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		Phil

		 

		I feed instructions into my 3D printer as Annie makes herself at home on my bed behind me. It’s Saturday morning and we’re in my small studio/bedroom. I’m working on my latest commission for a new figurine and she’s gushing about the last several days with Kylie.

		“It’s been a total change,” Annie says, unable to keep the smile off her face. “I mean, she’s still a snobby bitch, but she can’t keep her hands off me. It’s the best kind of revenge having her want me so bad. Watching her slut it up.”

		After that first round of sex on Annie’s couch, Kylie and Annie had holed up for days like new lovers at her place, leaving only for food or for Kylie to go to her job and Annie to go to classes. Otherwise, they spent the time fucking like rabbits. I know, because some of the time I used the skull to possess Kylie. It started out innocently enough. Annie wasn’t answering my texts and I wanted to finger Kylie some more. Ok, maybe not that innocent. But when I closed my eyes and pushed into Kylie’s mind I found her with Annie.

		I had sex with Annie through Kylie on more than one occasion. I know it was wrong but there’s something addictive about the power of the little jade skull I found in the abandoned cabin. Something so strange and weird and wonderful about having a completely different body. Especially one much leaner and fitter and hotter. If Annie has guessed I was inside Kylie at any point she hasn’t said anything and I’m certainly not going to bring it up. Although, as a consequence of seeing Annie naked, it makes me realize how absolutely adorable she is.

		Kylie is hot but Annie is a girl-next-door kind of cute. As Kylie I’ve kissed Annie’s tender lips. Stroked her tiny body. Wrapped my lips around her small breasts and teased her nipples into sharp peaks. Dove between her legs and made her howl around Kylie’s head. I think...I think I might have a little crush on Annie now. It’s certainly made me awkward around her. I can barely look her in the eyes, worried she might somehow figure out what I’ve been up to.

		“I want to do more,” Annie says, suddenly sitting up.

		I finish the last instructions and set the 3D printer going then spin my chair around to face her. “What do you mean?” I look into her eyes. Her big brown gorgeous eyes as they sparkle with fire.

		“I mean, yeah, she’s completely into me now, which is great. But she made high school so miserable for me. Turned everyone against me. Spread those vile rumors.”

		The rumors were pretty bad. Even I’d heard them. Dark insinuations that Annie had gang banged a bunch of guys in the park and that’s what had put her off men. It didn’t really make sense, but then it didn’t have to. Anything to ostracize her.

		“What are you thinking?” I ask.

		She leans forward and swipes her black bangs from her forehead. I can’t help but remember how it felt to kiss her lips. How she tasted when my—Kylie’s—face was between her legs.

		Come on, Phil, get a grip. She’s your friend and she’s not into men.

		Yet.

		“I want my own revenge. I wanna use the skull and possess her,” she grins.

		I flinch slightly. The thought of someone taking the skull from me makes me jealous. Like Frodo with the ring. I don’t want to do it. Is it some evil inherent in the skull or just me wanting to use it again and again?

		“I don’t know,” I say. “Are you sure that’s a good idea?”

		“Are you kidding me? After what you’ve done to her?”

		“I just mean...I’ve had some practice. Maybe I should just keep going.”

		“Phil, it’s not like you’re an expert in how to use the skull. We just found it. We’re making it up as we go along. Besides...I’ve kind of been curious about what it would like to be her. A skinny blonde with big tits like society says I should lust after. This is my chance to be more than me.”

		“But I like you,” I say before I can stop myself.

		“I like you, too,” she smiles, but I know she doesn’t mean in the same way. She grabs my hands. “Please, Phil. I’ll invite you over. We can make her our slut. I’ll take you out on a date. Make everyone jealous.” She sticks out her little pink tongue, eyes bright with mischief.

		Annie’s mind in Kylie’s body. The thought makes my dick twitch. What have I done to myself?

		I reluctantly agree and fish the skull out of my bedside table where I’ve hidden it inside a cutout paperback. I tell her what I’ve learned, about how to bring Kylie around slowly, the subtle pressure that means you’re pushing her too far and that her mind is rebelling, about how talking aloud forces your own rationalization into her mind. Only then do I hand the skull over, though my fingers refuse to release their grip for a second.

		Annie is so eager to become Kylie she doesn’t wait. She lies back on my bed and closes her eyes as I guide her to focus and instruct her on how to slip in. There’s a subtle change as her body goes completely limp, her breathing slowed to almost nothing. For a second I worry that she’s dead and I put my hand about her lips to feel for breath. It’s there but slow. Like she’s hibernating.

		The skull sits in her hand and I’m tempted to grab it. But I know that if the skull breaks contact with her, it will pull her mind back to her body. Annie sleeps on my bed, the only sound in my room that of the 3D printer working away.

		I don’t know how long I wait before I get the text from Kylie. An instruction to come over to her address, but not before making a stop along the way. I grin at the request.

		Before I leave, I take one last look at Annie’s unconscious body, the jade skull in her hand. Maybe this will work out. Annie knows I’ve had a crush on Kylie. Hell, who hasn’t? Maybe I can convince her to turn Kylie into my little slut.

		

	
		Annie

		 

		Phil guides me on how to use the skull. I feel the doorway open up in my mind and let myself be pulled through.

		In an instant I go from lying on Phil’s bed to sitting on someone’s couch. There’s a porcelain mug to my lips and I nearly choke on the coffee. Almost drop the cup and it spills onto my top.

		“Shit,” I say, setting the coffee down and looking at myself.

		Dark drops against the red shirt. And beneath the red shirt...Kylie’s body. Oh my god. These are her breasts. Her hands. Her legs curled beneath me. My tormentor is completely at my mercy.

		I wonder what she’s thinking, how she’s rationalizing all this in her mind as I stand and hunt through her house for a mirror. I find one in her bedroom and stare at myself. Kylie’s perfect face stares back. Her skin unblemished and made up with just a dash of makeup. Those mesmerizing bright blue eyes. Her tee shirt and jeans lightly hugging her curves. I’m beautiful.

