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		Another Life

		

		I sipped my drink at the nearly empty bar and glanced out into the hotel lobby. Still no sign yet of Abby. Her conference was finishing up and then she’d walk right out those double doors. I hadn’t seen her in person for a few years and I was worried I wouldn’t recognize her.

		

		The bartender had long since forgotten about me. Didn’t even ask me if I wanted another when I set my empty glass down on the dark wood of the bar. Being a forgettable guy served my purposes though. Ever since I’d discovered in college that I had the ability to possess people I no longer wanted to stand out. I’d much rather blend in. Disappear. Then take over. Put my mind into someone else’s body and walk around as them. There was a freedom in being other people that I didn’t have as myself. It was like getting an outsider’s perspective on life.

		

		When I first gained my powers I was reckless. I didn’t truly understand the awesome responsibility I had when I possessed someone. I had…too much fun. But I wasn’t a monster. I felt bad. I tried to fix it as best I could but I couldn’t control minds. When I hopped a body, the person I was in remained conscious and aware, thinking everything I did as them was of their own free will. I could also pick through their thoughts. They were a complete open book to me. When I stepped out, reality reasserted itself and their old character would come roaring back. If I did something out of character as them they would think it was a one-time thing. An act of temporary insanity. Unless, perhaps, I did it multiple times.

		

		I could nudge. Little pushes here and there to set them on my preferred path. Sometimes it didn’t take much. Sometimes people really wanted to do something and just needed an excuse.

		

		I glanced out at the hotel lobby as the conference room doors opened. A few people I didn’t recognize stepped out and let the doors, shut behind them. No Abby.

		

		Ah, Abby. She was my first. My first love. My first hop. I’d always been attracted to her even before I learned of my powers. Being in her body was divine. She was lean and athletic, with a fantastic body and a gorgeous face. We were gym buddies and friends, nothing more, much to my chagrin. Until my powers manifested. As she was my first I didn’t know what I was doing and I guess our minds melded somewhat. Ever since then I’d had this tenuous psychic link to her, stronger when we were close by and almost nonexistent when we were miles apart.

		

		Now I was in Hawaii to see her. She was here for a conference with her husband, Ben. I lied and told her I’d be in town for a conference as well so why not make a week out of it? I traveled a lot for my own work, so it wasn’t out of the ordinary. It got even better when Ben learned he had to leave early for a business meeting in Germany so after tonight I’d have Abby all to myself.

		

		My head buzzed faintly and something compelled me to look towards the lobby. I felt Abby’s presence before I saw her stride out the double doors, followed by some other attendees. I recognized her immediately. Her blonde hair was done up in a complicated bun. A tasteful but business casual outfit clung to her shapely figure. Red top beneath a black pantsuit.

		

		She glanced towards the bar where I sat—maybe sensing my presence through our connection—and I looked away. I wasn’t ready to let her know I was there yet. When I glanced back she had turned away and was heading towards the elevators at the far end of the lobby.

		

		I tossed a twenty on the bar and stood quickly, looking around for someone I could hide in. A grey-haired businessman sat alone at a middle table. I moved towards him as if I was going right past him. When his back was turned and the bartender glanced away I hopped.

		

		My body disappeared, turning into energy which streamed into the old man’s body. In less than a blink I was looking out at the world through his eyes. I felt frailer. Slower. Not elderly but getting there.

		

		I rose and hurried towards the elevator on stiff legs, reaching it just as the doors opened. I entered behind Abby, shooting her a quick smile. She smiled back politely and I shuffled into the elevator with a group of people. Her essence pounded in my head, almost a physical force begging me to reach out and touch her. As the elevator ascended, she glanced back at me. I smiled and nodded. She smiled back slowly, confused at the sudden attraction for the older gentleman. I could tell she sensed me in here. This close our psychic link was undeniable.

		

		When she got off the elevator I followed her down a short section of hall. The plush carpet muffled our footsteps. When the elevator door closed I glanced around. No one here. I hopped again, going from the older man into Abby.

		

		My vision jumped about two feet forward. More importantly, I felt invigorated. Yes, this body had just sat through a day of presentations, but I was buzzing with energy. The old man behind me paused, shook his head, and returned to the elevator and back to whatever he was doing. I moved down the hallway with Abby’s grace. My hips swished gently, my breasts bouncing lightly at each step. I felt whole. Complete. Like this body was home for me.

		

		Using Abby’s memories, I went right to her hotel room and unlocked it. Ben wasn’t back yet, so I had the room all to myself. It had been so long since I’d been inside Abby and she felt as limber and strong as I remembered. I wanted to try her out.

		

		I slipped out of my business top and hung it up in the closet. Then came the pantsuit, each inch revealing more of Abby’s incredible legs. My calves were so smooth and solid. Next came the red top, and when I brushed my blonde hair out my eyes and looked down at myself I was met with the sight of Abby’s incredible cleavage packed tightly into a red bra.

		

		I took a moment to admire my body, using Abby’s hands to run them across her skin, over her breasts and down her hips, feeling her with her own hands. She’d kept herself in shape. Her college six pack was gone and her belly had taken on the slight softness of middle age, but she was wonderfully natural and still slim.

		

		I removed my bra, using Abby’s memories to easily reach behind and unstrap it before letting it slide down each arm. My tits bounced free, bringing with it the sweet relief of being braless after a day cooped up. I had to check myself out.

		

		Moving into the bathroom, I switched on the light and gazed into the mirror. Abby’s finely-crafted face gazed back. My gaze grazed over my face, the exquisitely arched brows, the petite nose, the sculpted cheekbones. My gaze dropped lower, past my swan-like neck to the pendulous breasts hanging from my chest. The areolae were gentle quarter-sized pink dots capping each. The skin was smooth and still striated with the marks from the bra. I reached up to stroke my breasts, letting my hands linger on my soft flesh.

