessly pushed the lettuce of her small salad back and forth across her plate while barely eating a bite.

		

		“Dating over forty is awful,” Samantha complained, playing it off as funny to try to disguise the hint of despair in her voice. “Everyone’s got twice as much baggage as they did when they were twenty.”

		

		“Dating sucks in general, mom,” Lise agreed.

		

		The three women sat around a small table on the patio of Samantha’s favorite café. Zoey was taking small bites of her fish while Lise had half a chicken burger still on her plate. Samantha’s salad, despite the small size, didn’t appear to have been eaten at all.

		

		“Did you know…” Samantha said, gesturing at the other two with a slice of tomato stuck to her fork, “Women over forty are more likely to be killed by a serial killer than get a response on a dating app.”

		

		“That’s not true,” Lise rolled her eyes.

		

		“It’s true. I read it on the internet. Also, older women typically want older men, while older men typically want younger women. So you think it would work out!” Samantha laughed and finally ate the tomato stuck to her fork.

		

		Zoey and Lise had been friends since they were in preschool and their families had always been close. Samantha was practically Zoey’s second mother. The last few years had been hard on Samantha. Though she’d been separated from her husband for years, they’d gone through a long, drawn out divorce that had only been finalized a month and a half ago. Through it all Samantha was never anything less than loving and kind to Zoey, comforting her when Zoey’s mother died, letting her stay in the spare bedroom when Zoey had the fight with her previous boyfriend, even chipping in to pay for repairs to Zoey’s car back when she was a poor, broke college student.

		

		A week prior to this lunch, Lise had mentioned to Zoey that her mom was back in the dating scene. Samantha had apparently been exercising and sticking to a strict diet. She’d gradually been replacing most of her wardrobe, ditching the boring old outfits and choosing ones with bold colors and which showed off her rapidly toning body.

		

		The outfit Samantha wore to lunch today was a sleek sleeveless blue dress with a small pattern of pineapples across it. The neck was also cut lower than Zoey had ever seen any of Samantha’s other outfits, giving the waiter a generous view of her cleavage. Samantha didn’t seem to mind the attention, which made Zoey wonder just how lonely she was.

		

		Samantha’s arms had gained some tone. Her coffee-brown hair had new red highlights. Her dark eyebrows had recently been shaped. All in all she looked prettier and more together-looking than Zoey had seen her in years. Though Zoey could sense that the happiness was a façade. The whole reason Lise had invited Zoey to lunch with them was to help cheer Samantha up.

		

		“It’ll work out,” Zoey assured Samantha. “I haven’t dated anyone since Jeff and, frankly, I think I’m better off.”

		

		“Give it time,” Lise added.

		

		“It’s just…” Samantha dropped her fork and looked at them. “Do you know how many guys have ghosted me in the last two weeks? Three! That’s not even counting the guys who just message me to see if I want a cheap hookup. I thought dating online was supposed to be easier.”

		

		“It is and it isn’t,” Zoey said. “It helps you filter out the losers but it’s also a good way to get your inbox filled with dick pics. I swear, guys will send dick pics for no reason. Want to hook up? Dick pic. Happy birthday! Dick pic. Sorry your whole family died in a fiery plane crash. Dick pic.”

		

		Samantha’s laughter rang out through the café before she could clap her hands over her mouth. “So true,” she said when she finally got herself under control.

		

		“You’ll find someone, mom,” Lise patted her hand. “Guys don’t know what they’re missing with you.”

		

		Samantha smiled sadly at her daughter then folded up her napkin and placed it on the table before pushing her chair back. “Excuse me a second. I’ve got to go find the toilet.”

		

		She stood and made her way around the crowded tables and disappeared into the café. Lise turned to Zoey.

		

		“Oh my god, thank you for coming with me today. I just can’t handle my mom right now. She’s been so fucking depressed and it doesn’t matter what I say. It didn’t help that dad showed up out of the blue a few weeks ago with his new girlfriend. She looks about my age!”

		

		“That’s gross,” Zoey agreed. “I feel so sorry for your mom.”

		

		“Ugh. I know this sounds awful but I’m over it. She gets all excited when some rando messages her on whatever dating app she’s on and then a few days later she’s depressed again because he’s disappeared or he’s an asshole or something.”

		

		“She’ll get there. Maybe all she needs is one good date. Just a confidence boost.”

		

		“Hell, at this point I’d settle for one guy to just not disappear on her,” Lise agreed. “But I’m afraid I’m going to kill her before she gets there!”

		

		“Don’t do that. Then you’ll both die alone!”

		

		Lise snorted and sipped on her water. It was a sore point with Lise and Samantha that Lise was adamant she wanted to be alone and Samantha felt she was just in denial.

		

		“You don’t know anyone mom’s age who’s single do you?”

		

		“Hmm,” Zoey screwed up her mouth and thought. “Not really.”

		

		“What about that guy at your work you always talk about?”

		

		“Creepy Peter?”

		

		“Oh. Right. Never mind. Anyone else you know?”

		

		“My boss’s boss apparently broke up with his girlfriend. Though, I guess that was more of a consequence of him getting promoted and having to move across the country. So he’s out.”

		

		“Well, if you think of anyone let me know.”

		

		Samantha returned a few minutes later.

		

		“Ok, girls,” Samantha said. “Ready to go? I’ve already paid.”

		

		“Oh, thank you,” Zoey replied. “I’ll owe you.”

		

		“Please,” Samantha smiled. “You’re basically family.”

		

		The women walked out through the front entrance. Zoey hugged the others before they split up to go to their cars. Zoey did feel bad for Samantha. She was a really great woman who didn’t deserve the crap life had thrown at her. The divorce had been long and drawn out, and clearly Samantha’s husband had come out ahead. But then, it was always easier for older men, wasn’t it?

		

		Zoey sighed as she drove along while some top 40 hit played on the radio. Samantha had spent the last years of Lise’s childhood as basically a single parent. She was off again and on again with her husband, not quite ready to leave him until she caught him red-handed with his secretary. How fucking trite. But Samantha plodded on, setting aside her own personal life for the sake of her daughter. That meant that when Lise finally moved out of home, Samantha’s singular focus vanished. Suddenly she had free time she didn’t know what to do with. And Zoey thought Samantha deserved someone charming and funny and amazing to enjoy that free time with.

		

		It was that moment that Zoey drove past the newly opened TransForm store. She swerved into the parking lot on impulse, earning an angry honk from the car behind her. She pulled into a parking spot, the engine still running, and stared up at the store. The TransForm store loomed over the strip mall. Pictures of gorgeous models—both men and women—filled the windows beneath bubbly text that read Be the person of your dreams.

		

		Zoey had heard about the TransForm pills the store sold. They were an expensive and trendy item that could literally transform one person into anyone else. She’d never done it before, though she’d always been curious.

		

		All Samantha needed was one brief flirtatious encounter with a handsome stranger to buoy her confidence. After all Samantha had done for Zoey, surely it wasn’t too much to help her out?

