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		I, Copy

		 

		Patrick shielded his eyes from the sun as Heather threw open the ornate set of glass doors leading out to her immense backyard garden. The scent of rose and honeysuckle filled the air as Patrick followed her out onto the patio.

		 

		“The gardener comes out once a week so if you see an old man out here that’s Javier. No need to call the police,” Heather explained. She gestured to a corner of the garden, the gold rings on her fingers sparkling in the sun. “This sprinkler has been acting up and will sometimes spray the window. I’ve been meaning to have a man out here to fix it but—”.

		 

		Heather’s phone beeped in her hand. She peered down at it and sighed. “One second,” she said to Patrick as she began typing away furiously with both thumbs.

		 

		Patrick nodded and kept his hands clasped behind his back. He looked around the garden, admiring the sun-dappled lawn and the neatly trimmed trees surrounding it. Yet of all the beauty out here his gaze kept drifting back to Heather. She ignored him, her nose buried in her phone, which gave him time to admire her. He’d always been fascinated and a bit jealous of her.

		 

		She was in her early forties and still had the petite frame that had enabled her success as a ballet dancer. A sky-blue caftan dress draped down her form, ending just below her calves. When she walked, Patrick caught a peak of her well-toned legs, still lean and powerful after all these years. She glided effortlessly through her huge house like the talented performer she used to be.

		 

		Heather hit ‘send’ and looked up at Patrick with her startling green eyes. “Sorry. Where was I?”

		 

		“The sprinkler,” Patrick replied.

		 

		“Right. Don’t open these doors if it sprays the window or you’ll soak the entire floor. Come this way.”

		 

		She gestured imperiously and turned without waiting for Patrick. She had such confidence as she glided back into the house. Just before she stepped back inside a light breeze kicked up some locks of her shoulder length auburn hair and ruffled her dress. It clung lightly to her petite form, outlining her incredible buttocks. She smoothed her hair back down over one dainty ear, just over the scar from her most recent plastic surgery, as she proceeded back through the kitchen.

		 

		Movement in the corner of the room caught Patrick’s eye and he turned just in time to see a black flash dart under the kitchen table.

		 

		“Ah, yes,” Heather laughed, “There’s Sphinx. He’s a fraidy cat in the most literal sense. Terrified of strangers. I don’t expect you’ll see him much.”

		 

		Patrick bent and peered under the table. The cat’s huge yellow eyes reflected back at him, body tensed and one paw lifted in the air, ready to run should Patrick come any nearer. Patrick had already been shown where the cat food and the litter box were and was assured that Sphinx would come around once he saw who was in charge of the food.

		 

		As they proceeded into the living room Patrick shoved his hands into the pockets of the jeans that hung from his scrawny hips. He clutched the vial of nanobot dust in one hand and drew it out. His palms were sweaty with anticipation and he kept his hands behind his back so he could untwist the top of the small vial while Heather showed him around the rest of the house.

		 

		“No parties while I’m gone,” Heather said over her shoulder.

		 

		“Of course,” Patrick replied dutifully.

		 

		“And if you have friends—” Heather was again interrupted by her phone.

		 

		She paused in the middle of the dark wood-paneled living room, beside the antique couch, and typed out another message on her phone. This should have been Patrick’s chance to sprinkle the dust on her but he was captured by nostalgia for the room.

		 

		Heather had known Patrick’s dad since forever and they acted like siblings. Heather used to joke that she was Patrick’s surrogate aunt. When Patrick was young, back when his mother was alive, Heather used to babysit him in this very house. Back then she’d just been getting her pantyhose business together. Though her business would soon go on to rival Spanx in sales and be set up in a huge corporate office in downtown Chicago, back then Heather was the owner, sole employee, spokesperson, photographer and model. She leveraged her fame on the stage to get her business off the ground.

		 

		Patrick still had vivid memories of watching Heather friend framed by the living room doors as she modelled her pantyhose and took her own promotional pictures. The camera flashed every time she moved as she posed her sheer pantyhose-clad legs this way and that, flexing and bending. Patrick was smitten with her legs from an early age, in particular the way she rolled the sheer pantyhose material up each leg until they clasped her tight body, making her calves and her thighs appear oh-so-shiny and smooth. A few times Heather had seen him gaping at her and invited him over.

		 

		“Want to feel them?” Heather laughed. “They’re very soft.”

		 

		It was a completely innocent request at the time and Patrick shuffled over to her and ran his hands up her leg before pinching the material between his fingers. It was so soft and slick. He’d been too young to understand his attraction to her pantyhose back then. All he knew was that he was drawn to it like nothing he’d ever known.

		 

		By the time he was eighteen years old he understood his feelings. The mix of desire, envy and want that sat like a hot ball of lead in his stomach whenever Heather walked past in those pantyhose of hers. Her legs. Her hips. Her butt. Her breasts. Her face. Her attitude. He wanted it all.

		 

		By the time Patrick shook off those memories Heather had finished typing. “Where was I?”

		 

		“Something about friends?” Patrick suggested.

		 

		“Right. If you have friends over please have them remove their shoes before entering. The maid only comes once a week and if dirt sits there for that long it’s liable to become permanent.”

		 

		The moved down the hallway and up the stairs, Heather’s wiggling butt going ahead of Patrick, calling to him like a siren. He wanted to have it, to feel what it was like as it swayed back and forth seductively with each step, to be able to run his hand down that taut backside whenever he wished. And he would have it if only he could stay focused and use the nanobots.

		 

		Patrick’s father worked in a science lab and Patrick visited him often. Patrick was quick to pick up the concepts and his dad’s colleagues loved to explain their inventions to him. They probably thought most of what they said went right over his head but Patrick understood it all. Or enough, anyway. That was why he swiped the nanobots and copied the program to use them onto his phone. It was totally illegal but completely worth it to enact his desires. Because as long as Patrick had remembered, he’d wanted to become Heather.

		 

		Heather showed him where the extra linens were kept and then ushered him into the master bedroom. “This is all yours. I’ve cleaned out some space in the closet for you.”

		 

		She yanked open the door to the huge walk-in robe and danced inside before flicking on the light. Among the rows of dresses and blouses and tops and pants and pantsuits hanging from the closet there was a narrow empty space for Patrick’s clothes, along with some empty drawers.

		 

		Heather’s phone chimed yet again and she looked down at it with another heavy sigh. Patrick shuffled around behind her, pretending to look at all the clothes as he unscrewed the vial. While Heather remained bent over her phone Patrick reached down and tipped the silver dust containing the nanobots on to her neck. He then pulled out his phone and set the nanobots to collect her bio-data.

