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There are a handful of people scattered around the diner. People, like Annie and I, here for a late lunch. She sits across from me on the sticky vinyl booth, the laminate table between us yellow with age. The glass syrup jug sitting beneath the window in its well-worn holder on the table is at least a decade older than me. But this is the best—and only—diner in our pissant little town.

Annie’s black hair is short and spiked. Her skin pale. She still wears dark clothes and a black necklace but has abandoned the leather trench coat and black face makeup of her high school Goth phase. It was a lonely existence in high school. The two of us hung out with each other but I suspect Annie was even lonelier being the only lesbian. Or, at least the only out one. Even two years since graduation she’s still known around town as the Goth girl. Everyone knows everyone around here and no one will let you forget that. Thank god for the internet or we wouldn’t have any kind of escape.

We’ve just been seated and handed the crinkly menu when my phone dings with a message.

“Just got a client email I have to answer,” I say, my fat thumbs already tapping.

Annie scoffs good-naturedly, adorable nose wrinkling as she grins. “I like how you call them clients.”

“What should I call them?” I say, only half-listening as I ponder a response to the email.

“Fellow nerds? Dungeoneers? Nerf herders?” Annie suggests, digging through her bag and pulling out one of the fantasy novels she always keeps on hand.

“If they heard me call them that I’d be lynched by both the Star Wars fans and the Dungeons and Dragons fans for heresy.”

“Best of both worlds,” Annie mutters, finding her page in the book. Any excuse to read.

This client wanted a D&D character page and miniature customized to look like his wife. It was a cute request and I happily accepted. Selling these online kept me from having to get a real job and brought in much more money than I could have ever made working retail on our town’s fading Main Street.

When I’ve finished responding to the email, I rub my thick red beard absently while I peruse the menu, as if I haven’t read it a million times before. The trick is in ordering just one thing. I’m trying to watch my weight but so far I’ve only watched it increase.

“What are you gonna get?” I ask her, already knowing the answer. 

Two eggs. Fried. Slice of toast. I’ll tease her about being able to make that at home. She’ll reply that she would rather pay someone a million dollars for an egg than touch a stove. 

Lots of people have confused our easy friendship for dating. As if being a lesbian was a sickness that could only be cured with the love of a good man. Annie is objectively good looking and all but I’ve never once considered dating her. We’re just friends. If I was a woman maybe it would be different, but as it is, I’m not anyone’s pick of partner. Nobody’s looking for a chubby, awkward, redheaded nerd. Maybe one day I’ll make enough money to escape this town.

Annie is opening her mouth to reply when she glances behind me and suddenly ducks her head down behind her book, muttering, “Oh god, I thought she worked the morning shift.”

I know exactly who it is before I even hear the chipper southern twang.

“Morning, y’all,” Kylie says, stepping into view, her order pad at the ready.

Kylie is impeccably made up, looking like someone out of a movie. Bright blue eyes. Silky blonde hair in a cute ponytail. Apron tied snug around her hips. Top unbuttoned just enough to reveal a glimpse of her cleavage. And those legs poking out beneath the skirt. Golden. Toned. Perfect.

She’s everything Annie and I aren’t: athletic, popular and confident. Guys love her. Girls want to be her. She’s the southern belle. The popular blonde cheerleader of every Hollywood movie. And she knows it, too.

Kylie wasn’t mean to me in high school. Just completely dismissive. Like I was so lowly I might as well not have existed. But to Annie, she was awful. Starting rumors. Turning others against her. Constantly teasing. She was Annie’s nemesis.

Naturally, Annie and I desperately lusted after her.

“Phil and Annie. Y’all two are tethered at the hip. You kiss her yet?” She asks me, a twinkle in her eye. 

She knows Annie’s a lesbian—no secrets in a small town—but she loves embarrassing us. Annie and I blush red and sink lower in our seats. Kylie laughs. A delightful carefree tingle. She enjoys this.

“No.” I mumble.

“Beautiful,” Kylie says with the world’s fakest smile.

Kylie’s eyes go to the book Annie’s holding up to hide her face. The cover features a cloaked figure cowering as a dragon looms over them.

“Good book?” Kylie asks.

Annie does her best to sit up straight and feign a smile. “Yes. It’s about a necromancer who learns that he’s actually...” She trails off on Kylie’s blank look.

Kylie shakes her head. “Once a nerd always a nerd,” she says. It’s probably the nicest thing she’s ever said about Annie.

“I’ll just have fried eggs and toast,” Annie mumbles.

“Pancakes for me,” I say.

“Beautiful!” Kylie chirps. “Anything to drink?”

“Coffee,” Annie says. “And keep it coming.”

It’s meant to be an awkward joke but it’s more awkward than joke. Kylie looks neutrally at Annie for a beat, probably wondering whether to be insulted at the apparent rudeness. Annie blushes again, her pale cheeks now turning crimson as she forces a laugh to show it was a joke. Kylie smiles, suddenly all sunshine and bubblegum again.

“You got it,” Kylie says, turning and heading back to the kitchen.

If Kylie had walked the other way I’m not sure I could have kept my eyes off her ass. Annie has much better self-control. 

“Beautiful!” Annie mimics Kylie’s southern accent and her chipper attitude quietly when she’s safely away. 

“Howdy, y’all,” I say quietly in my own overly chipper imitation of Kylie. “Anything else I can do to wreck your day?”

We snigger at each other.

“I didn’t think she worked Mondays,” Annie says eventually. “You think she’ll spit in my food?”

“I don’t think she’ll care enough to waste her saliva,” I respond.

“Probably right. She’s, like, small town Barbie.”

“Gossip not included.”

Annie snorts a laugh. “You know she still teaches the high school cheer squad during the season? Like she loves the place.”

“I can’t even imagine what it must be like to have peaked in high school,” I respond.

“She’d probably be knocked up and squirting out babies if our quarterback hadn’t become a meth head.”

We both snicker, hiding our jealousy behind a veneer of disdain.

Kylie returns with coffee. Annie can barely meet her eye. I can barely look away. We’re polite but Annie shoves her book beneath the table and our conversation stops until she leaves. When we pick it up again, Annie changes the subject.

“Oh, I almost forgot. Come with me tonight to go occult hunting!”

“Really?”

“Please?” She grabs my hand. “I’ll be your best friend.”

“You already are.”

“Then it’s settled,” she grins. “They’ve dropped a new location and it’s nearby.”

I sigh. “Really?”

