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 He blinked His eyes
open to find himself looking up at a vaulted ceiling. The hard
edges of the grate that formed the platform pressed uncomfortably
into His back. Two scientists in lab coats knelt over Him, peering
down at him with worried expressions. Beyond them was the top of
the arc of the portal, the lights adorning it blinking red for the
emergency shutdown. A medical officer pushed his way between His
two colleagues and set down his medical bag.

He was hazily aware of
people rushing around the huge room in which He lay. The
susurration of voices. The hum of machinery powering up. The beep
of emergency systems activating.

“Raymond? Can you hear
me?” The medic asked, peering into each eye.

He knew the words for
everything around Him. Understood what the medic was asking. But
there was a disconnect. He felt…hazy. As if these surroundings were
new to Him. But He’d been working here for years. And the
colleagues standing over Him. He knew that He knew them, but
He couldn’t remember anything about them.

“Raymond?” The medic
asked again, still looking at Him.

Was he Raymond? It
seemed right but…something felt off about being called by that
name. By any name. The lack of that critical memory should have
been concerning. Instead, the growing feeling of discontent was
joined by a deep sense of wonder at these surroundings. This was
all new. This place. This body. The platform beneath Him.

He began pushing
himself to a sitting position, His hands pressing against the cold
metal grating. The medic reached down and helped Him sit up. He had
the sense he should have been able to feel more: the push and pull
of the atoms within the platform he now sat on, the bending of the
light as it moved through space, the intimate knowing of the minds
of the other beings around Him. Where had that control gone? He’d
lost so much in such a short time. Or had he? Had he ever had such
power or did he just dream it?

He moved His mouth,
slippery tongue sliding against wet teeth and gums. He still knew
how to do this though it felt animalistic, vulgar to move these
meat parts around to make sounds. “I’m okay,” he said, the voice
spilling from His lips both strange and familiar, the words what
those around Him wanted to hear.

“Can you stand?” The
medic asked.

What did that even
mean? Oh, yes. Muscles controlling legs pushing up His mass.

He nodded to the
medic’s question and the medic helped Him to His feet. When had it
become such a chore to move? To rotate muscle, pull on ligament and
lift bone?

The portal stood in
front of Him, powered down, only the far wall of the research lab
visible through it now. Memories of looking at something wonderful
and terrible through that same portal just moments ago flooded Him.
He—not this meat body, the Him that was pure energy, pure
terror and lust—had reached through and touched this body, this
Raymond, and then…and then been cut off from His larger self as the
klaxons sounded and the portal lights flashed red.

No. No. He’d always
been a man. Where were these alien thoughts coming from? He
clutched His head. It felt like there were two minds inside Him.
One familiar. One alien to Him. To this world.

He turned slowly,
shuffling in His organic body to look around. Thick wires and pipes
connected the platform on which the portal stood to several huge
thrumming power banks and monitors. Clouds of water vapor drifted
off the super-cooled conductors to either side of the portal that
had, until seconds ago, been a portal connecting two dimensions.
Other people in lab coats rushed back and forth, collecting data
and speaking in excited whispers. Occasionally they glanced at Him,
worry in their eyes.

“What was that thing?”
One of the colleagues behind Him asked the other.

“I don’t know. We’ll
review the data. See what happened.”

The fear in their voice
gave Him a small jolt of energy which He savored. But He would need
more. More of the fear and pleasure that powered Him. The thought
was fleeting, disappearing almost as soon as it came. A nonsense
thought. He was human.

He leaned heavily on
the medic to shuffle down the steps of the platform. Somehow He’d
forgotten how to move His body. How to walk. But it was coming back
to Him. Everything except His name. Something within Him fought
against being labelled ‘Raymond’. The name bound Him. Didn’t
encompass all that He now was.

By the time He was
halfway across the room He no longer had to lean on the medic.
Still, they insisted on taking Him to the hospital to be checked
out. When He stepped outside the doors of the facility the sky was
a brilliant blue, and so far above Him. Beautiful. Awful. He had
once been that tall, stretching to infinity. Before this meat body.
Looking out across the vast desert landscape made Him feel small.
Insignificant. He hated that.

It was as if there were
two different personalities blended within Him, each interfering
with the other so that neither felt entirely right. He was
uncomfortable in this body. Confined in some critical way He
couldn’t quite define.

At the hospital, the
doctors checked Him out. Took blood. Examined Him. Ran tests. They
were disturbed by His selective memory loss.

“What’s your name?” A
white-haired doctor asked Him.

“Is it Raymond?” He
replied.

The white-haired doctor
looked over his clipboard, his eyebrows furrowed. “Do you know what
day it is?”

He thought for a
second. What were days to someone who had no concept of time? He
pulled a memory from the Raymond personality inside Him.
“June?”

His answer didn’t
satisfy the doctor. They wanted to run more tests. He was given a
room in the hospital. Asked to change clothes. They left Him in His
room with a hospital gown folded on the bed. He knew how to dress,
what to do. How did He know some things and not others?

He removed His shirt
and His pants, pausing as He slid His underpants down. There was
something hanging between His legs. He had a feeling it was
important in this world. This appendage hid beneath the surface of
all of Raymond’s thoughts. He grabbed it and was rewarded with a
dull pleasure. Curious now, He stroked it. It felt nice. The first
nice feeling He’d had since waking up. But it was like feeding on
himself. Was this human pleasure? He needed more. Someone else’s.
He could not feed off himself.

A knock on the door
interrupted Him and He removed His hand from His dick guiltily.
Raymond was still inside. Clearly still clinging to human
conventions of propriety and behavior. He slid on the paper
hospital gown and called for whoever it was to come in.

A nurse entered. She
chatted happily as she readied His room. Asked Him some questions
and wrote His responses down on a chart she then hung at the foot
of the bed. She seemed less perturbed by His responses than the
doctor. Or maybe she hid it better.

He was sitting up in
bed sometime later when two women entered the room. They bore a
striking resemblance to each other in the shape of their faces with
high cheekbones and the delicate curve of their noses. One was
older. A mother. One younger. In her twenties maybe. The older one
had long wavy blonde hair, the younger one the same color but cut
shoulder length, her bangs framing her pretty face.

Looking at them, He
could almost remember things about them. The older one He
associated with comfort, love, relief, and that pleasure that He’d
found so guilty earlier. Sex. Wife. Ah, yes. That was the concept
He was trying to remember.

The younger one – His
daughter – wrapped her arms around Him. “Oh, dad, are you
okay?”

“I’m fine. Fine.” He
lied, because that was what He was supposed to say.

The older one hugged
Him too, and the floral scent of her hair wafted into His nose,
dredging up wonderful memories. They burst through and Raymond
hugged her tighter, fully present for the first time since the
accident.

“Rebecca,” he
whispered.

“Martin called and told
me what happened. Well, he told me you passed out but everything
else was secret. What have you been getting into?”

His wife sat on the
edge of the bed. She was worried. They both were, and looked at
Raymond expectantly. How could He tell them that He felt wrong
here? He couldn’t explain it to Himself.

“It’s nothing. I just
hit my head,” He insisted, taking His wife’s hand and stroking the
back of it with His thumb.

She was warm and soft
and so pretty. So many memories when looking at her. They all came
roaring through His head at once. He wanted to enjoy them all
together, gorge himself on the pleasure dredged up from those
memories. He shut His eyes.

“Are you okay?” His
wife asked.

He opened His eyes and
touched His wife’s cheek comfortingly. “Just a headache,” He said,
as she took His hand again and stroked it.

He was drawn into her
big blue eyes. That memory of pleasure sparked up again. The thing
inside pulled Raymond’s memories toward it. Raymond was overwhelmed
and poured out His memories. He remembered gazing into those
beautiful blue depths as He lay inside her, warm with their
passion. Remembered how she felt wrapped around Him. Warm and soft
and wonderful.