		

		Zoey killed the engine and hurried into the store before she could change her mind. She was expecting some sort of decadence but the inside was small and tastefully austere. Large monitors sat on either wall, imploring customers to “Touch Here to Begin”. Two women in silver and black TransForm uniforms looked up as she entered and one of them—wearing a name tag that read Alison—swept towards Zoey.

		

		“Hi,” she chirped, “Can I help you?”

		

		Zoey was taken aback by how ordinary Alison looked. She would have expected that the people working the counter at this store would have used the product to become supermodels. The look must have shown on Zoey’s face because Alison laughed.

		

		“No, I haven’t taken a pill recently,” she said. “But I have taken them before. Do you know how they work?”

		

		“Only what I’ve seen in the news.”

		

		“Great. Well, let’s start with the video.”

		

		She ushered Zoey over to one of the monitors and pressed the screen. A welcome menu appeared and Alison touched one of the onscreen buttons for the tutorial video. Over the scenes of DNA strands and smiling volunteers and stock footage of scientists in laboratories, a calm female voice explained the process:

		

		The patented TransForm process rearranged one’s DNA almost instantaneously. The effects lasted for about four hours, after which one would immediately revert back to their original form. The whole thing was painless and quick. With thousands of people to choose from, the choices of who you could become were endless (Zoey rather thought that the statement contradicted itself but she let it go).

		

		When the video ended Alison turned to Zoey.

		

		“Any questions?”

		

		“Uh, so I can be anyone?”

		

		“Anyone who’s been registered in our database,” Alison said, flipping through the menu on the touchscreen to bring up some photos of women. Presumably some of the women who’d registered to allow TransForm to copy their DNA.

		

		Alison continued, “You can’t just become anyone. Can you imagine the chaos?” She laughed. “Have a look through our database. You can filter it by any of the options on the left. Hair color. Eye color. Height. Body type. On and on. Once you’ve found who you want to become just let me know.”

		

		As Alison talked, she flipped through the selections. A dizzying array of women appeared and disappeared on the screen. All shapes and sizes and ethnicities.

		

		“What if I, uh…I mean…Is it possible for me to be a man?” Zoey asked, blushing red.

		

		“Of course!” Alison said, switching screens to bring up the choices of men. She leaned towards Zoey and whispered conspiratorially. “Don’t be ashamed. We’ve all tried it.”

		

		Zoey stepped closer to the screen and began flipping through the options. Alison left her to it. After swiping through the selection for a few minutes it really did start it feel endless. Where to start? What type of man would Samantha like? Finally, Zoey thought she should pick out someone that she was attracted to. She found him about twenty minutes later.

		

		He had short dark hair and a day’s worth of carefully trimmed stubble. The short bio said that he was an underwear model. With his washboard abs and thick biceps Zoey could believe it. He smiled out from his photos, his eyes dark and sexy.

		

		“I think I’d like him,” Zoey told Alison.

		

		“Fantastic!” Alison replied.

		

		As she entered Zoey’s details into the system, Alison explained how the order process worked. Zoey’s details were registered so that the TransForm corporation could keep track of who was becoming who for legal reasons. They couldn’t have a bunch of duplicates of their models running around committing crimes. The pills would be manufactured in the central lab and shipped to the store, where Zoey could pick them up in about a week. They came only in packs of four because too many changes in a short amount of time could be dangerous. For that reason, one could only use four pills a year. And for that reason, the pills were expensive. Very expensive.

		

		“Although,” Alison said. “Because we’re so new we’re still looking for people to add to our database and I think you would fit wonderfully. I can offer you a big discount if you agree to join our team.”

		

		The idea of someone else walking around in Zoey’s body weirded her out, though she admitted to herself it was hypocritical. “No, thanks,” she said.

		

		They worked out a payment plan and Zoey left with a promise to return in a week to pick up the pills.
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		Zoey kept second-guessing herself for the next week, but she still bought a man’s gym outfit using the sizing details Alison had given her for her TransForm body. And she still picked up the pills when they arrived.

		

		“Oh,” Alison said as she handed over the small silver-colored package containing the pills. “Because your TransForm body is so different from your real body, don’t forget to change into your TransForm clothes before taking the pill. Or, you know, just get naked.” Alison winked.

		

		When Zoey got home and removed the pills from the package they were startlingly ordinary. Four blue pills packaged in a silver tamper proof packet like one would find in any over-the-counter cold medication. Zoey’s heart fluttered at the thought of what these pills would do.

		

		Well, she was committed now. And it was just for one brief encounter.

		

		It was a Wednesday afternoon and Zoey knew Samantha would be at her gym working out. She texted Lise just to confirm, on the pretense of having a little present for Samantha. There were only four pills and she didn’t want to waste one if Samantha didn’t show up. Lise confirmed that she’d just left.

		

		Zoey undressed and put on the clothes she’d bought for her TransForm body: a grey sleeveless shirt and running shorts. They were huge on her slender frame. The neck of the shirt hung open wide, revealing the top curves of her breasts. She had to clutch the shorts in one hand so they wouldn’t fall down to her ankles. She popped one of the pills out of the package and swallowed it.

		

		Nothing happened for a few seconds. Then she felt a warmth blossom in her belly. Her body began stretching, expanding out, starting with her midsection and slowly moving down to her legs and up her torso. It wasn’t painful in the slightest. It was actually sort of ticklish as her body morphed and shifted.

		

		Zoey’s breasts withdrew into her chest, becoming harder as they did so, expanding into broad, masculine pectorals while her abs hardened. Her torso now fit the workout shirt perfectly. The changes worked their way down her arms. They ballooned out, muscle growing thick and full along her biceps and her triceps, down her arms. Even her fingers became thicker, her hands stretching and growing as a light thatch of dark hair sprouted from her forearms.

		

		Zoey’s long hair tickled her cheeks as it shrank, seemingly pulled into her head until it was short and slicked back. At the same time, her face wiggled and twitched like a muscle spasm as her nose broadened and her cheeks filled out, little bits of stubble tickling its way across her sharpening jaw.

		

		Zoey’s thighs thickened, as did her calves, growing muscular and taut, pushing her up higher into the air as she gained even more height. Most interesting of all was the change between her legs. She could feel herself closing up somehow. And then something tiny pressed against her thighs, rapidly growing larger, filling out her shorts. She gaped down as a bulge pressed against her shorts. A bulge she could feel as her new manhood hung down against her bare leg beneath her clothes.

		

		When the changes stopped Zoey was much bigger. It was incredible how she just seemed to take up so much more space. The gym outfit fit her perfectly, stretched comfortably tight against her solid upper body. She made it to the bathroom in three steps and stared at her new image in the mirror. The handsome man in the reflection stared back, awe written across his gorgeous features. She smiled and he did the same, his eyes twinkling in delight. God, he was just Zoey’s type. Hell, he was everyone’s type. Zoey grabbed the hem of her shirt and pulled it up over her stomach as she gaped at the washboard abs. Holy hell, she felt so strong.

