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​ I
Stole My Mom's Body

The secretary looked up and smiled at me as I stepped
off the elevator into my mom's office.

“Hi, Tony,” she said.

The secretary, Viv, was a sharply dressed gray haired
woman who looked to be in her early fifties. She had that pleasant
“grandmother” vibe and a cheerful face, but I knew for a fact that
she could turn hard as nails if she wanted to. She'd been arrested
several times in the nineties for various protests before putting
her energy to work on reforming the legislation rather than
protesting the outcome.

“Hi, Viv,” I said, pushing my glasses up my nose. “Is
my mom around?”

“She's in with Kaylee.” Viv grimaced sympathetically,
“Kaylee got kicked out of Senator Bryson's office today and she's a
little shook up.”

“Oh,” I nodded. “I'll wait.”

My mom's office was usually staffed with two kinds of
people: young, idealistic graduates who'd never had a door slammed
in their face, and grizzled vets who wouldn't hesitate to break
down that door if it got them a face-to-face meeting with their
legislator.

I took a seat in one of the threadbare chairs and
slipped one hand into my pocket to make sure the little glass vial
was still there. I was trembling with excitement and nervousness at
what I was about to do. The wizened old man at the market had
assured me the magic in the vial would work.

Finally my mom came out of the office, patting a
young woman gently on the back. The young woman walked back down
the hallway. My mom sighed.

“Natasha, you've got a visitor,” Viv chirped.

My mom turned to me and her face lit up behind her
red-rimmed glasses. She was a compact woman from hardy Russian
stock with a pleasantly plump face, a strong nose and wide, blue
eyes. Her auburn hair was tied back in a multilayered bun,
revealing her slight pixie-ish ears. I could see the swell of her
large breasts pressing against her loose, button down shirt. She
wore a dark gray skirt that clung to her wide hips and left her
solid calves bare. She was definitely cute with an ample figure and
a warm smile, and it was no wonder all my friends had had a crush
on her.

“Hi, Tony, this is a surprise!” She cried.

I stood up and gave her a hug. I was about a head
taller than she was, and awkward with long limbs. I guess I'd
gotten my looks from my dad, whereas I really wanted my mom's
looks.

Viv spoke up from behind the desk. “Dan canceled so
there's no meeting this afternoon. I'm going to go ahead and grab
lunch.”

“Ok, thanks,” my mom said.

“Can we go in your office?” I followed her into her
office, her wide hips swaying beneath the skirt, and closed the
door behind us.

She turned and looked up at me. “What's up?” she
asked.

My heart was hammering in my chest. I'd always
wondered what it would be like to be a woman and my mom seemed to
have it all: an intelligent, mature woman with a good career and an
amazing face and body. I snapped the fragile vial between my
fingers and the liquid soaked my skin. I smiled, touched the bare
skin of my mom's arm and disappeared.

My physical form evaporated and everything went
black. I felt lighter than air, immediately followed by a sucking
sensation as I was absorbed into my mom's body. I filled her
instantly and in less than one blink I was standing in the middle
of the room looking back towards where I had been standing only a
moment before.

I looked down at my mom's body from my new
perspective and right down into the partially covered valley of my
deep cleavage. I could feel the bare skin of my thighs pressed
together beneath my skirt, warm and inviting. I ran my hands
gingerly along the new contours of my face, feeling my soft cheeks
and perfect nose, letting my fingertips drift across my full lips.
She felt so good; everything I had imagined. I held my slim fingers
up and wiggled them back and forth, admiring her soft skin, the
slim fingers with the tapered nails. I felt so feminine, so
strong.

Holy crap, it worked! I'm in my mom's body!
I thought as I giggled. A beautiful, light
sound.

I locked the door then walked to the window, enjoying
the sway of my hips the feel of my thighs rubbing together beneath
the emptiness between my legs, and the light jiggling of my
breasts. I closed the blinds—I didn't want to ruin my mom's life by
giving anyone a free show, just explore what it was like to be her.
I unbuttoned my top slowly with my feminine fingers, revealing my
tan bra clasping two large, rounded breasts. I slipped my top off
and stared hungrily into my mom's cleavage. These breasts that I'd
suckled as an infant were now mine. I brought her hands to her
chest and wrapped her fingers around her weighty breasts, running
my fingers along the top of each one. They were smooth and warm. I
fondled them lightly and a pleasant warmth grew between my
legs.

I couldn't stop staring at my mom's body, couldn't
stop pressing the soft flesh of her tits. They felt so heavy as I
hefted them, how could she not think about them all the time? I
jiggled them and watched them bounce back and forth in the bra. My
heart was pounding in my chest as I gazed down at my form in awe. I
ran my hands down my slight pouch of tummy. So cute. God, I was
making myself warm just looking at my mom's body. But it was my
body now and for the next forty eight hours. Mine to do with as I
wished.

I unclasped my bra and dropped it to the floor.
Immense relief filled me as I freed my heavy breasts and they swung
down my chest, crisscrossed with red marks from the bra straps. Her
large, pink areolae ended in two tiny nipples that were even now
pearling out as desire built within me. I wrapped her dainty
fingers around the heat of her breasts and hefted them. They were
deliciously heavy and huge, spilling out of my fingers as I held
them up. The nipples poked out in anticipation as I slid my fingers
around. I gently pulled my breasts apart and released them,
watching them bounce together below me, the skin rippling
pleasantly. How could she not play with these all the time? They
looked wonderful and felt even better. I bounced them a few more
times, each sensation ricocheting through me, warming my
thighs.

I took one heavy breast in my hand and brought it up
towards my face. I examined the little nubs of my mom's areola, the
light stretch marks here and there, evidence of her beautifully
mature form. Bending my head down, I opened my mouth and wrapped my
warm lips around my own nipple. I gently scraped my teeth along the
sensitive nub, flicking out my tongue to taste my mom's skin. Her
slightly salty taste was delicious in my mouth and I sucked her
nipple in between my teeth. A fresh wave of warmth coursed through
me and I continued suckling one breast as I hefted the other in my
other hand and gently squeezed that nipple between thumb and
forefinger.

The light pain mingled with the warmth tingling
through me, multiplying my pleasure and my desire for my new body.
A delightful tension built within me as I greedily suckled and
squeezed my enormous tits, bobbling them in my hands. Suddenly, the
tension released and an arc of fire shot through me. I pulled back
my head and moaned softly in my mom's voice as a light pleasure
radiated from my tits down between my legs. Hearing my mom's moan
of pleasure spill from my lips made me even hornier and my own
desire built upon itself.

I squeezed both nipples now, harder, pinching and
twisting. My mom's body shot through with pleasure bordering on
pain as I grabbed her nipple and pulled, stretching it out until
another, heavier orgasm washed through me and I started to cry out.
I covered my mouth with my hand, trying to tamp down my moans as I
came, my mom's body shuddering at my pleasure. Feeling my mom's
soft features beneath my fingers only made me cum harder and I
stuffed a finger into my mouth, biting to quiet my throaty cries of
pleasure as my legs turned to jelly and fire swirled through
me.

I came back to earth slowly, in a daze as the
aftershocks rippled through me. I sat up and looked around at her
desk. Her memories told me she was almost done with her press
release, just another proof read. I finished proofing my mom's
work, still topless, one hand stroking my heavy breast all the
while. When I was done I saved it and slipped through her
memories.