He needed to feed on
that pleasure but He could not feed on just a memory. Nor could He
figure out how to bring that pleasure into the present. There was
voice and sound and light just outside the range of perception.
Coming from her. From her mind. Curious, the mind inside Raymond
tried reaching out with His own essence to grab it, tweak it.

He found the curl of a
thought, deep within the worry and fear. He grasped it with His
mind’s hand. As she watched Him, the worry lines disappeared. She
blushed. Fidgeted on the bed, crossing her legs and He knew somehow
He was building her desire. Her mouth opened slightly, tongue
skimming around her teeth as her lust grew suddenly and
unexpectedly. He felt it. Felt her ardor rising and it was so
delicious.

Confusion rose within
her. Where did this come from? This was inappropriate. She didn’t
want this yet she couldn’t control herself. And the shock and fear
flavored the pleasure. He began absorbing her emotions, feeding on
them, His vast hunger suddenly tempted by the potential for endless
feast.

He was making her
aroused. Not maliciously, but curiously. Experimentally. Testing
this strange new power He’d just discovered. He stared into her
eyes as she wiggled, unable to let go of His hand. He felt her
rising, like the first scent of dinner wafting through the oven
door, and caught flickers of her thoughts. The two of them
together, her rocking on top of Him, surrounded by the detritus of
their first apartment. Young love. Passionate. Carefree. Desperate
for the newness of each other.

The Raymond part of Him
watched with a scientist’s interest as she closed her eyes and
moaned, biting her tongue to strangle the sound of desire. But she
was wet. So wet. He didn’t know how He knew this but He did. It was
an appetizer. He needed the flavoring of terror. It took all His
concentration to hold on to the mental thread connecting them, to
stroke it, build it to—

“Mom?” The younger one
asked, breaking His concentration and snapping them both out of
it.

Her eyes blinked open
and she looked at her daughter, bewildered at why she’d suddenly
become so horny. He knew what she was feeling. What she was
thinking. Now that He knew what to look for, her thoughts were so
obvious. Or was it His ability that was getting better? Was He
growing accustomed to this new body? Better able to break the rules
of this dimension? The Raymond part of Himself accepted these
strange thoughts without question.

The doctor entered,
interrupting them, saving her from any embarrassment and severing
any connection to His intriguing new ability.

“Hi,” the doctor said.
“You’re the family?”

His wife nodded. “I’m
Rebecca. This is our daughter, Sarah. What’s going on with
Raymond?”

“He appears to have
suffered some memory loss but otherwise seems healthy. The blood
tests all came back normal. I think he may have hit his head when
he passed out. Probably has a concussion. We’d like to keep him
overnight for observation.”

There was some more
conversation between Rebecca and the doctor but He tuned out and
stared at the doctor. He could sense the doctor’s thoughts. Wispy
sensations of work and stress and responsibility. He was not
interested in those. What did the doctor want? What brought Him
pleasure? He dug deeper, examining the doctor’s mind. It was slow
work as He was unfamiliar with the minds of other humans and had no
connection to this new one. He felt himself closing in on the core
when the doctor finished his conversation and left. Abruptly, His
mind was wrenched from the doctor’s and He fell back onto the
pillow.

His wife and daughter
rushed to Him but He assured them He was fine. He wanted to be
alone to digest this new discovery. How could He bring about more
of these feelings? He could read their minds. Manipulate their
minds. The borders of this new reality were cracking open for Him,
allowing Him to see the workings beneath reality. Perhaps He could
use the miniscule powers He retained to change the mechanics of
this reality. Bring about the delicious emotions that would feed
ever more power. He felt on the verge of a breakthrough. Each
moment He grew more certain of His goal even as the man called
Raymond diminished.

When visiting hours
ended He was left alone. He couldn’t sleep – He no longer needed to
– and instead practiced tapping into the power to alter reality
that was only just beyond His reach. The night nurses came to check
on Him every hour. One was a young man, the other an older woman.
Peter and Jen. He practiced reading them both, slipping into their
minds to tug at their wants so He could twist them, pull out their
desires and spice them with horror.

Peter’s ardor burned
bright like most young men, though he would never admit to it.
Confident bordering on arrogant. Went to the gym obsessively when
he wasn’t at work. He was handsome and knew it. He’d silently
admired Jen’s curvy figure. Her full bust and child-bearing
hips.

Jen didn’t like her
looks. Didn’t like the attention her bouncing chest brought. She
was satisfied with a simple life. The organizer of the ward. The
mother figure to the younger nurses. With no strong sex drive of
her own she was happy to let her husband enjoy her body in whatever
way he chose. In her younger and wilder years she would have been
attracted to men like Peter. Would have been happy to use her body
to catch Him.

Raymond blinked and the
world fell into place. He was in a hospital. Perhaps a brain
injury. That would explain these thoughts. Yes. That was the
logical interpretation.

He snapped back into
control. But it was tiring. So tiring. He needed more food or He
would die here. But how to feast on pleasure and terror when he
could not manipulate this world?

Thoughts, perhaps.
Thoughts were lighter. Easier to manipulate. Perhaps He could
create the fear and pleasure He craved just by moving thoughts from
one mind to another. These humans felt comfort in their orderly way
of seeing the world. He didn’t have to change this reality if he
could change their perception.

He would uncouple their
minds and grow their desires in ways they could not have imagined
in order to feed himself. The Raymond part of Himself protested
feebly that it was wrong. But the voice was a small whisper
drowning in the sea of His hunger.


The Nurse

“Do you get weird vibes
from the guy in 338?” I asked Jen.

I leaned over the
counter to speak to her, and this gave me a look right down her top
at her impressive chest. What the hell was with me tonight? I never
stared at Jen’s tits but tonight. Tonight, god, I wanted to bury my
face between them.

This really wasn’t like
me. Hell, I didn’t need to ogle women from afar when I could hook
up with them easily enough. Yet I couldn’t look away. Something was
definitely odd tonight. It seemed that every time I’d done the
rounds I’d grown…hornier. Now most of my focus was on Jen’s
tremendous chest, imaging her swaying breasts in my hands.

She looked up at me
from behind the desk of the nurse’s station, where she sat typing
on the computer. I glanced up from her cleavage just in time to
meet her deep emerald eyes. She smiled, her eyes crinkling at the
edges. Her auburn hair was tied up in a bun, a loose lock falling
down one side of her cute but tired face. She had a heart-shaped
face with full lips that would look amazing wrapped around my--

Jesus, what was with me
tonight? Maybe I just needed to get laid.

“The amnesiac?” Jen
asked.

“Yeah. Every time I’ve
gone in his room tonight he’s awake and just…staring at me.”

“Maybe he’s got a thing
for you. Wouldn’t be the first one,” Jen said with a wink.

“He hasn’t even seen
any of my moves,” I said, shaking my arms and flexing my
biceps.

Jen threw her head back
and laughed. A wonderful sound but way too much for that lame
comment. As she laughed, she drew her fingers down the neck of her
top, stretching it slightly to reveal more of her bouncing chest.
Was she doing that deliberately? What was with her? For the
first time I thought of hooking up with her.

“You’re so funny,” she
said, placing her hand in her chin and gazing at me. Her pupils
were wide with want.

She glanced to my right
and gasped. I turned to find the guy from 338 standing in the
hallway behind me. He stood straight up and stared at me with cold
black eyes. He had an aura of menace about him even in the paper
hospital gown. At that moment I was more fearful of him than I’d
ever been before of anything. The cold terror made me take a step
back involuntarily.

“Mr. Jackson,” Jen
said, “You shouldn’t be out of your room. If there’s something you
need please press—”

He waved his hand
slowly in the air and my entire vision jumped about two feet to my
left and down. I was now sitting in a chair behind a computer,
looking over the edge of the nurse’s desk at the patient. A man was
speaking above me.

“—the call butt—” the
man cut off with a gasp.

