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		Close Encounters

		

		Neil bashed the last spike into the ground and tugged on the rope to make sure the tent was secure.

		

		“I think that does it,” Neil’s dad said, standing back and admiring their handiwork.

		

		The tent was little lopsided and maybe they could have chosen more even ground but it would definitely be good enough for the night. Neil slung his backpack down on the ground beneath the tent overhang and unstrapped his sleeping bag. As he and his dad prepared their tent they could still hear the clank of the spikes as Neil’s friend, Elias, helped his dad erect their own tent. When Neil came back out, Elias’s dad was hopping around a half completed tent. He had some blisters on one foot that were causing him some pain. Add to that the fact that Elias was, at best, a reluctant outdoorsman who’d never put up a tent before, and it was clear Elias’s dad was struggling.

		

		“No, not that. Over there!” he grimaced as one of the tent poles sprang out of its catch and caused the whole tent to collapse again.

		

		“Need some help?” Neil offered.

		

		“No,” Elias’s dad said at the same time as Elias said “Yes”.

		

		Neil shared a look with his dad. Elias’s dad was one of those rugged outdoor types who thought everyone should be born knowing how to pitch a tent and start a campfire. He was a good guy but a little overbearing sometimes and liked to think that he was in charge. It must have aggravated him that his foot hurt so much he had to rely on his wife and son to set up most of the camp.

		

		The sound of voices and the snap of twigs alerted Neil that the moms were returning from their firewood hunt. Neil’s mom led the way into the clearing where they’d set up camp. She was toting some thick branches. Elias’s mom, Monica, followed after her, her arms full of small twigs and other tinder.

		

		“Need some help with that?” Neil asked, bouncing over to Monica.

		

		“Your mom’s got the heavy stuff. Take some from her,” Monica laughed.

		

		Neil blushed and grabbed some of the heavier logs from his mom to set them down around the firepit. Monica dropped her bundle and tucked a loose strand of dark hair behind a delicate ear. She stood back as Neil helpfully set to work, arranging the sticks into a pyramid. Monica went to check on the progress of her family’s tent and Neil glanced up at her as she walked away. He only chanced a quick glance of her swaying figure as her pleasantly plump butt wiggled back and forth in her tight jeans but it had to do. He didn’t want to risk his mom catching him checking out the ass of his best friend’s mom.

		

		Monica humored her husband, pretending to obey his instructions and then quietly fixing up his mistakes when he moved away. Soon the tent was up and Neil got the first flickering flames started as the daylight faded around them. They’d been hiking most of the day and everyone was ready to sit and eat.

		

		Neil’s dad prepared the fish he’d caught that afternoon while the two moms prepared some vegetables to fry and Neil tended the fire. Elias’s dad helpfully stayed out of the way offering lemonade (which everyone took) and advice (which everyone ignored).

		

		“There’s a little vodka in it for a treat,” he winked, handing out the lemonade.

		

		When the fire was hot enough they shoved a few foil-wrapped potatoes into the coals and let them sit before setting up a portable grill above the main part of the fire to cook the fish. By the time the meal was ready it was dark and the sounds of chirping crickets came from all sides. Their food was flavored by hunger and the long hike so they ate ravenously.

		

		“I forgot how nice this was,” Monica said when she finished, sitting back on a log near the fire. “When was the last time we went camping?”

		

		“Let’s see. Elias was, what, three? So that would have been about fifteen years ago.” Elias’s dad replied.

		

		Neil sat across from Monica on the other side of the fire. There he could pretend to be gazing into the fire while secretly admiring Monica. He felt kind of guilty about ogling his friend’s mom but he couldn’t help it. She was hot.

		

		The flames from the campfire sent flickering shadows across her long jean-clad legs and the tight shirt that hugged her ample bust. The shirt was a V-neck with buttons, the top two of which were undone, giving Neil a perfect view of her generous cleavage. As she turned to talk to Elias, Neil allowed himself to enjoy her profile, his eyes tracing her elegant chin and the little ski slope of her nose. Neil could never ever tell his friend that he’d gotten off to thoughts of his mom on many occasions.

		

		“Is that where you learned to make a fire, Neil?” Monica asked, and suddenly she was looking right at him, the sparkle of the flames reflecting in her dark eyes.

		

		“What?” Neil asked, shaking himself back to reality.

		

		“Zoning out after a long day?” Neil’s dad asked.

		

		Monica grinned. “Your mom said you were obsessed with being a scout when you were little.”

		

		“Oh, he didn’t want to actually join the scouts. He just wanted to know everything. He doesn’t like big groups.” Neil’s mom put in.

		

		“Mom!” Neil protested. She was so embarrassing. Even worse, Monica laughed.

		

		“That’s understandable,” Monica said. “I don’t like being the center of attention either.” She shot Neil a smile that made his insides glow.

		

		After they’d cleaned up dinner and sat around for a little while just talking, Monica stood and stretched. “I want to go down to the lake and see it in the moonlight. Who wants to come?”

		

		“I’ll come—ooh!” Elias’s dad said as he started to stand and tried to put weight on his hurting foot. “Maybe not,” he said, gingerly sitting back down.

		

		“Elias?” Monica asked. “It’ll be pretty!”

		

		“Nah,” Elias said, continuing to poke the fire listlessly with a stick.

		

		Neil’s parents didn’t look too enthused.

		

		“I’ll come,” Neil spoke up, a little quicker and louder than he intended.

		

		“Great!” Monica chirped. “Go grab a flashlight.”

		

		Neil hurried to his bag and grabbed a flashlight before meeting Monica on the edge of the clearing. They plunged into the undergrowth and back down the trail, retracing their steps towards the lake at the bottom of the hill. Monica’s jiggling ponytail bounced across her neck in the light of Neil’s dancing flashlight. Neil tried to force his thoughts away from his attraction to her.

		

		This was his best friend’s mom. A woman he’d known since forever. She’d been to his birthday parties. Babysat him. Bandaged his scrapes and cuts. Drove him to prom. Attended his graduation. He knew her so intimately and yet his hormones were raging, insisting that he wanted to know her even more intimately. She was so fun and funny and flirty and beautiful that Neil was smitten. Even though he knew it could never happen, a tiny part of him still fantasized that she would take him down to the lake, turn and confess secret feelings for him, and then they would make love in the leaves. Hopefully when he went to college in the fall some distance would dull his yearning.

		

		“Turn off your flashlight,” Monica said, as they reached the edge of the lake. She flicked her own light off.

		

		They both stared out over the pristine lake in the darkness. The full moon was rising, bathing the world in soft yellow light and giving everything a dreamlike quality. A gentle wind rustled the bushes and the insects continued calling peacefully.

		

		“Beautiful, isn’t it?” Monica whispered.