I knew she was planning a girl's weekend away with
some of her colleagues and was planning on leaving early from work.
That's why I thought it was the perfect time to borrow her body so
I could enjoy myself away from home, see what it was like to be a
sexy older woman out with some friends.

I pulled all the details from her mind. Her car was
in the parking garage with her suitcase in the trunk. She was
packed and ready to meet the other women at the retreat. Seeing as
her last meeting had been canceled, I was free to go.

I turned off her computer and picked my bra off the
floor, my mom's tits bouncing up and down with each slight
movement. Man, they were heavy. I ran my fingers through my hair,
arranging myself neatly so no one would know what I'd been up to.
Hopefully they wouldn't comment on my flushed face.

I left my office and told Vivian I was leaving for
the weekend. My mom's smaller stature gave the whole office a new
perspective. Viv wished me a good trip as I stepped into the
elevator and headed off to enjoy myself and my delicious body.

 


When I finally got out of traffic and onto the open
road I turned up my mom's jams and sang along (including the guitar
parts):

 


Runnin' down a dream

(da da da da da da da)

That never would come to me

(da da da da da da da)

Workin' on a mystery

(da da da da da da da)

Goin' wherever it leads

Yeah, runnin' down a dream.

 


I roared down the highway in my mom's well-tuned
Beamer (my dad was a fanatic about servicing), the wind from the
open window blasting my hair wildly. I felt so free, so happy. My
mom really did have it all, and was still approachable and
down-to-earth. I perused her memories, the emotions and events
coming back to me as if they were my own. Remembering things I
myself had never been through was an intriguing experience.

I “remembered” getting my Masters Degree in public
policy and moving to Washington. My mom had managed to grab an
internship that got a connection to a real job and racked up enough
wins to stay positive even as others turned jaded at the
establishment. It was an uphill battle being a woman in DC but she
managed to outwork her colleagues and plow through the inevitable
sexism through sheer confidence and force of will. She got lucky
that her environmental interest coincided with the rise of Al
Gore's movie and subsequent publicity campaign and this was what
really got her career going.

It was fun, but DC wasn't a great
place to raise children, so soon after having me, my mom moved away
before her children got corrupted (okay, maybe she was a
little jaded). Now living just outside LA
she got to fight for the causes she believed in and left the petty
power struggles far behind. She liked her husband, she liked her
kids, she liked her life, she liked herself. It took a long time to
get there but she was happy.

It was in that blissful state of mind that I arrived
at the Dessert Springs Spa. My other colleagues, Jenn, Susan and
Chelsea had left work early and so were already in their rooms by
the time I arrived. Perusing my mom's thoughts, I found that we
planned to meet up for drinks. I wanted to freshen up a little,
first.

My room was decorated in a minimalist style with a
tan color palette and lots of hard lines. My mom approved of the
décor. It was much fancier than places she stayed when on vacation
with us. I kicked off my shoes and flopped backwards onto the bed,
sinking into the soft mattress. It smelled so fresh and clean.

After lying there for a minute it was time to freshen
up and get ready to meet the girls at the restaurant. I went into
the bathroom and flicked on the light. Everything was gleaming
white and perfect, but the most beautiful thing of all was my
reflection in the mirror. Or, mirrors, I should say. They were
positioned against two walls and I could see my pretty body from a
variety of angles just by turning my head. I sauntered closer to
the mirror over the sink, watching the sway of my mom's hips as I
approached. I looked at my pretty face in the mirror for the first
time since being in my mom's body. My mom's dark featured face
reflected back at me, lit up in a beautiful smile. Dark eyebrows
arched over deep brown eyes. Her nose was straight, ending in the
slightest upturn, the nostrils slightly flared. Her whole face was
perfectly proportioned, oval shaped with deep tan skin that was
even more beautiful when I could run my fingers over it and gaze
intensely at my leisure.

It was incredible; this face I had seen my whole life
was now on me. I stared deep into my own eyes for a minute, close
enough to see the light freckles across my nose. I raised my
eyebrows and watched my mom's reflection do the same. I stuck out
my tiny pink tongue and wiggled it round, making my mom do silly
faces in the mirror until I burst out giggling, the familiar sound
of my mom's laughter slipping from my lips and ringing in my
ears.

I pulled my top off and unbuttoned my pants, dropping
my clothes onto the floor as I gazed in awe at my nearly naked
body, clad only in a tan bra and frilly panties. My mom's heavy
breasts hung from my chest below my eyes, clasped tight by the bra
but revealing my ample cleavage. I ran my hands across my wide
hips, over my pantie-covered mound and across the satiny panties,
then over my thick ass. My gaze traveled down my full thighs and
all the way down my smooth, long legs to my tiny toes, painted in a
light pink. My mom had a spectacular body, curvy in all the right
places with the few blemishes and wrinkles only serving to
highlight her natural beauty. She had a woman's body, a mother's
body, gorgeous and real. I couldn't wait to see everything.

I reached behind my back and
unclasped my bra, then let it drop to the floor. Then I leaned down
and slipped off my panties, my breasts hanging down heavy in front
of my face as the coarse triangle of hair between my thighs came
into view. Her pubic hair was short and neatly trimmed, my new slit
just visible beneath the dark brown hair. I never thought I'd find
myself gaping at my mom's pussy before. I'd always known my mom was
pretty but had never lusted after her. Now that I was in her body I
found every curve, every motion natural, like it had been a part of
me my whole life. It didn't feel like gazing at
her, it felt like gazing at a deeply
feminine version of myself.

I turned sideways and admired my bubble butt in the
mirror, running a hand along the soft cheeks. I gripped one of my
mom's butt cheeks in my hand and shook it, watching the shallow
waves shake across my skin. I flicked the hair out of my face and
laughed in delight.

'God, you look so good,' I said to myself in the
mirror, my mom's voice dropping from my soft lips.

I turned on the shower and let down
my hair while I waited for the water to warm up before stepping in.
The water danced against my skin, sluicing down between my breasts.
I used the spa's own soap, a nectarine scented body wash, to lather
myself up, staying out of the shower spray long enough to run my
soapy hands around my body, covering myself in suds. My fingers ran
over and under my breasts, cleaning and exploring at the same time.
I bobbled them back and forth gently again, nearly hypnotized by
their sway. My hands soaped up my ass, my thighs, my legs as I ran
my mom's fingers up and down her form. I slipped a soapy hand
between my legs and washed gently, dragging my fingers up and down
across my nether lips. Warm, tingling sensations swept through me.
I'd come out of this body, and I slipped two fingers back inside
briefly, felt my wonderful heat aching to be released. It felt so
right to caress my body. To feel my tits, my pussy,
my plump ass. My slippery fingers ran
around my legs, tickling me, releasing an electric charge that shot
through me.