		

		God, the sight of Abby in the mirror playing with her tits made my body buzz. But I wanted to build up to this first crescendo. I released my tits and let my hands slide down my body, half-turning to admire my shapely ass and the smooth contours of my legs. A wonderful desire was growing between my legs, creeping up through the rest of me.

		

		With an effort I pulled my eyes away from my lovely new visage. Rummaging through her suitcase, I found her running outfit: tight black body-hugging shorts, a pink sports bra and a matching top. I slid into the clothes, tucking here, squeezing there, until I was perfect. I put my hair back in a ponytail and then headed out the door before my sexual desire overwhelmed me.

		

		The Hawaiian air was warm on my skin as I walked quickly down to the beach, warming up my body for the run. When I hit the sand I quickened my pace down to the water and hit my stride at the wetter sand. The ponytail swished back and forth across my neck at each step, and the waves occasionally splashed water up my calves.

		

		It was glorious running as Abby. I had so much more stamina, felt so much lighter, stronger. Each step made my whole body jiggle and shift in the most incredible ways. I luxuriated in being her as I ran, breathing through her nose, pumping her arms, moving her legs. There were a thousand points of difference between our bodies and I loved every one.

		

		The sun set over the water as I ran. My shadow lengthened with each passing minute. When I sensed my stamina waning I turned and began the jog back. By the time I arrived back where I’d started I’d worked up a sweat. My body was slick and warm, my heart thumping fast. I walked back to the hotel, my body cooling as I went but my ardor rising. I’d held off long enough and as soon as I got back to my room I planned to enjoy Abby’s body for the first time.

		

		I was barely through the door of my room when I yanked off my top and then peeled off my sports bra. I feel into bed on top of the comforter and shifted around so I could roll my panties down my legs and toss them aside. Abby’s naked body stretched out beneath me, glowing with temptation.

		

		I was suddenly greedy for her, grabbing her tits and squeezing them into soft mounds. My breasts were a handful and I dug my fingers into the supple skin, grabbing eagerly as the desire in my core re-awakened. Abby’s tits were soft and wonderful to play with, her nipples spiking to sharp points as I squeezed each of them between thumb and forefinger.

		

		I dropped them and let them fall down either side of my chest so I could run my hands down her trim belly, over her mound, and to the light thatch of coarse hair between her legs. Her thighs were smooth, her legs perfect. I gazed down at myself as my fingers ran up and down her tight slit. Fuck, the sight of Abby spread out beneath me made the desire burn brighter within me and soon my pussy had opened for my touch. My fingertips glid inside, dancing across my velvety folds as my lips clutched them.

		

		I returned one hand to my tits, massaging them gently as the fingers of the other hand wandered up and down my pussy. Restless tension filled me, making me flex and sigh. My fingers landed on my dew and I spread it up and down my entrance, over and over until I was a slick mess. I slid up and landed on my clit, sending a shock through my body, making me clench tight before releasing a long breath.

		

		I circled my clit, faster and harder while I continued kneading my tits. I was desperate for this body now. The wet sounds of my sex hit my ears, driving me onwards. My voice grew higher in pitch and with a shudder I came. My hips flexed up as my fingers danced through my pussy and bright heat pulsed through me.

		

		It was over all too quickly and I wanted more. Needed more. My fingers remained inside my slick cunt and I resumed stroking myself. My fingers were slick with my juices and my entire body ached for more.

		

		I was vaguely aware of the hotel room door opening and then Ben was standing over me, dressed in a suit. He stood and grinned down at me.

		

		“I came to say goodbye. Hope I’m not too late.”

		

		God, I was so horny I needed him right now.

		

		“Come here and fuck me,” I moaned breathlessly, Abby’s horny voice from my lips sending brilliant shivers through me.

		

		He unbuttoned his shirt but he was going to goddamn slowly for me. I leaped up to help him, scrabbling for the buttons and then for the belt around his waist. I leaned on the bed on all fours, grappling with the pants button before unsnapping it and yanking his pants down. His cock poked up from beneath his boxer shorts, right in front of my eyes.

		

		“Suck my dick?” Ben asked hopefully.

		

		I pounced on it, opening my lips and swallowing him as he moaned above me. I suppose it should have been odd sucking my romantic rival’s cock, but I immersed myself deep in Abby’s desires and found she loved it. So I, too, enjoyed the warm feel of his dick as it slid between my lips and stretched my mouth open. I drove my lips down his veiny shaft until my nose was deep in his dark mass of hair. I held him there, undulating my tongue against the underside of his shaft and sucking with a steady pressure.

		

		He gripped my hair and groaned, “Oh, fuck, you’re a good cocksucker.”

		

		He loved the dirty talk and I—tangled in Abby’s wants—loved his cock. I remained on all fours on the bed, sucking Ben’s dick as he gripped my ponytail and gently thrust towards my mouth. Saliva dripped down my chin as the cock dragged back and forth across my tongue. Having his warmth in my mouth was making me so incredibly horny. A drop of juice made its way down my thigh.

		

		Ben gripped my ponytail tighter and began thrusting faster, groaning as he did so. “Goddamn, I love watching my dick disappear between those gorgeous lips.”

		

		He tasted divine. Warm and masculine. I devoured him, hungry for him. My body craved him and the bright heat burned through me. When I couldn’t take it anymore I pulled my lips off his dick with a wet pop. Stroking him with one hand I gazed up into his eyes.

		

		“What do you want, baby?” I purred.

		

		He grinned and threw me back on the bed before jumping on top of me. I clutched him as he kissed my cheeks, my neck, my collarbone, my tits. He grabbed my breasts and squeezed them eagerly before burying his head between my soft cleavage. He licked and kissed and caressed as he drove his cock up against my thigh, his precum making me sticky.

