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		Hot for Teacher

		 

		Tim finished typing up the formal letter he’d been tasked to do and emailed it to his boss. The whole thing had taken less than ten minutes to finish, though this morning his boss had given him two days to do it. Tim didn’t know whether it spoke to his competence or the incompetence of the former assistant he’d replaced, but the expectations for this job were extremely low. The whole thing was, frankly, boring. But the work was steady and it paid better than a lot of the other jobs Tim had looked at. It was otherwise unremarkable in every other way. The same could be said about himself, he often thought.

		 

		The only sounds Tim could hear were the people around him typing and the occasional trill of a telephone. Even his cubicle buddy, Ollie, was quiet. Ollie was a middle-aged guy with short black hair and glasses. He had with both dad humor and a dad-like appearance. He acted as Tim’s mentor. Act being the operative word.

		 

		They both got along well, though, sharing a smirk at some of the dysfunction around the office. Ollie was more outgoing than Tim and well-known around the office as the ‘fun’ guy. Tim mainly kept his head down, did his job and left each day.

		 

		Tim glanced behind him and peered over Ollie’s shoulder. Ollie was scrolling through some website that clearly had nothing to do with the business of house drafting and design which the firm specialized in. Ollie was a nice guy and affable enough to help kill the hours. Tim suspected Ollie was oftentimes offloading his work onto Tim. Tim didn’t always mind as it gave him something to do. The worst thing about this job was the boredom.

		 

		Tim’s cell phone was on his desk and as he turned back it lit up with a message. He swiped it open to find a text from Laura, his long-time crush:

		 

		Don’t think my ex has realized the mortgage payments are still coming out of his account!

		 

		Tim smiled to himself and responded:

		 

		When do you think he’ll figure it out?

		 

		Her reply came quickly:

		 

		Never I hope.

		 

		Laura was more than twice Tim’s age. He’d fallen for her the instant she stepped up to the whiteboard in his seventh grade social studies class and introduced herself as their teacher, Ms. Goodson. Laura had wonderfully wide hips and lusciously pillowy breasts that Tim often fantasized about burying his head between. He hadn’t been able to take his eyes off her dancing bust as she bounced from one side of the classroom to the other. She was energetic, witty and kind. Tim had taken an instant liking to her. They always got along in class and Tim became the secretary on the student council just so he could spend more time with her as the teacher overseeing them.

		 

		Though, Tim had to admit they made kind of an odd pair. Tim was a skinny kid with dark curly hair who somehow managed to always look younger than he was, partly because of his short stature. In later years he tried growing a mustache or at least some stubble in an attempt to look older but it came in scraggly and gross and he soon trimmed it. His inability to grow sufficiently adult body hair made him feel like a child. But he had a keen intellect and Ms. Goodson always treated him as an adult.

		 

		Later that same year Tim friended her on Facebook and she accepted, which was probably against some sort of school rule but neither of them brought it up. Tim opted not to abuse this trust and at first only messaged her about school work or to wish her a happy birthday. But as the years went by they kept up with each other and by the time Tim turned eighteen and graduated high school they were messaging each other as equals. She’d confessed she found him mature and easy to confide in. The feeling was mutual. They’d become each other’s friend and confidant, though Tim always wished they could be more.

		 

		He couldn’t help but think that if he was only a few years older—and Laura much more single—they could have actually dated. As it was, they went out on friend dates a few times. Tim had visited her house to watch a trashy drag queen show they both enjoyed while they ate takeaway. They’d gone to see a new exhibit at the modern art gallery. He’d watched her piano recital. To Tim it felt like they were almost dating, though they never kissed.

		 

		Also, Laura kept trying to meet other guys and didn’t see him as a romantic partner. But still!

		 

		Laura’s relationship status changed a few months after Tim graduated high school. She was reluctant to share this with Tim at first, which was unusual, but soon confessed that she was going through a messy divorce. What’s more, she’d recently gotten pregnant. The story Tim got was that her ex was an asshole, flying a whole ship’s worth of red flags that Laura rationalized or ignored until it all came to a head when she discovered he was cheating on her with her (now former) best friend. All of it added up to her feeling unlovable, verging on depressed, despite Tim’s best efforts at cheering her up.

		 

		Did you get some sleep last night? Tim texted.

		 

		A little. Good thing it’s summer break. Plenty of time to catch up on the shows all the kids are talking about. Gotta stay hip and with it.

		 

		This was followed by an out-of-date meme that made Tim shake his head in wry amusement. Soon enough he drummed his fingers on the desk, frowning to himself as he worried about her. He knew her enough to understand that she was clearly trying to hide her depression behind a happy veneer. God, he wished there was something he could do to make her feel better.

		 

		“Hey, Ollie,” a woman’s voice from behind Tim caught his attention. “I brought you something.”

		 

		Tim swiveled his chair around and found Alison poking her head into their cubicle and smiling at Ollie. Alison was a pleasantly plump woman slightly older than Tim and with curly blonde hair. She had a tray of cookies in her hand and she offered them to both Tim and Ollie. Ollie took one and bit into it.

		 

		“Mmm. Oh, man, this is delicious.” Ollie said between bites.

		 

		“I can give you the recipe,” she offered with a little smile.

		 

		“I’m hopeless at baking. You’d have to come over to my place and do it for me. Like an Uber but for baking.”

		 

		“There’s an extra fee associated with that,” she winked.

		 

		Tim munched silently on his cookie and wished they would just fuck already. Rumor around the office was that they had. Tim wasn’t so sure. There was definitely some heavy flirting but both of them were married. Maybe it was just a case of Alison being Ollie’s office girlfriend.

		 

		“They are good. Thanks.” Tim raised his cookie in salute and Alison beamed at him.

		 

		Another message on Tim’s phone pulled his attention away as the two continued talking with each other. It was Laura again. Her date for the night had been cancelled because the guy she’d been flirting with online found out she was pregnant and didn’t want anything to do with that.

		 

		Why couldn’t she see that the perfect guy for her was right here? Tim didn’t care she was pregnant. In fact, he was excited at the thought of helping her raise a child. It would prove how much of an adult he was. Was the problem that she still saw him as a student? That she thought he was too young for her?

		 

		Tim texted her back, offering to pick up dinner from her favorite Italian place.

		 

		That would be so sweet she replied. But I don’t want to put you out.

		 

		I’ll be eating it too! Lol Tim typed back, to which she responded with a love heart.

		 

		By now Alison had her arm on the top of the cubicle and was resting her chin in the crook of her elbow, still talking to Ollie and clearly sticking around. She turned to look down the row of cubicles and quickly stepped away, assuming a more professional look.

		 

		“Magdalena is coming. Look busy,” she hissed, before turning and quickly walking away.

		 

		A few seconds later Magdalena appeared, holding some papers. She looked down her long nose at Tim and Ollie. Magdalena was two levels above Ollie in the hierarchy and a scary woman at the best of times. The rough eastern European accent just added to it. Her face was sharp-featured, like a model, and she would have been gorgeous if she didn’t have such a severe expression all the time. The pant suits she wore were professional but never failed to hide the busty body beneath.

