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		Going Pro

		 

		My leg jiggled nervously as I sat at an outside table overlooking the golf course. I sipped on an Arnold Palmer and watched a couple of old men tee off at a nearby hole. I couldn’t quite hear the waves breaking against the San Diego shore from the clubhouse but the air carried the salty tang of the ocean. My phone was on the table and I tapped the screen to check the time. Danielle would be here any minute.

		 

		I’d met Cassandra (or Cassie as she preferred to be called) back in college, well before I learned about my powers. We met at our first pre-law class. I had taken a seat near the back of the packed lecture hall and she’d come in late, struggling with a broken backpack strap. The lecture hall door had banged against the wall, making the lecturer pause and a hundred sets of eyes turn to her. She’d sat heavily in the empty seat next to me.

		 

		“Rough first day?” I whispered to her while the lecturer resumed the talk he’d stopped when Cassie had so abruptly entered.

		 

		She glanced at me, sizing me up to see if I was teasing her or commiserating. It was the first time I’d ever got ‘the look’ and I felt pinned by her gorgeous blue-green eyes. It was a cold stare but hot at the same time. Something in her expression was wonderfully tempting. She was gorgeous, with soft features, cupid’s bow lips, and an exquisite nose. Her blonde hair was tied back in a messy bun and a wavy strand had escaped to fall down one side of her face.

		 

		When she decided I was commiserating she softened and gave me just a hint of a smile. “All the hallways look the same.”

		 

		“I know,” I whispered back. “I only realized I wasn’t in my social justice lecture this morning when they started dissecting frogs. By then I already had the scalpel so I figured ‘what the hell?’.”

		 

		Her smile grew a bit wider and after that we were fast friends. It helped that we both loved to golf and would spend long weekend afternoons on the green flirting, teasing each other, and occasionally talking about our assignments. Cassie quickly established she was the better golfer and only revealed after our first round that she was actually on the university golf team. It took me much longer to realize I was falling for her but by then we’d become just friends.

		 

		Her golf game improved immensely to the point where she went pro after college and won a few major tournaments. I joined a mid-sized law firm here in San Diego and had some reasonable success as an attorney. We sort of drifted apart, keeping up online now and then through social media.

		 

		A few days ago she’d messaged me to tell me she was swinging back through town on a tournament at Torrey Pines and wanted to know if I’d like to play a few rounds. I’d readily agreed, eager to see her again after so much time. I wasn’t nervous about playing her. I was decent, and with my 6 handicap I expected the game may even be close if I was having a good day and she was having a bad.

		 

		No, I was nervous I would become her.

		 

		My powers had eventuated after a chance encounter with a bodyhopper soon after graduation. He could possess people. Meld his mind into their body. Take total control over their bodies and even join with their mind to exert mental changes that would remain after he left. He had unlocked a hidden talent I didn’t even know I had and we spent a hedonistic week in a variety of bodies doing whatever we pleased. He was morally dubious and I began to question whether what we were doing was okay. We went our separate ways and I managed to push my ability to the back of my mind, ashamed at what I’d done.

		 

		Most of the time, at least.

		 

		I admit, I’d caved a few times. I mean, how could I not? It was almost criminally easy to hop a lawyer for the defense and read their thoughts so that I was prepared for their arguments. And once or twice I’d gotten jealous and hopped one of my firm’s wealthier clients to enjoy their life temporarily.

		 

		But I didn’t seek out opportunities. I only took them when they arrived. It would be difficult to explain away how my body disappeared into thin air right in front of someone so I had to hop them when we were alone. And I couldn’t do it in my office, because even if I could do it without being spotted I wouldn’t be able to explain the absence of my real body. So despite the little voice in my head that really wanted to do it again I tried to avoid temptation by not creating the opportunity.

		 

		A woman’s voice interrupted my thoughts: “Hope you’re not adding an alcohol handicap. I wanted a challenge.”

		 

		I turned from my blank gaze out at the golf course to find Cassie standing beside the table. She was still an awesome combination of beautiful and athletic. She was about 5’10”, and her long lean legs flowed out from beneath her dark blue golf skirt. She had on a matching white and blue top that hugged her trim figure and displayed her lovely golden arms. Her smile was as bright as I remembered. Her wavy blonde ponytail poked out over the back of her blue visor.

		 

		I stood and hugged her and we exchanged the usual pleasantries of old friends who hadn’t seen each other in years. It was almost our tee time and I’d already checked out a golf cart and rented some clubs for myself. Cassie tossed her clubs in the back next to mine and we drove out to the first hole.

		 

		“Thanks for being my golfing buddy,” Cassie said, squeezing my arm.

		 

		“Nervous about the tournament this weekend?”

		 

		It would be right here on Torrey Pines, which was why she wanted to play through beforehand.

		 

		“Not yet,” she grinned. “I only get nervous, like, an hour beforehand. But once I step up to hit the first drive it’s showtime.”

		 

		We stepped up to the first tee and surveyed the hole. It was an easy one to start. Gently rolling hills surrounded by a thin line of trees and scrub.

		 

		“Shall I go first so I can show you how to play this hole?” I teased her.

		 

		“Are you trying to mansplain golf to a professional?” She replied wryly.

		 

		“Yeah, you’re a pro. But you’re also a woman so I figured…” I shrugged and smiled widely so she knew it was a joke.

		 

		She gave me the look. Christ, it was hot. Cold but with some smoldering heat behind it. I could sense it was only a slight tweak away from a lustful look. Or maybe that was just me and my hope that my feelings were reciprocated.

		 

		“Whoa,” I said, backing away playfully with my hands up. “Don’t hurt me.”

		 

		“Don’t make me,” she grinned.

		 

		She stooped and placed her ball on the tee before taking a few warm up swings. Then she adjusted herself, shuffling her feet and her shoulders until she was in position. I watched her form, determined to keep my eyes off her skirt and the gentle curve of her ass beneath.

		 

		When she whacked the ball dead straight between the two bunkers and only a mid-iron approach from the green I knew I was in trouble. I took my shot and held my breath as my ball skirted the edge of one bunker and ended with a fairly decent lie.

		 

		“Passable.” She nodded. “I’ll make a man out of you yet.”