		

		“Jesus,” she said in wonder. Her voice reverberated through her chest. A deep, sexy baritone.

		

		She held up one arm and flexed her bicep. It was huge! This body was incredible and it was hers for the next several hours. She had to make it count.

		

		Zoey let her shirt fall back down over her front before scrounging around for her gym towel and heading for the door. She was extremely aware of the new equipment between her legs. With each step she could feel it bouncing up against the front of her shorts and when she looked down she could see the slight bulge.

		

		She was wary of sitting on herself so she slid gingerly into the car. She wiggled her legs, trying to adjust her new male equipment so she wasn’t squeezing anything uncomfortably. God, no wonder guys were so obsessed with their dicks. They were just so there all the time.

		

		Zoey had to adjust all her mirrors and push her seat back for her new larger body. As she adjusted the rearview mirror she caught a glimpse of her eyes in the reflection. Dark and mysterious and inviting. She was hot. At the sight of herself her new member twitched beneath her pants and she sucked in a surprised breath. Damn thing had a mind of its own.

		

		When Zoey reached the gym she draped the gym towel over one shoulder and marched inside. Every step was heavier, more forceful than what she was used to. What she was missing in grace she made up for in raw power. She didn’t know her own strength so when she yanked open the door to the gym it banged against the doorstop, causing the woman behind the reception desk to look over in alarm.

		

		“Sorry,” Zoey grinned sheepishly.

		

		Zoey had to buy a day pass from the front desk. The whole time the receptionist was faintly complimentary and prone to laughing at Zoey’s slightest joke. It took longer than it should have for Zoey to realize the woman was flirting with her. When she did realize it, Zoey immediately became self-conscious and tried to politely hurry through the transaction.

		

		When she was finally allowed through the entrance gates, she wandered through the rows of equipment looking for Samantha. She found her at the end of one aisle on a rowing machine facing a mirror. She wore a black gym top that hugged her bust and left her stomach bare. Black Lycra pants clung so tight to her long legs they seemed painted on. Her dark hair was up in a messy bun. With each pull of the handles the muscles on her arms flexed and her body grew taut. She looked damn good.

		

		As Zoey considered her approach the man at the rowing machine next to Samantha finished up and walked away. Zoey quickly took his place, wiping the seat before she sat down. She glanced over at Samantha, but Samantha was concentrating on her workout, her gaze locked straight ahead as she pulled back in a steady motion. Probably a good strategy to avoid creeps at the gym.

		

		Zoey took her time, trying to get comfortable in the seat. As she was doing this, Samantha finished up and let the weights slowly retract. She wiped her face with a towel and Zoey glanced at her again. Their eyes met and Zoey knew she had to say something, though she had nothing ready. She wasn’t used to being the one to approach. Usually guys approached her, not the other way around. How to do it without coming off as creepy?

		

		“Hey, uh, sorry, how does this thing work?” Zoey asked, trying to inch the seat forward.

		

		“You have to pull out that little knob,” Samantha pointed and Zoey wiggled around, trying to see beneath her seat.

		

		“Where?” Zoey affected ignorance, stalling until she could come up with something better.

		

		“Right here,” Samantha leaned over and touched the knob.

		

		Zoey grabbed it. “Oh, thanks.” And then inspiration: “Figured it was best to ask an expert.”

		

		Samantha gave her a half-smile. “I’m hardly an expert.”

		

		“Oh. I saw your guns and figured you were the most knowledgeable one here.” Zoey said, as she patted one of her own massive biceps and grinned.

		

		Zoey was trying to come off as slightly cheesy and non-threatening. Samantha blew a puff of air through her nose and laughed nervously.

		

		“Right.”

		

		This wasn’t the confident, outgoing Samantha that Zoey was used to. Was it because Zoey’s new body was so obviously out of Samantha’s league that Samantha couldn’t believe Zoey was flirting? Samantha was good-looking, but obviously didn’t think she was underwear-model-hitting-on-her good-looking. Zoey decided to change tact.

		

		“Sorry. Okay, full admission, I just wanted an excuse to talk to you.”

		

		Zoey watched the surprise flit across Samantha’s face, followed by a quick sizing up of Zoey, and then another little smile, as if she didn’t quite believe this was happening. Zoey offered her hand.

		

		“I’m Zzz—ack” Zoey continued, mentally kicking herself for not coming up with a name sooner.

		

		“Samantha.” Samantha shook Zoey’s hand.

		

		Zoey’s new fingers dwarfed Samantha’s tiny hand, and Zoey took extra care to watch her strength as they shook.

		

		“So, Zack,” Samantha grinned. “Do you come here and pretend to not know how things work often?”

		

		“First time here, actually.” Zoey smiled. She reached down and pulled the knob beneath her seat, then pushed back against the seat rest until the seat slid backwards and clicked into the next notch. “Hey, I did it. You’re a great teacher!”

		

		Samantha rewarded him with a smile that made her whole face light up. “Thanks. Always good to see my students get it so quickly.”

		

		“I bet your boyfriend learns a lot from you.”

		

		“I’m sure he would, if I had one.”

		

		“Really? Those arms and that smile and you don’t have a boyfriend? What’s wrong with the world?”

		

		Samantha hid her blush by wiping her face with a towel. And there was that happy, confident Samantha that Zoey was trying to bring out. Samantha gazed at Zoey for a beat, that sexy half-smile on her face.

		

		“If you’d like to try to correct the world, why don’t you give me a call?”

		

		Zoey slid her phone out of her pocket and Samantha recited her number. When she was done, Samantha stood and stretched. Zoey’s eyes landed on the bare, smooth skin of her stomach. A strange longing flitted through her. This body was so focused on the physical.

		

		“I’ve got to finish my workout, but give me a call sometime.”

		

		She walked away, leaving Zoey to her victory. It felt good to make Samantha feel good. With her mission accomplished, Zoey could have gone home. But she was curious about her new body. What were its limits?

		

		Zoey set a low weight on the rowing machine and gripped the handles. She pulled back but it was way too light. She adjusted the weight a few times until she found it more challenging. She did a few repetitions, pulling her arms back to her sides, her gaze fixed straight ahead such that she happened to be staring at her own handsome reflection. The man in the mirror had a serious look on his face as he pulled the weight back slowly. Her muscles grew taut, hardening into tight, beautiful coils with each pull.

		

		When she was done with that she moved on to the other equipment, marveling at her newfound strength. The brute power she had was thrilling, enabling her to haul up bigger stacks of weights than she’d ever done before. After moving around to a few machines her brawny body was slick with sweat and she was pumped with adrenaline.

		

		Being a man also allowed Zoey her privacy in public. Last time she was in a gym like this she was aware of the eyes on her body. The gym had been dominated by men. They were all seemingly intent on their various machines and weights, but Zoey had caught the occasional glance from them as they checked her out in her skintight gym outfit. But as a man there were no stares. Or, at least, very few. Now Zoey had the chance to stare at the other guys, admiring the swell of their arms and the stretch and pull of their powerful forms. She may have looked like a man but inside she was very much a woman.