		 

		“Oliver. Timothy.” She said, addressing them by their full names in that rough Eastern European accent of hers. “These informations in here are not correct again.” She thrust some papers at Ollie, who casually took them. “I very need you to correct the numbers. I think you know how is you do that.”

		 

		“I’ll take care of it.” Ollie nodded. As soon as she left, Ollie turned to Tim and handed him the papers. “Let me show you how to do this.”

		 

		Tim spent the rest of the afternoon doing Ollie’s work.
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		The best thing about Tim’s job was that it ended at 5. He said goodbye to Ollie and drove over to Laura’s favorite Italian restaurant where he ordered her a spaghetti carbonara along with some lasagna for himself. There was a corner store that was still open and Tim ran inside to buy the last flowers they had, which happened to be a small bunch of sunflowers. It didn’t exactly scream ‘romance’ but Tim couldn’t be picky.

		 

		He arrived at Laura’s house around 6 and rang the bell. His heart beat faster as he heard her footsteps approach the door and then she opened it up. Her face lit up when he offered her the flowers.

		 

		“I thought your day could be a little brighter,” Tim said.

		 

		“Oh, thank you!” She took the flowers and beamed at him.

		 

		She was so achingly beautiful when she smiled. Her fiery red hair spilled down each side of her face and across her back in a wavy waterfall. She had the perfect face: soft and kind. The slight crow’s feet that appeared when she smiled only made her that much more adorable. The light brush of freckles across her perfect nose gave her an innocent, charming appearance.

		 

		She welcomed him inside and he followed her down the hallway to the kitchen. He was a teenage guy and it took every ounce of willpower not to stare at the wonderful swell of her ass as it bounced in front of him.

		 

		Laura pulled out some plates and some forks and they set up on the couch in the living room in front of the TV. She was so casual with him, just wearing navy blue sweats that clung so beautifully to her wide child-bearing hips and curvaceous form. When she sat the cute swell of her baby bump bulged out the top.

		 

		They sat close together on her small couch, their legs practically touching. They ate and talked and flicked through the selection of movies they could stream. Occasionally a lock of her red hair would fall down past her tiny ear and she would casually tuck it back up. How Tim longed to just reached out and tuck it up for her but he didn’t feel bold enough. He forced himself to be content just making jokes to cheer her up. But she kept turning to him and smiling at him in a way that made him melt. Every now and then she would touch him on the arm or the leg to emphasize a point. It had to be flirting, right? Though Laura was also just a friendly, touchy type of person.

		 

		As Laura flicked through the channels Tim leaned back and casually placed his arm behind her on the back of the couch. Her hair tickled his bare arm and she seemed to lean into him. The sweet scent of her floral perfume wafted into his nose. He always associated that scent with her.

		 

		Tim wasn’t really paying attention to whatever was playing on television. He was trying to psych himself up to tell Laura how he felt about her.

		 

		“I know you were supposed to have a date tonight, but I’m kind of glad you didn’t,” Tim said. “Then I wouldn’t have been able to hang out with you.”

		 

		She gave him another of her beatific smiles and patted him on the leg. “I’m glad I have you to talk to when things fall apart.”

		 

		Tim cleared his throat. “You know, this is kind of a date right here what we’re doing,” he said, affecting a too-casual tone that he hoped would suggest it was just a joke should she not react well.

		 

		“You don’t want to date me,” she replied warily. “I’m old enough to be your mother. You must have girls your age hanging off you.”

		 

		“Girls my age are pretty immature,” Tim insisted. “I want someone with some more life experience. Someone like you.”

		 

		There. He said it. His mouth went dry and his heart hammered in his chest as he awaited her reaction.

		 

		She looked at him for a beat and he memorized her face, getting lost in her sparkling green eyes. Then she broke into a smile and laughed. “I’m old and pregnant and divorced. No one wants someone like me. You’ll find someone good for you.”

		 

		Tim laughed, too, playing it off as a joke. “You will, too,” he assured her.

		 

		A little later Laura began yawning and hinting she was ready for bed, though it was barely 8pm.

		 

		“Pregnancy wears me out,” she explained.

		 

		Tim hugged her—like a friend—and returned to his apartment building. He pulled into his spot and walked around to the elevator. His path took him by the wrought iron gate that led out to the street. Even through his gloomy reverie about the night’s failure he noticed something in his peripheral vision. Looking up into the street he saw something glowing near the gutter.

		 

		Tim pushed open the gate to the street and wandered towards the glowing thing. As he got closer he saw what looked like a small rock sitting half in the street. It was glowing a brilliant green, like a glow stick. As he watched, it changed to a dark midnight blue and then a fiery red. Curious, Tim prodded it with his toe. The rock stuck to his shoe. He grunted and tried to shake it off but it was as if the damn thing was suddenly glued on.

		 

		Tim looked about for a stick or something to pry it off. He broke off a twig from one of the nearby bushes and went to knock the thing off but found that in the short time he was looking away the rock had somehow traveled up his shoe and was nearing his sock. Tim jabbed the glowing rock with the twig but it just kept moving slowly up towards his skin. Panicking now, Tim did shook his foot viciously and then jammed the twig onto the small rock again.

		 

		The twig broke and the rock touched his fingers. There was a burst of heat as the rock seemed to slide painlessly into his fingers. His fingertips glowed blue briefly and tingles shot through his entire body. And then…nothing. The rock was gone and Tim felt normal.

		 

		What the fuck was that? Was it inside him? He didn’t feel different except for a weird energy he shook off as nerves. Maybe he hallucinated the whole thing? After all, there were no other witnesses to this strange event.

		 

		Tim returned to his building and climbed the stairs to his fourth floor apartment. He was putting his key in the lock when he heard his landlord, Gregor, calling to him.

		 

		“Tim, you have cleaned up for inspection, yes?” Gregor called out in his thick Russian accent.

		 

		Tim sighed. He’d forgotten all about the apartment inspection tomorrow and his place was a wreck. He turned to face Gregor.

		 

		Gregor was a heavyset guy in his late forties with big bushy eyebrows and a crooked nose. Dark hair sprouted proudly out from his body. His shirt was perpetually unbuttoned to reveal a gold medallion atop a veritable mountain of chest hair. The bottom of his shirt stretched tight around his beer belly, which bounced as he walked

		 

		“I’ve been real busy, Gregor,” Tim said. “Can we do the inspection next week?”

		 

		“No, no, no.” Gregor shook his head. “Must be now. Is no time tomorrow.”

		 

		“Let me just tidy up,” Tim said.

		 

		He opened the door slightly and tried to slip through but Gregor grabbed the doorknob and held it open. He followed Tim inside. Tim’s apartment was shabby and he didn’t think even a cleanup would make it look much better. The walls were dingy and had clearly been painted over many times. The ceiling lights were dated, the yellowing copper fittings tarnished a dull brown. Tim’s dishes and clothes everywhere didn’t help but they certainly didn’t make it better. He’d never felt particularly motivated to clean up. Why bother when no one ever came over?

		 

		Gregor tutted as he surveyed Tim’s apartment. “This no good. You get written warning for this.”

		 

		Tim stood behind Gregor dolefully. Written warnings meant the possibility of penalties or rent increases. Tim couldn’t really afford either. He needed to change Gregor’s mind but he’d never been very good at smooth-talking people.

