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		It’s a Steal

		

	
		The mood in the car was tense as Rhys drove Feliciana down the M1 towards London. Rhys stared straight ahead at the road as his thoughts churned. Feliciana’s hands were in her lap, fingers twisting together. Her confession lay heavy in the air between them.

		

		Finally, Rhys broke the silence. “How many times?”

		

		“Just once. It was stupid. It was an accident. You and I were fighting and he was there—”

		

		“An accident. So, like, you slipped and fell on his dick?”

		

		“Aye, madre mia, Rhys. Don’t be so crude.” Feliciana admonished him.

		

		Even when fighting over something that was so clearly her fault sometimes her Catholic Spanish upbringing came through. She’d lived in the UK long enough so that her accent was light—but still, to Rhys’s mind, cute—and her family often switched casually between Spanish and English. She was the whole reason Rhys had started learning Spanish. He loved her for fuck’s sake. And then she dropped this bomb on him.

		

		“What the fuck? What the fuck?” Rhys slapped the wheel, causing the car to swerve slightly.

		

		“I’m sorry, Rhys. It meant nothing. I still love you.” Her voice broke and she paused to sniff away a tear.

		

		“But you’ll have sex with other blokes? I can’t trust you anymore, Feliciana. We have one argument and you go crawling into someone else’s bed.”

		

		“Oh, come on, Rhys,” Feliciana retorted, becoming fiery. It was a habit of hers, twisting things around so that she was the victim. “It wasn’t one argument. You’ve been distant for a while.”

		

		“I’m working on it!”

		

		“Were you working on it when you went out to the bar with your colleague?”

		

		“That was different. It wasn’t like that,” Rhys protested, suddenly and uncomfortably caught on the backfoot. His colleague had been flirting with him by asking him out and he’d accepted. He’d recently had a spat with Feliciana and it was nice to be wanted by someone. Nothing had happened though. But if something had happened, Rhys had a feeling he might not have resisted. “This isn’t about me. This is about you,” Rhys insisted, steering the conversation back to safer ground.

		

		“This is about us, Rhys. Maybe this break will be good for us. I feel like you’ve been taking me for granted. We don’t go out anymore. You don’t leave me little notes. When’s the last time you bought me flowers?”

		

		“Oh, so I don’t buy flowers means you can go out and snog other people?”

		

		“It’s not just the flowers. It’s everything. I don’t even know whether you love me anymore. Or if I love you.”

		

		There was a pause as they both took in her last outburst. She grabbed a cigarette from her packet in the cup holder, lit it, and rolled down the window to blow the smoke out. It was one of her habits he couldn’t stand and had always tried to break.

		

		“I do. I did.” Rhys swiped at his watery eyes. “Maybe this break will be the end of us.”

		

		“Maybe.” She fixed him with her sparkling brown eyes but he resolutely ignored her.

		

		Feliciana tossed her long black hair back, folded her arms beneath her ample chest and glared out the passenger side window. How was she suddenly the angry one here?

		

		Rhys wished he’d never agreed to help her move to London for her internship. It had only been an hour into the three hour trip that the truth had come out. Maybe if she hadn’t admitted what she’d done they could have pretended that everything was fine. It would have been just a six month break and when she came back they would have picked up good as new. Maybe he would have never known. Now, though, everything was broken.

		

		They barely spoke for the remainder of the trip. Rhys finally pulled into the complex where Feliciana’s company had set up a corporate apartment for the duration of her internship. Rhys supposed he could have just dumped her crap on the ground and hightailed it out of there. But, despite everything, he still loved her. Still wanted her. So he hefted the heaviest suitcase as Feliciana grabbed two of her smaller bags.

		

		Rhys followed her in. Despite his anger he couldn’t help but fix his eyes on her swaying ass and the wide hips and thick thighs that were so inviting. He’d kissed and caressed them so many times before. Her ass bounced back and forth in front of him all the way to the front desk. Even in his anger he ached for her.

		

		He stewed in silence while she checked in and got her key. Feliciana entered the lift and held it open for Rhys. He had to brush past her through the doorway and got a quick hit of her tangerine body wash that always reminded him of her. She tucked her hair back behind each ear as the lift took them up to her temporary home. Rhys stared straight ahead at his reflection mirrored in the polished steel doors.

		

		He was taller than she was. Bulkier with muscle. His shaved head gleamed in the lift lights. His pale English skin contrasted beautifully with her dark Spanish coloring. With her curvy hourglass figure, her perfectly arranged dark features and wonderfully buoyant breasts she could have had anyone. And, apparently, she did, Rhys thought morosely.

		

		The flat was sterile and corporate but so much nicer than her flat back home where she had only a single room with a shared kitchen and bathroom. Rhys guessed that was one of the perks of studying international business: that one would be put up in a flat worthy of international business people.

		

		It only took three trips to empty Rhys’s car of all Feliciana’s things. Rhys dumped the last bag onto the living room couch and turned to go.

		

		“Rhys…”

		

		He turned warily. Her hands were at her sides and she was rubbing her thumb and forefinger together, a sure sign of her nervousness.

		

		“Yeah?”

		

		“I am sorry.”

		

		“I don’t know. I just…I don’t know.”

		

		He returned back down the hallway and stepped into the lift. As the doors slid closed, the last thing he saw was Feliciana standing in front of her door, her shoulders stooped, her beautiful face a mask of pain.
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		Rhys had planned to spend the rest of that day with Feliciana. As usual, he was the organized one, setting up a whole itinerary for their short time together in London. He was even going to spend the night for some last pre-break sex. Now, heartbroken and miserable, he thought about just going home but he didn’t know if he could stomach the three hour drive back up north just stewing in his own silence. In the end he figured he may as well do some of what he’d planned on doing.

		

		That was how he ended up inside the British Museum. He wandered the halls, peering at the sculptures and relics. Alongside all the other visitors he somehow felt even more lonely. Feliciana was supposed to be here with him. He knew she’d be awed at some of these artifacts and he missed her voice.

		

		And then he descended into gloom. She’d cheated on him. She wasn’t worthy of his affection. He always harbored a deep-seated belief that she was too pretty for him. He was a five dating a nine and look where it had gotten him. But, god, he missed her. God, how he wanted her to feel like he did. He wanted her to know that she’d taken his whole life from him and turned everything upside down.

		

		Rhys’s attention was caught by a sign announcing the newest exhibition: a display on the supernatural and occult. The exhibition room was darker than the others, attempting a spooky atmosphere. Early Christian occult artifacts sat behind thick glass cases. The descriptions on them revolved around strange rituals and beliefs. From the earliest times, people wanted to believe that they could control their destiny with magic, that they could punish their enemies and find true happiness.