		 

		I tipped an imaginary hat to her and we got back into the golf cart. We both made par on the first hole but it went downhill for me after that. My game did, anyway. Our conversation was fun.

		 

		We chatted about old times and people we knew. So and so was in jail or running for congress or just opened a yoga studio. I learned about life on the women’s pro circuit. Fancy hotels and the chase for sponsors.

		 

		“It’s a lot of work just to be able to play a game my whole life,” she said as we drove to another hole.

		 

		“Still, there are worse things. You could be one of my clients, for instance.”

		 

		“Yeah? Give me the dirt. What’s the worst case you’ve had?”

		 

		“Well…” I thought for a bit as I guided the cart up to the next tee. “I can’t name names, obviously. But I had one guy who got caught embezzling from his wife’s company and only found out after he went to jail that she was cheating on him with the guy who was helping him embezzle the money.”

		 

		“Can you imagine the talk around that dinner table?” Cassie laughed.

		 

		By the time we reached the back nine I was already five strokes down and Cassie showed no signs of letting up.

		 

		“Come on, take it easy on a guy!” I kidded her as she sunk another birdie.

		 

		She just stuck her tongue out at me. There was little hope of me making a comeback to win, which actually took some of the stress off. It didn’t make me any better but it did make me realize I should just kick back and enjoy the view. The crashing waves. The gorgeous tree-lined vista. Cassie’s exquisitely long legs and taut rear end. Man, that little golf skirt was killing me. I caught the peak of spandex shorts beneath them but they just tightened and toned her already amazing body.

		 

		“How can you possibly be beating me when you haven’t listened to any of my tips?” I joked as she landed on the green ahead of me.

		 

		“Like when you landed in the bunker and told me not to do that? Yeah, that was a great tip.” She said sarcastically.

		 

		“I’m free to be your caddy this weekend,” I offered grandiosely. “Maybe give you some more top tips like ‘don’t go in the water hazard’ or ‘don’t let a bird steal your ball’.”

		 

		“Does that happen a lot?”

		 

		“Don’t ask me. You’re the golf pro.”

		 

		She shot me that sizzling icy hot look again and my resistance evaporated. I couldn’t just flirt with her and then leave at the end of the day. My mind was racing as we climbed the hill for the penultimate hole. The putting green was in a shallow dip that shielded us from view of the people behind us. The last hole ended back up in front of the clubhouse where there would likely be too many people.

		 

		I stood beside her as she made a ten foot putt and as the ball clinked into the hole I hopped her. My body evaporated, becoming pure energy that shot into her, filling her body. Between one blink and the next the world had shifted slightly. I was now standing slightly bent, the putter in my hand, eyes still locked on the hole.

		 

		But now I was inside Cassie’s body. I stood and breathed deeply through my nose, getting used to her senses. She had a heightened sense of smell and I caught the slight salt of the sea breeze as it wafted around me.

		 

		My ball stood a little distance away from hers on the edge of the green and just for the hell of it I lined up to take the shot. I sunk into her mind, picking up her muscle memory as I adjusted myself. My movements were sleek and sure and I nailed the long putt. I never would have been able to do that as myself.

		 

		I grabbed both our balls, stuck the flag back into the hole, and returned to the cart. Her body was a dream to walk in. Powerful and sure. The little skirt swished against my legs with each step and my blonde ponytail tickled the back of my neck.

		 

		I pushed a memory into her mind of me being called away for a client. That would explain my absence. Then I finished the eighteenth hole by myself. I loved her setup: putting down the ball, stepping back, the little wiggle of the ass, and then the slow, almost lazy lift of the club and swing. It was the best hole of golf I’d ever played and all it took was possessing a professional.

		 

		Even my excitement at being in her body didn’t distract me from the game. Much. This only lasted until I sunk the last shot and realized that I had Cassie to myself. Searching her mind, I found no appointments for today.

		 

		Perfect.

		 

		I returned the golf cart and my old body’s clubs. Her body had worked up a slight sheen from the sun and the exercise. And I’d worked up an excitement from being in her, from moving her body as if it were my own.

		 

		Rather than jump into the showers I walked out to her car, using her memories to guide me. Her rented convertible was parked on the edge of the lot with two SUVs on either side. I dumped the clubs into the back and slid into the front seat.

		 

		Cassie’s legs and thighs were below me. So slender and smooth and perfect. My heart was thumping in my chest. I reached up and adjusted the rearview mirror so that I could see my eyes. God, they were so expressive. Dark and mysterious. I gave myself the look. Steely and hard but definitely thrumming with lust.

		 

		I couldn’t help myself. Still staring into the mirror, smoldering for the body I now possessed, I grasped Cassie’s breasts. My fingers spread out across her tits, fondling the wonderful weight while I squirmed in my seat. Even beneath the sports bra they were bouncy and heavy.

		 

		My mouth dropped open slightly as Cassie’s face in the mirror turned from smoldering to lusty. I ran my hands up over myself, feeling my new face, following the soft contours of my nose and lips and cheeks, exalting in the body I now possessed.

		 

		My hands slid down my neck, back to my tits. I grabbed greedily, jiggling her breasts with her own hands. The sight of Cassie touching herself made me even more aroused. I returned my gaze to the mirror, locking eyes with Cassie’s reflection. One hand remained on my tits, the other slid down between my thighs. I pressed my hand hard up against my pussy but over my clothes, fighting the resistance of my shorts and my skirt.

		 

		I felt the slippery outline of her entrance and struggled to press harder, thrusting my hips up towards my hand. I ran my pink tongue around my lips, tasting Cassie from the inside. My breath came faster. There was the wonderful freeing feel of her pussy lips spreading open beneath the fabric. The sharp tip of arousal became an ache. I continued thrusting against my hand and soon I could feel my own moisture on my fingers. My shorts were soaked and my fingers finally found my throbbing clit.

		 

		I gripped my tit harder, pressed the side of my hand against my pussy and made broad strokes up and down. The sopping wet fabric made me realize how wet I was, how much I needed release.

		 

		The orgasm came suddenly. I threw my head back against the headrest and cried out in a strangled voice as pleasure flooded through me. Each inch of my body was delightful to touch. My fingers remained locked on my tits as I thrust my hips up against my hand, wild now, the desperate release making me buck as I came. My entire body shook with delight and the orgasm was made all the sweeter by knowing I had this delicious body all to myself.