		

		Ben was a selfish lover but his need for my body made me horny. I was slick and needy when he finally aimed his cock at my entrance. He thrust inside me with a sharp motion, filling me in one quick hit and ushering a fluttery moan from my mouth.

		

		Raising himself up on both arms, he hovered over me as he thrust, long, deep motions deep into my core. I could feel each inch of him as he travelled through me, stretching my pussy open for his girth. I took every inch of him and he pounded me. I clenched my eyes shut as my mouth dropped open. He took me hard and fast, my tits bouncing at each rough thrust of him. He grunted and I spread wide, urging him deeper inside as he pounded me hard.

		

		“Oh, yes, baby!” I cried, the pressure rising within me.

		

		With a long groan he came, thrusting deep inside. At the feel of his cock throbbing within me I came as well, my body convulsing happily around him. He filled me with his rich hot cum, each spurt inside me making me so gloriously full. I clutched him as the tension released and the orgasm burned through me, raising my hips to meet him, wanting only for him to fill me.

		

		When he finished he collapsed on top of me and I held him, my body shaking with aftershock. The scent of him, the pleasant weight on me, was all that Abby needed in that moment, and therefore all that I needed. Ben grew soft inside me but all I wanted was to hold him there. I released a soft sigh of longing as he pulled out of me and stood.

		

		“That was a nice goodbye,” he said.

		

		He leaned down and kissed my cheek. I lay on the bed, spread out for him as he got dressed.

		

		We said our goodbyes and he kissed me one last time before rolling his suitcase out the door and beginning his trip to the German business conference. I lay on the bed, my body cooling, exhaustion gripping me, until I fell asleep.
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		My partial mind meld with Abby and my still-thriving arousal led to strange dreams. I—my real self—came home to find Abby waiting for me on the bed. She was naked, her long legs crossed. She smiled up at me and welcomed me into her arms.

		

		My perspective shifted as Abby’s mind asserted itself and I was now behind Abby’s eyes welcoming a man. Only now the man was Ben instead of me. We kissed and I was hesitant to kiss him, not wanting to kiss a man. Then my perspective shifted again and I was kissing Abby. In the way of dreams I looked like myself but I also looked like Ben, shifting back and forth as I began making love to Abby.

		

		I dove my face into her pussy as her delightful musk surrounded me. My tongue flicked into her velvety folds and then her mind took over and I was back looking from her point of view as her husband ate her out. I switched back and forth like this, bringing Abby’s mind along for the ride. I shared in the mix of confusion and delight as she found herself looking at her body through a man’s perspective and all the longing that entailed.

		

		I woke up drenched and shove my hand down my panties, fingering myself to a quick orgasm and a blessed release that I was denied in the dream. The dream had revved me up so that all it took was a few strokes and I came, moaning, releasing the night’s pent-up desire as my body shook with ecstasy.

		

		I was supposed to meet up with Abby today in my real body, but I wanted some more time alone. I went into the bathroom and closed the door, leaning against it briefly so I could hop out, my particles passing through the closed bathroom door and reforming on the other side. When I hopped I took with me everything that was touching me, including my clothes and cell phone.

		

		God, I felt so big and bulky in my own body. So unwieldy. Nothing at all like the sleek athleticism I enjoyed in Abby. I was eager to get back.

		

		I hurriedly shot off a text to Abby explaining my absence. I told her I would be delayed by a day in order to fix up a crisis at work. I listened quietly outside the bathroom door, waiting for her to be close enough for me to hop. She finished her morning business and then I heard the sink run. The door handle turned and I hopped before it opened, streaming back into her body.

		

		I read the text I sent myself and then replied with a brief acknowledgement. Setting the phone back down, I went back through her suitcase. Rolled up to one side were some more workout clothes. Tight shorts and a tight grey top. It’s what I thought she looked most sexy in. During our time together in college we would often go to the gym as workout buddies. Now I forever associated these sexy clothes with her. Dressing in them brought me back to those days. Back when it was still possible that I could end up with Abby for real and forever. But I had the next best thing being in her body and melding our minds.

		

		When I was dressed I headed out the door and went for a morning jog. This time I chose to run through the city. Running was when I felt freest. It was a huge difference between the two of us. As my real self I hated to run, found that I didn’t have the willpower and that my energy was drained straight away.

		

		Abby was different. The force of her personality pushed me on. That, combined with my heightened perception of her body, made me seem like I was flying. Her body was incredible and, honestly, the jiggling of her breasts on her chest was to die for. They were my metronome, the dangling carrot that kept me going. I ran until I reached her limit, my body slick with sweat, before turning around and heading back to the hotel.

		

		I knew what I wanted to do when I got there. Each step of my body just reminded me of the glorious form I possessed and what I wanted to do with it. Seeing Abby’s reflection in the glass of every store, gazing down into the deep valley of her cleavage, watching other people eyeing me, all served to make me hotter and wetter. By the time I got back to Abby’s hotel room I was dying to touch myself.

		

		I dropped onto the couch in the spacious hotel room and propped my feet up on the coffee table. I started by running my hands up and down her legs, following the contour of my calves up to my thighs. My body was warm, my blood still pumping from my jog. My hands traced up my hips to my breasts. I grabbed them and squeeze, fingers digging into the sports bra. I gazed into my cleavage as I jiggled my breasts, enjoying the sight of Abby beneath me touching herself.

		

		I left the workout clothes on. It was what she looked best in and, frankly, just seeing her dressed like that was a huge turn on. The heat bubbled up from within my core, bringing with it a sharp arousal that built as my hands traced my body.

		

		One hand plunged down between my legs. I sensed my wetness and I stroked hard against the skintight shorts, pushing the fabric against my pussy, rubbing myself through the tight workout gear. I moaned as my fingers pressed deeper, pussy spreading more. God, I wanted it so bad, felt the growing arousal filling me.

