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		Do-Over

		 

		Eugene raised the spoon holding the mushed-up glop to his mouth with trembling fingers. A fleck slipped off the spoon and landed onto the table with a wet splat. The remaining mess made it into his mouth where he gummed it slowly. It had the taste of wet carpet but supposedly contained all the important nutrients he needed.

		 

		At 100 years old, Eugene wasn’t sure that he needed many nutrients. But the day nurse, Avery, promised that if he ate it all she’d give him a glass of his favorite prune juice. Being old really was like being a baby again in many ways.

		 

		He finally finished the glop and dropped the spoon back into the bowl with a clatter. He picked up the napkin and wiped his papery lips as Avery swooped over to the table.

		 

		“Very good, Eugene,” she cooed.

		 

		She plucked the bowl from the table and emptied it into the sink before turning and opening the refrigerator. Her back to Eugene, she bent over and rummaged through for his juice. Eugene stared blankly on. There was a time when he would have wanted nothing more than to grab those ample butt cheeks and squeeze. Hell, in his prime he would have smooth-talked his way into her bed within the first five minutes of meeting her. But now even the thought of her legs wrapped around him, her face contorted in pleasure didn’t cause so much as a stir in his pants. These days he was more concerned with getting up than getting off. Sometimes he missed the wanting.

		 

		Nurse Avery poured him some juice in a plastic cup and set it in front of him. He drank it himself, glad that he could still do that at least. It was unfortunate that he’d misplaced his dentures and so was at Avery’s mercy for dinner. No doubt they’d be found sitting near the bedside table or out on the porch. She’d gently chastise him for leaving them there but he’d have no memory of doing it.

		 

		As she cleaned up the kitchen, Eugene pushed his chair back and got to his feet. Avery rushed over to help him but he shooed her away.

		 

		“I can still walk,” he mumbled. God, he even sounded like a cranky old man.

		 

		He leaned on his walker and hobbled through the house to the living room, where he collapsed in the yellow armchair in front of the television. The television was still on, muted but turned to some godawful daytime talk show. Television was always awful during the afternoon. One of his sons had given him a digital doodad for his birthday that could let him watch movies over the internet but Eugene couldn’t figure out the controls. So instead he unmuted the television and watched whatever dreck happened to be on.

		 

		What happened to the good old days where you could have an entire sitcom based around a talking horse? That was clean, wholesome fun for the whole family. Onscreen today was some heavily made-up woman interviewing some scantily-clad young teen. Back in Eugene’s day it would have been two men in suits discussing something deadly serious like war or sports, not whatever brand of makeup the two women were trying to hock.

		 

		Eugene scratched his wrinkled chin and folded his liver-spotted hands across his stomach. He sat back and let the meaningless babble wash over him. The sunlight fell through the window and onto his lap, making him drowsily warm. The day was peaceful, the soothing sounds of chirping birds broken only occasionally by the whoosh of traffic.

		 

		This was what his life had come to. His children barely visited. His wife was long gone. His friends had passed away or been hospitalized. Eugene supposed he should have been grateful to be in his own house instead of a nursing home, though he knew his sons were worried about him. Why else would they have gotten the nurse to come over and help out for a few hours each day? Eugene was sure he was perfectly capable of taking care of himself, though it was nice having someone else rattling about in the house with him.

		 

		Someone shook him gently and he opened his eyes, unaware of having fallen asleep. Avery was kneeling next to him. He wiped a spot of drool from his mouth, embarrassed at his appearance. Even at 100 he still wanted to impress people.

		 

		“I’m going to head out now, Eugene. Are you going to be okay?”

		 

		“Yeah, yeah. I’ll be fine. Thanks,” he croaked.

		 

		She smiled and patted his arm soothingly. “There’s some soup in the fridge. I’ve left instructions on how to heat it up on the counter. I’ll see you tomorrow, okay?”

		 

		“Sure, sure,” Eugene nodded.

		 

		When Avery left Eugene heaved himself out of the armchair and stood on unsteady legs. He hobbled to the front door using his walker. It was his usual routine: lunch, nap in front of the television, sit outside on the porch. He felt it was important to have routines. It gave him a sense of purpose.

		 

		Eugene settled into the wooden rocking chair out on the porch. It creaked gently as it took his weight. He leaned back and gazed out at the street. It was late afternoon and the sun was beginning to drop in the sky. The porch was still shrouded from the worst of the sun by the steel roof but soon the sun would be low enough in the sky to peek underneath and land on him.

		 

		He was rocking on his chair when a beaten up red sedan pulled up in front of the neighbor’s house. The neighbor’s eighteen-year-old daughter, Victoria, hopped out. The driver—presumably her boyfriend—said something that made her laugh and she turned around and leaned in through the window to give him a kiss.

		 

		Victoria stood and waved at the car as it drove away. Then she turned and pushed her silky coffee-brown hair out of her eyes. She saw Eugene and waved to him.

		 

		“Hola, Eugene,” she chirped as she strolled up the walkway to her house.

		 

		“Hi, Victoria,” Eugene called out with his weak voice.

		 

		She sashayed up the path and Eugene did his best not to stare. Victoria had beautiful caramel skin. Her face was cute, with a soft nose and dark, mysterious eyes. The hint of an impish smile floated on her lips. She wore tight jeans that seemed painted on to her wonderfully curvy hips and shapely legs. But most noticeable of all were her truly enormous breasts. Her red V-neck tee shirt strained to contain them and they bounced slightly with each step. Eugene could almost maybe sort of feel that old wanting.

		 

		If Eugene had only been 80 years younger…

		 

		And then she was past him and into her house. Eugene remained on the porch as the sun set and clouds started to fill the sky. He could smell rain approaching. Far off in the distance a low cloud lit up with a shock of lightning. Seconds later the low rumble of thunder reached Eugene’s ears.

		 

		He heaved himself out of his rocker and slowly made his way back into the house. Eugene tottered around making sure all the windows were closed as the thunder from the storm grew louder. The next boom rattled the windows and rain pelted down outside.

		 

		Eugene hunkered in his armchair and turned up the volume on the television to try to drown out the noise. The other of his sons had gifted him a headset that was supposed to connect to the television to help Eugene—whose hearing wasn’t great on the best of days—but Eugene had forgotten how to work it. He settled for cranking up the volume.

		 

		


		 

		2

		 

		There was a commercial playing when someone knocked on his door. He’d been so engrossed in the news—Murder! War! Taxes! —that he hadn’t even noticed the lull in the storm.

		 

		Eugene pushed himself out of his chair and made his way to the front door. Victoria was standing out on the porch. She wore a deep burgundy rain jacket with hood. There was a Tupperware container in one hand. She offered it to him and as he took it she carefully pushed aside the wet bangs off her forehead with a bright pink fingernail. Her forehead was glistening with rain.

		 

		“My mom made you some tamales,” Victoria said.

		 

		The plastic was warm in his hand and he could almost smell the delicious peppery meat. He would have trouble eating it but maybe he could gum it to at least enjoy the taste. Victoria’s mom, Andrea, had always been good to him like this, providing him with a steady supply of delicious dinners.

		 

		“Tell your mom I said gracias.”

		 

		“I will.” She turned to go just as another downpour began.

		 

		She paused at the top of the steps, uncertain.

		 

		“Stay undercover for a little bit until this gust blows over,” Eugene offered.

		 

		“Yeah, I think I will.” She put her hands on her hips and looked out at the storm while she chewed on her lower lip.

		 

		“Do you want to wait inside?”

		 

		“What?” She turned to him.

		 

		His voice had been lost in the sound of the rain bouncing off the steel roof. He moved closer and took a deep breath to repeat it louder when there was a sudden brilliant burst of light directly behind Victoria that blinded Eugene as lighting struck his porch.

		 

		Eugene was thrown off balance and found himself on all fours on the wooden floor of his porch, his head down facing the floor as a bone-rattling clap of thunder filled the air. Plastic crinkled as he shifted and something wet trickled down his forehead. His first thought was that he’d hit his head and was bleeding, but as he blinked his vision back into focus there were no drops of blood on the porch beneath him.

		 

		He was holding himself up on two hands. Only they weren’t his hands. These hands were feminine and delicate, the nails long and gently curved and colored a bright pink. His arms were covered by the crinkly material of a burgundy rain jacket. There was an immense weight pulling down from his chest, and something damp plastered to his forehead.

		 

		Eugene pushed himself into a kneeling position, noticing as he did so how the weight shifted on his chest. He was on the opposite side of the porch now, near the steps and away from the house. Still woozy, his first thought was that the lightning strike had knocked him clean across the porch. But he looked towards the front door and froze.

		 

		There was an old man lying on the floor. The few strands of silvery hair not much more than wisps across his bald head. His face was heavily lined and he looked shrunken and frail. It took a second for Eugene to realize that the old man was him. Or his body, at least.

		 

		Eugene gasped and looked down at himself. His view was blocked by a rain coat that bulged out heavily from his chest and obscured his body. He brought his hands up to his chest briefly, felt the weight of hidden breasts and dropped them just as suddenly. His hands flew to his face, feeling everything: the smooth feminine cheeks, the finely crafted nose, the elegant chin.

		 

		“What in the world?” And even his voice was feminine. Though it was slightly different hearing it through Victoria’s head, he had no doubt it was her voice.

		 

		His former body groaned and struggled weakly. Eugene crawled over to it. His old head was resting on one arm and he didn’t appear to be bleeding. Eugene gently nudged him, ignoring for the moment the strange sensations of piloting someone else’s body.

		 

		“Hey. Hey. Are you okay? Can you hear me?”

		 

		Groggily, his body opened one eye and peered up at him. It squinted, confused.

		 

		“Who--?” He asked, before being interrupted by a barking cough that made his whole body shake.

		 

		“Come on, let’s get you inside,” Eugene said.

		 

		He carefully helped lift his former body to its feet. His former body clung weakly to his rain jacket as he stood. Eugene placed a hand on his old body’s back and guided him inside.

		 

		“What’s happening?” His former body muttered. “Why can’t I see anything? What’s wrong with me? Why do I feel so weak?”

		 

		“Shhh, shhh, come on,” Eugene led her down the hallway.

		 

		Both of them were off balance, wobbling this way and that. Eugene couldn’t get the hang of Victoria’s body with her wider hips and generous breasts, her shorter stature and her lower center of gravity.

		 

		Suddenly Victoria stopped and peered closely at him. “You’re—”

		 

		She recoiled suddenly and Eugene jumped forward to grab her before she could fall. His breasts bounced beneath his rain jacket.

		 

		“You’re me. You’re in my body. I—” She looked down at herself, staring in terror at her wrinkled, spotted hands and her old man clothes. “What happened?”

		 

		God, did he really sound that frail and wheezy?

		 

		“I don’t know. Somehow that lightning must have made us swap bodies.”

		 

		He eased her into his armchair and stood. He swiped the wet bangs out of his eyes, nearly scratching himself with his nail as he did so.

		 

		“What do you mean? I don’t understand.” She squinted around, completely lost.

		 

		He knelt in front of her. And, god, didn’t it feel incredible to be able to kneel without his knees cracking? And without worrying he would topple and bust his head? He opened his mouth to speak when she gasped.

		 

		“Dios mío. You’re me!”

		 

		“That’s what I’ve been telling you.”

		 

		“What happened?”

		 

		Eugene wasn’t sure whether the conversation was going in circles due to her shock or due to her new body’s advanced age and declining mental faculties.

		 

		“It’s okay, it’s okay,” he whispered. “We’ll figure this out.”

		 

		“I’m so old,” she moaned. A single tear dropped from one eye. “Please help me,” she whispered in a shaky voice.

		 

		Eugene stood and began pacing, wringing his hands together in thought. His hands. His smooth, slender hands. No. There was no time to explore this body. He had to give it back to Victoria. But how? It was only a freak accident that had swapped them to begin with.

		 

		Someone knocked on the door and Eugene whipped his head around. Who was it now? He glanced down at Victoria but she didn’t seem to have heard. She was staring down at her wrinkled hands and clenching her fists. Eugene moved to the door and opened it to find Andrea on the front porch.

		 

		“There you are, pepita. I was getting worried with the storm.”

		 

		Andrea was an older version of her daughter. Wider hips and a thicker body but with an equally impressive chest and beautiful face. Though Andrea still had a Mexican accent whereas Victoria had grown up here and did not.

		 

		“Uh,” Eugene hesitated and glanced back down the hallway.

		 

		“Is everything okay?” Andrea asked, a note of worry in her voice.

		 

		Before Eugene could answer, Victoria shuffled into view. “Mamá?” She croaked. “Mamá! You have to help me mamá!”

		 

		Andrea shot a worried look at Eugene. “Oh dear.”

		 

		She hurried down the hall past Eugene and towards Victoria. Victoria clung to her with frail hands and began crying.

		 

		“It’s okay, Eugene,” Andrea said, patting Eugene’s former body on the shoulder.

		 

		“I’m not Eugene. I’m not. I’m your daughter.”

		 

		“Victoria.” The word was sharp and urgent and directed at Eugene. “Call an ambulance. Rapidó.” Then she turned back to Eugene. “Shh, shh, it’s okay. Here, sit down.”

		 

		She led Victoria back into the living room while Eugene froze, unsure what to do.

		 

		“Victoria!” Andrea called out from the living room, breaking his trance.

		 

		Ambulance. Right. He could do that. Where was his phone? He hurried down the hallway into the living room. The landline was on a table by the door and he picked it up and dialed the emergency number. Andrea glanced up briefly at him, her brow furrowed in slight confusion, and then bent back down to try to soothe Victoria, who was clinging to her and nearly bawling.

		 

		“Hi,” Eugene said when the emergency operator picked up. “I have an…old man here. He’s confused. Something has happened to him.”

		 

		“Is he hurt?” The operator asked.

		 

		“He may be,” Eugene said, twisting the cord nervously around his finger.

		 

		He gave them the address and waited with Andrea for the ambulance. It arrived about twenty minutes later. By then Victoria was just sniffling and Eugene had recounted to Andrea as much of what happened as he knew. Minus the body swapping part because that sounded unbelievable. When the ambulance crew rushed in Andrea explained the situation.

		 

		“He may have hit his head,” she explained, as the crew bustled around Victoria, taking her vital signs and checking her reflexes. “He was definitely confused. He kept calling me mom.”

		 

		“We better take him into the hospital and keep him overnight for observation.”

		 

		“No. I don’t want to go. I want to be myself again.” Victoria cried.

		 

		“Does he have any family around here?” One of the ambulance crew asked as the other tried to distract her by asking questions about her health.

		 

		“I don’t know,” Andrea said.

		 

		“H-his son,” Eugene spoke up.

		 

		“Do you have his contact info?”

		 

		“It’s in my—his little book.”

		 

		Eugene opened the tiny drawer beneath the phone and pulled out his black book of phone numbers. He flipped to his son’s number and read it off for the ambulance crew. They thanked him and helped Victoria up onto a stretcher. After they buckled her in she reached out once again for Eugene.

		 

		“No. I’m not Eugene. Why won’t you believe me?”