		

		“It is,” Neil agreed.

		

		“Do you want to go skinny dipping?”

		

		“Uhh…” Neil was tongue-tied.

		

		Fortunately, Monica laughed before he could embarrass himself. “Kidding. Kidding. Would that be, like, the most embarrassing thing ever? Being naked in front of me?”

		

		“Yeah, heh heh,” Neil agreed, forcing a shaky laugh.

		

		They stood in silence for a few moments, just enjoying the night. As Neil looked up at the stars he noticed a light that he at first mistook for another star until it started dancing around.

		

		“What’s that?” He stepped closer to Monica and pointed. She followed his finger.

		

		“Huh,” she pursed her lips. “Airplane?”

		

		They both watched the light do an intricate dance that no airplane could possibly do. Then the one light became two then became three that spread out until they formed a triangle. It was hard to get a sense of how big the object was or how close, so it was a complete surprise when the lights zoomed forward and hovered over them.

		

		“Oh, hell!” Monica exclaimed, putting her hand to her mouth.

		

		They both took a step back to run but a sharp beam of dull green light burst out from the middle of the triangle, freezing them in their tracks. Neil couldn’t move. He felt the ground disappear from beneath his feet and sensed himself rising up through the trees, Monica at his side. Then they were swallowed up by the—there was no other word for it—UFO.

		

		Then he was past the trees and swallowed by the ship. He sensed a soft throbbing, as a deep engine. Things surrounded him. They were little more than balls of light about the size of a baseball but with a rippling yellowish aura trailing them. They grew brighter and duller in quick patterns as they danced around Neil and Monica. It seemed like they were communicating somehow. Neil remained paralyzed but they were gentle with him, laying him on his back on a warm, slightly spongy surface that contoured to his body. The oddity was the silence.

		

		Neil felt his body being prodded gently and his head rocked to one side. Now he could see Monica in a similar position nearby. She, too, was surrounded by these strange balls of light and she stared over at him, her brown eyes wide with fear. There was a soft jolt through Neil’s body and then he lost consciousness.
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		The first thing Neil noticed when consciousness crept back in was birdsong and for a second he thought it was all a dream. But then he cracked opened his eyes and found himself lying on a strange bed in a strange room. The wall in front of him was semi-translucent and through the cloudy glass he could see a few trees outside. There was some sort of lumpy chair against one wall that looked like a cross between a recliner and a beanbag, as if whoever designed it wasn’t quite sure what they were making.

		

		Neil pushed himself into a sitting position and felt a weight swing down his chest while strands of something silky tickled down his back. He looked down at himself and was greeted with the sight of two bare tremendous breasts. They were gorgeously plump with the hint of a stretch mark here or there. The smooth skin gave way to the pink peak of areola atop each one.

		

		He gasped—a deliciously husky sound—and slapped his hands on the bed either side of himself for support. The motion made his breasts wobble slightly. Neil began hyperventilating. He reached up to grab his tits as if to ensure they were real. His fingers met his soft skin, the weight falling into his palm and he immediately dropped them. He leaned forward and saw gorgeous thick thighs the color of warm sand and solid calves. Spreading his legs he gasped at the emptiness between them, at the dark hair surrounding his pussy. He clapped his legs back together and jolted erect.

		

		A sound from behind caught his attention, someone moving on the bed. He jerked around, once again sending his tits bouncing. Long dark hair flew into his face and the faint scent of campfire hit his nose before he pushed the hair out of his eyes and gaped at the person he found next to him. It was himself. Or his body, anyway.

		

		His body was naked, the solid curve of his legs tucked at an angle that didn’t quite hide the unruly mass of pubic hair and the cock that sprung out from it. Neil’s former eyes fluttered open. They blinked twice, saw Neil gaping at him and then shot up into a sitting position with a strangled cry that began as a question but turned into a grunt of confusion.

		

		“Wh—urgh?!”

		

		Neil’s former mouth dropped open and then looked down at itself, shock registering across his face as he took in his body. He looked back up at Neil.

		

		“Who--? What--? Why are you me?” Neil’s former voice was oddly deep from his new ears.

		

		“I don’t know!” Neil cried. “Who are you?” Neil’s new voice had a delicious husky quality to it that he recognized despite hearing it from his own lips.

		

		They both stood and stared at each other across the bed, which was little more than a large circular mattress with no sheets. “I’m Monica,” she finally said.

		

		“Neil.” Neil nodded.

		

		Her mouth dropped open and then she gaped down at Neil’s hands—her hands—then the rest of her naked body. Her eyes widened as she found his cock dangling between her legs. It was an impressive length. A fact which Neil had so far not been able to share with anyone. Neil glanced down at his body and was once again faced with his pendulous tits. Monica’s tits, he corrected himself. He jerked his gaze back up to Monica while she took in her new appearance. He hoped she would have an idea what to do but she seemed just as astonished as him.

		

		It was unusual standing in Monica’s body. Weird and wonderful. He could feel the different way her weight shifted on her feet and the way his new center of gravity pulled his balance. He felt top heavy and plumper in some places, slimmer in others. He did his best not to look down at the breasts hanging from his chest again, though he was desperate to do so. He was in the body he’d been coveting for so long. A little thrill shot through him, quickly shut down by the strangeness of everything.

		

		A soothing male voice spoke up from Neil’s right. “Greetings, humans.”

		

		Neil looked over and saw one of those floating balls of light. It was just in front of a doorway and through the hazy glow of the strange being Neil could make out another room with more of that strange furniture.

		

		“What’s going on?” Monica asked in a shaky voice.

		

		“Please be calm. You have been chosen to take place in our experiments.” The light pulsed in time with the cadence of the voice.

		

		“Experiments?” Neil yipped. “What are you going to do to us?”

		

		“Are you going to kill us?” Monica asked.

		

		“Not at all. Forgive me if I have alarmed you. Your language is not my native tongue. I am pulling it from your own minds.”

		

		“You’re what?” Monica shrieked, taking a step back.

		

		“I appear to have mistranslated once again. I regret the error. Let me start again.” There was a short pause as the being seemed to be considering his words. “You are our welcome guests. We will provide for you and take care of you.”

		

		“You swapped our bodies,” Neil said.

		

		“Yes.”

		

		“Why?”

		

		“It has been so long since our kind have had physical forms and we are intrigued at whether the differences in physical interface can be overcome.”

		

		“I don’t even know what that means,” Monica said.

		

		“You will see.” He—the deep voice made Neil think of the light as a ‘he’—paused briefly. “Apologies. That sounded like a threat. I assure you it was not. We merely wish to watch humans close up in their natural habitat. Explore the world we have given you. I will return in time.”