		

		Rhys empathized with those early humans. Wouldn’t it be great to just say a few magic words and get revenge on anyone who’d wronged you? God, what he wouldn’t give for some magic to make Feliciana feel like he did right now. He wanted her to feel like her whole world had crumbled.

		

		Rhys made his way around the room and soon found himself in front of a glass display case that held an old book. On the cover was a crude drawing of a person. Two people, actually, as if they’d been smooshed together, back to back. The description on the display was tantalizingly vague:

		

		Book of Vedreka, 200-700 A.D.E.

		

		This hand stitched book includes the earliest known collection of sacred rituals of an obscure Indian sect known as the Vadrekans. It contains spells that claim to be able to control and defeat enemies from within, hinting at a deep belief in mind control or hypnotism.

		

		Mind control or hypnotism. Wouldn’t that be nice to use on Feliciana? Then Rhys could definitely ensure she wouldn’t cheat on him.

		

		As Rhys ate lunch in a little café nearby, he flipped through his phone to see if he could find anything else about the sect that had written the book. There was a little more information online. The Vedrekans believed that all people were connected through one overmind and that bodies were mere vessels that could be rearranged at will. Filled with different souls, essentially. The British Museum had been a little bit off in that the Vedrekans didn’t believe in mind control. They believed that people could swap bodies.

		

		Thoughts of the Vedrekans filled his head throughout the rest of the trip. On the long ride back home he had plenty of time to mull it over. With nothing else to occupy his mind he let his fantasy free. What if he could swap bodies? What if he could become Feliciana? It would be the best of all possible worlds. He would have her delicious body but without the mind that had cheated on him. He would absolutely wreck her. If she wanted to cheat on him he’d show her how to really do it. Fuck everyone and everything. Embarrass her. Ruin her life. Or…take over her life.

		

		Why should she get to fuck up his life and then get away without consequences? With her beautiful body she would have the pick of any man she wanted. Maybe Rhys was just hard on himself at the moment but he was doubtful he could ever land someone on Feliciana’s level again. That cheating bitch would go off to have her perfect life with her international career and forget about him. Hell, why stay with some IT dweeb when you could land a hot CEO? Of course, if he was Feliciana….

		

		It was stupid and impossible and completely ridiculous to think that some ancient sect had figured out a way to switch bodies. And yet. And yet.

		

		Rhys continued researching when he got home, trying to find as much as he could about the Vedrekans. It was slow going. There wasn’t much online but Rhys soon found someone who claimed to be an expert. Rhys contacted him, pretending to be a fellow researcher, and was delighted when he received high resolution scans of the book that had been on display in the museum.

		

		Over the next few weeks Rhys delved into the scans. Figuring out the foreign language was like a puzzle. With his mathematical mind he enjoyed cracking codes and he feverishly set to work on this one. He used the drawings accompanying the spells to suss out the language, making educated guesses, trying and failing and failing again. His desk quickly filled with scrawled notes and false starts. Sheets of paper spilled off his desk and on to the floor.

		

		Rhys lived with his dad and his sister, and they both worried about him with his new obsession. His sister tried to talk to him about Feliciana but he blew her off, explaining only that they were on a break. His dad tried to find out what had Rhys so obsessed. Rhys fobbed him off with an excuse that it was all about getting into a role for live action roleplaying. He knew that would make his dad instantly lose interest and leave him alone.

		

		And then one night Rhys made a breakthrough. Before long he was translating just about everything, speeding through the book to look for the spell he needed.

		

		There was, indeed, a spell that claimed to allow people to switch bodies. And with a little more research, and a large payment through black market channels for a figurine that looked like the one on the cover of the book (stolen, of course), Rhys had everything he needed. The trigger for the swap was intercourse. As soon as a man and a woman coupled they would be switched. The switch would last for one week. But if they coupled with each other again during that time they would be locked in their new bodies.

		

		Over the next few months Feliciana texted him occasionally. Sometimes he wouldn’t answer for days. Other times he would lie awake as they talked for hours. He loved her and hated her and couldn’t forgive her but wanted her so badly. Or, rather, he wanted to be her. He’d come to believe in the spell. At least, it was worth a try.

		

		So Rhys put his plan into action. He resumed studying Spanish. He texted and emailed and phoned Feliciana, pretending to be healing from her betrayal all while setting the stage for his own. He never told her he completely forgave her, but he did allow that he was willing to see her again. That he missed her. His dad and his sister were happy to see him coming out of his room again. Rhys never told them what had happened between him and Feliciana. He didn’t want them to hate her. Not when he was going to become her.

		

		The six months of Feliciana’s internship flew past. Rhys prepared for her return, getting his affairs in order, buying the necessary medicines for his plan, and memorizing the spell. The day before Feliciana was to come home, he sabotaged his research notes then crammed them into a drawer of his dresser where Feliciana was sure to find them eventually.

		

		By the time Feliciana’s internship was over, Rhys had convinced her that their relationship was on the mend. He even offered to drive back down to London and pick her up, an offer she eagerly accepted.
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		Rhys kept a sunny face on when Feliciana opened the door of her corporate flat and greeted him. He was cordial and polite, though inside he was steaming. Still, she took his breath away and his eyes flitted down her beautiful figure that would soon be his. They kissed tentatively and Feliciana took his hand.

		

		“I’ve missed you so much, baby,” Feliciana said.

		

		Rhys looked into her deep brown eyes and said, “I missed you, too.”

		

		And he had. He missed her scent. He missed her voice. But soon they would all be his. He couldn’t wait to have those wide hips, to explore the thighs beneath her tight jeans, to touch her incredible chest with her own hands, to do whatever he wanted to her body.

		

		The two caught up as Rhys helped cart her bags down to his car. As they got on the road, Feliciana propped her arm up on the window and leaned her head on hand, her long dark hair draping down her face so seductively and partially obscuring the small tattoo of an airplane circling the globe on her inner arm.

		

		“That was the nicest place I’ve ever stayed in,” Feliciana sighed. “I’m not sure I’m ready to go back to my crap studio.”

		

		“It’ll be a change sharing a kitchen with three other people, huh?”

		

		“Ugh, I am not looking forward to it. Sam is a great cook but he never cleans up after himself. Do you think…maybe…” She put her hand on his thigh. “I could stay with you?”

		

		“I don’t know,” Rhys said, eager to make her sweat for a little bit. “I just…honestly, I still feel betrayed.”

		

		“I’ve told you, whatever I can do to make it up for you I will. It was the worst mistake of my life. I just want you back, Rhys.” She pleaded.

		

		He almost gave in as she gazed at him. He nearly threw away his whole plan for her pretty face. But then the pain and the anger stabbed him again. He wanted to make her pay. She couldn’t just apologize and have that be the end of it. What she’d done was unforgivable.