		

		When Zoey had had her fun and worn her body out she returned home. When she walked in the door she peeled off her sweat-soaked gym shirt. She tossed it to the floor and gazed down at her washboard abs. She ran a hand over her stomach, flexing as she did so in order to feel the rippling muscles beneath.

		

		Moving into the bathroom, she flicked on the light and stared at the gorgeous hunk in the mirror. Her member moved again at the sight of the reflection grinning back at her. This time it did more than twitch. Her mouth dropped open as she felt herself hardening and watched the bulge grow out from her gym shorts. The desire built on itself, and just feeling her new equipment unfold was enough to make it harden even more.

		

		Zoey had to admit she was curious, and carefully pulled her shorts and underwear down. Her erection bounced free, rock hard and pointed up towards her.

		

		“Fuck,” Zoey whispered, captivated by the sight and the deep sense of urgency building within her.

		

		She wrapped her thick fingers around it, clutching the girth lightly in her large hand. She gave it a gentle tug and felt the corresponding pressure of yearning roil suddenly within her. Zoey ran her fingers up and down the shaft as she’d done with a few of her boyfriends. Only now she could feel everything and it felt fucking fantastic. Intense and immediate. She experimented with different pressures before being inspired and hurrying to her room—cock bouncing comically at each step—to grab her moisturizer.

		

		She returned to the bathroom and squirted a gob of moisturizer on her hand before gripping her shaft and running her fingers along it again. Oh god, that was amazing! Her cock tightened, a sudden need to thrust making itself known at the base of her dick. She drew her hand up and down her shaft, each thrust making that pinpoint of pressure grow brighter. Her eyes were locked on her new dick like it was the most beautiful thing she’d ever seen.

		

		Zoey pulled her gaze away and looked back at the mirror, at the sexy naked underwear model who was sliding his hand up and down his cock, masturbating to her. The pleasure spiked suddenly, a deep desire starting from the base of her dick, a frenzied lust she could no longer control. She erupted. Warm spurts cascaded down over her fingers, accompanied by a sudden release of tension.

		

		It had been intense and all too fleeting. Now she was done, her sink dripping with her mess, she felt slightly let down. It had seemed like such a big deal before the climax but now it was over…that was it? She laughed at herself as she cleaned up her mess before stepping into the shower.

		

		The changes came after she’d soaped herself down. As she ran the soap over her hard muscles they grew softer, as if absorbed back into her body. She shrank slightly, her entire body growing lighter, casting off the muscle mass and regaining the soft curves of her own body. Her cock retracted into her body, shrinking before disappearing entirely, replaced with her own familiar sex. Her hair tickled back out down her head, and her mighty pecs shrank and softened, becoming once again her own delicate breasts.

		

		By the time she stepped out of the shower she was Zoey again. She thought it had been an interesting experiment and not one she would try again. But she was wrong.
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		Zoey met up with Lise two days after flirting with Samantha. They were in line outside a small club, waiting to be let in to listen to local band that Lise had heard about on TikTok when Zoey broached the subject of Samantha.

		

		“Is your mom doing any better?”

		

		“Oh god,” Lise rolled her eyes. “She keeps talking about this dude that hit on her at the gym a couple days ago. ”

		

		“Yeah?” Zoey prodded her.

		

		“Claims he was a total hottie and she gave him her number. At first she was all excited but now she’s getting depressed again because he hasn’t texted her or anything. I was like, mom, sometimes guys take a little while to respond. And also sometimes guys just suck and you just have to get over them.”

		

		“I thought she just wanted someone to flirt with her?”

		

		Lise shrugged. “I mean, it helped, but it always sucks to be ghosted.”

		

		Zoey realized that if she ghosted Samantha now it would almost be worse than if she’d never met. She fretted about it all through the concert and the next morning she bought a cheap burner phone and plugged in Samantha’s number. She decided to start by texting something innocuous.

		

		Hi Samantha. It’s Zack from the gym. How are you?

		

		Zoey paused, staring at the message. Maybe this wasn’t a good idea. Maybe Samantha would get over it in a few days. Or maybe she’d be back in a worse funk than before. Zoey pushed ‘send’ before she could second guess herself.

		

		Zoey received an answer a few minutes after arriving at work.

		

		Hi Zack. Doing well. I thought you forgot about me!

		

		Zoey shook her head. She knew Samantha meant it as funny and flirtatious. And it would have come across like that if they were talking in person. But through text it just looked a little desperate. Maybe Zoey could ask Lise to give her mom some lessons in texting. Or at least confer with her daughter before responding, because Samantha was obviously new to this.

		

		Zoey decided to bolster Samantha’s confidence further:

		

		Of course I couldn’t forget about you.

		

		Number 1 rower in the gym.

		

		Zoey spent the rest of the day juggling her duties at her office with texting with Samantha. Secluded in her cubicle, she furtively checked her new phone whenever she had a chance.

		

		“Come on, come on,” she whispered to herself five minutes before her next meeting as she stared at the phone.

		

		“Zoey?” her boss, Andrew, interrupted. “I need some background on this meeting before we start.”

		

		“Right. Yep. Coming.”

		

		Zoey slipped her alter ego’s phone back into her pocket, gathered her tablet, and followed her boss into the conference room. With Andrew’s boss moving because of the promotion, Zoey and Andrew were essentially doing two jobs until the company hired someone to fill the gap. As Zoey explained the background of this next meeting to Andrew, she was still mulling over her texts with Samantha.

		

		Funny that Zoey was the one supposed to be making Samantha feel good, and yet it was Zoey desperately waiting for the next text. The messages got flirtier the longer the exchange went on. Zoey hadn’t intended to flirt so hard with Samantha. It was just that she couldn’t think of a way to extricate herself from the situation without shattering Samantha. ‘BTW I’m gay’ seemed a bit contrived. ‘Can’t talk. Got hit by a bus’ seemed too sudden. And she accidentally passed beyond the stage where ‘Just want to be friends’ was reasonable by late afternoon.

		

		Zoey tried to slow it down over the next few days, but by Thursday night she realized that all her flirting had led to one inescapable result:

		

		Are you doing anything this Saturday? She texted Samantha, hoping Samantha would say ‘yes’.

		

		But, of course, Samantha responded in the negative, which left Zoey to figure out where she should take her best friend’s mom on a date while masquerading as a sexy underwear model. Dinner and a movie seemed pretty classic. Older people still liked that, maybe? The alternative was a Netflix and chill but Zoey wasn’t ready for that step and she doubted Samantha was, either.