		I snort laugh. Touch my face, my eyes wide with wonder. Phil warned me that if I did anything too out of character I would feel a pressure in my mind as Kylie reasserted herself. Nothing so far. I touch Kylie’s face, run my hands over her cheeks, her lips, her chin. Her tongue is in my mouth. This tongue was in my pussy. I stick out my tongue in slight disgust. Definitely don’t want to think about that. Think about something else like...these tits. Jesus, look at the size of them.

		I strip off my coffee-stained shirt. Kylie’s bra hugs her ample breasts and I strip that off too, letting her big beautiful breasts bounce free. It’s one thing to feel them up when we’re having sex. It’s another to feel them on me. They’re heavier than my own. Jigglier, too, as I reach up and touch them. I bat them back and forth with light smacks that grow slowly heavier, torturing her body from within. It hurts but I don’t stop until her skin starts to turn pink. Fuck this bitch.

		God, I can imagine the boys going crazy for these. I can imagine everyone going crazy for these once I start posting online. The thought makes me grin. Lights up my face. She’s so fucking beautiful it’s not fair.

		I open up her phone and find Phil’s number. She’s been sending him more pictures even as we’ve been together. Little slut likes the attention. Good. I’ll give her plenty.

		I text Phil her address and tell him to come over. Ask him to stop by the sex shop and pick up some sexy outfits for me. As I hit send I feel that pressure in my head that Phil was talking about. The one that lets me know I’m treading past Kylie’s comfort zone. Acting too unlike her. But why?

		Oh, right. She has no idea who’s number this is. As far as she knows, she’s just been sending topless pics to a stranger.

		“Time to meet this person,” I say aloud, calming Kylie’s mind, making it make sense for her. “They’ve already seen me naked. May as well introduce myself. Maybe they’ll be hot and I can fuck them.”

		It sounds a bit scripted when I say it out loud but it seems to work. The pressure eases. I’ll have to be careful with that.

		While I wait for Phil, I find Kylie’s laptop. It opens at my fingerprint and I set to work creating an account on a popular app for sex workers. Kylie’s mind tugs at mine, stronger this time, so I talk myself through it:

		“I’m so pretty. Everyone should see me as the slut I am. Plus, I’ll make much more money than working at the dumb diner.”

		It seems to calm her, until I get to the part where I need to upload a photo. Pulling up a recent picture from her phone of her smiling into the camera, I’m about to add it when the pressure increases tremendously. My finger hovers over the “send” button as I fight for control. Only when I hit “cancel” on the picture does the pressure ease.

		Okay. Not ready to reveal herself yet. Maybe there’s another way.

		I dig through her drawers and closets looking for something to cover my face. I’m about to settle on cutting up one of her shirts when I find a mask in a box full of costume junk back in her closet. It’s a simple black mask like a robber might wear but it hides my identity well enough. I snap a few topless pictures of a masked-up Kylie. I choose the best one and am easily able to attach it to her new profile. No pressure. Anonymous, sort of.

		Cool. Baby steps.

		When Phil knocks on the door I throw on a tight white tee and go down to the door. The pressure of Kylie hovers in my mind. She’s wary of who this person is that she’s been texting. He’s never revealed himself. What if he’s a creep?

		“I’ve still got a mask on. He won’t know who I am.” It’s dumb, because how many other hot blondes live in this town? But Kylie is dumb, too, because the pressure eases as she buys my bullshit.

		I throw open the door and welcome Phil inside. “Howdy, stranger!” I say in Kylie’s southern twang. “We don’t know each other but I’m sure glad you’re here!”

		Phil pauses and gives me a look before playing along.

		“Yeah. I...uh...got your pictures and wanted to see the real thing.” He holds up a plain white plastic bag. “And I got you some presents.”

		I spend the next several hours dressing up in the outfits Phil’s brought: sexy nurse, sexy maid, sexy Frankenstein, sexy Frankenstein’s monster, sexy Dracula. Phil helps me take pictures. It’s kind of fun posing for him. I’ve never been much of a girly girl but in Kylie’s body I indulge myself, working on my makeup in between shoots, making pouty faces, showing off Kylie’s body.

		Phil helps me slide into it, easing Kylie’s rationalization. Talking about the easy money. How beautiful she is. Stroking her ego.

		I know Phil’s enjoying this. He tries to hide it but I know he’s got a hard on. I don’t want to think about it. I’m not interested in him and I don’t think he’s interested in me. But he’s deeply interested in Kylie. Though, saying that, I’m not completely sure Phil hasn’t possessed Kylie while she and I were making out. I don’t want to bring it up. It’s one thing to suspect. Another thing to know. I think it would ruin our friendship.

		Kylie has eased in to having Phil here being photographer. At first there was a dull pressure, but that’s gone now with hundreds of photos taken. I upload a few to Kylie’s new website. Gotta keep people wanting more, ya know.

		“So, Kylie,” Phil says, coming up behind me as I sit at the computer. He rests his hands on my shoulders and kneads them in a light massage. “Is there anything else you want me to do?”

		The meaning is clear for both me and Kylie. Our reaction is similar. Hers: disgust. Mine: discomfort. I can’t see myself having sex with Phil even in someone else’s body. It would just be too weird.

		“How about...” I say, twisting out from beneath him and standing to face him. “We go out to a bar. I can be your eye candy. Women love men with a hot chick hanging on them. It makes them sexier.”

		He’s disappointed but he agrees, pulling back and withdrawing into himself. He can get moody when he doesn’t get what he wants. Passive aggressive. Like me.

		But now this is my chance to dress up sexy and go out. I’ve never wanted to show off before and I’m excited to have a body that’s hot by contemporary standards. If you’re into the whole dumb blonde with big tits thing. And most people in this town seem to be.

		There’s not a club scene in this town by any stretch of the imagination. There are two bars. Benny’s, which is a dump. And the Scoot, which is less of a dump and has a dance floor.