		 

		Heather absently scratched at the back of her neck before shivering slightly as the nanobots ran over her body, taking minute samples of her DNA and copying every bit of her.

		 

		Heather finished typing out her message and slid her phone closed. “That’s it, I’m leaving this damn thing here. They can figure this shit out on their own. I had to. Here, please take it before I change my mind.” She handed him her phone.

		 

		As they headed back downstairs Patrick spoke up from behind Heather. “You’ll be gone for a month, right?”

		 

		“Six weeks. Back on April twenty-third. Please don’t enjoy my house too much because you’ll have to leave when I return,” Heather laughed.

		 

		Patrick chuckled politely. They reached the bottom of the stairs, where the last of Heather’s luggage sat. A driver hefted it up and carried it down the front porch to a waiting town car.

		 

		“Here are the keys,” Heather said, dropping a small set of keys into Patrick’s hand. “And I think that’s it. Security code and internet password are on the fridge. Anything else?”

		 

		“I don’t think so.”

		 

		“Well, then, thank you for house sitting and I’ll see you in six weeks.”

		 

		She held her arms out for a hug. As Patrick embraced her he tapped the sensor on the bottom of the vial that called back the nanobots. He felt Heather shiver as they raced back up her body and filled the vial while he clasped his body to hers.

		 

		Patrick was a head taller than her and even though she seemed like a tiny woman she was surprisingly solid, particularly her breast implants. They were a size D from memory. The solid lumps pressed against Patrick’s chest in a most inviting way.

		 

		She pulled away and Patrick looked into Heather’s merry green eyes. “Have a good trip.”

		 

		“Thank you.”

		 

		She proceeded down the steps and into the waiting car. Patrick waved to her from the porch as the car drove out of the driveway and away down the street. He waited on the porch for a few minutes, his anticipating mounting, just to make sure she hadn’t forgotten anything. He ran his hand nervously through his messy brown hair.

		 

		It felt so much calmer when Heather was gone. She was always such a flurry of activity. Patrick wondered if he could ever hope to act the tiniest bit like her and even fool one person, much less everyone in her life.

		 

		Pulling out his phone, Patrick brought up the program. He sat on the living room couch and set it all up, turning the nanobots from ‘copy’ to ‘paste’. It took a while for the program to load. That was fine. He wouldn’t be leaving the house anyway until he was positive Heather was in the air.

		 

		Patrick passed the time by trying to tempt Sphinx out from his hiding spot but the cat refused to budge and only retreated further back into the corner whenever Patrick tried to come nearer. Finally, his phone chimed to let him know the program was complete. Patrick stood in the middle of the living room and took a deep breath. This whole thing was experimental. He had no idea what it would feel like or whether it would even work on a human subject. Sure it had worked on the monkeys but they were, well, monkeys.

		 

		Patrick untwisted the top of the vial and dumped it on his head. It tickled as the nanobots made their way down and across and inside his body, like someone was touching him with a bunch of feathers. For an instant there was a ticklish sensation in his throat as the nanobots raced down inside him, slowly changing him from inside and out.

		 

		For a few seconds it seemed like nothing was happening. Gradually Patrick became aware of a slight tickle that started in his belly and spread out through his body. He looked down at himself and could feel the changes before he saw them. The skin on his arms seem to ripple and as he held his fingers in front of his face they began to change. His stubby fingers elongated and thinned, the nails growing to perfectly manicured points as the skin on his palms softened. When his callouses disappeared he found he now had Heather’s delicate-yet-powerful hands.

		 

		The changes raced up each arm. The light tufts of dark hair tracing up each forearm retracted into his body. His musculature changed, biceps shrinking, his entire arm shortening, becoming wiry and taut in a delightful feminine way. The room seemed to dip and it took a second for Patrick to realize that it wasn’t the room that was growing but himself that was shrinking.

		 

		The little hair he had on his legs retracted and his calves became slender but with increased definition. He felt his feet and toes shifting inside his shoes, shrinking and growing daintier. Now his size eleven shoes were much too big for his tiny feet but before he could even begin to take them off something tickled down his forehead and the back of his neck.

		 

		Patrick reached up to find his hair growing out. Pulling a strand around in front of his eyes he saw it change to the dark auburn color of Heather’s hair. His face wiggled as the nanobots reshaped his features, softening his nose and cheeks and giving him Heather’s exquisite chin and profile, down to the plastic surgery. His teeth and tongue reshaped themselves. His throat hummed as his vocal chords were altered.

		 

		The changes flitted down from his face and up from his feet. His cock shifted beneath his underwear, sliding up his leg as it disappeared into his body. The funny feeling after that must have been the appearance of his new pussy and the reshaping of his internal organs. His hips grew more rounded as his waist narrowed and on his chest two small bumps appeared, growing larger and heavier, pressing out his tee shirt until Heather’s prominent fake breasts hung from his chest, huge and proud.

		 

		The changes stopped. The living room was hot now, likely a result of Patrick’s body mass that had been converted to energy. Patrick gaped down at his new body. He was still wearing the baggy tee shirt, khaki shorts and worn sneakers that he’d come in with, but the body beneath was Heather’s. He could barely see past his breasts and he clutched them with Heather’s hands. They were solid and amazing.

		 

		“Oh my god, it worked,” he whispered, his hands coming up to his soft lips in wonder at the sound of Heather’s voice.

		 

		He moved to go upstairs and his shoes nearly flopped off. He laughed and then stooped to take them off, along with his socks. Bending down like this he was truly aware of how much his breasts weighed, how his chest pulled him down. Slipping off his socks revealed Heather’s dainty feet, the toes so delicate and yet so strong from the years of ballet.

		 

		His jeans were dangling from his slender hips and he pushed them off and rolled down his baggy underwear before tossing off his too-large shirt. Heather’s naked body was spread out below him and he took some time to admire himself, eyes grazing down the elegant shape of her ass and legs. She definitely still kept herself fit.

		 

		Patrick padded silently upstairs, surprised to find that he now had Heather’s graceful manner. He seemed to glide across the floor, each step precise yet effortlessly casual. His hips swayed and his little butt swished out behind him as he made his way up the stairs. His solid breasts bounced wonderfully with each step.

		 

		When Patrick reached the top floor he hurried into Heather’s bedroom and threw open her closet doors. He turned on the light and then gazed around at the sheer volume of outfits in the massive closet. Patrick’s eyes went wide with glee and he flipped through the hangers of clothes, picking out the outfits that appealed to him, the ones he’d seen her wear, and lay them out on the bed. There was the white dress she wore to his birthday party, there the professional pantsuit she was wearing when he visited her at work, there the button down blouse and skirt combo she had on when she came for dinner that one time.