		

		I brought her to the edge, so close to an orgasm as I dry humped my hand, wiggling my ass. My breath came quick as my other hand wandered to my tits. But no matter what I did I couldn’t push her body over the edge. I squeezed my tits harder, pressed my hand more firmly between my legs, rubbing the fabric against my swelling clit. It was like I was stuck just on the precipice, as if her body was used to my presence and I was reverting to her desire. She’d always had a hard time masturbating but I was always able to push her over the edge.

		

		“Come on, Abby,” I urged myself on, the sound of my voice spiking my desire. Still I couldn’t crest.

		

		“Cum, dammit,” I cried again, my voice cracking on the last word as sharp arousal held fast.

		

		I rubbed faster, groped harder, moaned and wiggled, but still nothing, still just that little bit more. The anticipation was the worst, knowing I was so close, my body a tinderbox ready to explode but I couldn’t light the damn match.

		

		“Cum, already!” I demand in her voice, slamming my head back against the couch in frustration.

		

		Maybe that knocked something loose because the pleasure roared through me, catching me by surprise. Fluttery high-pitched moans escaped my lips as I worked my body hard, the most delightful orgasm I’d ever had coursing through me. All the buildup had been worth it as I stroked and squeezed Abby’s body, wringing every last drop of pleasure from her, or so I thought.

		

		When I came down from the first orgasm there was still a need there. I grabbed my tits, gazing down into my cleavage and squeezed them hard. When that wasn’t enough I pinched my nipples hard. That was all it took to set me off again.

		

		“Oh, fuuuck,” I moaned as the second orgasm blasted through me.

		

		My body shook, head thrown back, mouth agape as pleasure made sparks dance in front of my eyes. When I came down from that orgasm I was drenched, my pussy so wet I could smell it. The rich musk of myself hit my nose and sent a delightful shiver through me. It was the best orgasm Abby had had in months. It wasn’t like she wasn’t getting her needs met. Ben was…adequate. It was possible that our mental link was supercharging her orgasms.
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		I showered and changed into a tiny pair of shorts and a yellow top that highlighted my blonde hair. I used her memories to do her makeup before going out.

		

		I’d forgotten how nice it was to go out in Abby’s body. Men held the door for me, smiled at me, noticed me. In my old male body I could go through the world with almost zero attention. Not so as Abby. She was radiant and I enjoyed the male gaze on my body as I walked through the hotel lobby. Hell, I had the male gaze and I was in her. It gave me a little thrill watching all these guys imagining they were fucking Abby. I could have given them their wish. I could have thrown Abby’s perfect little body at them and let them fuck her brains out. But I loved her and didn’t want to ruin her life.

		

		Instead, I would get her a new wardrobe. Well, technically she would get herself a new wardrobe, but they would be outfits I liked.

		

		There was little clothing shop nearby that sold a variety of cute sundresses and bathing suits. I browsed the racks, picking out Abby’s size from her memory. I chose some skirts, a couple tops, some bikinis, and a sexy-as-hell sundress.

		

		Taking them back to the change rooms, I tried them on before eyeing myself in the mirror. Abby had a hesitation to the bikinis. She was more modest than I wanted to be in her body. The top barely covered her breasts, and the bottoms weren’t much more than string. But, fuck, staring at her in the mirror made my nipples hard. It was almost sexier than seeing her completely naked.

		

		The sundress, too, was incredible. Wispy white fabric that clung to my shapely figure, highlighting my incredible ass and revealing miles of perfect leg. The ‘V’ neck was cut low, showing off a hefty amount of cleavage and tapering until it met my waist, where it was cinched with a fabric belt.

		

		I purchased the clothes and carried the shopping bag down to a little café that overlooked the beach. There I lunched by myself, sipping a coffee and gazing out over the water. The waiter was a handsome man with huge biceps and I flushed red as he flirted with me.

		

		That afternoon, Abby had a yoga class. She had some yoga gear in her suitcase and I squeezed into a sleeveless grey top and matching three-quarter length leggings. The top hugged my breasts, squeezing them into even more generous cleavage. I threw her gym towel over one shoulder and left the room.

		

		The yoga class was in a nearby gym. Several other women Abby’s age were there. Abby had done some yoga before and I was able to pull the moves from her mind. This was different from the running. I got to enjoy Abby’s flexibility. Her body moved like a well-oiled machine and I kept looking at my image in the mirror. As I arched my back I couldn’t help but imagine my real self behind me grabbing my hips and pumping into that exquisite ass. A burst of warmth flitted through me.

		

		I tried to put it out of my mind as we ran through the next several poses. Abby was much more flexible than I’d ever been. Her muscles were lean. Her entire body sleek. Man, I missed working out with her, seeing her like this. The yoga session gave me time to think, and my thoughts wandered to our past.

		

		Abby and I always kind of eyed each other and flirted with each other and hung out constantly. Everyone in our friend group thought we were having sex, but for some reason neither of us ventured to cross the gulf between friends and lovers. Maybe it was my insecurity, maybe her lack of assertiveness. Whatever it was, it prevented us from acting on our attraction to each other. Then we’d graduated and gone our separate ways. We still kept in touch. Still flirted over email. I could sense that she didn’t want to let this attraction go any more than I did.

		

		The yoga class put her body through its paces, and watching her move put me through mine. By the end of the class I was warm and wet in more ways than one. I was glad that the sweat on my yoga outfit could cover for the dampness between my legs. Watching Abby’s body move in this outfit had made me horny as hell and I wanted Abby to feel that horniness, to have it transfer to me in her thoughts so that when I left her she would want me then as much as I wanted her now.

		

		I set the timer on my phone and snapped a photo of myself in the bridge pose, up on my knees, chest thrust out, arms down to the floor. I hurried into the gym change room, scooting past the others in class, greeting them briefly but not stopping. I found two empty stalls together and locked myself into one. Then I texted myself:

		

		Hey, hope the meetings aren’t too boring. Looking forward to seeing you.