		I walk into Scoot inside Kylie’s body, wearing a tight, figure-hugging black dress. Spaghetti straps leave Kylie’s arms bare. Her stupid cleavage is so in-your-face. Her dumb blonde hair falls down either side of my face. Her snooty face is all made up. I actually had a little fun with it. Embracing my girly self. Hell, if I’m in her body I may as well play her part. Heads are turning as I walk past. I hate to admit it, but I get a little thrill at the attention. I’ve always been the wallflower hovering in the background. Now I’m the main fucking attraction.

		Phil is on my arm, looking a little awkward in a polo shirt and jeans. This isn’t his scene. I know he’d prefer to stay home. But it’s working. People are looking at me and whispering. No doubt wondering what the hell I’m doing with Phil.

		We grab a drink and take it to a table near the dance floor. I down it, the liquor making me warm and fuzzy. I try to pull Phil out on the dance floor but he demurs. Probably still pissy because I wouldn’t have sex with him in Kylie’s body. His loss.

		I’m flocked immediately by guys, which I should have expected. It’s kind of gross the way they dance over. Crowd me. But it’s also kind of hot how they fight each other for me. Not that I want any of them. No. My eyes are on a cute Indian woman in a tight green mini.

		Her name is Jasmine and I had a huge crush on her in high school. She’s not gay as far as I’m aware, but she is dancing with a group of girls. I dance my way over.

		“Mind if I cut in?” I laugh.

		Jasmine glances at me. Smiles. Looks away. She was in Kylie’s little clique but they had some sort of falling out during senior year. Still, women have to stick together in this club so we don’t get mobbed. They let me in. I’ve only got eyes for Jasmine. Her thick black hair dances in time with her body. Her warm coffee-colored skin is mesmerizing. The way she moves. God, I still want her.

		We dance for a few songs. I move closer to her. Grab her hands and laugh in an “isn’t-this-funny?” kind of way, even though my heart is thumping and the touch of her fingers makes me blush. It’s weird to see her kind of scared of me like this. I’ve only ever seen her stare right through me as though I was invisible. Now I command her attention, tossing my blonde hair around, dancing close to her. I’m fucking Kylie. I won this town.

		“Buy you a drink?” I whisper-yell in her ear over the music.

		She nods and I grab her hand and pull her towards the bar. People part for me. The bartender is instantly attentive. The perks of being hot.

		I order some shots. I’ve never ordered shots before but tonight I’m a party girl. With a little cajoling, Jasmine downs hers with me and I order some cocktails. We return to the table where Phil is sitting like a dour lump.

		“Phil, you remember Jasmine?” I say.

		Phil knows how hard I crushed on Jasmine. He looks at Jasmine warily. “Hi, Jasmine,” he says.

		That’s pretty much the extent of his conversation. In fact, I don’t see him much after that. Though, to be fair, I only have eyes for Jasmine and my head is getting fuzzy with alcohol. God, I want her so badly. She reminisces about shit I pretend to remember. She makes a self-deprecating remark about herself and I bump her with my hips. Tell her how hot she is. Kylie’s warning pressure is slight. Hobbled by the drinks. I order some more. Each sip makes the drumbeat of lust grow louder in my head. Jasmine has never talked to me this much before. Never deigned to be this close to me. We dance some more. I’m touching her now. My hands sliding up and down her body as she throws her head back and laughs. She touches me back. Just two women having fun.

		Fuck, I’m so drunk. Fuck, I want her so much.

		So when she zigs off the dance floor to go the bathroom I join her. Wait in line giggling. Follow her into a stall and lock it behind us.

		“What are you—?” She begins, but I cut her off with a kiss.

		She kisses me back. Sloppy. Smelling of the sweet liquor we’ve been drinking. I can feel her lips curled into a smile as we make out. I grab her and pull her close, feel her warm body against mine. Our arms wrap around each other as we kiss. Our tongues battle, her hot breath filling me. Kylie’s mind is as buzzed as mine and the warning pressure waxes and wanes. My body warms as Jasmine and I make out. Her skin is so soft and supple. I’m greedy for her, gripping her cheeks and exploring her mouth with my tongue, my body rolling up against hers, pressing her against the back of the stall. I don’t give a shit who can hear us. Who knows we’re in here.

		I drop to my knees and yank up Jasmine’s mini skirt. She giggles and covers her mouth in shock, her eyes bright. I bet she’s never seen Kylie on her knees before. I bet she’s never seen this next part either.

		I yank down her panties and press my face between her legs. Her scent is rich and spicy. Just as I imagined. I lick her long and slow, tongue dragging across her delicate entrance.

		“Oh god, Kylie,” she moans, and although I wish it was my name she was moaning, I’ll take it.

		My tongue glides in between her sweet pussy lips, landing on her rich, wet inner warmth. I lick up and down, enjoying the taste of her as she grows ever wetter. I grab her hips and shove my face—Kylie’s face—harder up against Jasmine’s delicious cunt. I’m insatiable, my appetite for her suppressed for so long.

		She drips over my tongue, down my mouth, my throat. I lick faster, gliding up to find her clit as it reveals itself for me. She shudders beneath my tongue, hands slapping the back of the stall as I focus on her pleasure button. I use all my best moves. Shake my head. Flick my tongue in her rhythm, enjoying making Kylie do this as much as I’m just plain enjoying it.

		I eat her out as her breath comes in hitching cries and she claps a hand to her mouth. I bring a hand up to her cunt, slide two fingers into her dripping sex, find the dimpled nub of her innermost pleasure and stroke. My tongue and fingers work away inside her, urging her body on. I feel her tense. Hear her voice break. Feel her shake beneath me as she cums. I can taste her cum. Saltier. More delicious. I keep my tongue against her clit for the entire orgasm, feeling her hum deep in my core.

		When she finally finishes I stand and we giggle at each other. She bites her lower lip and eyes me. I don’t know if she’s a lesbian or just drunk but I don’t care. That was the hottest thing I’ve ever done.

		I unlock the stall door and walk out like I own the place. Phil is gone when I get back to the table. I’ve been selfish tonight but, goddamn, the temptation was too much.