		 

		He brought the silky blouse to his nose and inhaled. It smelled like her, like the unique blend of her honey-scented soap and floral shampoo. Patrick shimmied into some panties and a bra, then hiked the skirt up his waist and buttoned the blouse around him before posing in the full-length mirror opposite the bed. When he stepped into view he was in awe. Heather stared back at him from his reflection. Her body moved when he moved, her mouth open in wonder. Her hair was a little more wild than usual but otherwise it was the lovely familiar sight of Heather. No one would realize in a million years that it wasn’t actually her.

		 

		Patrick went through the rest of the outfits, shimmying into each one before standing in front of the mirror, posing for himself. In her white dress he practiced going through the ballet positions. He was able to tap into her muscle memory, moving his arms and legs perfectly into position as if it had been Patrick who’d been professionally trained. Patrick couldn’t have said what exactly each position was supposed to be, it just felt right.

		 

		Patrick felt a little guilty about his plan to pretend to be Heather. But the sheer delight at owning her body and her life, even if just for a little while, overwhelmed him with happiness. He would need to know more about her though. And then it came to him: he had her phone!

		 

		He raced downstairs, his white dress blowing across his body, thighs swishing together so wonderfully. He dug through the pocket of his shorts for her phone and opened it up with her face. Sitting on the couch, he scrolled through her emails and messages, learning as much about her professional life as he could. Then he turned to her social media pages.

		 

		God, she was so elegant. All these professional pictures from the events and the forums and the corporate meetings and the public relations announcements. Not to mention the pictures of Heather posing in her line of pantyhose and workout gear.

		 

		Patrick ran back upstairs to her room and found the clothes that matched each photo. He put them on one at a time and practiced Heather’s facial expressions, arching his eyebrow just so, putting on the tiny enigmatic smile, until he was sure he could perfectly copy her. But still he was missing something, and when he opened up one of her drawers and found the wide variety of pantyhose he realized what it was.

		 

		His heart thumped in his chest as he pulled out some pantyhose and rolled them up each leg. He let his hands glide across his calves and his inner thighs as he did so. When they were on he adjusted the gusset against himself and then stood in front of the mirror.

		 

		Patrick was gorgeous. Heat throbbed through him as he let his gaze drift down the white dress, past the immense amount of cleavage on display, down to his pantyhose-clad legs. Patrick had been putting it off for so long but his desire burst out in a rush.

		 

		Patrick tossed off his white dress and unclasped his bra. It dropped to the floor and he gasped at the sight of her immense breasts, heavy and proud. Gripping his chest, he let his fingers roam over the breasts for which Heather had paid top dollar. Watching Heather in the mirror, her tiny body naked as she touched herself, only served to turn him on that much more. Patrick was gentle with his new tits at first, unsure how sensitive they were, but he soon found he could push them together and squeeze them fairly hard. His little nipples stood to attention, rising to sharp pink peaks atop the full roundness of his tits. Stroking them lightly made his body hum and he teased them for a few seconds while his body warmed. Mmm, they felt so good to stroke. Each touch sent little tingles down his body, creating a delicious warmth that gathered between his thighs.

		 

		Patrick dropped one breast so his hand could roam down his trim stomach and over his mound. His fingertips landed on the slick pantyhose and he followed the gusset down until his fingers were poised over his new opening. He spread his legs slightly as the warmth building within him demanded more. Patrick traced his entrance up and down, pushing the silky pantyhose into himself and feeling it dip into his moisture. He shivered as he touched himself, body growing wet with arousal.

		 

		Clutching his breast with his other hand, he continued exploring his new pussy, stroking up and down himself while he grew ever warmer. He spread his dew up and down his opening beneath the pantyhose, still moving slowly, just enjoying teasing Heather’s body into a warm arousal. He pressed harder, the pantyhose stretching up against his pussy. His fingertips found his sensitive clit and he used Heather’s muscle memory to find the perfect spot. She was a sensual woman, unafraid of sex and sure of her own body. Patrick found the spot immediately, placing a finger either side of his clit and rubbing in a tight circle. The slightly rougher gusset of the pantyhose felt wonderful against his slick pleasure button.

		 

		His breath came faster and he shivered, releasing a hitching breath. His moisture gathered on his fingers and he stroked in tight circles. A light bloom of pleasure exploded within him and he sat heavily on the bed behind him. His legs spread, he grasped his pantyhose and yanked up, using the rough gusset to create a wonderful pressure on his pussy. His hips thrust up involuntarily and he drove up and down like this before he couldn’t take it anymore and pressed the side of his hand hard up against his pussy. The pressure was perfect. Heather’s body was wonderfully responsive and it cried out for more. Patrick moved faster, fingers gliding round his tits, grinding his pussy against the edge of his hand as his pussy lips opened ever more and his clit budded out. He stoked faster, harder until with a strangled cry he came. His body shook and he threw his head back, mouth open to moan his pleasure to the empty room.

		 

		He kept his hands on his pussy, circling, circling as the pleasure carried him up. He paused as it released him, but only for a few seconds. His body needed more. He grasped a tit again, squeezing his swollen nipple in two fingers as he resumed stroking his pussy. He was so wet. The sounds of his slick pussy hit his ears and he fingered himself until the warmth erupted through him and he came again. This orgasm was harder, higher than the first. He floated in the hot glow of his pleasure, body on fire with desire, until he cooled enough to fall back onto the bed.

		 

		Heather’s mountainous tits rose with each breath. The scent of her delicious pussy filled the room. Patrick smiled, knowing it was all his for now.

		 

		Experiencing her muscle memory had filled him with confidence. He’d felt a little guilty when he came up with this plan but now, floating in the afterglow of Heather’s orgasm, he admitted that it was what he needed to do. He was going to step into her life and be Heather for a few weeks. He’d studied her life for a while now. He had her phone and access to all her personal and professional messages. This should be fun.
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		The next morning Patrick rose and stretched in Heather’s body. He was a little stiff at first but after a few minutes he warmed up. Wondering about the extent of Heather’s abilities, he tried a few moves. He was light on his tiptoes as he did a plie across the room. This was followed by a few spins and then a split. He was happily astonished to find he could sink all the way down on the plush carpet, his legs spread out in front and behind him.

		 

		He did her business and brushed his teeth before applying her makeup. Patrick had studied her thoroughly and, with the help of her muscle memory, was able to perfectly mimic her look. He brushed out her auburn hair and curled the ends slightly, just as she sometimes did.