Annie doesn’t believe in the occult but is morbidly fascinated by people who do. Talking to the dead. Summoning ghosts. That sort of thing. She follows a website that tracks locations around the country where activity has been reported in the news. I’m firmly of the opinion that it’s a grift run by grifters grifting suckers.

“This place is a little cabin in the woods. Just the two of us. It will be romantic. Maybe I’ll bring an old camcorder and we can leave a tape of our murders there for the police to find and make us posthumously famous,” she deadpans.

“That does sound great. Can we disturb an old Native American burial ground while we’re at it?”

“Why not? Sky’s the limit.”

“Fine,” I sigh.

“Yay!” Annie gives a little clap. It’s maybe the cutest thing she does. The one time her veneer of aloofness slips to reveal her true joy.

The cabin sits by itself in the woods on the far end of town. The moonlight shines through gaps in the roof, making cold shadows on the detritus covering the floor. The cabin is long abandoned but still contains the remains of the furniture and the bedding. It looks like someone lived here right up until their unexpected demise. There are large gaps in the wooden floorboards and the air smells like dust. I expect Annie waited until nightfall to go exploring because it made it creepier. Her eyes are wide with excitement as our flashlights play across the remains.

“I think I remember this story,” I say, shuffling through the faded papers that litter the large desk. The scrawl of foreign languages and ciphers fills them. The writings of a mad man. “Didn’t the guy who lived here have a breakdown or something? They found him dead”

“Yeah,” Annie nods. “At this very table,” she says with awe. “Claimed he could do astral projection. Send his spirit to far-away places. Whoa.”

Her flashlight plays over the walls, which are inscribed with strange sigils and more foreign words written in what I hope is paint and not blood. Flipping through the papers on the table, I find some drawings depicting a man with a faded green skull for a head and what appears to be a ghost flying from his body. Another drawing depicts the ghost entering someone else.

“Demonic possession, too?” I guess.

Annie comes and looks over my shoulder. “Ha, yes, this is the good shit! Let me get some pics of this.”

As Annie takes pictured of the crazy ramblings I shuffle through the rest of the room.

Annie is animated, talking as she snaps pictures. “This is the real small town shit. Grisly murders. Terrible secrets.”

Unspoken between us is that other small town shit includes being stuck with people you envied in high school and never escaping your past. Annie and I will always be the outcasts. Kylie will always be the town sweetheart.

I’m thinking about Kylie when my toe knocks something solid and sends it skittering into a hole in the floor. I trace the path with the light of my flashlight. Something green shines in the hole. Dropping to my knees, I look closer. Nestled in the dirt is a small jade skull about the size of a chess piece. I reach into the hole quickly and retrieve it.

It’s warm in my hand. Smooth. Crudely carved. I feel strangely lightheaded. A pull in my mind as it spins with memories of Kylie. The world shrinks to a pinprick of black.

Suddenly, everything is back. Only now I’m driving a stranger’s car. The hands on the wheel aren’t mine. They’re delicate, with rounded lacquered nails and rings. A woman’s hand. I gasp. What the hell is happening?
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I’ve just left the restaurant, having spent the afternoon and early evening doing a double covering Ashley’s shift. She’s probably out getting high again or something. I don’t even know why Frank keeps her around. 

I smell like food and my skin feels greasy. I can’t wait to get home and shower all this off. Snuggle into bed with my stuffed dog and finish that Elizabethan drama series online.

I’m on the highway back to my place when my eyes suddenly zip to my hands on the wheel. I gasp in surprise. Maybe I’ve forgotten something? I jerk the wheel slightly to the left and the car zigs over the median. I swerve back quickly.

“Fuck!” I swear.

I slam on the breaks, stopping halfway off the road. Fortunately there’s no one behind me on this deserted stretch of road. I’m breathing fast, terrified. Is this a panic attack? I’ve never had one before. The lonely road and the long hours must have freaked me out.

I lift my hands to my face and stare at them, mouth open. I flip my hands around. Wiggle my fingers. Clench them into a fist and release. I’m not even really aware that I want to do all this until it happens. Must be my unconscious taking over, checking for signs of trauma after that unexpected freakout. That’s the last time I work a double.

My head drops down, eyes snapping to attention on my cleavage. I watch for a second as my breasts rise and fall with each breath. That’s right. Calm down, I tell myself, even as I find myself getting unreasonably excited at the sight of my breasts. I mean, they’re nice breasts. I’m blessed and I know that.

I grab my tits. Squeeze them once—like pinching myself to make sure this isn’t a dream maybe? Making sure I’m still me—and then drop them. Yep, those are mine.

I lick my lips then pull down the sun visor and slide open the mirror. My own startled face greets me. My mouth is open in something like wonder and I peer into my sky blue eyes.

“Holy shit,” I say. “Kylie. I’m Kylie.”

It’s only after the words have left my lips that I realize I meant to say them. I’m calming myself down. Repeating my name. Grounding myself like I do in yoga class.

I run my hands down my face, fingers gliding over my contours. My soft cheeks. The little curve of my nose. My delicate chin. My full lips. Yes, this is me. Despite the greasy feel of my skin I’m glowing. 

“What the fuck?” I whisper again, my hand coming to my neck, a slight smile gracing my lips at the sound of my voice. I can’t peel my eyes away from my reflection. I keep searching my face, probably trying to find where the panic came from, even though the longer I peer at myself the more excited I get.

Then there’s a strange feeling in my head. A quick motion without motion. Like I’m suddenly slightly lighter somehow. The excitement of looking at myself fades slowly. I shake my head and laugh at myself. Definitely no more double shifts.

The rest of the drive home is uneventful.
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“Phil? Are you okay?”

It’s Annie. She sounds worried. I blink my eyes open and discover I’m lying on my back on the floor as she leans over me.

She helps me sit up. My pulse is pounding. Was any of that real?

“What happened?” I ask. I don’t feel ill. Just groggy and a little knocked about from where I slumped onto the floor.

“You just passed out. You okay?”

“I’m fine. Maybe just so terrified about the occult,” I grin, attempting a joke.

She smiles politely and helps me to my feet. I open my mouth to tell her about what happened and then stop. What did happen? Did I actually become Kylie for a minute? Am I really about to tell Annie that all this occult bullshit is real? Neither of us actually believes in it.

But when Annie turns to leave I pick up the little jade skull. I feel the pull in the back of my mind just before I drop it into my pocket. The instant I’m no longer touching it the pull disappears.

“Should we take these papers?” I ask, gesturing to the pile on the table.

“You think we can?”