		 

		When the intense pleasure abated I opened my eyes and laughed. The car smelled like pussy and my shorts were sopping wet. But moisture-wicking fabric will dry quite quickly.
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		I used Cassie’s memories to drive back to her hotel room. Her sponsor had put her in an upscale place near the bay. I handed my keys to the valet and walked through the gilded gold entrance and took the elevator up to her floor. Her suit was near the top. It was spacious and airy, with a view out to the bay.

		 

		“So this is how the other half lives?” I said to myself as I poked around the room.

		 

		I needed a shower and, even more, I needed to see Cassie’s body. I slipped out of my top and skirt, then peeled off my sports bra. There was instant relief as the pressure on my chest was lifted and Cassie’s breasts bounced free. They were bigger than I thought, nearly spilling out of my fingers, and I massaged them gently, trying to rub out the ache from being stuffed into a bra for so long, Then I rolled the sports shorts down my long, lean legs and kicked them aside.

		 

		There was a mirror in the bathroom and I flicked on the light and stood in front of it. Cassie stared back at me. She was blonde and strikingly beautiful, with wonderfully full breasts and a tight figure. And, god, those legs went on forever.

		 

		I quizzed her mind as I ogled myself in the mirror, staring into her blue-green eyes with a tiny smile. Why, out of all the sports to pick, had she chosen golf? Her mind flashed back to her parents. Both were gifted athletes and, growing up, sports had been a huge part of her life. She liked basketball and she had the height for it but she didn’t have the muscle mass. Same with tennis. Her body just couldn’t reach the kind of speed and bulk she needed. When she discovered golf she’d thrown herself into it with a passion. Her parents had encouraged her but, even so, she didn’t know if she wanted to do it for a living.

		 

		She’d tooled around with different careers. There were flashes of her attempts at modelling: a few local magazines, some stock art. But she soon realized she was too curvy for that. To be a supermodel she would have needed to be stick thin and willowy. She used to hate her breasts because of that.

		 

		Her golf career was almost an accident. A side sport from the other main sports. But those sports fell away and she found she had some natural ability for golf. Now she was well on her way to finding bigger and bigger success in the field.

		 

		These memories came to me in flashes of images and feelings and thoughts. Reading minds doesn’t always bring up a straight narrative, and sometimes the little secrets are hidden well. It took some practice to tease out what I wanted to know and when I finished I felt like I understood her better. I still wanted her, and I wanted to chase away those little lingering self-loathing parts of herself.

		 

		The best way to do that would be to work together. I tried something I hadn’t done before. I merged our minds, sinking into her thoughts and retreating into her subconscious. In this way I let her regain control of her own body and she never even knew she’d lost it. She thought that it had been her choice to masturbate in her car, and a tiny smile flickered at her lips at the memory.

		 

		I allowed my desire to overpower hers, and she stood looking into the mirror a moment longer. Her eyes flicked down to her breasts, her hips, her legs. My admiration for her body filled her. She already had a mostly positive body image—she had to with all the photo shoots and publicity—and it was only a few lingering doubts of imperfection that I had to put down. She ran her hands over her body, following her curves and turning to critique herself in the mirror. Again, I overrode her critique, so that when she touched her ass it was in admiration and delight.

		 

		She smiled again and it lit up her face. She untied her ponytail and fluffed out her blonde hair before letting the shower warm up and stepping in. I remained in the back of her mind, enjoying the sensations of her body as she moved, hands scrubbing the honey-scented body wash up and down her trim stomach and across her lovely breasts. My desire for her body made her hands linger on her tits. She didn’t know she lusted after herself, only that touching her breasts made her wonderfully warm and tingly. She chuckled knowingly to herself as she realized she was horny.

		 

		While she scrubbed herself down, I fed her questions from within her subconscious and watched the answers bloom in her mind. In this way I could “talk” to her about her past and her life. When I thought about relationships I found a rush of emotions. She’d been single for about a year. The pro golf tour life wasn’t much conducive to relationships.

		 

		The last guy she’d seriously dated had been an engineer one of her friends set her up with. They’d lasted a few months and had some good times together, but he wanted something more stable with someone who wasn’t out on the road four months of the year and singularly focused on building a brand the rest of the time.

		 

		She bit her lower lip as she fretted about her career. Should she have taken the sports drink sponsor? What if she flubbed this next tournament? There was always someone creeping up behind her in the rankings. What if someone had caught her masturbating in the parking lot this afternoon? The media sensation would have ruined her. I realized that was my fault and vowed to do better in the future. I didn’t want to ruin her life. I just wanted to enjoy it for a little while.

		 

		And speaking of enjoyment, the entire time we’d been “talking” she’d been scrubbing herself, paying particular attention to her tits, bouncing them in her hands and washing over and under each one. Her hands slid down her ass and then around between her legs. I sensed her confusion at why touching herself was turning her on. I was able to lock on to that confusion and turn it down, like lowering the volume on a TV, until the confusion didn’t bring about worry, but delight.

		 

		By the time she stepped out of the water, clean and smelling wonderfully sweet, her body was revved up. She toweled herself off and, with my encouragement, hung the towel back up and returned to the bedroom still naked. My delight in the sway of her hips and the bounce of her breasts echoed in her mind. She began touching herself of her own accord, hands sliding down between her legs and back up.

		 

		She lay down on the bed, her breasts falling down either side of her chest. I encouraged her to gather them up and she did, squeezing their pleasant weight together into hefty mounds. Now she knew she was horny and needed to take care of herself. I no longer needed to guide her hands. I simply fell back into her mind and enjoyed the feel from inside as she stroked her skin and stared down at her naked body.

		 

		That pleasant warmth began tingling between her thighs. She spread her legs and slid one hand down her trim stomach to rest on her mound, her fingers gently following the line of her slit. Still fondling her breasts, she stroked her finger up and down her entrance, the coarse pubic hair so delightful beneath her fingertips. She sighed as she dipped two fingers into herself, landing on her rubbery folds.

		 

		She circled the little nub of her pleasure, knowing exactly how to touch herself. My only contribution was to make her look down at her body, the visuals of her hands touching her naked body adding fuel to the warmth within her. Her fingers skated along her dew and dragged it back up her slit. She rested two fingers on either side of her clit and circled slowly, growing faster and harder as her body began to burn brightly. Touching her pussy, feeling it inside and out made me more aroused than ever, which made her more aroused than ever.