		

		Rhys pretended to think about it on the trip back. Feliciana was excessively polite and complimentary as she complained about her flat, trying to make him feel sorry for her. Just more manipulation to try to get him to let her stay at his place. Her charm no longer worked on Rhys. He could see right through it. But he let her twist for a while, enjoying her desperation.

		

		“I also don’t miss the sound of the pipes at my place,” she added. “I swear, I can hear every time someone flushes the loo.”

		

		Finally, Rhys sighed. “Okay. Why don’t you come back to my place for the night?”

		

		“That would be amazing! Oh, thank you so much!” She gushed and beamed at him. He could tell from the gleam in her eye that she thought she’d won.

		

		The rest of the trip she was all big smiles and happy talk. When they pulled up to Rhys’s house he shut off the car and turned to her before she could get out.

		

		“Look, Feliciana, I want to help you out. I’ve been thinking about this for a while and I know you don’t have any sort of transportation so…I want you to have my car.”

		

		“What?”

		

		“I’m giving you my car. It’s yours.”

		

		“Oh, Rhys. You don’t have to do that.”

		

		“It’s already done. I’ve signed it away to you. Look in the glovebox.”

		

		He leaned over and opened the glovebox to pull out the vehicle registration document to show her. She squealed and threw her arms around him. Her flowery scent filled his nose as she pressed herself against him and whispered in his ear. “Thank you, thank you, thank you.” God, how he wanted her again.

		

		If she thought it was strange that he would gift her his car after having to be talked into letting her stay at his place she didn’t let on. She was probably just so thrilled with herself for winning and thinking that she had him twisted around her finger once again.

		

		“One more thing,” he said when she finally released him.

		

		He reached back and felt around on the floor for the bag he’d hidden and then handed it to her. She pulled out a small box and when she opened it her mouth dropped.

		

		“Oh my god.”

		

		“I got this for you a couple weeks before you left and then…all that stuff happened between us,” Rhys lied. “But I want you to have it now.”

		

		Feliciana slid out the black Armani watch and placed it on her wrist. She held up her arm and admired it. “Rhys, it’s gorgeous.”

		

		It did look gorgeous against her mocha skin. It wasn’t a gift to her, though, it was a gift to his future self. Still, he accepted her gratitude and continued to play the part of the lovestruck boyfriend. She hugged him again.

		

		Feliciana only brought one bag in to Rhys’s house. The rest remained in the car for when she would return to her own place the next day. Rhys’s dad and sister greeted her fondly. Rhys had told his family they’d reconciled and there were no hard feelings. Feliciana was in fine form, laughing and joking and remaining the center of attention. She would sometimes drape herself casually on Rhys, or reach out and take his hand. Whether she really was feeling amorous or whether she just wanted to cement Rhys’s desire for her, he didn’t know. But it fit into his plan.

		

		When she showered he took the sedatives he’d bought. They would be enough to knock his body out all night and he had about twenty minutes until they would kick in. When Feliciana returned to his room, wrapped only in a towel, Rhys finally allowed himself to give in to his lust.

		

		He kissed her and she wrapped her arms around him. She smelled clean and fresh. Her body was warm against his. He gently untied the towel and she let it fall to her feet so he could admire her naked body for the first time in six months. She was still as delicious as he remembered. Her tits were ripe and buoyant, her hips wide and squeezable, her ass plump and grabbable.

		

		Rhys’s hands slid down her body, following the shapely curves, sliding around to pinch her bubble butt as he pressed himself against her. She giggled into his mouth and draped her arms around his neck. Their tongues met and he shivered as he tasted her for the first time in so long. Her breasts pressed against his chest and he slid his hands between their bodies to caress them. They spilled from his hands, warm and full.

		

		She helped him undress, yanking off his shirt and running her hands across his pale chest. He slid his hand across her warm cheek and bent to kiss her again. She sighed into his mouth, melting into him. His erection strained between them and she reached into his pants to grab it. Rhys shuddered as she wrapped her warm fingers around his manhood. Christ, she felt good as she gently tugged at his cock.

		

		He set her on the bed and then turned to his dresser where the little figurine sat. He made a show of adjusting it until it faced the bed.

		

		“What are you doing?” She giggled.

		

		He turned back to her, his hand still on the statue. “Nothing,” he grinned.

		

		Feliciana sat on the bed, legs together, her thick thighs mostly obscuring the dark line of her pubic hair. She leaned back on her hands and Rhys took a moment to admire her curvy body. Her heavy breasts swung down, calling to Rhys.

		

		Rhys jumped on her playfully and she fell back, laughing as he straddled her and kissed his way up and down her breasts. He slid his hand between her legs and felt the rough coarseness of her pubic hair give way to the slickness of her entrance. His cock was hard now and they pressed their bodies together. He kissed her nose, her cheeks, her chin, wandering down to suckle on each magnificent breast. He gathered them in his hand and licked each tan nipple, nibbling it until it spiked to attention beneath his lips and she sighed and wiggled beneath him. Her hands caressed him, grabbing him, pulling him closer. His fingers found the moisture in her pussy and he caressed her while he continued kissing back and forth across her chest.

		

		“Oh, Rhys,” she moaned, her voice rich with lust.

		

		She spread her legs and Rhys guided his manhood against her waiting pussy. His cockhead parted her sweet velvety lips. He rolled his hips and sheathed himself inside her, moaning as her wet heat surrounded him. He slid in to the hilt and paused, enjoying the feeling of being surrounded by her as she clutched at him.

		

		Rhys could feel his body starting to become numb from the sedatives. He began muttering the spell as he kissed her breasts and nibbled at her neck.

		

		“Mmm, I don’t understand you,” she moaned.

		

		Rhys continued muttering the spell as he thrust into her, the tension in him rising, competing with the medication. She was warm and wet and he fit her so perfectly. He thrust in harder, faster, making her tits bounce with each pump of his cock. The numbness filled his body as he reached the end of the spell. He slid his hand beneath her ass, grabbed it, and thrust as deep as he could into her as the world went dizzy. Feliciana arched her back beneath him and cried out for him as he throbbed inside her, joining her heat with his own, pumping into her body as he came.

		

		And then Rhys was lying on his back as a heavy weight pressed him onto the bed. His legs were spread and something alien was inside him, twitching, pumping the last remnants of his own seed into his new body. Feliciana – in his body – had just enough time to register her astonishment before her eyes closed and she slumped down on top of him.

		

		Rhys maneuvered his unconscious former body off to the side of the bed. As he did so, he felt his own cock slide out of him and splash him with drops of seed. Rhys pushed himself to a seated position and gazed down at his new form. Feliciana’s pendulous breasts bobbed from his chest. He had her wonderful Latina curves, her thick thighs, her shapely body.

		

		“Oh my god, it worked!” He said to himself, luxuriating in the sound of Feliciana’s voice spilling from his own lips.