		

		Somehow, Zoey ended up arranging to pick Samantha up from her house. Zoey spent a good part of Saturday planning where they would go and what she should wear. She perused the men’s wear section at an outlet in a strip mall, pretending to be shopping for her boyfriend when a salesman approached to help her out. The info packet on her pill body had come with sizing information, which she used to pick out a classy but simple button down shirt, slacks, a belt and dressy shoes.

		

		Bolstering Samantha’s self-esteem was becoming an expensive endeavor.

		

		A few minutes before she was to leave on her date, Zoey got dressed and popped the second pill. The changes started up as before a few minutes later. Her body stretched and grew, packing on muscle, bulking up her arms and legs and strengthening her torso until she was once again the roguishly handsome Zack.

		

		She arrived at Samantha’s house and rang the bell. A few seconds later the door was opened by Lise. Zoey kept her face carefully neutral as Lise looked up at her. Lise did a good job hiding her emotions but Zoey saw her eyes widen slightly as she took in Zoey’s handsome figure.

		

		“You must be Zack,” she said. “I’m Lise. My mom’s still getting ready. Come on in.”

		

		Zoey followed Lise inside and stood awkwardly just inside the front entrance as Lise turned to her.

		

		“So what do you do? Besides hit on my mom at the gym.”

		

		Belatedly, Zoey realized she needed to come up with an entire back story for her new persona. “You mean my job?” Zoey asked, stalling for time.

		

		Lise rolled her eyes. “Yeah.”

		

		“I…” Zoey struggled for a second and the first thing that popped into her head was the job that her previous boyfriend wished he had. “I work in computer games.”

		

		“Really? Which one?”

		

		Shit. What was the name of that one game her boyfriend always played?

		

		“Sky…tech.”

		

		“Never heard of it.”

		

		“Well…it’s just a little company right now.”

		

		Thankfully, Samantha swept downstairs and saved Zoey from anymore floundering. Samantha looked stunning in a black blouse with wavy flaps of billowy fabric and a matching black skirt that outlined the swell of her hips and her butt.

		

		“You look great,” Zoey said.

		

		“Thanks,” Samantha replied with a gorgeous smile.

		

		“Don’t stay out too late.” Lise said. “You have her back home by ten, young man. Understand?” She deadpanned, affecting a man’s voice.

		

		“Don’t mind her,” Samantha said to Zoey with a grin. “She thinks she’s funny.”

		

		“I’ve got a friend like that,” Zoey said.

		

		“Shall we?” Samantha opened the front door and gestured.

		

		The hardest part about the date was juggling all the different parts of Zoey’s persona. She had to pretend to not know anything about Samantha’s life while coming up with details on her own alter ego. These she borrowed from past boyfriends, winging it and trying to push the conversation back towards Samantha. Zoey couldn’t help but be won over by Samantha. She was charming and funny and self-deprecating. And she looked damn good. It had been awhile since Zoey had seen her so genuinely happy.

		

		It should have been an awkward date. That would have been the easiest thing to kill this budding relationship. But Zoey liked Samantha and had a hard time being boring. It would have been bordering on psychopathy to be mean to someone so nice. Over dinner, Zoey sought to steer the conversation towards topics she knew Samantha had an interest in. Though Zoey realized midway through dinner that, in trying to converse with Samantha, she’d made it seem like they had a lot of interests in common.

		

		But it was kind of fun pretending to be someone else. Zoey took on a persona. Quirky but serious while jumping from topic to topic.

		

		“So, where to now?” Samantha asked, putting her hand in her chin and staring at Zoey with mischief in her deep brown eyes.

		

		“There’s a little movie playing at this art house theater I’ve been interested in.”

		

		“Ooh, an art film. Is it a real arty film that, like, tests the limits of human patience or something? Or just a quirky film by some small company?”

		

		“God, I hope it’s just quirky and not arty,” Zoey laughed. “May I?” She gestured to the last remaining hoisin-coated-broccoli on Samantha’s plate. Samantha pushed it towards her and Zoey speared it with her fork and ate it. This body seemed to have a bottomless stomach.

		

		The movie allowed Zoey a thankful respite from conversation. Though it wasn’t without its own challenges. Zoey found Samantha’s fingers “accidentally” meeting her own several times as they shared a bucket of popcorn. She was hyper-aware of Samantha’s light trill of laughter, contrasted with Zoey’s own deep rumbling bass. Her cock sprang to attention and she shifted uncomfortably, trying to hide it as she willed it to go down. It brought with it a deep seated need for…something. She was suddenly tense, her thoughts wandering to Samantha’s body, wondering how she would fit together with Zoey’s own. With an effort, she wrenched her thoughts back to the movie and allowed her erection to gradually dissipate.

		

		When the movie was over they walked out to the car together.

		

		“Do you want to grab a drink?” Samantha asked as she twirled a lock of dark hair in one finger.

		

		“I’d love to but I don’t want to upset your daughter by bringing you home late,” Zoey joked.

		

		Samantha waved her hand. “She’s harmless.”

		

		“She doesn’t look it! But I have to get up early for a work meeting tomorrow. Conference call with investors in Europe,” Zoey adlibbed. Really, she only had less than an hour before she would transform back and she needed to get away from Samantha before that happened. Still, she had a slight urge to go with Samantha, damn the consequences, just so she could satisfy that deep need she’d felt during the movie.

		

		Samantha frowned. “Next time, then.”

		

		“Next time.”

		

		They drove home and Zoey walked Samantha up the short flight of stairs to the front door. Samantha paused and turned to her.

		

		“Thanks for tonight. I had a really great time.”

		

		“Me too,” Zoey agreed.

		

		Samantha remained looking up at Zoey in the soft glow of the porch light. She blinked her gorgeous eyes slowly and Zoey felt the tension between them, felt Samantha’s need as she looked up at Zoey, her lips half parted. Zoey stared back at her, frozen in indecision which Samantha apparently took for longing.

		

		After a beat Samantha said. “If you’re waiting for permission to kiss me this is it.”

		

		With her hand forced, Zoey bent forward tentatively. Samantha moved to meet her and then their lips were together. Samantha’s warm breath pulsed across Zoey’s lips and Zoey tasted the sweetness of Samantha on her tongue and inhaled the fruity essence of her perfume that emanated lightly from her skin. Samantha’s hand slid across Zoey’s chest and Zoey sucked in a breath as her member responded, jumping up to attention at the soft touch.

		

		Zoey tried to edge herself backwards to hide her sudden unwanted erection without seeming like she was running from Zoey. Dammit, how did guys control these things anyway? The hardness brought with it a need Zoey could feel but not name. Like her body craved to be gripped by heat, her hips desired to thrust. There was a deep longing to be inside.

		

		Zoey broke off the kiss and smiled down at Samantha. “Have a good night.” She managed to keep it together until Samantha disappeared through the front door.

		

		Then Zoey wobbled down the steps, walking awkwardly as her erection jutted out from beneath her pants. She’d never had a thing for women but maybe one of the side effects of someone else’s body was someone else’s desire. There had been no info on this in the TransForm brochure.