My hand returned to my aching pussy as I opened for
myself. I pressed into my soft heat and I moaned as I entered
myself, feeling the velvety inner folds of my mom's cunt. My other
hand came down around my ass. It was so wide, so perfectly
feminine, an over-sized peach I wanted to squeeze and devour. As I
continued massaging my clit my other finger slid between the crack
of my mom's ass, tickling up against her asshole. I closed my eyes
and moaned as I manipulated my body, stroking my clit with one hand
while slipping a finger of my other hand into my tight asshole,
stimulating myself from both ends, pushing and pulling my
magnificent body back and forth until I was rewarded with a long
orgasm. The electric charge from my ass met the one from my pussy
and my pleasure echoed around the bathroom as it was driven from my
lips.

I found from her experience that she liked a little
ass play, like to have herself filled from both ends and I happily
obliged. I slid my finger slowly but firmly across her ass,
penetrating myself from both ends slowly, bending over as I sank as
deep inside my pussy as I could while my ass stuck out from behind
and I pleasured my puckered hole. I was rewarded with another
orgasm and rested my face against the cold tiles as beautiful
relief surged through me and my legs went weak.

When I could stand again I rinsed myself off, taking
care to keep my hair dry. I washed my face with another fruit
scented soap, enjoying the new contours of my face as I cleaned
myself. With all the different scented soaps I smelled lightly of a
fruit salad when I was done. And I couldn't wait to come back to
the room later and see if I tasted as I good as I smelled.

I shut off the water and toweled myself off. I hung
up the towel and walked naked into the bedroom, taking one last
glance back before I left to check out my new ass. Fantastic!

I unzipped my mom's bag and searched for something to
wear. Pulling out a bra and some panties that were nearly a
g-string I set them aside as I continued looking, eventually
settling on a simple forest green dress, black leggings and a pair
of black leather calf-high boots. I put on my panties and bra,
adjusting the strap of the panties against the crack of my ass and
maneuvering my breasts in each cup to get comfortable. As much as I
wanted to stay naked and explore myself, my mom had committed to
going out and I didn't want to interfere with her plans, just have
some fun in between times.

I rolled the leggings up my legs, the stretchy fabric
hugging my skin tight. Then I slipped on the dress and fitted the
neck clasp. Finally, I slipped my petite feet into her boots. I
adjusted myself, running my hands across my body to smooth out the
creases in my dress, before primping my hair to fall down my
shoulders. I used her memories to comb out her hair and apply some
light makeup. She never used very much. She never had to, only
highlighting her natural good looks.

When I was done I stood back and placed a hand on my
hip to admire myself in the full length mirror on the bathroom
wall. She was comfy but sexy, casually dressed but with an
undercurrent of sex and mischief.

Or maybe that was just me.

I grabbed my mom's purse and room key before slipping
out the door to meet up with the girls.

 


Jenn, Susan and Chelsea were waiting for me at a
table near the back wall when I arrived. The Dessert Spa Restaurant
was a warmly lit, laid back affair decorated in light brown and
red. Only a few of the tables were occupied, mostly with couples or
small groups of women who seemed, like us, to be here for a girl's
night.

'Hey, ladies!' I called out.

Jenn was a slim blonde in her early twenties. She was
our newest hire, a recent college grad who was lively and
passionate about helping people. She was a cute little thing,
energetic and eager to impress. Tonight, her straight hair was tied
up in a bun behind her head, her bangs tickling her forehead and
she was dressed in a dark, spaghetti strap top that hid her small
breasts and a short skirt that didn't do much to hide her legs.

Chelsea was about my mom's age with sparkling eyes
and a matronly figure. She had long, curly auburn hair and girls
would describe her as having a great personality when trying to set
her up with a date. She was fun, always the life of the party, but
no great beauty.

Susan was somewhere in between the two. She had
straight dark hair that she tucked behind her ears. Susan usually
wore black plastic framed glasses and had an angular, severe face
that masked her beauty. She was wearing a long, knee length dress
that draped nicely across her shapely figure. She was usually wry
and contained, but I “remembered” her cutting loose and it was in
those moments when she let her guard down and had fun that she
became the object of attention.

'You made it!' Chelsea yelled, throwing her chubby
arms wide for an embrace.

'Yes, finally. The week is over,' I replied, hugging
her back. 'Now let's drown it!'

Chelsea motioned for a waitress and I ordered my
mom's usual cosmo as Jenn continued telling what was apparently a
horror date story about a guy who managed to say all the wrong
things. We all then took turns chiming in on our own horror
stories, and I even shared one of my mom's memories about going on
a first date to see “some Star Wars movie” and how her date
wouldn't shut up about the minutiae of the Star Wars universe.

The conversation was fun and the drinks were nice and
everyone became more relaxed as the evening wore on. We chatted
about clothes, about movie stars we would definitely have sex with
and those we definitely would not, about the state of the world
(though not too much, we didn't want to bring ourselves down) and
the best place to get nails done. We bonded over our girl talk and
it was nice avoiding politics for an evening. When the restaurant
closed Jenn suggested we continue back at her room. Chelsea readily
agreed but Susan and I begged off. The week was catching up with me
and I was eager to sleep in my own bed alone. My dad was lovely,
but there was no beating having a bed to myself. Also, seeing my
mom dressed in her boots and leggings whenever I looked down at
myself was turning me on. I said goodbye to the girls and returned
to my room, wonderfully warm from the drinks.

When I entered the room I pulled off my boots and
peeled off all my clothes before sprawling out naked on the bed. My
thoughts ran in hazy circles, my mom's thoughts intersecting with
my own as I lazily ran my hands through my fine hair and closed my
eyes. I let my thoughts drift in an alcohol fueled haze.

I'd had fun tonight joining in the girl talk. As her
son, I'd never really spent much time with any of the girls before
tonight but I enjoyed their company. Jenn was quite quirky and if I
was 15 years younger maybe I'd have been interested, but as it was
she was too young and immature for my taste. That was another
reason I liked my mom. I wanted to be a woman, not a girl. And my
mom was an amazing woman.

As I thought about my temporary
body, my fingers drifted down and began brushing against the pubic
hair between my legs. I propped my head up on a pillow and
spread my legs, looking down at my mom's sex as I admired her body
spread out below me. Her heavy breasts lay flat against her chest,
the smooth stomach rising and falling with each breath. My mom's
dark pubic hair was neatly trimmed in a wide 'V'. I rested my hand
on the dark curls between her thighs, rubbing the coarse hair
beneath my fingertips before pressing gently against the lips of my
new womanhood. I pressed a finger lightly against myself, watched
and felt my nether lips part for myself as my body warmed. I gently
pushed inside, stroking softly. My mom knew her body, knew exactly
how she liked to be touched and I used her knowledge to send sparks
dancing through me.

I felt myself loosening, opening up to my touch and
my fingers slipped in deeper. I moaned lightly and shifted my legs,
sliding one finger down into myself then back up, spreading my dew
against my clit and causing the sparks to burn brighter. I gazed
down at my mom's body as my fingers sank in between my velvety
folds. Her wet heat surrounded me and I sighed as I continued
pleasuring myself. This borrowed body, that had given me life, was
now giving me so much pleasure.