		

		Rhys reached up and grabbed his new tits. They spilled out of his hands as he hefted them. He ran his fingers around the wide circumference. God, seeing Feliciana’s pretty manicured fingers caressing her own tits was enough to make him warm and tingly. Her skin was so dark and rich and warm, much better than his former pale self. Owning her body made him giddy and giggly with excitement. He dropped his tits and ran his hands over his new face, feeling Feliciana’s smooth cheeks and chin, her broad nose, her plump lips. He ran his hands through her long, silky hair, combing it back out behind him to let it tickle down his back. Rhys held up his hands, flipping them around to look at each side, tracing the gently curved nails. His gaze traced up his slender arms. He’d lost a lot of muscle but he’d gained so much more.

		

		“This is amazing,” he laughed, just to hear Feliciana’s voice.

		

		As his former body snored away behind him, Rhys stood. It was strange standing in Feliciana’s body. He was slightly shorter but wider in many places. He took the first few tentative steps to get the hang of his new body. He didn’t know how hard it would be to walk with a new center of gravity but, to his surprise, he found he moved naturally. Aside from the weirdness of owning his ex-girlfriend’s body, of feeling various parts bob and sway, he moved with ease. He had none of her memories but it seemed he’d maintained her sense of self and movement.

		

		Now that Rhys had her body he wanted to get the fuck out of his room. He grabbed a tissue and wiped the trickle of cum dripping from his pussy. His pussy. What a wonderful thought. He tossed the tissue onto his sleeping body as a memento. Then he packed up what little of Feliciana’s things she’d brought in, stuffing her clothes and laptop into the backpack. As he bent and stretched and moved he enjoyed the feel of his body wiggling beneath him, how the cool air caressed the emptiness between his legs, how his tits jiggled and shook in front of his face when he bent down. He half-turned so he could admire his butt, running his hand along the soft contours. He grabbed it and jiggled. God, how he loved doing that to her ass and now he could do it whenever he wanted.

		

		Rhys left some jeans and a tee shirt out of his backpack, along with some panties. When he was packed up he shimmied the panties up his legs, snapping them into place around his mid-section just below the cute little pouch of his tummy. Rhys stepped into the jeans and struggled to pull them up his wide thighs, just as Feliciana often did. The big ass and wide legs that so delighted him also made the jeans a pain in the arse to put on. He sat on the bed and yanked them up as far as he could, lifting each leg in the air and tugging on the jeans. Then he stood and wiggled and shook and jumped as he yanked the waist with both hands until the jeans fit snug around his waist and he could button them.

		

		Rhys didn’t bother with a bra and left his tits to bounce free beneath his shirt. He attempted to pick up the tightly-packed suitcase but found his new body much weaker. It was a harder lift and he soon gave up and opted to wheel it quietly out the door and down the hallway. The television was on in the living room. Rounding the corner, Rhys found his dad was still awake and watching some reality dating show.

		

		“Hey, Feliciana. Where are you of to?” Rhys’s dad said as he stood and approached him, a beer in one hand.

		

		“Oh, just…going to head back to my place.”

		

		“So soon?” Rhys’s dad took a swig of beer and his eyes flicked down to Rhys’s chest briefly.

		

		Had his dad always ogled her like that? Was this what being Feliciana was going to be like?

		

		“Yeah. I told my roommates I would be there tonight and I don’t want them to worry about me.”

		

		“Okay. Well it was good seeing you again.”

		

		Rhys’s dad went in for a hug. Rhys paused briefly and then returned the hug, feeling his big breasts crushed up against his dad’s chest. When they pulled away Rhys’s dad let his hand linger on Rhys’s shoulder.

		

		“Come around anytime.”

		

		“Sure.”

		

		Rhys scooted out the door, conscious that as he turned his back his dad was probably ogling his ass. It was both creepy and weirdly nice to be so wanted. Just not by his dad.

		

		Rhys stepped out the door and breathed the cool night air in through his new nose. As he walked to the car he’d gifted Feliciana, he became aware of a craving. He wanted…something, but he couldn’t figure out what it was. It wasn’t sex, though that was certainly on his mind. When he opened the car door and spied Feliciana’s packet of cigarettes sitting in the cup holder the craving intensified. He was dying for a smoke. This was one of the downsides of taking over his girlfriend. He’d also taken over her bad habits. He couldn’t not smoke, so he lit up a cigarette and drove to Feliciana’s share house.

		

		Time to set up the rest of his plan before she awoke.
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		Rhys didn’t have Feliciana’s memories to guide him, but he’d been to her place and met her flatmates before. Still, it was quite odd to see how they interacted with him when he was someone else. When he walked through the front door, Teagan jumped up from the living room couch and bounced over to him.

		

		“Feliciana! Welcome back!” Teagan said, wrapping Rhys in a tight hug before he could even drop his bags.

		

		“Let me get in the door, first,” Rhys laughed.

		

		“How was the internship? Tell me everything!” Teagan said when she released him.

		

		Her big brown eyes sparkled as she took him in, a huge grin on her face. Her dark brown hair was pulled back in a ponytail but for her bangs, which curved gently down over her forehead. Teagan had a model’s face, with incredible cheekbones, a neat mouth and perfectly crafted nose. She really was delighted to see Feliciana. Teagan had never been this interested in Rhys when he came over. The most he’d ever got was a grunt.

		

		“Oh, well…” Rhys began. He really should have been prepared for the question but with the excitement of the evening it had caught him off guard. Fortunately he was saved by the entrance of Feliciana’s other roommate, Sam.

		

		“Hey, she’s back!” Sam cried as he strode out of his bedroom, closely followed by his boyfriend, Michael.

		

		Sam, as usual, was shirtless, all the better to show off his sculpted chest and six pack. As he wrapped Rhys in a hug his spicy masculine scent hit Rhys’s nose and a rush of lustful desire filled him. It wasn’t that he wanted to have sex with Sam—though Sam was undeniably a good-looking guy—it was more as if Feliciana’s desires were still hardwired and that flushing feeling of warmth was a reflex that came from her need, not Rhys’s.

		

		They all helped bring Rhys’s bags in from the car and put them in Feliciana’s bedroom. It was a tidy room but depressingly spare. A mattress on the bare wood floor. Some plastic organizers to hold clothes. She was barely scraping by and had hoped this internship would open some new doors for her.

		

		When everything was squared away, Rhys sat with his other three roommates in the living room and they shared a bottle of wine as he told them all about the internship. By now he’d had time to gather his thoughts and, besides, they would never know if it was true anyway.

		

		Sam and Michael leaned on each other on the other couch, occasionally chiming in with irreverent comments. Teagan sat next to Rhys on the couch. Her legs were tucked beneath her, one arm propped on the back of the couch as she gave Rhys her full attention. It was somewhat distracting having her mesmerizingly beautiful face so close to his. Rhys felt his gaze continually pulled to her face, wanting to drink her in.