		 

		Her hips twisted back and forth. Her breath came faster. Little sighs escaped her lips. She was wet now. The slippery sounds of her own pussy hit her ears and made me even hornier, which again fed into her own desire. She didn’t know why she suddenly loved the sight of her body, she only knew that she needed to stare at herself while she fingered her pussy, growing ever wetter. The delicious pink folds appeared beneath her fingers as she circled faster. She bit her lip, hips flexing up to meet her fingers. Her body cried out for a release from the growing tension. The fingers fondling her breasts squeezed harder, dimpling the weighty skin. Her nipples were two spikes and pinching them sent a sharp shock down to her pussy.

		 

		She threw her head back into the pillow, body wiggling, fingers still circling her clit. The tension built, built, built, before cresting into a huge orgasm. She came hard, clamping her legs together, curling her toes and pausing, her fingers still slipped inside her pussy lips as the orgasm rocked her. Rocked us both. She cried out in a strangled voice, eyes clenched shut while her entire body vibrated with pleasure. It was utter bliss, every nerve of her body tingling with delight and when she came down she remained warm and wet.

		 

		We both needed more, and it didn’t take much encouragement for her to begin touching herself again. In no time she was cresting towards the precipice of pleasure. Her body was a delight, soft but hard, sensual and feminine. Watching her fingers disappear into her own pussy was magical and she came hard, the second orgasm quicker and longer than the first. She quivered and shook, her voice louder as she thrust her head back into the pillow again and twisted her legs, riding the wave of pleasure as it flowed through her until it ebbed to a gentle warmth.

		 

		She was finally sated. We both were. So she lay back on the bed until her breathing slowed. She smiled to herself and gave a little giggle. She had no idea what had come over her but she’d enjoyed it.

		 

		I lay still in her mind, happy to let her control her body and just enjoy the ride, with maybe a nudge here or there.

		 

		After a while she rose and got dressed, then pulled up her laptop and set about doing the boring admin work: replying to interview requests, emailing sponsors, checking in with her agent. All the things she had to do that were banal to her but novel to me. She ordered room service and went to bed, prepared for an early rise the next morning. All the while I lay happily in her mind, joining her in sleep.
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		It was odd being in someone else’s body while they slept. When unconscious, I had no control, and found myself tossed into her dreams. I was watching from her perspective and my own excitement at being her body necessarily made her dreams more erotic. Even if they began on the golf course, or in some strange city, they ended with her naked and riding someone.

		 

		When the alarm clock awoke us she was flushed from her dream. A sensual anticipation filled our body. I wanted to deal with it now but she was a pro athlete and needed to keep in shape. Sticking with my vow to not interfere to her detriment, I didn’t stop her as she rose and did her business in the bathroom.

		 

		She returned and I found her hands digging through the suitcase, coming up with a tee shirt and Lycra leggings. From her thoughts I knew she was going for a run and I made sure I kept my personal distaste for running far from her mind. I hoped it would be much more fun in this body.

		 

		After slipping on another sports bra, she pulled on the tee shirt and leggings. The shirt was long and flowed down her body. The black leggings clung to her form, shaping her taut ass into magnificent form. She tucked her blonde hair back into a ponytail, grabbed her room key, then headed out the door.

		 

		She wound her way down to the boardwalk along the beach as the sun was peeking above the horizon. This time of the morning there weren’t many people. She passed some early morning commuters and a few surfers out for some waves. By the time she hit the path that wound along the beach she was warm and ready. She began jogging, soon getting into her familiar pace.

		 

		It was wonderful running in her body. Each step was powerful and sure. I felt like I could run for hours. It was the total opposite of how I felt in my own body. I could do strength training for hours but high impact aerobics? No way. This was different. It was like her body craved this and we soon worked up a light sweat as we wound down the beach. It also didn’t hurt that I loved the way her body moved.

		 

		The little kiosks beside the beach began opening up as she continued on, bringing more visitors down to the beach. Soon she no longer had the path to herself and passed other joggers heading the other way, or more surfers, or families out for a jump in the waves.

		 

		“Hey, gorgeous,” an old man laden down with fishing poles called after her.

		 

		She ignored him, not even pausing in her run. Though I sensed her taking umbrage at this. It was 2022 and people were still catcalling women. She pushed the thought aside just as someone else whistled as we went past.

		 

		She gritted her teeth and kept running. Her thoughts roiled in her mind and I tumbled with them. I’d never been catcalled before and the attention was new and novel and exciting to me. But to Cassie it was just another day where men treated her as a sex object and expected that all she wanted was their attention to feel good about herself.

		 

		She continued running down the beach and now I began to think about what the men who’d catcalled her would want to see. I imagined her stopping to lie down on the path and masturbate while strangers watched on. I imagined her picking out the biggest dildo she could find and filling herself as she cried out in lust. I imagined her spreading herself in the mirror, staring into her slick folds and tasting herself.

		 

		My imagination infected her. Her pace slowed as her thoughts drifted with me, bringing with them a warm blast of desire. There was also some confusion. Why was she so horny thinking about this? I tamped down her confusion, leaving only the arousal.

		 

		She turned and began jogging her way back up the beach towards the hotel. Now that I’d got the ball rolling her own thoughts were pushed towards the erotic. Each step closer to home made her more excited for the release she now craved.

		 

		The elevator up to her room seemed to take forever. She locked eyes with her sleek-faced reflection in the polished chrome walls. Her cheeks were still flushed and her hair damp with sweat from the run. Her blue-green eyes were wide with desire. I urged her on, thinking of all the things she could do to herself.

		 

		When the door dinged open she hurried down the hallway and fumbled with the card key to her room. Her hands were trembling with excitement. She’d never been so horny just from anticipation before.

		 

		She slipped inside and let the door close behind her before peeling off her clothes. She tossed the damp running outfit onto the floor and turned to face the full length mirror on the outside of the closet. My desire fitted in with hers, and she let her eyes roam up and down her body as she brought her hands up to touch herself.