		 

		The ambulance crew rolled her into the ambulance and drove off, soothing her feeble protests with gentle, encouraging noises. When they were gone, Andrea hugged Victoria.

		 

		“Oh, dios mio, eso fue espantoso,” she whispered, patting Eugene’s back.

		 

		Eugene had no idea what she’d said. He spoke barely two words of Spanish. All he could do was hug her back and pretend to be Victoria until whatever happened sorted itself out. Unless it didn’t.

		 

		“Yeah,” he said, noncommittally.

		 

		Andrea rubbed his back comfortingly and gave him a sad smile. She picked up the plastic Tupperware of tamales that had been dropped on the porch. The rain had eased up and Eugene followed Victoria back up his path and around to Victoria’s house.

		 

		Eugene’s hips and legs didn’t seem to be coordinated. He couldn’t quite get the hang of this body. It jiggled in strange ways. Some parts were too big while others were too small. And he kept knocking his breasts whenever he moved his arms, sending them jiggling.

		 

		When he walked in through the front door of Victoria’s he tried to act as though he saw the place every day. As they went through the entrance and down the hallway Eugene subtly peaked into the rooms on either side to try to get the layout of the house: some sort of study, a toilet and sink, stairs to the upper floor. The short hallway led to a double height open plan room that served as a living room, dining room and kitchen. Sliding glass doors led out to a back porch. The house was warm and smelled of the corn tamales that Andrea had made for dinner.

		 

		There was a man lounging in the living room who was presumably Victoria’s dad. Eugene had never met him but had seen him a few times coming and going. He had the same caramel complexion as Victoria and a similar face shape. He and Andrea spoke in rapid Spanish. From Andrea’s gestures and his reactions, Eugene assumed she was telling him what had just happened next door.

		 

		As they spoke, Eugene unzipped his dripping rain jacket and slipped it off. Beneath, he found he was wearing a red V-neck shirt. It squeezed against his enormous breasts before hugging his slim body.

		 

		He’d passed a coat rack on the way in and returned to hang up his jacket. When he came back to the room, Andrea and the man had finished talking. The man gave Eugene a worried look and said something in Spanish. Eugene just hung his head and nodded noncommittally.

		 

		What the hell was he doing here? He should have told everyone the truth back when the ambulance crew was around. Surely if two people agreed they’d swapped bodies someone would take them seriously. But then what if they just took him away, too, thinking he was going crazy? He couldn’t prove who he was to these strangers. No. Better just to pretend.

		 

		The man surprised him with a hug and then Eugene followed them to the kitchen table. The scent of tamales was heavenly and made his stomach growl. He took a seat and dug in. The first bite was unbelievable. Rich and meaty and spicy. And he had teeth he could chew it with! He took a little thrill in being able to bite off big forkfuls and chew them.

		 

		He was voracious and only stopped after the third tamale when he felt bloated and full. He’d almost forgotten how wonderful it felt to be young. This little body was so energetic. So filled with potential.

		 

		Victoria’s mom and dad watched him as he ate. They conversed a little. Mostly in Spanish but with some English words thrown in. For the most part they let Eugene eat in silence. Maybe they felt sorry for him. Maybe they worried about him after having just watched someone—they thought—have a breakdown. Still, Eugene was thankful they didn’t know the truth, even though he half suspected they would accuse him of being an impostor at any moment.

		 

		When he was done he pushed his chair back and made to go upstairs. His plan was to find Victoria’s room and have a moment alone so he could think. But the man called him back.

		 

		“Dishes, Victoria.”

		 

		“Huh?” He replied.

		 

		“It’s okay,” Andrea tried, “I’ll do them.”

		 

		“Your mother has been working very hard.” His English was tinged with a definite Spanish accent. “I know it’s been a strange night but let’s try to make it normal, sí?”

		 

		“Sí,” Eugene replied. He knew that word at least. Though by the quick glance Victoria’s parents gave each other he guessed he hadn’t quite got the accent right.

		 

		He gathered up the dishes and rinsed them before putting them into the dishwasher and wiping the table. By the time he was done, the man had settled himself in front of the television and Andrea had disappeared upstairs. There appeared to be nothing else to do here so Eugene climbed the stairs.

		 

		At the top he was faced with a short landing and a balustrade that looked down onto the living room. A few doors lined the other wall and Eugene proceeded down the hallway slowly. He was in luck, as the first door he peeked into seemed to belong to a teenager. A poster of a boy band hung on one wall. Clothes were hastily stuffed into a dresser, on top of which was a small circular makeup mirror and some trinkets. Through a half open closet he could see an array of brightly colored outfits. A desk was pushed into one corner, piled high with papers and clothes. A four-poster queen sized bed stood against one wall and, beside it, a backpack was left carelessly on the floor.

		 

		Eugene went in and closed the door behind him. He locked it and leaned against it to breathe a sigh of relief. He was alone for the first time since he’d found himself in Victoria’s body.

		 

		He pushed himself off the door and investigated the room he’d be staying in for the night. He opened Victoria’s closet and flipped through the clothes hanging inside. So much pink. So many dresses and skirts and blouses. Even the plain tee shirts had a girly bit of frill on the sleeves.

		 

		Eugene pulled open some of the drawers and blushed when he found an array of panties and bras. He picked one of the white bras up and checked the tag: 32DD. No wonder it seemed so big.

		 

		He felt like he was invading Victoria’s privacy as he pawed through her clothes. But he couldn’t be squeamish. After all, he would have to dress and…shower this body. The thought made him nervous and excited.

		 

		He put the bra away and adjusted the makeup mirror until his reflection appeared. Victoria’s cute face stared out at him from the mirror. Her mouth was slightly agape in wonder, just like Eugene’s was now. He ran his hands up and down the new contours of his face, tracing the line of his cheeks, his nose, his chin. His reflection did the same. He pinched his cheeks and let the supple skin bounce back into place. Such a wonder to have such smooth skin again. To have his perfect vision back. To have, well, youth.

		 

		Eugene licked his lips, tongue running along the top and the bottom. It suddenly hit him that this was someone else’s tongue. Someone else’s mouth. Someone else’s body.

		 

		And what a body.

		 

		He was filled with a sudden surge of excitement at being inside Victoria, at moving her body as if it was his own. He gazed down into the deep V-neck of his shirt, eyes landing on his incredible cleavage. He stripped the shirt off and tossed it aside. His long dark hair fell down his face and he pushed it out of his eyes and let it tickle across his shoulders.

		 

		Victoria’s tremendous breasts hung beneath him, the curves disappearing beneath a simple white bra. Her cleavage was the most gorgeous thing he’d seen in years. It was deep and inviting.

		 

		And, suddenly, there was that wanting he’d missed so much.

		 

		Eugene reached around to unclasp the bra. He struggled with it for a minute. His unfamiliar slender fingers and long nails, combined with the way he had to contort his body and that he couldn’t see what he was doing, made it difficult. Eventually the clasp came undone and the weight of his tits fell down his chest. He shrugged the bra off his shoulders and stared down at his new breasts.

		 

		Christ, they were huge. They blotted out the sight of the rest of his body and hung, curvy and taut, beneath his gaze. He took them in each hand and hefted them. They were wonderfully weighty and his fingers weren’t anywhere close to covering them. But the skin was warm and his fingers danced around his new tits, squeezing softly, experimenting with this new body. The areolae were the size of silver dollars. Two nipples appeared, rising to sharp peaks as he fondled himself.

		 

		It was mesmerizing watching Victoria’s hands stroke her tits. The sight and the feel of himself made electric tingles shoot through his body. An ember sparked to life between his thighs as he hefted his breasts and let them bounce back together. They were so buoyant and firm.

		 

		Desire gripped him, and he dropped his tits so that he could unbutton his jeans and hook his thumbs beneath the hem to shimmy them down his legs. They were tight across his ample butt and he had to wiggle out of them, which made his breasts bob beautifully. He kicked the pants aside and then unrolled the panties down his long legs. He stepped out of them, finally fully naked, and gazed down his body.

		 

		He had to squeeze his breasts up against his chest and lean forward to see the rest of himself. Victoria’s taut stomach gave way to a gentle mound crested with dark pubic hair. His thighs were smooth and creamy, his calves taut, his feet and toes delicately shaped. The toenails were painted pink to match his fingernails. Victoria must have really had a thing for pink.

		 

		The warmth flared between his legs and he shuffled back onto the bed, lying on his back, his head on the pillow so he could look down at himself. His tits fell down either side of his body and he gathered them up, squeezing them again, exploring them with his new fingers. His body grew restless. The heat blossomed, spiking up through him, calling out to him.

		 

		With one hand cupping his tits, the other one wandered down his elegant stomach and over the gentle mound. His fingertips found the scratchy pubic hair and followed the path down until he landed on his pussy. The pussy lips were warm and slightly rubbery, opening for them as he stroked up and down his line.

		 

		He dipped inside himself for the first time, fingers landing on his warm folds. He shivered as he touched himself, curious and delighted to feel someone else’s pussy from inside and out. Eugene stroked up and down the line of his slit with two fingers, growing moist as he did so, his pussy opening and growing ever slicker. He slipped deeper inside and up against his warmth, felt the pussy lips clasp his finger. He followed his pussy up until he landed on the round bump of his hooded clit. There! That was the spot. Warmth flooded him and the restlessness grew. He needed to keep touching himself.

		 

		His fingers stroked up and down while he fondled his tits. Little sighs escaped his mouth and the soft sound of Victoria’s voice only served to make him hornier. He stroked his pussy faster, following the rhythm of his body. Gradually, the restlessness and desire increased, as did the sense of approaching something wonderful.

		 

		His fingers moved faster inside him, circling his little button with fingers that were now slick with his juices. His sighs grew to moans and he twisted his legs back and forth. The desire filled him, urging him on, and he stroked to the rhythm of his body, circling his sweet folds faster, harder. He clenched his eyes shut, little mouth dropping open as he struggled to sate the rising need, to force it to spill out of him.

		 

		Now he was wet, his fingers dripping. He could hear the wet sounds of his fingers on his clit. His pussy felt so wonderful. Slick and warm and tight. He clutched a breast tighter, fingers digging into the soft skin. Eugene fingered his new pussy faster, faster, until the restlessness broke over him like thunder.

		 

		He cried out, pushing himself back into the bed and thrusting his waist up to meet his driving fingers. The orgasm spilled through him, filling his entire body with a vicious pleasure. As he came he felt blasts of liquid soaking his fingers. He squirted hard on to the bed. But the pleasure was too much to stop and the warm liquid gushed out, slowing to a trickle as the orgasm released him.

		 

		Eugene pulled his fingers out and looked down at himself, tucking his tits out of the way to do so. The sheets were soaked. Apparently, Victoria was a squirter.

		 

		Eugene dropped his head back on to the pillow and rested as his body cooled. He knew what he’d done was wrong but it felt so right.

		 

		Something pinged in the backpack on the floor and Eugene hung over the side of the bed and rummaged through the pockets until he found Victoria’s phone. He rolled back over onto his back, legs crossed at the knee, and considered it. It seemed like an invasion of privacy to sift through her phone. On the other hand, he’d just done something much more intimate with her body. And, besides, if he was going to play the part of Victoria he needed to do it in full.

		 

		Eugene opened up the phone with his new face. There were a bunch of messages from Sean, Victoria’s boyfriend and owner of the beaten up red sedan Eugene had seen that afternoon. Eugene flicked open the messenger app before it occurred to him that he had no idea how he knew who Sean was. He paused. The knowledge was just…there. He was sure he hadn’t known it earlier that day. Was he somehow getting her memories? He tried to think of other things about Victoria: what her school looked like, her breakfast yesterday, what classes she was in. But nothing else came to him. He pushed it to the back of his mind and flipped through her messages.

		 

		They were very flirty, though it was evident that Victoria and Sean hadn’t had sex. Thankfully, that also included a complete lack of dick pictures, which Eugene had heard were popular with youths. In fact, flipping through Victoria’s texts to her other best friends—Madison and Destiny—he found Victoria confessing she was still a virgin. Reading between the lines of their conversation, Eugene got the impression that Victoria had never even touched herself before.

		 

		Oh god. Her first time masturbating and it was someone else controlling her body.

		 

		Returning to Sean’s messages, he saw a recent goodnight kiss. Eugene responded in kind. With Victoria’s phone still in hand, he perused her life, looking through her emails to get a sense of who she was and how he was supposed to act.

		 

		There was a soft knock on his door. Eugene dropped the phone and shot upright. He was still very naked.

		 

		“Victoria, honey,” Andrea called from the hallway, “Have you showered yet?”

		 

		“Uh. No.” Eugene admitted.

		 

		“Ok. Remember to go quick. Your dad hasn’t fixed the water heater yet.”

		 

		There was a terrycloth bathrobe—pink, naturally—hanging from a hook on the back of the door. Eugene slipped it on and padded down the hallway until he came to a bathroom. He hung the robe on the door and turned on the shower before stepping in. He soaped himself up quickly in the lukewarm water. His hands bobbled his wonderful breasts and he quickly made himself slick. There was no time to do anything further because the water was already starting to turn cold.

		 

		He turned it off and stepped out to towel himself down. Then he brushed his teeth, taking the time to look at his body in the mirror as he did so. He made little faces, scrunching up his face and wagging his eyebrows, generally just getting the hang of how to move everything. When he was done, he returned to his bedroom and slid into bed naked. He had to sleep on the far side of the bed in order to avoid the wet patch he’d created in the bottom middle. And even then it was hard to get comfortable. His usual position wasn’t doing it and he had to bend his legs and twist his body until he found a position that felt good and also avoided pinching his tits. With all the excitement he thought he’d be awake for hours but it wasn’t long before he’d drifted off to sleep.
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		An unfamiliar buzzing sound woke Eugene up in the morning. He opened his eyes blearily and peered around at the girly pink bedroom he found himself in. There was a moment of disorientation and then the events of yesterday snapped into focus.

		 

		He was still in Victoria’s room and—a quick check beneath the blankets and the sight of the weighty breasts confirmed—still in her body. The phone on the nightstand was the source of the beeping and he picked it up and swiped off the alarm. He rubbed his eyes and pushed himself up slowly, instinctively prepared for the usual aches and pains that accompanied waking up. But his back didn’t hurt. He stretched, tentatively at first and then with more fervor as nothing in his arms or legs twinged. It was wonderful.

		 

		Eugene threw the covers off and hung his legs off the bed. He took a moment to admire the body he now owned, the sweet bare caramel thighs stretched out beneath him, framing the dark triangle of hair that hid what had given him such pleasure last night. Victoria really was gorgeous. He wiggled his little toes, flexed his lean legs. Then he put the pink bathrobe back on and went to the bathroom to get ready for the day.

		 

		Despite the pressing insistence of his full bladder he couldn’t immediately figure out how to pee. There was a peculiar clenching of muscles that he was unaccustomed to and it took him a minute to figure out what to do. Then he brushed his teeth and surveyed the small selection of makeup set out on the counter. Some blush. Something called a base. Various pencils and brushes. Eugene had no idea where to begin so he didn’t.