“I don’t think anyone will miss them. Add them to your collection.”

Truthfully, I want to look at them myself. If this guy really did figure out how to possess people I need to know everything he did. Annie and I tuck the papers carefully under our arms and pick our way back out the cabin.

I’m quiet on the way back, letting Annie talk. She gushes over how great this was. How many good pictures she got. How her online friend will be so jealous. I’m barely listening, my mind racing. I don’t want to tell Annie anything yet. Not until I’m sure that the skull wasn’t laced with drugs or something and I didn’t just have the most vivid trip ever.

Annie drops me off at my place. My parents’ place. Same difference. I live in a converted shed out back. I helped my dad insulate it and freshen it up before moving my room into it. It’s basically a small studio apartment minus the kitchen. A tiny bathroom off one end. Whenever I need food I go in through the back door of the main house only a few steps away. This way I’ve got my own space, which is something I wouldn’t be able to afford in this market even with my online shop.

I push my paint supplies aside and spread the papers across my workshop table. The picture of the skull man with the ghost coming out of him makes a little more sense now and I try to decipher the writing around the picture. It’s jumbled and crooked and hard to read. Maybe he was a madman but he’s also stumbled on the truth.

His writings talk about possessing people. Changing them somehow. One phrase stands out in slanted script and underlined three times: “They become what you do unless it’s too much.” It seems important for some reason but I don’t understand it.

I fish the warm skull out of my pocket, that little pull coming into my mind as my fingers touch it. Like a doorway is opening up in the back of my head. Just vague feelings at the moment but as I lie on the bed with the skull in my hand and think back to being Kylie, it’s like the images in the doorway crystallize. The pull becomes more tempting. I relax and sink into it, my consciousness receding to a black pinprick and then exploding back again.

Only now I’m in someone else’s bedroom.
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I’m curled up in bed wearing the snugly too-large University of Virginia tee from a previous boyfriend. My head is resting on one hand. My laptop sits open beside me, Lord Wellington making eyes at the Countess of Tarlington on the small screen. He’s such a cad and yet I’m rooting for him.

My girlfriends are out at the Speakeasy, our usual hangout bar. They invited me but I declined. Sometimes I’m just tired of the same old, same old. It’s not like I’m going to meet someone new. I’ve already sniffed out and rejected the meager supply of men in this town. They’re all so...ordinary. Maybe I’ll go to Arlington, the next town over. It’s a bit bigger. More fish in the sea. Maybe someday I’ll get out of this town altogether once my parents are no longer around to tether me here. I deserve more than this.

But not tonight. I’m still thinking back to that weird panic attack in the car and I just want to have some ‘me’ time.

I blink suddenly and sit up. Did I hear something? I look around the room, gaze slowly taking in everything as if I’ve never seen it before. My room seems to be in order. I close my laptop, only realizing I’m tired of watching the show after I’ve done so. 

Maybe I’ll go to bed now. I think. Or maybe, I throw the covers aside and stand, I won’t.

I look down and wiggle my toes. Watch them move. A little giggle escapes my lips. I’m delighted in my feet. Nighttime giggles, I guess.

I pad to the full length mirror on the back of my closet and my reflection appears. There I am. My eyes travel down my body slowly, pausing briefly on my chest before skating down to my ass. I turn and stick out my butt, running a hand along the curve to admire the shape. The tee shirt ends just below my waist, giving a glimpse of the black panties I wear.

“Jesus Christ, you’re a sexy bitch,” I tell myself, pepping myself up. I’ve been down tonight and I need a good talking to.

I peer closer at the mirror. So close my nose almost touches it. I wiggle my eyebrows. Stick out my tongue. Open my eyes and mouth wide. Make ridiculous faces at myself before being overcome with the giggles again.

“It feels so real,” I say in awe, as I stand back and raise my hands to my breasts. I touch myself, fingers groping my tits experimentally, as if I’ve never touched them before.

Everything is so real. Too real. Sometimes I need a break, which I guess is why I grab the bottom of my shirt and pull it off over my head. Sweeping my blonde hair back out of my eyes, I look down at myself. I’m unusually excited by the sight of my breasts. The way they hang taut from my chest. Round and ripe. Just looking at them grows a slight ache in my core. I think tonight I may really need some ‘me’ time.

I heft my breasts in each hand, spreading my fingers to grab as much as I can, greedy for my own body. I squeeze them up against my chest, watch them bulge out before dropping them and watching them bounce gently back into place. I giggle again and bounce up and down lightly, watching my tits do the same. They’re hypnotic. I can’t look away. 

I know I’m hot but there’s something particularly enticing about me tonight. Like I’m seeing myself through someone else’s eyes. I like it, though, this playacting. This pretending to be unfamiliar with what I look like. I wonder how far it will go?

As if in answer, I let my hands skate down my tummy and hook my thumbs beneath the top of my panties. I bite my lower lip and pause, wondering if I should do this. And then I do. Dragging the panties down my legs until they fall to the floor. I stand and release a breath I haven’t even realized I’ve been holding.

My eyes graze down my body again, taking in every inch, memorizing myself. If you can’t love yourself how is anyone else expected to love you? And I love myself more than anyone.

I turn again and stare at my profile. Reach back and give my ass a light slap. Watch the buttocks ripple slightly.

“Fuck,” I swear in wonder, lips curling up into a grin. “Look at that fucking ass,” I compliment myself as I squeeze my butt.

“I wonder,” I say, before slowly sinking to the floor in a split. I pause about three quarters of the way down, as if bracing for pain. But then slowly, slowly ease myself down until my legs are flat against the floor. I still got it. I laugh.

I sit up and bring my legs forward, knees in the air. I’m still facing the mirror and I look at my reflection, my eyes zeroing in on the light blonde thatch of hair between my legs. I let my legs sink to the floor, still spread, and bring my hand between my legs. My eyes fixed on my amazing reflection, I stroke myself with a few fingers. I move softly, teasing myself as my body hums to life, up and down my hidden entrance.

With my other hand a I grab a breast, cup it and pinch the perfect pink nipple between thumb and forefinger. The hand between my legs wanders up and down, fumbling and awkward as I experiment with myself, trying out new things as I grow warmer until finally, finally, I resort to my usual things as my fingers find the swell of my clit. My breath hitches and I can’t take my eyes off my pussy.