I glanced up and to my
right, where the voice had come from, and saw a man there. It took
a second for my brain to realize that the man was me. My body. He
looked down at me and his eyes widened. A hand came up to his
mouth.

I looked down at myself
and got an eyeful of cleavage. Jen’s cleavage. I stared straight
down at huge soft breasts nestled together beneath a nurse’s top
and somehow attached to me. Something silky brushed against my
cheek. I shot into the air, pushing my chair back from the computer
and gasping. My voice was lighter, higher pitched. My mouth opened
and closed and but no sounds came out. I couldn’t stop staring at
my tits, my arms, my fingers. My whole body was softer, slimmer in
places and fatter than others, more rounded and smooth. I was a
woman. I was Jen. The breasts I’d been ogling hung from my chest,
heavy and full.

I looked back up at my
former body, who was staring in shock. “Peter?” He asked.

“Jen?” I gasped. The
voice from my lips was hers. My hands shot up to my lips, felt the
smoothness of my cheeks, the plumpness of those soft pink lips.

Oh, Christ, somehow I
was inside Jen’s body and she was in mine. Movement from the
hallway caught my attention. The patient. His crazy grin grew
impossibly wide. He waved his hand again and a delicious warmth
pulsed through my body. I gasped, breathy and needy, my whole body
alight with a deep yearning. Angsty for touch. The sound of my
voice alone sent wonderful tingles down my body, lighting a fire in
my core. Was I…was I getting horny about becoming Jen?

Jen vaulted my body
over the desk and landed by my side. My body was taller than Jen’s
and I had to look up at my former face. Desire was written across
my old features. The same desire I felt standing there with her
handsome visage in front of me. She took me in her arms and I
melted into her as we kissed. My new lips met my old and our bodies
crushed together, my huge tits bouncing against my former chest.
Despite the strangeness of the situation, the terror, I
needed this. My body moved almost without my control,
kissing back, suddenly hungry for touch. I grab her and yanked her
closer, rubbing myself against her, desperate for something I
couldn’t name.

Her masculine hands ran
up and down the soft form I’d so recently been coveting, sliding
across my back and down to my curvy ass, gripping and squeezing. I
moaned into her mouth, closing my eyes and savoring the heady
masculine spice of my old body. My new tits crushed against my old
broad chest, sensitive nipples brushing against Jen and sending
sharp pangs of desire through me. I couldn’t stop my hands from
roaming up and down my former body, sliding into her hair and
pulling our mouths together.

We made out like horny
teenagers, desperate and reckless. Her tongue slid into my mouth
and I tasted her as her hands groped and squeezed, greedy for her
feminine body just as I was greedy for my masculine one. I shifted
in her arms and felt the slipperiness between my thighs. The heat
was unbearable. It desperately needed to be sated.

I didn’t know what
power this was, nor could I stop it. The more disgusted and
terrified I became, the wetter my pussy got, until I felt myself
dripping down my thighs. Every tiny motion of my body sent my brain
spinning off into shock. It felt different. Moved different. Things
jiggled and bounced that shouldn’t. And why the fuck did every inch
of my skin feel so incredible? I wanted to touch myself. I
wanted Jen to touch me.

The patient stood
watching as Jen tore my top off over my head and then practically
ripped off my bra, so desperate to see my body. Jen’s tits bounced
free, their weight heavy on my chest. I gathered them and squeezed,
moaning as my fingers dimpled the beautiful warm skin of my chest.
Fuck, these tits felt so good. I closed my eyes and sighed as I
touched myself, taking handfuls of breast and squeezing, bouncing,
bobbing, fingers pinching each tiny pink nipple until they spiked
in pleasure. My panties were soaking wet now as I touched myself,
urging Jen’s pleasure through me.

When I opened my eyes,
Jen was naked in my body, her clothes tossed aside, my former cock
rising between us. As soon as I laid eyes on the thick head I knew
I needed it inside me. It was a deep, hungry yearning so intense I
couldn’t fight it.

Jen must have felt it,
too, because she spun me around and yanked my pants down, then my
panties. She gripped my hips as I leaned my elbows on the desk, my
huge tits dangling from my chest, falling to rest on the cold
counter. My ass was to her and I arched my back, moaning, eyes
fluttering, needing this emptiness inside me to be filled. The warm
head of her cock pressed against my slick entrance and then with
one thrust she sheathed herself inside me. I cried out, voice
breaking as her warm hardness filled me, sliding up my slick canal
and filling me so perfectly.

My body jiggled in
strange and wonderful ways as she gripped my wide hips and thrust
inside me, again and again, her groin slapping against my wonderful
backside. Christ, each thrust spread me apart, filled me with her
heat, stoked the fire inside me higher and higher until I was
gasping for relief. My tits bounced beneath me with each thrust and
I was enamored with them, enamored with all of this. I needed to
get fucked hard and Jen seemed to know that. She slammed into me,
pounding me with my own dick as my voice rise to a crescendo and
with a final, shuddering cry I came. The orgasm was tremendous.
Heat burst through me, the pleasure whiting out my vision as Jen
pulsed inside me, unleashing a torrent of cum into my cock-starved
cunt. I shook around her, driving back to impale myself deep,
filling myself with her heat to sate the horniness that had
overcome me. My body was alight with relief and pleasure as the
orgasm blew through me and my own cock slid into me so
perfectly.

When the pleasure
finally released me, the world jumped once again. Now I was behind
Jen, back in my right body and still gripping her plump rear. I was
still slid deep inside her, my cock surrounded by her dripping heat
while my lust cooled. I thought it was over. Whatever madness had
taken us had ended.

I pulled out,
considering an excuse, an apology. But an apology for what?
Swapping bodies? What had happened was impossible. I hadn’t even
come to terms with all of that before I was suddenly horny again.
Incredibly horny. As if I hadn’t had sex in days. My cock grew hard
in an instant.

Jen turned around,
opened her mouth to say something, and then her eyes glazed over,
pupils growing wide. She reached down and grabbed my dick before
sitting back on the desk and spreading her legs. She guided me
inside her, wrapping me in her arms and kissing me as I slid back
into her warm, wet pussy. I shuddered as she surrounded me. It was
like this was where I belonged, deep inside her.

She gripped me as we
rocked together, moaning now as I plunged into her and her tits
bounced against my chest. I spread her legs wide and fucked her
hard, plunging in to her wet heat again and again like an animal.
She clutched my back, crying out in a fluttery voice as I bobbled
her massive tits, greedy for them, pinching and squeezing, knowing
from my own experience what her body liked. She moaned, long and
low, shivering as she came around my cock, eyes closed in lust as I
pounded her. The wet sounds of her cunt were music to my ears. Our
tongues battled as we clung to each other, feeling each other up,
fucking hard again until I grunted and thrust deep. My cock
throbbed, pulsing hot jets of cum into her hot wet cunt as she
convulsed around me, sharing in my orgasmic delight.

And as soon as my cock
pumped for the final time the world jumped. Now I was back in Jen’s
body, sitting on the desk, my legs spread wide as my former cock
lay deep inside, already swelling again with renewed lust. I didn’t
even have time to process that I was back in Jen’s body before the
lust overcame me again. I’d never been so horny in my life. I
needed her dick. She must have felt the same because she grabbed my
hips and kissed me again. Cum dripped from my pussy as Jen fucked
me in my body. I gripped my own chest, hands squeezing Jen’s tits,
bursting with need, urging her on until we both came again, gasping
and moaning.

We switched bodies
again and fucked. Switched and fucked. Switched and fucked. Went at
it like animals in every conceivable position. For hours.

I was vaguely aware of
the patient staring at us, unmoving, as we switched back and forth.
The surge of pleasure was relentless and eventually horror
subsided. I began yearning for the next switch, waiting to see how
it felt to fill and be filled. Waiting to feel those tits on my
chest, that cock hanging from between my legs. I didn’t know who I
was anymore. I was both of us.