		 

		“Gregor?”

		 

		“Da?” Gregor said, bending over to peer at the electric socket, which had way too many extensions and plugs to be considered safe.

		 

		Tim tapped Gregor on the shoulder. At least, he meant to. Instead, he found his arm going right through Gregor. Tim gaped at his hand. It looked like his arm just ended in a Gregor rather than a hand. Gregor didn’t seem to notice. Tim had a sudden urge to fight the panic inside him and push his arm deeper inside.

		 

		So he did.

		 

		First the rest of his arm, then his elbow, and finally his entire body as he stepped into Gregor. Tim felt Gregor’s body go taut, felt his fingers clench and his teeth click together. Somehow he felt all this from inside Gregor’s body, as if he were Gregor. There was a sudden jolt, more mental than physical, as if Gregor’s mind were trying to expel him. Tim metaphysically clamped down harder, using an inner sense that he had been unaware of until that very moment. He gripped whatever it was inside Gregor while Gregor’s mind thrashed about, trying to expel the foreign invader. It was all Tim could do to hold on. And then the struggle was suddenly over.

		 

		The whole thing took less than a second and when it was done Tim found himself leaning over inspecting an electrical socket. His body felt thicker and bigger and off-center. Tim stood and looked around.

		 

		“Gregor?” He asked, and was surprised to discover that his voice was thicker and carried a Russian accent.

		 

		Tim looked down at himself and got a start as he saw his landlord’s hairy chest and heavy gut. He jerked back and fell against the wall, grabbing onto it for support with hands that were beefy and thick.

		 

		“What the fuck?” He yelled again in Gregor’s voice as he brought his hands up to his face and curled and uncurled them.

		 

		He was controlling Gregor’s body from inside. How was this possible? It had to be that weird stone.

		 

		Tim patted himself down in amazement, then grabbed his stomach and jiggled it. He felt everything, inside and out. He ran his thick hands down his face, feeling Gregor’s scratchy stubble and his broad features. He took up so much more space in this body.

		 

		Tim had an inkling that he should be panicking more. After all, his body had just dissolved and sunk into his landlord. But it was as if something inside him was calming him down. Maybe more of that weird stone’s abilities.

		 

		“Unreal,” he said again, rolling his ‘r’ just like Gregor. He couldn’t seem to shake Gregor’s accent. “I am Russian landlord,” he said, trying and failing to speak in his usual American accent. “No rent inspection today.” Gregor’s hearty laugh spilled from his lips. He paused. “Now what?”

		 

		Tim’s new inner sense still felt clenched and tight. He had a feeling it was the only thing keeping him inside Gregor. But try as he might he couldn’t figure out how to shift it. The suddenness of the situation made him tense and he couldn’t calm himself enough to let go of whatever it was he was hanging on to.

		 

		Well, maybe it would be interesting being Gregor for a little while. It certainly wasn’t very interesting being Tim.

		 

		Tim returned back to Gregor’s place down the hall. As soon as he stepped through the door he was hit with the scent of foreign spices that somehow seemed the norm. The layout of the apartment and the furniture all had a sense of familiarity as well, as if Tim had taken on Gregor’s memories.

		 

		“Gregor, are you done with business now?” A woman asked.

		 

		Tim whipped his head around and saw a slender brunette leaning against a wall in the hallway. She wore a fragile nightgown that draped over her petite frame and left her delicate calves bare. Her legs were beautiful, fragile things. In fact her whole appearance was youthful and gentle, from her soft face to her diminutive stature. Tim felt sure she was about as tall as he was in his real body, which wasn’t that tall. In Gregor’s body he towered over her.

		 

		“Da. You know how it is,” Tim said, belatedly realizing that he was conversing with this woman in Russian. And also, that the woman was Mila, Gregor’s young wife.

		 

		The memories were just there in his head, as if he’d known them forever. He thought hard and could “remember” rushing out the door at the sound of his former body’s footsteps, hoping to catch him in time. For Gregor, business came first and everything else came second. And before Gregor had rushed out of the room he had been…Tim gulped as the memory hit him hard.

		 

		Mila took his hand. “Come back to bed,” she purred.

		 

		The Tim part was embarrassed and reluctant to intrude on their privacy, but the Gregor part was eager and willing. Tim could already feel his new dick growing hard as Mila pulled him back into bed.

		 

		She had such a tiny body and Gregor was so big, yet she fit so perfectly within Tim’s arms as they lay on the bed together. Their lips met and her tongue explored his mouth while their hands explored each other’s bodies. She tasted sweet, and her tangy perfume hit Tim’s nose and drove him wild with desire. Tim was of two minds, literally. He shouldn’t be doing this with Mila, but also it was perfectly natural, preferred even, to make love to the wife that he’d spent so much money on.

		 

		His hands were sure around her body, slipping under her nightie and caressing her soft skin as they continued making out. Tim’s rough hands found her tiny breasts and he pawed at them, eager to squeeze their warm heft. Yanking her nightie up, he latched his lips around her nipple and sucked, grazing her nipple with a stranger’s teeth before flicking his tongue against each in a way that made her cry out in desire.

		 

		Using Gregor’s memories he knew just how to please Mila. Tim yanked off her nightie and gazed at her naked body for the first time and also for the hundredth time. He ran his hand down her sides, following the elegant curve of her hips that Gregor loved so much and now Tim loved so much as well. She unbuttoned his pants and he shimmied out of them, his fat gut jiggling as he moved. There was just so much bulk to Gregor!

		 

		Gregor’s cock flopped out from Tim’s pants, a thick rod in a mass of black hair. It grew hard as Mila stroked it, running her supple fingers up and down Gregor’s shaft. Tim’s shaft. Now Tim stared at this stranger’s cock on his own body. He was both repulsed by seeing his fat landlord’s dick while also naturally accustomed to the sight. But all thoughts were blown away as Mila guided him between her legs and inside her.

		 

		It was Tim’s first time and all he could think was how warm and wet and amazing she felt. Similar but better in critical ways than when he’d masturbated. He could feel her pussy lips parting for him as her cunt gripped his shaft. If he was in his own body he would have cum right there, but Gregor’s mastery of his body gave him control and he sunk in to the hilt, until their two bodies were pressed together and he luxuriated deep in her wet heat. He was so heavy lying on top of her but she seemed to love it.

		 

		He kissed her face all over as she writhed and moaned, perhaps too theatrically but it drove both Tim and Gregor wild with passion. He squeezed her waist, her tits, her ass, greedy for her, the desire building within him. He ran his huge hand along her perfect cheek as he gazed at her beautiful face, in love with her as a person and thinking she was the most gorgeous woman he’d ever seen. The intimacy made her even more beautiful and he wanted her more than anyone in that moment.

		 

		He bucked his hips, driving in as he kissed her cheek, up and over the bridge of her nose, and then back down to meet her lips. He withdrew, an urgent itch of longing making him drive quick and deep into her once more.

		 

		“Oh, Gregor!” She cried and clutched him to her as he thrust into her.