		

		When they’d gotten enough of the internship story, Rhys turned to the real reason he wanted to talk to them.

		

		“You all remember my boyfriend, Rhys, right?”

		

		There was a chorus of agreement.

		

		“He’s not the person I thought he was. When I went away he went kind of loco. He accused me of cheating on him and then started stalking me.”

		

		“Did you go the police?” Teagan asked.

		

		Rhys shook his head. “I don’t think it’s anything they can do. It’s nothing physical. Yet, anyway. Just more like online harassment.”

		

		“You should tell the police anyway. Just get it on record in case he does anything else.”

		

		“Yeah, maybe. Anyway, he might show up here…and he’s much bigger than me…” Rhys let his eyes tear up.

		

		“Hey,” Sam leaned forward, concern in his eyes. “If your crazy ex shows up here we’ll take care of him.”

		

		“It’ll be okay,” Teagan agreed, stroking Rhys’s back.

		

		A little while later the group broke up for bed. When Teagan and Rhys were alone, she turned to him. “If there’s anything you need, just let me know.”

		

		“Thank you. I appreciate that.”

		

		She hugged him again and he leaned on her, enjoying her warmth, her closeness, her scent. The hug lasted longer than he expected.

		

		When Teagan pulled away she said jokingly, “You know, if you want company tonight you can sleep in my bed.”

		

		They both laughed and Rhys wondered it really was a joke or if there was a kernel of truth in it.

		

		“Thanks. Goodnight.” Rhys said.

		

		Rhys went to his room and stripped off his clothes. He grabbed a towel, wrapped it around himself and hunted through the flat for the shower. After finding it, he locked the door behind him before stepping into the warm spray and letting it sluice down his wonderful new body. Finally, alone and with time, he could admire the body he now possessed.

		

		Feliciana’s tits hung heavy and firm from his chest. He hefted them in each hand, running his dainty fingers over the smooth warm skin. It was almost as exciting watching himself make Feliciana touch herself as it was to feel the tits in his hand. They were huge, spilling from his fingers as he bobbled them. He soaped them up until they were slippery with suds and then stroked them some more, grasping them against his chest while they ballooned up and then releasing them to let them sway back down.

		

		Rhys’s attention spread to the rest of his new body and he let his hands wander down his ample curves. Her ass was so squeezable. Her thighs so wonderfully thick. Her tits so bouncy. And it was all his.

		

		His hands grew quicker across his dark skin as an eagerness awoke between his legs. He dipped a hand between his legs, following the coarse trail of pubic hair to the slick opening awaiting him. Spreading his legs, he slid two fingers gently inside himself. He let his fingertips follow the velvety folds of his pussy up and down. He was already wetter than water and the glorious teasing of his fingers sent warms shivers through him.

		

		Fondling his breasts with one hand, he slid up through his entrance with the fingers of the other hand. Christ, it felt so wonderful to slide apart the tight walls of his cunt, to feel his own pussy wrapped around his fingers. The incredible richness of being filled made the lust more intense. Instead of satisfying the desire it was as if every stroke just made it richer, building towards a beautiful release.

		

		Rhys fingered himself, propping one leg on the side of the shower so he could slide deeper into himself. He leaned over, slipping his fingers deeper inside his perfect tight cunt. As he did so, his tits jiggled below his nose. It was so hot watching Feliciana’s naked body move beneath his command, feeling her massive tits jiggling down, her wide butt pressed against the cold tiles, feeling her pussy inside and out.

		

		Rhys thrust his fingers in faster, sliding in up to the second knuckle. He moaned as the first pulse of pleasure hit him, a precursor to more. His breath quickened and he moved faster, sliding in and out, pausing only to tease his budded clit. He was panting now, Feliciana’s breathy voice escaping his lips. He tried to keep his voice down but the desire wanted to escape.

		

		He dropped his tits to clap a hand over his mouth to muffle the growing cries. “Oh! Oh! Oh!” He came suddenly, shuddering around the fingers he’d shoved into his pussy. His entire body quivered and flexed and he clamped his eyes shut as the orgasm pounded through him. It was intense, bringing sparkles to his vision, the pleasure filling him from head to toe. So different from when he was a man and the desire was quick, concentrated at the base of his dick. This was a rich fulness that took his breath away and warmed his entire body.

		

		The feelings ebbed away slowly, leaving Rhys warm and weak. He finished his shower, dried off, and then slipped into Feliciana’s nightie before collapsing into bed. He was asleep in moments.
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		Feliciana apparently set her phone on silent at night because Rhys awoke the next morning to ten missed calls. As he rose and stretched and gently caressed his body he listened to her increasingly frantic voicemails.

		

		“Rhys! Where are you? What happened?” Delete.

		

		“Are you in my body? How did—” Delete.

		

		“Did you do this? Do you know what’s going on?” Delete.

		

		Teagan was making breakfast when Rhys emerged from his room. She had her arms crossed casually and was leaning against the counter as she waited for her toast. She wore tight jeans that hugged her slender figure. She wasn’t as full bodied as Feliciana but she was hot in a different way. She was smaller and leaner, with an athletic figure that Rhys could make out beneath the tight belly shirt that she wore.

		

		“Morning,” Rhys said as he passed her to go to the bathroom.

		

		“Sam’s still in there,” Teagan called out.

		

		One of the drawbacks of living in a share house. Rhys returned to the kitchen and was about to make small talk with Teagan when someone pounded frantically on the front door.

		

		“Rhys? Rhys are you in there?” A man cried and it took a second for Rhys to register that it was his former voice.

		

		He turned to Teagan. “It’s him!”

		

		Teagan nodded and crossed to the bathroom as Feliciana continued pounding on the front door.

		

		Teagan knocked on the bathroom door. “Sam! The crazy ex is here.”

		

		Sam burst out of the bathroom wearing only a towel wrapped around himself. He really was stacked and had the solid chest and arms of a weightlifter. Sam threw open the door. Rhys’s former body stood outside, looking miserable and disheveled.

		

		“You got five seconds to get the fuck out of here,” Sam said levelly.

		

		“You don’t understand,” Feliciana tried. “He’s—She’s—We—” She glanced behind Sam and locked eyes with Rhys. “Tell them what happened!”

		

		Rhys drew back and Teagan wrapped her arms around him for comfort. At the commotion, Michael rushed out of his bedroom and joined Sam in the doorway.

		

		“Yeah,” Sam stopped Feliciana’s ramblings. “We heard all about you. We know what’s going on.”

		

		Feliciana stopped and looked at him. “You do?”

		

		Sam leaned in menacingly close. “Leave this poor girl alone. Stop stalking her. Stop harassing her. She broke up with you and doesn’t want anything to do with you.”