		 

		Patrick retrieved Heather’s phone and shot off a quick email to Jason, who was acting in Heather’s position while she was gone, telling her he’d changed his mind about the trip and would be coming in to the office. Then it was into the closet to look for an outfit. There was a sexy but professional navy dress and matching heels that Patrick thought would look fantastic on him. He shrugged on a bra and some pantyhose then put on the dress. It draped over his body and hugged his stomach, subtly accentuating his breasts.

		 

		By the time he was dressed, Jason had replied expressing his surprise at the decision to cancel the trip. Patrick assured him that he would mostly be observing. That would take some of the pressure off while still allowing him to enjoy Heather’s life.

		 

		Heather’s office was in a tall high-rise in downtown Chicago. Patrick drove there in her blue Mercedes and parked in her spot near the entrance. He strolled in through the doors and pushed the elevator for her floor. His heart hammered in his chest as the elevator rose. Heather’s reflection stared back at him from the mirrored elevator doors. His hair fell down to his shoulders just so. The dress clung lightly to his body, hinting at the beautiful figure beneath. She was gorgeous. Perfect. He shot himself a tiny smile. God, he was turning himself on just looking at his reflection. The bell finally dinged and the doors swung open onto Heather’s office.

		 

		The place was decorated in a plush corporate style. Muted art prints hung on the walls and the décor was mostly gold and black, the color of Heather’s logo. The cute young secretary behind the front desk was surprised to see him.

		 

		“Oh! Ms. Collins. I thought you were on vacation.”

		 

		“I can’t stay away, Sage,” Patrick said with a grin.

		 

		He’d visited Heather’s offices on many occasions, coming up with reasons to drop by or arranging to meet her for lunch. Even interning for a summer. In that time he’d been very chatty with the receptionist as well as anyone else he met. He knew most of the people in the office, or had at least a passing familiarity with them. But still, as he swished past reception towards Heather’s glamorous office in the back, he was nervous that someone would see through the nanobots’ transformation. Somehow they would know it wasn’t Heather and the whole thing would come unraveled.

		 

		Heather had a corner office overlooking downtown Chicago. A small glass and steel meeting table sat in the center of the room. Heather’s desk was on the opposite corner from the door. The only thing on the desk was a computer. In another corner was a cardboard cutout of Heather from when she was younger, modelling her workout gear, the pantyhose clinging to her limber legs. Heather’s face stared back at him from the collection of photos hung around the room and filling the cabinet against one wall. Photos of her with dignitaries and celebrities. Receiving awards and attending charitable events. It was a life Patrick was eager to have, though he hadn’t yet figured out what he would do when Heather came back from her trip. But he had weeks to figure that out.

		 

		Patrick sat in the office chair and ran his hands across the desk before peering into some of the drawers. The one at the very bottom was locked but one of the keys on Heather’s keychain unlocked it. Pulling it open, he was surprised to find a pink oblong wand with two prongs. Heather’s vibrator!

		 

		“No way!” He laughed to himself, before closing and locking the door again. Seems there were some things about Heather he didn’t know and he suspected nobody knew.

		 

		Patrick spun the office chair around in a few circles, giddy at the thought of pretending to be Heather for a day.

		 

		Someone spoke up from the door of the office. “Um?”

		 

		Patrick stopped spinning and turned, red-faced with embarrassment, to see Jason standing in the doorway. One eyebrow was quirked and there was amusement on his handsome lined face.

		 

		“Is this how you’re relaxing now instead of the spa?” Jason asked.

		 

		He had a smooth baritone voice and an equally smooth appearance. His black hair was cropped short with little streaks of gray at each side that seemed deliberately designed for maximum gravitas. He was solid without being bulky, and his grey-blue suit matched his eyes.

		 

		Jason and Heather used to date years ago. Patrick had met him a few times back in his original body when Heather brought him to some family get-togethers. Patrick wasn’t aware of why they broke up; he just knew that they had after about a year. Maybe they opted to put it behind them and focus on their professional relationship.

		 

		“For me, work is the vacation,” Patrick laughed, affecting a carefree confidence that he hoped hid the nervous quiver in his voice.

		 

		“Does this mean I’m no longer acting CEO or…?”

		 

		“Oh no, please, you can stay in charge. I’m just here for…”

		 

		“The fun stuff?”

		 

		“Exactly!” Patrick hopped out of his chair and offered it to Jason.

		 

		“So let me get this straight,” Jason said with a slight smile, “Your idea of a vacation is to come into the office and just deal with the stuff you want to deal with?”

		 

		Patrick glided towards Patrick as he spoke. “That’s right. Forget the budgeting and the finances and the blah, blah, blah. I want to go back to my roots. I want to work the photographers and the models and the advertising and the video shoots.”

		 

		In Heather’s body, Jason towered over him. Patrick could pick out the woody scent of Jason’s cologne and found that it triggered some of Heather’s emotions. Patrick was surprised to feel a hint of longing, echoes of Heather’s memories. The nanobots must have changed some of his brain along with his body.

		 

		Jason shook his head. “One of these days you’ll need an actual vacation.”

		 

		“That may be so,” Patrick replied lightly. “But not today.”

		 

		Patrick rested his hand on Jason’s chest lightly just for a moment. He thought he saw a flicker of desire in Jason’s face but it quickly resumed a neutral expression.

		 

		“I’m going to wander this morning.”

		 

		“Have fun.”

		 

		“Oh, I will,” Patrick winked.

		 

		He strode out of his office and down the hallway. Other employees were starting to fill up the cubicles on either side of the hallway. Patrick greeted them as he slowly strolled by. He wanted to be seen. Better to rip the bandage of his nervousness off now than let it gnaw at him all day.

		 

		He greeted everyone by name. Fortunately, their names were listed on their desks and those that Patrick didn’t know he faked. It was so funny the way they treated him in this body. Slightly awed and deferential. Not only was he the boss but anyone who knew anything about ballet had heard of him. He was giddy with excitement at pulling this con off. None of them suspected a thing. Even if they thought Heather was acting slightly different today, they never would have imagined the truth. Walking around in Heather’s body, talking like her, fooling everyone was exciting…and arousing.

		 

		Patrick became intensely aware of the way his gusset rubbed up against his body, of the way his clothes clung to his supple flesh, of the flex and sway of his hips and his ass and his tits. When he finally reached the elevator again he could already feel a damp spot on his panties.

		 

		He’d seen the schedule and knew there was a photo shoot in one of the studios on the lower floors. He arrived to find a bustle of activity as the crew prepared for the day. Some yellow cubes that would function as props for the model were set up in front of a simple white and black background.