I grew wet, a tension floating through me, yearning
to burst. I slipped two fingers inside me, filling myself briefly
before withdrawing, my fingers slick with my own lust. I brought my
other hand down to massage my clit as I hooked two fingers around
inside myself and pressed up. With both hands working inside my
mom's pussy I spread my legs, allowing me to penetrate my sopping
cunt as far as I could until I pressed against the dimpled nub of
my center and gasped in delight. My pussy burned with desire and I
worked my mom's body gently up the crest of desire. Tension flared
within me and I moaned louder now, needing to press on, to push the
tension out of my body. My fingers slipped back and forth inside me
as I worked my mom's body, my breasts rising and falling as my
breathing sped up. My voice hitched, growing louder, higher pitched
as cries escaped my lips. My mom's voice rang through the room as I
pushed deep inside myself and came, the tension melting away as the
orgasm burned through me.

'Oh, god, yes,' I cried, my mature body writhing on
the bed. I forced my eyes open, forced my mom to watch herself as I
pleasure her, the lust at seeing her form from her perspective,
feeling her body with her own fingers, inside and out, drove me
over the edge once more and I came hard. I lifted my thighs and
pushed against my sopping wet cunt, eager to fill myself, to
finally sate the burning lust spilling through me until I reached
the top and gently came down. I slowed my circling fingers, sliding
them out of myself and up to my lips where I tasted my mom's lust,
inhaling her musky scent deeply, knowing it was the smell of me, of
my pussy. It was everything I wanted as I sucked the taste
of herself off her fingers. Naked and in the afterglow of her
arousal, I slipped into sleep.

 


I awoke in the morning as light peeked through the
windows. Sometime in the middle of the night I had pulled the
covers about me and now my curvaceous body was wrapped snugly in a
plush comforter against the strong chill of the air conditioner. I
looked down at my mom's body and smiled, glad to be awake still
inside her feminine form. I stretched and ran my hands along my
form, caressing my breasts, my tummy, glorying in feeling myself up
in the morning.

I looked at my cell phone and realized it was time to
Skype my dad and sister. They'd arranged to be free at 9 am, which
gave me five minutes to brush my teeth, comb my hair, and slip into
one of the spa's thick, terrycloth robes.

After a few rings, the smiling faces of my dad and
sister appeared onscreen.

'Hi, mom,' she waved. Mom. To
be called this thrilled me.

'Hey, honies,' I blew them a kiss, my love for them
every bit as real to me as it was to my mom 'Oh, look, daddy
braided your hair.'

My sister's blonde hair had been pleated back in nice
looking braids.

'I can do some things right,'
my dad joked. His face was fuller, his hair grayer than when we met
but my mom was still madly in love with him, which meant I was
madly in love with him. Snatches of their lives together flitted
through my memory, the failures and triumphs we went through
together.

We talked for a few minutes, just
general chit chat, but it was thrilling to be treated like someone
else. Someone so deeply, lusciously feminine. To be called
mom, dear, honey. babe.

I had to meet my colleagues for breakfast so I signed
off, blowing a kiss to “my” husband before I did. I dropped the
phone onto the bed, letting my mom's pleasant memories flit through
my mind.

I soon rose and dressed to meet the others for
breakfast. Jenn was as chipper as ever and Chelsea excitingly loud
as we laughed and talked over a light breakfast. I searched my
mom's thoughts and learned she had a massage after breakfast and
would meet the rest of the girls for face treatments and manicures
after lunch.

 


When breakfast was finished I made way to the
masseur. After filling out the paperwork, a handsome young man with
a name tag identifying him only as Paul escorted me down the
hallway into a warm, dimly lit room. Paul was broad-shouldered and
tanned with a face that could easily be in a Hollywood movie. My
mom was happily married but still Paul's solid body leading her
into the room filled her mind with wicked thoughts. He left while I
undressed, returning only after I had slipped naked onto the
massage table, my large breasts pressed underneath me.

'Let me know how the pressure is,' Paul murmured
softly as his hands began caressing me, squeezing the tension out
of my form. It felt so good having this young stud push and pull my
body. After working on my back he had me turn over and began on my
feet. I watched as his fingers slid across my calves, pressing hard
into the arch of each foot as pain fought with pleasure until I
relaxed, my thoughts becoming hazy. The recorded sounds of the rain
forest washed through the speaker system and through me, carrying
me away as Paul worked my body.

He grasped and squeezed his way slowly up my legs,
his oiled fingers sliding against my sensitive skin, knowing just
where I needed to be touched. A warmth began blossoming between my
legs as his searching fingers reached under the towel, almost by
accident at first, but returning, rising higher and higher until
his fingertips grazed my sex and I gasped softly for him. He pulled
the towel to the floor and gazed at my naked body from above,
drinking me in. I felt the lust in his eyes, the power of desire I
had over him and it intoxicated me.

His fingers returned to the coarse
hair between my legs, kneading expertly, firmly and with a slow
rhythm that wound my body up. I spread my legs for him as he
entered me, his fingers just penetrating my velvety folds, teasing
me before withdrawing then circling up against my clit and fire
burned through my body. He lowered his lips and kissed his way up
my thighs, across my pussy, and back down the other thigh. He
teased me like this, approaching my center, grazing the unfolding
lips of my pussy, only to retreat, teasing me until I was roaring
with a desire for him. Only then did he kiss his way against my
womanhood and slip his tongue inside me, tasting my lust for him as
I writhed and moaned on the table. An uncontrollable inferno
scorching me as he sucked me into his mouth, flicking my clit with
his tongue, his two fingers sliding inside deeper and gently
wiggling, pushing deep as I wrapped around him and suddenly I came,
gasping as I pressed his head down further into me, needing his
tongue, needing him inside
me.

His fingers pressed deeper, reaching my center and
leaving me wonderfully filled. He continued sliding his tongue
against my clit, licking hard and fast. I moaned louder, my mom's
body vibrating and came once more, wrapping my thighs around his
head as I shook with a desire that burst through me. I lovingly
squeezed my new tits, feeling myself up to aid in the orgasm that
shook me, enjoying the touch of my mom's own fingers as I convulsed
happily around his lips and tongue.

'Natasha,' he whispered, staring up at me from
between my legs with his deep blue eyes. 'Natasha' A whisper of
desire, of need, of urgency. 'Natasha'

I awoke to find him standing over me with a twinkle
in his eye. 'Whenever you get dressed I'll be waiting outside.'

It took me a second to realize he was telling me the
massage was over. I looked down at myself, the towel still neatly
wrapped around me, hiding the wet spot trickling down my thighs. I
hoped he took my flushed look as a result of his massage, rather
than my lusty dream and I was grateful when he left that I could
clean myself off and that the heavy scent of the massage oil
overpowered my mom's musky odor.

I wondered if maybe I shouldn't give him a bigger
tip, not least to cover the extra clean up of the massage
table.

 


After the massage I joined the girls downstairs for a
facial and a manicure. It felt wonderful to be so pampered. The
staff made me beautiful and all I had to do was sip wine and gossip
with Jenn, Chelsea and Susan. I could tell they looked up to me.
Their was a deferential quality to their speech when addressing me.
my mom's years in DC had given her a sort of mystical aura. She'd
gone into the belly of the beast and returned to share her
knowledge.

I regaled them with tales of things I'd seen in my
career, completely at ease in my mom's body. I felt soft and
assured and confident. I could only hope that one day I would feel
as confident outside my mom as I did inside her.