		

		“Is that what he told you?” She said, then turned back to Rhys, realization donning in her eyes. “You did this! You did this on purpose! I’ll kill you!”

		

		Her expletives dissolved into a stream of Spanish as she tried to rush through the door. Sam easily pushed her back. Rhys had been a big guy but his old body was no match for Sam. With Michael’s help they tossed her onto the street and locked the front door. Feliciana stood on the corner and screamed in rage and despair, only leaving when Sam told her he was calling the police. All the while Teagan held Rhys close and stroked him comfortingly.

		

		“Thank you so much for saving me from that crazy asshole!” Rhys gushed when Feliciana finally gave up.

		

		He ran to Sam and wrapped him in a hug. Breathing in Sam’s freshly showered scent, running his hands across those powerful muscles again made Feliciana’s body light up with desire. Rhys soon pulled away, more breathless than before. Strange that his body ached for Sam when his mind couldn’t get enough of Teagan.

		

		Sam and Michael soon had to go to work but Teagan called in sick so she could stay home with Rhys in case Feliciana came back. Rhys went out to smoke on the small balcony while Teagan prepared tea for the two of them. Rhys folded one arm beneath his ample breasts and propped his other elbow on that arm as he smoked. From outside, Rhys watched Teagan bustling around the kitchen, watched her bend and stretch to grab things. Her body was incredible and, gazing at her, Rhys began to feel that same delightful creep of heat that he’d felt when hugging Sam. She glanced up, saw him watching her, and gave a wan smile which Rhys returned.

		

		They sat at the small kitchen table and chatted over tea. It was the first time Rhys had drunk anything in Feliciana’s body and he was surprised at the difference in her taste buds. The tea tasted richer somehow, as if his pallet could pick out different flavors.

		

		Rhys got to know Teagan as he sipped. He made a few mistakes, asking her about things that Feliciana already knew, but he was able to chalk it up to nerves from the crazy ex. This Teagan was different from the one Rhys had met as a man. This version of Teagan was comforting and friendly towards Feliciana and attentive to her needs. But Rhys sensed a deep layer of a general “don’t fuck with me” attitude that peeked through in some of her stories and which he’d been on the receiving end of back in his old body. She could be tough when she needed to but right now she was tender, reaching out every now and then to stroke Rhys’s hand reassuringly.

		

		“I knew he was wrong for me,” Rhys lied between sips of tea, beginning to rewrite his past and prepare for his new future. “He was always curt and angry and, well, obsessed with being a man if you know what I mean.”

		

		Teagan nodded. “I do. He always came across to me as very blokey.”

		

		“Yeah, that’s it. And…I don’t even know if that’s what I want. If that’s what I’m attracted to.” Rhys caught Teagan’s eye as he said this and noticed just the faintest blush on her cheek. “I was away from him for six months and that gave me a lot of time to think. Maybe I’m not who I thought I was.”

		

		He entwined his fingers in Teagan’s and stroked the back of her hand with his thumb while he gazed down at their two hands, lost in thought.

		

		Teagan leaned forward. “I’ve been there. I used to think the same thing. That was the start of my journey to where I am today.”

		

		Rhys gazed into her eyes in silence for a few seconds. The air seemed to sharpen around them. He could have gotten lost in her brown eyes. He felt himself leaning forward to meet her, saw her begin to do the same. And then his phone rang, breaking the spell. They laughed at each other nervously and then Rhys went to grab his phone from his bedroom. It was Feliciana’s brother, Marco.

		

		“Hello, Marco,” Rhys said in perfect Spanish.

		

		“Feliciana, are you okay? Your boyfriend called me in tears and tried to tell me some crazy story.”

		

		Rhys sighed. “I broke up with him and he’s lost it. Just block his number, okay?”

		

		“So you’re okay? Do I need to come up there?”

		

		“No, no. I’ve got some roommates here that are looking after me. I’ll be okay.”

		

		“Are you sure? You sound a little, I don’t know, different.”

		

		Rhys was fluent in Spanish, but he hadn’t quite nailed Feliciana’s accent.

		

		“I’m just a little rattled. Rhys came over here and tried to get into my flat but Sam and Michael kept him out.”

		

		“Jesus. You should call the police. Get a restraining order against him.”

		

		“I will, I will.”

		

		“You sure you’re okay?”

		

		“I’m sure. Don’t worry about me.”

		

		“Ok. Call if you need anything.”

		

		Marco hung up and Rhys breathed a sigh of relief. Marco was the only member of Feliciana’s family who lived in the country and even he would be leaving for America soon. Rhys would be spared from having to act Feliciana’s part around her family, who would be much more likely to notice the differences between the old Feliciana and the new.

		

		Teagan was in the shower when Rhys emerged. He had half an impulse to join her, to run his dainty new hands up and down Teagan’s soft body. The thought was enough to spark that enticing tension between his thighs, different than a hard-on. The same excitement but less focused somehow.

		

		That would be way too forward. Instead, Rhys double-checked to make sure the front door was locked and then returned to his room to sift through Feliciana’s life. He opened her laptop and changed all her passwords. Then he went through her email and text messages to try to catch up on her life these past six months. Feliciana’s international business internship had led to a job offer at the local branch office. Rhys never had the head for business that Feliciana did. And, besides, this body he was now in deserved more than sitting behind a desk. It needed to be shown off.
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		Rhys didn’t have a lot of money, either in his old life or his new, and he needed to find a job soon. When he told Teagan his plan to walk down to the street full of shops a few blocks away to look for a job she insisted on going with him to keep him safe. Rhys didn’t mind her company and especially enjoyed how she laughed so easily at his jokes and hung close to him. Was she flirting with him?

		

		Rhys didn’t have a destination in mind and popped into a few stores with ‘Help Wanted’ signs in the windows to fill out an application. Fortunately, there was a copy of Feliciana’s resume on her laptop, and he gleaned some contact information for references from her recent internship emails. Still, it was exhausting, boring work.

		

		But when Rhys saw the lingerie shop was looking for help he perked up. It seemed the perfect opportunity to get a job and flesh out Feliciana’s meagre wardrobe. He pulled Teagan inside and she browsed around while Rhys talked to one of the women behind the counter and filled out yet another application. When he finished he joined Teagan, who was poking through some nighties.

		

		“What do you think about this?” Teagan asked, holding up a sheer white lacy number against her body. Her eyes held a question that was more than about the skimpy piece of clothing she was holding up.

		

		“Ooh, I think you’d look really sexy in that,” Rhys gushed and then, in a moment of boldness, stepped closer and whispered, “But you’d look even sexier out of it.”

		

		Teagan laughed and then Rhys laughed to show it was a joke. Still, she kept looking at him, reappraising him.

		

		“Help me pick out something,” Rhys said.

		

		They flipped through the racks, oohing and ahhing at various pieces until Teagan finally pulled up a sheer cream negligee. “This would look amazing with your skin tone.”