		 

		She admired her own curves, hands gliding around her breasts, down to her hips, her ass, her thighs, before grazing over her pussy. Her skin was warm and soft. She felt wonderful. She released a hitching breath and reached up to squeeze her tits before dropping them and letting them bounce back together.

		 

		Cassie wiggled her chest, letting her tits swing back and forth. “Yeah, you like that?” She whispered to herself, imagining she was being watched.

		 

		Maybe she sensed me somewhere in her head, or maybe she was just using her own imagination. She put on a little show, bobbing her breasts up and down, giving them tiny smacks and making them jiggle. A slight smile creased the corners of her slender lips.

		 

		She half turned and let her hand glide down her backside over her peach of an ass. She gave herself a light slap and watched her butt jiggle. She giggled softly to herself and I urged her on, my desire at having her body now shared by her. I felt the delight she had for her own skin as her hands moved faster, gliding, squeezing, caressing. God, she was wet from touching herself. A drop of juice slid down one thigh.

		 

		One hand slid down between her legs, lingering on the coarse patch of blonde hair. Her fingers stroked up and down her entrance. She was sopping wet but still teasing herself. I needed to see her beautiful pussy and pushed that need into her thoughts.

		 

		She slid to the floor facing the mirror, her back against the other wall. With her knees in the air she spread her legs and stared at herself. Her pink folds were wide and glistening. She teased herself with the fingers of one hand, spreading her pussy and gazing into her folds. Her clit was round and red and waiting and just the simple touch made her shiver and moan.

		 

		She lay her head back against the wall and stared at herself as she slid two fingers inside. I felt her pussy lips clasp her fingers, felt each lovely inch of her fingers as they slid into her wet canal. She fingered herself slowly at first, the other hand still caressing her tits. Her fingers disappeared inside her pussy, reappearing slick with her juices. Each thrust made her body hum even more, a growing series of vibrations building towards something wonderful.

		 

		I needed to taste her. The thought revolted her at first until I smoothed down her disgust and increased her arousal. She pulled her glistening fingers out of herself and raised them to her lips, inhaling deeply to enjoy her own musky scent. Then she plunged her fingers between her lips and sucked on her own juices, moaning as she tasted herself for the first time. The deliciously salty taste of her landed on her tongue and made her body hum even more.

		 

		She pulled her fingers out of her mouth with a wet pop and began stroking her pussy some more. She was dripping now, and as she thrust her fingers inside herself her whole hand grew wet from her juices. She moaned as the vibrations increased inside herself, pausing from fingering herself only long enough to raise her fingers back to her lips and lick herself clean. God, I loved the taste of her. She loved the taste of her, and she fingered herself harder and faster until she came.

		 

		Cassie spread her legs wide, body undulating as the orgasm crested through her. She squeezed her eyes tight, fingers moving faster inside her to follow the rhythm of her body up and then back down. The orgasmic release of pressure made her cry out in a throaty voice, each inch of her body aflame with lust.

		 

		She came back down, still breathing hard, and giggled at herself. Her desire was sated for now, leaving only the wonder and surprise at what she’d done and how much she’d enjoyed it. The little smile curled her lips again as she wondered why she’d had the sudden desire to taste herself. Though she was grateful she had, because it had made the orgasm that much bigger.

		 

		Cassie had no concrete plans for the rest of the day and I spent a blissfully inane day in her mind. She ate some breakfast, responded to some emails, talked to her publicist and a few sponsors. Later in the afternoon she returned to Torrey Pines to play another round. Seeing what Cassie was like when no one was around made gave me a knowledge of her more intimate even than when we’d shared physical pleasure. This was an intimacy of knowing someone deeply and truly when the social mask was down and they could be themselves.

		 

		And I loved every minute.
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		Waking up as Cassie for the second day was even more disorienting than the first. It took a few blinks for me to separate our thoughts, and for a few seconds I was Cassie, with only vague memories of my former self. Then everything snapped back into place.

		 

		I’d been warned by the hopper that had taught me that if I spent too much time in any one body there was the possibility we could merge permanently. I lay in bed and concentrated on splitting myself from her, but stopped the moment I felt the familiar vibration that would herald the splitting of my body from hers. It seemed that ability was still within my control so one more day as Cassie couldn’t hurt.

		 

		She yawned and stretched, and as I enjoyed the movement of her body I grew restless and horny again. My lust spiked through her own thoughts and soon she had her fingers inside herself, stroking her pussy before enjoying a lazy, long morning orgasm.

		 

		Afterwards, she got ready for the day ahead. There was a phot shoot scheduled to promote the tour. Cassie would rather have gone back out on the course or hit the gym for some exercises to prepare for the start of the tour tomorrow, but photoshoots were part of her job.

		 

		She showered and readied herself, primping in the mirror and adding just a few light touches of makeup. No doubt the makeup artist at the shoot would do more. I sat in her mind as she went through the motions, my only contribution being to make sure her breasts were nice and clean in the shower.

		 

		After breakfast she picked out a few outfits she’d brought along for the occasion. The photographer had asked for a selection of outfits, so she’d thrown together a few of her tight fitting tennis skirts and tops, along with a slinky black dress. Shortly afterward, a car arrived to pick her up and drive her to the shoot.

		 

		The photo shoot was in a large warehouse that had been converted into artist studios. When she stepped out of the car a young man with a headset was there to greet her. His dark brown hair was pulled back into a ponytail and he gave off an officious air.

		 

		“Hi Danielle, I’m Ray,” he said, taking her bags.

		 

		“Hi Ray,” she said, giving him a quick handshake. “Call me Cassie.”

		 

		“You got it. Come with me and I’ll get you all set up.”

		 

		He ushered Cassie into a small dressing room, sparsely furnished with just an armchair in one corner and a small table holding some bottled water, a few bananas, and small bags of snacks. A tall foldable canvas chair was set up in front of a large makeup table with a mirror.

		 

		“You’re up next after Nikki,” Paul said after setting her bags down. “Heather, our makeup artist, will be in soon to get you into makeup. Water and snacks are on the table. “Can I get you anything else? Coffee or something?”

		 

		“No thanks,” Cassie demurred.

		 

		Paul left her alone and Heather arrived a few minutes later, toting a large makeup bag that she set up on the table. She was a tiny woman who chatted happily with Cassie as she pulled blushes and pens and eyeliner out of her bag and set it up on the table. Heather was magical, and soon had Cassie looking more radiant than ever. I enjoyed being inside Cassie’s body as she was doted on like this and receiving the celebrity treatment.