At the end of the day I left her in bed, beautiful
and relaxed. When the magic of the vial expired she felt asleep and
I poured out of her, reforming in the room. I took one last look at
her curvaceous form lying on the bed, remembering how happy I'd
been to be inside. Already her knowledge was starting to fade from
my mind, but we would both still have the memories of what we did
in her body. And maybe someday I would come back.

 


# # #


​ I Stole My Friend's Body

I have some trouble finding Mary because of all the
other people stretched out on the museum lawn. Everyone's here for
the start of the museum's summer season of outdoor movies (slogan:
You bring the eats, we'll bring the arts!) so most of the grounds
are covered with clusters of people lounging about drinking and
eating, waiting for the sun to set so the movie can begin. After a
few back and forth texts, I thread my way through the blankets to
the side of the lawn near the back. There, tucked beneath the shade
of a pine tree is Mary.

She's wearing a long, floral dress and her legs are
tucked beneath her. Her shoulder-length blonde hair is tied back in
a ponytail with some short bangs sweeping across her forehead. In
front of her are a few Tupperware containers of snacks. Probably
handmade, probably delicious, if I know Mary.

'Someone order some wine?' I ask, waving a chilled
bottle of Chardonnay.

'Me! Me! Me! Me!' she waves her arms and laughs, then
pats the picnic blanket next to her.

I drop onto the blanket and she hands me two plastic
wine glasses. I unscrew the top ('Ooh, screw top, fancy!' she says)
and pours us both a glass.

'How could you forget the wine?' I kid her.

'I lost track of time making these,' she motions to
the containers by her slender legs and my mouth starts watering at
the site of her mini-quiches and chocolate chip cookies. Mary's an
amazing cook and a great friend.

'Cheers!' I say and we clink glasses and sip. 'Mmm,
taste the value.'

'So, what happened to Danielle?' she asks.

I shrug. I had told Mary I was going to bring this
girl I'd been seeing, Danielle. I thought I was seeing her,
anyway. I tell Mary everything; she's like my sister and my best
friend rolled into one. So I tell her the story of what happened
with Danielle, about who thought who was giving mixed signals (she
was), about the awkward 'friends' conversation (as in, 'let's just
be') about the last minute cancellation of both the movies at the
lawn date and the inevitable awkwardness that would ensue from said
date. Mary listens with sympathy and pats my leg.

I eat Mary's amazing food as we talk a bit more
before the sun finally sets and it's dark enough to begin the
movie. Mary splays her legs out in front of her and leans back on
her arms. Maybe it's some combination of the wine and my
melancholy, but as I lean over to pour myself another glass I catch
a glimpse of Mary's profile in the setting sun. She's actually
quite pretty with her bangs swooping gently over her forehead, her
long, straight nose and her rounded chin. I'd never thought about
her sexually. Well, that's not exactly true, I've thought about
nearly all my friends-who-are-girls sexually at some point. But
Mary and I are close friends, there's no sexual chemistry pulsing
beneath our bodies. If we had sex with each other it would probably
be weird and awkward afterwards. There's just no passion for me
flaming in her breast. Though now, speaking of her breasts, they
are gently straining quite wonderfully beneath the confines of her
loose, conservative dress. The bit of her ankle sticking out from
beneath seems delicate and feminine in a way I've never noticed
before.

Was there something between us? Or was it just me?
Why does she keep hanging out with me when other women run? Mary's
fit, she's fun, I should be attracted to
her.

I surreptitiously look around at the other people
nearby. We're on the outskirts of the lawn and the few other groups
of people nearby are focused on the movie. With Mary's attention,
too, focused on the screen and not on me, I hop inside her.

My body breaks into a billion particles and streams
inside Mary's form, filling her with my own essence. In less than a
blink I'm looking out at the world through Mary's eyes. I can feel
my ponytail tickling my back, can feel the dress lightly covering
my slim body, can see the nub of my new nose in my peripheral
vision.

My old wine glass falls over and I rush to catch it
before it all spills, shooting out my slim arm and clasping it in
my slender fingers.

'Shit!' I whisper in Mary's voice.

My body jiggles beneath my dress in strange and
exciting ways as I right the glass and sit back. I breathe in the
night air through Mary's lungs and peruse her thoughts.

One rises quickly to the
surface: I'm glad he ditched Danielle, she was so
boring.

I'd forgotten that I'd brought
Danielle to a party where she met Mary. I guess Danielle didn't
make that much of an impression. Now, aided by Mary's thoughts, I
can see that Danielle really wasn't very interesting. She was
always going on about fashion or the latest celebrity slip-up,
things I had zero interest in. Looking back through Mary's memory I
can see that Danielle was too made up, too interested in only her
appearances, too high maintenance to be good for me. And she was
right. Danielle was pretty in a conventional blonde, well-made-up
type of way and maybe my desire for someone
colored her in my mind as better than she
was.

I lean back on Mary's arms and sigh, stretching out
my little toes in my sandals. I wiggle them back and forth. The
nails are tiny and polished. Pretty but not flashy, just like Mary
herself. My eyes follow the line of my legs beneath my dress, up my
waist, over my chest where my breasts lie hidden beneath the floral
fabric, tucked away beneath the shallow collar of the dress.
Curious, I hook one of Mary's fingers beneath the dress and pull
out gently, gazing down at my new body.

A satin, white bra holds my two nicely-sized breasts
in place, covering them nearly completely with only a small gap up
top allowing me to stare down into my lovely valley. Her breasts
aren't large, I could wrap my hands easily around them, but she's
content with their size. As am I.

I glance up at the people near me. They're sill
absorbed in the movie and I'm now sitting in a deep shadow from the
nearby tree. I shuffle around so that my knees are folded beneath
me and to one side so that I can run one hand along my leg,
following the smooth, warm skin up beneath my dress. My fingers
gently squeeze my calf, gripping the powerful muscles just beneath
the silky skin. Memories of “my” four jogs a week flit through my
mind. I allow my fingers to roam back and forth a moment before
sliding up towards the back of my knee. I lean onto one arm and
stretch out my legs. The other arm continues sliding up my leg,
slowly bunching up my dress behind me as my fingers tickle across
the back of my knee, sending delightful shivers through Mary's
body.

I continue exploring as my body warms wonderfully.
The hand beneath my dress slides up the back of my thighs, which
are taut and wide and firm; runner's thighs. Now I'm at Mary's
buttocks. My god, she's tight. I'd never noticed before because she
usually dresses so conservatively in khaki pants, but she actually
has an amazing ass. Though now that I think about it, there were a
few times she wore jeans that clung to her amazing legs. I want to
see her ass in all it's glory, but now is not the time nor the
place. I have to content myself to stroking my petite form beneath
my dress, examining myself through touch alone.

I sit up and cross my legs, letting the dress drape
over my form. Still keeping an eye on the people nearby, I slip my
hand under my skirt and between my legs. My fingers brush across
the cotton panties. I can't see them myself but Mary's mind
furnishes the image: light blue cotton with a little bit of lace on
each side, sitting snugly between my legs. I can feel my new sex
beneath the light fabric and I'm itching to reach it. Waves of
warmth begin slowly radiating through my body and my heart speeds
up at the thought of what I'm about to do here, in public, in
Mary's body.