I’ve never thought it was particularly pretty. Vaginas, in general, don’t hold any attraction to me. Except tonight...mine does. I look at it in awe, as though I’ve never seen it before. I can feel the wetness now beneath my fingertips and I spread myself, drawing a sharp breath between my teeth as my pink folds come into view. The heat rises suddenly within me. I’m smitten by my body tonight. Can’t stop looking. Can’t stop touching. Usually when I touch myself I fantasize about someone else, but tonight I’m focusing on myself...and it’s wonderful.

I stroke up and down my entrance, spreading my wetness but not returning to my clit even though that’s where I desperately want to go. Instead, I slip two fingers inside, press up against my inner entrance, glide up until my pussy surrounds my fingers, warm and wet. I stroke, in and out, watching my fingers disappear into my body, feeling around as if for the first time. The sight is incredible. My mouth drops open, breath starting to come faster.

The hand on my tits grows greedier, squeezing sharply. I’ve never been much into nipple play but tonight my fingers pinch my nipple and it’s so, so sweet. The fingers inside thrust deep, digging around, looking for...something. Some touch. Some stroke. But it’s only when I withdraw, my fingers sticky with my juices, and caress my clit again does that delightful warmth hum through me.

I stroke in small circles, zeroing on how it feels best, as if I’ve completely forgotten, so overcome with desire. I find it quickly enough, my fingers planted either side of my velvety button, rubbing in tight circles. My sighs rise in a breathy pitch as the heat sears me. I rock back and forth, my body needing to move, needing to shake, needing release. I stroke faster, mouth dropping open, sighs rising, never tearing my eyes away from my reflection even as I cum and, oh god, I’m so beautiful when I cum, mouth dropping open, eyes half lidded, pink pussy lips wide and flushed with want. It’s like watching myself cum doubles my orgasm and I rock, fingers on my clit, hand on my breast as I moan. The heat burns through me, pleasure rushing across my body, leaving my thighs sticky, the carpet beneath my ass damp with my juices.

When I’m done I remain seated on the floor for a minute, recovering. I laugh at myself. I can’t believe I just did that. I can’t believe I’ve never done that before. After all, I’m the hottest person in this town and if I can’t masturbate to myself then who can?

I stand suddenly and cast around for something, only realizing that I want my phone when I see it and reach for it.

“I need proof,” I say to myself. Proof that tonight’s intimate ‘me’ time was a roaring success.

I flip to the camera. Turn and pose, angling so that I get a few topless pictures, smiling into the camera. Guys like tits and I’m not dumb; I know mine are spectacular. I choose the best pic and text it to a phone number I randomly type in. Hit ‘send’ before I can think about it.

I just sent topless pics to a stranger. The thought is thrilling and makes me smile again. I wonder what that person thinks. I wonder if they’ll touch themselves while thinking of me. The thought makes me feel powerful.

I set the phone down back on the nightstand and close my eyes. There’s a slight change in the room, like a pressure has released. I don’t know what possessed me to do that but it was definitely a nice change of pace. I hope whoever I texted my picture to thinks so as well.
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I blink back to consciousness in my own room and scramble for my phone. There it is. Kylie’s text. My fingers are trembling as I open it and see her, topless and smiling. It was real. I was in her body. I actually touched her breasts...and so much more. This is incredible. Amazing.

As my thoughts are flying I get another text from Kylie: Hey stranger if you like that there’s more where that came from

Here I am thinking she’s so chaste and conservative and now she’s offering to send more nude pictures of herself to a stranger. Surely she doesn’t do this all the time. I scramble for the madman’s papers, shuffling through them until I find that underlined phrase: “They become what you do unless it’s too much”. Does that mean I changed Kylie? I made her want to send topless pics to a stranger? The possibilities of that are just too incredible. I need to tell Annie. Think of what we could do with Kylie! With anyone!

I pick up my phone to text Annie but pause. No. I can’t do this over the phone. This is too unbelievable. I need to show her.

But first I try a few things. Test the limits. I grab the skull and focus on the world’s biggest Hollywood starlet. I close my eyes. Picture her in my mind just like I did with Kylie.

Nothing.

I try a few other famous people but don’t feel that strange pulling in my mind. Maybe they’re too far away?

I open up my social media. Find my middle school crush. She lives in the next town over. I focus on one of her pictures. Burn it into my mind.

Still nothing.

Maybe something closer to home. Who do I know around here? I set the phone down and close my eyes. Think of Annie. There’s the door in my mind. Like a light vacuum tempting me to get too close. I try it. Sinking in.

Suddenly I’m in a shower. Hot water pouring down my back. Feels so good. I look down. See two small but beautiful breasts covered in soap suds. Annie’s tiny body beneath.

I pull out. Return to my own body, my pulse quickened. It felt like a violation. Kylie was different because I barely know her. But Annie is real to me. We’re friends. And now I’ve seen her tight body I can’t unsee it.

I did learn a little about the limits of the skull. My best guess is that it’s effects are confined to this town. Does that mean if I leave it in someone else’s body I’ll be snapped back into my own? Will I be stuck inside? So many questions it’s hard to sleep.

It’s on my mind the moment I wake up the next morning and I text Annie, waking her up. I tell her I need to see her right away. She replies that she has to go to class—she’s taking some community college courses—and can’t it wait? But no. It can’t wait.

I race over to Annie’s house and when she opens the door I can see she registers my excitement.

“You okay?” She asks.

I’m grinning ear to ear. “Fantastic. Annie, you’re never going to believe this.”

I explain about the skull. About how I used it to end up in Kylie’s body. Though I gloss over exactly what I did while inside it. And I definitely leave out the part where I tried the power on Annie.

Annie doesn’t believe me. She has a ton of questions, not least of all whether or not I’ve gone crazy.

“How do you know you changed her?” She finally asks.

“I just know, okay?

“You’re asking me to just believe a lot of things right now.”

“Look, I can prove it. I’ll do it now.”

“Do what now?”

“Take over Kylie. I’ll bring her here so you can see for yourself.”

She shakes her head, humoring me. “Fine. Whatever. But I’ve got to be at class in an hour.”

“Oh, I think you’re going to want to skip today,” I say with a grin.

I don’t know what will happen to my body, whether it disappears or what, but I warn Annie to be ready for anything and don’t panic. I lie down on her living room couch and clutch the skull in one hand. Concentrating on Kylie, I feel the door opening up in my mind and I slip through it.
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I lean close to the mirror, finishing the arc of lipstick around my lip. My hand trembles and the red line slips off my lip. I blink at myself. Stand back and set the lipstick down then look around for the tissues, as if I don’t know exactly where they are. I dab the lipstick off my lip and look at my reflection, eyes tracing my cute face.