		

	
		Phil

		 

		Annie was enjoying being Kylie too much. The whole point was that we were supposed to humiliate her, but it looks like Annie is just doing whatever the hell she wants. I leave the bar when she goes to the bathroom with Jasmine.

		It takes me twenty minutes to drive home and I’m no calmer when I arrive. Annie’s body is still passed out in my bed, the skull in her hand. It hasn’t moved at all since this morning when Annie first possessed Kylie.

		I look at her and just get jealous. I made Kylie fall in love with her. Now it’s my turn to enjoy Kylie.

		I knock the skull gently out of Annie’s hand. Her entire body jolts and her eyes flutter open. She sits up slowly and blinks before grinning at me.

		“I just went from super drunk to sober in a second. Kylie is going to have a hell of a hangover,” she says. She stretches. Grimaces. Grabs her back. “Oh my god, the human body is not meant to stay motionless all day.”

		“Did you have fun?” I say, trying to keep the anger out of my voice. I’m unreasonably angry. Jealous. She was using my skull so she should be doing something for me.

		“You were right. Her body is amazing. I’m going to have to do that again.”

		“Next time it’s your turn to make Kylie want me.” I can’t keep the resentment out of my voice.

		“Are you mad at me?”

		“No,” I lie. “I just think that you got everything you wanted, now it’s time to return the favor. I want to sleep with Kylie.”

		“Can we talk about this later? I’m exhausted.”

		I grit my teeth. “Fine.”

		The skull is mine. It’s my power. I’m going to do what I want with it. Fuck Annie. Fuck Kylie.

		As soon as Annie leaves—with one last questioning look I refuse to respond to—I lie on my bed with the skull and open the doorway to Kylie.

		

	
		Kylie

		 

		I’m so drunk I definitely should not be driving. Halfway home I slam on the breaks and get my bearings before turning around and driving with the windows down. I need to get sober. Maybe that’s why I pull up to the deserted parking lot of my high school track.

		I get out, wobbling on my heels before ripping them off my feet and tossing them away. With a loud yell I run out onto the track, bare feet thudding on the pavement.

		“Fuck you, Kylie!” I scream at myself as I run. Fuck myself for getting so drunk. For eating out fucking Jasmine in the bar. Fuck that bitch. After everything she said about me I can’t believe I was so ready to dive in between her legs. I need to work this off.

		“How...much...goddamn...endurance...do you have?” I say as I spin around the track again and again, the whole arena lit only by the glow of the moon.

		I run and run and run. I’m not wearing the bra for this and my breasts ache as they bounce up and down on my chest. I grab them with both hands to hold them steady, fingers digging painfully into my skin. My dress rides up my legs and sweat drips down my body. Still, I run. Until my legs ache and my breath comes in ragged gasps. Then I drop to the ground in the middle of the track and do pushups until my arms are wobbly.

		“Fuck, you’re strong,” I say to myself.

		I force myself to push do push-ups until I’m exhausted. I struggle. Straining. Then my stomach rebels and I puke in the grass. Several times. The exercise purging most of the alcohol. Maybe that’s why I was doing all this.

		But even that’s not enough. “How far can you fucking go?” I ask myself, before beginning to dash up and down the steps of the bleachers.

		My thighs burn. My lungs are on fire. Everything hurts. Up and down I go, torturing myself until my legs are too heavy to do any more.

		I collapse onto my back on the grass, looking up at the night sky, which is filled with stars.

		“Fucking bitches,” I whimper.

		I yank down my top and find my nipple. I squeeze as hard as I can, until tears come to my eyes and I curl up on my side. The pain burns me and I suppose I deserve it. I was such a bitch.

		I sit up, my arms still weak, and look down at myself. My dress is rucked up, one breast exposed. The nipple aches from how I pinched it.

		“I fucking want you so goddamn much,” I say, reaching up to grab my own tits. “It’s not fair. I should be the one fucking you.”

		It isn’t fair. I’m so fucking hot but I’m the only one who can’t fuck me.

		I’m drunk and feeling sorry for myself. I probably shouldn’t drink anymore if I’m going to do things so out of character for me.

		I get up for more exercises. More punishment for getting drunk and losing control of myself. I run again, legs pounding. When I can’t run I do sit-ups. Pushups. Squats. Anything I can think of to wear me out, all the time swearing and marveling at myself for being so fit.

		It’s midnight when I’m too exhausted to move. I lie in the grass. My dress is a mess. Sweaty and rucked up. My hair is plastered to my face. I stink.

		I pull out my phone and scroll through it. “How else can I humiliate myself?” I wonder, needing more penance.

		My fingers stop on my ex’s name. Adam. We dated in high school. Prom king and prom queen. We fucking ruled that school. Now he’s in a failed band. Aimless and drifting. We broke up a while ago and yet I find myself texting him tonight. Asking to come over. When he says ‘yes’ I ask for his address. Still too drunk to remember where he lives but not too drunk for a booty call.

		I rise on weak legs and make my way to the car, continuing my night of humiliation. I shouldn’t be doing this but I’ve always had a weak spot for Adam and the alcohol in my system insists this is a good idea. Why else would I drive over there?

		When I get to his place—a trailer on the edge of town—I get out of my car and try to make myself presentable. Comb my hair with my fingers. Adjust my dress down over my body. Glancing in the rearview mirror I still look like a wreck, but good enough.

		Adam opens the door on my knock. His eyes are bloodshot. Probably stoned again. I push past him and walk in, glancing back to watch him watching me.

		I push him onto the couch and drop between his knees. I hand him my phone and as I tug his belt off I tell him, “You’re going to want to remember this.”

		It sounds like a good idea at the time. Make him jealous as hell. See what he’s missing. Being drunk makes it easier and, apparently, harder. Because I tug his pants off and reach in for his cock but my fingers fumble with it. I grab his dick and stroke it awkwardly, feeling a grimace appear on my face. I mean, I’ve never thought dicks were particularly pretty.