My fingers slip against my hot skin and slide under
the elastic of my panties. I find the scratchy trail of Mary's
pubic hair and follow it down, down, to the softness between her
legs. I press gently and am rewarded with a quick throb of warmth.
My fingers press into myself lightly, sinking in between my nether
lips and then I'm inside her. I circle inside her wet warmth,
pressing lightly against the hood hiding the nub of my pleasure as
the throbbing wave pulses through my body, each crest cascading
into the next until they're joined as one and my body is
humming.

I bite my lip and draw a breath as I blossom for
myself, my fingers growing moist with my lust. I have to keep
quiet, Mary would die if she got caught playing with herself in
public. The thought seems to delight me and I'm rewarded with a
quick spike of pleasure. I rub my lips with my other hand, trying
to stifle the gasps that want to escape my throat. I circle deeper
inside myself, my fingers growing wet as my rhythm matches the
throbbing of my womanhood and suddenly I cum, pleasure roaring
through my body. It's longer, less localized than when I cum as a
man. It's a full body experience. I bite on my finger to stifle my
moans, but one still escape my lips. I quickly open my eyes and
look around but no one seems to notice.

I return my attention to my pleasure, circling and
pushing inside my dripping cunt. I use Mary's memories to know just
where to touch, lust where to press inside my slickened folds.
Despite dressing conservatively she knows her body and I use her
knowledge to push deep inside myself, hard up against my tender
button and I cum once more, bigger, longer than before as I work
the ecstasy through my gorgeous body. I gasp and lean back as an
orgasm arcs through me. My breasts rise and fall and I force myself
to concentrate on my silence, to squelch down the pleasure that is
even now barreling through me. I cum quietly but no less deeply,
pleasure flooding through my body and out, leaving me more relaxed
and at ease. And much more wet.

I pull my fingers out of me and adjust my dress
around myself. I want to throw off my clothes and get naked,
explore Mary's body to the fullest. But instead I contain myself,
sit back and watch the move. Mary's my friend and I'm just in her
temporarily.

A full exploration will have to wait for later.


II.

It's later and I'm in Mary's apartment. It's a fairly
big apartment—Mary makes good money—and tastefully decorated, if a
little spartan. Mary's roommate, Rachel, is already home by the
time I get there. Rachel sits cross-legged on the couch, doing some
knitting while watching television. Her short hair is messily
spiked and she's got an oval face with slim, angular features. One
nostril is studded with a silver bead. Her little, pink tongue
sticks out in concentration as she clicks and clacks her needles
together. It's surprising to see Rachel knitting; I'd always taken
her to be a punk-ish kind of woman. Certainly the polar opposite of
conservative, chaste Mary. Though that thought triggers a wisp of
memory, disappearing before I can fully absorb it, of Mary pressed
close to someone, their lips together, their greedy arms clutching
each other tightly.

'Hey, how was the movie?' Mary asks, putting down her
knitting to glance up at me.

'Good,' I say, 'The Maltese Falcon's still a
classic.' I head to the kitchen, where I place the empty picnic
basket holding the containers of food down on the counter. I can
see Rachel on the couch through the kitchen pass-through window as
I rinse off the containers.

'How about you? I guess you didn't end up going
out.'

'Nah,' she shrugs, 'Rob was being an asshole so I
told him to fuck off. We're through.'

Rob was Rachel's on-again, off-again boyfriend.
They'd probably be back together within the week. Mary thought he
was ruggedly handsome with a body to die for, but he was too much
of a prick for her liking.

'No offense, but I honestly don't know what you see
in him,' I say, returning to the living room and dropping onto the
couch. I cross one leg over the other.

'Probably his body,' she laughs, 'He's sexy and he's
not...awful. Is that shallow?'

'Not exactly a ringing endorsement,' I say, 'And
also, sometimes he is awful.'

'Yeah, I know,' she sighs, putting her needlework in
her lap and looking at me with her big, green eyes. Rachel's
actually quite pretty. Her face is sharp and tough, but soft around
the edges at the same time. There's an intelligence behind her eyes
that she tries hard to hide while showing off her body, as if she's
embarrassed to be smart instead of sexy. 'But he's there and I'm
here and...I don't know.'

'Rachel,' I say, taking her warm hand in mine,
'You're beautiful.'

'I'm not.'

'You are. And you're smart.
And that's hot. Don't let anyone
tell you differently. Especially Rob. I'm saying this as a friend.
There are a lot of good guys out there—' the image of myself
flashes into Mary's mind '—you don't have to settle on him because
he's around.'

'It doesn't feel like I'm settling. Especially when
he's on his best behavior.'

I start to interject but she continues.

'I know, I know, but...I don't know. Rob reminds me
of my brother and it's good and bad and infuriating and nice
and...ugh.'

She slips out of my hand and resumes her
knitting.

'I don't want to think about him tonight,' she
finishes.

I agree and we sit and watch terrible reality
television, occasionally mocking the contestants. I've never talked
to Rachel this much, or like this, before. She's a lot...softer
with Mary, like the tough-woman act is a cloak to hide her
softness. I like her; she's warm and self-deprecating and funny and
opinionated and interesting. Everything I'm looking for, really. I
can see by Mary's mind that she agrees, though she's never
attempted to set us up despite her cheering me on to find the right
woman. This is going to take some thought. I'm getting tired, but
there's something I have to do before I go to bed.

I say goodnight to Rachel and slip into my room,
shutting the door behind me. Finally, I'm alone in Mary's body. The
first thing I do is pull off my dress, sliding it over my head and
dropping it onto the floor. I run my fingers through my hair to get
it out of my eyes and look down at Mary's body from her
perspective. Two rounded breasts are clasped tightly by a white
bra. Mary's stomach is trim, her ass round and firm. Her legs are
long and smooth, the calves delicately toned, the muscles appearing
briefly as I flex and bend Mary's supple form. I slide my fingers
over my body, feeling the gentle contours of my soft skin.

I reach around behind me and unclasp my bra before
shrugging it to the floor. God, it feels so good to take that
pressure off. I grabbed my breasts in both hands and gently bounce
and squeeze them. They're criss-crossed with lines from my bra and
it feels so amazing to free them, to squeeze and massage their warm
mass. Mary's breasts are supple and firm. Large pink areolae
surround each tiny nub of nipple, that even now begin perking up as
I run my hands across them. My fingers whisper over my skin as I
drink in my new body.

I hook my fingers beneath my panties and wiggle out
of them, my ass swaying back and forth delightfully until I'm fully
naked. I fling the panties to the side and step in front of the
mirror hanging on the far wall. Mary's naked body glides into view.
I'm smiling radiantly, lighting up my face as I gaze in awe at my
exciting new form. Mary's oval face stares back at me. I trace my
slim fingers over my tiny, upturned nose, across my soft cheeks and
down my neck, exploring the new sensations of Mary's body.

My hands find my breasts and I watch in the mirror as
I make Mary caress herself, putting on a show for myself. I dance
lightly from side to side, swaying my hips and arching my back so
my ass sticks out. I'd never seen Mary like this before, so sexy,
so sensual, as I make her tiny, blonde body continue to undulate
back and forth. She's not usually one to show off her body so I've
never really seen it. But now that I'm in it and can see
everything, I love it. My body reverberates with a slight warmth
that begins between my legs and slowly pulses through my form.