“You are one sexy bitch,” I tell myself, the words leaving my lips a split second before I know I want to say them, like my subconscious knows I need another pep talk.

I leave the bathroom and pad through my small apartment, sighing in satisfaction when I find my bedroom. I flip through the clothes in my closet. Even though I’m already dressed in jeans and a tee shirt it seems like the outfit isn’t quite right. None of them are, so I search through my chest of drawers until I find my old high school cheerleading outfit. The green and white frilly skirt. The matching sleeveless, belly-revealing top.

“Yes,” I grin, nostalgia apparently making me giddy.

I shuck off my shirt and jeans before fumbling behind my back for my bra. I can’t quite get it and it takes me longer than usual to unsnap it. I slide my panties down my legs and kick them aside before struggling into my old cheerleading uniform.

The top is a lot snugger and it rides up, nearly revealing the bottom of my breasts. The frilly skirt hangs down just over my ass. I step in front of the mirror. God, I look like my high school boyfriend’s wet dream. The thought makes me giggle and flush with warmth as I pose for myself.

On a whim, I decide to wear the outfit out. I swipe my keys off the table and walk out to my car. I feel a little self-conscious going out in this old cheerleading uniform. I pause, one hand on the car door handle as I struggle with myself, thinking about turning around to go back in to change.

My brow furrows. “Hmm. What’s going on?” I mutter to myself, hand frozen. “Come on, I can do this.”

And I can. I can pull this outfit off. The resistance disappears and I open the car door, my frown turning into a satisfied smile as I slide inside.

I drive aimlessly, just needing a break. I wind through the roads of my small town, no particular destination in mind. I soon find myself in one of the newer suburbs. Townhouses springing up in the middle of nowhere. I park in front of one, behind the only other car on the street, and step out. My feet carry me up to the steps of the house and I become giddy, only just now realizing that I’m about to take the next step from sending someone a sexy picture to showing up on a stranger’s doorstep in a sexy outfit. Should I be doing this? Again my hand pauses for a beat before I let my subconscious be my guide and knock on the door.

When the door opens, I find it’s that weird emo girl from high school. Annie. She looks as shocked to see me as I feel, though I hide it behind a confident smirk. I guess this is the danger of showing off in a small town. Oh well, I’m here, I might as well show off. Make this fake lesbian jealous.

“Kylie?” She asks, glancing briefly back into her house.

I brush past her and she stands aside. I’m not going to let her make me feel bad. I don’t have anything to feel bad about. She’s the weirdo.

There’s a fat guy with a big beard lying on her couch. Annie’s friend, Phil. The other freak. He looks like he’s asleep and I poke him but he doesn’t move.

“Weird,” I say, staring down at the sleeping body. And it is weird that this is the guy Annie has apparently stopped being a lesbian for.

Speaking of Annie, she’s followed me into the living room and is now gaping at me. I grin at her, posing with a hand on my hip. She steps close and peers into my eyes. My heart starts pounding. Maybe because up close she’s actually kind of pretty. Soft features. Good skin. Gorgeous eyes.

“Is that really you in there?” Annie asks.

“Yeah,” I say. I mean, who else would be in here? “And watch how flexible I am.”

I raise my arms above my head and lean over backwards until I’m bent over, my hands on the floor behind me. I feel the skirt sliding up my thighs and when I lift my legs in the air to do a complete handstand, my skirt falls all the way up, revealing my pussy. I quiver then, body rebelling at this. I’d forgotten what I was wearing. I just came here to mock Annie, not do anything like this.

I stutter, losing my balance and tipping over in a heap. Annie shouts in alarm then helps me to my feet.

“Are you okay?” She asks, still holding my hand.

“Yeah, I just...lost control or something.” I feel like I’ve lost control of this whole situation. Why am I humiliating myself in front of this dork?

Before I can even process that, I step forward and kiss Annie. On the lips.

Absolutely not.
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As soon as Kylie’s lips touch Annie’s I’m thrown out of her body. I blink open my eyes to see Kylie and Annie standing over me. Kylie has just pulled away from Annie, her eyes filled with confusion that quickly turns to a mocking anger. As I blink awake, Kylie shoots me a look of utter disgust, then returns her gaze to Annie.

“Hope you enjoyed that because it’s never gonna happen again,” Kylie sneers. “Have fun with fattie over here.”

She storms out before either of us can react. Annie looks at me.

“What the fuck was that?” She asks.

I sit up and rub my head. It hurt being forcibly ejected from Kylie’s body. I wasn’t ready for it. “She kicked me out of her body. But I could feel myself changing her. I guess I pushed her too far.”

“But...I mean...this whole thing...” Annie collapses on the couch, stunned. She looks at me, eyes wide, a crazy grin on her face. “You were in her body. What was it like?”

“Oh man. She’s...powerful. Flexible. Sexy. I want to go back.”

“What if we...” Annie trails off. Licks her lips. Starts again. “You said you changed her.”

“I thought I did. A little. I got her to like sending topless pics to strangers.”

“Can we change her more?” Annie asks, eyes bright. “This is our chance to get her back. Could you...could you make her be into me?”

I ponder for a second, wondering if this power I have should be used like this. But Kylie made Annie’s life miserable in high school. Perhaps it’s time for some payback.

“Maybe,” I say. “If we go slowly.”

Annie laughs and claps in that adorable way of hers. “Oh god, can you imagine? Kylie wanting to date me? How do we do it?”

It’s those little moments when I see just how cute Annie is and there is a little part of me that wants to kiss her. Maybe I can pass on that little part to Kylie.

“Well, now I know what it feels like when I push her too far I can try slowly expanding her limits.”

“Let’s make her my bitch,” Annie grins.
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I’m still thinking about the events of the afternoon as I arrive at the diner for my shift. I can’t believe I did that. I was over there to humiliate her but all I did was humiliate myself. Why the hell did I kiss Annie? Eww. My ex used to talk about how it was possible to be disgusted by something so much that it circled back around to infatuation. I mean, he was using it to explain his diaper fetish but is something like that happening here? Double eww. Gross. Ick. Even if I was a dyke I sure as shootin’ wouldn’t dyke it up with Annie.

In the back room of the diner, I cinch the apron around my waist and take a last look in the little mirror above the sinks. My makeup is perfect. My outfit just right, the top unbuttoned to give a glimpse of my cleavage. If you want to make the best tips you’ve got to play the game, and that means showing off a little skin.