		 

		She wrapped her legs and arms around him, holding on to him as he rocked her with each gentle pump. He grew into a rhythm, desperate for her body but still with Gregor’s control allowing him to hold on and enjoy each perfect moment. That itching desire grew at the base of his deck, compelling him to sink in and pull out slowly, to enjoy his wife inside and out. And then to speed up, to drive into her, feel himself curve up to follow the sweet walls of her canal. Faster and faster and faster. God, she was gorgeous. His eyes traced the line of her cheeks, her chin, her nose as he buried himself inside her, over and over.

		 

		He came hard, gritting his teeth and pounding into her, animalistic with need, no thought but to be as deep inside her as he could. She gripped him and threw her head back into the pillows, arching her back while he held her close and grunted in her ear. He could feel every inch of her body as they lay together and he emptied himself inside her. Each pump was magnificent and she took him all inside, wriggling in delight as he filled her with a stranger’s hot seed.

		 

		Only then did he pull out and flop back on to the bed breathing hard. His cock grew soft as he lay next to her, stroking her skin. After a few minutes she got up and padded to the bathroom, leaving Tim alone.

		 

		He was relaxed now and felt that he could shift whatever grip he had on Gregor. Releasing his hold slightly he found his body moving outside of his control. Gregor pushed himself up and walked to the kitchen, still naked. Tim watched as a passenger from behind Gregor’s eyes as Gregor filled a cup with water and drank. Interesting that he could sit behind Gregor’s eyes while Gregor was in control. And Gregor didn’t seem to realize he’d been controlled at all. He certainly wasn’t panicking about suddenly finding himself back in his own apartment.

		 

		When Gregor turned back down to the hallway Tim loosened his grip even more and felt himself sliding out. Suddenly he was free, stumbling out from behind a very naked Gregor and back in his own body. Gregor’s hairy butt and back were right in his line of sight and, without Gregor’s memories and proprioception, were once again disgusting.

		 

		Tim scrambled for the door just as Gregor turned.

		 

		“What--?” Gregor shouted, but Tim was out and slammed the door shut.

		 

		He raced down the stairs, trying to get as much distance between himself and Gregor as possible. He heard the door open behind him but Gregor didn’t pursue him. Maybe because he was still naked.

		 

		Tim reached the lobby and stopped, bending over and breathing hard from just that short run down the stairs.

		 

		Holy shit. This power changed everything.
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		“Tim? Tim?”

		 

		Tim blinked and swiveled his chair around to face Ollie.

		 

		“You get enough sleep last night?” Ollie asked. “You’re zoning out today.”

		 

		“Sorry…just personal stuff, I guess.”

		 

		“Okay, well, let me show you what you need to do.”

		 

		Ollie resumed scrolling through the database and explaining how to narrow down the search criteria. Tim sat next to him staring at the screen without really seeing anything. Between the events of last night and Laura’s texts today he was completely distracted. Plus he’d been up half the night, giddy at the thought of what he should do with his new powers.

		 

		That morning he’d tried possessing Ollie on the pretense of patting him on the back. But his hand connected with Ollie’s shoulder without going through. He’d tried a few more times throughout the morning, each time attempting to make the contact seem casual. On the last time, just after their morning coffee when they were alone in the break room and Ollie had his back to Tim, Tim concentrated on finding that inner sense that he had used to clamp down on Gregor. When he thought he found it he went to tap Tim’s shoulder and this time his hand went through.

		 

		He pushed quickly into Tim’s body, filling Tim completely. Like Gregor, Tim’s body fought the intrusion. Tim held on tight while Ollie metaphysically tried to buck him off. It felt like his body was struggling, ballooning around Tim’s intrusive spirit. Maybe Ollie was stronger but Tim soon lost his grip and was thrown out, stumbling out of Ollie’s back the way he’d come in.

		 

		He righted himself on the counter and looked up to find Ollie staring at him. “You okay?” Ollie asked.

		 

		Tim nodded. Ollie had apparently not felt any of their fight. Tim hadn’t taken him over but at least he’d discovered how to do it. He was about to try again when Alison came into the break room and the two began flirting again. Tim didn’t want to try taking over Ollie while someone else could see them, so he returned to his desk where Ollie eventually found him and began explaining database queries.

		 

		Tim’s phone buzzed with another message and Tim chanced a look at it while Ollie was distracted with the database. Another message from Laura:

		 

		Thanks for last night. I’ll buy dinner next time.

		 

		She’d been messaging him a lot today. He hoped she’d been thinking good things about their conversation last night. Maybe even rethinking Tim’s aborted attempt to forge a relationship between them.

		 

		Tim replied: Sounds good. How about lunch right now?

		 

		Aren’t you at work?

		 

		It’s no problem.

		 

		“Tim, come on, man, are you listening?”

		 

		Tim hastily put his phone away. “Uhm, I…”

		 

		And then he thought: why was he trying to make Ollie not feel bad about trying to push his responsibilities on to Tim?

		 

		Tim stood suddenly and pushed his chair back to his desk. “I don’t feel well. Is it okay if I leave early?”

		 

		“Don’t ask me,” Tim said, waving away any responsibility. “I’m not the boss. Ask Magdalena.”

		 

		Tim strode through the maze of cubicles to Magdalena’s office. He poked his head in and knocked on the door. She was bending over her computer, intent on typing something. She briefly raised one finger signaling him to wait and then returned to her typing. She typed with as much intensity as she did everything else, her fingers clacking across the keys methodically and purposefully.

		 

		Today she wore a charcoal pant suit and had her long black hair tied up in a professional bun. The top of her outfit hugged her breasts, squeezing her magnificent cleavage up into two perfect curves that nearly broke Tim. He walked towards her desk while she continued typing. Asking her for permission to leave would be hopeless. Tim didn’t even have any sick leave built up and he couldn’t hope to throw himself on Magdalena’s nonexistent mercy. There was only one way she would let him leave early and that was if he was inside her to make her do it.

		 

		While she was distracted with her email Tim came closer to her desk and then slipped up behind her and stepped into her body. This time was much easier and he melded quickly inside her. Magdalena briefly tensed as Tim subsumed her mind, and then just like that he was inside. There was no mental fight. Perhaps because she was distracted? Tim fit easily into her mind.

		 

		He didn’t push forward and take her over this time, instead holding on loosely, trying to get his bearings first while he sat as a passenger inside her head. He was looking out at the world from behind her eyes. His fingers were still poised over the keyboard and typing, the manicured nails flashing up and down. He could hear her thoughts, narrating the email to herself as she typed, translating her thoughts into English. Though he could understand the foreign language she spoke inside her mind.

		 

		She hit ‘send’ and then his vision spun as his head glanced up and scanned the room. Tim sensed her confusion. Hadn’t someone just knocked?

		 

		Tim could also feel the clothes shifting around his new body as he moved. He was aware of Magdalena’s heavy breasts contained by the bra on his chest, and of the slight tickle down one ear where a small strand of hair had escaped the bun. As soon as he noticed this his hand raised up and swiped the strand back behind an ear. Had he done that? Influenced her by thought alone?

		 

		Look down. Look down. Look down. Tim tried to push the thought into Magdalena’s mind.

		 

		The world tilted and he found himself gazing straight into her cleavage. Her huge breasts pressed out the top of her pant suit and from his vantage point he could see the large expanse of cleavage, round and full and perfect, along with a hint of black bra.