		

		The ball of light disappeared through one of the semi-translucent walls. There were no sheets on the bed, no place to store clothes, nothing to wrap themselves up in. They were both utterly naked. In order to cover his embarrassment Neil looked around the room they were in. He reached out and touched one of the walls. It was soft, like a dense sponge, and his fingertips left little indentations that quickly disappeared when he removed his hand.

		

		Monica, too, was looking around, her hands balled into fists. She turned to him and they stared at each other, unsure of what to say or do. Neil scratched his nose, felt the warm gentle slope of Monica’s nose beneath his fingertips. His upper arm bobbed his breast and he quickly dropped his arm to his side. The silence stretched out uncomfortably until Neil broke it.

		

		“So…we’re each other.”

		

		“Yeah. Looks like.”

		

		“Okay. What do we do now?”

		

		“Well…” Monica began, glancing at his breasts and then away. “I guess we see where we are. Maybe we can find some clothes or something to cover us.”

		

		They both moved towards the door, stumbling in their new bodies. Neil’s hips seemed to have so much sway to them. Each step reinforced the fact that his proprioception was off. He brushed against the edge of the doorframe as he left, his brain still unsure of how Monica’s body was positioned in the world. His body bounced and jiggled in odd ways, particularly his tits. His thighs swished together lightly and, if he thought about it, he could feel how the lips of his new sex slid together at each step.

		

		The next room was like a living room someone had drawn from memory. The blobby furniture sat positioned around the perimeter. Things that could have been a small table and chairs took up a corner of the room. Oddly, there was a television mounted to one wall. Beyond the walls were the blurry shapes of trees and bushes. Monica and Neil wandered around the room, focusing on the objects in it so they wouldn’t focus on each other.

		

		Neil found the television remote and tried turning on the TV. To his surprise it worked. The program was a television show from the nineties about two FBI agents investigating unexplained phenomena.

		

		“Is this a joke or something?” Neil asked, switching it off.

		

		Monica shook her head. The way she was turned from him revealed the curve of his solid buttocks. He wondered if she was having just as much trouble adjusting to his bouncing manhood as he was to her jiggling breasts. Now that the shock had partly worn off, Neil was left with a strange sort of excitement at being in Monica’s body, at being able to look down and move the beautiful form he’d been lusting after for so long. Not that he was ever going to admit that.

		

		A door to one side led in to what looked like a bathroom with a shower, toilet and sink. It even had some objects that Neil guessed were supposed to be toiletries as well as a mirror above the sink. Neil paused and stared at his gorgeous reflection. Monica’s face stared back. There were her big brown eyes, her soft cheeks, the little upturned nose. Her full lips were half open, revealing a hint of white teeth. Her silky hair curled lightly behind her ears and then down her back. Monica’s face in the mirror looked as nervous as Neil felt. He closed his mouth and watched her do the same. His breast hung from his chest, enticing and wonderful. He glanced around to make sure Monica couldn’t see him and then he prodded one of his tits, watching it wobble back and forth. The sight made a little ache form in his core.

		

		A door on the other side of the living room led outside. At least, it looked like it was outside at first glance. There was a garden with some low shrubs and a few trees. The green grass stretched off about thirty feet each direction from the house before abruptly stopping at a dull pinkish wall. Light filtered down from above them and, looking up, there was a blue sky overhead. It felt for all the world like an ordinary afternoon on earth. But when Neil looked closer he saw a ring in the sky above the pinkish wall surrounding their perimeter, as if someone had set a corridor of glass around the outside. Vague shapes moved past, barely distinguishable through the mirage of sky.

		

		“It looks like an observation deck,” Monica said. She’d followed his gaze and held her hand up to her eyes to look. “Like we’re in a zoo.”

		

		They wandered around their garden. The shrubs were too low to offer much cover and even if they could climb the trees to collect the oddly shaped leaves there was nothing to tie them together. Their nudity seemed to be very much part of the alien plan.

		

		“If they’re trying to watch us in our natural habitat why haven’t they given us any clothes?” Monica asked, echoing Neil’s thoughts.

		

		“I don’t know. Maybe they’re just not very good at simulating our world. I mean, look at the furniture. And these trees don’t look like any I’ve ever seen.”

		

		Monica and Neil investigated the boundary of their pen. The pink wall was solid but, like the walls of their “house” yielded slightly to their touch before springing back into shape. They followed it around. The wall was a perfect circle. Seamless and with no purchase to be able to climb it. They were trapped in here.

		

		Neil sniffed. “Do you smell that?”

		

		Monica paused and sniffed. “No.”

		

		Neil’s sense of smell seemed much sharper than his old senses. The smell wafting through the air was one of warm herbs and spices and gently roasting meat that made his stomach growl. Returning back into their house they found that food had been set out on the small table. It looked and smelled like a real roast. Neil was salivating and tore off a hunk of bread sitting on the cutting board. Monica put a hand on his arm to stop him.

		

		“What if it’s poisoned?”

		

		“If they wanted us dead they could have done it by now. They want us alive.”

		

		He popped the bread into his mouth. It was still warm from the oven and utterly delicious. Monica joined him at the table. They were tentative at first, tasting each dish and marveling at how accurately earth-like the food was compared to everything else around them. Neil sat, his legs spread wide as if he were still a guy. He noticed that Monica first attempted to cross her legs and jerked back as if she’d just sat on herself before putting both feet down on the floor. At least with the table between them he couldn’t see his own penis. Though he couldn’t say the same for Monica and her breasts.

		

		As they ate, Neil saw through the hazy walls that the alien light balls had crowded closer. He motioned to Monica.

		

		“Look.”

		

		“What do you think they want?” She asked.

		

		“I don’t know.”

		

		When they finished eating they sat back in their seats and looked out at the balls of light surrounding them. Neil sensed curiosity rather than malice. As he sat there he felt himself growing a little warm. He shifted in his chair and was keenly aware of how his body moved. His eyes were drawn to his breasts. They looked more gorgeous than ever, the soft pink peaks rounding away. Staring at them made a funny sort of tension rise through him. Monica made a grumbling noise in her throat and shifted uncomfortably, looking down at herself.

		

		“Uh…”

		

		Neil followed her gaze and leaned forward to see past the edge of her table to fins what she was looking at. She was growing erect, her cock pulsing upwards. She stood and turned from him, leaning against one wall and hiding her eyes in the crook of her elbow. She dug the fingers of her other hand into the wall, as if fighting some sort of temptation.

		

		Neil stood, and the sway of his breasts did something magnificent to him, growing a welcome tension between his legs. With alarm he realized what this feeling was. He was horny. He looked at his old body, eyes tracing the taut buttocks, the solid muscles of the back, the muscular biceps. God, was he attracted to himself?

		

		“I’m gonna…” He trailed off as he hurried to the bedroom and shut the door behind him. At least the aliens had thought to allow them a little privacy.