		 

		Soon after Heather left, the photographer came and introduced himself. His name was Bastion and he definitely looked the part of an artist: black pants and turtleneck, slicked back hair, thin-framed glasses. Cassie showed him the selection of clothes she’d brought while I subtly nudged her to state her preference for the black dress. He agreed with a simple nod and left me some privacy to slip it on.

		 

		The sleek black curves hugged her body. The fabric was sheer above her bust, giving just a foreshadowing of her delightful cleavage. Because she was tall and leggy, the dress was almost scandalously short on her, showing a copious amount of lightly bronzed thigh. As she turned and eyed herself in the mirror her eyes flicked down over the curve of her ass, which the dress highlighted beautifully. I amped up her pride in her body and tamped down any reservations she had about being ashamed of showing so much skin.

		 

		Paul returned and escorted us into the studio. The skirt swished against Cassie’s legs and I felt her thighs sliding together at each step. A little thrill ran through her, brought about by my own desire. I needed to tamp that down. This wasn’t a risqué photoshoot and I certainly didn’t want them to have to edit out any embarrassing wet patches.

		 

		Cassie was an expert at these shoots. She’d been to dozens of them and knew how to pose and pause as Bastion shot her from all different angles, both with and without props. She took serious poses where she stared intently at the camera, more casual photos where she posed with a golf club over one shoulder, and even some candid shots of laughing at Bastion’s lame jokes. The lights flashed in her eyes with each click. Bastion took turns between posing her and clicking away on his camera. Every now and then Heather would step in for a touch-up.

		 

		I’d never been to a photo shoot, much less starred in one. It was novel and invigorating. I was the center of attention. Cassie took all the eyes on her with good grace as I soaked it all up. The photographer kept up some good banter, which helped. Even though she wasn’t doing much physically the whole shoot was mentally taxing. It took a lot of her energy and concentration just being in the spotlight for a few hours.

		 

		Cassie and I were both grateful when Bastion finally let his camera hang down from the straps and pronounced us finished. While he loaded the photos onto his laptop, Cassie returned to the changing room and packed her bag. I stopped her from slipping out of her dress, preferring to wear it home. She stopped by Bastion on the way out and he showed her some of the hundreds of pictures he’d taken.

		 

		“I’ll select a handful to send to you for your approval,” he said, flicking through the images.

		 

		I planted a suggestion in Cassie’s mind and she asked if she could have a link to all the pictures to look through at her leisure. Bastion agreed.

		 

		By the time the car dropped her off back at her hotel, Bastion had already sent a link to the online files. She went up to her room and dropped her bag on the floor. At my urging, she sat at the small desk and opened her laptop to click on the photo link.

		 

		There she was. Hundreds of images of gorgeous Cassie in her black dress. I nudged her to save the best ones in a folder on her desktop. There was one where I could almost see a peek of her panties. There was one that showed off her perfect ass. There was a wonderful silhouette of her in profile.

		 

		She shuffled on the bed and snorted a puff of air through her nose. I felt her lips curl into a slight smile and I knew she was feeling my desire flitting through her.

		 

		Why am I so horny this week? She thought to herself, even as she set up the pictures on an automatic slideshow and placed her head on one hand to stare at herself.

		 

		She was absorbed at looking at herself, and was unaware that I’d taken control of her hand, slowly creeping down between her legs. I pushed against the fabric of the dress, slowly rubbing her fingers between her thighs. Warmth blossomed beneath my touch.

		 

		She went on to tiptoe and pushed back, causing the chair to slide slightly across the carpet. She needed more pressure.

		 

		She placed the laptop down on the floor and sat in front of it, resting her back against one wall. Then she resumed stroking herself above the dress. This time I didn’t have to take control. My desire was already hers and I just sat in her mind to enjoy the ride.

		 

		She stared at herself as the photos flashed by. Her hand moved harder between her legs. She bit her lower lip as her clit swelled out with lust beneath the dress. A wet spot appeared beneath her fingers as she circled back and forth, pushing harder against the wall for purchase so she could undulate her hips up to meet each downthrust of her hand.

		 

		Her breath came faster. She realized she was masturbating to pictures of herself but I tempered her confusion and allowed our merged lust to take over. A little gasp escaped her lips as the first waves of pleasure washed out from between her thighs and filled her.

		 

		She suddenly needed more pressure and yanked up her dress, diving her fingers beneath her soaking panties and finding her wet pussy. She sighed as she touched herself, skating up her entrance until she landed on either side of her clit and rubbed faster. Her warm, slippery folds felt wonderful beneath her slim fingers and she circled faster and faster until the waves crested and she came.

		 

		She gasped as the orgasm filled her and I reveled in her pleasure. It filled her body from head to toe but when she came down it still wasn’t enough.

		 

		She hiked up her dress and wiggled out of her panties. She stared down at herself, her eyes locked on her own pussy. The little pink lips were so inviting and her cunt was warm as she slipped two fingers inside herself. She plunged them deep inside, landing almost on her inner pleasure. Fuck, it felt good to fill this little pussy like this.

		 

		She moved faster, her body urgent with need now. She added another finger, then another. Her pussy gaped to accept all four fingers and she stroked in deep, moving faster, fucking herself more roughly than I’d ever imagined. And yet still she couldn’t quite reach that itch.

		 

		She spread her legs wide, bent forward and shoved her entire hand inside herself. I’d never felt so wonderfully full before. The walls of her cunt clasped her hand and she pushed in deep, slipping up against the dimpled nub of her G-spot. Her entire hand disappeared inside her pussy. I could feel it inside her, pushing apart the walls of her cunt as she desperately tried to sate that need.

		 

		The orgasm roared through us suddenly. She whined in a high-pitched voice that became a deep groan as she came around her hand. Her body flexed and quivered. She shook with a pleasure so deep it whited out my mind. For a few blissful seconds we truly merged. I was Cassie, in love with myself, with my body, giving myself the biggest orgasm I’d ever experienced as we howled together.