One hand stays on my tits as the fingers of the other
come to my mouth. I suck on two fingers, wetting them thoroughly,
tasting Mary's slightly salty skin. When they're shiny with my
saliva I lower them between my legs. I continue watching my body in
the mirror, staring into my own eyes, making myself wet with desire
for my own body, as I make Mary's fingers slip up against her
womanhood. The shaved trail of her pubic hair is lovely to behold,
lovelier still to feel. My fingers find my sex and press gently
against the top, circling lightly, urging the warmth on through my
body. Watching Mary masturbate is incredibly erotic, made more so
by the fact that I can feel everything, inside and out. I'm so wet
for myself, my nether lips soon open and my fingers sink deeper
into my pussy. I'm surrounded by my own wet warmth and I moan
softly as the pleasure causes my body to tremor in anticipation of
what's to come.

I squeeze one of my nipples gently as my fingers
glide inside of me, growing slicker with my lust, urging the fire
on and suddenly I cum, crying out 'Ohh!' before biting my lip and
riding the small wave of pleasure through me. Mary may dress
conservatively but she's no prude. In fact, she's incredibly horny
and isn't embarrassed about pleasuring herself. I let her memories
guide me as I lie down on the bed and spread my legs wide for
myself.

I push my fingers inside—God, I'm dripping—and hook
them around and up against my G-spot. I press and slide against the
dimpled nub, lifting my hips to go deeper, deeper, the pleasure
flowing hot and fast through me as I fuck myself. My other hand
comes down from my tit and begins working my clit. The twin
sensations build the tension through me, I'm so wet, so horny, the
musly smell of myself fills the room and then suddenly the pleasure
all comes at once, like a dam unleashed, blasting through Mary's
beautiful body and my voice rises in pitch, no longer controllable
as I cry out, 'Oh! Oh! Ohh! Ohhh!' and hearing Mary's voice drop
from my lips makes me cum even harder. Controlling her body, her
feelings, being inside her, making her work her own desire is
amazing.

The pleasure plateaus and I sink back down to earth
slowly. Soon I'm aware of my body again, aware of my fingers still
inside me, my warmth surrounding them. I pull my fingers out of
myself and lie back on the bed, sated, enjoying the thumping of my
heart, the blood rushing through my body, the rise and fall of my
breasts. I bring my sticky fingers to Mary's nose and breath in the
deep scent of my pussy. Maybe I'll stay as Mary just a little
longer.


III.

I wake up the next morning and roll over. My blonde
hair spills down over my face, the soft curves of my body jiggle,
reminding me I'm still in Mary's body. As if I could forget. It's
Sunday so I can be lazy. I lie on Mary's bed and let her thoughts
drift, pulling the idea of me to see her opinion of me.

She likes my company and enjoys having me around,
though she's not sexually attracted to me. Maybe we're too familiar
with each other to see each other as anything more than friends.
That's what I expected. Along with that she really wants me to
pursue the right girls and thinks I'm too attached to an immediate
physical attraction that I overlook a host of flaws. I didn't even
realize Danielle was a lesbian.

Holy shit, I just realized Danielle was a
lesbian.

Well, at least Mary's in my corner.
Though I wonder about last night, about Rachel. She seems like a
great person. But there's something unusual in Mary's thoughts that
I can't quite catch, a thought that disappears like morning mist
whenever I try to examine it. It's nice and confusing
and...sensual? But it's not about Rachel...or not
just about Rachel at any rate.

I rise and go through Mary's morning routine: teeth,
makeup, dressing. I smile and make faces at myself in the mirror,
sticking out Mary's pink tongue and watching her face react to my
commands. Eventually I join Rachel out in the kitchen.

'Morning,' she says, sliding me a cup of coffee.

'Thanks,' I reply, taking it and sipping
gratefully.

Mary's got no plans so I spend the rest of the day in
Rachel's company. We start out at a little breakfast place near our
apartment, followed by a stroll through the Sunday market at the
end of uor street. I help Rachel pick out a cute top, all the while
talking and laughing, liking her more the longer I'm with her. We
have some nice girl talk. It's wonderful be treated like the cute
blonde woman I now am. I like Rachel's sarcasm, the way her nose
wrinkles when she laughs, hearing her tell some amazing stories of
her life. But are these Mary's thoughts or mine? If Mary thought
Rachel was so good for me in all these ways, why did she never
bring it up?

At the end of the day we're tired and back in our
apartment sharing a bottle of wine. The conversation, as it so
often does, turns to guys. Or our lack thereof. As Rachel talks,
again Mary's memory holds out a tantalizing wisp of...something.
It's a deep secret, buried so that no one can see it. I know I'll
be able to find it eventually, but my attention is drawn back to
Rachel. I sip my wine, the alcohol giving everything a warm glow as
contentment seeps through me. Rachel and I are sitting side by side
on the couch. She's got her legs crossed. Her shorts are small and
I can see the acres and acres of her legs, so beautiful. She's
become freer with the wine, less guarded, more open. We both have.
She gestures as she tells her stories, patting my arm, grabbing my
hand at a particularly exciting bit as she leans towards me. Her
eyes are twinkling, her mouth in a sly smile, her lips...her
lips...

I lean forward and kiss her. She's not shocked or
surprised; she's almost expected this. We both have. I can tell
from Mary's urgent, confused thoughts. She doesn't know what she's
doing, or what she's done, or what she will do. She wants it but
she's been taught not to want it. It goes against her whole
upbringing. And yet.

And yet Rachel's lips are so soft. Her skin so warm.
The taste of her on my tongue so perfect.

She puts her wine glass down and brings her hands to
my cheeks, pressing my face into hers as I open wide and allow her
tongue to slip inside my mouth, sucking on her wildly. We're lonely
and hungry for each other.

She presses against me, pushing me back onto the
couch until she's leaning over me. I can feel her small chest
pressed into me, the soft breasts brushing my own as Mary's body
warms for her. As we kiss I slide Mary's hands under Rachel's top.
My fingers gently graze her unexpected softness, the fleshy
firmness of her breasts, then slide across her nipples, already
pearled in desire for me as mine are for her. I let her kiss her
way across the nape of my neck as I explore her body, warming for
her, the soft pulse of oncoming pleasure spilling up through my
body in waves.

Then her top is off and her breasts are in my face.
Her nipples are pierced with tiny studs and I move Mary's mouth to
them, sucking and kissing, pressing Mary's mouth and nose into her
roommates chest. My body burns for her, my womanhood opening. She
moans gently above her whenever I flick her nipple with my tongue,
pressing her body against mine. I know how to pleasure her; we've
done this before.

Now my top is off and Rachel's mouth is on my skin.
Her lips burn a trail of desire across my breasts, growing the fire
between my legs as she sucks and it's my turn to moan. As she
kisses down my stomach I bring my own hands to my breasts, grasping
and squeezing their soft firmness.