		 

		A slender man dressed in black and with a carefully trimmed goatee was fiddling with a professional camera. He looked up and grinned as Patrick approached.

		 

		“Ah, Heather!” He exclaimed. Patrick caught a trace of a British accent. “I thought you were enjoying the dry desert air.”

		 

		The man executed an air kiss either side of Patrick’s face. Heather and this man obviously knew each other but Patrick had never met him.

		 

		“Change of plans. I thought I’d come down here and join in on all the fun you’re having.”

		 

		“Oh, ho, ho! Dying to get back in front of the camera my dear? I told you, just name the time and the place and I’ll be there for you. It will be just like old times.”

		 

		“Maybe I’ll take you up on that sometime.”

		 

		“Certainly, certainly,” the man said, returning his attention to his camera. “Just let me know which old times you’d like to re-create, hm?”

		 

		Patrick hung around behind the camera as the man—whose name turned out to be Jermaine—buzzed round the two models, snapping pictures. The models were really lovely. One had pale skin and fair features, while the other was a dark mocha with striking eyebrows. They made an amazing combination in the newest line of Heather’s pantyhose. Patrick couldn’t keep his eyes off their legs as they leaned them up on the cubes, posed in various playful formations, and ran their fingers up and down their calves.

		 

		Patrick shifted on his legs, rubbing his thighs together. The dampness in his panties was growing. He continued watching the models for a few more minutes, entranced by the women. Before he could make a move, Jermaine turned around and fixed him with a wry grin.

		 

		“Why don’t we get Ms. Collins herself in here, eh?”

		 

		“Oh no, I couldn’t,” Patrick demurred.

		 

		“Come, come. Show us what we’re missing.”

		 

		The models gestured for him to join them and broke into delighted laughter when Patrick finally gave in. He hiked up his dress—careful not to hike it up too much—and joined in as they all placed their legs together and Jermaine snapped more pictures. The models were in high spirits and the three women hugged each other and leaned on each other to do some high kicks, competing to see who could do the best one before dissolving into peals of laughter. Patrick was completely aware of everyone’s eyes on him as he rolled up his skirt and revealed his pantyhose-clad leg. How many of the crew were thinking about what they wanted to do to Heather? Especially when Patrick showed off just how far he could still split. Hell, Patrick was imagining what he could do to Heather and he was inside her body.

		 

		After a while Patrick finally stepped out of the lights. “Okay, that’s enough for me.”

		 

		He could have done more, but he was worried that the growing wet spot on his pantyhose would soon become apparent. God, he just wanted to touch himself right now and relieve all this pent-up desire. He hurried back up the elevator and locked himself in Heather’s office and pushed the button that made the glass around the outside of the room opaque. Finally, he unlocked Heather’s secret drawer and pulled out her vibrator.

		 

		Patrick hiked up her dress and then sat in the office chair. He flicked the vibrator on and yanked down his pantyhose, placing the widest prong of the vibrator up against his pussy. He slowly dragged the nub up and down his entrance. The vibrations sank into him, making him warmer and wetter.

		 

		Gazing down into his cleavage, he traced each breast with his hand, gradually moving faster until he was squeezing each tit. Reaching around to the back of his neck, he untied his dress and shoved it down each shoulder until his tits bounced out, the heavy breasts held fast by a solid bra. Still gliding the vibrator up and down his pussy, Patrick reached into one cup and massaged a breast, luxuriating in the firm feel of it beneath his fingers. It was so exciting watching his body spread out beneath him, watching Heather touch herself, her own fingers squeezing her breasts and fondling her pussy.

		 

		“Oh, yes, that feels good,” he whispered, just to hear Heather’s voice urging herself on.

		 

		Patrick could feel himself opening at his touch, the pussy lips beginning to spread, ready to accept the vibrator. He tilted the vibrator, felt the lips of his pussy slide open to accept the humming toy. Fuck, Heather’s little body felt so good.

		 

		Patrick wiggled the pantyhose down his leg so he could get the right angle, and then slowly worked the vibrator inside his wet hole. The bulbous end met the pressure of his entrance and he thrust inside himself, gasping as he filled his pussy for the first time. Oh god, the wonderful pulses were inside him now! He slowly sank the vibrator in, feeling his pussy stretch around it as he did so. He gazed down between his legs, watching as he slowly slid the toy into Heather’s pussy. Her lips clasped it as it disappeared inside him, filling him with a wonderful tense desire.

		 

		The smaller prong of the vibrator had a little indentation at the end which fit perfectly against Patrick’s clit. The instant it made contact he gasped and threw his head back as a small orgasm flitted through him. When he came down he began thrusting, slowly driving the vibrator inside and then pulling it back out, using it to fuck his sexy new body.

		 

		Now the toy was shiny with his juices and his body demanded more. He began moving faster, driving the vibrator deeper inside, enjoying the fulness as it curved up through his canal and landed on the dimpled nub of his innermost pleasure. The pressure built within his core as he plunged inside, feeling the walls of his pussy stretch so wonderfully around the toy. The outside nub of the vibrator pulsed against his clit and he came hard, legs clamping around the toy, fingers of the other hand squeezing his wonderful tit.

		 

		“Oh fuuuck,” he moaned as his body filled with pleasure.

		 

		God, he just wanted more. His body still wasn’t sated. Or maybe it was his mind that wanted to see Heather fuck herself, wanted to hear her moan, wanted to feel her body from the inside as she orgasmed herself stupid. Whatever it was it felt so good to thrust the vibrator inside his sexed-up body, drive it in deep and clutch his tit. He moved faster, his body crying out for more, hips rising up to meet the oncoming thrust and then with a tremendous explosion he came. It was the biggest orgasm yet, melting his mind with the fire of pleasure and he moaned long and loud, not caring who heard him, only knowing that his body needed this and he was going to give it to himself.

		 

		The pleasure gripped him for a wonderful eternity. When Patrick finally came down his seat was soaking with his juices. He pulled the vibrator out of his pussy and flicked it off. The musky scent of his pussy on the toy was wonderful and he opened his mouth to suck it clean. The thought of Heather sucking on her own sex toy, drinking her own pussy juices nearly made him cum again. He closed his eyes and moaned, his mouth full of his wonderful taste.

		 

		When the vibrator was clean Patrick replaced it back in the drawer and locked it, ready for when he needed it again.
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		After lunch Patrick swept in to Jason’s office to find him with his head bent over the computer, dealing with some sort of issue. He started to explain it to Patrick but Patrick waved him away.