		 

		Returning to Victoria’s room, he rummaged through her drawers and came up with a bra and panties. The bra was easier to get on then it was to get off. Eugene put it on backwards, clasped it in front of him, and then twisted it around until the cups were against his chest. He lifted each heavy breast into it. It really did take the weight off.

		 

		There was a pile of dirty clothes on the floor and Eugene sifted through it to get an idea of what Victoria wore to school. Jeans and a tee shirt seemed a good choice so he picked out a clean one of each. The jeans hugged his taut ass, and the frilly shirt clung gently to his body. He had to keep pushing his hair out of his face and eventually settled for tucking it out of the way with one of her hairbands. When he was done he looked passable. It was probably as good as he was going to get so he went downstairs to join Victoria’s parents.

		 

		“Buenos dias, honey,” Andrea said from behind the kitchen island where she was pouring a bowl of cereal.

		 

		“Buenos días, mamá,” Eugene replied.

		 

		Today he was pleasantly surprised by how impeccable his Spanish accent was. Maybe Victoria’s memories were seeping in through osmosis. The illusion didn’t last long. When Andrea went off in a long string of Spanish, Eugene got lost. He picked out a word here or there. It was more than he was able to do last night but he was nowhere near fluent. He settled for stuffing his mouth with cereal so he wouldn’t have to talk as he nodded along.

		 

		Someone knocked on the door and Andrea looked at Eugene expectantly. After a brief hesitation, Eugene set his spoon down and went to answer the door. Eugene didn’t know how he knew that the young man on the front porch was Sean. The knowledge was there in a way that just felt right.

		 

		Sean had a gentle face that burst into a pleased grin when he saw Eugene. His dark, messy hair jutted out at sharp angles. He wore a white tee shirt tight at the biceps and chest, yet stood with a casual ease, hands in his jean pockets.

		 

		“Morning, beautiful,” he said, leaning forward to kiss Eugene.

		 

		Eugene pulled back, not expecting the gesture. Sean seemed confused for a second and Eugene realized he needed to play the part. He leaned in and kissed Sean. Sean’s lips were surprisingly soft and his spicy masculine scent brought hints of memories to Eugene’s mind. Not much more than feelings and vague images, but enough to give him an excited thrill.

		 

		Footsteps behind him alerted him to the fact that Andrea was approaching and the two pulled away. Eugene found his heartbeat was pounding. There was something lovely in Sean’s kiss. Something that made Eugene want more. Victoria’s feelings seemed to be getting tangled up with his own.

		 

		“Did you get your backpack?” Andrea asked Eugene.

		 

		“Um,” he said.

		 

		Andrea rolled her eyes. “Go get it.” As Eugene hurried upstairs he heard Andrea joke that her daughter would forget her head if it wasn’t attached.

		 

		Eugene grabbed the backpack and returned to the door. They said goodbye to Andrea, then Sean walked Eugene out to his car. Eugene fell into the seat and tucked his backpack between his legs. He glanced at his former house but there were no lights on. Was Victoria still at the hospital? What would she say when she got back and saw he’d been living her life?

		 

		Sean was content to crank the volume up on the radio and not talk as they drove to school. Occasionally he would shoot Eugene a grin that sent little thrills through him. Eugene was happy to not have to talk. He figured he’d be doing enough of it soon enough trying to fit in with Victoria’s friends. How would he even find them? Hell, how would he find his classes? And what was with these emotions Sean’s presence was creating?

		 

		They roared into the school parking lot. Sean pulled into a space and cut the engine. Then he looked over at Eugene.

		 

		“It’s still early,” he said, suggestively.

		 

		Eugene didn’t know what he meant until Sean reached out and cupped Eugene’s chin. Eugene fought with whether to resist, but by the time he made up his mind their lips were already touching. There was something so warm and inviting and, just, comfortable about kissing Sean. Eugene pressed forward instead of away, inhaling Sean’s spicy scent. Sean’s tongue traced around Eugene’s lips and he opened his mouth to welcome him inside. Suddenly, Eugene was sucking on Sean’s tongue, drawing this young man into his mouth to taste and enjoy him. Victoria’s body was responding, melting into her lover.

		 

		Eugene reached out and slid his hand against Sean’s chest, feeling the muscles beneath. As they continued making out Eugene felt that beautiful ember stirring to life between his legs. Their kisses got harder, deeper, more passionate. Each of them needed the other, and Eugene sighed softly as they kissed, enjoying the delightful taste of Sean.

		 

		The school bell rang faintly and it was over all too quick. Eugene pulled away, scared by the enormity of his emotional response to this young man who was essentially a stranger. There was clearly some essence of Victoria in his mind. Likely combined with her teenage hormones that made him throw caution to the wind. Sean flashed a toothy grin and Eugene desperately wanted to kiss him again. But Sean opened the door, breaking the spell. The pair got out and walked together through the parking lot to the entrance to the school. Sean had his hand casually around Eugene’s waist.

		 

		Two young women were hanging out on the bottom steps of the entrance to the school. Eugene somehow just knew that the tiny pale blonde one was Madison and the heavier set Black one was Destiny. Like his knowledge of Sean, this knowledge was just there. Eugene had no choice but to trust his instinct.

		 

		Madison saw him first and jumped up, her backpack over one shoulder. “There you are! Come on, we’re going to be late.”

		 

		“Pssh,” Destin said. “Mr. Palmer don’t care. He loooves Victoria.”

		 

		“Gross,” Madison replied, sticking out her little pink tongue.

		 

		She grabbed Eugene by the arm and hurried him up the stairs down the hallway. Destiny followed behind but Sean split off to go with some friends.

		 

		The main hallway was lined with red lockers. Several other hallways split off from it. High school hadn’t much changed from when Eugene had attended. Well, it had gotten a lot bigger and with a more diverse student population. But it still carried the same institutional look: fluorescent lights, easy-to-clean tiled floors, painted brick walls.

		 

		Eugene tried to pay attention to where they were going as they zigzagged through the halls. The halls were cluttered with other students on their way to class. The air was filled with hurried conversation and the occasional slam of a locker. As Eugene, Destiny and Madison threaded their way through the halls, Destiny and Madison kept up a constant stream of chatter.

		 

		“My mom was, like, such a pain,” Madison said. “I was going to wear this cute little dress that would totally make Ethan ask me out but she was all ‘That’s not appropriate’. Ugh.”

		 

		“Girl,” Destiny said, “You do not need a cute little dress to get Ethan to ask you out. He’s been giving you big eyes all week.”

		 

		“Then why doesn’t he do anything?” Madison blushed.

		 

		“Probably scared of rejection,” Eugene muttered.

		 

		“But I totally told you to tell Ethan’s sister to tell Ethan that he should ask me out. Didn’t you?”

		 

		“I, um, I don’t know,” Eugene said.

		 

		Madison was the shortest of the three but she was also the most energetic. She had a slender body and a cute, expressive face with big blue eyes. Even when she stood still she kept bouncing on her toes, as if ready to shoot off somewhere else at any moment.

		 

		“You don’t know?” Madison asked, aghast.

		 

		“I mean, I forgot. Yeah. I’ll do it. Just…which one’s Ethan’s sister?”

		 

		“What is wrong with you today?” Destiny asked.

		 

		They stepped into a classroom and took three seats at the back as they continued to talk. “I, uh…” Eugene needed an excuse for why he couldn’t remember things. In a flash of inspiration he decided to play up the trauma angle. “This weird thing happened last night that’s shaken me.”

		 

		He proceeded to explain what had happened to his former body. The lightning strike. The confusion. The ambulance.

		 

		“I thought the old man was dead,” Eugene concluded. “I still haven’t seen him.”

		 

		“Oh my god,” Madison said, grabbing him for an unexpected hug. “You poor thing.”

		 

		“That is fucked.” Destiny added.

		 

		The bell rang signaling the beginning of class and everyone hushed down as the teacher—presumably, Mr. Palmer—began speaking.

		 

		“All right everyone. Take out your homework. We’re going to go over your answers.”

		 

		The other students began pulling out their laptops and Eugene followed along. He wasn’t totally surprised to find that his laptop had little heart stickers on it. He opened it up and it blinked to life. Glancing over at Madison’s screen, he saw that she’d pulled up some short answers on American history. Eugene had never been very good at computers and he floundered around. It took him some time just to get used to moving the cursor around. He had no idea what to do after that.

		 

		Eugene leaned over to Destiny and whispered, “I can’t find my homework.”

		 

		“Give it here,” Destiny said.

		 

		He scooted it over to her desk. She opened the word document and selected from a list of recently opened files. The homework appeared onscreen and she handed it back.

		 

		“Thanks,” Eugene said.

		 

		He bent to the screen, plucking on his lower lip absently in thought as he quickly read through Victoria’s answers. There certainly seemed to be a lot more history now than back in his day. And it was odd reading through a brief synopsis of the events leading up to World War 2. After all, he’d lived it but to these students it was just dry words on a page.

		 

		The teacher called on students to discuss the questions. Eugene muddled his way through an answer but was otherwise left alone. He gazed around the unfamiliar classroom, past the posters on the wall, the world map, the rows of identical desks, the eighteen-year-old students. None of it was in any way familiar.

		 

		He managed to get through that first period without embarrassing himself. The bell rang and the students rushed to pack up their laptops. Eugene followed Madison and Destiny out into the hallway.

		 

		“I’ll see you two at lunch,” Madison said. “The mall today?”

		 

		“You know it,” Destiny agreed.

		 

		Madison hurried off in one direction while Eugene went with Destiny down the other. Eugene still didn’t entirely have the hang of his new body, and couldn’t ignore the jiggling of his breasts and the sway of his hips as he scooted around students in the hallway. He swore he caught a few students ogling him. For the most part they stood aside as he and Destiny walked through.

		 

		Destiny clearly loved being the center of attention. It was almost like she was on the catwalk. She swept her long hair back and strutted down the hallway, shooting carefully curated glances at some of the guys they passed. She was confident and sure of herself and Eugene tried to emulate her. Eyes straight ahead. Shoulders back.

		 

		“Girl, are you okay?” Destiny asked, when they’d parked themselves at two more desks in another classroom.

		 

		“Yeah. Why?”

		 

		“You’re quiet today. That old man really messed with you, huh? Please tell me you’re gonna be better by Friday.”

		 

		“What’s Friday?”

		 

		“Oh lord. The concert. Your solo.”

		 

		“Of course, I’ll be ready,” Eugene lied to put her at ease.

		 

		Concert? Solo? Eugene had never performed in front of an audience in his life. What instrument did Victoria play? He didn’t remember seeing one in her bedroom.

		 

		“Good. Because Jackie’s got her eye on your part. And the last thing that girl needs is more attention.”

		 

		This class was a math class. Eugene did reasonably well. He’d been an engineer so a lot of this was basic concepts he was well used to. At one point he was called up to the front of the class to work out an equation. He was concentrating so much on solving it that he didn’t realize he’d ended up bent over, his ass swaying back and forth in front of the whole classroom until he took his seat again.

		 

		“You know Kyle Weatherall was checking out your ass,” Destiny whispered to Eugene with a disgusted look.

		 

		When that period ended the students hurried out into the hall. Eugene started following Destiny but she stopped him.

		 

		“Where are you going?”

		 

		“Oh, sorry. I, uh, zoned out.”

		 

		Destiny gave him a long, worried look. “Seriously, are you okay? You need to see someone about this or something?”

		 

		“No, no. I’m fine.” Eugene assured her as he walked off in the opposite direction.

		 

		He rounded a corner and paused. Where the hell was he supposed to go? Maybe there was something in Victoria’s backpack that would tell him. He went through her backpack pockets, finding some gum, a few tampons, some tissues. At the bottom of the front pocket there was a faded, crumpled up map of the school with Victoria’s class schedule printed on the back. After a few false starts, he managed to find the right wing of the school. Sean was waiting for him outside one classroom.

		 

		“Hey, babe,” Sean said, pulling him in for another kiss.

		 

		“Hey,” Eugene replied.

		 

		It was so comforting to see Sean again. He was a familiar face in a crowd of unfamiliar people. They walked in to class together and sat near the back. For the first time, Eugene got to see how Sean acted when other people were around. He was confident, raising his hand and participating in the discussion with some interesting points. The other students seemed to defer to him, which was a measure of his popularity. So he wasn’t just a pretty face.

		 

		Eugene, on the other hand, was so busy watching Sean he had a hard time concentrating. He was caught out a few times and had to mumble something vaguely related to the topic at hand until the teacher was satisfied.

		 

		It wasn’t just that he was trying to see what Sean was like. Eugene also liked looking at him. Sean had a handsome face with sparkling grey eyes. He was gorgeous. Dreamy even. With his chin in one hand, Eugene’s other hand crept down beneath the desk and he pressed the palm of his hand between his legs. The pressure was divine but it didn’t sate the itch between his thighs. If anything, it increased his desire and he forced himself to stop only when the moisture started dotting his panties.

		 

		Being someone else all day without knowing much about them was hard. He wasn’t surprised when Madison asked him why he was so quiet as they made their way through the halls for lunch.

		 

		“Just tired,” he shrugged. How else could he explain that he didn’t know what he was talking about or even how he should be talking?
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		Lunch was at a huge strip mall with restaurants sprinkled in amidst the various other retailers. They parked and hopped out of Sean’s car, making their way toward a little burger place. On the way, they passed a shop window that was mostly empty except for a picture of a huge U-shaped vibrator. The glass door was curtained over so Eugene couldn’t see the other sex toys for sale.

		 

		“Oh, shit,” Destiny said, stopping to look at the display. She nudged Madison. “You need to get you one of those,” she laughed.

		 

		“I’d rather have a boyfriend,” Madison said, blushing crimson.

		 

		“Why not have both?”

		 

		They all laughed and proceeded into the burger joint. They ordered and sat down at a table to wait. Eugene was fidgety and after a few moments excused himself.

		 

		“I’ll be right back. I just need to get something from the drug store,” he said.

		 

		He left and hurried over to the sex shop, dashing through the door before he could be seen. There were all kinds of gear and massagers and magazines and games and toys. A pale redheaded saleslady approached him.

		 

		“Anything I can help you find?”

		 

		“I’m looking for a…a vibrator,” Eugene said.

		 

		“Sure,” she chirped. “What kind are you looking for?”

		 

		“I don’t know. What do you have?”

		 

		“Well, do you prefer a G-spot stimulator or a clitoral stimulator?”

		 

		Eugene had no idea. Back in his day a vibrator was used only by specialists in clinics. As far as he knew, dildos came in one shape: a vague cucumber shape. But here was a whole store full of different shaped vibrators. The saleslady was so casual as she explained the different types. Some wiggled some didn’t. Some were automatic. Some could be controlled over the phone. It was a whole different world.

		 

		In the end, Eugene picked out an oblong purple dildo about the length of his palm and a U-shaped vibrator that connected up to his phone. One nob was supposed to slide inside him while the other pressed up against his clit. The saleslady helped him download the app onto his phone. If she was surprised that an eighteen-year-old woman didn’t know how to use her phone very well, Eugene couldn’t tell. She was probably used to maintaining that cool, calm façade.