		 

		Could he do more?

		 

		Touch your tits. Touch your tits. Tim focused his thoughts.

		 

		Magdalena paused. Then one hand crept up and the fingers brushed across a breast, just dimpling the skin.

		 

		Keep going, Tim urged.

		 

		Magdalena paused again, then slid her fingers beneath the bra, reached in and cupped a fat breast. Tim could feel it in his hand. It was jiggly and soft. Tim sensed her slight confusion at why she was following this sudden impulse but she kept her fingers wrapped around her tit.

		 

		Pull down your bra. This command took more work and Tim felt the Magdalena part of himself fighting it briefly. Her reluctance was now partially his own. This was completely against office decorum. But Tim pressed on, overwhelming her reluctance, and was rewarded as her other hand came up and yanked down the cup of her bra so she could free her tit. It dangled somewhat painfully over the edge of the bra and he stared at the smooth creamy skin that gradually darkened into a wide pink areola at the tip.

		 

		Tim wondered how far he could push her. Suck on your nipple. Suck on your nipple.

		 

		This command took even more work. Her reluctance was huge. She didn’t want anyone to see her.

		 

		So what if they see you? Tim insisted, imagining how he would react if he came in to find his curvy boss sucking on her own tit. It would be kind of sexy to get caught.

		 

		Magdalena cupped a hand beneath her breast and slowly hefted it to her face. She paused, as if she couldn’t believe she was doing this, then leaned her head down and stuffed her nipple in her mouth. She sucked on herself, her tongue swirling around her sensitive nipple. It was so hot watching his boss suck on her own tit and feeling it from inside her body. A little spike of warmth made itself known between his legs. God, her tits were nice to touch, both inside and out.

		 

		Footsteps outside caught his attention and Magdalena’s propensity for decorum brought out a sudden fear of being caught that overwhelmed Tim. She pulled her tit out of her mouth with a wet pop and shoved it back into her bra. She was adjusting her top just as her assistant came into the room.

		 

		“Yes? What is it that is needed?” She asked. So weird having that rough accent falling from his own lips and feeling her translating in her head from her native language.

		 

		“I’ve got those docs that need signing,” her assistant said, proffering her a few printouts.

		 

		Tim remained in the back of her head as she signed and sent him on his way. All the while there was a little thrill that hadn’t been there before. Magdalena kept searching her assistant’s face for any sign he’d seen what she was doing. Only, it wasn’t to avoid embarrassment. Tim could feel she was sort of excited that he might have seen her bare breast. Flirting with being discovered was making a little warmth creep across Magdalena’s cheeks. Had he turned her into a slight exhibitionist through his influence? Maybe she rationalized and internalized what he’d encouraged her to do, owning it without knowing that her thoughts had been pushed by someone else inside her head.

		 

		When Magdalena’s assistant left, Tim returned his attention to what he’d come in for: Let Timothy leave for the rest of the day, with full pay.

		 

		He repeated it like a mantra until Magdalena’s body turned to the computer and she typed out an email to HR telling them to pay him out for the day. That request was a lot easier than yanking her top down. Maybe because yanking her top down was so far from the norm in an office and therefore had more resistance?

		 

		To get out of Magdalena, he urged her to go down the hall to the women’s toilets and make sure no one was around before going in. His vision spun as she searched around and he caught her justifying what she was doing as being embarrassed to be seen going into the toilet. She was around the corner, unable to be seen by anyone else in the office. Completely without Tim’s influence, she reached up and cupped her breast again. There was that flush in her cheeks.

		 

		“You like this with the tits?” She whispered to herself, before smiling and pushing open the toilet door.

		 

		Tim stumbled out of her before the door swung shut so that he landed in the hallway while she was inside the bathrooms. That was incredible. He wondered how far his influence went. Would her exhibitionism fade? Become more extreme? It was thrilling and a little dangerous knowing he could change a person so easily.

		 

		Maybe he could use it to help out Laura.

		 

		


		 

		4

		 

		Laura had a craving for street tacos from a particular vendor so Tim walked down to the park with her. She wore a daffodil-yellow sundress that looked exquisite on her, particularly when the wind blew lightly and pressed the dress against the outline of her curvy form. She brought a blanket and they spread it out in the shade of some trees in a secluded part of the park.

		 

		“That reminds me…” she said between bites. Then she put her hand to her head and laughed. “Oh god, I forgot what I was going to say!”

		 

		“That happens to me and I don’t even have pregnancy brain. Just normal brain.” Tim said.

		 

		Laura shook her head and shifted, covering up her gorgeous pale legs as the wind threatened to blow her dress up. She ended up leaning on one arm, legs curled to the side, her head near Tim’s shoulder so that her curly red hair wafted against him, bringing with it the glorious scent of her lavender shampoo. She was so unself-conscious with her body today and Tim got the feeling—or the hope—that she was flirting with him. Finally.

		 

		“Not just pregnancy brain. I didn’t get a lot of sleep last night and the morning sickness was bad today so I’m a little loopy.” She laughed again as the wind blew her hair across her face.

		 

		Tim gently tucked the loose lock behind one of her ears and found himself staring into Laura’s eyes. She was so close he could see the little flecks of black in her green eyes, and he could practically count the freckles across her gentle nose. They paused, staring at each other. Tim could sense her longing.

		 

		“You’re beautiful,” he whispered, still full of Gregor’s confidence at love-making. He tilted his face towards hers but she pulled away.

		 

		“Don’t say that,” she murmured.

		 

		“But you are.”

		 

		“I’m not.”

		 

		She sighed and crossed her legs to look out into the distance. But her cheeks were flushed red, just like Tim’s cheeks.

		 

		“Can I tell you a secret?” Tim asked after a few minutes of silence.

		 

		She turned to him with a wary smile. “Depends.”

		 

		“It’s not about us. But I have to tell somebody. It’s been killing me, and I think I can trust you not to laugh.”

		 

		“Ooh, this sounds interesting,” she shifted to face him, her eyes bright.

		 

		“I, um,” Tim plucked a piece of grass and nervously ripped it to pieces as he spoke. “I found this thing last night after I got home. A rock or something and…well…I know this sounds crazy, but it lets me, sort of, jump in to people’s bodies.”

		 

		“Jump in how?”

		 

		“Like I can possess them or something. But they’re still in there so I’m not really controlling them. I can sort of share their bodies.”

		 

		She grinned uncertainly. “Is this from a movie or something?”

		 

		“No, it’s the truth.”

		 

		“Let me see. I can always tell when you’re lying.”

		 

		She got to her knees and leaned towards him, resting her hands on his legs. The neck of her dress hung down, revealing her heavy breasts dangling beneath as Tim willed himself to look into her eyes. She drew her face closer until their noses were almost touching as she stared deeply into his eyes.

		 

		“Say it again,” she said.

		 

		“I can possess people and share their bodies.”

		 

		She looked back and forth between his eyes and then sat back on her haunches so that her baby bump pressed out from beneath her clothes. Her hands were still on his bare knees.

		 

		“Do you believe it?” He asked.

		 

		“I believe you believe it.”