Finally, he waved his
hand I came hard in Jen’s body, squeezing my tits hard as my entire
body flexed with orgasm. My former cock throbbed inside me. We
grunted together, me on my back on the floor, my hands on my tits.
Her gripping my thighs wide, gazing down at her cock as she slid
into my dripping pussy. The orgasm lit through my body, making me
arch my back and cry as Jen filled me with her seed. Bright
pleasure pulsed through me and I gripped my tits tight, urging each
drop of delight through me until I finally cooled.

I dripped with sweat,
lying in puddles of cum that had pooled on the floor. Gallons of
seed had leaked out of me. I ached. My nipples hurt from pinching.
My mouth was dry.

And I was still in
Jen’s body.

She pulled out of me,
eyes wide in astonishment. I lay on my back looking up at her from
within my curvy mother figure, my tits pooled either side of my
chest, pussy raw and sopping with cum. I waited for us to swap
again. And waited. The horniness was gone but I was still inside
Jen.

I stood on shaking
feet, my body sore and exhausted. My tits hung heavily from my
chest and I was keenly aware of all the curves of my naked body,
the emptiness between my legs.

I looked at the patient
and opened my mouth to beg for my body back but froze. His cold,
dead eyes were terrifying. The only thing I wanted was for him to
leave, consequences be damned. I would rather be stuck in Jen’s
body forever than face him again.

He disappeared back
into his room. Jen and I cleaned up, talking little. She seemed
just as scared of the patient as I did so we agreed to do the only
thing possible: pretended to be each other. Because facing the
patient seemed a thousand times worse.


The Man

That was delicious. As
He swapped their minds back and forth He’d feasted on their
emotions, growing His power. He was able to thrust the Raymond part
of him far back in the recesses of His mind. With this new energy
came new power. Reality was clearer somehow. He felt as though He
could reach out and change the physical world now.

He sat in bed, staring
at nothing, contemplating this strange new world. A nurse brought
Him food, which He didn’t eat. This body no longer required food.
He could feed himself with lust and terror that blossomed off His
next victims. When the nurse returned for His plate she admonished
Him for not eating. He stared at her and could see her mind unspool
before Him. What did she want and how could He twist it?

Before He could find
it, two more visitors knocked on the door. A man and a woman. He
plucked what they called ‘names’ from their minds. Jason and Kelly.
Jason was the boss of Raymond’s department. Middle-aged with a
slight gut. Jovial. His face lined but handsome.

Kelly was younger than
him by about fifteen years. Jason’s secretary. Auburn hair fell
down to her shoulders. Slender body tucked into a tight cream top,
the neck cut low to give just a hint of her cleavage. A southern
belle. And they were having an affair. A boss and his secretary.
How cliché.

“Hi, Raymond, how are
you?” Jason asked, as the two dragged some cheap hospital seats
around to sit beside Him.

He winced at the sound
of His name. Raymond. It no longer seemed to fit. He didn’t like
being called by it.

The two seemed to be
waiting for a response. There was a proper way to do these things
that should have come easy but the gap in His knowledge of how to
be human persisted. What little was left was slowly being squeezed
out by the enormity of His new being. Finally, He dredged something
suitably appropriate and banal from His mind.

“I’m okay,” He
responded.

They both said how
sorry they were that the accident had occurred. He nodded absently
as He watched the thoughts spinning from them. Their affair was
still new. Torrid and physical. In public they fought to keep their
hands off each other and maintain some sense of decorum. In private
they clung to each other constantly. Jason was especially enamored
of Kelly’s breasts. The ‘best pair of tits he’d ever seen’
according to his hidden thoughts. He wanted them so badly right
now. Perhaps his wish should be granted.

“I brought some video
of the accident you might like to see,” Jason said, reaching into
his pocket and retrieving his cell phone. “I don’t know how to
explain what I saw, so I’ll just play it.”

This was intriguing. He
leaned forward and looked at the screen as Jason pressed play. A
view from a camera on the ceiling looked down at the platform that
held the huge interdimensional portal. The man that had been
Raymond stepped onto the platform and touched the controls. The
lights began flashing blue, then the three intricate interlocking
bands of the portal began rotating, moving faster and faster until
they blurred into a single band of deep blue.

In the center of the
portal a swirl of multicolored lights appeared, gradually filling
the entire space, shifting and fuzzy like static from an old
television. Suddenly, from the center of the portal something
reached out. A black and smoky tentacle which He recognized as a
part of Himself. A part of His true, full form, not this abridged
version in this human body.

The appearance of His
tentacle caused panic in the lab. Video Raymond took a step back.
The tentacle reached for him, zoomed towards his face, touched him
just as the interlocking rings of the portal came to a screeching
halt, cutting off the portal, cutting off His form from the
rest of Himself. The smoke flowed into Raymond’s face, disappearing
into his mouth and nose in an instant.

He remembered now. This
world had hurt. He had bound himself to this Raymond body to save
Himself, clinging to this form to escape the agony of being cut off
from His true self. The incorporeal thing that He was could not
survive long in this dimension without a living host.

The video ended and
Jason sat back. “It looked like something came through from the
other dimension.”

“It did,” the being
wearing the body of Raymond affirmed.

Jason and Kelly glanced
at each other. “What do you mean?” Kelly asked, her eyebrows
furrowing.

Instead of answering He
looked at the two in turn, and then began pulling reality’s
strings.


The Boss

I paused outside the
door of Raymond’s hospital room and gave Kelly’s hand a squeeze.
“Thanks for coming with me,” I said.

Kelly smiled that
gorgeous, radiant smile at me. “No problem. What did you tell the
people back at the lab?”

“The truth. That we
were visiting Raymond. Oh, also that we were getting office
supplies, so we have to remember to get those.”

“Is that code?” Kelly
asked, pressing herself up against me.

I leaned down and
nibbled on her ear. “You’re too clever for me.”

She chuckled. God, she
drove me crazy with that little laugh. And that body. Kelly was the
complete opposite of my almost-ex-wife. Fun loving. Carefree.
Breasts to die for. My soon-to-be-ex was flabby and wobbly. Kelly
was tight in all the right places. And her tits. God, was there
anything better than those perky little things? I couldn’t wait to
get her back to the hotel room and dive into her cleavage. Business
first, though.

I released Kelly and
walked into Raymond’s room, both of us acting like work colleagues,
nothing more. “Hi, Raymond, how are you?” I asked, as Kelly and I
both pulled up seats.

He was taciturn,
responding to our greetings with just a few words. But his eyes
were clear and intense. He focused on me so fixedly I could swear I
felt him trying to peer inside my mind. It was disconcerting,
almost scary in a way, and I stumbled over my words.

I showed him the video
to distract him, wanting to escape that haunting stare. I also
wanted to see how he reacted to it, whether he could figure out
what had happened. Maybe he could shed some light on what it had
felt like when that thing touched him. What the hell was it,
anyway?

“It looked like
something came through from the other dimension.” I said.

“It did,” Raymond
affirmed.

Kelly and I glanced at
each other.

“What do you mean?”
Kelly asked, her eyebrows furrowing.

Instead of answering he
just stared at us. My heart began pounding in fear. His eyes
narrowed. Darkened somehow. Looking into his eyes was like falling
into an abyss. I was about to say something when I felt a pressure
on my chest, like my shirt was getting tighter. I ignored it for
the moment, trying to subtly adjust it as I tried to figure out how
to tactfully ask Raymond more questions about the accident without
opening up the lab to liability. It was Kelly’s gasp that
interrupted me.

I turned to her and
found her looking down at herself. I followed her gaze down to her
chest. At first I didn’t know what I was looking at. Her chest
seemed to be moving. But after a second it dawned on me: her
breasts were shrinking.

At the same time, the
pressure on my chest was building. Kelly looked up to me, her eyes
round with fright. She glanced at my chest and I followed her gaze
again. My shirt was stretched taut across two breasts and they
expanded as I watched.