I arch my back, lifting my ass in the air so Rachel
can remove my pants and my panties, already moist with my desire. I
cry out softly as she buries her face in my sex, matching the
throbbing of my body with the rhythm of her tongue and, oh, God,
she feels wonderful. I feel wonderful. I look down, watch myself
fondle Mary's breasts, watch the top of Rachel's head as she sucks
my clit and 'Oh,' a sharp cry escapes me and I arch my back,
pushing up into Rachel's mouth. Her teeth are against my clit, her
warm tongue tasting my velvety folds and it burns, burns so
beautifully. Now her fingers are inside me, one, two, three, she's
filling me with her hand and I'm so full and still she pushes into
me, her hand disappearing inside Mary's pussy and then 'Oh, yes!
Oh, yes!' my girlish cries escape my lips as Rachel flexes inside
me, hitting everything I need at once and my body explodes. I cum
hard, still wrapped around Rachel's fist, my body pounding with
pleasure and I close my eyes and let it carry me away, this
wonderful, new fullness, an ecstasy I've never experienced
before.

The pleasure fades slowly. Rachel slides her hand out
of me and I release a soft whimper. It felt so good and now there's
an aching emptiness. Rachel smiles own at me, as if reading my
thoughts and we kiss once more, slowly, passionately.

Mary doesn't know what this is. Is this temporary? Is
this who she is? Is this who they are? Is this an experimental
phase brought about by their shared loneliness? Mary isn't usually
attracted to women and this is all new.

Nothing is settled this night. We each go to our
separate beds without talking about it, a sort of shared
embarrassment in the air, as if we just did something we promised
ourselves we wouldn't do again. I fall asleep still thinking of
Rachel's warm, wet tongue inside me.


IV.

Monday morning I wake to the sound of Mary's alarm
clock. I've decided to stay in her body one more day. These little
mists of super-charged erotic memories are intriguing. Sometimes
memories are like that; if someone's locked them up tight and not
told a soul it's difficult for me to access them. But it's bound to
happen eventually, something will bring it to mind enough for me to
tease it out. Plus, I love the encouragement I get about myself
from Mary's thoughts. That much comes easily enough.

I do the whole morning routine. On opening the closet
I'm confronted with Mary's wardrobe. Man, I love her but she
dresses like a grandmother about to play tennis: formless slacks
and plain tops. Oh well, I grab an outfit and do my makeup,
admiring my gorgeous face in the mirror. I like having Mary's face
staring back at me, having her fit body beneath her (mostly)
formless clothes.

I run into Rachel in the hallway as I'm leaving.
There's a little awkwardness but it's best to let it sit until
tonight, when passion has been faded by time, and we can talk about
what, if anything, last night meant. I'd like to be out of Mary's
body by then, it's not an awkward conversation I'm looking forward
to.

I drive to work with the radio on, trying to get
Mary's guard down so I can see what her little secret is. It's
become an obsession. What has conservative little Mary to hide that
she thinks is so naughty? Before last night I would have guessed
'not much'. But after that experience with Rachel, well, it could
be anything.

I arrive at work and find my desk, guided there by
Mary's memories. After chatting with my co-workers I get to work.
Not too long into the day I get a meeting invite. It's from
Charlie, and just seeing his name makes me blush. The hidden
memories explode in a rush of fleeting sensations: his lips on
mine, our bodies together, throbbing with our shared passion,
Mary's shame at hiding it all from his wife.

Ho-ly shit.

I arrive at the meeting room a
little early. It's the one at the far end of the building, away
from most other people. I'm nervous, anxious, expectant. And
then he walks in. Charlie. And my
heart pounds. He's got a chiseled jaw and short, sandy-blond hair.
His shirt sleeves are rolled up, revealing his ropy muscles. As
soon as he locks the door our lips are together. There's no
talking, we both know what we want and that there's not a lot of
time to get it. He's about a foot taller than me so I have to stand
on my tiptoes, but fit Mary's body turns into a quivering mass of
delight as he wraps his arms around me, grips me hard and pulls me
close. My sex is on fire for him as I inhale his faint sandalwood
cologne, press my soft body against his firm muscles, feel his
hands slide down to my ass.

We devour each other, hungry for each other, missing
each other on the weekend. I can feel him growing as he presses his
groin against me. I reach into his pants as we continue kissing and
I wrap Mary's fingers around his throbbing manhood. It's hot to the
touch, solid and soft, and God I want him inside me so much it
hurts.

He senses my thoughts, or else his body needs me as
much as I need him. His hands fall to the waistband of my pants,
fumbling against my buttons in his eagerness to undress me. Finally
he frees me and my slacks slip to the floor. I throw off my top
then unbutton his shirt and run my fingers across his solid, smooth
chest. His lips are on my breasts, his hot breath circling my
nipple beneath my bra. He's rough, urgent. We could be discovered,
which just makes Mary's body even wetter. It's illicit and wrong
and awful but I need him.

I yank his pants down and continue stroking his
erection as it points up at me. My fingers slide down the shaft and
he groans.

'You make me so fucking crazy,' he whispers in my
ear, biting my earlobe, nibbling my neck, sending flames through my
body. Mary's never had a man so desperately starved for her, thinks
she doesn't deserve it, loves the attention, the feeling of him
wanting to use her for his own ends. As if her own worth is
measured by how much Charlie wants her.

'Oh, Mary,' I think, and then, 'Oh! Charlie!' I moan
softly, burning for him.

He grabs my ass in his hands and lifts me onto the
desk. He rips off my panties and for a moment just stares, drinking
in my naked form as I sit on the desk, offering myself for him,
spreading my legs. I look up at him, naked, eager, scared, wanting
him to take me, and he does.

He guides himself against the lips of my womanhood.
I'm so wet for him already, even before I feel the head of his cock
pushing inside me, even before the pressure builds and then he
sinks inside my pussy, burying himself up to the hilt and we're
linked together in lust. He's warm and full inside me and he
thrusts with an urgency I've never felt. His hands grip my thighs
and he spreads me open as he kisses again and I'm his as he fucks
me hard, slamming his cock deep inside me. His hands cover my mouth
as I start to cry out and my moans are muffled beneath his
calloused hand.

I escape his hand to look down at our entwined
bodies, at his cock entering me, pulsing hard inside me as my
nether lips wrap around his shaft. My body is a raging inferno, my
pussy aching for him and then with a spasm that reverberates
through my slim form he releases himself into me. I can feel him
cum, a wonderful throbbing followed instantly by blasts of heat as
his seed fills my womb and I cry out beneath his hand again,
throwing my head back as the pleasure racks my body and I cum out
of desperate need. He pumps again and again, emptying himself
inside me, slowing to a trickle as I take every last drop of his
seed until he's done.

He's so hot and this is terrible and it's the best
and I'm such a slut and what have I done and I want to do it again
and again.

He pulls out of me. His shaft is slick with my lust
and he dribbles some of his seed against my inner thigh. I wipe it
onto one finger and suck, staring into his eyes as I drink him.
He's entranced by me. I'm his weakness, his seductress. And this is
the power Mary enjoys over him. This is her secret.

We both get dressed, then open the window to clear
the sex out of the air while we clean the table as best we can with
some tissues. When we're done he embraces me, staring down into my
lovely face.

'We have to stop doing this,' he says. A line that's
been said by cheating lovers throughout time. But Mary can't, and I
don't think he can, either. I can only hope it ends up well.

When I'm home alone I hop out of Mary, leaving her to
nap on her bed. I take one last look at the fragile form I spent
the last several days in. She's beautiful and she's my friend. And
we're both rooting for each other.
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