		

		“Let’s see,” Rhys said, taking it from her and walking back to the change room.

		

		Rhys ignored the signs which warned him against trying on the clothes while naked. He stripped down, slipping out of even his bra and panties before letting the soft fabric fall down his body in gentle waves. He stared in awe at his reflection in the mirror. The gossamer fabric draped over Feliciana’s impressive breasts, clinging to her ample butt and ending just above her thighs. Rhys was getting excited just looking at himself.

		

		“Teagan,” he called out.

		

		“Yah?”

		

		“Can you give me a hand in here?”

		

		“Ok.”

		

		Rhys unlocked the stall door and stood, one hand on his hip. Teagan swung open the door and paused, staring him up and down, taking in his nearly naked form and the pile of clothes on the floor behind him.

		

		“How do I look?” Rhys asked.

		

		“You look…” she licked her lips. “Incredible.”

		

		Rhys did a little twirl and giggled, then crooked his finger and ushered Teagan closer. She took a step towards him, drawn by the beauty of his body. “How do I taste?” Rhys asked.

		

		He slipped his hands around Teagan’s waist, fingers landing on the warm bronze skin of her stomach just beneath her belly shirt. Rhys kissed her, pressing his soft plump lips against hers. Teagan paused, caught off guard, but the next moment she was kissing him back.

		

		Her hands roamed around Rhys’s body, feeling each inch of his curves as their tongues met. Still kissing, Teagan reached around and blindly felt for the door, closing it and latching it before returning her full attention to Rhys. She pressed him back until his butt was against the wall. Rhys slid his hands up her bare back as their bodies pressed together, Rhys’s ample tits against Teagan’s slender ones.

		

		That wonderful warmth sparked to life between his legs. That horny, restless feeling that made him slip his tongue between Teagan’s lips and explore the contours of her mouth. She moaned into his mouth, a needy sound that sent shivers up and down Rhys’s body.

		

		Teagan slid her hand between the two of them and traced the swell of his breasts. Her hands wandered over each tit, exploring Rhys’s wonderful new contours, teasing each little nipple until it stood to sharp attention beneath the gauzy fabric. Teagan was so good with her hands. She made Feliciana’s body restless and wiggly, Rhys’s new pussy lips feeling at once looser and more tense.

		

		Teagan knelt suddenly in front of Rhys. She rolled up his lingerie and pressed her face between Rhys’s thighs. Her hot breath hit his pussy and he sighed, shifting so he could spread his legs for her. Her warm tongue parted the delicate lips of his pussy and she licked him long and lovingly.

		

		Rhys stared down at her, past his own beautiful tits, to watch Teagan work her magic between his legs. Her eyes were closed in ecstasy as her tongue swirled tight patterns against his rapidly expanding clit. Rhys could feel his body grow hornier, could feel his clit swell, his pussy grow wetter, his whole body grow tense with anticipation.

		

		Rhys reached up to grab his own tits and fondle himself as Teagan ate him out. She quickened the rhythm of her tongue on his clit and then Rhys felt something slide into him. Two of Teagan’s fingers spread his pussy apart and urged a low moan from his lips. Rhys’s tits felt so wonderful beneath his fingers as he stroked himself and stared at the reflection in the full length mirror. There was Feliciana, hands on her tits, lust on her face, and Teagan between her legs. Her tongue was magic inside him, sliding up against his delicate folds and making him ache for more.

		

		Teagan followed the rhythm of Rhys’s body, thrusting up as she slid her tongue against his clit. His body roiled with a beautiful tension and his cries grew higher in pitch. She moved faster, opening her eyes to stare into his and the desire within them pushed him over the edge. He came hard around her tongue and fingers, cramming his own fingers into his mouth to muffle his cries of desire. Sparks danced behind his eyes as his entire body flushed with warmth and tingled with pleasure. Teagan remained inside him, fingering his beautiful cunt, licking his clit, until the orgasm slowed. Teagan slowly brought him back down to earth, kissing him and nuzzling between his thighs, clearly smitten with him. When she stood Rhys embraced her again and they kissed, the taste of his new pussy sweet on her lips.

		

		When they pulled away she leaned her forehead against his and they traced each other’s faces with their fingers, giggly with relief that they shared the same feelings for each other.

		

		They were interrupted by the ringing of Rhys’s phone. He dug through his clothes on the floor and pulled out the phone. His former name was shown as the caller. He showed it to Teagan.

		

		“Don’t answer it,” she said.

		

		“I don’t want to be afraid,” he replied. He thumbed the call to answer. “Hello?”

		

		“Rhys!” Feliciana sobbed. His former voice sounded foreign to his ears. “Rhys, I want my body back. Please.”

		

		Rhys asked Teagan to give him a minute and she reluctantly returned to the shop floor.

		

		“It’s really not that bad, is it?” Rhys teased her. “Your place is much nicer. You’ve got a steady job. You’re in a better position.”

		

		“But it’s not me. It’s not mine. It’s not my body. I just want to go back. Why are you punishing me?”

		

		“I’m not punishing you. Well…not just punishing you for cheating on me. I wanted out of my life and to start fresh. And, well, your body is banging. I can do sooo much with these tits, this ass. Do you even know how amazing your pussy feels? That’s why I swapped our bodies with the statue.”

		

		“The statue?”

		

		Rhys hissed through his teeth, as if he’d just let something slip. “Don’t try to swap us back.”

		

		He hung up, having planted the seed in Feliciana’s mind. Rhys was only in Feliciana’s body for a week unless he could seal the spell by convincing her to have sex with him. And the only way to do that was if she thought of the idea herself.
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		The next few days were heaven. Rhys got the job at the lingerie shop and, with his employee discount, was able to bring home plenty of outfits for both himself and Teagan to enjoy. He and Teagan grew closer and closer. Rhys spent more time in Teagan’s room than he did in his own.

		

		Feliciana still called him several times a day but she changed tact. Instead of begging him to swap them back she began to brag about how she was enjoying his life.

		

		“I don’t have to struggle so much at my job,” she told him one day. “You’ll discover the burden of being a woman once everyone starts hitting on you.”

		

		Rhys had already been on the receiving end of a stranger’s flirtations. He was still in what he thought of as the honeymoon phase of being a woman, and enjoyed the attention. He loved showing off his body. Loved touching himself whenever possible. Several men had already given him their number when they were in the store, though obviously they were already involved with someone or they never would have been in a lingerie store in the first place. His beauty was both dangerous and empowering.

		

		As they talked more often Rhys pretended to soften. “I don’t really want your life forever,” he told Feliciana over another phone call. “I was just so pissed off with you.”

		

		“I’m so sorry, Rhys.” He heard the relief in her voice. “I’ll do anything to win back your trust.”