		

		Finally alone he grabbed his tits and squeezed, sighing as his fingers found his soft flesh. God, he needed that. The urgency in his body seemed to have cranked up in just the few seconds it took him to walk into the room. He massaged his new breasts, fingers greedy for his own skin. His fingers slid over and under the wide expanse of each tit, squeezing them up into mounds against his chest before dropping them to let them bounce back down. He watched Monica’s fingers touch herself, the slender digits dimpling the soft skin as need blossomed inside him, like an itch his body desperately wanted to scratch. Christ, she was gorgeous. He was gorgeous. So soft but yielding to his touch and his body ached with each caress.

		

		Neil continued playing with his new tits, enjoying the pleasure they brought him. He fondled himself to warm arousal, spreading his fingers beneath each breast and hefting it up, letting his fingers slide across each tiny nipple as it sharpened with desire. His nipples grew so sensitive that pinching them lightly made him hiss with shar pleasure and caused the ache in his core to grow larger. He moaned as he touched himself. Hearing Monica’s voice quivering with lust made him even hornier.

		

		Neil lay back on the bed. His breasts fell down either side of his chest as he did so. He gathered one up in one hand while his other hand shot down between his legs. He could sense the wetness even before his fingers followed the scratchy trail of his pubic hair and found it. His pussy lips were already spreading, the silky vulva eager to accept his prodding fingers.

		

		Landing on his wet warmth made him hungrier for himself. A sharp cry escaped his lips as he stroked the line of his pussy up and down, spreading his dew across his entrance. He squeezed his tit tighter and threw his head back into the bed, eyes clenched shut as need wracked his body. He was dripping wet now and he slid two fingers into himself, shaking slightly as his canal clutched his digits. It felt so incredible to be filled and he fingered himself slowly, driving his fingers in as far as he could reach from his prone position. Oh god, he was touching Monica’s pussy, fingering her and feeling her own pleasure build inside him.

		

		The tension in his core grew wild, filling his entire body and driving him on. His fingers slid out of his silky folds and up to his budding clit. Just touching it sent electric pleasure through him and he bit his bottom lip as his butt began wiggling uncontrollably, the want needing to escape his body. He circled the little pleasure button, experimenting with different pressures, different speeds, different positions until he found the perfect spot.

		

		He moaned as his core lit with warmth. His pussy felt so good, inside and out. He fingered his cunt, squeezed his tits, enjoying Monica’s incredible body from within. The slick sounds of his own pussy hit his ears. He drove his fingers in deep and cried out as his vision filled with flashes of light and he came. His body shuddered as the orgasm burst through him, making him quiver and flex around the fingers inside him. The tension within him snapped and warm pleasure roared through him from head to toe. It was so rich, so filling, carrying him away and all he could do was stroke his delightful pussy as the fire roared through him.

		

		When the desire burned itself out he lay on the bed, chest rising and falling with each heavy breath. That had felt so wonderful but now he was a little embarrassed at what he’d done. Surely, Monica knew exactly what he was doing alone in her body. Had she heard him? Had she seen the outline of his body masturbating through the semi-transparent walls?
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		Lying on the bed, Neil was sorely tempted to stroke himself again. The desire hadn’t quite worn off, but embarrassment won out. He sat up, tapping his fingers together to feel the tacky juices of himself. The wonderfully acrid smell of his pussy hit his nose. Fuck, it was even better than he’d imagined. How the hell was he going to hide this from Monica, though?

		

		He stood and walked back and forth for a bit to let his body cool off. When he was as calm as could be he opened the door and strode out as if nothing had happened. Monica was in the shower. He could see the outlines of her body as she soaped herself down. Neil waited his turn and she came out a few moments later, still wet.

		

		“No towels,” she explained, refusing to meet his eye.

		

		“I guess you can air dry?”

		

		“I guess.”

		

		She went outside to stand in the artificial sun—not that the house wasn’t warm enough—while Neil took her place in the shower. It was like some artist’s impression of a shower. An artist who’d never seen on but drew one after listening to someone describe it. Little circular blobs by the side turned out to be bottles containing some honey-scented body wash. Neil soaped himself up and ran his fingers across his body. Monica’s form felt incredible as she grew slick and sudsy. Her warm curves were so pleasant to glide around and his fingers slipped across each taut buttocks and down each thigh. Neil realized he was working himself up again and quickly shut off the water before joining Monica outside to dry.

		

		There was a warm breeze that felt pleasant on his bare skin, even though the “sun” seemed to have shifted to more of a late afternoon. In a few minutes he was dry enough to be comfortable. Monica was kneeling on the grass. She’d plucked a few blades and was peering at them.

		

		“Looks real enough,” she said, then sniffed the blades of grass. “Smells real.”

		

		“How come they can get this right but not a house?” Neil joked, trying to cover his nervousness with humor.

		

		Monica snorted agreement and stood. Neil focused on her eyes to prevent his gaze from dropping down to the thick cock between her legs, though he could see it through his peripheral vision. Instead, he looked up at the observation deck. If he stared he thought he could see those balls of light floating around. What where they studying?

		

		Fortunately, Monica didn’t bring up Neil’s sudden disappearance. Instead, they spent the rest of the time exploring their new environment. As it approached dusk in their world, one of the balls of light floated through the wall of what Neil had come to think of the living room. Beyond the walls, other balls of light floated. Waiting.

		

		“Do not be alarmed. We are here to check your health.”

		

		“Do we have a choice?” Monica asked.

		

		The light paused in thought. “You may choose to be alarmed but I recommend—”

		

		“I meant about the checkup.”

		

		“No.”

		

		“Then why bother to ask?”

		

		“It is…polite?”

		

		Monica and Neil shared a glance. Neil couldn’t help a grin from spreading across his face. “It’s like they’ve almost dealt with humans before.”

		

		“What do we have to do?” Monica asked.

		

		“Nothing.”

		

		Several other balls of light pushed through the walls and surrounded them. The examination wasn’t painful. The balls would move around Neil’s body, various bits of him feeling warm or tingly. They swarmed Monica in the same way, pausing in front of her face as if they were peering into her eyes before doing the same to Neil. The examination lasted a few minutes and then all the balls of light but the first one withdrew back through the walls.

		

		“Thank you,” the light said, before it, too disappeared.

		

		By now it was night. The ceiling seemed to glow a dull yellow. At some point during the prodding more food had appeared on the table. A mix of various small dishes of vegetables and meats and rolls.

		

		“Looks like we’re doing tapas tonight,” Neil joked.

		

		“Beats fish over a campfire.”

		

		They lapsed into silence.

		

		“You think they’ve noticed we’ve gone?” Neil asked.