		 

		The pleasure abated slowly and my thoughts separated from hers. She pulled her hand out of herself, leaving an aching emptiness. We floated together in the bliss of several aftershocks, Cassie giggling to herself now and then at the absurdity of what she’d just done, and the unbelievable pleasure it had given her.

		 

		It was too late to hit the course today, so after cleaning herself up she went down and did a quick routine in the gym followed by dinner. By the time she returned to her room the excitement of the day had caught up with her and she barely had the energy to shower before collapsing on to the bed and falling asleep almost instantly.
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		I woke up the next morning nervous for the tournament and still pretty horny. My body was already restless with need and I didn’t need to touch myself for long before I was warm and wet. For some reason I really enjoyed squeezing my tits this morning, and soon the combination of that and my fingers inside my slick opening brought about a delightful, heady orgasm. I cried out in a tiny voice as my body flexed with need.

		 

		When I returned back down to earth I gave a sigh and heaved myself out of bed. I was halfway through brushing my teeth and admiring my sexy body in the mirror when I suddenly remembered who I really was. I paused, the toothbrush in my mouth as Cassie’s gorgeous eyes went wide in the mirror.

		 

		I was not Cassie but I’d been moving her body all morning as though I was and I hadn’t heard any confusion from her thoughts to tell me something was amiss. Clearly we were merging ever more completely, which meant I’d been inside her for way too long already. I spit out the toothpaste and stood with my back against the door to the hallway before trying to hop out of her.

		 

		Our selves were so merged together that it took all my concentration. Her body and her thoughts kept trying to suck me back in and only gradually was I able to split our consciousness. With one final burst my mind popped free and I split from her body, turning into a billion particles that fled through the door and reformed in the hallway.

		 

		I hurried away from her room lest she open the door suddenly and wonder what I was doing here. It had been an enjoyable couple of days as Cassie, but I wanted her to be her complete self for the tournament.

		 

		I texted her later that morning to check in on her. She replied, admitting her nervousness. I gave her a little pep text and promised I’d be there for support.

		 

		We met up briefly outside the club. A crowd of spectators had already gathered, along with some media outlets as the golfers arrived. She stepped out of the car and glanced at the crowd. She had on her typical golf outfit with the sexy shorts that looked so tiny on her long legs. Turning, she spotted me in the crowd and came over to give me a hug.

		 

		“Thanks for coming,” she said.

		 

		“Of course. You’ll do great,” I replied.

		 

		She smiled nervously and then was whisked away with the other competitors. She showed no inkling that I’d been inside her mind the past few days. I was relieved about that. I’d never merged so closely with anyone before and I’d been a little worried that somehow she would know. Maybe my memories would have been transferred to her or something, much like I had all of her memories.

		 

		I milled around in the crowd for a little while and when the tournament was about to start we all moved towards the first tee. I was near the back at first so as not to distract her. When she stepped up for her first drive I gave a loud whistle of appreciation before the crowd was silenced for her shot.

		 

		She lined up, did her familiar side to side dance, and then there was a light THWACK as she hit the ball and we all watched it soar down the middle of course. The crowd applauded politely. It was a decent shot. Not her best. In fact, she’d done better yesterday when I was inside her. I was sure I had nothing to do with today’s performance, though. It was the added pressure of a crowd.

		 

		I stayed with the gallery as we followed the players around from hole to hole. Sometimes I was front and center. At those times she always seemed to know where I was and would glance up at me, smiling briefly before returning her concentration to the game.

		 

		There were times she was so close to me I could have reached out and touched her. She always hit better on those shots, as if my presence was calming to her. And I was able to stare at her with unsuppressed longing, admiring her tan legs that seemed to go on for miles, and the incredible curve of her squeezable ass.

		 

		She started texting me during the breaks and I texted her back, giving her encouragement while softly flirting.

		 

		You got this. Do it just like yesterday, I wrote.

		 

		Yesterday there weren’t two hundred people and cameras everywhere!, she replied.

		 

		Try imagining everyone in their underwear.

		 

		That might make me even more nervous.

		 

		Then pretend it’s just me watching you.

		 

		Are you just wearing your underwear too?

		 

		On this last one she looked right at me and winked from her place behind the tee where she waited her turn.

		 

		I could tell she was nervous. From the tournament definitely. But I wondered if she wasn’t also still horny. If the desire for her own body had taken hold in her mind and left her revved up and needy. Or maybe our mental connection was still there only she didn’t know it. Maybe we shared a mental closeness that, combined with her arousal, made her desire me. I would have to find out.

		 

		But whether it was her nervousness or her horniness, she had a little trouble on day one. She missed some tricky shots that I’d seen her play perfectly only a few days ago. I debated whether there was any way I could hop her in private and sooth her nerves. But even if I could find a way to hop her with no one looking, I wanted her to achieve this on her own.

		 

		At the end of the first day she was down in the rankings but not out of contention. I decided not to disturb her and left her to handle the pressure on her own. She was the pro, after all. The only thing I did was continue to show up and stay close to her, cheering her on from the gallery. She seemed to play better when I was near, as if she was fully present. Maybe our linked minds had given us a subconscious connection.

		 

		Day two she played slightly better. It looked like she’d found her groove. She slowly climbed the ranks, playing better on every hole. When she reached the final back nine she was on a rampage. It seemed there wasn’t a shot she couldn’t hit and her confidence increased with every hole.

		 

		She didn’t need me any more by the time she reached the last green, where she sunk the final putt from fifteen feet away to overtake the lead. The golf crowd went wild with polite claps as she shook her opponent’s hand. She glanced at me, again somehow knowing exactly where to look, and smiled. I mouthed ‘congratulations’ before she was escorted up to the cameras for interviews.

		 

		I thought that would be the end and that we would go on our separate ways once again. But she surprised me by texting me later that day and suggesting we meet up at a bar to celebrate. When I arrived she was with a circle of friends but when she saw me she pulled me in for an intimate hug. The fresh honey scent of her filled my nose, so familiar and wonderful after a couple days in her body.

		 

		After I grabbed a drink I joined her at her table, where she was talking to a few of her friends. I felt the shift as I took the chair beside her, the pull of her attention towards me.

		 

		“Cheers,” I suggested.