		 

		Eugene stuffed the two vibrators deep into his backpack and returned to the burger place. His food was already there and he joined the others, munching and talking. When Sean wasn’t eating, his arm was thrown casually over Eugene’s shoulder. The casual feeling of ownership was slightly annoying, but Eugene didn’t say anything about it. He had to play his part. But the whole time he was thinking of the little surprises in his backpack.

		 

		When they returned to school, Eugene thought he finally had a handle on the basics of being Victoria. But he was soon blindsided by her life once again. He was in the hallway, walking slowly with Sean as the students cleared out when Destiny found him.

		 

		“Come on, quit dawdling. We got to get to rehearsal.”

		 

		Rehearsal?

		 

		Eugene let Sean give him a last kiss even though he’d had enough public displays of affection for one day. Then Destiny led him through the winding corridors to another room set up like a small auditorium. Tiered U-shaped sections of floor rose up slightly, surrounding a central point that contained a piano. A choir room of some sort. Madison and some other students joined them and there was more excited chatter as they put their backpacks on and waited for whatever was to begin to begin.

		 

		Oh god, was he supposed to sing? Eugene had never been a singer. Sure, he’d admired singers. He was a big fan of Sinatra, less so of Elvis, even though Eugene grudgingly acknowledged the king could carry a tune. But Eugene hadn’t had a musical bone in his body. And without access to Victoria’s memories he was hopeless.

		 

		A few minutes later a bespectacled and bearded man got the student’s attention by playing a loud, strident chord on the piano. The students quieted and seemed to know exactly where to line up. Eugene fumbled around and was left awkwardly outside the neat rows as the bearded man stared at him.

		 

		“Please take your place, Victoria. Your solo isn’t quite at the top.”

		 

		The other students snickered and Eugene looked at them in their rows, hoping for some sign of where he should go. A student nearest him on the second row stepped back a little, implying that Eugene should make his way past her. He did so, though not gracefully. His breasts bumped the others and he apologized softly while he continued moving through the line until one of the students neglected to step out of the way. Evidently, this was where Victoria was supposed to stand.

		 

		It only got worse from there.

		 

		Eugene didn’t know any of the warmups. He could recognize that Victoria’s voice could be made powerful and sweet. And maybe in her body it was a little easier for him to match his voice with a tone on the piano. But he lacked all the rest of her training. The rhythm and the tone and the…whatever else. Hell, he didn’t even know what he didn’t know. He could somewhat hide it during warmups by staying silent and just pretending to sing, though the students to either side of him gave him the side-eye.

		 

		Eugene was dismayed when warmups ended and the bearded man told them to take their positions for the finale.

		 

		“Starting at the end today,” the bearded man announced.

		 

		A group of women fanned themselves out behind him, leaving him as their clear focal point. A group of men did the same on the other side, so it was just Eugene and Tim—Eugene happened to have picked up his name when they were shuffling around—facing each other.

		 

		There was no music to read. Apparently, the others had memorized it by now. Eugene didn’t even know what song they were singing until the bearded man sat at the piano and launched into the opening bars of what Eugene identified as a song from Grease. Eugene had seen the movie ages ago but wasn’t very fond of it. Too many young punks running around in it for his tastes. Movies had been better before color, anyway.

		 

		Nobody was asking his opinion about movies, though. They were asking him to sing. He failed right away as Tim sang his first line—Summer loving, had me a bla-ast—and then looked expectantly at Eugene. Eugene opened his mouth but nothing came out. He couldn’t use his voice. He didn’t know the words. Everyone was staring at him. This was a terrible idea.

		 

		The bearded man stopped playing suddenly as he realized Eugene wasn’t about to sing.

		 

		“Is there a problem, Victoria?” The bearded man asked.

		 

		Eugene felt his face go hot. He looked around at all the students staring at him. Then he burst down, hiding his face and running out the door. He flew into the bathroom across the hall and locked himself in a stall, his head in his hands.

		 

		Oh god, this was too much. He sniffed away a tear. Why the hell was he crying? Men didn’t cry. Eugene didn’t cry. He’d fought Nazis for god’s sake. And yet the tears kept coming. He wiped his eyes angrily and sniffled. His bosom heaved with each sob. It was these damn teenage woman hormones. That must be it.

		 

		The bathroom door creaked open and he heard Madison’s voice.

		 

		“Victoria?”

		 

		“I’m here,” Eugene managed between sniffles.

		 

		He had to get himself under control. Crying wouldn’t do any good. And yet it had felt sort of cathartic to let it all out, even as he tried to stuff all the pressure back in.

		 

		“Are you okay?”

		 

		“Yes. No. I don’t know.” Eugene sobbed.

		 

		There was a pause, then Madison asked softly: “Do you need a tampon?”

		 

		It was a lifeline he latched on to. “Yes.”

		 

		There was the sound of a zipper, and then Madison’s hand appeared under the door holding a small tampon. Eugene took it from her gratefully. He didn’t have any idea how to put it in and he definitely wasn’t on his period—though that was something he wasn’t looking forward to—but it was a great excuse for his behavior. He doubted the bearded choir leader would challenge it.

		 

		Eugene stuffed the tampon in a pocket, waited what he thought was an appropriate amount of time, then flushed the toilet and came out. Madison opened her arms and Eugene fell into them. He’d never been a hugger but he needed this. He sniffed as he clutched Victoria’s friend, though she was a stranger to him. Everyone was. Without Victoria’s memories he was just badly playacting a new life.

		 

		By the time Madison and Eugene returned to practice, the choir had moved on to another song. The bearded man saw them enter and at the next stopping point he called: “Everything okay, Victoria?”

		 

		“Women troubles,” Eugene said.

		 

		The bearded man was not expecting that and he awkwardly turned back to the group and told them to take it from the top. He left Eugene alone for the rest of the rehearsal.

		 

		Afterwards, Madison drove him home. It would have been a comforting way to end the day until, just before he was about to get out of the car, she turned to him.

		 

		“Are you going to be okay for Friday’s concert?”

		 

		Eugene was caught out and blurted out, “Sure.” Because what else could he say?

		 

		He trudged into his house. Andrea was in the kitchen making dinner.

		 

		“Hi, honey.”

		 

		“Hi, mom,” Eugene replied.

		 

		“They brought Eugene back from the hospital this afternoon. I was going to go check on him after dinner.”

		 

		“Oh. Uh, I’ll go.”

		 

		“Really?”

		 

		“Yes. Don’t worry about it.”

		 

		Eugene dropped his backpack on the floor and jogged out the door and around to his old house. Okay. Victoria didn’t need to know anything he’d done today.

		 

		He took a deep breath and then knocked on his former door. Footsteps. Then the door opened and Eugene was face to face with Avery, the nurse.

		 

		“Uh, hi, is Eugene home?” Eugene asked.

		 

		“Yes, he is. Are you a friend?

		 

		“Neighbor. I live next door. I was here last night when he…when he fell.”

		 

		“Oh, of course. Come on in.” Avery opened the door and then swept down the hallway. “Eugene! You have a visitor!” She sang out.

		 

		Eugene placed a hand on the nurse’s arm to pause her. “How is he?” He asked in a whisper.

		 

		Avery patted his hand. “He’s recovering. He’s a little confused but he can understand you.”

		 

		They turned the corner and Eugene saw his former body for the first time in almost a day. Victoria was propped up in a wheelchair watching television and with her back to the hall. Eugene averted his eyes from her liver-spotted bald head and came around to face her. He put on his best smile and she looked up at him dully. Avery bent down and spoke loudly into her ear.

		 

		“Eugene. This is your neighbor Victoria. She’s come to see how you’re doing.”

		 

		Victoria waved her away and shook her head.

		 

		“Can we have a moment alone, please?” Eugene asked Avery.

		 

		“Of course, dear.”

		 

		As soon as she was out of sight, Eugene bent down until they were eye to eye. “Do you remember what happened last night?”

		 

		Her eyes flicked down to his cleavage. His shirt had bowed open, giving her a perfect view down her shirt to her former breasts.

		 

		“You came over…” She licked her cracked lips and started again. “I came over and…and…” she furrowed her wrinkled brow and put a hand to her head. “No. They’re telling me that I’m Eugene. But I didn’t always used to be me. Did I?”

		 

		She looked up at him with watery eyes full of confusion. Eugene had experienced the sharpness of thought and impulsiveness that came with youth. Maybe Victoria was experiencing the cloudiness and slow thoughts of old age.

		 

		“I don’t know what happened either,” Eugene confessed. “But you’re right. We’ve swapped bodies.”

		 

		Again, her eyes flicked down to his breasts. This time Eugene stood up and pulled his shirt back down. She was becoming a dirty old man. She was becoming him.

		 

		“They told me that was impossible,” she whispered in a cracked voice. “I was telling the doctors that. But they said…they said…” she trailed off.

		 

		Eugene remembered how his thoughts used to disappear. He remembered groping for words that used to come easily. He remembered sitting there like a lump without the energy to move. And now Victoria was going through it all. But there was nothing he could do for her. They couldn’t very well expect lightning to literally strike twice. And without any way to swap them back, giving her hope would be cruel. That’s why Eugene changed tact.

		 

		“Shh, shh, it’s okay, Eugene.” He knelt—this time away from her lecherous eyeline—and patted his former arm, holding back a shiver at the touch of her papery skin. “Everyone gets confused. You had a fall and hit your head and think that you didn’t always used to be you.”

		 

		“Didn’t you say…?” She trailed off and gave him that confused look again.

		 

		“I’ll bring you over some more dinner sometime. I just wanted to make sure you’re okay.”

		 

		“Thank you. Thank you.” She murmured.

		 

		Eugene stood and took a last look at his decrepit former body. “I’ll see you.”

		 

		He called out his goodbyes to the nurse and chewed on his bottom lip as he made his way out the door and back to his house. The contrast with his old body couldn’t have been greater. This was a fantastic life, but it wasn’t his. Not yet, anyway. He was still trying to fit into Victoria’s life without any of her background. There had to be a solution. Maybe it would just happen. After all, last night he’d just picked up a few memories. Maybe all he needed was time.

		 

		Though, with the concert on Friday, time was something he didn’t have a lot of.

		 

		He returned to Victoria’s room and cleared the desk of Victoria’s clothes, hanging some back in the closet and tossing others into the dirty clothes basket. Then he set his laptop on the desk, opened it up, and started trying to puzzle his way through her homework.

		 

		He copied opening the programs the way he’d watched the other students do that afternoon. Fortunately, Victoria kept all her passwords saved in her internet browser so once he found the main login page he was in. He paged through the math and science and history and English, trying to wrap his head around what the class had done and what they were doing.

		 

		Even though his mind was clearer than it had been in years he’d still been dropped into the middle of Victoria’s life without her memories. Plus, he hadn’t done school work in years. There was a lot of catching up to do.

		 

		The history homework was particularly interesting. He’d lived through the dangerous times of the two world wars, Vietnam and then the cold war. Here it was laid out in a textbook. The language was clinical, capturing nothing of the zeitgeist of the moment. Seeing his cold war fears that the world would end in nuclear disaster any moment set out so factually made the whole thing seem ridiculous. Sure, in hindsight he could see that it wasn’t as imminent as they’d thought. Mostly, anyway. Kennedy and his literati managed to bungle the country safely pass the Cuban missile crisis.

		 

		Another obstacle was that his phone kept buzzing. Victoria’s social circle just didn’t shut up. Eugene didn’t know what half the images and symbols and clips from old television shows meant. These must be those GIFs he’d heard about on the news.

		 

		Exasperated, he slammed his history book shut and leaned back in his chair. His backpack was open on the floor, the little presents he’d bought that afternoon just visible. Surely, it was time for a study break.

		 

		Eugene made sure the bedroom door was locked, then opened the package with the oblong purple vibrator inside. The vibrator had a button on the end opposite the rounded tip. He pushed it a few times, feeling the increasing buzz in his hand as each click made it go from low to medium to high to highest.

		 

		Setting the vibrator on the bed, he pulled his shirt off over his head before brushing his hair out of his eyes. He reached around behind himself and fumbled with the clasp of his bra, awkwardly jerking to-and-fro until he managed to unclasp it. Such sweet relief as his breasts bounced free.

		 

		He slid the bra off and fondled his aching breasts. They were striated from the bra and he massaged the soreness out of them. His hands slid back and forth across his tits as he stared at them. They were still as incredible as the first time he’d seen them. Blissfully bulbous and heavy. He hefted them in his fingers, bobbling them and watching them bounce as he squeezed himself. These were incredible tits and they were all his.

		 

		“Wow, these are some nice tits,” he whispered to himself, a little thrill running through him as he made Victoria compliment herself. “I wonder…” He mused.

		 

		He slid his hand under one weighty breast and pushed it up. By dipping his head slightly he was easily able to suck on his nipple. He opened his mouth and kissed his creamy skin. His hot breath whispered across his tit and he wrapped his warm, wet lips around a nipple. He sucked on himself, tongue sliding over the tiny pinprick of nipple as it grew hard in his mouth.

		 

		Turning to the mirror, he watched as he made Victoria stuff her tit into her mouth. He kissed his way around each breast, pulling first one, then the other up to his lips. The slight salty taste of his skin was divine. The slick tongue and nip of his teeth sent goosebumps down his arm. A flicker of desire came to life between his legs.

		 

		He quickly unbuttoned his pants and stepped out of them, followed by his panties. Then he returned his attention to his breasts, sucking on himself and moaning as he made his own body shiver in delight. Eugene squeezed his breasts together and tried to bury his head in his own cleavage. He’d never had the opportunity to enjoy tits as immense as this while a man and so was intent on enjoying them as a woman. He kissed and licked back and forth across each wonderful, pendulous breast until the desire between his legs grew sharper.

		 

		He dropped his tits and they bounced back down his chest. After retrieving the vibrator he lay down on the bed. His massive breasts flopped down either side of his body and he was left looking down at Victoria’s naked form spread out beneath his gaze. He was covetous of this body he now possessed and wanted to explore it once again, as deep as he could.

		 

		He clicked the vibrator on to low and nestled it gently against the top of his pussy. The vibrations filled his body, making him warm and restless. His legs moved back and forth unconsciously and he wiggled his butt as a beautiful tension joined the heat blossoming within him.

		 

		Eugene traced the vibrator gently up and down his entrance, watching as it just parted the lovely pink lips of his pussy. Down and up, down and up. Resting it just at the top of his slit made him moan. He kept it there, moving it only slowly as his other hand crept up to play with his tits some more.

		 

		Eugene slid the vibrator in deeper, pressing harder against his clit. He stared down as the tip disappeared into him, bringing with it a divine pleasure. He moaned, legs moving quicker back and forth as if urging the desire through his body. He stroked the vibrator back down his entrance, gathering his dew on it. This body needed to be fucked and now.

		 

		There was still some slight trepidation as he slowly sunk the vibrator into his pussy. He felt it penetrate him, sliding in deeper. Now the buzzing reverberated against the walls of his pussy. A soft sound of surprise escaped his lips. It felt so good having that buzzing rod inside him and he pushed it further in, clicking the button to bump it up another speed.