It's a lot of the regulars tonight. I do my usual flirting. Make sure their drinks are topped up. Everything is going smoothly until, midway through my shift, Annie walks through the door.

I absolutely do not want to deal with her right now. I’m still trying to figure out why the heck I kissed her. And, of course, she’s seated in my section. She takes out some thick book and starts reading. For fun. In a restaurant. Weird.

I corner Ashley when she’s at the kitchen picking up another order. 

“Ash,” I say.

“Yeah?” She turns to me.

I open my mouth to ask her to take over Annie’s table and then shiver. Blink. Ashley’s still looking at me and cocks her head in confusion.

“Yeah?” She asks again.

“What?” I ask.

“You wanted to say something to me,” she says.

“Oh. Uh. Never mind,” I say, distracted, glancing around the restaurant until my gaze falls on Annie. She’s got her head down, 

I turn and move towards Annie’s table, figuring I should just put on my big girl pants and do this. If I just treat her as normal it won’t be weird.

“Well howdy there, y’all,” I chirp. So over the top. I must be flustered. “What can I getcha?”

“I’m just going to have the classic burger,” she says.

“Beautiful,” I say, jotting it down on the pad in shaky handwriting. Why is she getting to me like this? She’s the one who should be ashamed. Not me. I glance at the book she’s reading. “What’s that about?” I ask, preparing to say something devastating about her little ridiculously nerdy choice of book.

“It’s about a necromancer who learns to use his powers for good with the help of a dragon.”

“What’s a necromancer?” I ask, figuring I’ll look for a way to make a dig.

She gives me a strange half smile, like she can’t believe she has to explain. “It’s like a wizard who has power over the dead.”

“Eww, creepy.” I wrinkle my nose. “If I was a wizard I’d like to have power over the living.”

She sets her book down and looks up at me, eyes sparkling with mischief. “Like being able to control people?”

I laugh. “Yeah. Make them do whatever I want.”

That would be an awesome power. I can’t believe I’m having this conversation and the longer it goes on the less I’m looking for a way to insult her.

“Maybe even change them to suit your needs?” She says, lips quirking up in a grin.

“Exactly,” I agree.

“Maybe it’s happening to you right now. Maybe I’m controlling you and you don’t even notice.”

“Maybe I’m controlling you,” I retort, leaning on the table.

We both laugh. I touch her hand. Her skin is warm. Soft. “I’ll go put your order in but when I come back you need to tell me more.”

I walk away and it’s like I’ve forgotten how to do my job. I hover by the kitchen until Ashley slaps some orders up and then I do the same. People have to flag me down to ask for things. I don’t do my usual sweep around. I don’t chat as much with people. Except with Annie.

I keep looking her way all night. Passing by her table. Making excuses to talk to her. I’ve given up insulting her. Our conversation is easy. Easier than I thought it would be. We banter back and forth throughout the evening. Is this...is this flirting? Surely not.

Ever since she came in my night has been off. Like she’s a magnet pulling me towards her as I shirk my other duties. My tips are lower. Ashley’s pulled me aside and says I seem distracted. My customers are getting disgruntled with my lack of service. But none of it bothers me.

Annie finishes her meal and waits at the table reading. I can’t help but pass by every now and then to talk. Gradually, I realize she’s actually pretty interesting. Quick. Funny. Quirky.

Finally, as she’s getting ready to leave, I stop her. “Hey, why don’t I get your phone number and we can finish our talk later?” It’s a spur of the moment suggestion, leaving my lips before I even realize I’m going to ask.

Inwardly, I cringe. Too much. Putting myself out there just gives her a chance to insult me. But Annie’s smile is bright. I don’t think I’ve ever seen a genuine smile out of her until tonight. We share numbers. As soon as she leaves I feel as though a burden has been lifted. Once again, I can concentrate on my tables and I fit right back into my routine. It was Annie all along. Annie distracted me. Maybe I felt guilty about how I treated her?

After my shift, I return to my house. Chuck my dirty clothes in the basket. Shower the smell of diner off me. I’m brushing my teeth, a towel wrapped around me, when that funny feeling comes on me again. The same one I had in the diner. A sort of...presence in my mind.

I kind of choke on my toothpaste, like I forget I had it in my mouth. I rinse. Spit. Put the toothbrush away. Untie the towel and let it drop to the floor.

I pause and stare at my naked reflection. A tiny smile appears on my lips. I drag a hand up my belly to one of my breasts. Squeeze gently. Watch my fingers tease my nipple.

“Mmm,” I sigh. “I’m kind of horny.”

It hits me then that I am. A little rush of heat between my thighs. Just from looking at myself. I wonder if I’m becoming some sort of narcissist. But no, I peel my eyes away from my reflection and pad naked to my bedroom where I gather my laptop and flop onto my bed. The laptop is cold where I rest it on my bare legs as they’re out crossed in front of me. One hand rests on my mound, fingers idly stroking my coarse, golden pubic hair. Not how I usually sit at all but I’m hardly thinking about that because with my other hand I’m typing out an internet search for someone. For Annie. 

Somehow I remember her last name. The curiosity comes a split second after I finish typing. Like my fingers know what I want before my mind does.

I scroll through and find some recent photos. Of course Phil’s there with her. I resist the urge to roll my eyes. Those two are attached at the hip. I’m surprised Phil wasn’t at the diner tonight.

I set the laptop on the bed facing me, Annie’s photo zoomed in so I can see her face. In this one, she’s ditched the full-on Goth crap but still has short, black hair in a pixie cut and a pale face. Nice features, though, but for the black lipstick. Cute.

I shimmy down so that my head is propped up on the pillow, eyes on the screen. The hand between my legs is still moving, fingers tickling up and down my hidden entrance. There’s a heat beneath, an energy waiting to burst out. My other hand drags up my belly, up my breast, up to my face. I caress my cheek, drag my fingers across the soft contours of my face.

“Oh, Annie,” I whisper.

What’s going on? My fingers pause as confusion takes hold. But I’m definitely hot and bothered. And Annie definitely threw me off my game tonight. Do I have her on my mind because...?

I relax, and let the fingers of one hand stroke lightly up and down my pussy while the other hand returns to my breasts. I kneed my tit with one hand, squeezing it up against my chest so it balloons out, grabbing great, greedy handfuls. My eyes are locked on Annie’s picture, tracing her nose, her lips, her chin.

“I want to kiss you,” I whisper.