		

		I sent it and then hopped out of Abby, my particles passing through the partition and reincorporating in the stall next to her. I was once again heavier, ungainlier. More…me. Fortunately, it was only temporary. I fired off a quick reply:

		

		I can’t wait. See you will be the highlight of my week.

		

		I sent it and hopped back through the stall and into her body where I received my own text. Using this technique, I flirted back and forth with myself, knowing that Abby would think every text I sent while in her body was one she intended to send. Our flirting got hotter and heavier than ever. Every time I landed back in Abby’s body she was a little more excited, a little more wet. Finally, I sent myself a picture of Abby in the yoga pose I’d just taken.

		

		Hopping back into myself I responded:

		

		Wow, you look great! Bet it’s hard to hold that pose.

		

		I hopped back into Abby and made her respond:

		

		It sure was. And I hope you’re hard too.

		

		Jesus, that was the last straw. I jammed my hands between my legs, pressing hard against the fabric as I rubbed myself. I was sopping wet, the yoga bottoms slick with my juices already. A little moan escaped my lips as I rubbed myself furiously, the heat and the aching tension building within me.

		

		I flicked my phone back on and began recording myself masturbating, first a shot of my face, eyes half lidded in lust, mouth open as little gasps escaped my lips. I panned down my body, luxuriating in the sight of Abby as the video swooped down to capture my hand between my legs. My fingers pressed hard against the yoga outfit, the light grey turning dark, spreading out as I grew ever wetter and more excited.

		

		My legs went weak and I leaned against the stall. I grabbed a handful of my yoga pants and yanked up, thrusting my hips forward, grinding my wet pussy on the fabric off my outfit, seesawing back and forth as waves of delight swam through me. I stopped only long enough to yank up my top and let one of my tits fall out, grabbing it and squeezing before returning my fingers to my sopping wet thighs.

		

		I was trying to be quiet because I could hear other women moving around outside. That just made it all the hotter.

		

		“Oh, fuck, Tony, I want you inside me,” I whimpered into the camera.

		

		I moved faster, shoving my hands up to stroke myself faster as the beautiful tension spread throughout my body. The dark patch was down to my knees now. I was a puddle, a desperate, roaring agony of delight. The orgasming finally came upon me, bursting forth between my legs and sending sizzling heat throughout my entire form. I couldn’t help it, I moaned, long and low as I stroked myself as hard and fast as I could, until the last vestiges of the orgasm had coursed through me.

		

		I dropped my hand and remained leaning against the stall, breathing heavily. My bangs were plastered to my forehead. I felt like I’d just run a marathon.

		

		I clicked off the video and sent it to myself. Looking down at my outfit, I found it was ruined. Sopping with my pussy juices. I might have to have it professionally cleaned.

		

		I came out of the stall, trying to hide my shame by strategically holding Abby’s gym towel in front of me in a way I hoped didn’t look as awkward as it felt. I hurried back up to my room and stripped off her clothes, tossing them into a pile before stepping into the shower to clean myself off. Watching Abby’s hands touch herself, spreading the suds across her chest and between her legs, making her body slick and shiny, kept me in a gentle state of arousal.
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		I spent the rest of the day just lounging about in her body, enjoying just being able to do nothing. No expectations. No scheduling. It was a welcome break for both me and Abby.

		

		In the evening I enjoyed a light meal with a glass of wine and a good book on the balcony of Abby’s hotel. The shimmering sun beamed down on me as the warm breeze tickled the hair across my neck. As the sun began setting I opted to go down to the beach for a final swim for the day in preparation to leave Abby’s body that night.

		

		I undressed and tugged on the bikini I’d purchased early that day. I tucked myself into it, gentle hands nudging my breasts, tweaking the fabric until I was as covered as anyone could be in two bits of string. The Abby part of me was self-conscious as I looked at myself in the mirror. This was much sexier than any bathing suit she’d ever worn. Though she had an incredible body she was modest about it and didn’t like to show off.

		

		I slung a towel over my shoulder and headed out. Abby’s body anxiety assaulted me as soon as I stepped one foot out of the hotel room door. I should have had more clothes on. I couldn’t go out like this. What would people think?

		

		I ignored the thoughts and they dulled slightly as I stepped into the elevator, raging back into existence when the elevator deposited me in the lobby. People were coming and going. Fully dressed people were coming and going. I stepped confidently through the crowd, out the doors, and down the boardwalk to the sand. My attraction for how she looked in the bikini began slowly wearing away at her inhibitions.

		

		I reveled in the looks I got, the sly gazes of various groups of guys as I passed them on the sand. I stopped beside four muscular college-aged guys playing volleyball on the sand. I was aware they were staring at my wiggling ass and I paused, letting them enjoy the view as I pretended to scope out the beach. When I turned to look at them, all but one glanced away. That one had a confident smile on his face.

		

		“Hey, beautiful, care to join us?” He asked with the brash overconfidence of youth.

		

		I smiled at him and shook my head. “No thanks, I’m more of a yoga gal.”

		

		“I can see that,” he grinned, the volleyball tucked under one arm.

		

		“Yeah, I can stretch my legs up all the way over my head. But only my husband gets to see that.” I winked and walked away as they hooted behind me.

		

		God, it was nice to be wanted. I loved being their eye candy and my love washed over Abby’s mind as she sat within her body. I was pushing this confidence in her, sanding down her self-consciousness, leaving her a little more wild than I found her. A little more restless. A little more needy. And with that need directed at me.

		

		I was warming myself up. I walked closer to the waves and let them wash up to my shins, trying to distract myself. I kept thinking about the guys staring at me. Imagining what they probably wanted to do to me. Hell, imagining what I wanted to do to Abby-me. Thinking about the real me being with Abby, our bodies entwined, taking her slow and deep in the hotel room, didn’t help get me any less excited. The slickness growing between my legs was more than just sweat.