“What the fuck?” I
hissed.

I knew they were
tits. I could see the tiny nipples spiking out against the fabric
as they inflated beneath my shirt, stretching it tight. Reason left
me. Grabbing my shirt, I yanked it open. The buttons popped and
flew across the room as I pulled my shirt wide open and Kelly and I
stared at the perfect perky tits on my chest. Kelly’s tits. I would
recognize them anywhere.

By now Kelly was flat
chested, her bra sagging as it ceased to be useful. Meanwhile, her
breasts jutted from my chest. Kelly began hyperventilating, caught
in sheer panic but remaining rooted to the spot, staring at my –
her – tits. I stared at them as well, too bewildered to
move. Raymond was staring at me, too, but there was no surprise on
his face. Just that intense curiosity. My mouth opened and closed
but I had no idea what to say. How the fuck did Kelly’s tits end up
on my chest?

Raymond gave a slight
nod and my bewilderment eased. These were still Kelly’s beautiful
tits. I reached up to grab a handful, fingers dimpling the soft
skin as I squeezed my chest. Christ, they felt wonderful. Bouncy
but firm. I ran my fingers around them, enjoying their weight,
their heft, their warmth. The nipples were so wonderfully sensitive
as I rolled each one between two fingers. Sharp spikes of pleasure
twisted through me and my cock twitched, growing in my pants.

“What are you doing?”
Kelly asked, voice quivering as she watched me grope my – her –
tits.

Raymond nodded at her
and she suddenly dove for my breasts, latching her mouth around my
nipple and flicking it with her tongue as she sucked. The rush of
pleasure made me moan. She kissed her way back and forth across my
chest, grabbing both of my tits and burrowing her head between
them, licking and sucking. She was acting just like me when our
positions were reversed. And I sighed softly like her, the rush of
pleasure making me ever harder.

“You like them?”
Raymond asked. “Have more.”

He nodded and suddenly
a second pair of tits sprang out from beneath my first. They were
an exact copy of Kelly’s breasts. And they were just as sensitive.
My top breasts overlapped them, falling down lightly across them. I
cupped the new tits, groping myself as Kelly roamed over my body,
feasting on all four of my breasts. They bobbed and jiggled as she
chased them in a frenzy of need, nipping my nipples and squeezing
handfuls of my chest. The pleasure intensified, every sensation of
my tits magnified by four. My mouth dropped open and I gasped as I
felt myself up, enjoying the feel of my new tits from both inside
and out.

“More,” Raymond said,
his keen eyes boring into me.

Another pair of perfect
breasts sprang out beneath the second pair. My chest and stomach
were extraordinarily heavy. Everything bounced. Kelly attacked me
with her lips and tongue and fingers, desperate to touch me, my own
desires playing out within her sixfold as we forgot about
everything except touching me, groping my three pairs of tits,
squeezing these perfect mounds that had exploded from my front. My
cock was rock hard, straining against my pants but my focus was on
the beautiful breasts covering my front. I cried out now, unable to
contain myself as I tried vainly to squeeze every tit, hands
dashing from one to the other, each of them desperate for touch
while Kelly sucked and pinched. All six nipples were hard as
diamonds and still I needed more, needed to focus on these
exquisite tits as pleasure spiked within.

I was only vaguely
aware of a nurse drawn in from all the noise I was making. She
yelped in alarm and disappeared, returning a few minutes later with
help. People surrounded us, trying to get us to stop. But their
hands accidentally touched my tits, making the room ring with cries
of my pleasure. As they tried to separate us they kept touching me,
making me harder, hornier, until I exploded in my pants, cumming as
I felt myself up.

Only when the desire
ebbed did I return to sanity and let them pull us off each other. I
stood, bare-chested as everyone gaped at me and the three pairs of
Kelly’s tits hanging from my chest. No one knew what to do or even
where to start. Raymond had slipped away in all the commotion. I
couldn’t worry about him right now. I had bigger worries. Six
bigger worries to be exact.


The Man

The thing wearing
Raymond’s body slipped out of the room as others came in,
distracted by the sight of His handiwork. His power. Triggering the
pleasure of those two, amplifying Jason’s desire for His
colleague’s breasts in ways He hadn’t even imagined gave the
Raymond thing a jolt of energy. He wanted more.

The orgasmic cries
dissipated as He wandered down the hallway, still wearing just His
hospital gown. No one stopped Him. They were all too busy running
back to His room to deal with Jason’s new appearance. Even when He
reached the ground floor and strolled outside through the double
doors He wasn’t stopped, though some people gave Him odd looks.

He moved on instinct,
shuffling through streets that were both alien and familiar. The
rapidly dwindling Raymond part of himself sought comfort in the
familiar. His steps grew more confident as He approached streets
with which Raymond was more acquainted. There were people
everywhere. Cars. Noise. Thoughts. So many thoughts. A cacophony of
desires and wants and needs and fears waiting to be exploited,
grown and feasted on.

He could see the
strings holding this dimension together, stretched tight. Snapping
them would destroy the reality these humans lived in. No. Better to
live in it. Savor it. It was a world for feasting on, and it was
all His. Their terror and lust was the greatest meal he could
imagine.

He read the life
stories on the faces of every person He passed. He could pick out
their secret passions. Their fears. Their wants. He knew how to
twist them. He wanted to twist them but then another would
come along and distract Him. It was too much. Too tempting to pull
the whole thing down. They assaulted Him with their thoughts. A
maddening gibber of noise and sound. He needed refuge.

There was a building on
the corner that flared a bright spark of recognition. Comfort.
Familiarity. The Raymond part of Him knew it was a coffee shop. He
was drawn in, following Raymond’s instincts without knowing exactly
why. It was a place Raymond had been many times before but was now
wholly new to Him. His paper hospital gown rustled. A few people
gave Him strange glances but looked away as He focused His deep
stare on them.

He reached the counter
and a skinny, long-haired man beamed at Him. He pulled the name
‘Alan’ from the man’s mind.

“Hey, Raymond,” Alan
said.

That name again. He
winced. He was not Raymond. These people did not know Him. He
didn’t even know himself. And yet…the Raymond part of himself
floated up to His mind, as if summoned by this place.

Alan took in His outfit
and frowned. “You doing okay, man?”

“Yes,” He replied. This
place demanded a routine. Raymond’s routine. “Large latte, please,”
He said, going on the instinct ingrained in this body from years of
habit.

Alan looked at Him.
Looked at His hospital gown. Shrugged and turned to make the
coffee.

At that moment another
man waddled up. Goateed. Full of self-importance. He glared at the
man formerly known as Raymond.

“You can’t be in here
wearing that,” He said, gesturing to the hospital gown that had now
floated open at the back.

“Rich, it’s okay,” Alan
said. “He’s a regular, I’m sure he’s fine.”

“I don’t care. I want
him out. He’s unnerving everyone.”

Alan turned and
muttered, “Sorry about him. He’s a new manager. Such a dickhead.
I’ll make it and bring it to you outside.”

There was Alan’s
desire. To punish. He liked this Alan. He did not like the other
man. And He was ready for a snack.

“Dickhead,” He said,
waving His hand.


The Manager

I did not want crazies
in my coffee shop. I was put in charge to make sure things ran
smoothly and I was already having enough problems today without
some escaped lunatic making everything worse. Alan mumbled
something and the weirdo in the hospital gown looked at me. There
was something in his eyes that was inhuman. Blank. Like he was
looking into my mind. Creepy as shit, that’s for sure.

“Dickhead,” the weirdo
croaked, waving his hand.

I took a step towards
him, preparing to usher him out by force if necessary, when
something tumbled down over both my eyes. I reached up to swipe it
away and made contact with something rubbery and bouncy, covered
with some sort of fuzz. As I swatted the thing on my head an ache
blossomed in my gut, like I’d just been hit in the balls.