		 

		Oh, fuck that was nice.

		 

		With his other hand he clenched his tit, fingers dimpling his skin. Victoria’s body seemed to like it rough and she needed it deep. He fucked himself slowly, the vibrator sliding in and out, deeper with each thrust, until his fingers rested against his slick entrance and the wonderful vibrations pounded through him. He clicked the button again, moving it up to the highest setting as he sped up, sliding the toy in and out of himself quicker now that it was slick with his own juices. His body grew hotter and wetter. He could no longer control himself, he could only follow the desire threatening to spill out of him.

		 

		Soft cries escaped his lips, growing higher in pitch as he drove his body onward. “Oh! Oh! Ooohhh!” He cried out in sudden shock and delight while he continued to penetrate his pretty pussy.

		 

		His entire body quivered with an orgasm. The pleasure washed through him and he drove his hips up to meet the downstroke of the vibrator, trying to sate the urgent needs of his body. He tensed at the climax and then there was a spray of juice as he gushed out on to the bed. He plunged the vibrator in and out of his dripping wet pussy as he came, his hand soaked with his own juices. Pleasure burned through him, releasing the tension immediately and leaving his mind pleasantly fuzzy.

		 

		He paused and was about to turn off the vibrator when he realized he wasn’t done. His body was still horny, still needed more. Even though his thighs and his hands were soaking wet, he resumed thrusting the vibrator into his pussy. This time the pleasure came quicker. The vibrator very nearly disappeared inside him with each thrust and it felt divine as the walls of his cunt clasped it tight. He was crying out again, wriggling on the bed, building up to a vast explosive orgasm.

		 

		Eugene stared down at this nubile body that he now owned, the purple vibrator lodged deep inside his aching pussy, watching it slide in and out, disappearing into him, buzzing away inside his pussy. He came for the second time in an explosive orgasm. His legs grew taut, toes wiggling as the pleasure pounded through him again. And again he gushed, soaking the bed with his sex juices. His other hand still gripped his breast as he cried out in a tiny voice choked with lust.

		 

		Each gush from his pussy splashed across his hand and his thighs. The pleasure whited out his mind, a full body orgasm that almost made him forget who he was. It released him only slowly, and he came down to find that the sheets beneath his butt were sopping wet.

		 

		He clicked off the vibrator and lay on his back, breathing hard as he recovered from the huge burst of pleasure. After a few seconds he got to his feet. His breasts swung down his chest and he turned sideways to the mirror. Well, if he didn’t have Victoria’s memories at least he had her body.

		 

		He traced his hand down his side and over the slight curve of his ass. Her smile was heartbreakingly gorgeous and he practiced making different expressions: kissy faces, frowns, screwing up his face tight. He laughed and hummed to himself as he turned this way and that to admire his frame.

		 

		Suddenly, he stopped. What was that melody he was humming? He tried it again and this time found the words:

		 

		Summer lovin’, happened so fa-ast, he hummed to himself.

		 

		It was the song they were singing at rehearsal this afternoon. The one with his solo. He pushed himself to keep going and found that he could remember the next verse, and the next. He hummed his way through the song as the words bounced through his head. How did he know it now? What was different from this afternoon?

		 

		He returned to his desk and flipped through Victoria’s notes on her computer, ones she’d taken before he was in her body. A handful of them looked familiar. In fact, he could “remember” typing them in. How was that possible? It was like the knowledge had dislodged itself from wherever it was hidden and plonked right into his head. Victoria’s memories slotted in and it was if he’d always had them.

		 

		It was the same with her phone. Most of the chatter from her friends still meant very little but every now and then a name or a reference would stick out, like a firefly winking in the night.

		 

		“Dinner time!” Andrea called out from downstairs.

		 

		Eugene put his clothes back on and went down to dinner. Tonight it was black bean soup, which had always been Victoria’s father’s favorite. It was accompanied with homemade tortillas. The scent of the soup brought back memories of cold winter afternoons playing video games on some sort of portable gaming device by the fire. Except Eugene had never done that. It was another of Victoria’s memories.

		 

		As Eugene pondered what this sudden influx of memories might mean, Andrea and Mateo made small talk about their day. Though it was in Spanish, Eugene had a slightly easier time following along. He didn’t get every word but he caught the gist of it. Victoria’s dad was complaining about an annoying guy at his work. Something about how the guy wasn’t pulling his weight. Eugene kept his eyes down and slowly ate a spoonful or two of soup as he tried to follow the conversation, his brow furrowed with concentration.

		 

		Soon Andrea turned to him. “How was Eugene?”

		 

		Eugene startled for a moment before recovering. “Oh. He’s, uh, he seems a little confused.” It was the truth. “I mean, he’s okay and all. Physically, at least.”

		 

		Andrea sighed. “Hmm, that doesn’t sound good. He’s an old man.”

		 

		“Healthy, though,” Eugene added.

		 

		“You never can tell,” Victoria’s dad spoke up. “When they get a certain age, one day they could be fine, the next…gone. That’s what happened to my grandmother. She was fine right up until the age of eighty-four and then—” he snapped his fingers. “Had a stroke and didn’t last very long after that.”

		 

		“He hasn’t had a stroke,” Eugene said. “But he didn’t seem to know who he is. It sounded like dementia.” It wasn’t pleasant tossing out accusations about his own body, but hopefully it would provide some sort of bulwark if Victoria became lucid enough to charge over here and try to tell everyone what had happened.

		 

		The conversation moved on. After dinner, Eugene again washed up and returned to his room. He’d just arrived when his phone rang. The caller ID showed it was Sean and his heart fluttered as a deep longing flashed inside him. Another brief snatch of Victoria’s emotions. He snatched up the phone and answered it just as the longing disappeared.

		 

		“Hey, I miss you,” Sean said.

		 

		Eugene lay back on his bed and crossed his long legs. “You saw me this afternoon,” he giggled.

		 

		“But that was so long ago,” Sean sighed.

		 

		He remembered this sickly sweet teenage pining. Hell, he could feel it even now. He blushed red as he thought of Sean and listened to his bass voice whisper sweet nothings into his ear. Every now and the Victoria’s memories would bubble to the surface: a brief feeling here, a flash of a remembered event there. Nothing concrete but still much more than yesterday. Enough to keep him on the phone with Sean for forty-five minutes while he ran his hands up and down Victoria’s body. He told himself he was just doing it to kill time while Sean droned on. But if that was true, why were his panties damp? Why did Sean’s voice sometimes send a little thrill through him?

		 

		Eventually Andrea’s mom knocked on the door and told him to wrap it up. Then there was the obligatory five minute back and forth of “you hang up first” before Eugene’s old memories took hold and he thumbed the button to end the call.

		 

		Walking down the hallway to the bathroom for his shower, Eugene could feel the dampness of his panties. Had Sean really had that effect on him? He barely knew the guy before yesterday.

		 

		Eugene stripped out of his clothes and stepped into the hot spray of the shower. The water sluiced between his tits and down his body. He squirted some of Victoria’s tropical-scented body wash into his hands and spread it all over his body. It felt quite nice soaping up his tits, his tummy, his trim ass. He took the time to fondle his breasts, running his fingers over and under each one. There was something wonderful about making himself all slick.

		 

		His hands spread the body wash down his tummy and between his legs, tickling his pussy and making his breath hitch slightly. Man, it felt good to touch his pussy. He was still revved up from talking to Sean. He tried to put it off, but the more he soaped himself up, slippery hands sliding across every inch of his body, the more he wanted it.

		 

		He followed the curve of his ass down, sliding his hand across each butt cheek, pinching lightly. He turned and stared down at his ass as he gave it a little slap and watched the cheeks bounce. Raking his nails lightly across each ass cheek sent shivers through him. He closed his eyes, lost in the sensations of his fingernails caressing his ass and the hot water coursing down his body. Eugene knew he would be kicked out of the shower soon. He had to make this quick.

		 

		He returned his hands to his tits. These wonderful, massive tits. They were delightfully heavy and he hefted each of them, squeezing and pushing them together until they bulged out. If only he could bury his face between these tits, but he would have to leave that to Sean. He sighed at the thought of his lover caressing his big breasts. Victoria’s memories competed with Eugene’s own. He didn’t have particular feelings for Sean but thinking about him while he touched himself made the sensations that much more intense.

		 

		Eugene’s body was deliciously warm and he plunged one hand between his legs. His fingertips followed the coarse trail of hair lining his pussy and he pressed inside. God, he was already wetter than water and he trailed up and down the line of his pussy. It felt so good to touch himself, to stroke his wet pussy. Victoria had never touched herself. Never had anyone else touch her either. The most she’d ever done was kiss Sean. She had no idea what she was missing. And Sean was determined to make up for it.

		 

		He sunk two fingers inside himself, feeling his pussy part and clasp the digits of his hand. His silky folds were magnificent and he traced them up and down, fingering his little pussy, spreading his dew up and down. He spread his legs wider so he could slide in deeper, soon propping one leg up on the lip of the tub.

		 

		He leaned over, his tits dangling down below him, almost resting on the smooth skin of his leg. He hooked his fingers around and slid deeper inside, gasping as he did so. The walls of his pussy were so tight. They clung to his fingers as he followed his canal up as far as he could. He slid in and out, fingering his tight pussy as his body grew warmer. With the fingers of his other hand he began stroking circles across his clit. It was already budded out and he released a long exhale as he touched it and sharp pleasure flitted through him.

		 

		He worked Victoria’s virgin pussy with both hands, two fingers sliding in and out while he continued circling his clit. Christ, that felt good. This tiny body was made to be penetrated, to be fucked. The thought drove him on and he fucked himself harder, driving his fingers in deeper, wiggling them around to touch the dimpled nub of his innermost pleasure. His movements quickened along with his breath. He was moaning now, thrusting faster, circling his little buzzing clit harder, desperate for the imminent release.

		 

		The orgasm came suddenly. He drove his fingers in deep, felt them press apart the walls of his cunt at the same time as the pressure built up from touching his clit expanded within him, snapping like a taut string and releasing a rushing blast of pleasure through him. “Fuck, fuck, fuck,” he swore, rocking back and forth, head down, eyes closed as he fingered his pussy through the mind-blowing orgasm. It shook his body from head to toe and he gushed down his leg, his hot juices mingling with the shower water.

		 

		When the pleasure finally released him he pulled his fingers out of his pussy and stood to wash himself off. Maybe it was a good thing he was in Victoria’s body when she first masturbated. Who knows what she would have though when she squirted all over the place? She definitely wouldn’t have enjoyed it as much as Eugene did.

		 

		It occurred to him that he hadn’t washed his hair in a while so he did that, too, using Victoria’s coconut-scented shampoo and conditioner. Only after he washed out the last of the conditioner did he realize that he didn’t know that he knew it was time to wash his hair. It was another new memory. This one, like the others, had come right on the heels of his orgasm. It was like the pleasure was loosening her memory. Was it possible that the more he orgasmed the more of her memories he gained?

		 

		He was about to test his hypothesis and had just grabbed his tits again when there was a knock on the door.

		 

		“Come on Victoria,” Mateo called out. “Save some hot water for the rest of us.”

		 

		Eugene shut off the water and toweled himself off. He wrapped himself in the towel before blow-drying his hair in front of the mirror. The movements were natural, almost like his muscle memory had taken over. He brushed out his long locks, moving methodically in Victoria’s accustomed manner. It was exciting but every time he thought about it he lost it and became his own fumbling self. Her memories weren’t locked in. They were ephemeral. Certainly nothing he could rely on.

		 

		When he was done he returned to his room and slipped into his nightie, which was nothing more than an oversized t-shirt that hung down to his knees and had a picture of a cartoon rabbit plastered across the front. He also slid on some very short cotton shorts. The bed was still soaking wet from his orgasm, so he pulled up the sheets and dumped them into the laundry room down the hallway quickly and without Victoria’s parents seeing him. He pulled some fresh sheets from the closet and put them on his bed before getting under the covers.

		 

		Eugene considered masturbating to test his theory of retrieving Victoria’s memories, but didn’t want to sleep in cold bed sheets. Instead, he remembered the remote control vibrator. He got out of bed long enough to plug it in, running the cord into a drawer in his desk so the vibrator was out of sight in case one of “his” parents came in. Then he turned out the light and was asleep within moments.
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		The next morning Eugene awoke and went through Victoria’s morning routine. After brushing his teeth he was once again faced with her makeup collection. His hands reached automatically for some concealer. He dabbed some on his finger and held it up to his face, where he paused. That was the extent of Victoria’s memories that he could access. He vaguely remembered where she normally applied it but the specific knowledge wouldn’t come. The more he chased it the more it disappeared until he was left with his fingers in the air, still slick with concealer, and without the faintest idea what to do with it. In the end, he gave up again and washed his hands.

		 

		Returning to his room, he unplugged the remote controlled vibrator and held it in his hands. If his assumption was correct, orgasming would bring more and more of Victoria’s memories to him. He didn’t want to be up in front of the entire school tomorrow night at the concert with no idea how to use his voice. This was the quickest way about it.

		 

		He worked the U-shaped vibrator slowly inside himself. The narrower end slipped between his pussy lips, sliding up into him until the broad tip of the other side rested against his clit. He slid his panties up against his crotch, followed by some black leggings. He stepped in front of the mirror and eyed himself, making sure that the vibrator wasn’t visible. There may have been just the slightest suggestion of it on his crotch but no one should be looking that closely at his crotch anyway.

		 

		Picking up his phone, he flipped open the vibrator app and started it on the lowest setting. It came to life between his legs, a gentle hum that he could feel deep inside. It was pleasant, with the hint of deeper pleasure to come. He practiced walking around with it on the low setting. Whenever his legs swished together it cause the vibrator to bounce gently against his clit and sharpened the vibration within him. That familiar hunger for his body started up, the flicker of flame lighting between his legs and preparing to spread.

		 

		He bumped it up another speed. Now the vibrations flowed through his entire body and his pussy grew moist. The restless desire made him wiggle and he pressed his pussy against the back of his desk chair, slowly humping it as the flames licked his body. His tits were still bare and he took great delight in stroking them, squeezing them together, letting them bounce back down, gently tapping them and watching the ripples roll across his skin.

		 

		His back was to the door and he didn’t hear “his” mom until she knocked. “You’re going to be late sweetie.”

		 

		Eugene dropped his tits guiltily. Fortunately, the door was still closed.

		 

		“Out in a second,” he called to her. His voice didn’t betray the desire that filled his body.

		 

		Reluctantly, Eugene turned off the vibrator and finished getting dressed, making sure to choose an extra-long top that fell down to his waist in case he squirted again. He stuffed some extra leggings and panties into his backpack as well. Sean was already downstairs by the time Eugene went down for breakfast. He was leaning on the kitchen island chatting to Andrea. When he saw Victoria he dazzled Eugene with his smile.

		 

		Sean really was good looking. Strong chin. Brawny. Already a man. His hardness fit Victoria’s softness as Eugene embraced him, inhaling his sandalwood cologne before giving him a quick kiss on the lips. He kept his arm around Sean’s waist, not wanting to let him go. It seemed that Victoria’s strongest emotions were the first to meld with Eugene’s mind and he could absolutely feel her desire and affection for Sean.