		

		I dumped my towel onto the beach and ran into the ocean, body jiggling with each step until I threw myself beneath the waves. The cool water caressed my body and I stayed beneath the water for a few seconds, enjoying the power of the surf as it roared around me and nudged me back towards shore.

		

		I emerged and tossed my hair back before floating on my back and staring up at the sky. The sunset turned it a rich pink. Every now and then a larger wave would sweep over me and I would duck into the cool darkness of the water.

		

		I couldn’t turn my thoughts away from Abby and me together. The two of us making out on the beach, fucking at the water’s edge. I’d already heard her orgasmic cries many times this week and I could easily imagine how they would sound on the beach as my real self pounded her from behind while she cried out for more.

		

		The water was no longer cooling me off. By the time I struggled back to shore the sun had set. The wide expanse of beach was nearly empty except for a few couples walking the sand off in the distance. I lay my towel out and stretched out on it. The sand was still warm from the sun and the air was that perfect temperature where it was most wonderful to just stay wet from the salty ocean.

		

		I looked up at the moon and just sat in that amazing anxiousness roiling my thoughts. I shifted my legs and looked down myself. Abby’s body stretched beneath me, perfect and smooth and golden. I wanted to touch myself so badly. The Abby part of myself insisted I couldn’t. Not here. Not in public.

		

		I fought with her. This wasn’t public. It was an empty beach. There was no one nearby and anyone who could see wouldn’t know what I was doing. Still, she resisted, but I had control of her body and I let my hands wander up to my chest.

		

		I sighed contentedly as my fingers landed on my breasts. Even Abby’s mind agreed the touch of her fingers on her tits was wonderful. I ran my hands up and down my body, staring down at myself, enjoying the sight of Abby’s body from behind her own eyes. She was getting excited for herself. My sexual appetite for her body was rubbing off on her. Now it wasn’t just my attraction to her body that was pulling as along, but her own attraction to herself. That plus the dangerous thrill of touching herself on a public beach.

		

		What if people see? She insisted.

		

		Let them, I replied. They’ll be jealous.

		

		As I slipped my fingers across my smooth, warm thighs, Abby’s hesitation vanished. A sigh was loosed from my lips. My fingers gently whispered up and down the bikini line, fingertips just lightly touching the warm skin on either side. A little gentle pressure and I could feel my fingers just nudging into my pussy.

		

		My other hand came up to my lips and I bit my finger as I pushed aside the string bikini and stroked my bare pussy. I shivered as my pussy lips reached for my digit and I gently slid inside myself. I was warm and moist and silky smooth.

		

		I followed the line of my entrance up and down until I found my budding dew and spread it up my pussy. My legs shifted and grew taut with longing. My ass wiggled gently in the sand. My head twisted back and forth. I couldn’t stay still as I continued stroking my pussy. The restless anticipation gripped me harder with every stroke.

		

		My clit budded out beneath my fingers and I pressed it just as Abby would. Sharp pleasure spiked through me, making me utter a fluttery moan. I closed my eyes and explored my body by touch, fingers stroking my clit, dipping in and out of me. My clit was soon on fire, needing the sweet release of my firm attention. I circled it with two fingers, growing wetter all the time until I could hear the lewd sounds of myself even over the nearby surf.

		

		Now I slid two fingers inside my wet hole, felt my canal clutch them as I sank into the second knuckle. They came out slick and warm with my juices. I moved faster, harder, trying to sate that maddening itch in my pussy until my toes clenched, I threw my head back and came, quivering on the beach. My back arched as the tension snapped, releasing another moan from my lips as my body shook with sheer delight. The orgasm coursed through me, making me boneless with pleasure as sparks danced before my eyes.

		

		When it finished I lay on my towel, quivering with aftershock until my body finally cooled. I gathered my things and returned to Abby’s hotel room. Closing the door, I leaned against it and hopped out of her, particles flowing through the door to end up in the hallway back in my real body.

		

		I knew she was right there and it was so tempting to knock and see if she gave herself to the desire I’d placed there. But I thought the strangeness of my sudden appearance would be off-putting, so I returned to my own hotel to meet her in the morning as we’d arranged.
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		I showed up at her hotel for breakfast the next morning. I was back in my own body and no longer the center of attention. As I passed through the hotel lobby towards the café, I recognized one of the guys at a nearby table as the volleyball player who’d tried to hit on me last night when I was Abby. Now he barely glanced up from his conversation, dismissing me quickly before returning his attention to his friends. And there I was in a nice button-down shirt and everything.

		

		A jolt of unexpected excitement went through me, seemingly connected to nothing, before someone called my name.

		

		“Tony!”

		

		I turned to find Abby waving to me as she stepped out of the elevator. She wore the sundress I’d picked out for her yesterday. A gauzy white piece that flowed over her, cut low across her neck to spill gently over her breasts before falling gracefully down to her shins. Strappy white slip-ons completed the effortlessly cute look.

		

		I gave her a hug, wrapping her in my arms chastely despite the blood humming in my ears and urging me to do more. Sensual thoughts flitted through my mind of the two of us together. As I touched her an immense need filled me and I reaAbbyed I was picking up on her thoughts. Our emotions were entwined and the need within each of us was feeding off the other. I released her and stepped back, looking down at the beautiful face I’d possessed for the past few days. Abby beamed up at me and there was a moment I might have kissed her. I could feel her thoughts begging for it, but I waited too long and the moment evaporated.

		

		“Ready for breakfast?” She grinned.

		

		“Lead the way.”

		

		I followed behind her as we went to the café. My thoughts were buzzing. I’d never been so mentally intertwined with someone like this before. I was certain I was picking up her stray thoughts, not in words so much as emotions and pictures. There was me, and friendship and longing for paths almost travelled.