		 

		“No, no, no. I’m taking a break from making decisions. I trust your judgement,” Patrick insisted.

		 

		“Okay, but I should run this by you,” Jason said, fixing Patrick with a serious look.

		 

		“Look,” Patrick said, coming around next to Jason and hopping up to place his well-toned butt on Jason’s sturdy wooden desk beside the keyboard. “You can talk me through the problem and find your own solution. Consider me your work therapist.”

		 

		Patrick crossed his legs and folded his hands demurely in his lap as he bounced one foot in the air, letting his high heels dangle off his toes and revealing the elegant long line of his smooth pantyhose-clad legs. He saw Jason glance at his legs and then away. Patrick secretly thrilled at the attention.

		 

		“Why are you making this difficult?” Jason asked.

		 

		“I’m trying to be easy. Now, spill it.”

		 

		Jason explained the problem and Patrick nodded along, hardly listening but making affirmative noises at appropriate moments. Occasionally he would ask what Jason thought of everything he’d just said. Patrick’s eyes roamed along the shelf behind Jason, across the numerous awards and pictures. There were a lot of pictures of Jason and Heather together at various functions. Some pictures featured the two of them facing the camera but with their arms around each other’s waists in a not-quite-strictly-professional-relationship pose.

		 

		Patrick wondered why they broke up. Jason was a classically handsome man. Well-educated. His solid body must have fit pretty comfortably against Heather’s soft curves. Was it a sex thing? Too little? Too much?

		 

		“In that case we should switch suppliers,” Jason said, obviously finishing a thought to which Patrick had been paying little attention.

		 

		“Precisely. Glad I could help.” Patrick leaned over and gave Jason’s hand a squeeze.

		 

		As he did so, the neckline of his dress fell open slightly revealing his cleavage to Jason. Jason turned away to focus intently on the computer screen in front of him in a way that felt contrived. Patrick didn’t let go of his hand for a few seconds and Jason left his hand still, their fingers touching. Jason looked up at him and opened his mouth, about to speak when Sage knocked on the door.

		 

		Jason jumped to attention and pulled his hand away. Patrick hopped off the desk and turned to face the cute secretary. Sage kept her face perfectly neutral as she handed some letters and a USB stick to Jason and passed along some phone messages. When she left, whatever atmosphere Patrick had created was broken.

		 

		“I should finish this up,” Jason said, returning his attention to the computer.

		 

		Patrick returned to his office. He locked the door and pulled out the vibrator again, using it to aid his imagination in enacting all the things he wanted to do with Jason.
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		Over the next several days Patrick got used to his new role as Heather. He woke up in her luxurious house and had fun dressing up his body, trying on a variety of different styles and posing for himself in the mirror. He practiced mimicking her looks and her attitude, referencing her old social media posts and commercials. By the time he was done he was usually horny and enjoyed a leisurely orgasm in Heather’s bed. He bought himself a new vibrator just for the occasion.

		 

		When he was finally ready to roll into work each day he picked out a cute dress, some matching high heels, and some wonderful silky pantyhose. Jason was usually in the office when Patrick arrived and still there when Patrick left at night.

		 

		Nights were often spent on the couch, flipping through Heather’s social media pages while Sphinx sat contentedly on his lap. By Patrick’s second week as Heather he kept finding excuses to pop into Jason’s office for a talk.

		 

		“I admire your dedication but don’t you have better things to do?” Patrick teased him one night when he leaned his head around the corner of Jason’s office and found him still sitting behind his desk.

		 

		Jason looked up at him. After a day in the office his hair was slightly disheveled. It made him look disarmingly cute. “You weren’t complaining when I help turn this into a multimillion dollar company,” he said with a wry grin.

		 

		Patrick danced lightly into the office and up behind Jason. He placed his hands on Jason’s shoulders and began massaging them. Jason didn’t resist and soon his head lolled down and he sighed.

		 

		“You’re too tense. I think you need a break,” Patrick said as his fingers dug into Jason’s stiff muscles.

		 

		“I’ve got to finish this.” Patrick stopped massaging and Jason reached back and gently grabbed his hands. “Mmm, don’t stop,” he mumbled.

		 

		Patrick smiled and began rubbing Jason’s shoulders again. “Do you need some help?”

		 

		“I thought you were on vacation.”

		 

		“I’m always happy to be a damsel in shining armor rescuing a knight in distress.”

		 

		They ordered takeaway and then Jason explained the problem. There was a confusion with materials and orders that had flow-on effects down the supply chain and that could cause serious delays. Patrick got Heather’s laptop from her office and they both sat down in Jason’s office and plugged away. One fix led to another problem and so on into the night.

		 

		They took a break when the food arrived. Patrick perched on the edge of the table and kicked off his heels. He absently swung one leg as he ate Chinese food straight from the box, laughing and talking easily with Jason, who sat in the chair in front of him.

		 

		When Patrick had finished, he set the box down and reached down to rub his aching feet. “Whoever invented high heels ought to be murdered,” he moaned.

		 

		“Here,” Jason said.

		 

		He took Patrick’s pantyhose-clad calf in one hand and began gently massaging the toes and the bottom of his feet with the other. It felt so delicious to have Jason’s solid hands on him, squeezing the aches out of his feet. Patrick leaned back on the table and closed his eyes.

		 

		“Oh my god. Never stop doing that.”

		 

		Jason laughed and the hand holding Patrick’s calf slid up a little ways, almost to the back of Patrick’s knee. Patrick opened his eyes to find Jason staring adoringly at Heather’s calves. Patrick flexed his tiny toes and shifted his butt on the table, letting his dress hike up above his knees.

		 

		“Mmm,” Patrick moaned, “Now this one.”

		 

		Patrick wiggled his other foot up, deliberately spreading his legs to give Jason a glimpse of his gusset. Jason took Patrick’s other foot and massaged it.

		 

		“Christ, your hands are amazing. Go a little higher.”

		 

		Jason’s hands slid up Patrick’s leg to massage his ankle, then his calf.

		 

		“Higher,” Patrick croaked.

		 

		Jason’s solid hands slid up to Patrick’s thighs. Now the warm delight reverberating through Patrick’s body wasn’t just from the massage. Patrick moaned and bent his leg some more so that his dress pulled up around his waist, letting Jason look at Patrick’s stolen sex, hidden only by the pantyhose. Jason licked his lips.

		 

		“Higher,” Patrick whispered.