I blinked and became
aware of something else. Something long and limp dangling beyond
the two fuzzy things. I paused and reached for it, my fingers
wrapping around something warm and rubbery. It felt exactly like I
was holding my dick. I could even feel the sensation in my
groin.

Everyone stared at me
as I felt the thing that had sprouted from my head. The more my
fingers jiggled and wiggled it, the more I was certain that it was
somehow a cock and balls sprouting from my forehead. I turned, the
balls bouncing on the bridge of my nose and obscuring my vision.
Embarrassed and terrified, I lifted my balls off my eyes so I could
see and hurried into the employee bathroom.

I flipped on the light
and gaped at my image in the mirror. It was true. A dick and a
scrotum sprung from my forehead, dangling down into my line of
sight. I scrambled to unzip my pants and yank them down only to
discover that my groin was completely smooth. Everything that had
used to hang between my legs now hung from my head. I looked back
up at the mirror, the motion making my dick and balls bounce
again.

My knees shook and I
leaned on the sink, unable to take my eyes away from the dick on my
head. What the fuck had happened? How was I supposed to live like
this?


The Man

The customers and staff
looked at each other in disbelief. Their thoughts were so close to
the surface, a babbling murmur of awe and hidden desires and
controlled need. And so delicious. His hands itched to pull those
strings but He held off. He would need to tread carefully in this
world lest He bring it down around Him. It would not do to snuff
out existence before He could savor the depth of depravity and
desire He could bring forth.

He strode back out onto
the street, power flowing through Him now. The paper outfit was
uncomfortable, drifting open at the back and earning stares and
guffaws. The outfit was unbecoming of His power. He paused,
surveying the street for something more fitting.

Ahead of Him, a car
pulled up to the curb. The driver got out and hurried around to the
rear passenger side to open the door. A man stepped out. His
charcoal suit was expertly tailored and complemented by a full
length grey trench coat that whipped against his legs in the wind.
His black hair was slicked back. His eyes small and greedy for the
world around Him. He felt he was the master of all her surveyed.
That the world would bend to his will. Yes. That was the image He
wished to project.

“I don’t care. You tell
that bitch this is my last offer.” The suited man growled into a
phone he held to his ear.

The Raymond thing
strode towards the man in the charcoal suit, who was stalking
towards a glass and steel office building.

“Stop,” the thing
wearing Raymond’s body croaked, His voice an unfamiliar thing.

The act of speaking, of
coordinating the meat that He wore to make sounds, was taking more
of an effort now that He was finding His true power. The effort was
hardly worth it. Why speak to try to change reality? With His power
there was no need.

The man in the charcoal
suit glanced back at Him, disdain across his face. Raymond’s
feelings for Him and everyone like Him rushed to the surface: envy,
anger, a desire to hurt, to bring low.

“Bitch,” He murmured,
repeating the suited man’s insult as He raised His hand. He pulled
reality’s strings, watching the ripples of the world around Him as
they changed the man in the charcoal suit.


The Suit

“I don’t care. You tell
that bitch this is my last offer.” I said, striding towards my
penthouse building.

A croaky voice called
out ‘stop’ and I turned to see some freak in a hospital gown
staring at me. This fucking city, I tell you. He raised his hand,
palm out, and muttered, “Bitch”.

I was at the end of my
rope from this takeover bullshit and I turned to take my anger out
on this lunatic. Before I could even speak, the world began growing
taller. It took me a beat to realize that it wasn’t the world that
was changing. It was me. I was shrinking. My hands disappeared up
the sleeves of my coat. My pant legs drooped, bunching up on the
sidewalk as my legs shortened quickly. My torso compressed as well.
But my head felt like it was getting longer somehow, narrower even,
along with my ears.

I panicked as I
disappeared into my shirt, struggling to escape the confines of the
expensive fabric that now surrounded me. Something bristly
scratched against the clothes from inside. I couldn’t find the
buttons. My hands wouldn’t work. My fingers were fused together or
something, too small to be effective. Now I was on all fours and
fighting to escape my clothes. A dog growled in anger somewhere
next to me.

Finally, I saw daylight
through the neck of my shirt and scrabbled out. I was on the
sidewalk in front of my building, looking up and up at the weirdo
in the hospital gown who towered over me. I whimpered and drew
back, feeling something tuck up against my legs. Looking back over
my shoulder I found the hind legs of a small terrier. Wavy grey fur
covered my backside. I tried to speak but all that came out was a
tiny yip.

I was a dog. Somehow I
was a dog. A tiny, annoying yapping terrier. The smells assaulted
my nose, telling me everything about the city that my poor eyesight
now hid. My nose was so sensitive. There was a ghastly, acrid smell
from the man in the hospital gown that shot fear down my spine. I
back away, my ears dropping, my tail squeezing between my legs. I
couldn’t stop whimpering. Amid all the smells of the city there was
one that stood out. Me. My body was weirdly tense, as if needing
something. In a flash I understood: I was in heat.

Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. This
wasn’t happening. Another dog on a leash turned the corner. I
smelled him before I could see him. He smelled me and strained at
his leash, tongue out. My dog body wanted to throw myself at the
other dog, bend down and stick my butt in the air so he could sate
this raging itch inside me. Instead, I bolted, running the other
way as fast as my tiny paws could take me. I heard the woman
holding the other dog’s leash cry out as he escaped. He was larger
than me and it wouldn’t be long before he would overtake me.

I dreaded to think what
that would mean.


The Man

The yapping dog
disappeared around the corner, followed seconds later by the other
dog. He felt a strange sense of justice about it, as if it was
right that the suited man’s insult be bent back on himself. The
power from the surprise and alarm of the man-turned-dog filled Him.
Revenge felt good, though it did not feed Him. It was a dessert,
but He could not survive on revenge alone.

The suit lay in a heap
on the city street. He stepped into it and, at a gesture, it sprang
up His body, perfectly conforming to His size. The grey trench coat
hung down His body, hiding Him, protecting Him from the elements,
from all but the sun. It peeked down through the cloudy skies,
still too warm, too much against His skin for a being who had never
known light.

He summoned something
from Raymond’s memory. A hat to go with the suit. Willed it into
existence with His now-immense power. It was the same grey color of
the suit. Wide brimmed to hide Him from the sun. The shadow
blotting out His face was welcome and He retreated into it,
expanding it to hide His features, making the hat cast an inky
shadow darker than midnight, hiding all but His grinning white
teeth and His dreadful mad eyes. Plunging His hands into His
pockets, not an inch of skin was visible to anyone. He felt hidden.
Protected from whatever harm this reality could do to Him. And
powerful. So powerful.

It was all so easy now
that He’d figured out how to trigger that delicious fear and that
filling lust. He understood how this reality worked. Knew what
could be bent. What could be broken. What could be tied together to
make new connections.

This was not His city.
Not His universe. He was a stranger here. But He would take
whatever He fancied.

Still, something buzzed
at the back of His mind. An annoyance that kept Him from realizing
His true potential. It was the last vestiges of Raymond pulsing
through His mind. Worry for His family.

Family. Such a strange
concept. Where He came from there was no family. There were only
Others.

This human connection
must be snipped away. The maddening buzz silenced. Nothing must
hold Him back.

Raymond’s mind wanted
to see his family, a need so powerful that the intrusive thoughts
would not abate. They stuck in His mind like a thorn. Fine. He
would allow Raymond to see his family one last time. He would make
sure the family was well cared for. Their needs met forever. He
would pull out the thorn.

He stuck out both hands
and folded reality in on itself, forming a gateway. With one step
He was transported from the city streets to a door of an apartment
on the sixth floor of a building. The dying Raymond portion within
Him registered comfort. Home.

He placed His palm on
the door and it blew open, slamming against the wall and sticking
there. He strolled in, hands deep in His pockets, protected by the
shadows He carried with Him.