		

		“They must be scared out of their minds. Probably think we’re dead.”

		

		Neil lost his appetite and set down the food. He went to the living room and flicked on the television. It appeared to work as expected, though the shows were all dated. There was no news or weather. Nothing for Neil to get his bearings or to know how much time had lapsed since they’d been abducted.

		

		Eventually Neil and Monica grew tired. There was only the one bed so they both had to share it. They lay down, facing away from each other. It was warm enough that no covers were needed—or, in fact, supplied—but Neil thought he could feel Monica’s body heat from where he lay.

		

		He had to shift positions to find how to lie without squishing his breasts but eventually fell into a fitful sleep. When he awoke the next morning nothing had changed. He was still in Monica’s body and still in this alien prison. Neil hauled himself to his feet, Monica’s body jiggling and swaying beneath him.

		

		The ball of light appeared in front of them once again. “Good morning.”

		

		Monica grunted.

		

		“It appears you are in some distress.”

		

		“What did you expect?” Monica asked, standing and rounding on the light. “You kidnapped us. Switched our bodies. My family is probably frantic.”

		

		She reached out to grab the light but her hands passed right through it.

		

		“I can assure you that your family will not know you have gone. We will return you to the exact time you have left and in the correct bodies.”

		

		“How is that possible?” Monica asked.

		

		“I cannot explain it in a way you would understand. That is not meant to sound smug. Your tiny brains could not comprehend how we work.” It paused. “That is not meant to sound smug either. It is a simple fact that you do have tiny brains compared to us.”

		

		“Awesome, thanks,” Neil muttered.

		

		“You are welcome.”

		

		Neil couldn’t help but snicker. Monica did, too, and soon the two were laughing hysterically as all the pressure of the situation combined with their host’s lack of understanding broke over them. Monica’s giggling laughter fell uncontrollably from Neil’s lips. His body shook and he doubled over. After a few moments they got control of themselves. Neil got the sense that the ball of light was perplexed.

		

		Neil ran his hands through his hair to push it out of his eyes. “What are we supposed to do here?”

		

		“Just live.” The light disappeared back through the walls.

		

		Monica and Neil took turns in the bathroom. There were things that looked like toothbrushes and a thing that looked like a tube of toothpaste. There were also other things that looked like an alien approximation of makeup and deodorant and various clippers and brushes. It was like the aliens had raided some bathroom vanity and just shoved everything in.

		

		Neil stared at his new reflection as he brushed his teeth. The shape of his teeth, even the feel of how his tongue sat in his mouth was different. In the mirror, Monica’s tiny nose wrinkled up adorably as he made faces at himself. He stuck out his tongue, turned his head from side to side to look at his pretty features. She was every bit as gorgeous as she’d appeared when he was outside her.

		

		She was in the yard when he finished, gazing up at the sky.

		

		“The daylight looks so real. Even down to the sounds.” Monica said.

		

		“And the wind,” Neil added.

		

		They remained still for a minute, listening to the sound of the breeze gently making the leaves of the strange trees dance. Somewhere birds chirped. If not for the light pink wall surrounding them they could have been almost anywhere on earth.

		

		When they went back into the house more food had been laid out on the table. It was breakfast this time.

		

		Surveying the eggs, bacon, toast and fruit, Neil remarked, “Feels like we’re in a hotel.”

		

		“Yeah,” Monica laughed as she piled some eggs and bacon on to her plate. “Isn’t it romantic?”

		

		“Uh…”

		

		“Kidding,” she said, smiling and shaking her head.

		

		She ate everything on her plate but Neil’s new body filled up easier. He barely made a dent before he was full. Outside, the orbs of light had again gathered around, as if waiting for something to happen. There was a queasy feeling in Neil’s stomach, accompanied by the flush of warmth within him.

		

		Jesus, it was happening again.

		

		Monica must have felt it too because she scooted her chair back and stood. Her manhood was already half erect.

		

		“I think there may have been something in the food,” she said in alarm.

		

		“What do you mean?”

		

		“I mean…” Her cock rose to its full glory.

		

		Neil’s body was flush with warmth, his eyes drawn to her dick. So strange and big from this new perspective, yet still familiar. He’d had it all his life and had become very adept at making himself feel good with it. And now the warmth rushing through his body began concentrating in his core. He stood on shaky legs and hurried to the bedroom again. The door was closed. Locked.

		

		Neil turned to Monica, scared that he would be carried away by the desire building within him at any moment. He was so horny. His body demanded release. It was like every pore of his body demanded to be touched.

		

		“It’s locked,” he said, his voice husky with need.

		

		Her hand was already on her cock. She stroked once, staring at him, desire in her eyes. Then she pulled her hand away and ran to the front door. Locked. As was the bathroom. They were trapped in the little living room, nowhere to hide from each other, surrounded by alien watchers as their bodies grew hard and wet with attraction.

		

		They approached each other slowly, Neil just barely holding back the desire to fling himself at Monica. Whatever this drug was had made his desire grow tenfold. He could feel his pussy lips sliding together at each step.

		

		“Monica, I—” Neil began, and then she leaned down and kissed him.

		

		Her touch unleashed the torrent of desire in him. Her lips were warm against his, the stubble a welcome contrast to the smoothness of his own cheeks. Their hands were on each other, roaming up and down their naked bodies, exploring each curve and crevice by touch. They kissed hungrily, mouths clasped together, tongues dipping as they moaned into each other.

		

		Neil’s former cock rested up against his stomach, a hot firmness trapped between them. His tits were squeezed up against his former chest. They clung to each other, gripping tight. Neil’s soft new body fit so well against Monica’s hard one. She towered over him, making him feel tiny and delicate, but the desire in his lips and tongue and fingers gave away her desperate need. And the firmness trapped against his stomach left no doubt what she wanted.

		

		She pulled away and lowered her head to his tits. She grabbed one in a hand and brought it to her lips, her tongue snaking out to slide across his nipple. At the same time she reached around and grabbed a handful of his plump ass, holding him close. One of her legs was between his and he drove his groin up and down hers, leaving a trail of his juices across her leg. He was soaking wet and growing even wetter as she sucked his nipple, moving from breast to breast, her kiss firm and just rough enough to spark the deep ache in his core.

		

		He reached down to cup his own breast, hefting it and letting his fingers squeeze his own tiny nipple. He swept the silky hair out of his eyes and stared down at Monica’s body as she worshipped it with her tongue and teeth and fingers. The hard urgency of her erection poked him in the stomach. Christ, he wanted that inside him so badly.

		

		Monica pulled away suddenly, her eyes fierce with lust. She swept the food off the table with a clatter and hoisted Neil up onto it. He lay back and she spread his legs. He took his breasts into his hand and raised his head, staring down at Monica’s cock, trembling with fear and desire. Her dick was rock hard, the head already shiny with precum. She gripped the shaft and guided the head against Neil’s dripping opening. He felt it press against him, felt his lips gently part. A part of him wanted to stop right there, but his body needed this too much.