		 

		“It’s true!”

		 

		She laughed, airy and light, delighted with him. “Well, that would be interesting. Prove it. Possess me.”

		 

		“What?” It was more than Tim dared to hope.

		 

		She spread her arms out and repeated herself. “Possess me. Let’s see you do it.”

		 

		“Ok. I think it will be easier if you look the other way. It’s harder when they’re expecting it.”

		 

		“Sure,” she said, clearly humoring him.

		 

		She turned away from Tim. He took a deep breath and then reached out, preparing his inner sense. His hand slipped inside her and then he pushed himself all the way in. Her mind relented easily, but whether it was because she’d given permission or because she wasn’t expecting it or because she was just loopy with fatigue he didn’t know. Whatever it was, he was soon looking out from behind her eyes in less than a second.

		 

		Tim could feel the light breeze whipping across his body and up his dress to caress his bare legs. Laura’s breasts hung from his chest, nearly touching the slight bump of her pregnant belly. Her hair tickled his cheek. The smells of the park were sharper through her nose. It was wonderful feeling every inch of her body, inhabiting her form.

		 

		He left her in control and after a moment the world tilted sickeningly as she turned back to where he’d been sitting. Confusion flooded her mind as her head jerked around to try to find where he’d disappeared to.

		 

		Tim comforted her thoughts, pushing the message Tim was telling the truth into her head until she looked down at herself. She clenched and unclenched her fingers. Tim shared her thoughts and knew that she still felt like herself. She wondered whether he was truly inside her or whether this was just some elaborate prank.

		 

		“Tim?” She asked, her voice spilling from his lips.

		 

		He took control briefly to reply in her voice. “I’m here.”

		 

		She clapped her hands to her mouth and he calmed her again as he sensed her panic start to rise. This was all normal. He’d told the truth. He was inside and he was going to help her out. He was going to prove to her how beautiful she was. Tim pushed these thoughts into her mind and felt her accept them.

		 

		With his inner encouragement she collected the picnic blanket and threw away the trash. Then she walked the few blocks back to her house. How strange it was to walk around as a curvy pregnant woman. His breasts jiggled at each step, his stomach pulled him forward. His entire center of gravity was off, as was his perception of the world. He was too big in some places, too small in others. But, God, it was so wonderful to be inside his crush.

		 

		His feelings blended with hers and he felt her mouth curl into a smile. Laura didn’t know quite why she was suddenly so thrilled to be herself.

		 

		When she arrived back at her house Tim encouraged her to go to her bedroom and stand in front of the full length mirror on the wall. Her reflection came into view and she gazed at herself critically. Tim felt her negative thoughts. She hated her wild hair. Her freckles. Her big stomach. Her flabby arms. All the weight she was putting on because of the pregnancy.

		 

		Tim gradually tamed her thoughts. You’re beautiful. Your arms are perfect. Your body is wonderful. Your face is angelic.

		 

		After several minutes the critical thoughts quieted.

		 

		You like your body. You’re proud of your body. You like looking at your body. Tim repeated.

		 

		Laura continued staring at herself as the changes gradually settled over her. Now she wasn’t darting her eyes around and trying to avoid the sight of herself. She was looking at her face, her skin, her figure outlined beneath the dress.

		 

		Tim continued repeating his compliments as their mind melded. He was so in love with her. So enamored with her body. Their thoughts tangled and combined so that when Laura grabbed the bottom of her dress and lifted it off over her head they both wanted it.

		 

		She tossed the dress aside and stood in just her white bra and panties. The bra held her bobbing, milky breasts. They were getting even larger in pregnancy. Her hips were wide. The thong dug into her soft skin. A small stretch mark curved down one side of her baby bump. She ran her hand across the tight skin of her belly and then half-turned in the mirror.

		 

		At the sight of her delightfully plump ass her negative thoughts again returned: I’m so fat and unlovable.

		 

		Tim pushed his own desire through to her and then they were sharing the delight of looking at her ass. She ran a hand across her bottom in wonder, grabbing a handful of her ass and squeezing. She dropped it to watch it bounce back as she released a deep, shuddering breath.

		 

		God, it was delightful seeing her naked in the flesh after all this time and feeling her body from the inside. Laura apparently felt those thoughts too and soon her hands were playing across her warm skin as she stared at her reflection.

		 

		“Fuck, look at that ass,” she whispered to herself as she gave her butt a light tap and watched it jiggle. Whether it was Tim or Laura who said it Tim didn’t know. Their desires were one, and they were for all of her body.

		 

		Warmth crept up through Laura’s body as she stroked herself, hands gliding across the plump warm skin, over her baby bump and down between her thighs. As her fingers skated over her panties she hitched a breath and Tim felt her shudder as delight filled her body. Her hands moved faster, pinching and squeezing, wanting herself.

		 

		She unclasped her bra and her tits fell free. She grabbed them in each hand and squeezed gently, both of them enjoying the plump weight of them. Tim was delighted to finally be able to touch her, even if it was using her own hands. He likely would have cum right there if he’d been a guy. Instead a bright flush of warmth rushed through Laura’s body. His body tingled and…so this was what getting wet was like. A sort of beautiful tension growing within her core.

		 

		Without Tim’s urging she rolled down her panties, revealing her bright red bush. Had there ever been a more beautiful sight than Laura fondling her tits and staring at her own naked image? Her eyes gazed up and down her body as Tim shared in her lust for herself that he’d caused. She turned and eyed herself, admiring those tits, that ass, that cute baby bump, those gorgeous freckles. She suddenly wanted every inch of herself, Tim and Laura’s desire merging ever deeper.

		 

		She reached a hand between her legs and her fingers found her wetness. Tim felt her slide into herself, landing on her glaze and spreading it across her slit. She knew just how to touch herself and Tim let her take the lead. Her fingers rested on each side of her swelling clit and she rubbed in tight circles, slowly at first but growing faster and harder as her lust deepened.

		 

		They moaned together as her other hand continued fondling one of her tits. It spilled from her fingers, beautiful in its fulness. The tiny pink nipple spiked to attention at her touch, contrasting with the pale creamy skin around it. Tim felt his pussy part for his fingers, felt himself penetrate and being penetrated, felt the warm lips of his pussy clasp his finger as they rubbed faster.

		 

		The sound of her wetness soon hit his ears as his fingers squelched through her sopping wet pussy. Laura was disgusted by it but it just made Tim hornier for this body he now possessed. Soon it made Laura hornier, too, as his desires became hers.

		 

		“Oh fuck,” she moaned, and the first orgasm made her knees weak.

		 

		She quivered and shook around her fingers, falling back lightly onto the bed behind her and spreading her legs. Her fat tits rested on top of her bump while she continued working her fingers inside herself. She was so warm and wet and wonderful.

		 

		“Oh. Oh! Oooh!” Laura moaned, stroking herself harder, her voice rising in pitch until she came again.

		 

		The orgasm was blissful. Waves of pleasure pulsed through her pregnant body and Tim luxuriated in it all, joining her in orgasm as they both enjoyed her body. The delight filled each inch of her, making her toes curl and her eyes clench tight. It made all of Tim’s previous orgasms pale in comparison.