		 

		Andrea slid a small plate of toast over to her daughter. Eugene grabbed the slices, suddenly eager to be alone in the car with Sean and away from Victoria’s mom.

		 

		“Thanks. See you later.”

		 

		Sean took the hint and they left. Eugene took one glance at his former house before getting into Sean’s car. The bedroom light was on but other than that there was no hint anyone was home. Eugene held the slice of toast in his mouth and pulled out his phone as Sean began driving to school. Eugene slid the vibrator to its lowest setting. If he timed it right he should be able to strategically orgasm throughout the day. He didn’t have any idea how long it would take to get all of Victoria’s memories, but he needed them all so he wouldn’t embarrass himself at the concert.

		 

		The little buzz began between his legs. He sat back in the seat and let the vibrations spill through him. With the window down, the rushing air tossed his hair around his head. The radio was cranked up to some jaunty pop song Eugene had never heard before. But he was young and felt so alive.

		 

		As the vibrations crept through him he looked over at Sean, admiring the sharp line of his jaw and the coiled muscle of his biceps. Sean glanced over at Eugene and shot him a smile that made his panties wet. The combination of Sean’s rugged good looks, Victoria’s memories, and the vibrator buzzing around inside his pussy made him suddenly horny. He hadn’t been prepared to be so wet so suddenly and he wiggled his butt in his seat, trying to figure out a subtle way to sate the pressing need blossoming throughout his body.

		 

		At a stop light, he lay his hand on Sean’s thigh. Sean looked over at him and smiled again. And then—fuck waiting—Eugene launched himself at Sean, planting their lips together. Sean kissed him back, surprised and pleased at the intensity of Eugene’s affection. Eugene ran his hands down Sean’s chest as they kissed, following the rugged contours of his body. Eugene wanted to melt into Sean but was held back by the seatbelt. He’d opened his mouth and slid his tongue against Sean’s lips when someone sounded their horn from behind as the light turned green.

		 

		Eugene pulled away reluctantly but his pulse was still pounding in his ears. Now he needed more than just to satisfy himself. He needed to satisfy Sean. They were passing a row of stores, most of them not yet open for the day and Eugene impulsively told Sean “Pull in here.”

		 

		Sean did so. “Why? What’s up?”

		 

		Eugene didn’t answer he was scanning the parking lot and found a small alley. “There.”

		 

		He pointed and Sean pulled up to an empty loading dock. There was no one around. Eugene looked over at Sean and licked his lips. The vibrator seemed so loud in his pussy, how could Sean not hear it?

		 

		“Kill the engine,” Eugene managed to gasp as the first throes of tiny pleasure made him shiver.

		 

		Sean turned off the car and was about to question Eugene again when Eugene unbuckled his belt and kissed Sean. Sean kissed him back, eagerly this time. Their tongues met, Eugene exploring the warm contours of Sean’s mouth as his hand slid down Sean’s chest to his pants. His fingers landed on Sean’s bulge and he giggled into Sean’s mouth. Sean moaned as Eugene stroked the bulge, fingers roaming restlessly over Sean’s hidden member.

		 

		“Mmmm,” Sean pulled away. “Fuck, Victoria. What’s got into you?” He laughed.

		 

		Eugene could see the question in Sean’s eyes. He was wondering how far Victoria was willing to go. Eugene remembered being a young man. Having a young man’s urges. Now on the other end of those urges, and with Victoria’s love floating through him and the vibrator making his pussy so wet, he wanted Sean. Badly.

		 

		“Let me suck your dick,” Eugene gasped, surprising himself.

		 

		He’d never had an interest in sucking a man’s cock before but this wasn’t just any man’s cock. This was Sean. And Victoria’s body was begging for it.

		 

		“Are you sure?” Sean asked.

		 

		It was nice of him to double check that his virgin girlfriend was suddenly into sucking cocks, but Eugene was so fucking horny he didn’t have time for niceties. Instead of answering, Eugene scrambled to unzip Sean’s pants. Sean didn’t stop him, and soon Eugene had freed his dick. He stroked it with Victoria’s fingers. It was already half-hard and it grew beneath his attention.

		 

		Sean’s cock was warm and firm. Eugene had enough of Victoria’s desires to love the sight of her lover’s member as he stroked it up and down. He unclasped his seatbelt and leaned over, opening his lips wide to swallow the bulbous head of the dick. As he lowered his mouth he could feel the cock sliding across his tongue and pressing against the top of his mouth. It felt so big inside him and he swallowed as much as he could.

		 

		When he came up, Sean’s cock was slick with Eugene’s saliva. Eugene grasped his cock again and stroked, spreading the slickness down the shaft before swallowing him again. He used his hands and lips to pleasure Sean, dragging down, down, filling his mouth with Sean. The slightly salty taste of Sean’s precum landed on his tongue and he heard Sean moan. Eugene was growing wetter just pleasuring Sean, enjoying how much control over him he had with just his tongue and lips and fingers. All the while the vibrator buzzed away in Eugene’s slick pussy.

		 

		Eugene lowered his lips and undulated his tongue beneath the underside of Sean’s shaft. Sean whispered “Oh, fuck” and lightly gripped Eugene’s head. Eugene slid his lips up and down “his” boyfriend’s thick shaft, enjoying every wonderful inch. He moved faster, lips sliding up and down as Sean’s breath quickened. Eugene felt the tension in Sean’s body as he sped towards orgasm.

		 

		“Oh god, I think I’m gonna--” Sean groaned.

		 

		The cock throbbed in Eugene’s mouth and he drove his lips down just as hot spurts of cum jetted across his tongue. Sean thrust up slightly, driving his dick deeper down Eugene’s throat. Eugene kept his lips wrapped around Sean’s dick, swallowing every spurt of salty cum, feeling it burn down his throat. The taste of it, the excitement of Sean, the delightful fulness of his mouth combined with the vibrations between his legs made Eugene moan. He tremored with a slight orgasm as he swallowed the sticky cum, body quivering with delight as he drank each tasty drop of Sean’s cum.

		 

		When Sean was done, Eugene slid his lips off his dick with a wet pop and daintily wiped the corners of his mouth. The spicy taste of Sean lingered on his tongue as he ran it around his mouth, enjoying the last taste of his boyfriend’s cum. He giggled at the wrongness of what he’d done. But it had felt so right. As he sat back in the passenger seat he felt the dampness of his panties. The vibrator continued buzzing within him, leaving him still on edge.

		 

		As Sean stuffed his cock back into his pants Eugene opened the app on his phone and turned off the vibrator. Sean smiled shyly at Eugene. He was so cute with that goofy grin! Eugene twirled a lock of silky hair around one finger and smiled back, fully at ease for the first time with Victoria’s boyfriend.
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		Eugene once again met up with Destiny and Madison outside of school. They were both staring at Madison’s phone and nodding along to some pop song. Eugene crowded around and watched the end of some brightly colored music video. The name of the artist seemed vaguely familiar. Another memory just out of reach.

		 

		They had a friendly debate about who was the best musician. Madison and Destiny both had strong opinions while Eugene played peacemaker. They argued until the bell rang and then went their separate ways to class this morning. Eugene had a slight sense of déjà vu that he assumed was Victoria’s memory and he followed the feeling all the way through the halls and into his seat for first period class.

		 

		In class they split up into small groups to discuss a scene from Romeo and Juliet. The group Eugene found himself in contained two other guys and another girl. Victoria’s laptop made more sense to him this morning and he quickly navigated to the worksheet she’d done previously on the subject so he could contribute to the conversation.

		 

		One of the guys rubbed Eugene the wrong way. He had the sense that the guy had done or said something before to upset Victoria. Or maybe Eugene just took an instant dislike to him on principle for the way he bullied through the conversation. The guy’s comments weren’t even insightful or particularly interesting, though he seemed to think they were brilliant. It was getting harder to figure out where Victoria’s memories stopped and Eugene’s began.

		 

		It was harder to find Victoria’s second period class even with her crumpled up schedule. He made it into the art room just as the tardy bell rang and slipped into a seat in the back. The class was in the middle of making pen and ink drawings and they all retrieved their half-finished work and set up around the class to continue. Eugene went down the row of unclaimed projects until he found one that called to him with an instant sense of familiarity. It was a half-finished grasshopper. He took it and some supplies to a desk and set to work. He uncapped the pen and paused, hovering above the picture. Where to continue?

		 

		Eugene needed more of Victoria’s memories. When the teacher wasn’t looking, Eugene slipped his phone out of his back pack and flipped open the app. He set the vibrator on low and the welcome buzzing began. He feigned working on his project as he twisted his legs this way and that until he found a position that made the vibrator press harder against his clit. He bit his bottom lip as a light spark flared up between his legs.

		 

		Fuck, that felt so good. After a few minutes he bumped it up another notch. Now the vibrations pulsed through him, warming his body. His pen hovered over his work and he clutched the desk with the other hand and thrust his groin up against the edge. He bit back a moan as a spike of pleasure flared through him.

		 

		He thrust slowly up and down, using the edge of the desk to help push the vibrator harder against his clit and deeper into him. He shut his eyes and dropped the brush to bite on the finger of one hand to stifle the cries that threatened to spill from his lips. The vibrations continued, his pleasure rising. How he wanted to touch his tits and free his body, run his hands over each inch of skin and thrust his fingers deep into his trembling pussy. Instead he tried to hold in his feelings. The last thing he wanted was to have a screaming orgasm in front of the class.

		 

		But the pleasure continued ratcheting up. He moaned involuntarily, attempting to turn it into a sound of consideration rather than longing. A ‘Hmmm?’ rather than a ‘Hnnngh!’. But his body felt so damn good. His pussy was so wet. It was a wonder no one could hear the vibrator buzzing away, that no one questioned why he was slowly humping the desk. The pleasure washed over him suddenly and he bit down on his thumb as he came, squeezing his eyes tight as he orgasmed silently while the class went on around him. Holding it in made it that much more powerful and he felt himself gushing, warm spurts of liquid squirting against his panties and his leggings as the pleasure flowed through and out of him.

		 

		When the orgasm passed he thumbed off the vibrator and sat gripping the edge of the desk, staring down at the artwork in front of him without seeing it. When he’d recovered he opened his eyes and suddenly knew exactly where Victoria had stopped. He picked up the pen and resumed her work as his body cooled.

		 

		Before the end of class he pushed his chair back slightly and leaned back in a stretch in order to see the state of his leggings. His panties felt sopping wet and there was a small dark patch down the front and between his thighs. It would be mostly covered by his shirt as long as he didn’t spread his legs.

		 

		When the bell rang he put his artwork away and moved more confidently to his next class. He met up with Madison in the hallway and they made their way through the halls together. Now that Eugene was a little more relaxed he could start to enjoy being in Victoria’s body. He saw the way people looked at him. Guys gave him quick glances, their eyes dropping briefly to his tits, which strained out against his top. Eugene had never had this kind of attention before. He’d never been especially good looking. Girls had liked him for his personality, not his appearance. So to be physically desired like this was oddly flattering for all its uniqueness.

		 

		And then again, he got to ogle as well. Madison was a cute young blonde and Eugene could admire her slender figure as they walked together. Her face was all elegant curves and soft features that Eugene could imagine kissing. In his mind he wondered what it would be like if she and Victoria got together, their tongues entwined, lithe bodies pressed against each other. He would probably have to teach her how to eat pussy but it would be worth it to see her little face between his legs, her tongue sliding into his folds.

		 

		With a start Eugene realized he’d made himself wet again and tried to force his mind to their conversation. Surprisingly—or not, considering he’d found out how to increase his access to Victoria’s memories—he now had opinions on which shade of lip gloss was the better choice for him. And it mattered a little more who liked who, and who said what to who around the school. And the excitement of the upcoming choir performance was real and bubbled through all of their conversation.

		 

		For lunch, Sean drove them through a drive through and then they ate their lunch near the football field. Eugene rested up against Sean, comforted by his nearness. When he finished eating, Eugene turned the vibrator on and lay back on the bench, his knees in the air, his head on Sean’s lap. Sean stroked his long hair and Eugene contributed less and less to the conversation as he built to another orgasm. He came while Sean was talking, his boyfriend’s attention elsewhere while Eugene gritted his teeth and forced himself to remain still as his body shivered with orgasm. He had to change into dry panties before the next class.

		 

		Choir was an improvement over the day before. He knew the words and the tune, but the choreography wasn’t quite there. Nor was his accuracy as matching the pitch of the piano or the strength of his voice.

		 

		“Come on, open your mouth!” The bearded choir teacher—Mr. Monroe—encouraged as they ran the song again. “You’re chewing on your words.”

		 

		Eugene still didn’t have the level of control over Victoria’s body that he needed. He was better but not performance-ready. It was much better on the other songs when he could fade into the background of the chorus. But for “Summer Nights” he was front and center. The song ended with him back to back against the male soloist, each of them looking out at the audience as they sang the final lyrics together:

		 

		“Buuut…Oh!...Those suuummerrr…niiiiights.” They sang together as the chorus chimed in with the closing bars.

		 

		“Good, good!” Mr. Monroe shouted. “Just remember on that last ‘oh’, I need both of you guys to make it dreamy. Say it like you’re thinking of something that makes you feel wonderful. It’s longing, it’s wistful. Remember, you’re in love!”

		 

		After class, Eugene headed out into the hallway expecting to ride home with Madison only to find Sean leaning against the wall.

		 

		“Need a lift?”

		 

		Eugene smiled and ran forward to kiss him. “Take me for a ride,” he teased.

		 

		They hopped in and drove back to Victoria’s house.

		 

		“Have a good day?” Sean asked.

		 

		“You know,” Eugene shrugged. “School. You?”

		 

		“Well, my morning was fantastic.”

		 

		They smiled at each other. “Don’t get any ideas. My parents are expecting me home.”

		 

		“I know. It was just a nice surprise, that’s all.”

		 

		“Maybe if you’re good you’ll get another one,” Eugene grinned.

		 

		When they pulled up to Victoria’s house, Eugene hopped out of the car. His old body was sitting on the front porch of his former house. He glanced towards it but there didn’t seem to be any spark of recognition. He leaned back in through the window and Sean leaned towards him. They enjoyed one final kiss and then Eugene threw his backpack around one shoulder and began walking down the path to Victoria’s house. When Sean drove away, Eugene doubled back and went up to his old front porch. He had to know if Victoria’s memory was any better.

		 

		“Hi, Eugene,” Eugene said.

		 

		Victoria’s rheumy eyes turned to him. She looked pale and even more wrinkled than before. Eugene noticed she was also in a wheelchair rather than the rocking chair on the porch.

		 

		“Hello…” she squinted. “Victoria.”

		 

		“Are you feeling any better?”

		 

		“I don’t…” she faltered and looked back up at Eugene, puzzled, as if trying to capture some memory. “Are you…?”

		 

		Whatever she was going to say was interrupted by the nurse sweeping out through the front door. “Oh, hello!” Avery said when she spotted Eugene.