		Adam has my phone out, the camera pointed at my face. I grin at it, then turn and lick his cock from base to tip.

		It’s warm on my tongue. He’s spicy and masculine and I lick up and down, dragging my tongue over his length. It grows beneath my fingers, the shaft getting larger, curving up, until the head is pointed at my nose.

		I hesitate for a second before opening my lips. I swallow him and gag almost immediately, pulling back. He laughs. I grit my teeth. Try again. I start by kissing the head of his cock before opening my lips and welcoming him inside. He’s warm and spicy and I drag my lips down his shaft, feeling his cock fill my mouth, pressing my tongue down. I’m still holding back. Still not quite into this. But I force myself to suck his dick. The shaft reappears from between my lips shiny with my saliva.

		I drive my lips down again and he moans, thrusting up slowly into my mouth. Down and up I go, sucking his cock. I’m out of practice and not very good but Adam doesn’t seem to mind. I go down deeper, feeling the head of his dick sliding back into my throat, making me gag and choke and I pull out again. When I recover I open wide and suck him some more. I’m a glutton for punishment.

		I suck his dick until he’s hard as a rock. I grip his shaft with one hand and pull my mouth off with a wet pop. I look up at him.

		“Cum on my face,” I say with a wicked smile, suddenly wanting to indulge his grossest fantasy because it’s that kind of night.

		I jerk him off as he keeps the camera focused on me. I feel the first pulse of his cock and duck my head below it, aiming his head at mine, opening my mouth. He cums with a grunt, cock pulsing in my hand and I let him paint my face with his hot seed. I close my eyes as it splashes on my nose, my eyes, my cheeks, my lips. Opening my mouth I lick the drips running down my face, tasting his salty essence. God, there’s so much of him. I aim him at my face until his cock stops its final pulse and my fingers drip with his seed.

		“I’m such a fucking slut,” I say for the camera, playing it up. “I love being drenched in cum. God, I’m so fucking naughty.”

		I wipe the sum off my face with a finger and suck on it, swirling my tongue around, cooing like it’s the most delicious thing I’ve ever tasted. And maybe it is. Maybe I’m not pretending anymore. After all, if I didn’t like this I wouldn’t have done it. The alcohol certainly helped but there’s something else going on. Maybe a part of me likes being a porn star.

		I wipe my face and swallow his cum with another grimace, as though forcing myself to play a part. But if I love cum so much it’s not really playing, is it? Of course, this makes my relationship with Annie that much trickier. She can never give me this.

		There’s a lightness in my head as I stand, as if a weight has been lifted. I leave without another word. Drive back home, shower off and collapse into bed.

		I’ve been such a naughty girl tonight.

		

	
		Phil

		 

		The next morning I have regrets. I was heated and it seemed like a good idea at the time. Kylie’s drunkenness and my constant internal monologue that “I was Kylie” helped me get over my discomfort at sucking a dick. I wonder what I’ve done to her.

		Rolling over, I grab my laptop and rest it on my jiggly belly as I go to the website we set up for Kylie yesterday. The video from last night is already uploaded. I didn’t do that. We must have changed Kylie. Embedded in her a need to do this. Excellent.

		I pay the five bucks to watch the video of her taking a facial. It’s so much hotter from this angle. God, look at her go to town on that cock. I’m getting hard looking at it and I take myself in my hands, jerking off to the body I was in last night as Kylie’s snobby face is covered with cum. It’s hot as hell.

		I roll out of bed and do my morning business before taking a seat at my desk. The miniature is printed, now I just have to paint it. I’ve found that hand painting it leads to a much better outcome. I put on my music to study by and set to work. My thoughts wander back to the skull. Back to last night. My regret is already ebbing, replaced with a need for more. It’s intoxicating being someone else. Being a pretty girl. Making her do whatever I want.

		I’ve been at it for a few hours and am about ready to take a break when there’s a knock on my door. It’s Annie, fresh from her morning classes. I let her in and she makes herself at home in my office chair, swiveling it back and forth lazily as I sit on the edge of my bed in the cramped space.

		“Tonight I want to do something fancy with Kylie. Get her dressed up and go out to the lesbian club at Barrington,” Annie begins, before gushing away at her experience as Kylie.

		“You totally ditched me last night,” I break in.

		“You ditched me. I came out of the bathroom and you were gone.”

		“You were ignoring me the whole night to go dancing with other people. I thought the whole point was to hang on me and make me look hot!” I try to keep the whine out of my voice.

		“I also wanted to have my own fun. You could have joined me on the dance floor.”

		“I don’t like dancing,” I growl.

		“Well what am I supposed to do about that?” She shoots back.

		She’s sitting up straight, shoulders tense. I press on.

		“You can use my skull again but you have to possess Kylie and make her want to sleep with me.”

		She shakes her head. “I can’t do it. It’s too hard and too weird. It would be like me possessing you. Also—” she adds, glaring at me. “Since when is it your skull?”

		“I found it.”

		“I took you to the cabin.”

		I knew it. She wants my skull. She wants to take it from me. Well, she can’t have it. It’s mine.

		“I think you should leave,” I say.

		“I want the skull.”

		She begins digging through my nightstand for it. I grab her arm and she jerks it free.

		“Let go of me!”

		“Don’t touch my stuff!”

		I grab the skull first and she tries to snatch it from my hand but I hold it back and shove her, sending her stumbling backwards. We’ve never fought before. I’m vaguely aware that it’s the skull that’s tearing us apart but only because she’s trying to steal it! She gapes at me with wide eyes. I’ve never pushed her before. Never showed any sign of violence.

		I can see her readying to say or do something she’ll regret. The steel in her eyes. I drop to the bed, the skull in my hand, and slip easily into her mind.

		Suddenly I’m across the room looking at myself. Annie’s body is tight with rage. I need to redirect her away from wanting the skull but I can’t just drop her sudden anger. It’s too sharp of a turn. I need to change her gently.

		“Fine!” I shout at my unconscious body. “Be a fucking asshole.” I slap the half-painted figurine off my desk and it bounces against the wall and cracks in two.