		

		She must have found his notes by now and thought that sex would swap them back. Rhys finally agreed to meet with her on Friday, the last night before they would swap back. At her place, he made brief small talk with his dad and sister while they waited for Feliciana to get back from her job. Her commute took longer now that she had no car.

		

		“It’s good to see you again,” his dad said, wrapping him in a warm hug.

		

		His sister pulled him aside while his dad went to make drinks.

		

		“Is everything okay with you and Rhys?”

		

		“We’ve had a fight but I think we’re making up.”

		

		His sister seemed relieved and they chatted amicably until Feliciana came home. Then Rhys and Feliciana retreated to his former room. Feliciana closed the door behind him and Rhys took a seat on the bed, his legs crossed casually at the ankle. He noticed the magic figurine was set up facing the bed. Feliciana sat beside him and took his hands in hers. He felt the strange callouses on her fingers, such a contrast to his delicate skin.

		

		“Are you ready to swap back?” She asked.

		

		“Yes. I’m ready to be me again. I love your body but I don’t want to stay in it forever,” Rhys lied.

		

		She kissed him. Her scratchy stubble tickled against his smooth cheeks. It was odd kissing himself, feeling his own hands roaming across his new body. But Feliciana’s desire flared to life within him. Her body craved his masculine touch and ached for the solid form beneath his own wandering hands.

		

		Feliciana pulled away. “This is weird, isn’t it?” She grinned.

		

		Rhys nodded and pulled her lips close to his again. It was weird but his body wanted it. There was an ache for his former cock. He gave in to his body’s desire and opened his mouth to accept Feliciana’s wandering tongue. She was much more forceful as a man. Her hands gripped him tightly, squeezing as she roamed down the curve of his hips and then back up.

		

		Their kisses grew quicker, more urgent as their bodies rose to passion in tandem. They helped each other toss off their tops and then Feliciana dived onto his breasts, latching her warm mouth around his nipple and flicking it with her tongue. Rhys squeezed his other breast as she feasted on him. She came up gasping.

		

		“Now I understand why guys like tits so much,” she gasped before lowering her head to suck on his tender skin again.

		

		Her other hand grabbed his free tit and squeezed it. Rhys squirmed and bit his bottom lip as a rush of heat filled him. Her desire for his body was intoxicating. She moved back and forth across his chest, greedy for his breasts, nibbling and sucking until his nipples stood out raw and achingly sensitive.

		

		He stroked her member beneath her pants. It was firm and waiting for him. As she continued sucking on his tits he unzipped her pants and wrapped his nimble fingers around her girth. She shuddered as he stroked her once, marveling at the hot heat beneath his fingers, wondering what it would feel like inside him.

		

		She pushed him back onto the bed and helped him out of his jeans, yanking this way and that to free his thick thighs from the fabric. He slid his panties down as she hurried to chuck off her pants. Then he lay on the bed naked as she stood over him, her cock at full attention as she gazed at his naked body. He dipped his hand between his leg and followed the line of his slit up and down as she watched him, hunger in her eyes.

		

		Feliciana knelt on him, his former body pressing him into the mattress as she nestled her hardness between his legs and kissed her way up and down his neck. Her warm breath made him moan softly. Their lips met again and they kissed slowly and deeply. His body was roiling, pulse pounding as she teased and stroked his body. Slowly, Feliciana positioned herself between him, her manhood coming to rest against his pussy.

		

		Rhys’s pulse quickened. Was he ready to have someone else inside him? The cockhead pressed gently into him, pausing at his entrance. Then she rolled her hips and sheathed herself inside him. He gasped as she filled him, her girth pressing apart the walls of his cunt until she came to rest so deep within him. Their heat mingled. Then she pulled out and slid in again.

		

		Rhys felt every inch of his veiny shaft as it filled him, felt the bulbous head slide through him, bringing with it a divine fulness. He lifted his legs and spread for her, allowing her to thrust in faster. She murmured in his ear, mumbling the words of the spell. Each thrust made Rhys’s body bounce. He reached up to grab his tits, enjoying the soft touch of his own body as Feliciana thrust into him. She quickened her motions, moving faster, deeper.

		

		Now Rhys was gasping, the first tendrils of pleasure spilling through him. He stared down between them, watched his former cock disappear into his new body, felt her slide up through his canal until the tip of her cockhead pressed against the dimpled nub of his innermost pleasure. He locked his legs around her and urged her on.

		

		She moved faster, grunting the words of the spell as she pounded into him. He took it, took her, welcomed her heat inside him as he twisted and squirmed while the tension built until it exploded into a gasping orgasm. He squeezed her tight and felt her throb, emptying her seed into him. He held on as pleasure shook him, his pussy filling with her hot cum and his mind on fire with lust. She grunted as she came, pounding in as deep as she could, emptying herself into him until he was full.

		

		She rested on his chest. He was still wrapped around her, enjoying the comfort of having her inside him. As he lay there, unfamiliar thoughts began arcing through his mind. He remembered birthdays he’d never been to, friends he’d never met, experiences he’d never had. They were all from Feliciana’s perspective. Her friends and family. Her life unfolded in his head as her memories became his and the spell became permanent.

		

		Feliciana pulled out of him. “What happened? The spell was supposed to swap us back!”

		

		“Oh my god! You’re right!” Rhys feigned surprise.

		

		His research notes were on the desk. Feliciana had obviously been going through them. He dug through the pile of papers until he came to the spell and read it slowly. Feliciana stood over him.

		

		“Oh god,” he mumbled.

		

		“What?”

		

		“I mistranslated. Right here. It says that having sex…seals the spell.”

		

		Rhys thought his acting was top notch. Though Feliciana, in her current state, probably wouldn’t have noticed.

		

		“So we’re…stuck like this?” She asked.

		

		“I’m afraid so.”

		

		She broke down sobbing then. Rhys comforted her, though all the while he couldn’t wait to get back home to Teagan, back to his real life. When Feliciana finally calmed down Rhys left her, promising they would keep in touch. As he strolled out to the car it was like a huge weight was lifted off his shoulders. He had Feliciana’s body now. And he would have it forever.

		

		He went home to enjoy a night of passion with his new girlfriend.

		

		# # #

		

		

		

		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:
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			Close Encounters
		

		

		Aliens have abducted Neil and his best friend's hot mom, swapping their bodies and experimenting to see how far they'll go in their new forms.
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			Just a Little Crush
		

		

		A young man and a young woman swap bodies and find themselves falling in love while on their long journey to swap back.
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			Hospital Shift
		

		A woman confined to a hospital bed gains the power to possess people and uses it to live out her sexy fantasies inside the nurses around her.
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			Swap Resort
		

		A boyfriend and girlfriend find themselves transformed into the opposite sex after checking in to Swap Resort.

		

		
			And many more!
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