		 

		“Hi. I was just coming over to check on Eugene. How is he?”

		 

		“Much better. Aren’t we Eugene?” She chirped as she unlocked the wheels on his chair and began to turn him back to the front door.

		 

		“I’m not…Eugene.” She said.

		 

		“Oh dear,” Avery muttered, shooting Eugene a look and shaking her head sadly. “He’s been getting like this more and more,” she whispered.

		 

		Victoria looked back at Eugene as she was wheeled into the house. One of her shriveled hands reached out to him but Avery gently steered it back down and through the doorway. Victoria seemed to be getting worse even as Eugene was getting better. Eugene stifled a small giggle as he thought that maybe a few orgasms would help her wrinkled brain to adjust. But the thought of that desiccated old carcass naked and touching its dick made Eugene shudder.

		 

		No, he wasn’t going back to that. Sure, he felt bad for Victoria but there was nothing he could do. He told himself that the best thing would be to continue on in her life doing his best. And that meant getting all her memories before the concert tomorrow night.

		 

		Andrea stopped him from going upstairs to his room. Dinner was ready and she insisted they all eat together as a family. Eugene tried to scarf down his meal as fast as he could so he could get some alone time but Mateo insisted he talk about his day. Eugene surprised himself by matching Mateo’s Spanish. He was hesitant at first, but challenged his growing vocabulary and he was soon having an actual conversation in Spanish. Eugene had been bad at languages so to find himself suddenly fluent was a thrill.

		 

		After dinner it was the usual cleanup. But again he was stopped by going upstairs when “his” dad called out that Wife Swapping was on. Apparently it was a family tradition to watch this trashy reality show together. They shouted at the screen when the people made poor choices and laughed at how out of touch the rich blonde was when forced to live in rural Arkansas.

		 

		Then it was homework, shower and bed. In the shower Eugene had just started to rev his body up by playing with his bouncy tits when Mateo knocked on the door and reminded him to wrap it up to save hot water.

		 

		“Can’t stay in there like last night,” he added.

		 

		So it was that Eugene went to bed horny.

		 

		In his dream he was in a school classroom. It was just him and Madison sitting side by side at a desk. They were gossiping about insects in the way that made sense only in dreams.

		 

		Madison laughed and swept her blonde hair out of her sparkling blue eyes. The movement was graceful and fluid, and she angled her head so that Eugene’s eyes could trace down her bare neck. On impulse Eugene leaned forward and kissed her. Her mouth was warm and wet. They slowly moved together, still kissing, until their bodies pressed together. They clasped fingers as their tongues circled around each other’s mouths. Madison tasted of sweet cherries.

		 

		They were both suddenly naked and Eugene pulled her towards him, his hands finding her supple skin, following the gentle curves of her slender body. Their tits pressed together, his nipples brushing up against hers and sending little tingles through him. She was hungry for him, kissing him with a ferocious desperation as she followed the line of his ass up and down with her nimble fingers.

		 

		She pulled away with a tiny gasp and bent to suck on Eugene’s breasts. Her hot breath whispered across his skin as she sucked on one fat brown nipple. Eugene gazed down at her as she latched her mouth around him, her eyes closed in ecstasy, other hand coming up to softly caress each of his breasts. His breasts dwarfed her hand and she bounced them up and down while she moved her hot mouth from one to the other. She paused long enough to burrow her face between his mountainous tits and he laughed at her delight. Watching her feast on his body made him buzz with warmth, heat creeping through his body.

		 

		She looked up at him, blinking her blue eyes with lazy lust, her lips still wrapped around his nipple. He brushed her hair back behind his ear and gazed down at her. She resumed her passionate worship of his body as he trembled, leaning his head back and sighing softly. Madison released his nipple and stood back up to kiss him again, her hands sliding around to cup his ass. When she pulled away she remained close, forehead to forehead.

		 

		“Please can I lick your pussy?” She begged.

		 

		“Yes,” Eugene whispered, his voice almost caught in his throat.

		 

		Her smile was bright and clear, as if her greatest wish had just been granted. She kissed her way down his neck, over his tits, down his belly and then between his legs. Eugene leaned back on the desk and spread his legs as Madison knelt between his knees. She kissed her way back and forth across his thighs, teasing his pussy into sharp arousal. Her hair tickled his bare skin and she paused momentarily, her mouth on his pussy, her hot breath caressing his sensitive folds. Then she resumed kissing back and forth, teasing him as he grew wet and restless while she enjoyed his musky scent.

		 

		She stuck out her tiny pink tongue and traced a line up his slit. Eugene moaned softly, watching her, her eyes closed in delight while her tongue followed the line of his slit up and down. Her fingers rested on his thigh, tickling him with a light touch. And then she pressed her tongue harder against him and licked him once. He spread for her, pussy lips growing wet and wide. She licked him again, this time staring up into his eyes, knowing she was making him ache with pleasure. He read the secret delight in her look as her tongue slid up and down his entrance.

		 

		He shook with a gentle orgasm just watching the lithe young blonde eat his pussy. Her tongue slid up and then teased him apart, flicking in to land on his clit. Madison spun gentle patterns over his sensitive bud with her tongue, each motion causing another shiver to shoot through him, each shiver building on the one before until he was quaking. Eugene threw his head back and gripped her blonde head. His moans echoed through the empty classroom as he pushed her harder against him, needing her tongue inside him.

		 

		She gladly obliged, tracing patterns across his clit. And then he felt her fingers slide into his wet passage. His pussy lips gripped her as she slipped two fingers inside him. In and out, in and out, slowly sliding deeper inside his pussy each time until she finally crooked her fingers up and around to land on his innermost pleasure.

		 

		“Fuuuck,” Eugene moaned, his hands coming up to play with his own tits.

		 

		He opened his eyes and stared back down his body, watching Victoria’s hands stroke her breasts, gazing at Madison’s cute face as she licked his pussy like a pro, her blue eyes brimming with lust. It was better than the vibrator, and his body rose towards the crest of orgasm. His breasts heaved and his cries grew higher in pitch. He spread his legs and Madison sunk deeper into him. Her cheeks glistened with his juices and the wet sounds of his pussy filled his ears. A beautiful sound. He was a woman inside and out, enjoying all of Victoria’s pleasure.

		 

		The desire crested within Eugene and he came. His hands squeezed his tits and he moaned. Madison followed his rhythm, pausing briefly as he came around her head, thighs clapping together against her cheeks as the orgasm made him grow taut. His body needed that beautiful release and as he came he squirted again. Clear warm liquid gushed out of him, splashing across Madison’s face. She closed her eyes and kept her tongue inside him even as she was soaked with his juices.

		 

		When she opened her eyes the look of desire had intensified. Her bangs were damp with his juices, her face glowing with delight. While Eugene was still recovering Madison resumed her tender ministrations. Her tongue sank into his pussy again, her fingers sliding up through his canal, spreading him apart once again. She fingered him as she ate his pussy. This time Eugene’s pleasure was almost immediate. The restlessness built, built, and then exploded through him.

		 

		He threw back his head and came. “Oh god! Oh god!” Hearing his sweet voice crying out in lust made him that much hornier, doubling his desire. He was both watcher and receiver, enjoying the sight and sounds of Victoria’s orgasms, the desire written across Madison’s tiny features, almost as much as he enjoyed the pleasure itself. He gripped Madison’s hair and shoved her face into his cunt as he came. She licked him, teasing his clit as his body roared with ecstasy, the orgasm booming through him and he thrust against her tongue and fingers, willing them deeper, desperately trying to sate the itching need deep inside.

		 

		When at last he was done he released her and she sat back. Madison looked up at him, her face and tits shiny with his juices. She stood and kissed him and he could taste his pussy in her lips. His fingers slide through her silky hair. She pulled back and opened her mouth and out came the sound of a beeping alarm clock.

		 

		Eugene awoke and sleepily slapped his phone to turn off the annoying sound. When he rolled back over he landed on the wet patch he’d made in his sleep. The bed was drenched. He lay back. The dream had been so vivid. Just remembering it was enough to warm his body once again. Eugene was certain that Victoria had never had a dream like that.
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		Eugene started Friday morning much the same as the previous days. He slumped down the hall to the bathroom to do Victoria’s morning routine. His breasts swung back and forth at each step and when he got to the bathroom he locked the door before casting off his top. He went through the rest of his morning routine topless, enjoying the sight of Victoria’s huge round tits swinging from his chest. It was a sight he didn’t think he’d ever tire of seeing.

		 

		That morning, after brushing his teeth, he dabbed the concealer along the little blemishes on his face and covered up the slight dark circles beneath his eyes. His hands moved almost automatically and he peered critically at his face, finally understanding what he was looking for and what to do when he found it. The rest of Victoria’s makeup was a breeze. He darkened his lashes and traced his lips before applying the lipstick. When he was done he stood back and appraised himself.

		 

		Victoria’s face stared back at him from the reflection. He was drawn to her eyes. They were dark and mysterious. His face was perfection. Satisfied, he put his top back on and returned to his room to get ready for school.

		 

		Eugene had set the vibrator to charge overnight and he unplugged it before sliding it inside himself once again, letting one of the nubs rest against his clit. After putting on his panties and bra, he turned on the vibrator to low and let the pleasant buzz fill him as he flipped through Victoria’s closet. He picked out a cute skirt and blouse combo. White with yellow trim and some sort of abstract design across the short sleeves. He buttoned the top and once again his breasts strained against the fabric. He was weirdly proud of his tits. They looked great. They felt amazing. They drove guys wild. Hell, they drove Eugene wild.

		 

		All during his quick breakfast the vibrator buzzed inside him. When Sean picked him up and they kissed for the first time that morning, Eugene felt a little thrill shoot through him that may have been the vibrator or may have been Victoria’s feelings for Sean. He didn’t even glance back at his old house as they drove off.

		 

		Sean drove Eugene to school as Eugene sat back and ran his hands through his hair. The vibrator continued buzzing, making him tingly and warm. Sean didn’t bring up the events of yesterday morning, though he did glance over at Eugene as they passed the place where he’d turned off yesterday, as if asking him a question with just a gesture. Eugene let it go, the buzzing just starting to make him moist. He didn’t want to seem like a slut, though he very much felt like a slut in the most wonderful way.

		 

		He bumped it up a notch to medium as he walked up to the school’s front entrance. He had to stop and pretend to look for something in his backpack as the pleasure almost spilled out of him. He stuffed his head into his bag and let out a quick sigh. When he raised his head Madison was right there, looking at him with her beautiful blue eyes. His dream came back to him and he thought of kissing her right there. He fidgeted as restless energy flitted through him, his body winding itself up with desire, threatening to spill out of him at any moment.

		 

		“You okay, Victoria?” Madison asked.

		 

		God, she was gorgeous. He wished he could see that pretty face between his legs in real life, watch her suck on his pussy, feel her warm tongue inside him.

		 

		“I’m…” he paused, grunting as a little spike of pleasure twisted through him. “Fine.” He managed to finish. “Come on,” he said, hurrying up the steps in front of her.

		 

		“You just look, I don’t know, tired or something,” Madison said.

		 

		Eugene paused at the top, his back to Madison. He closed his eyes and felt his body shake gently. He gripped the rail as he orgasmed. To Madison it must have looked like he lost his balance because she rushed up and grabbed his arm. Her flowery scent hit his nose and when she touched his arm he came.

		 

		“Mmm, I’m…fine,” Eugene managed. “Didn’t sleep much is all.”

		 

		He could feel himself squirting into his panties as the pleasure pulsed through him. He half turned, now hyper-aware of his body, of the shift of his tits, the curve of his ass, the spread of his pussy lips. Fuck, Victoria felt so good. And she’d never known what it felt like to have an orgasm.

		 

		“You nervous about the concert?” Destiny asked. “Don’t be, girl. You’re gonna be awesome.”

		 

		He got ahold of himself right before the bell rang. He followed Destiny to his first class. The vibrator made him so on edge that just walking through the hallways was a challenge. As soon as he sat down at his desk he orgasmed again. He held his breath, silently cumming and once again squirting until the pleasure dissipated.

		 

		Eugene came twice more in class, each time gripping the desk and grinding his crotch up against the edge as the pleasure washed through him. His panties were soaking wet and he had to duck into the bathroom to change before the next class. But it worked. He could remember where Victoria stored all her work on her laptop. He knew who Madison liked. He remembered when his breasts began growing and how he was so proud at first, then embarrassed when they got so big and started gathering unwanted attention. He had a sudden interest in fashion. Victoria’s memories came back in flashes, sitting alongside his. As he chatted with the others about the upcoming concert he realized he was excited to show off. It would be so totally fun!

		 

		Eugene almost ruined his reputation after lunch. He was called up to the front of the class to fill in some blanks for a grammar assignment and didn’t get a chance to turn off the vibrator. It buzzed away as he leaned against the whiteboard, gritting his teeth, fighting the urge to jam his hand down his pants and finger his wet pussy. He kept himself under control. Just.

		 

		But as he leaned forward to finish his answer his arm jogged his tits. That was enough to break the delicate equilibrium and he came, straightening suddenly as the delicious pleasure filled him and he gushed again. He turned to see twenty-five pairs of eyes on him as he came in front of them, biting his bottom lip and barely holding back a moan.

		 

		Did they know he was orgasming? Or did he successfully convince them that he was pondering something? Fuck, he wanted to touch his tits. Wanted to throw himself naked into the classroom and let the men fondle him, throw him over the desk and fuck him. The thought of Victoria getting rammed by every guy in the class made him cum again as he took his seat, plopping onto his now-wet butt at the back of the class and clenching his eyes shut as he quivered with orgasm. His ass was sopping wet with his juices. This class was followed by another quick trip to the bathroom. This time he had to change out of his skirt as well as his panties, and he slipped into a dry skirt.

		 

		By the end of the day Eugene had gone through four pairs of panties and two skirts. God, he felt wonderful each time he came. Was it possible he had absolute control of her body? Or was there more? The nagging doubts persisted. The last thing he wanted to do was go up onstage in front of everyone and make a fool out of himself. It was the first week of the rest of his life and he wanted it to be perfect. He thought he’d better keep going just to make absolutely sure he had Victoria’s pitch-perfect voice and musical abilities.

		 

		Sean gave him a ride home and it was all Eugene could do to keep his hands off his boyfriend. He just loved Sean so much. Sean pulled up to the curb at Victoria’s house and before Eugene hopped out of the car he leaned over and kissed him. It was only meant to be a quick peck but the instant their lips touched Eugene wanted more. He leaned into it, letting his tongue probe around his boyfriend’s mouth, tasting him as they groped each other. It was Sean who finally broke it off and pulled away.

		 

		“Don’t want your parents to see,” he mumbled.

		 

		Eugene grabbed the bulge sticking up from Sean’s pants. “I don’t want them to see this either.” He said. “This is mine.”

		 

		Sean’s lips curled into a grin. Eugene laughed and jumped out the door. He brushed his hair out of his face and waved to Victoria, who had again been wheeled out to the front porch.

		 

		“Hola, Eugene!” he chirped.