Do I? Is that why I feel this way? I didn’t know I was going to say that but...maybe I do want to kiss her. That thought is met with another jolt of heat. Now I can feel my pussy unfolding beneath my fingers. My mouth opens as I stroke, fingertips meeting the rich velvety lips of my pussy while my other hand continues gently grabbing my breast.

“Annie, it’s your hand on my tits,” I whisper, staring into her eyes in the photograph and squeezing my own breast. “Squeeze them.”

And now I do imagine Annie’s hand on my breast. Her pale skin contrasting with my golden tones. Her hands were soft. I bet they would feel nice. I bite my lower lip as the heat races through me.

Now my legs begin wiggling. I can’t lie still. My body has begun the journey that can only end with sweet release. My hand moves restlessly across my breasts while I stroke myself with two fingers, finding the moisture dotting me. I spread it up my slit, gently sliding inside myself just to the pressure of my inner entrance. My pussy lips grip my fingers.

“Fuck, Annie, I want you,” I whisper to her picture.

This is accompanied by a quick thrust of my fingers as I slide inside myself. I moan, hooking my fingers around to find the dimpled nub of my core. I stroke in tight circles, releasing my tit to bring my other hand down where my fingers find my clit, swollen and ready. Heat radiates out from between my legs as I touch myself and imagine Annie is here with me. Imagine her lips on mine, her fingers inside me.

“Oh, Annie,” I whisper, my voice throaty with lust.

My fingers move faster as the heat pulses wildly within me, each pulse following quicker on the next. I can hear the lewd sounds of my fingers tracing my wetness and for the first time I take my eyes of Annie’s picture and look at myself. The sight of my naked body stretched out beneath me, fingers disappearing into my pussy, makes me moan. Fuck, I’m hot. Fuck, I wish Annie was here doing this to me.

“Finger my little pussy, Annie. Please,” I beg, the fantasy taking hold.

My hips thrust up involuntarily, toes clenching. My fingers move faster, in and out, teasing the flames inside me higher, higher. My breath comes in panting moans, my eyes clenched tight now as I rise towards the crest.

“Annie! Annie!” I cry out, pretending she’s with me. Fingering me. “I want to lick your cunt!”

I explode with that last sentence. The orgasm races through me as I howl, legs clenching around my fingers. I cum hard, squealing her name. A fantasy so secret I didn’t even know it existed but now it’s all I want. My body convulses with delight, pleasure rocking through me as I cum in deep waves.

When I’m done, I lie panting on the bed, staring at Annie’s picture. Did I just cum while imagining her? What does that mean?

I hold my fingers up to my face. Eye the slick juices gathered there. I bring them to my lips. Inhale my musky scent. Open my lips.

Absolutely not.
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Kylie contacts Annie the next day. Just a simple text message asking about the book Annie was reading at the diner. I don’t think she really cares. It’s just an excuse.

When I was inside Kylie at the diner, I could feel it in her head when I came close to her boundaries. Like my hold was loosening. But I was successful in expanding those boundaries, pushing gently at the edges. I’d been surprised and delighted that I could masturbate to Annie’s picture, though making Kylie taste her own pussy was a step so far. 

At least it was for now.

Over the next few days I occasionally possess Kylie. I make her flirt lightly with Annie over text. I set up a meetup for lunch that is definitely not a date (wink). I discover how to change her. The things she already sort of likes doing are easier to expand than something wildly out of character. Pushing her to dress sexier is easy because it’s already something she wants to do anyway. I fill her wardrobe with revealing outfits that feed my own fantasy of her: tiny denim cutoffs, belly tees, scandalously short minis.

Making her fall in love with Annie is more difficult. I have to overcome a lifetime of emotions. Reinforce the actions over and over until something sticks. Then take that something and pry it open.

It helps to talk to myself in Kylie’s body, reinforcing how attracted I am to Annie and—gradually—it becomes true. Kylie must think the things I’m saying are her true thoughts. I build on them and grow her attraction to Annie.

And, yes, I masturbate in Kylie’s body. A lot. Even that changes her. Over the next weeks I find that when I arrive in her body she’s already warm and quivery with anticipation. A constant edge of horniness

Annie is enjoying the new Kylie. Kylie is still haughty. Still stuck up. But there’s a soft spot for Annie.

And I’m enjoying being with Annie as well. I don’t tell Annie that it’s me inside when they share their first real kiss. I caress her cheek with Kylie’s hand as our soft lips come together. There’s a rush of blood to Kylie’s head and I feel myself almost kicked out. So I pull back, not wanting Kylie to completely reject the kiss, playing into Kylie’s own hesitance and confusion.

The next time it gets easier. And the next. And the next. Until I think she’s ready. Annie can tell, too. She asks me to stay out of Kylie for the night.

But the temptation is too much.
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It’s weird to think how much I’ve changed in such a short amount of time. I want to show off for Annie. Probably that’s why I’ve been gravitating towards skimpier clothing. Show her what she’s missing. It seems to be working. We’ve kissed a few times. Each time my stomach is in knots until I lean forward on the spur of the moment and kiss her. She seems to like it. She seems to like me. And, much as I’m scared to admit it, I seem to like her.

There’s something different about tonight. I’m nervous and jittery when she opens the door, until that comforting weight settles in my mind. I change then. Hold myself differently. Move with a little less swagger.

Annie hugs me, her delightful body pressed against mine. When she pulls away I’m left with the light tropical scent of her shampoo wafting in my nose, and a delicious heat sparking between my thighs. That scent is so her.

Annie pours us each a glass of wine and we sit on the couch next to each other. Annie brings up a movie. Some fantasy thing she’s been telling me about. I indulge in her choice of genre, though I’m not into it. And, anyway, my eyes are mostly on her, watching her soft profile, the cute little slope of her nose as she focuses on the screen.

I shuffle closer, until our legs are touching. She glances at me. Leans closer and peers into my eyes as if searching for something. She’s so close I can see the black flecks in the brown of her eyes. The pores in her skin. Each eyelash.

There’s a moment between us. “What?” I ask, teasingly.

She shrugs. “Just looking for something.”

“For this?” I ask, and then I kiss her. Cheesy, I know, but it works.

She melts into me. It’s a deeper kiss than we’ve shared so far. I’m committed now, enjoying the taste of her, the warm softness of her against my lips. I caress her cheek with my thumb, pressing forward, hungry for her. She responds the same way. Suddenly, her hands are on me, dragging up and down my top.