		

		My eyes grazed past her ass as it wiggled in front of me, glancing away as she turned back to me. The blush on her cheeks suggested she was feeling my emotions as well.

		

		“Come on, let’s find a good seat,” she said, taking my hand.

		

		Her fingers were warm and soft. I hoped my palm wasn’t as sweaty as I feared. I followed along in her wake, the light scent of her floral perfume growing my desire. It was a scent I always associated with Abby.

		

		We found a seat on the patio at a small table and sat across from each other. The waiter appeared a moment later with menus. We talked about the old days, catching up, laughing. It had been years since we’d talked in person but the mind meld made us so comfortable with each other it was as if we’d hardly been apart.

		

		“You’re looking good, Tony,” she said, appraising me from across the table.

		

		“You too,” I grinned.

		

		She beamed back at me and I felt her foot slide up my shin, caressing my leg. “Yeah, I try to keep myself fit.”

		

		“I can see,” I said, reaching beneath the table cloth and taking her foot in my hands. “Still going to the gym?”

		

		“Whenever I can.”

		

		I held her foot with one hand and massaged it with the other, running my thumb up and down her arch. She moaned and half-closed her eyes.

		

		“A little tense?” I asked, as I gently massaged her foot.

		

		“Almost always,” she laughed, running a hand through her blonde hair.

		

		I leaned forward so I could slide my hand up her ankle, my fingers gently massaging her powerful shin. Her leg was warm and so smooth. I could feel the muscles beneath my touch and I remembered how wonderful they’d felt when I dashed down the beach last night. Her body was made to run, to stretch, to move.

		

		My heart was thumping fast now, like I was on the edge of a momentous decision. Her pupils were wide with want and she was so focused on me. She tried to play it off but I could tell by the way she wound a lock of silky blonde hair around one of her fingers that she was fighting the same desire that burned in me.

		

		We were briefly interrupted by the food. As we ate I steered the conversation towards our past, reminiscing about those times in college we almost hooked up.

		

		“Do you remember the night before spring break our senior year?”

		

		“I do,” she whispered, gazing at me.

		

		We’d been celebrating the end of classes, out for drinks with some friends for one last hurrah before we would both return home for a few weeks. Our group had gone down the street to another bar and Abby and I were so caught up in flirting with each other we got separated from them for a few minutes.

		

		Abby had pulled me around the corner into an alley and leaned up against a brick wall, her hands behind her back. Her eyes had twinkled with mischief.

		

		“What are you going to miss the most while you’re home?” She asked.

		

		I’d leaned so close to her that her gorgeous face took up the whole of my vision. My lips had hovered inches from hers. I was going to say something suave. The world spun with alcohol and love. Then our friends had returned and laughed that we should get a room before pulling us along to the next bar.

		

		“You had that same look on your face then that you do now,” I said, sitting across from her at the hotel café. “Like you wanted to lock me in a room and have your way with me.”

		

		She leaned forward. “And I can’t wait any more. Take me back to my room and fuck me, dammit.”

		

		I paid the bill and she practically dragged me out of the café. The volleyball player from last night watched jealously as we danced past him. As the doors to the elevator closed behind us she released my hand so she could spin and plant her lips to mine. She pushed me back against the far wall of the elevator as we clutched at each other, hands roaming up and down as we kissed. She was soft and warm and sweet and I needed her. The more my need rose, the more hers fed off it, creating a cycle of lust that had us both gasping by the time the elevator reached her floor.

		

		Her fingers shook as she slid the key card into the lock and pushed open the door before falling into my arms again. We kissed madly and I gripped her waist, pressing myself to her as we spun into the room and let the door shut behind us. All I could think was how I had her in my arms, that this body that had given me so much pleasure alone was now being given to me to share.

		

		I helped her slip out of her dress and tossed it to the floor before pushing her onto the bed. She laughed as she bounced down, then crossed one leg over the other and motioned for me to get dressed. She gazed at me adoringly as I unbuttoned my shirt and dropped it to the floor. Then, laughing, she snagged my pants and yanked me closer, unbuttoning them as she kissed my belly and I leaned to remove her bra. Her beautiful breasts bounced free and I gently pushed her back onto the bed before lying beside her. Her golden hair spread out behind her head like a halo while we made out and my hand wandered down her tits, squeezing each one until her nipples pebbled out against my palm.

		

		Having Abby’s warmth so close to me made me burn with lust. My hand slid down between her thighs, dipping beneath her panties to land on her pussy. She was wet already, and I dragged my fingers up and down her entrance. She moaned into my lips, her hands coming over to grab my cheeks, wander down my chest, exploring me by touch as I slid deeper into her.

		

		I circled her clit with two fingers, using everything I’d learned from bringing this body to orgasm yesterday to make her quickly hot and bothered. She writhed beneath my touch and I felt the orgasm building within her, joining with my own horniness. Our thoughts were entwined, each building on the other’s so that when she finally gasped and came I felt it, too.

		

		Her orgasm raced through both of us. Her eyes clenched tight, tiny nose wrinkling as she shook with pleasure and I kissed her up and down her face, shaking with her shared lust. I buried my face against her neck, deep within the waterfall of hair, breathing her wonderful scent in as she quivered beneath my touch and my fingers stroked her slick hot bud.

		

		When she recovered she launched herself at me again, fingers greedy for me as I was greedy for her. Our bodies crushed together, her soft one against my hard one, my girth rubbing up against her taut belly. The musky scent of her was on my fingers. I ached for her and I knew she ached for me.

		

		Without speaking I knelt on the bed, one leg out, and she stood to climb on top of me, spreading herself so she could straddle my leg. She slowly eased herself down my length until I was completely surrounded by her warmth. We kissed urgently as I groped her, squeezing her soft round bottom, her beautiful tits, her taut thighs. My hands roamed over her warm skin as she rode me gently, bouncing up and down on my cock.