		 

		They came down slowly and then Laura curled on her side, the occasional afterglow making her shudder. Her tits draped heavily down her body and she stroked them gently as she cooled, still enjoying Tim’s desire for them.
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		Tim released his inner grip and slid out of Laura, his body landing behind her on the bed in the same position she was in, his arm tucked under his head. The bed shifted beneath his weight and Laura fell back against him. He wrapped his arm around her and cupped a breast as she snuggled back into him. Having Laura so naked and so close made Tim’s cock leap to attention. Though he’d enjoyed her orgasm in her body, his body hadn’t actually had sex. He moved around so she couldn’t feel his hard-on and ruin their moment of intimacy, though he desperately wanted to slide into her warmth and feel her wrapped around him.

		 

		“You were there for all that?”

		 

		“Everything,” Tim smiled into her hair, enjoying the intoxicating floral scent of her shampoo.

		 

		“Did you make me feel that good?” She half turned and gazed up at him.

		 

		“You did that to yourself. I just helped you realize how gorgeous you are.”

		 

		“So those feelings I had about myself. They were yours?”

		 

		Her buoyant tits were flopped over to one side and he traced one lovingly with a finger. “Yes.”

		 

		She looked down at herself and glided her hands along the gentle swell of her hips and butt. The way her eyes lingered on her naked body Tim knew that his feelings had lodged in her. Just like with his boss, it seemed that when he merged with someone and gently nudged them they would internalize his feelings as their own.

		 

		“I didn’t think…” She began and trailed off. “I mean…I hoped you felt that way but…isn’t this wrong? I was your teacher. I’m twice your age.”

		 

		He took her hand and kissed her fingers. “You haven’t been my teacher for a long time. And I don’t care about your age. I like you for you.”

		 

		“Not because I hang with Leonardo?”

		 

		“What?”

		 

		She waved her arm and giggled. “It’s a song. Before your time.”

		 

		They lay in silence for a moment. Laura turned back onto her side and Tim caressed the curve of her body.

		 

		“Tim?”

		 

		“Yes?”

		 

		“Do you think you could…take me out?”

		 

		“Like on a date?”

		 

		She half turned to him. “No. Well, sort of. I mean…can you wear my body and take me out? Make me feel sexy again? I want to feel that confidence about myself I had when you were inside me.”

		 

		“I would love to. When?”

		 

		“How about now?”

		 

		“Sure.”

		 

		Still lying down, Tim felt for the inner touch that had become ever more familiar and he scooted into Laura’s body. Her body shimmied briefly, and he was once again behind her eyes. There had been no struggle this time as she’d invited him in.

		 

		It was such a pleasure to feel Laura’s sated body after being so horny in his. Their pleasure had been satisfied but the desire was still there, just waiting for him.

		 

		Laura pushed herself up to a sitting position and Tim’s tits wobbled above his baby belly as he did so. It was an effort to stand with this new weight distribution but Laura was used to it by now. She stepped back into her panties. Tim made her fingers come up to give her tits a quick squeeze and she laughed as he took control.

		 

		“Are you a breast man, Tim?” She chuckled.

		 

		The world tilted as Laura turned to her closet. She opened it up and flipped through the rack of dresses that still fit her pregnant body. She had her hand on one, a blue flowing thing that looked like something Tim’s mom might wear. Certainly nothing to go out in.

		 

		Tim nudged her away from that choice. Her hand paused as she felt his resistance. Then she returned the dress to the rack and continued flipping through. As she reached out to flip past a sexy black number, Tim caught her memory. It was a sexy maternity dress that she’d bought on a whim but had never worn out.

		 

		That one, Tim insisted.

		 

		“Really?” She asked.

		 

		“Definitely,” he responded with her voice.

		 

		She took it off the rack. It was a sleeveless dress that hooked down over her shoulders to cover and support her breasts. The swooping fabric left a gap between one arm and her waist for some of her pregnant belly to be on display. She slipped into it and it draped down over her form, gently caressing her body. Turning to the mirror, they both peered at the outfit. It showed much more skin than Laura was comfortable with but Tim insisted.

		 

		You look so hot, he said, pushing his own feelings into her mind.

		 

		He felt her shoulders straighten with confidence. Her body turned this way and that as Laura began admiring the shape of the dress and the way it fell across her body. Her hands came up to her tits and she began fondling herself again as her body warmed. As tempted as Tim was, he figured he should dial back her desire for herself. Reluctantly, he did so, and she soon dropped her tits and laughed at herself, though the warmth still lingered inside.

		 

		Laura went into the bathroom to do her makeup. It was bliss staring at her face in the mirror as she made herself up into perfection. Lip gloss made her red lips match her hair. She dabbled on the concealer and the eyeliner and the blush before combing out her hair. Just staring at her reflection made Tim want her right there and he felt her begin to grow wet again.

		 

		“Mmm, is that you or me?” She purred, gently thrusting her waist up against the edge of the sink.

		 

		Tim pulled back his desire once more, tamping it down by concentrating on what else needed to be done to get out the door. She found a matching purse and some low heels and then they set off to a bar.

		 

		The bar they settled on was a relatively new one. A hipster joint that was set up in a converted warehouse. The lights were low and the music was tolerable. Laura took up a position at a small round table and ordered a complicated alcohol-free fruit drink. She sipped it through a straw as she glanced around the place. There were some couples and few larger groups of men and women dotted around the place.

		 

		Laura was nervous. Her heart was beating fast and her palms were sweaty. Tim felt her reluctance to be here and dressed like this. What was she doing? Nobody here would want her.

		 

		“This is so awkward,” she whispered.

		 

		Tim took control of her mouth to respond. “Shhh. It’ll be okay. You’ll see. Just tell me who you like.”

		 

		He withdrew and let her look around some more. He’d gotten used to not controlling his body and the sudden movement of his head no longer made him queasy. After a few minutes, two guys entered the bar and Laura focused on one of them. He seemed to be an older man probably about Laura’s age. He had short blond hair and fair features. He came in laughing heartily and even when he stopped laughing he looked perpetually on the edge of a smile. He didn’t seem particularly sporty or fit but he wasn’t out of shape, either.

		 

		“That one,” Laura whispered.

		 

		Tim took control of her lips once more. “Get us close to him while no one’s around.”

		 

		Laura sipped her drink as the two guys ordered. Halfway through his beer the blond man stepped away from his stool and moved towards the hallway down the back of the bar that held the bathrooms. Laura slipped out of her seat and followed him. He disappeared into the men’s room before Laura could reach him so she hung out in the hallway between the two toilets. She paced, wringing her hands. Tim felt her embarrassment as his own and almost chickened out.

		 

		When the blond guy came out of the bathroom he almost bumped into her. The guy smiled at her. Laura laughed nervously. As soon as the blond man passed her Tim released his grip on her. He appeared briefly between them, just long enough to register Laura’s shock at his sudden appearance, and then walked inside the blonde guy.

		 

		Like when Tim had tried taking over Ollie, this guy struggled. He mentally fought. Tim clung on, riding the man like a bucking bronco until his mind gave up and Tim slipped in behind his eyes, taking complete control.