Voices spilled from the
kitchen. Three people bickering.

“And I said no, Sarah,
that’s it,” a woman’s voice – Rebecca. Raymond’s wife. – said.
“Stop asking.”

“Mom, that’s not fair!”
A younger woman – Sarah. Raymond’s daughter. – complained. “You let
Brian do it!”

“Don’t bring me into
this,” a male voice said. Raymond’s son.

“And look how that
turned out!” Rebecca said.

“Mom! You don’t
understand.” Sarah shot back.

“You don’t
understand. Moving in is a huge step and I don’t think you’re ready
for it.”

“It’s my life.”

Their anger was a
bitter thing, filling the air and making Him grimace. Anger was no
good. The Raymond spark within Him could not rest with anger. To be
unencumbered in this world He would have to put the Raymond part of
Him to rest. Twist Raymond’s own desires against Him so He could
feed in the process. Create the mix of fear and confusion and lust
He so desired.

Turning the corner, He
found a large open plan kitchen and living room. Two women stood in
the kitchen. Rebecca had her arms crossed and was leaning her butt
against the white tile counter top. Wavy blonde hair framed her
face. A baby blue sweater clung to her body, her ample breasts
resting atop her folded arms. Her features were soft, though her
dark brow was creased in anger.

Sarah stood in front of
her, hands on her hips. Jeans hugged her shapely thighs and
buttocks. A grey, short-sleeve shirt clung to her figure, a space
between the jeans and the shirt revealing a band of pale skin, the
whole thing highlighting her hourglass figure.

A young man sat behind
the two of them on the other side of a kitchen island. He had a
cereal bowl in front of him and a phone in one hand, scrolling
through as he crunched his cereal and tried to stay out of the
argument.

The sudden shock of
seeing His family stunned Him. No. Not His family. He was a
stranger here. This was Raymond’s family. Raymond’s wife and
daughter and son. This was what He must put to rest. Make them
comfortable and satisfied forever just as the dying Raymond part of
Him wished. He sensed, too, that the family didn’t want this
strife. They wanted happy companionship. Love. Togetherness. He
would give that to them.

Rebecca saw Him
standing in the doorway and jumped up. “Who are you?”

The other two followed
her gaze. He enjoyed the fear in their eyes. Yes, this was a start.
But He needed more. He waved His hand.


The Daughter

I didn’t know why mom
was making such a big deal of this. I’ve known Emma since, like,
forever and we would be perfect roommates. Mom was still edgy about
Brian moving out and then moving back in when his roommate was
arrested. It was like she didn’t understand Emma isn’t a criminal.
We thought it through. We could do this but she was treating me
like a baby.

“And I said no, Sarah,
that’s it,” mom said. “Stop asking.”

“Mom, that’s not fair!”
I complained, hating how I was almost whining now. “You let Brian
do it!”

“Don’t bring me into
this,” Brian said. He was sitting next to us, his eyes darting back
and forth, enjoying the show. Finally, I was the one in
trouble, not him.

“And look how that
turned out!” Mom said, crossing her arms as she leaned against the
counter, nearly scowling.

“Mom! You don’t
understand.” I shot back. How had we got into a screaming match? I
was presenting everything so logically. She was probably stressed
about dad still being in the hospital but that didn’t mean she
should yell at me.

“You don’t
understand. Moving in is a huge step and I don’t think you’re ready
for it,” Mom insisted.

“It’s my life.”
I said, hands on my hips.

Mom glanced to the
doorway and jumped, her eyes going wide. “Who are you?”

In the doorway a man in
a dark grey suit and a long, like, overcoat thing stood staring at
us. His wide brimmed hat was pushed low over his eyes. The shadow
cast by the hat was too dark. I couldn’t make out any of his
features except for two white eyes that seemed to glow in the
darkness. Then white teeth appeared as he grinned at us, reminding
me of the Cheshire cat. Fear shot through my spine. My brain
insisted that he was wrong in other ways as well, as if he couldn’t
possibly exist. I froze in place and he waved his hand.

My vision jumped about
three feet to my left. My arms were now crossed and I was leaning
against the counter. I gasped at the sudden shift and reached out
instinctively to brace myself against the counter beneath me as the
room spun. My whole body felt off and my head snapped down to find
a baby blue sweater hiding two mountainous breasts. My hips were
bigger, my breasts larger, something tickled down my face and I
swiped it to find a lock of wavy blonde hair.

Someone squealed to my
right and I whipped my head around to find…myself! My body was
staring down at itself, eyes wide in terror, backing up until it
bumped into the refrigerator. My body put its hand on its chest and
gaped across the kitchen at me. Fuck. I was staring at myself.
Watching my body move as someone else controlled it.

There was a strangled
cry and a bang from my left. I whipped my head back to see my
brother had jumped out of his chair and let it fall to the floor.
He was gaping at me, then back at himself.

That’s when it hit me.
This baby blue sweater I was wearing. It was my mom’s. Somehow I
was in her body.

“Mom?” I asked, looking
back and forth between my former body and Brian. Even my voice was
hers, filtered through her own ears.

“That’s…I’m…” Brian
said.

“Are you mom?” My body
asked Brian.

Brian nodded.

“I’m Brian,” my former
body said. Jesus, it was so weird hearing my own voice from
outside, watching as someone else moved my body.

Mom was in Brian’s
body. Brian was in my body. And…holy fuck I was in my mom’s body. I
gaped down at myself, at the mountainous breasts, at mom’s older
hands, at her arms, at everything that used to be hers but was now
mine.

The stranger in the
doorway remained still. He watched us all with those unnaturally
blank eyes. I got the sense he was enjoying this. Feeding off it
somehow.

The stranger waved his
arm again. “Kiss and make up,” he croaked, his voice brittle.

I was compelled to push
myself off the counter, my mom’s body no longer under my control
though I was still trapped inside, feeling, seeing, hearing
everything from within her skin. Each step made my body shift in
strange new ways and I was soon over at my former body. My former
body looked up at me, Brian inside. In my skin.

My hands reached out,
grabbed his hips. I was forced to press myself against him and then
our lips met. Oh god, I was kissing myself with my mom’s lips. My
own hands slid up my mom’s curves as my former tongue traced my new
lips. Our breasts pressed together, the sensations from my mom’s
nipples sharp spikes of pleasure shooting down to my insides. My
hands were no longer under my control as they slid up and down the
curves of my former body, squeezing greedily, slipping across my
bare tummy and ducking beneath the fabric to lift the shirt off
over my former head and toss it to the floor.

“What’s happening?”
Brian said with my voice as we helped each other take our clothes
off.

He must have lost
control over his body just as I had. There was very little time to
process that fact before I’d unclipped my bra and let my mom’s huge
breasts bounce down into my hands. I squeezed mom’s tits, hating
that they felt so good, made me shiver with delight. Christ, it was
disgusting touching her breasts, playing with them, rolling them
between my fingers. But my traitorous body delighted in it. An ache
shot through me, filling my core with deep heat.

Brian rolled my panties
down my legs, kneeling on the floor to strip them off my feet. I
played with mom’s tits, groping and bobbing them. They were more
than I could grab with my hands and I squeezed them up against my
chest, unable to stop myself and feeling so immensely horny. Brian
leaned my former face in between mom’s legs and stuck out my
tongue, licking slowly up my entrance.

Pleasure spiked within
me and I sighed as I continued touching myself, my fingers causing
me so much pleasure as I caressed mom’s body. I was utterly
disgusted watching from mom’s perspective as her own hands fondled
her saggy tits, and my own face plunged between my thighs, tongue
sliding into my rapidly slickening folds. No fucking way. My
brother was in my body, using my face to lick my mom’s pussy. And,
fuck, it felt so good, that slippery tongue gliding through my
folds, tasting mom’s pussy as her pleasure shot through me.