		

		Monica rolled her hips and sheathed herself inside him. Suddenly, Neil was delightfully full, his slick canal holding Monica’s entire length. She withdrew and slid in again, slowly, enjoying each inch as it pressed apart his canal. She held his legs apart and gazed down at the place where they connected.

		

		“Fuuuck,” she hissed, plunging in to the hilt.

		

		The pressure drove a cry from Neil’s lips. He’d never known desire like this before, never had this urgent need to be filled. As each welcome inch slid inside it made the heat in his core burn brighter. Monica sensed it and gripped his thighs tighter, moving faster as she gritted her teeth. The thump of her balls on his ass drove Neil wild with desire. The sight of her disappearing inside him was so hot, the feel of his shaft sliding inside him even hotter.

		

		She thumped into him, faster and harder, grunting now. Each beautiful thrust fueled the fire in Neil’s core.

		

		“Oh yes! Oh yes!” A woman was crying out and it took a second for Neil to realize that woman was him.

		

		He was a slave to his desire as Monica pummeled him, the pressure growing inside, along with his delirious voice and suddenly he burst. His body shook, toes flexing as he quivered around Monica’s girth. She gasped and then Neil felt her throb inside him. Before he could do anything she came inside him. Each spurt of her cock burned his body brighter with pleasure. It was all he could do to grip his tits and hang on as the orgasm rocked him, making him weak with need as bright sparks danced in front of his eyes. He could feel each hot pulse of seed as it throbbed into his pussy, filling him with glorious relief.

		

		“Oh, god,” Monica said when her cock finally stopped.

		

		She collapsed on top of him, her heat still inside him as she rested on his chest. He wrapped his arms around her, felt her hard form against his as he shook with aftershock.

		

		“Holy shit,” he whispered into her ear. “That was incredible.”
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		After a minute Monica rose and pulled out of him. The emptiness nearly made him sigh with disappointment. She helped him to his feet and his breasts swung down in front of him. They were sore from the way they’d been pinched and he began massaging them before he realized what he was doing. He quickly stopped on Monica’s look.

		

		“My boobs hurt,” he explained.

		

		A smile flickered across her lips. “Yeah, well, I always did like a little pain.” Her smile dropped away. “Oh, god, Neil, what did we just do?”

		

		The answer seemed obvious so Neil said nothing. Unfortunately, the alien orb had returned and he was oblivious.

		

		“You have had intercourse. We will study you now.”

		

		They were once again surrounded by the orbs. They flickered about Neil’s head and he found flashes of memory dancing through his mind as he replayed what he’d just done with Monica. Were the aliens reading his thoughts? He tried to shoo them away but they appeared to be incorporeal. His hands went right through them without any resistance. Not even any temperature change. They didn’t seem bothered at all by his attempts to touch them.

		

		When they were done, they disappeared through the walls.

		

		“They’ve definitely given us some sort of aphrodisiac.”

		

		“I couldn’t stop myself.” Neil didn’t add that he hadn’t wanted to stop himself.

		

		“Me, neither.”

		

		“It did feel…good,” Neil ventured, folding his arms beneath his breasts.

		

		“I mean, yeah, it did,” Monica agreed. Was she thinking the same thing? “Does having a dick always feel like that?”

		

		“Like what?”

		

		“Like…this urgency just…concentrated right here.” She pointed to her crotch. “And it wasn’t satisfied until I…until I was inside you.”

		

		“Like scratching an itch?”

		

		“Exactly. No wonder men think with their dicks so much. But we can’t do that again. Right?” Her eyes searched his.

		

		“Right. Agreed.” Though Neil was secretly disappointed. It had felt so wonderful he couldn’t imagine not doing it again. Seeing Monica spread out before him, feeling every inch of her body as she was filled had been mind-blowing.

		

		The doors had unlocked and they were once again free to move through the house and out into their enclosure. A shelf with a selection of books had appeared on one wall, and a croquet set was left out on the lawn. Clearly, the aliens didn’t want them to get bored. Neil would never had thought he’d ever get bored in Monica’s body but the sheer lack of activities did it. The aliens didn’t seem to want anything from them at the moment and they were left to their own devices, though still with the ever present viewing gallery hanging in the sky.

		

		Neil convinced Monica to play some croquet and they set it up. It helped to take their minds of their predicament. Neil even managed a joke that got Monica to crack a smile. When they came back inside the table was again set with delicious-smelling food.

		

		“We’re not eating,” Monica said to the air. “You’re not going to make us…do that again.”

		

		She grabbed a book off the shelf and took a seat on the lawn. Neil followed her lead. They ignored the food all through the afternoon, though the scent of it occasionally wafted through the enclosure, making Neil’s stomach growl. In the evening the old food had been replaced but both Neil and Monica continued to ignore it, moving past the living room and into the bedroom, where they shut the door.

		

		The orb of light appeared as they lay down. “You are not eating.” It said, matter-of-factly.

		

		“We know the food is spiked with an aphrodisiac. We don’t want to be a part of this experiment.”

		

		“The food has only made the sensations more intense. What you choose to do with those sensations is up to you. There is no mind control. It is all part of our experiment.”

		

		“That makes it sooo much better,” Neil said.

		

		“I am glad,” the orb replied without irony. “We will not manipulate the food any longer…”

		

		“Good.” Monica said.

		

		“…If you couple on your own,” the orb finished.

		

		Monica snorted. “Some deal.” She looked at Neil as if for confirmation.

		

		“Right. Yeah. No way.” He agreed reluctantly.

		

		“Nothing in here will matter to you.” The orb said. “We will return you to earth as if you had never been gone. Consider this freedom.”

		

		Monica ignored the alien and lay down, facing away from Neil. Neil shrugged at the orb and then lay down on the bed as well. The orb disappeared without a word and Neil eventually fell asleep.

		

		They made it through an entire day without food, though it smelled divine and looked absolutely delicious spread out on the table. They ignored the rumblings of their stomachs and tried to busy themselves with whatever activities they could find. They talked for a long time, sharing stories about their childhood. They lay on their backs on the grass, Neil with one leg crossed in the air as he ripped a blade of grass to shreds. Monica gazed up at the sky and told him stories about herself he’d never heard before.

		

		“…so I hid there until the police stopped looking for me,” she ended with a laugh.

		

		“Holy shit, you were a wild child.”

		

		She nudged him with her arm. “Not that bad. Just trespassing.”

		

		There was a pause before Monica broached the question. “What’s the worst part of this whole thing? Being abducted by aliens and forced to live in some sort of zoo? Or being in my body?”