		 

		Tim stopped and turned. Laura was still standing there, her mouth open in a little ‘oh’ of surprise. She looked so cute. Even the man Tim was inside thought so. Tim held out his hand.

		 

		“Sorry. I didn’t see you there but now that I have I can’t forget you.” It was a cheesy line but Laura blushed and shook his hand. Her fingers were warm and gentle in Tim’s new calloused hand. “I’m Eric.” Tim used the man’s real name, pulled from his memories. Tim was getting good at this.

		 

		“L-laura,” she replied.

		 

		“Lovely to meet you, Laura. Let me just tell my friend I’ve found a new conversation partner.”

		 

		“Okay.” Laura was hesitant, as if she could hardly believe this was happening.

		 

		Tim went over to Eric’s friend and explained that he was going to flirt with the hot redhead. Then he took his drink and brought it to Laura’s table. Eric moved about with a confidence Tim didn’t have. Even though his belly was slightly jiggly and he wasn’t the fittest—Eric’s memories showed he was proud of his ‘dad-bod’—he was brimming with confidence.

		 

		When he returned to Laura’s table she leaned forward and peered into his eyes. “Tim?”

		 

		“I’m still here. But I can tell Eric likes you, too. He would have come over here himself but he was afraid you’d reject him.”

		 

		It was a little white lie. Eric did find her attractive, but he was a little put off by the baby bump. Laura didn’t need to know that. Tim took her hand and flirted and laughed with her for a few hours. Eric’s real memories blended with Tim’s and it was sometimes hard to remember when telling a story which one of them had experienced it. When Eric’s friend told him he was leaving Tim waved him away and kept his attention on Laura.

		 

		She was giggly and nervous but she calmed as Tim moved ever closer. They kept coming up with excuses to touch each other. A pat on the arm here, a brush of fingertips there. At long last Tim bent his head towards her and her lips came up to meet his. Her lips were warm and her breath tasted of the fruity drink she’d been imbibing. The touch of her soft skin made Eric’s desire bubble to life. Now both Tim and his host had the same aim.

		 

		“Shall we continue this back at your place?” Tim whispered, taking her hand.

		 

		She nodded and he escorted her out of the bar.

		 

		They’d barely made it in the door of Laura’s house before she was on him, wrapping her arms around his torso and pulling him in for a kiss. Tim let himself be pulled and they made out as they explored each other by touch. Tim’s new cock jumped to attention, straining against his pants.

		 

		He stroked Laura’s impressive tits as they made out. His hands wandered down her body, over her bump and across her hips. She walked backwards, steering him down the hallway to the bedroom. They disrobed in between kisses, leaving their clothes strewn about the place. Tim stripped Laura’s dress down and she stepped out of it. Then he helped her out of her bra and panties as she helped him get naked.

		 

		Once again Tim was staring down at a stranger’s body from inside while his new cock grew larger. This body was a little hefty, with more bulk than Tim’s skinny frame. But, god, both he and his host wanted Laura so much right now. She stood before him, naked and shy as a teenage virgin. He took her in his arms and kissed her again, his hands running down to clutch her plump ass and hold her close. Her hot breath whispered into his mouth as she melted into him.

		 

		Tim felt Eric’s sudden urgency to taste her. He sat her down on the bed and knelt between her legs. He put a hand on each of her knees and slowly slid her legs apart.

		 

		“What are you doing?” She whispered, her voice quivering with longing.

		 

		He looked into her gorgeous green eyes. “I’m so hungry for you.”

		 

		He was. Eric loved eating pussy and Tim buried his head between Laura’s legs. Her scent was heavenly. Musky and tangy and delicious. Tim used Eric’s skills and slid his tongue up and down her gorgeous amber groove. Eric knew exactly what her clit felt like, what it tasted like, and was rewarded with her divine saltiness as he found it and licked across it in foreign shapes.

		 

		Laura lay back, relaxing beneath Eric’s sure tongue. Her legs began wriggling back and forth and Tim listened to her moans to know when to move, when to stop, when to go harder and when to ease up. Tim was rock hard now, and it was all he could do to hang on to himself as Laura came beneath his expert tongue.

		 

		“Oh!” She released a tiny cry, her body undulating as pleasure spiked through her.

		 

		Fuck, it was hot watching her cum. Tim gazed up from between her legs as she clutched her tits and closed her eyes, wriggling in ecstasy as the first orgasm washed through her. Tim pulled away briefly to gaze into her glistening folds. His cock was demanding he slide inside and be surrounded by that perfect wet heat.

		 

		Tim got to his knees on the bed and lifted her legs, one strong arm on each of her dainty calves. He spread her wide and brought his new cock up against her tight hole. Tim let his cock slide up against her clit, lubricating himself on her juices and driving another quivering cry from her lips. Then he slid in with one deep, silky thrust and they both moaned as he filled her. She was perfect. Tim closed his eyes, savoring her wet cunt clutching his cock. Their heat mingled and he slid in until she was full. Her hands came up to her tits and she played with herself as Tim knelt at the foot of the bed and slowly pumped in and out of her.

		 

		Tim was enamored with Laura’s body, in love with every beautiful inch of her. His eyes travelled up and down her form as he slid in and out, but always returning to her pussy. It was breathtaking to watch them connected so closely, to see himself enter her, feel her wrapped around him, and then pull out covered with her juices.

		 

		Eric had amazing control and Tim gradually sped up along with Laura. Tim took his cues from Eric’s experience, knowing just what Laura’s sounds meant, able to identify what she wanted with just a glance. They rocked back and forth as her cries rose in pitch. She clutched herself, pinching her nipples, urging the desire up, up, until she exploded with another orgasm. Tim timed it and came with her, erupting inside her as she wriggled and moaned around his cock. He pumped her full of his cum, the lust making him groan and drive in as deep as he could. She came around him, her pussy gripping him tight as he filled her.

		 

		He came down first and then she, still trembling, joined him. He pulled out and climbed up to lay behind her, nestling his cock against the swell of her ass. She shivered with afterglow as he clutched her and kissed her neck, whispering sweet nothings in her ear.

		 

		Finally, she turned to him. “That was incredible. Thank you for that. I can’t believe you’d possess someone for me.”

		 

		“I’d do anything for you,” Tim said, kissing her tiny nose.

		 

		“Let’s get rid of Eric and you can show me how you feel.”

		 

		Tim got dressed and let Eric out of the apartment before releasing his grip. Tim’s body reappeared and he scrambled back into Laura’s house before Eric could turn around. When Tim returned to Laura’s bedroom she was still lying on the bed. Her hands were between her legs, her fingers slick with her own juices as she stroked herself.

		 

		“What are you waiting for?” She purred.

		 

		Tim used the skills he’d learned from Eric to please her over and over. That night, and for every night after.

		 

		# # #

		 

		


		 

		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:

		 

		
			A Friend in Need
		

		A young woman secretly uses some body transforming pills to turn into a sexy man so she can flirt with her mom's friend and give her a confidence boost, but she soon gives in to her new body's urges.

		 

		
			Trip of a Lifetime
		

		In the near future a young man gets a rare chance to go on a tour of battlefield sites in another country using long range body swapping technology. The only catch is that he has to do it in a woman's body.

		 

		
			Going Pro
		

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

		 

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