		I storm out of my room, feigning the anger I know Annie still feels. Her body is different from Kylie’s. Lighter. Slimmer. Her pixie cut means there’s no hair tickling my neck. Her tits aren’t as big so I don’t notice the bounce as much. I’ve known Annie forever and it should be weird as hell being her. But all I feel is satisfaction.

		I’m going to fucking have Kylie whether Annie wants it or not.

		

	
		Annie

		 

		I slam Phil’s door behind me and march to my car. This is a side of him I’ve never seen before. Greedy. Selfish. All I’m asking is for another tiny taste of the power of the skull.

		I start my car and begin driving aimlessly, mumbling to myself.

		“Maybe Phil’s right,” I say to myself. “Maybe I’m the asshole here for ditching him at the bar.”

		I literally never agreed with Phil’s accusation until the words leave my lips.

		“All he really wants is Kylie,” I say, talking myself through my raw emotional state. “And she doesn’t really belong to anyone. It’s only fair that he gets what he wants, too. That’s what friends are for.”

		God, I’m right. I’ve really been selfish. Maybe I can convince Kylie to sleep with Phil. Though I don’t see how I’m going to do that. She’s slutty now, sure, but she’s still way out of Phil’s league.

		“I don’t need the skull. I trust Phil. He’s my friend. This whole thing has been blown out of proportion and if giving up the skull saves my friendship then it’s worth it.”

		I’m right. I don’t even know it until I say it aloud, but I’m right.

		I find myself driving to Kylie’s house. She greets me at the door wearing the tiniest shorts I’ve ever seen—barely more than underwear—and a tube top. Her blonde hair is glossy and smooth. She looks fucking incredible and I feel a warmth pulse between my thighs, doubled when she kisses me.

		Her lips are so soft and she smells faintly of her vanilla-scented perfume. I press closer to her, stroking her cheek, enjoying the softness of her body. Our tongues meet and I close my eyes to savor her. After making out for a bit I pull away and gaze into her beautiful baby blue eyes.

		“What did you get up to last night?” I ask, as if I don’t know.

		“Just made a new video.”

		That’s interesting. “Oh, can I see?”

		“I don’t know,” she says twirling a lock of hair around her fingers. “I don’t want you to be jealous.”

		“I promise I won’t get jealous,” I say.

		“Okay,” she chirps, and skips down the hall. I follow her perfect ass.

		She brings up a video on her laptop. It’s...not what I expect. She’s giving a sloppy blowjob to someone. Did Phil do this? I can’t imagine him giving anyone a blowjob. How slutty did we make Kylie?

		I hide my surprise well. “That’s hot,” I say instead. “You should make another video,” I suggest on the spur of the moment.

		“Yeah! This one’s done really well. I’ve already made, like, twenty bucks!”

		“You know what would be really hot? If you had sex with Phil.”

		Hey, I’m trying.

		She wrinkles her nose. “Ew. He’s so fat and ugly.”

		“That’s what’s so hot about it. Guys on the internet love to watch ugly guys have sex with hot girls. It makes them think they can do it, too.”

		It’s bullshit but she thinks about it for a second before shaking her head. “No. Still gross.”

		We hang out that afternoon and do some more dress ups and photoshoots. Kylie gets a message from someone who found her website offering easy money for a video of her jumping up and down topless. I film it, watching her bobbing tits with a smile. She uploads it and collects that sweet, sweet, whore money. To my surprise, she’s bought a couple of cameras that she sets up around her bedroom.

		“The sex stuff is making some money. I should do more of it,” Kylie says as we adjust the cameras to point at her bed.

		All the while I keep trying to subtly push the idea of her having sex with Phil but she keeps turning me down. It’s not about sex in general, just about sex with him. When she has to go to work at the diner, I head back to my car. As I get in, a thought occurs to me. Or, rather, words spill from my mouth and then the thought occurs.

		“I should just possess Kylie and have sex with Phil. That would really make her suffer. Plus, Phil deserves her. He’s a good friend.”

		I mean, it makes sense. It’s a peace offering from me. I get to be Kylie again. Phil gets to have her. Kylie gets to be a slut. Everyone wins.

		I keep talking to myself on the drive, assuring myself that sex with Phil wouldn’t be bad. Would be pretty good, even, in Kylie’s body. We can ruin her together. And Phil’s judgement is sound. There’s no need for me to have the skull when he can use it to help me out. Being Kylie one more time to fuck Phil is all I need.

		By the time I get back to Phil’s place I’ve totally convinced myself. Phil is up and printing another figurine when I come in, though he’s moving stiffly, as though he just woke up.

		“You’re right,” I say. “I’ll possess Kylie and bring her over here tonight.”

		“Really?” He says, though there’s something a little feigned in his tone. Probably still recovering from our last argument.

		“Yeah. You deserve her. And after that you can keep the skull.”

		“Thanks, Annie. You’re a real friend.”

		There’s that genuine smile.

		

	
		Kylie

		 

		I’m hanging out with some of my coworkers after my shift. We’ve finished cleaning up and are just laughing and telling stories when suddenly I sit up straight and look around at everyone.

		“I’ve got to go,” I say, suddenly tired and ready for bed.

		As soon as I’m out the door I look down at myself and smile.

		“Oh my god,” I say, reaching up to touch my tits, stroke my arms, feel my face. I giggle and clap, excited to be out of work. I must be more tired than I thought because I wander around the parking lot for a little while looking for my car.

		As I drive home I talk to myself. “What should my next video be? Maybe Annie was right. I bet fucking a fat guy like Phil would get tons of subscribers.”

		I recoil slightly. Feel a little lightheaded for a second. I don’t really want to have sex with that loser, do I? I don’t know. There are a few minutes where I stop talking to myself and somehow feel more alone in my thoughts than I have since leaving work. But then that comforting pressure is back.

		“It won’t be so bad. I bet he’s got a big dick,” I say, reaching down between my legs to tease myself.

		Huh. My fingers feel delightful.