		

		“Well…” Neil said carefully. “Being abducted by aliens is pretty bad. But I can think of worse people to swap bodies with.”

		

		She rolled over, leaning her cheek on one arm to look at him. “Is that right? Worse people than your friend’s mom?”

		

		“I could be one of my less hot friend’s moms,” Neil grinned.

		

		She snorted softly. A smile flickered across her lips, disappearing as rapidly as it appeared. “Being a woman in her late thirties doesn’t bother you?”

		

		“I mean, yeah, it bothers me. But it’s only temporary right? They’ll put everything back like it was when they’re done with us.”

		

		“So they say.”

		

		“Does being me bother you?”

		

		“It’s weird, I’ll admit, being someone I’ve known all my life. And a guy at that. But, yeah, there are worse guys I could be.”

		

		Neil rolled over to face her, his breasts tumbling down his chest as he did so. “Maybe this whole thing isn’t so bad.”

		

		“I didn’t say that.”

		

		“Ok. Well. Does this bother you?” His hands flashed out and he grabbed her cock to squeeze it once. “Honk.”

		

		“Stop!” She laughed, batting him away playfully.

		

		“It’s my dick,” Neil retorted through a smile. “I think I know how it likes to be treated. It likes when women honk it.”

		

		He reached out to grab her again but she grabbed his forearm. Her grip was solid on his, reinforcing the new strength she now possessed. “I don’t think it does,” she grinned.

		

		He tried to reach her with his other arm but she grabbed that, too, and pinned them both to the ground. Laughing, they wrestled each other, bare skin brushing together. Neil was no match for Monica in his young male body and soon she was straddling his chest and had both arms pinned above his head on the grass. They both laughed and in all the excitement it took a few minutes for Neil to realize that she was rock hard.

		

		Her cock curved out above his tits, inches from his lips. She looked down at him, still laughing. His laughter faded away. The solid feel of her on top of him was comforting. Her bulk was a welcome weight. Everywhere their skin touched radiated with warmth.

		

		Neil raised his head. By sticking out his tongue he could just lick the tip of his own dick. He grinned up at Monica. She looked down at him, unmoving. He took that as a sign and licked the tip again. This time she shuffled forward so his tongue could reach the whole length of her bulbous head. It was warm and deliciously salty. He kissed the tip and lay back.

		

		He wiggled his arms to free them. Monica took that as a sign and rolled them both over until she was on her back and Neil was now on top. His breasts swung down towards her.

		

		Neil crawled down a little between her legs until his mouth was lined up with her cock. He stuck out his tongue and licked slowly from the base, up, up to the tip. He did it again, harder this time, following the underside of the veiny shaft with his tongue, dragging his saliva across his former member.

		

		“Did you eat anything?” Monica whispered.

		

		Neil smiled at her. “Not yet.”

		

		He opened his mouth and swallowed her cockhead. It was warm on his tongue and he slid his lips down her engorged shaft. He had to open his mouth wide as she entered him, her girth flattening his tongue and pressing against the roof of his mouth. He swallowed as much as he could but he was nowhere near taking her all in. Instead he bobbed his lips up and down on her dick and used one hand to spread his saliva all the way down her length.

		

		It felt so powerful to hold her in his mouth, to hear her moan above him, to feel her writhe under the gentle ministrations of his tongue and fingers. His new breasts bobbed over her legs as he swallowed her, occasionally popping his lips off to kiss up and down the length of her swollen shaft, luxuriating in the spicy scent of her. This body was made to worship cock and his pussy grew wet. As he sucked Monica’s dick a drop of his juice slowly dripped down one thigh. He kept her in his mouth for as long as he could, until his body was aching for more. She tasted wonderful, musky and spicy and…masculine. What this body craved.

		

		He released her with a wet pop and then climbed up her body to straddle her. She gripped his hips and he reached for her, guiding him inside his wet hole. God, she was so thick, her solid member filling him as he slowly dropped down on her dick, letting gravity do his work and fill him. Her size made it nearly painful. She was so big but his canal gaped to take her in and soon he was sitting completely on her, the head of her cock resting deep inside as she stretched him apart.

		

		He rode her slowly, grinding his hips to ease her manhood in and out of his tight pussy. She gripped his hips and lifted her waist, driving deeper up into him. He moaned, a throaty sound of lust, and grabbed his own jiggling breasts. He held them, caressed them, brought them up to his own lips and sucked on himself as he steadily rode his own thick cock.

		

		Monica stared up at him. He could feel her rigid desire deep inside him and she thrust up faster, her cock slipping against his cervix and driving gasping cries from his lips. He sped up with her, following the rhythm of his body until he was riding her hard, rolling his hips back and forth across her, driving himself down as she drove up. She came with a sudden gasp, gripping his hips and yanking him down onto her, impaling him with his own dick. Each spurt seared his insides with delight.

		

		The orgasm roared through him and he cried out, throwing his head back and uttering deep, guttural sounds as his body lit with utter pleasure. He couldn’t think. He was a beast of desire, rolling in utter bliss, his body on fire with energy as his hands worked his bobbing breasts and the cock inside him filled him so wonderfully. The orgasm lasted a blessed eternity, only slowly releasing him.

		

		Neil’s body still boiled as Monica clutched him, staring up at him with utter lust. He dropped on top of her and nuzzled into her neck. She wrapped her arms around him and kissed his cheek as their bodies cooled together. At some point during their lovemaking the orbs of light had appeared, but now they slowly backed away.
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		From then on neither Neil nor Monica needed the food to get in the mood. They gave in to their desire wherever it found them. Neil luxuriated in the sheer hedonism of being taken suddenly over a chair, his dangling breasts bouncing as Monica thumped into him. Monica didn’t mind when she was awoken with a morning blowjob. They lived like this for a few weeks, expecting that the orbs would take care of them, which was probably folly.

		

		One morning Neil looked at himself in the mirror. Something was off. He turned to the side. His stomach was definitely bigger. Shit, if he’d made Monica fat from all the food she was going to kill him when she got back to her body. She was as lean as ever in his form, even more muscular once she’d started doing exercises to pass the time. His body was being sculpted into a lean, muscular machine while hers was filling out, becoming plump. A strange soreness was in his chest most days and then one day he woke up extremely sick and rushed to the toilet to vomit.

		

		As he hung his head over the bowl he had a horrible premonition. When he came out of the bathroom Monica looked up at him from her seat on the couch-like thing.

		

		“Are you okay?”

		

		“Yeah, fine. Just not feeling great.”

		

		She did a double take and then jumped to her feet. “Turn sideways.”

		

		He did as he was told. She gasped and then put a hand on his belly. It was a little distended and he hoped she wasn’t going to yell at him for getting her fat. It was much worse than that.