We kiss some more, each kiss more urgent as we pull our bodies close, hands wrapped around each other. One of my hands slips beneath her top and I pull it off her. Then I help her out of her bra. She’s shy, pausing when the bra is unclasped, holding the cups against her chest with one hand as she looks at me from beneath her eyelashes. I gently take her hand and lower it. Let the bra slip off her. Her pale breasts come into view. Taut and beautiful. Perfect little curves each dotted with a pale pink nipple.

“You’re so beautiful,” I breathe, suddenly meaning it. I’ve been fighting it for so long it’s time to admit it. Annie’s hot and I want her.

She blushes. I kiss her again, feel her press herself against me. My hand follows the curve of her warm back, gliding around between us to stroke her breast. I tease her nipples, stroking lightly with my fingertips as they bud out beneath my touch.

She helps me out of my top and my bra and I giggle in delight as she gapes at my body.

“You like it?” I ask, wiggling my chest slightly, letting my breasts bounce enticingly.

She nods slowly, transfixed. I kiss her again and our tits press together. She gropes me, squeezing my breast, following the curve of my hips down and up. Warm tension begins winding itself between my thighs.

I lie her back and help her wiggle out of her pants. She lies on her back on the couch, her legs on my lap and places her hand over her panties, covering herself. Her self-consciousness is so cute I feel a surge of desire. I crawl onto her and kiss her again, letting my tits drag down across her body. I kiss down over her jaw, her neck, her breasts, her belly, her hands. My face still between her legs, I gently tug apart her hands and then tug down her panties.

My hands are trembling now as her dark black bush reveals itself to me. Is this what I want to do? Really? I look up at Annie as she looks down at me.

“I’ve been fantasizing about eating your pussy for so long,” I say, feeling that it’s true only after I’ve said it. Because, really, I’ve been masturbating to images of her for over a week. This must be what I want.

I position myself between her legs and kiss my way across her hidden entrance. The musky scent of her fills my nose and, rather than making me gag, actually makes the delightful tension twist tighter inside me. Her pussy is beautiful, the little lips tucked together, gradually opening for my playful fingers. I drag my fingertips up and down her slit, resting my mouth at the top and breathing hot air across her sex.

She lies back and watches me, gently playing with my blonde hair. I grin. Stick out my tongue and lick slowly from bottom to top, lapping gently at her velvety folds. She sighs deeply, closing her eyes for a second to savor the feel of my tongue on her pussy. I lick again. She’s wetter this time, opening eagerly at each luxurious lap of my tongue.

“Yummy,” I moan, the taste of her pussy instantly becoming delicious as if my words have magic. She is yummy. I want more.

I continue licking, teasing up and down her slit, letting the flat of my tongue glide across her clit before undulating it, flicking in little patterns. She moans beneath me and I feel my own answering tension rising. I continue licking her as her juices coat my mouth. Bringing in two fingers, I slide inside her, feel her wet heat surround me. Crooking those fingers, I gently caress the nub of her inner desire as I continue circling her clit.

Her moans grow louder. Her hips rise towards me. One hand comes up to her mouth as she gazes down at me, her look one of intense lust and longing and satisfied victory. I don’t know why. I’m just happy that I’m the one that did it to her.

I stroke and lick as my own pussy grows wet. My ass wiggles. God, I’ve made myself so horny licking her cunt. That horniness drives me on and I move to the rhythm of her body, tongue flicking quicker, fingers circling faster as she rises. Her cries grow in pitch. Now her eyes are clenched shut and I urge her own, licking her delicious pussy as she cries my name. Clenches my hair in a fist. Cums against my face. I continue licking her as the orgasm sweeps her up, only stopping at the apex, when her body relaxes and begins coming down. She’s breathing heavily and her sparkling eyes are filled with satisfaction when she finally looks at me.

“My turn,” I say. I don’t even realize I want to experience this until I say it. And then it’s all I want. My one-time tormentee between my legs pleasuring me.

She pushes me onto my back, tosses up my skirt and shimmies my panties off. I spread my legs for her. I’ve never been with a woman before but eating her out has made me so fucking horny. I need release.

Now it’s my turn to gaze down at her as she buries her face in my pussy, tongue and fingers working their magic within me. I reach up and grab my tits. I’ve been so tits-obsessed recently but I find them delightful. Something about them that I just have to keep touching them and looking at them.

The sweet tension rises through me as I listen to the lewd sounds of Annie stroking and sucking. It’s better than I imagined watching her lovingly suck my cunt. My voice rises in pitch, quivering, until the tension snaps and I cum. The orgasm is tremendous and I cry out Annie’s name as my body shakes. My hips rise to meet her mouth. Her tongue is so hot on my clit, her fingers so magical inside me, working my body up into a frenzy. I shake around her, legs flexing, my voice now no more than a strangled moan until the orgasm blows through and out of me.

I drop back down to the couch, breathing heavily. Annie crawls up my body and kisses me. There’s a slight revulsion at the taste of my own pussy, but immediately smothered by how wonderful she makes me feel. She spoons me as we lay naked and restart the movie.

It’s the best not-a-date I’ve had in a long time.
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I pull back out of Kylie after the movie. Annie seems happy now that she’s got her tormentor eating out of the palm of her hand. But what about me? 

It’s not enough being just Kylie. I think it’s time to test the limits of this power.

To be continued...
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​Thank you!
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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 bodyswapstories.com for more stories.

Thanks!
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Visit www.bodyswapstories.com for all my latest stories, including:
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Unresolved Tension

My college crush wants to meet up with me after years apart, and I can't resist possessing her body and enjoying myself.
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Jailbroken 2

The wife of James's estranged friend moves in and threatens to derail James's new life in Emily's body. Only...she's got a secret of her own.
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Exile of the Mind: Shadow Protocol 2

Henry continues his mission of exfiltrating the leaders of the rebel colony in the body of a sexy spy, even as he fights his desire for the colony's leader. The fourth book in the Exile of the Mind series.
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Eighteen Again

A father unexpectedly swaps bodies with his eighteen year old daughter and has to go to school in her place until they can swap back.
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Bully

Brandon's bully has found a strange alien device and uses it to torment Brandon and his mom by swapping their bodies and forcing Brandon to obey the bully's every deviant desire.
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Billionaire Babe

An ageing billionaire transforms himself into a copy of a hot eighteen-year-old cheerleader and lives her life for a week.
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Hotshot

A Body Swap Stories exclusive steamy 22 page comic about an eighteen-year-old star athlete who accidentally swaps bodies with his hot teacher.

And many more stories of body thefts, swaps, possessions and transformations on my site
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