		“If I’m going to be a professional whore I can’t be choosy,” I say, talking through my decision aloud. “And if having sex with Phil works I could have sex with so many more people on camera. God, I need to show these tits to more people,” I add, grabbing a breast with a free hand again.

		I guess I’ve decided because when I reach home I text Phil, glad that I randomly texted topless pictures of myself to him all those days ago. I tell him to come over for a special surprise. While he’s on his way I shower off the diner smell. Comb and blow-dry my hair. Put on my vanilla-scented perfume.

		“I’m a goddess to him,” I say as I prepare. “It’s going to be so wonderful giving my body to him. He’ll be so grateful. Really, it’s like charity.”

		Yeah. That makes sense. I just had to verbalize my thoughts.

		I slip into a white cotton robe and gently tie it around my waist just as someone knocks on my door. My heart races as I pad to the front door and open it. Phil is standing there, a crooked grin beneath his bushy red beard. I almost change my mind right there. I hesitate, struggling with myself, and then invite him inside.

		I lead him up to my bedroom as he babbles nervously. As I turn on the three cameras around my bed—my own personal porno studio—I talk to him gently.

		“Are you nervous?” I ask.

		“A little. You’re so beautiful. I can’t thank you enough for this.”

		I smile. “No. Thank you.”

		I push him onto the bed and then slowly tug the sash around my waist until it comes away and the robe parts slightly. His eyes are wide and focused on me. God, that attention makes me feel so good. My lips curl in to a half-smile and I tease him, dragging my fingers up my robe, slowly parting it to reveal one breast, then the other. Then I drop it to the floor and flick my hair back. He’s in awe. And why not? I’m the hottest bitch he’s ever fucked.

		I straddle him and kiss him. His beard is scratchy and his mouth tastes of minty toothpaste. He reaches up and places a hand at my waist. I shudder. Almost pull away. And then lean into it, moaning as I kiss him some more.

		My tits drag across his chest and he reaches up to take one with his other hand. His fingers are thick and strong and he strokes me with surprising tenderness. I drag myself along his body, my crotch sliding over his hidden bulge. I laugh into his mouth, pull back and flick my head to toss my blonde hair out of my eyes.

		“Do you want to fuck me?” I ask with a grin.

		He nods, mouth open. I giggle and reach for his pants. Unbutton them and help him shimmy out of him. I lie between his legs and tug his boxers down to let his cock bounce up to meet me. I look at it, the head red and throbbing for me. I feel so powerful. I can make his body respond just by standing there.

		“I don’t know,” I say, hesitating.

		“Just keep telling yourself that you’re Kylie.”

		I smile. I am Kylie. I can ride this cock no problem. I nod and grab his dick, slowly stroking him. It’s thick and warm beneath my fingers. As I stroke him I start to salivate, remembering the experience with my ex last night. When did get so fucking hungry for cock? Now I lower my face and open my lips, welcoming Phil’s dick into my mouth. I take him inside slowly, eyes closed, lips gliding down his shaft. He’s a big guy and I have to open wide. I’m having some trouble tonight. It’s not as smooth as usual. Come on. I’m Kylie. I can do this.

		I drag my lips up and down his shaft as he groans and whispers my name. My other hand slips between my legs and finds the coarse pubic hair there. I stroke myself as I stroke him, fingers following my slit up and down as I grow wet. The taste of his precum hits my tongue. Salty and flavorful. I moan theatrically for him. Drag my lips up and release him with a wet pop but leaving a strand of saliva connecting my lips to his cockhead.

		“I’m Kylie and I’m the world’s biggest slut,” I say, reassuring myself that this is what my purpose is.

		My eyes are focused on his dick. I can’t look away. I feel awe. Disgust. Desire. But I keep going, opening my pretty lips again and swallowing him down. His dick fills my mouth. His scent fills my nose. He moans my name and it gives me a little thrill.

		“Come here and fuck me,” he groans.

		I raise my head. His shaft is slick with my saliva and rock hard with lust. I crawl up him until his dick is nestled between us and then raise one leg. I reach between us and grab his manhood. Aim it at my pussy. I’m slick from touching myself and this feels like a huge, final step. I pause there, his cockhead just parting my pussy lips.

		He grips my hips and stares into my eyes. I slowly lower myself, my breath hitching in my throat as his dick meets the pressure of my entrance. There’s a second where I think he’s too big. I can’t take him. And then he slips inside and I lower myself fully onto him with a quivering moan. He thrusts up slowly as I ride him. My tits bounce on my chest and I grab them, staring down at them, my fingers greedy for them.

		“Christ, these tits are amazing,” I whisper.

		Not to toot my own horn but they sure as heck are. Phil reaches up and grabs them, squeezing as he plunges deep into me. I watch him play with my tits, pinching my nipples, batting them gently and watching them bob.

		He thrusts up in a slow but steady rhythm, each thrust driving a ragged breath from me as the pleasure spikes inside.

		“Remember to tell me how much of a whore you are. How much you love cock,” he says.

		“Oh, yes I’m a whore. I’ll fuck anyone. I just need to be filled with dick,” I say. Dirty talk but true. In this moment I could have sex with a million guys and never be satisfied.

		I drag my cunt back and forth across his cock as it’s lodged deep inside me. The pressure in my core builds. My body pulses with electric tension. I touch myself, fingers roaming over every inch of my body as if I’ve never seen it before and never will again. My face, my breasts, my hips, my ass, my belly. I feel myself up, greedy for my own body as we fuck faster.

		Phil grabs my hips now and yanks me down. I cry out, my voice sharp and high pitched. That’s the spot. He does it again and again. My tits bounce on my chest as I ride him hard. The wet slap of his cock inside me is music to my ears. The electricity crackles through me, sharpening as I tell him to keep fucking me. I promise I’m his whore. Tell him I’m a dumb cunt. I’m just a wet hole for men to fill. The more I degrade myself the wetter I get.