		

		Zoey arrived home shortly before midnight. Anyone watching the parking lot that night would have seen a young woman wearing a man’s clothes that dwarfed her small body struggling to make it up the steps to her apartment.
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		The flirty texts only increased after Zoey’s first date. Zoey found herself stuck having to respond in kind to Samantha. Each text only dug the hole deeper. She couldn’t just dump Samantha but she couldn’t keep this up forever. Besides, she only had two pills left.

		

		The worry kept digging at Zoey. She tossed and turned at night, consumed with guilt at leading her mom’s friend on. She tried to cover the dark bags under her eyes, but she couldn’t cover the fact that she kept spacing out at work. She thought about taking some time off for stress leave but as she was still doing double duty it would have been more trouble than it was worth. Instead she worked herself to the bone during the day and worried herself awake all night.

		

		And then things got worse when she met up with Samantha and Lise for coffee a few days after her last date.

		

		“Oh my god,” Lise said to Zoey, teasing, “You should see this guy my mom’s dating. Waaay out of her league.”

		

		“What can I say?” Samantha grinned. “Guys like me.”

		

		“What’s he like?” Zoey asked, carefully busying herself with her coffee.

		

		“We’ve got so much in common. I’ve only been on one date but I feel like I’ve known him forever.”

		

		Zoey sputtered on her coffee and reached for a napkin, coughing. “Sorry, sorry,” she said as she wiped up her spill.

		

		As Samantha went on about how great Zack was, Zoey watched her over the lip of her coffee cup. The light from the window behind her shone down, illuminating the highlights in her hair and giving her an angelic look. Happiness looked good on her. It was too bad her happiness came with such misery for Zoey.

		

		“So is this like looove?” Lise teased.

		

		“Too early to throw the ‘L’ word around,” Samantha smiled enigmatically and sipped her coffee.

		

		“Sure, I mean, you don’t want to come on too strong,” Zoey agreed.

		

		“Says the girl who moved in with her boyfriend after a month,” Lise retorted.

		

		“And look how well that turned out. All I’m saying is that you’ve only known him for a little while. Maybe just slow it down a little.”

		

		Zoey had been dodging Samantha’s repeated hints for another date but knew she couldn’t keep it up for much longer. After meeting up with Samantha for coffee there was another flurry of texts between Samantha and Zoey’s alter ego. Knowing she couldn’t keep putting it off without devastating Samantha, and unable to come up with an alternate plan, Zoey agreed on another date the following weekend.

		

		They arranged to go to a concert in a park. That meant Zoey had to buy another outfit. She picked out some jeans and a collared shirt, opting for a slightly preppy look. Right before leaving to pick up Samantha Zoey undressed and popped the TransForm pill. She could have done it with Zack’s clothes on, but there was something kind of hot about watching her body put on muscle mass. And especially about watching the member growing between her legs, bulging out from a tiny nub to an impressive-looking dick within the span of a few seconds.

		

		Her body shot up a few inches as her muscles bulked up. This time she watched as her body inflated, growing taller and thicker. Her penis jutted out from between her legs and dropped down until it dangled against a thigh. Her face tickled again as stubble sprouted across her chin and her soft features rearranged themselves to gain a chiseled jaw and angular features. Fuck, that was getting hotter each time.

		

		Zoey once again picked Samantha up from her house. This time there was less tension in the air, replaced with a feeling it took Zoey a while to identify as comfort. There was no work involved with Samantha. They could talk easily about anything, and they did. The same openness Zoey had as a woman was carried over to her masculine self.

		

		Samantha stretched out a picnic blanket on the lawn and Zoey presented the bottle of wine and small selection of cheese and crackers she’d picked out.

		

		“Oooh, a double cream brie. My favorite!” Samantha gushed.

		

		“Oh yeah? Mine, too!”

		

		Zoey tried to make an effort to not flirt. To come across merely as friends. But the whole act of being on a date made everything she said and did necessarily flirtatious. Zoey very deliberately didn’t make any moves, but when the concert started Samantha scooted closer to Zoey.

		

		It didn’t help that Zoey’s body was so, well, sensitive to Samantha. Zoey got a little thrill when Samantha brushed against her fingers while reaching for another cracker. The hairs on the back of her neck stood on end when Samantha leaned over to whisper in her ear. Her male member—still as uncontrollable as ever—shifted in her pants whenever the wind carried the slight floral scent of Samantha’s perfume to her nose.

		

		There was still so much that was new about being a man. So many strange impulses and desires. It was intriguing and thrilling. The guilt about leading Samantha on was muted, covered up by so many other impulses. And that was really it. The impulses. When she turned into a man her impulses took on much more urgency, especially her physical impulses, to the detriment of all else. Whether it was becoming this particular man or whether this was how all men felt and were just better at controlling themselves, Zoey didn’t know.

		

		Which was why, despite Zoey insisting to herself that she wouldn’t lead Samantha on, she found herself following Samantha back into her house after the concert.

		

		“My daughter’s out with some friends,” Samantha said as she unlocked the front door. “Would you like to come in?”

		

		Zoey knew where this was leading. Her body—particularly one part of her body—wanted it. Hadn’t it felt so wonderful to get that release alone? Wouldn’t it feel sooo much better with someone else?

		

		She gripped the balustrade of the porch as if holding herself back. “I…don’t think I should. I want to take things slow.”

		

		“Okay. Sure.” Samantha replied warily.

		

		“It’s not that I don’t like you,” Zoey hedged. “I just…I’m not ready. It feels like a big step.”

		

		But, god, how her body was crying out for it.

		

		“I understand,” Samantha nodded. “Another time. How about one more kiss for the road?”

		

		Zoey smiled and Samantha moved towards her. She leaned down and kissed Samantha as Samantha draped her arms on Zoey’s shoulders. Samantha’s lips were warm, her breath slightly sweet from the wine. Zoey gripped Samantha’s hips, her large, masculine fingers fitting comfortably against the curve of Samantha’s hips. There was a beautiful urgency in their kiss, as if Samantha was asking without words for Zoey to join her inside the house. She wanted to. Oh, how she wanted to. Her member was growing to attention the longer they stood on the stoop, their arms wrapped around each other, soft lips pressed wonderfully together.

		

		Zoey reluctantly broke it off and they stood for a beat, hands still on each other as Zoey stared into Samantha’s eyes. She could see every little freckle across the bridge of Samantha’s nose, the tiny mole just beneath her right ear. Every bit of Zoey’s body was calling on her to give in, to take Samantha.

		

		“Offer’s still good,” Samantha said.

		

		Zoey broke. She swept Samantha into her arms again. This time their kissing was urgent, desperate, interrupted only by their gasps and sighs as they tasted each other. They struggled in to the house, still connected together, hands wandering up and down each other. Zoey was a beast, driven by her impulses she wanted Samantha more than she’d ever wanted anything before. It was a deep longing, a sharp desire concentrated at the base of her groin.