		 

		We clinked glasses and drank. She crossed one leg over the other, letting her short black dress pull up her thigh. The view of her smooth bronzed skin was deliciously tempting and she made no attempt to hide it. In fact, she teased me as we talked, sticking her sandal-clad foot out slightly to graze my knee when she leaned in to laugh, putting her hand on my shoulder whenever she could. She’d never been like this towards me before. It was always more of a friends vibe between us but now there was a definite tension in the air.

		 

		“That was a nice looking putt on the last hole,” I said.

		 

		“Well, I had a nice looking spectator to impress.” She smiled over her drink and I sensed the want in her look.

		 

		I nearly choked on my drink and she laughed.

		 

		“I like hanging around you. A lot of guys are intimidated by me.”

		 

		“Why would they be intimidated by a tall woman who could probably break them in half?” I joked.

		 

		“You’d be surprised,” she sighed. “Even an athletic girl likes to feel feminine. That’s why I like you. You’re tall so I feel…” She trailed off.

		 

		“Protected?” I suggested with a wry grin.

		 

		“Yeah, protected.”

		 

		“I would think by the way you’re showing off those long legs that you felt very feminine.” The day in her body had already made me bold. I knew what she wanted. Knew I could provide it for her.

		 

		She giggled and stroked my leg with her foot. “That’s not the only thing I want to show off for you.”

		 

		We made out in the elevator up to her hotel room, hands and lips yearning for each other. She tasted like the sweet vermouth in the cocktail she’d been drinking. Our tongues met, exploring each other as our hands roamed up and down each other’s bodies.

		 

		As she slipped the card key into her door I grabbed her from behind and kissed her neck. Her giggle turned into a sigh and she pulled me inside, launching herself into my arms as the door swung shut behind us. We were desperate for each other, needy to connect our bodies the way we’d connected our minds the last few days.

		 

		I pinched and squeezed her, enjoying the feel of her soft but firm contours from outside this time. I knew this body so well and wanted her so much. My hands roamed down to her ass, slipped underneath her black dress and squeezed an ass cheek lightly. Her breasts pressed against my chest as we kissed ferociously. Her arms slid around my body, one hand gliding through my hair, the other wrapping around my back to pull me closer.

		 

		We shed our clothes before falling onto the bed, her beneath me, her arms and legs wrapped around me. I sensed she was revved up from the tournament win and the days of masturbation. My cock pressed up against her thighs and I leaned on one arm so I could look down at her. She stared up with eyes half-lidded in desire. I took my time, memorizing her face until she pulled me back down for more kisses.

		 

		I grabbed one of her breasts, splaying my fingers around it and squeezing, knowing just how hard she liked it. She moaned into my mouth, already aroused. I kissed my way across her cheek, down her neck, to her breasts. I suckled on each nipple, tasting her while she moaned and wriggled beneath me.

		 

		One of my hands dipped between her thighs and found her entrance. I followed the gentle line of her slit, my fingertips glazing with her dew. I circled her clit just as I’d learned while in her body and was rewarded with rising cries of desire. On impulse I ducked my head between her legs, tasting the wonderful pussy I’d had a few days earlier. Her deliciously musky scent filled my nose as I lapped at her folds, tongue marking light patterns across her clit. She moaned again and stirred beneath me, legs flexing as I feasted on her pussy.

		 

		Her cries rose in pitch and she came, spreading her legs apart. Now I tasted her salty essence and looked up from between her legs to watch her orgasm. Her eyes were clenched tight and she bit her lower lip as she burned with pleasure.

		 

		I was rock hard and desperately needed to be inside her. I crawled back up her body and guided my cock against her entrance. She grabbed my head and brought our mouths together, moaning as she tasted her pussy on my lips. That desire had definitely remained. I slid inside her gently, my cockhead pressing up against her pussy, pausing as I met the pressure of her entrance. I pushed gently and slid in, gasping as her heat surrounded me. I drove in slowly to the hilt, pausing to savor her, before withdrawing and pushing in again.

		 

		We moved together, hands still greedy for each other, mouths locked together, her legs wrapped around me, pulling me closer. Her wet heat was perfect and she fit me like a glove. I grunted and she began crying out again, raising her hips to meet my downthrust, needing me deep, deep inside her. I drove faster, harder, my pleasure peaking and finally tumbling out as I sank deep inside her and came.

		 

		I moaned as I filled her. She rocked beneath me, crying out, orgasming with me. Our bodies locked together in pleasure, connected physically just as we’d connected mentally.

		 

		When I came down I stayed inside her, stroking her hair as I grew soft and she trembled with aftershocks beneath me. I reluctantly pulled out of her and she snuggled against me in bed, throwing one leg over me and laying her head on my chest.

		 

		“You know,” she said as she traced a pattern across my chest. “I don’t have another tournament for a month. I’m going to need something to do.”

		 

		She raised her head and smiled at me. One of her blonde locks had escaped her ponytail and hung down the side of her face. I brought our lips together and kissed her, then pulled away.

		 

		“I think I can be that something.” I grinned.

		 

		# # #

		 

		


		 

		Thank you!

		
		I hope you enjoyed reading this twisted little tale as much as I enjoyed writing it. If you liked it, please leave a review. They really help. Also, be sure to check out some of my other stories below.

		 

		Yes, I do commissions! You can always email me at bodyswapstories@gmail.com or visit my website for more info and pricing, plus weekly body swapping and transformation captions at https://www.bodyswapfiction.com

		 

		Thanks!

		 

		M

		 

		


		 

		Also by M. Wills

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

		 

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

		 

		
			Secret Lives
		

		As a result of an errant wish, three young men are switched into the bodies of three sexy women.

		 

		
			Body Switch Collection: Volume 13
		

		5 more previously published erotic body swapping stories.

		 

		Fantasy Girls 2

		Still trapped in their bodies while controlled by strangers, a group of women are forced to enjoy a night of pleasure.

		 

		
			Beside Himself
		

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

		 

		
			A MILF’s Life
		

		A young man possesses the body of a busty MILF to live her new, pampered life.

		 

		Fantasy Girls

		Three women are trapped in a high tech brothel while strangers take turns possessing them and making them do the most degrading things.

		 

		
			Natalie for a Night
		

		A middle-aged man takes the place of his boss's gorgeous daughter for a night.

		 

		
			Remote Chance
		

		Four friends accidentally discover that a mysterious remote control can transform them into duplicates of people on television.

		 

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