		

		“You’re pregnant,” she said.

		

		“What? No! What?”

		

		Neil looked down at himself. There was no denying there was a bump. But a baby bump? Surely not. But as the days passed his stomach grew heavier. He took on more of a waddle and soon there was no denying it. One morning he woke up to feel something moving inside him. A foot or a hand pressed against his belly from the inside and he gasped.

		

		“What is it?” Monica asked, rolling over.

		

		“It…it moved.”

		

		“Where?”

		

		He took her hand and put it on his belly. The kick happened again and Monica laughed. “Oh my god. It’s weird, right?”

		

		“So weird.”

		

		The prospect of giving birth terrified him. The aliens were no help.

		

		“This is all as it should be,” the orb said when it next appeared.

		

		“But I don’t want to be pregnant!”

		

		“You will no longer be pregnant in approximately three months.”

		

		“You said we’d return to our own bodies with no changes!” He squeezed Monica’s hand. She comforted him as he railed at the aliens. Tears spilled from his eyes. His hormones were out of control and his emotions were all over the place. One minute he’d be giddily feeling the new life moving within him and the next he would be railing at his fate and the fact that he would soon have to push this thing out of him.

		

		“And you will,” the orb assured him. “When we are done.”

		

		Monica comforted him, holding him close and talking through all the changes in his body and what to expect when he gave birth. They practiced breathing and staying calm. They grew closer and closer, more like husband and wife than ever.

		

		Neil’s breasts engorged with milk and grew ever more sensitive. His body grew thicker. And, Christ, he was so horny all the time. The hormones were driving him crazy and he begged Monica to fill him whenever she could. When she was too tired he would have to do it himself, slipping his fingers into a pussy he could no longer see thanks to his tummy until he cried out in delirious pleasure. His body jiggled with the orgasm. It was so much better when Monica was in the mood and she could bend him over the bed, the slap of her groin on his ass, the warm throbbing of her girth inside him, was just what he desired.

		

		At last the day came. Neil felt the contractions that morning and they came quicker as the day progressed. Monica prepared the room. The aliens adjusted it to suit all of Monica’s demands, providing a tub and towels while monitoring both Neil and the coming baby. The only good thing about being pregnant in an alien zoo was that none of the instruments were invasive. They all seemed to work on waves of energy that Neil couldn’t even begin to comprehend. The aliens assured him the baby was healthy and all was well. And then came the time that Neil couldn’t even be angry at them anymore. All he could do was push.

		

		He was on his back in the tub, his legs spread as Monica watched him stretch. Neil dripped sweat, the pain spiking through him in the most incredible waves. All he could do was go with it, live with the pain and breathe through it as his body gave birth. And then Monica was telling him he was crowning. He pushed when his body demanded it, gripping the tub, spreading his legs and crying, bearing down until the baby popped out into her arms.

		

		The baby’s cries vibrated within Neil and he had to hold it. He cradled the baby, staring down at the beautiful little thing in his arms. The pregnancy hormones flooded his mind with an overwhelming feeling of ownership. He was a mother. This was his baby. Neil cried and Monica patted his back, stroking the baby’s cheek as the aliens crowded around.

		

		Once Neil had recovered and was lying in bed with the bed cradled in his arms, the orb of light reappeared in his room.

		

		“Our experiment has concluded. The link between mind and body is malleable. This gives up hope that someday we may choose to select our own forms and experience such life as you have. Now we will return you to earth.”

		

		“What about him?” Neil asked, cradling the baby in his arms. He never knew he could feel so much love for another human. It filled his heart, leaving little room for anything else.

		

		“He will come with us and live among the stars.”

		

		“No,” Neil said, jerking the baby away as if he could stop anything. His motion woke the infant up and he began mewling.

		

		“We will treat him well and to you this will all seem like a dream. Thank you for your cooperation.”

		

		Light rushed out from the orb, filling the room. Neil clutched his eyes and held his baby tight.

		

		The next thing he knew he was being placed gently on a marshy ground. He could hear the sound of trees being whipped by the wind. The lights in the sky disappeared. The wind died. It was only Neil and Monica, back in their own bodies, on the shores of the lake. It was night. The moon still rose over the lake in the same position as it had been all those months ago when they were first taken.

		

		Neil looked down at himself, half-disappointed to find his old body. His clothes intact. He looked up at Monica who was staring down at herself in just as much shock as he was.

		

		“Did—did that all happen?” Neil asked.

		

		Already it was starting to feel like a dream. Even the intense love for his own baby felt surreal and distant.

		

		“It must have,” Monica said, staring at him in wonder.

		

		“Do we tell the others?”

		

		Monica shook her head. “No. They’d never believe us. No time has passed on earth. They would just think it was some wild story.”

		

		“How do we know it’s not?” Neil asked.

		

		“Because we were there. It was real. What happened was real. Our feelings were real. Our life in that world was real.”

		

		“But there’s no proof! We didn’t bring back anything that could prove it all happened. Maybe we’re just going crazy.”

		

		“Neil, calm down,” she took his arms and looked deep into his eyes. “It was all real.”

		

		“We went through all that and what’s left?”

		

		“This.”

		

		She kissed him then, her warm lips on his. He felt his manhood rise in his pants as she pressed her body closer. He reached out and grabbed her body, stroking her, pulling her closer, one hand sliding down to grab the plump ass he’d become so familiar with. Now they knew exactly how to treat each other’s bodies and they made love one last time on the shore of the lake, Monica biting her lip to stiffly her lusty cries as Neil pumped into her, their heat joining together until he spilled his seed deep inside her wet pussy. A wet pussy he both desired and missed.

		

		When they were done they stood and returned to camp, never to talk about that night again. But their new feelings for each other led them back to each other’s arms again and again. They were the only two people on earth who knew what they’d experienced, and they used that knowledge to give each other as much pleasure as they could.

		

		# # #

		

		

		

		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
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		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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			Just a Little Crush
		

		

		A young man and a young woman swap bodies and find themselves falling in love while on their long journey to swap back.

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			Hospital Shift
		

		A woman confined to a hospital bed gains the power to possess people and uses it to live out her sexy fantasies inside the nurses around her.
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			Swap Resort
		

		A boyfriend and girlfriend find themselves transformed into the opposite sex after checking in to Swap Resort.

		

		
			And many more!
		

		

	OEBPS/Images/image-4XFBD591.jpg
\

\

A MILF BODY SWAP

STORY





OEBPS/Images/image-DX8Q8FS6.jpg
G

JUST ALITTLE






OEBPS/Images/image-7ZG95MS1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/image-YOJRBZO0.jpg





OEBPS/OEBPS/cover.jpg
\

\

A MILF BODY SWAP

STORY