		

		My desire met hers and she came again, moaning into my mouth. I felt her twitch all over, felt her pussy clench me as the orgasm roared through her. I held her tight, experiencing her orgasm with her as sparks danced before my eyes. My insides were a roaring furnace and as soon as he recovered she began bouncing again.

		

		Abby slipped her tongue into my mouth and I clutched her tight, never wanting to let her go as she rose to orgasm again. Now she pulled away so she could raise her head and cry out. I gazed at her beautiful orgasmic face as she came, loving how she looked within the throes of lust, knowing that look had been on Abby’s face many times when I wore her body.

		

		On the third orgasm I came with her, driving up as she lowered herself. Our minds entwined, our orgasms met and doubled each other. I released into her, throbbing, emptying myself into her wet canal. At the same time I felt myself from her perspective, felt the tension snap as warm seed filled me in bursts. I experience the pleasure from both sides of the orgasm as we rocked together, linked physical and mentally in the ultimate orgasm.

		

		When we finished we lay down together, still naked and breathing hard. She threw a leg lazily over me and traced the outline of my chin, occasionally kissing my cheek. I slid a hand beneath her and held her, caressing the soft curve of her body while we whispered sweet talk, murmuring to each other like lovers for the rest of the morning.

		

		It struck me then that, more than just wanting Abby’s body, I’d wanted this intimacy. I wanted to be able to lie here with Abby in my arms and just do nothing. I wanted to be able to gaze at her whenever I wanted and have her want me to gaze at her. I wanted to share my secrets with her and hers with me. In all my physical intimacy as a body hopper, the one thing I truly missed was the emotional connection. The sex seemed to make our minds even more intertwined, and the post-orgasmic glow imbued us both.
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		I spent the rest of the week with Abby. We seemed to be making up for lost time, tumbling back into bed together after each outing. I could no longer tell where her desire ended and mine began. We wanted each other equally and always.

		

		By the time I left at the end of the week our psychic link was strengthened to the point where I could connect with her from anywhere. I first noticed it when I arrived back at home, exhausted after the long flight. I lay down on my bed and closed my eyes. In trying to clear my mind I liked to meditate, pushing intrusive thoughts away until my mind was a blank. Only, there was an undercurrent of thought I couldn’t push away. Like someone else monologuing in my head. A woman. Familiar and warm.

		

		Abby.

		

		I locked on to her. As I concentrated on her voice she seemed to grow louder, closer. There was a pinpoint of light visible beneath my darkened eyelids, rapidly growing bigger like approaching the end of a dark tunnel at speed, and then suddenly the world came into sharp focus. But it wasn’t my bedroom.

		

		I was in a stranger’s bedroom. Abby’s bedroom. But, hooked into her thoughts, it was familiar and comforting. I was peering out from behind her eyes, not in control, just along for the ride. I could feel her entire body, still damp, a towel wrapped around her from the shower. Her senses were mine. Sight. Smell. Touch.

		

		God, she was gorgeous. And here my sexual thoughts found hers, melding into hers so that we were one, and both as horny as I was alone. Hornier, in fact, because my lust built on hers built on mine built on hers in a rapidly increasing cycle. Ben was away and we needed relief.

		

		I watched from behind her eyes, experiencing everything as a passenger in her body as we tossed off the towel and dug through the drawer by the bed for our vibrator. We lay on the bed and flicked it on. It hummed to life in our hand, a little blue oblong with two gentle prongs. One hand ran down our body, stopping on our tits, groping them, as the other rested the vibrator over our entrance.

		

		The vibrations buzzed through us as we slowly dragged the toy up and down our pussy. Bright tension sparked within us and we squeezed our tits harder, staring down at ourself, hungry for our body. We were beautiful. Long-limbed. Golden. Fit. Gorgeous.

		

		The toy slid harder against our clit, urging a moan from our lips and we wriggled on the bed. We pressed the toy harder against us, moving until we found the perfect angle. We moaned again, our body growing tense and warm. Our legs shifted, toes flexing as we drove towards the anticipation with our fingers and our toy. We were wet. Our pussy dripping down our thigh and the first orgasm rolled like thunder through our body, long and low.

		

		We shook, throwing our head back into the pillow and crying out as the first prickles of relief flooded us, replaced all too soon with that all-consuming hunger for our body.

		

		We drove the toy deeper, watching as our pussy spread for us, the toy disappearing inside our warmth, reappearing slick with our lust. We fucked ourself faster, fingers of our other hand greedy for our tits, stroking, jiggling, pinching each pink nipple until the tension snapped again and we came hard. Now our voice fluttered and we cried out, over and over, as we wriggled on the bed with shared pleasure.

		

		As Abby lay resting on the bed I pulled out of her. It was neat new trick I had. I could latch on to her mind from anywhere. Become her. Enjoy her. Mingle our minds so that we were one. Finally, I was closer to Abby than anyone could ever be. In another life I would have ended up with Abby, but in this life I can end up as Abby.

		

		It was everything I wanted.

		

		# # #

		

		

		

		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:
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			Payback (Chapter 3)
		

		

		A continuing serial about an arrogant womanizer who is magically transformed into a woman and the only way back to his old life is to have sex with 100 men and blow 100 more in one year.
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			Standout
		

		In this standalone sequel to Stand-In, Adam brings a friend in on the secret of the bodysuit, and they have some fun as they live the wild lives of the two sexiest women on campus for a semester.
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			Payback (Chapter 2)
		

		

		Peyton starts to come to terms with his transformation into a sexy woman, and has his first encounter with a man in order to try to break his curse.
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			Crush
		

		

		A poorly worded wish sees two college guys switched into their female crushes and having to live their lives.

		

		
			And many more!
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