And then Brian was
beside me. Or, his body was anyway. Mom was inside him, carried
away just like the two of us. Mom had shucked off Brian’s clothes
and her rock hard cock pressed against my thighs. I never wanted to
see my brother’s dick. And I especially never wanted to see myself
suck it. But that’s exactly what happened. Brian tore himself away
from my pussy and wrapped my former lips around mom’s dick. Around
his own dick.

Brian closed his eyes
as he sucked his own dick, mom’s hands coming up to caress me,
caress herself. Her masculine hands explored my body, touching and
groping each tit, sliding between my legs to stroke my slick pussy.
Her touch made me blush, burned the pleasure through me, my body
wiggling as need filled me. God, I’d never been hornier. This
couldn’t be how mom felt all the time. This was unnatural.

I gazed down as my
brother’s cock disappeared between my former lips, reappearing
slick with saliva as Brian gave himself a blowjob, moaning and
slurping around his cock while saliva dripped down his chin. He
sucked mom’s cock like a whore, licking and gulping, driving down
until his nose was pressed into her pubic hair and he held her
entirely inside. When had he learned to suck dick like that? And
why was it making me so wet to watch him?

Mom kissed me, Brian’s
stubble grazing my lips. My body gave itself to him, nipples
growing erect as she pinched, opening my mouth so my mom could
swirl my brother’s tongue inside. Christ, I was making out with my
brother while inside my mom’s body and it felt so fucking good. I
dripped down my thighs, mom’s pussy soaking with desire.

None of us were in
control and all were horny for each other. I found myself pulling
away and hopping up onto the kitchen island. Spreading my legs, I
gazed down at myself, past mom’s tremendous breasts to my slick
entrance, pink pussy unfolded, glistening and ready. I lay down on
the cold marble counter, my tits falling to either side of my chest
as mom pulled her cock out of my former lips and turned to press
her dick against my entrance. I whimpered, silently begging her not
to fuck me with my brother’s dick even though my body desperately
needed it.

She wanted it, too, and
thrust in, filling me. I moaned as she slid through my slick canal,
pleasure making me buck and reach up to grab a double handful of
mom’s tits. She slid in deep, until our groins connected and mom’s
cunt was completely filled with my brother’s dick. And then my own
body climbed onto the kitchen island and threw one leg over me,
straddling my face. My own pussy hovered above me, the musky scent
filling my nose as Brian dropped gently down on my face and I began
eating myself out, tongue hungry for the slick folds that used to
be mine.

Mom fucked me slowly
with Brian’s dick as I ate myself out. Brian used my former hands
to reach down and caress my heavy tits, pinching each nipple and
sending sharp pleasure straight through me. We rocked like this,
moaning and sighing. Mom filled me over and over in a steady
rhythm. I was sopping wet, the slick sounds of my sex loud in the
kitchen as she fucked me with my brother’s cock and I licked my own
rich red cunt.

Mom moved faster and I
moved with her, licking myself, flicking my tongue through my
folds, driving harder, quicker, until mom pulsed inside me and
came, her cock filling her own body with hot spurts of cum. I cried
out, muffled by my own pussy as I took her all, the pleasure of
being filled cascading through me, making me shake with orgasm
while my former body did the same above me. We all three came
together, gasping and groaning, bodies slick and hungry with need
until the fire slowly cooled. Mom’s cum filled me, dripping slowly
down my thighs.

There was a pause and I
thought it was over. Then the world jumped again. Suddenly, I was
standing in front of the kitchen island. Now I was in my brother’s
body. My cock was lodged deep within my mom’s silken folds, growing
softer, her body spread out beneath me, pussy glistening and pink.
My former body sat atop mom’s face, facing me, hands on mom’s tits.
I just had time to gasp, realizing we’d all just shifted bodies
again, when my cock jumped to attention, straining to fill mom’s
cunt.

I pulled out, my new
cock slick with mom’s juices. My former body bent down and opened
its mouth, my mom – now inside my own body – swallowing my new
cock, tongue running around the underside of my shaft as she tasted
her own pussy and moaned with delight. I noticed my mom’s hands
gripping my former backside as Brian began to eat former me out.
We’d all swapped and were all still horny, needing each other in
our new bodies. The terror and disgust gave way to pleasure as my
body thrust deep into my own pillowy lips and I grunted, wanting to
fill my own face with my new dick.

The pleasure roared
back to life within me, intense and immediate, concentrated at the
base of my cock. Christ, it was amazing watching my own lips
swallow me, feeling my dick disappear into my own warm, wet mouth,
tongue playing expertly across the shaft. I drove in until my new
balls rested against my former chin and mom slurped me down, all of
our bodies rising once more to ecstasy.

Mom used my own lips
and tongue to suck me off as she grinded herself on her former
face, forcing Brian to use her tongue to taste me. Brian jiggled
beneath her, tits wobbling, hands gripping my taut buttocks as he
ate my former body out, juices dripping down his chin, my musk
filling his nose. I fucked mom’s face, gazing down at my own pretty
features, lips wrapped around my brother’s dick. I hated that it
felt so wonderful. That I needed it. That I wanted to explode into
those pillowy lips.

I came quickly,
grunting as I spurted into my own mouth and mom drank me down. She
swallowed each spurt and I watched her gulp down my brother’s cum,
relief mingling with horror. The relief was instant and short
lived, because the world jumped again and I was back in my own
body, now sucking on my brother’s dick, the last of his creamy cum
making its way down my throat, filling my belly.

I still wasn’t free, as
Brian’s cock jumped to attention in my mouth, growing to nearly
choke me. I pulled off, gasping, wanting this horror to end. But my
body had other ideas. We shifted positions and began fucking each
other again, licking and sucking and filling in a revolving
threesome. Every time we came we would swap bodies and continue
having sex, changing positions, filling all of our holes with my
brother’s cock, my mom’s tongue, my own fingers, tasting myself
over and over, cumming in my own mouth, in mom’s pussy, in my own,
rising to yet another shared orgasm, shifting and fucking and
shifting and fucking until the terror dissipated and there was only
sheer pleasure and the anticipation of the next wonderful orgasm
from whichever body I inhabited.


The Stranger

Raymond was no more.
The last thing he’d been aware of was watching his family succumb
to His new will. All ties to this world were severed. No one knew
Him here. He was a blank page, making it all that much easier to
slip through reality as he wished.

The Stranger continued
feasting on the lust and horror of the three family members as they
fucked and swapped, over and over again, until their terror was
gone and only pleasure remained. Their emotions fed Him. Yes. This
was what He craved.

When their fear
dissipated, there was no more interest there for the Stranger. He
left them, not even bothering to undo what He’d done. They were
beneath notice now. He was on the hunt for more. Always more. They
would fuck and swap forever.

The Stranger plunged
His hands deep into His grey trench coat and set off down the
apartment hallway, stretching reality to return to the street to
search for more victims. For the perfect combination of emotions
that would feed Him. For the perfect way to twist people’s actual
desires into dark and lusty ways.

The wide-brimmed hat
protected Him in shadows, let Him skirt by unnoticed even in a
crowd. Eyes slid off Him as though He wasn’t there. Wasn’t part of
this world. Because He was not. He was a stranger here. And He
would make this world His own.

# # #







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!
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Also by
M. Wills

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

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


A company executive tries out a prototype
memory-sharing device with his two secretaries, knowing that a
glitch will result in his single consciousness controlling all
three at once. Seeing what they see. Feeling what they feel. And
enjoying every sensual inch of their bodies.
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Payback (Chapter
7)

In Chapter 7, Jack
tests Peyton's willingness to do whatever - and whoever -
he asks.
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Eating Out


A young man discovers a restaurant with a
special service that allows people to possess the patrons, enjoy
them, and change them to their liking.
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The Replacement


A brilliant scientist invents new
technologies that allow him to steal his mom's body and her youth
to enjoy all the pleasures of her life.

 


And many more!
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