		 

		“Hi…Victoria,” she replied with a croak.

		 

		Eugene went inside and raced upstairs. The choir members all had to wear outfits in the school colors of black and gold. Victoria had been planning her outfit for a while. She’d even gone shopping with her mom last weekend to get a gold shrug and a new black dress. Eugene changed into a black bra and then slipped into the black dress. It hugged his figure, ballooning out around his breasts before tucking back up against his stomach and clinging to the rest of his body. The gold short sleeve shrug covered his shoulders but left the rest of his arms bare. He left the vibrator inside him, trying to squeeze as many of Victoria’s memories out as he could.

		 

		There was no time to enjoy a leisurely orgasm. He had to go to the bathroom and perfect his makeup and hair. He set the curlers into place with practiced ease before getting to work on his makeup. He dotted and brushed and blushed and penciled his face to perfection. When he removed the curlers his hair fell down his shoulders in silky curls.

		 

		“You look gorgeous, sweetie,” his mom said in Spanish when she peeked in on him.

		 

		“Thanks, mamá,” Eugene beamed.

		 

		His mom fluffed up his hair, tweaking it a little here and there. Both his dad and mom were dressed and ready by the time he came down. Then it was in the car and to the school auditorium.

		 

		While his parents took a seat in the audience, Eugene met up with Destiny and Madison and they went around to the rehearsal room behind the stage. Madison looked radiant in a black sleeveless dress, her blonde hair up in a careful bun. Destiny was packed into a black dress of her own and Eugene enjoyed an eyeful of her cleavage. The thought flitted through his head of him burying his face between her pillowy Black breasts but he shoved it away even as it ignited a curl of pleasure between his legs.

		 

		He left the vibrator on during warmups, hoping to squeeze out one last orgasm. Mr. Monroe warmed them all up and Eugene took great delight in his voice. He sang the warmups perfectly, his voice strong and sure, carrying out above the others. They did a few spot checks, running through particularly difficult sections of some songs, including Eugene’s “Summer Loving” solo. His voice was angelic, powerful and full of vibrato. But couldn’t it always be better?

		 

		He'd just pumped the vibrator up to full power and had excused himself to sit alone on the guise of meditating when Mr. Monroe clapped his hands.

		 

		“It’s time! Phones off, let’s go!”

		 

		Eugene pulled his phone out and was thumbing through for the app when it was snatched out of his hands. “Time to go. No phones, Victoria.”

		 

		He was hustled out the door with the others as the vibrator thrummed between his legs. Each step was a beautiful agony, making the little nub press against his sensitive clit. God, he was so close, his body on fire with tension that threatened to spill out of him at any moment. It was all made worse by the jiggling of his tits, the sight of Madison in her dress, of Ebony with her cleavage. Fuck, he wanted to touch himself. If only he could find an excuse to get one minute alone, to slide his fingers into his sopping wet pussy and pleasure himself, luxuriate in his soft feminine body one final time just to excise this desperate yearning.

		 

		Instead, he marched onstage in front of hundreds of parents and siblings and classmates and, of course, Sean. The performers lined up in their rows as the audience applauded. Madison noticed Eugene’s leg jiggling and she gave him a worried glance.

		 

		“You’ll be great,” she whispered, mistaking his horniness for nervousness.

		 

		Mr. Monroe took a seat at the piano and they launched into it. There were a handful of songs before he had to take center stage and sing “Summer Loving”. He managed it to hold it together through most of the concert. He had exquisite control over Victoria’s voice. Her pitch, her rhythm, her tone. Even as distracted as he was by being held just on the edge of orgasm he excelled. A few times the pleasure threatened to spill out of him. His legs jiggled and he had to swallow it down. But the pleasure was always there, making his body hum. Every now and then a bead of juice would slide down his inner thigh and he had to fight the urge not to touch himself on stage in front of everyone. His nipples poked out beneath his dress, telegraphing his arousal to the world.

		 

		It only got worse when they moved around to get in position for his song. Each step sent little shivers through Eugene, and he stifled a gasp of pleasure as he took up his position center stage with Tim. The song began and he managed to stay on top of it at first, singing his lines as he went through the choreography.

		 

		Summer lovin’, had me a blast…

		 

		The vibrator continued humming inside his now sopping wet pussy, sending sharp shocks of pleasure through him. It took all his concentration to not let it show. He stepped gingerly, hiding his gasps beneath the chorus. Halfway through the song he was struggling, the pressure in his body needed to be released. But still he managed to hold it together, even as each shake of his ass, each jiggle of his tits twisted the tension tighter. By the time they nearly reached the end, where the tempo slowed down, Eugene was afraid he would lose it at any minute.

		 

		It turned colder, that’s where it ends…

		 

		And then he was back to back with Tim, looking out at the audience. His brow was furrowed in concentration that he hoped looked wistful. He was so close, just a few more lines.

		 

		Summer dreams, ripped at the seams…

		 

		There was a pause in the music, a slight break before the last line.

		 

		But…

		 

		Eugene shifted his legs and that was all it took. The cascade of pleasure roared through him and he reached back to clutch Tim, holding on so he could stand as he came hard on stage in front of everyone. Their lyric together, the ‘oh!’ of a teenage longing, burst forth from Eugene as an orgasmic moan.

		 

		“Ooooooh!” He cried, his melodious voice echoing through the silent auditorium.

		 

		His voice was so high pitched, so needy, it couldn’t be anything other than an orgasm. Clutching on to Tim he felt his pussy gushing, dripping through his panties and down his dress. The girls in the chorus stared at him in disbelief. Did they know he was cumming, that he couldn’t think for the pleasure?

		 

		And just as the orgasm released him the last chords of Mr. Monroe’s piano sounded and he sang the last line with Tim.

		 

		Those summer nights!

		 

		The chorus broke in , the girls surrounding him, the guys surrounding Tim, all of them forming one final tableau onstage. The music ended and the audience burst into applause. Eugene gazed out at them. Fuck, he’d just orgasmed in front of hundreds of people. His dress was soaked. Thank god it was black and the liquid was hard to see. Still, he angled himself away from the audience, did a quick bow, and then followed the rest of the performers offstage.

		 

		As soon as they were out of view of the audience Madison and Destiny rushed up to him.

		 

		“Oh my god, Victoria, you were incredible.”

		 

		“Damn, it sounded like you almost came in your pants out there!” Destiny laughed.

		 

		Eugene smiled shyly back at them. He’d managed to hold it together even through an orgasm. That proved his control over this body. He must have had all of Victoria’s memories by now. He rushed to his purse and opened his phone to switch off the vibrator. The buzzing ceased and he took a deep breath, his mind and body finally calm. His body cooled slowly as the other singers came in, congratulating each other and talking about their performance. Eugene snuck away briefly into the bathroom to remove the vibrator, washing it in the sink before tucking it into his purse.

		 

		When the lights came up in the auditorium, he wandered out with the rest of the singers. His mom and dad jumped up to hug him. Eugene gratefully accepted their love, though being sure to keep the lower half of his body well back from them so they couldn’t see how wet he was.

		 

		“You were amazing!” his dad said.

		 

		“Really good,” his mom agreed.

		 

		Sean handed him some flowers and then kissed him chastely on the lips. “Awesome.”

		 

		And that was all it took to rev Eugene’s body up again. He made a spur of the moment decision. He grabbed Sean’s hand and turned to his parents. “Mom, dad, Sean and I are going out for dinner, is that okay?” He squeezed Sean’s hand, urging him to hide his confusion.

		 

		“Of course,” his mom said.

		 

		“Be back by ten,” his dad replied.

		 

		“We will,” Sean said.

		 

		As soon as they were outside Sean asked him, “Where do you want to eat?”

		 

		“I’ll surprise you.”

		 

		Sean drove as Eugene fed him directions. Sean was confused as Eugene urged him to turn into a park and then pull over.

		 

		“Now what?” Sean asked.

		 

		“Follow me.”

		 

		Eugene knew Sean kept a picnic blanket in his car. He grabbed it and they walked down to the lake. The night was still and warm. A full moon shone down, bathing everything in a soft blue glow. Eugene laid out the blanket in the grass and then stepped close to Sean. He looked up at his boyfriend and stood on tiptoes to kiss him.

		 

		Their lips met and Eugene melted into him. He opened his mouth to allow Sean’s hot breath in as they pressed their bodies together. Sean gripped him from behind and pulled him close as they made out. They started slowly, lovingly, tongues exploring each other’s mouths. They grew more desperate as they realized they were alone together. Their teenage excitement for their young bodies grew.

		 

		Eugene clasped Sean’s cheeks and held him close, hungry for him as they made out. Eugene pressed his tits against Sean’s chest, needing the strong man to hold him, to wrap his solid arms around Eugene’s soft young body. Sean needed some encouragement, too well trained by their past conversations about saving their first times to make any further moves. Eugene released his lover long enough to turn and hold up his hair.

		 

		“Unzip me,” he whispered.

		 

		Eugene felt Sean trembling as he unzipped Eugene. Eugene turned and stared at his boyfriend while he shrugged himself out of his dress, watching the young man’s reaction to seeing Victoria’s bra and panties for the first time. Sean’s eyes grew wide as Eugene gingerly stepped out of the dress. The moonlight shone softly on his golden skin. He stood in just a bra and panties until Sean stepped forward and held him close.

		 

		Sean grabbed Eugene’s bare ass, hands greedy for his skin. His bulge pressed against Eugene, giving away his desperate lust. They made out again, moaning now. Eugene’s body called out for Sean, that wonderful tension growing within him, making his pussy moist. As they made out again, Eugene reached behind himself and unclasped his bra. He dropped it to the ground and they both stared down at Victoria’s huge tits.

		 

		Sean gaped, so delighted he didn’t know what to do. Eugene shook his chest lightly and made his tits jiggle, enticing Sean closer.

		 

		“You like them?” He asked, proud of his heavy breasts.

		 

		Sean nodded.

		 

		“Then come taste them,” Eugene whispered.

		 

		Sean dove between Eugene’s tits, kissing back and forth across the wide expanse of each tit before latching on to one tiny brown nipple. He squeezed Eugene’s free tit with his other hand as Eugene laughed, enjoying how much Sean delighted in this body. His laugh turned into a soft moan as Sean’s hot breath flitted across Eugene’s warm skin. His nipple spiked to attention beneath Sean’s lips and that desperate itch deep inside called out for more.

		 

		As Sean feasted on Eugene’s tits, Eugene unbuttoned Sean’s pants, freeing his cock. It jumped to attention and Eugene wrapped his slender fingers around it. He slid his hand slowly up and down Sean’s cock while Sean moaned, his mouth full of Eugene’s tits.

		 

		Eugene’s pussy was so wet. His panties were soaking. He couldn’t wait any longer.

		 

		He rolled his panties down then lay back on the picnic blanket and spread his legs. His dripping pussy glistened in the moonlight. He slid his hands between his legs, lightly fingering his pussy as Sean struggled out of his pants and shirt. The coarse hair surrounding Victoria’s cunt gave way to her slick folds. He would never get tired of feeling that.

		 

		When Sean was naked Eugene lay back and Sean climbed on top of him. They pressed their naked bodies together, hands roaming across each other as they kissed, pausing every now and then so Sean could stare down at him.

		 

		“You’re beautiful,” Sean whispered, staring at Eugene as if trying to sear his face into his memory.

		 

		Eugene blushed and pulled him in for another kiss. Sean’s cock was trapped between them, a warm hard shaft pressing against Eugene’s belly, leaving a trail of sticky precum as Sean gently thrust against him. Eugene remembered that feeling. The need to thrust deep into something warm and wet.

		 

		Eugene reached between them and grabbed Sean’s cock. He guided the cockhead against his slit, felt it just part his pussy lips. Sean’s dick was warm and felt so big up against Eugene’s cunt. Sean moaned as he slipped inside, filling Eugene slowly. Eugene trembled as each inch of his pussy was filled with Sean’s cock. It pressed against the walls of his canal, slowly filling him inch by wonderful inch.

		 

		At last they were connected. Sean paused deep inside Eugene and swept a lock of Eugene’s hair out of his eyes. Eugene’s body was tight with longing as he gazed up at Sean. They stared into each other’s eyes as Sean pulled out and thrust back in slowly. Their bodies moved in a gently rhythm, Sean filling Eugene, making the sweet tension rise and nearly crest, only to pull out and leave Eugene wanting more.

		 

		Eugene reached up and played with his tits, enjoying their bounce and heft as Sean fucked him slowly. Sean’s cock fit Eugene perfectly. His breath came faster as the young man sped up, beginning to grunt now as he thrust in. Eugene moaned beneath him, lifting his legs and wrapping them around Sean to urge him deeper, harder, faster.

		 

		Sean moved faster, pumping deep into Eugene’s slippery canal. Their breath came faster as Eugene’s body tensed with that expectant release. Now he could hear himself, the slippery sound of his pussy being filled with dick. His pussy. It was a lovely thought and he threw his head back and came with a tiny moan. Sean gritted his teeth and thrust faster as Eugene quivered around him.

		 

		Eugene opened his eyes. Sean’s face was so close. His breath so hot on Eugene’s lips. Eugene desperately needed a bigger release.

		 

		“Cum inside me,” Eugene whispered.

		 

		Sean clutched Eugene tighter and thrust in, pounding him now. Eugene was helpless, in thrall to the pleasure racing through him. “Oh yes! Oh yes!” He called out.

		 

		And then Sean gave one final grunt and came. Eugene felt the cock throb inside him, felt the hot spurt of cum filling him. It set off his own orgasm and he thrust his hips up to meet Sean’s downstroke, willing the cock deeper into his red hot pussy. Each beautiful burst of cum filled him with a heat Eugene had never known. They cried out and clutched each other, moaning together as Sean took Eugene’s virginity. Eugene’s tits bounced on his chest as he wiggled back and forth. His pussy gushed as he came, splashing hot liquid onto Sean’s cock, drenching them both while Eugene clutched Sean’s back and held him close, moaning as pleasure whited out his mind.

		 

		As the last echoes of pleasure disappeared, Eugene came back down to earth. He was clutching his boyfriend, their bodies still connected. The heat still burned deep inside Eugene’s lithe frame.

		 

		Sean slid out, leaving Eugene wistfully empty. Sean held him as they stared up at the stars. Eugene absently fondled one bare breast, enjoying the heft, the jiggle, the weight. He and Sean were desperately in love. Victoria’s body, her life, was all Eugene’s. Forever.

		 

		# # #

		 

		


		 

		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:

		 

		
			Body Switch Collection: Volume 14
		

		5 more previously published body swapping stories.

		 

		
			Stand-In
		

		A middle-aged man volunteers to transform himself to take the place of a high school cheerleader for a week.

		 

		
			Down to Business
		

		An American executive takes advantage of long range body swapping technology to spend the day as a gorgeous young Japanese woman and turn an otherwise boring meeting into a day of sexy fun.

		 

		
			A Better Bethany
		

		A man swaps bodies with his friend's busty assistant to enjoy her incredible body.

		 

		
			Going Pro
		

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

		 

		
			Beside Himself
		

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

		 

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