		I squeeze my tits now, fingers digging into the skin, pinching my nipples so hard that tears come to my eyes. I call myself every vile name I can think of. Degrading myself. Each name makes the electricity snap and sparkle in my core until I finally cum with a desperate choked cry.

		My whole body quivers as he cums with me, filling me with his warm seed.

		“Fill me. Fill my pussy with cum. Fuck me!” I cry out, copying out every porno I watched with my ex. It’s hot being so whorish. Giving my body completely and totally to someone I despise. The orgasm is deep and intense, rocking me to my core as I spasm around his dick, moaning out as pleasure sizzles every inch of me.

		It takes forever for me to come down but I finally drop on top of him. We’re both breathing hard. His hand comes up and follows the small of my back down to my ass.

		“You happy now?” I whisper into his ear.

		“Very,” he whispers back.

		“You deserve it.”

		

	
		Phil

		 

		I rest with my arm around Kylie for a few minutes but I’m antsy. Now that the sex is done I want to get back to the skull. I need to make sure Annie hasn’t taken it.

		Kylie tries to pull me back to bed but I can’t. I need the skull. I need to know that my instructions to Annie to not want it have worked. As I leave, Kylie lies back on the bed and spreads her legs to finger herself. I don’t know whether Annie is still inside or whether this is now who Kylie is.

		I rush home. My room is empty but thankfully the skull is on the bed. I snatch it up, relief filling me instantly. Mine. Mine.

		But what if Annie comes looking for it? What if she’s just waiting for me to fall asleep so she can take it from me? The thought is nonsensical. If she had wanted it she wouldn’t have left it on my bed. Still, something compels me—the skull compels me—to need to know.

		I lie down on my bed. It doesn’t even take much concentration. I’ve gotten so much better. Instantly, I’m behind Annie’s eyes. She’s at home just slipping into bed, a loose shirt and panties the only thing covering her. Her small but taut tits thrust out the fabric, nipples spiking to attention even as I look down at them.

		I must have Annie. I must make her mine. The thoughts are in my voice but aren’t mine. I know this and yet the idea seems completely rational. Compelling. A need to tie her to me fully and completely.

		I strip off her top. My friend’s tits hang gently from my chest and I reach up to grab them. They’re smaller than Kylie’s. Less than a handful but firm. A nice tapered figure. Pale skin. Nothing like the stacked golden body of Kylie but nice in a different way.

		I stroke my breasts, exploring Annie’s slim curves as I speak to myself. “It actually felt pretty good fucking Phil in Kylie’s body.” There’s no pressure. No resistance. I assume from that that it did feel good. I smile, Annie’s lips curling up.

		I cast the covers aside and look down at Annie’s body. Her long, lean legs are spread out beneath me. Soft and gentle. Again in contrast to Kylie’s solid athleticism. One of my hands reaches down and idly caresses my pussy through my panties. Warmth blossoms inside me. Excitement at seeing my friend’s body. Lust at touching it. Desire for more.

		“Phil’s cock deep inside me,” I whisper, stroking my tits and dragging my other fingers harder against my panties.

		I shimmy out of my panties to reveal Annie’s pussy, the coarse black hair cut in a trim ‘V’ leading down to her sex. My fingers jump back between my legs, itching to touch her, to touch myself. She’s warm and velvety and my fingers sink lightly inside to touch her moistened lips.

		“Phil. I wish you were touching me,” I moan, spreading my wetness up and down my slit. There’s a tremor of resistance, nearly throwing me, but I hang on. “You felt so good inside Kylie. How would you feel inside me?”

		Her resistance melts. There’s my way in. Through her experience as Kylie. I fondle my friend’s tits and continue stroking her pussy, making myself wetter as I stare down at her body. I love being inside her. Love seeing her from behind her own eyes, her hands working their way across her delicate tits.

		“Phil felt so good inside Kylie’s pussy. The little whore. Would he feel as good inside me? Would his fingers stroke me like this?” I make Annie slide two fingers gently inside herself, working her apart, feeling the pressure of her cunt as it envelops my fingers.

		The warmth pours through me as I finger myself, staring in awe as my fingers disappear inside, reappearing coated with her slick juices.

		“Oh, god, Phil would feel so good inside me,” I moan.

		The resistance is still there but fading. I work on stroking Annie’s body until she sopping wet. Her pink nipples are engorged and tight. Heat sears me, making me restless. I finger myself again, slipping inside her deliciously wet pussy, curving around inside myself to reach her dimpled nub. As soon as my fingers land on it I moan and my body flexes. Christ, that’s the spot.

		I circle that little nub as my toes flex and my breath comes faster. “Oh Phil,” I moan, any remaining resistance overcome by the lust pouring through me. The wet sounds of Annie’s sex are musical, accompanied by my panted moans for myself. “Phil. Phil. Phil,” I cry, head twisting as the fire rises through me.

		My eyes are clenched shut as I continue fingering. Touching. Stroking. Annie’s body is mine and I claim every inch of it, thrusting in deep, my hips rising to meet my fingers until the heat explodes through me. I cry out, arching my back as pleasure fills every cell in my body. My other hand grabs onto a tit, fingers digging into the skin as I cum hard.

		Annie’s orgasm is tremendous and long. I howl out my name as my friend’s body convulses happily in pleasure. I come down slowly, shuddering every now and then. Annie’s body is totally worn out.

		I pull my fingers from my pussy. They glisten with my juices. I raise them to my lips until the musky scent of her fills my nose.

		“What do I taste like?” I make her say.

		I slide her fingers into my mouth and suck her juices from them. Her mind rebels and I hang on for a few seconds, enjoying the musky taste of her before she kicks me out.

		I awaken in my own room in my bed. My cock is hard again. I pleasured Annie’s body but now I need to pleasure my own. I hate this feeling. Being back in my overweight body. The scratchiness of my beard. The total me-ness of me. The skull beckons me. Tells me I can be someone else. Anyone else. Tells me I can control them. And that’s what I want. That ultimate control.

		That’s all I want.

		To be continued...

		

	
		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 bodyswapstories.com for more stories.

		Thanks!

		M
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