		

		Still kissing, they slowly made their way to the living room and fell onto the couch, Samantha on top. Her hair cascaded down onto Zoey’s face, tickling her and bringing with it the slight sweet scent of her fruity shampoo. It was such a feminine smell it made Zoey rock hard. It was too late to stop now as they kissed with a fierce urgency. Samantha seemed just as hungry for Zoey as Zoey was for her.

		

		Zoey grabbed Samantha’s ass. It was round and plump and wonderfully squeezable. Samantha began rocking on top of Zoey, skating her body up and down Zoey’s still-hidden erection. Zoey’s body was on fire with desire when Samantha suddenly pulled away and crawled down Zoey’s body, kissing Zoey as she went. Her lips travelled down Zoey’s chest and her stomach as her fingers scrambled for Zoey’s zipper.

		

		She unzipped Zoey’s pants and yanked them down. Zoey’s erection sprang up between them, slipping out of the hole in the boxer shorts she wore. Samantha grabbed Zoey’s dick between her nimble fingers and stroked once. The pleasure was immediate, shooting straight into Zoey’s brain and making her breath hitch in her throat.

		

		Samantha crouched between Zoey’s legs, her butt in the air as she looked up at Zoey with a wicked smile, her fingers still loosely stroking Zoey. And then she opened her mouth and swallowed Zoey.

		

		The warm wet bliss of Samantha’s mouth engulfed Zoey’s cock. Holy hell it was incredible. Zoey couldn’t believe that the woman worshipping her cock was the same staid woman she’d known for years. The pleasure intensified and Zoey had an urge to thrust up, to sink as deep as she could into that wonderful heat. Samantha drove her lips down slowly, savoring Zoey. She kept her eyes locked on Zoey’s as she took her into her mouth. The physical pleasure combined with the incredible satisfaction of watching Samantha devour her. And, god, what was that incredible motion she was doing with her lips and her tongue?

		

		Samantha swirled her head around as she drove up and down the thick cock, her mouth full of Zoey. The pleasure increased a hundredfold as she sank down and Zoey lost it.

		

		“Oh fuuck, I’m gonna cum,” Zoey whispered.

		

		She couldn’t hold on any longer. Not with that slick heat surrounding her. The intense pleasure sparked at the base of her dick and burst through her. Samantha sank her lips down as Zoey exploded into her mouth, groaning as she unleashed spurt after spurt of her pleasure between Samantha’s lips. The electric desire was dizzying as she came but dissipated all too quickly.

		

		Samantha held her in her mouth until Zoey had finished. Then she pulled up and grinned at Zoey.

		

		“Sorry,” Zoey mumbled, aware that it had been all too brief. “You just got me so excited.”

		

		Samantha crawled back on top of Zoey. “My pleasure.”

		

		Zoey excused herself soon after, aided by the fact that Samantha said that Lise would be home soon.

		

		“If she comes home and finds you here I’ll never hear the end of it,” Samantha rolled her eyes.

		

		“I get it,” Zoey said.

		

		They kissed one last time before Zoey returned home and changed back into her familiar feminine self. The instant she did the satisfaction of the post-coital climax dissipated, replaced once again with that gnawing worry.

		

		So much for slowing things down.
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		“Zoey? Zoey? You with me?”

		

		Andrew snapped Zoey out of her reverie and brought her back to the present. They were in the corner office, Andrew having taken over his boss’s office as it didn’t seem like the company was intent on hiring anyone anytime soon. Andrew was behind the desk, Zoey sitting in front with her laptop on her lap. She was supposed to be typing notes, though she wasn’t conscious of having typed anything within the last few minutes.

		

		“Oh, yeah, yeah, I got it,” Zoey said, though the last few seconds had been a blank.

		

		Lack of sleep and worry had taken their toll on Zoey. She was having trouble concentrating on work when Samantha was blowing up her phone. It was obvious Samantha had deep feelings for Zack.

		

		“Are you okay? You’ve seemed a little out of it recently.” Andrew folded his hands and put on his serious ‘I’m listening’ expression.

		

		“Just personal stuff. I’ll deal with it.”

		

		Andrew frowned. “If you need time off you can take it.”

		

		“I appreciate that.”

		

		“Well, then…” Andrew trailed off as if hoping Zoey would jump in and confess her problems. When she just remained quiet and kept her gaze on him he finally relented and shifted in his seat, glancing over at the computer monitor.

		

		There was a soft knock on the door from behind Zoey. She turned to find a well-kept middle-aged woman standing timidly in the doorway.

		

		“Hi, I’m Audrey. I think you’ve got something for me?”

		

		“Oh, right, right,” Andrew rummaged around in the bottom drawer of the desk and came up with a small cardboard box. He handed it over to Audrey. She thanked him and disappeared.

		

		“What was that about? Drug deal?” Zoey asked wryly.

		

		“That was Kevin’s girlfriend.” Kevin was Andrew’s boss, the one who’d moved across the country for his job. “Just picking up some stuff he left her. Anyway, next I’d like to…”

		

		But Zoey didn’t hear him. The answer to her problem had been staring her in the face the whole time. She couldn’t wait to get back to her phone and break the bad news to Samantha.

		

		She didn’t have time to get to her phone right away, and by the time she did, a few hours later, she’d had time to think things over. Making this announcement over a text message was so impersonal and just like something an asshole would do. Zoey wanted to leave Samantha with good memories to carry her through, which meant this news would have to be delivered in person. Which meant one last date.

		

		That Friday Zoey took the last pill and enjoyed her body as it bulked up, muscles growing larger as her torso grew more solid. With the rushing testosterone came a feeling of physical power, like she could do anything and take whatever she wanted. Or whoever she wanted.

		

		She boldly accepted Samantha’s over to come over and watch a movie. Just the two of them. Lise had, once again, been sent out. Zoey arrived with a pizza and a bottle of wine. Samantha’s grin when she opened the door lit up her face.

		

		“Someone order dinner?”

		

		Samantha stood on tiptoes and kissed Zoey on the lips before welcoming him into the house.

		

		“So what’s this news?” Samantha asked as she busied herself collecting plates and wine glasses.

		

		Zoey set the pizza down on the coffee table and Samantha joined her on the couch a few moments later.

		

		Zoey shifted to look at her. “I’ve accepted a promotion.”

		

		“Oh, that’s fantastic news! We should celebrate.”

		

		“Well,” she held a hand up. “The thing is, the new job is in San Francisco.”

		

		“Oh,” Samantha wilted. “Oh,” she repeated, gnawing on her bottom lip.

		

		“I couldn’t give this up. This is what I’ve wanted. And I like you. I do. And maybe I could see a future with us together. But it’s too soon for me to ask you to move across the country. I couldn’t do that to you or to Lise.”

		

		“I understand. I mean, it sucks, but I get it.” Samantha looked at Zoey with watery eyes. “So this is goodbye.”

		

		Zoey nodded. “I’m sorry it’s so sudden but I just found out myself. They want me there on Monday.”