		 

		Jason’s hands slid beneath Patrick’s dress. His fingertips landed on Patrick’s gusset and dragged a sweet pressure down his pussy. One of Jason’s hands wandered back and forth from thigh to thigh, skating over Patrick’s pussy each time while the other caressed Patrick’s other calf. The pressure was light, teasing. Jason licked his lips again, his eyes now locked on the enticing space between Patrick’s thighs.

		 

		Sharp tendrils of warmth flicked through Patrick wherever Jason touched him. Jason leaned forward and kissed Patrick’s inner thigh. Patrick sucked in a breath through his teeth as anticipation made his body burn bright. Jason kissed him again, lingering on Patrick’s pantyhose-clad thigh. Slowly, slowly Jason kissed his way up the inside of Patrick’s thigh, pushing the dress higher each time until Patrick lay exposed before him, the pantyhose the only thing hiding him.

		 

		Patrick was damp with anticipation. God, Jason must be able to smell him right now as he kissed his way closer to Patrick’s pussy. Jason’s hands gripped Patrick’s calf, moving up his leg as his kisses moved closer to Patrick’s new sex. And then Jason’s hot breath landed on Patrick’s pussy, making him shiver.

		 

		Jason kissed harder, pressing the gusset against Patrick’s entrance. Patrick spread his legs and gazed down at Jason, watching in delight as he feasted on Heather’s pussy through the pantyhose. Patrick was growing ever wetter watching him. The warmth creeping through his body grew, became something he couldn’t contain. A moan escaped his lips and he wriggled on the table, his body tense with rising delight.

		 

		Now Jason buried his head between Patrick’s thighs, gripping his leg hard as he kissed and licked up Patrick’s still-hidden slit. Patrick thrust his waist up to Jason’s mouth, needing that sweet heat, that pressure, needing it to make him rise to a wonderful release. Patrick’s pussy was dripping wet. With one hand Patrick reached up to clutch a breast, the breasts he’d become so fond of in his short stay in Heather’s body.

		 

		Jason was moaning, too, as he licked and sucked at Patrick’s pussy. Patrick grabbed Jason by the hair and thrust his head down against his pussy, driving his hips up towards Jason, fucking his face and groaning. Patrick needed this. Each lick wound his body tauter with lust.

		 

		“Fuck me,” Patrick begged, his voice dripping with lust. “Fuck me right now.”

		 

		Jason stood and dropped his pants. His member bounced out, long and hard and curving up to point at Patrick. Jason bent and grabbed Patrick’s pantyhose. With a soft grunt he ripped the pantyhose apart, the fabric tearing in short sharp spurts until there was a hole right over Patrick’s pussy.

		 

		Jason gripped Patrick’s thighs and aimed his cock in through the hole. The cockhead landed on Patrick’s wet pussy and he shoved inside. Patrick groaned as he was filled suddenly and completely, Jason’s cock curving up through him in one quick motion. Patrick clutched Jason, grabbing onto the back of his shirt with hands that were clawed with pleasure. Their lips met. Patrick was hungry for Jason and his tongue flicked out, teasing Jason until he opened his mouth and Patrick slid inside. Patrick shook as he came with a small orgasm, moaning breathlessly as the tension briefly snapped and flooded Patrick with an intense pleasure. It was gone all too soon and Patrick was ready for more, needed more.

		 

		Jason fucked Patrick hard, thrusting in with quick, fast strokes, desperate for Patrick’s body. Their pleasure was so intense, their passion so overwhelming there was no time for words. Patrick could feel Jason’s desperation for his body in each thrust. His entire body jigged as Jason pounded him, pressing apart the walls of Patrick’s cunt until the cockhead pounded up against his insides.

		 

		Jason filled Patrick with his cock, fucking him hard and fast. Patrick whimpered with lust, clenching his eyes tight. They groaned into each other’s mouths. One of Jason’s hands reached up to pinch Patrick’s hard breast. The nipple strained to break free, rock hard and sensitive to the slightest touch.

		 

		Patrick quivered as another shock of orgasm twisted through him. He lay back on the table. Jason held his legs in the air and slammed into him. Patrick’s body jiggled at each thrust. He was filled with desire, unable to do anything but lie back on the table and get pounded. Patrick’s cries rose in pitch. His fingers came up to play with his tits. Jason held his legs apart and plunged into him, a wild look in his eyes, his teeth gritted.

		 

		Jason moved faster, thrusting harder, impossible as that seemed, and then with a loud groan slammed inside Patrick’s pussy and came as he slid in to the hilt. The heat of Jason’s cum filled Patrick in short bursts, each one more wonderful than the last. Patrick came with him, his body shaking as Jason filled him with his hot seed.

		 

		Pleasure racked Patrick’s body. He cried out grabbing his tits and thrusting his waist up to meet his lover. Each wonderful spurt of cum filled him even more. The pleasure whited out his mind, rendering him unable to think. All he could do was cum, live in the delirious pleasure that took away all thought.

		 

		The pleasure abated slowly. Jason remained inside as Patrick returned to earth. There was something so wonderful about having his lover remain inside him as they both cooled and Jason grew soft. When Jason finally pulled out it left Patrick with an aching emptiness. God, he wanted more dick so badly. He wanted Jason’s dick so badly.

		 

		Patrick pushed himself up into a sitting position. Jason pulled his pants back up and ran a hand through his hair.

		 

		“We promised we wouldn’t do that again,” Jason said.

		 

		Patrick smiled and grabbed Jason’s shirt, pulling him towards him until their lips met again. Jason didn’t resist as they kissed, Patrick enjoying Jason’s masculine scent and the scratchiness of his beard against Heather’s smooth skin.

		 

		“No way,” Patrick said when he finally pulled away. “I’m going to need more of that.”

		 

		“Me too,” Jason agreed, leaning forward and kissing him on the forehead.

		 

		


		 

		4

		 

		The next weeks of Patrick’s life were like a wonderful dream. He woke up in Heather’s body, sometimes with Jason sleeping next to him. He indulged Jason’s pantyhose fetish and, in the process, went through so many pantyhose. But it was worth it to have his body rocked with pleasure, to clutch Jason as Jason’s cock pumped into him, filling Heather’s pussy with the heat of his cum while they both cried out.

		 

		The company was in a much better position than the last time Heather and Jason had been together. Maybe that was why the sex was so incredible. The business didn’t cause them much angst.

		 

		Their affair quickly became known around the office. Probably because Patrick had been seen walking into Jason’s office, closing the door and making the glass opaque many times. He would come out almost an hour later, his cheeks flushed, his eyes bright, and without pantyhose on. Another pair ruined in their lust.