		

		“Wow. I mean, congratulations. But…wow.”

		

		“I thought we could have one last date together before I leave. If you want me to go, though, I understand—”

		

		“No.” Samantha placed her hand on Zoey’s. “Stay. Let’s have tonight.”

		

		Samantha began streaming an English drama that Zoey had been dying to watch. Though it was hard to pay attention with Samantha so close. Zoey rested her arm across the back of the couch and Samantha lay her head in the crook of Zoey’s arm. Every now and then Samantha’s hand would brush up and down Zoey’s chest. Zoey could feel the tension in the air. She knew where it would lead if she did nothing and her body yearned for it. Truthfully, she was curious herself, and helped the night along by stroking Samantha’s bare shoulder and then by kissing her cheek, and then by nibbling her ear. Each step was met by a corresponding response from Samantha. She snuggled in closer to Zoey, nearly throwing her leg across Zoey’s body while her slender hand rested on Zoey’s broad chest.

		

		When the movie ended they both sat on the couch, sipping their wine and chatting about nothing. Soon, Samantha set her wine glass on the coffee table and turned to Zoey, one arm perched on the back of the couch as she twirled a lock of hair around one finger.

		

		“Thank you for the wonderful evening. I haven’t been out on a date for a long time before you came around. This was nice. This whole thing was nice”

		

		“I had a good time, too,” Zoey agreed, staring into Samantha’s big brown eyes.

		

		“I hope this isn’t too forward, but, I would like to have one last good time,” Samantha whispered. And Zoey could hear the yearning in her voice. Her body couldn’t resist it.

		

		Zoey didn’t know who moved first but Samantha’s face was coming closer and suddenly their lips were together. She tasted deliciously of the wine. Her lips were soft and warm. Her scent made Zoey delirious with longing and her new sex stirred within her pants once again. The damn thing just wouldn’t shut up!

		

		Samantha gently took the wine glass from Zoey’s hand and placed it on the coffee table. Then she resumed kissing, this time pressing her body against Zoey’s. God, Samantha was soft in all the right places. Her breasts bounced gently against Zoey’s chest and Zoey found her hand sliding out to follow the gentle curve of Samantha’s body. Her fingers drew down Samantha’s sides to her thighs and then back up to just below her arms.

		

		Zoey’s cock reacted in her pants, growing hard until it pressed up against the confines of her jeans. She move slightly, trying to adjust herself, her lips still locked to Samantha’s. Samantha’s tongue traced across Zoey’s lips and she opened her mouth, welcoming Samantha inside. Samantha’s hand slid down Zoey’s chest, landing on her crotch, fingers spread over Zoey’s growing bulge. Samantha giggled into Zoey’s mouth as she caressed Zoey’s hidden member. Her teasing caresses only made Zoey’s erection harder.

		

		And then they were grasping for each other, releasing each other only to help the other slide out off their clothes. Their mouths were hungry for each other, their hands greedy to touch. Samantha threw her leg across Zoey’s lap and straddled her, her nakedness pressing up against the length of her lover. Zoey’s cock was trapped between them, the underside of the shaft hard up against Samantha’s groin.

		

		Samantha threw her arms around Zoey’s neck, her fingers sliding into Zoey’s hair, pulling her closer. Zoey was delirious with hunger, her hands gliding down Samantha’s backside to her plump butt, perfect in its squeezability. Samantha moaned into Zoey’s mouth and rocked slowly back and forth, gliding her sex up against Zoey’s cock. Zoey reached up and grabbed one of Samantha’s breasts, surprised at the instant delight that coursed through her as she wrapped her fingers around it.

		

		Samantha’s breast fit perfectly in Zoey’s palm and she had to resist the urge to squeeze it too tightly. She pulled away and bent to suck on Samantha’s ripe red nipple, guiding it in between her lips with one hand. Christ, she was delicious. Zoey’s desire spiked within her at the sight of Samantha’s nakedness. It was like she’d never seen a breast before, and her eyes lingered on each curve as she kissed her way back and forth.

		

		Samantha was grinding faster on Zoey’s lap, moaning now. Zoey’s cock was rock hard, the need more urgent than ever as she slid against Samantha’s slick opening. Samantha shifted her leg, reached down to guide Zoey’s dick inside and…oh! Samantha’s wet heat was perfect. Zoey trembled as she entered her, clenching her eyes as she felt herself travelling up the length of Samantha until she was burrowed to the hilt.

		

		Zoey threw her head back on the couch and groaned. Suddenly Samantha’s lips were back on her and Zoey needed her like nothing else she’d ever known. She grabbed Samantha’s hips, fingers digging into the creamy flesh, and thrust up. Samantha’s moaned into Zoey’s mouth as she was filled, pausing briefly as Zoey remained lodged deep inside, enjoying the feeling of being completely surrounded by her lover.

		

		Samantha pulled up, leaving Zoey aching for more, before plunging back down again. They moved in a slow rhythm, each time Zoey plunged back into Samantha’s sheath brought a bigger grunt from her lips. Now they rocked together fast. Samantha’s tits bobbed up and down and Zoey burrowed her head in between them. Samantha threw back her head and began crying out, her voice rising in pitch along with Zoey’s grunting. Locked together, they moved as one, filling and emptying, in and out, until Zoey couldn’t hold back any longer. The intensity within her groin was too great, the need to strong. She thrust up one final time and let her pleasure explode within Samantha.

		

		Emptying herself into Samantha’s pussy was heaven. She clutched Samantha tight, never wanting to let go as they came together. She felt Samantha tremble as they came, each beautiful spurt emptying herself and filling her lover. They climaxed for a blissful eternity, locked in each other’s arms, worshipping each other’s bodies, until Zoey stilled inside her.

		

		She remained staring up at Samantha as Samantha slowly finished, coming back down to earth to plant another kiss on Zoey’s lips. They remained locked together, kissing and gazing at each other as Zoey cooled.

		

		Soon Samantha rolled off her and they lay naked together. Zoey traced Samantha’s soft curves, her own maleness still enamored with Samantha’s femininity.

		

		“I’m going to miss you,” Samantha whispered.

		

		“I’ll miss you, too. But you’re a wonderful woman. You’ll find a wonderful man.”

		

		They lay in each other’s arms for a few minutes more until Zoey stirred. They got dressed in comfortable silence, occasionally giggling at each other. Samantha walked Zoey to the door and gave her one last kiss goodbye.

		

		Zoey walked out, sure that she’d made the right choice. Samantha had her confidence back and knew that somewhere out there, someone would be thinking about her.

		

		# # #

		

		

		

		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:

		

		
			Trip of a Lifetime
		

		In the near future a young man gets a rare chance to go on a tour of battlefield sites in another country using long range body swapping technology. The only catch is that he has to do it in a woman's body.

		

		
			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.

		

		
			Body Switch Collection: Volume 13
		

		5 more previously published erotic body swapping stories.

		

		
			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.

		

		
			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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