		 

		They spent their days in the office and their nights together, taking a day off here and there to fly off to some nearby destination. They were both giddy and in love, fucking like teenagers whenever they got the chance.

		 

		Patrick woke up on the day of Heather’s return in a melancholy mood. He clung to Jason in bed, throwing a leg over his lover and feeling him stiffen. Jason sensed the mood shift.

		 

		“Everything okay?”

		 

		“Yeah,” Patrick sighed, nuzzling into Jason’s neck. “Just hold me.”

		 

		Jason wrapped his arms around Patrick and pulled him close. Jason’s hard body was so perfect next to Patrick’s soft one and soon they were having slow, gentle morning sex. Jason worshipped Patrick’s body, slowly kissing his way down between Heather’s legs to work on her pussy. Fuck, he was so good at that. Patrick clutched the sheets and came, shuddering brilliantly around Jason’s tongue.

		 

		Jason dressed first while Patrick lolled in bed. As Jason adjusted his tie in the mirror he looked back at Patrick through the reflection.

		 

		“Seriously, are you okay?”

		 

		“Just feeling the weight of obligations.”

		 

		Jason sat down on the bed and stroked Patrick’s cheek. “You’re the mother fucking boss,” Jason grinned. “You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to do.” Patrick smiled as they kissed long and slow, until Jason pulled away. “I’ll see you at the office.”

		 

		Jason left, but his words stuck in Patrick’s head. Heather’s life was so perfect and what did Jason have? Not one of his few friends had called in the six weeks he’d been Heather. No one missed him. He had nothing. But Heather had everything. And Patrick was the boss now.

		 

		Wouldn’t it just be stupid to go back and give Heather her life? After all, she threw away Jason. She was a workaholic. She didn’t even enjoy all the gifts she had. Surely her life belonged to someone who could appreciate it.

		 

		Patrick dug through the nightstand for his old phone, pushing aside the lube and the toys he’d added to the collection and thoroughly enjoyed (sometimes with Jason’s help, sometimes alone). The phone battery was dead and he plugged it in. He did his morning routine and got dressed while it charged, slipping into some fresh pantyhose and a long dress.

		 

		When it opened again he flipped to the transforming program. His details were still in there, ready to transform him back into his scrawny male body. Though, really, there was no reason it couldn’t transform anyone into a copy of Patrick.

		 

		Patrick skipped work that day, texting Jason that he was meeting up with some friends but would see him that night. Then Patrick waited. Late in the afternoon he heard a car pull up to the driveway. Peeking out the upstairs window, he watched Heather get out of the town car and haul her luggage up the steps. She unlocked the door and stepped inside.

		 

		“Hello?” She called out.

		 

		“Up here,” Patrick called back, lowering his voice to try to sound as masculine as possible.

		 

		“Patrick?” Heather called.

		 

		“Up in your room,” he called down. “Come on up.”

		 

		As Heather climbed the wooden steps Patrick hid behind the bedroom door, the vial of nanobots in one hand, his phone opened to the transformation program in the other. Sphinx stared at him from the bed, his head cocked at an angle as if wondering what he was doing. The door was pushed open and then Heather entered.

		 

		“Patrick?” She called out, stepping into the room.

		 

		Her back was to him, making it easy for Patrick to dump the nanobots on the back of her neck, right down her yellow sundress.

		 

		“Right here,” Patrick spoke up from behind her.

		 

		Heather whipped around, her eyes going wide as she saw her doppelganger. She put her hand to her mouth and slowly backed away as Patrick tried to calm her.

		 

		“It’s okay, Heather. It’s me, Patrick, I can explain.”

		 

		“A-Patrick?” Heather whispered, her eyes darting over his body.

		 

		“I was Patrick,” he affirmed. “But now…”

		 

		Patrick touched a few buttons. Heather stiffened as the nanobots raced across her body, transforming her very cells. Heather gasped as her body began transforming, fingernails growing rough and bitten to the quick, hair sprouting along her arms and legs. She grew taller, until her dress pulled up to her hairy, masculine thighs. Her muscles wiggled and took on a slightly bulkier appearance while her face shifted, the nose and eyes and lips transforming, becoming more boyish. Her shoulder-length hair shrunk into her head, turning a darker shade of brown and stopping only when it was close cropped and un-stylishly messy. The fake breasts beneath her dress deflated, transformed into scrawny pectorals. Her hands raced to her crotch and Patrick was certain an embarrassingly small cock was replacing her pussy.

		 

		When it was done, Patrick was staring at a copy of himself in a dress. He laughed out loud at her astonishment. Sphinx saw the stranger in the room and fled out the door.

		 

		“What--? Why--?” Heather stuttered, staring down at her new body in shock.

		 

		Patrick didn’t answer her at first, too busy inputting the commands that would kill the nanobots for good. When that was done he looked up at her.

		 

		“It’s simple, really. I’ve been living your life for six weeks and decided it was so good I want to live it forever.”

		 

		“You can’t do that!” Heather cried.

		 

		“Well, I did,” Patrick smirked. “I’ve changed all your passwords so don’t bother trying to get anything back. Look at it this way, you get to be young again.”

		 

		“Give me my body back!” Heather threatened.

		 

		“I can’t even if I wanted to,” Patrick said. “The nanobots are dead. No one’s going to believe you. So you’ve got two choices: you can go away peacefully and pretend to be me, or I can have you committed. I’ve got the money and the power.”

		 

		In the end Heather realized she had no choice. Patrick graciously gave her some basic info about his life, including the password to his phone and access to his meagre bank account. He couldn’t help but notice the way she stared at her old body when she thought Patrick wasn’t looking. He could feel her eyes slide across his as and his incredible tits. She seemed to have gotten everything about him, including his feelings for her. Maybe he would send her some pictures to remember her old life by, but for now he sent her on his way.

		 

		Then Patrick texted Jason and asked him to come over to the house to help him with the emergency.

		 

		What’s wrong? He texted back.

		 

		I need you right now, Patrick responded.

		 

		Jason was over in less than thirty minutes. Patrick greeted him dressed in just some pantyhose. He offered Jason a glass of champagne as he came in the door.

		 

		“What’s the occasion?” Jason asked.

		 

		“New beginnings,” Patrick smiled, before quaffing his champagne.

		 

		Patrick giggled as Jason hoisted him in the air and carried him upstairs to consummate Patrick’s new permanent life.

		 

		# # #

		 

		


		 

		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:

		 

		
			Hot for Teacher
		

		A young man gains the ability to possess people and uses his newfound power to boost his crush's self-esteem while enjoying her pleasure along the way.

		 

		
			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.

		 

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