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		Leading Her On

		 

		Zach

		 

		The elevator doors were closing when I heard a cute, girlish voice call out from the lobby:“Hold the door please!”

		 

		I jammed the “Door Open” button, causing the doors to judder to a stop with inches to spare. The elevator chimed as the doors retracted, revealing Charlotte, one of my upstairs neighbors. She flashed me a grateful smile and brushed a lock of her wavy brunette hair behind a slender ear. I returned her smile and stepped out of the way as she entered with a cloth bag of groceries in one hand. Judging from the black pantsuit and plain button down shirt she wore, I assumed she'd stopped by the store on her way home from work.

		 

		“What floor?” I asked, pretending not to know.

		 

		“Seven please,” she shot me a polite smile.

		 

		I felt my heart thumping as I pushed the button. God, that smile. That voice. Was there a more perfect voice in the world? The doors closed and we stood in the awkward silence you get when two strangers share an elevator. I forced myself to stare straight ahead, though I desperately wanted to look at her. All I knew about Charlotte was that she lived on the seventh floor and she had the most perfect face: tender eyes, incredible little slip of a nose, flawless skin, and the brightest smile. I saw her occasionally in the lobby or down at the laundry. She seemed to be about my age—twenty three—and was always dressed very timidly, in professional outfits, or conservative tops that gave only a hint of her form beneath. But even that hint seemed fantastic. I'd only seen her wearing shorts a few times, and had to force my eyes not to lecherously follow the slender line of her calves up her amazing legs. We made polite conversation when we saw each other, but I never could work up the nerve to do more than that.

		 

		I looked at my reflection in the polished metal doors, running my fingers through my short black hair to make it stylishly ruffled without trying to look like I was primping. I wish I'd shaved this morning. The length of my two day old stubble made me seem more unemployed than stylish. My pale pink shirt was still buttoned all the way to the top and wrinkled from a day at the office. Not exactly my suavest outfit.

		 

		I turned to look at Charlotte, using conversation as an excuse to finally look over at her perfect profile. “So, grocery shopping, huh?”

		 

		“Yep,” she nodded.

		 

		“I need to go get some groceries.”

		 

		Christ, someone needed to put me out my misery. I'd been skydiving, snowboarding and mountain climbing. I spent my days in an office answering phones for a software company, talking to any random weirdo with our phone number and a problem. But apparently talking to a beautiful woman was beyond my capability.

		 

		Charlotte just nodded again and the silence resumed as my brain frantically tried to come up with another conversational gambit. Maybe I should say something about the stalk of celery I could see sticking up from the bag? Like, uh, nice celery?

		 

		The elevator stopped at the sixth floor and the doors opened, saving me from another embarrassing conversational dead end. I nodded to Charlotte—who wasn't even looking at me by now—and shuffled off the elevator to my apartment. Closing the door behind me, I tossed the keys onto the kitchen counter and went to my bedroom to change, dumping the work clothes onto the floor and putting on some sweatpants and a gray t-shirt. Then I collapsed onto my baggy beige couch.

		 

		I stayed there for an hour or two, flipping through channels on the television and scrolling through my phone until I got hungry. I forced myself to get dressed and go down to the little Mexican place on the corner rather than ordering takeout. After a day in a cubicle I needed any exercise I could get.

		 

		There weren't many people out on the streets that night. The air was heavy with moisture, and lightning flickered on the horizon. Thick clouds were leisurely blowing in, covering the star studded sky. By the time I got my burrito the first fat drops of rain were coming down and I hurried back to my apartment before the deluge came down.

		 

		I turned off the lights in my apartment and sat out on the balcony watching the storm and listening to the approaching cracks of thunder. I sat in the corner and ate, pretty well shaded from the brief gusts of rain. The lightning filled the sky and the thunder reverberated through my chest as the storm bore down on the city. I was thinking of Charlotte. What was she doing now? Was she enjoying the storm as much as me? What did she look like under that outfit? I knew the chances of her thinking about me were almost zero, unless it was to laugh at my awkward attempt at conversation in the elevator. I was wondering if there was a non-creepy way to hit on her when a sharp crack of thunder rang out, making me jump. It was then that I decided to move inside. I'd just stood up from my chair when the sky flashed with a bluish light. I had the sense of some sort of powerful energy striking my balcony and spiraling towards me.

		 

		And then everything went black.

		 

		I awoke groggy and confused, lying in a soft bed with an alarm clock chirping somewhere nearby. I didn't remember going to my bedroom. The storm had evidently passed and the morning sun was shining into the room, filtered by gauzy lace curtains. Only, my bedroom didn't have gauzy lace curtains, so where the hell was I? I tried to look around the room and get my bearings but my body stubbornly refused to obey. Instead, I found my body turning, an arm reaching out to stop the alarm on the pink cell phone next to my bed.

		 

		The arm wasn't mine. It was slender and smooth, with flawless skin. The fingers were dainty, the nails gently curved and manicured to a bright shine. A woman's hand. My mind remained in a state of shock even as the body I was in roused itself and sat up in bed, stretching, taking me along with it. Whoever I was, someone else was in complete control.

		 

		Dark coffee-colored waves of hair tumbled down my shoulders and over a large pink shirt that was too big for the petite body I found myself in. When my body shifted to the side and put my feet on the floor I caught a further glimpse of myself. Two breasts pressed out from beneath the shirt. I could feel them shifting as I moved, bouncing gently as whoever was in control of this body pushed herself to her feet and padded sleepily to the door.

		 

		I couldn't control even a single finger of my body. All the signals shooting to my brain were confusing: the feel of the cotton fabric across my skin, the way my ass swayed back and forth, the sheer absence between my legs, the slight bounce of breasts at each step. I was in a woman's body, able to look out of her eyes, feel every physical sensation, smell the light scent of flowery shampoo, but I was powerless to exert any influence. My new body walked down a hallway that was set out identical to mine, though the décor was different: more pastel colors and artwork, less dirty clothes and power cords.

		 

		I turned the corner to the bathroom, flipped on the light and glanced up in the mirror. Charlotte's face greeted me. Her sleep-tousled hair stuck up here and there at strange angles. Her sea green eyes were staring right back at me. Shock gripped me, and for the first time since I awoke, I seemed to have some influence on my new body. Charlotte paused, her eyes widening slightly. Then she cocked her head and furrowed her brow with a confused smile, like she was shaking off a strange thought. Any other time I would have thought she looked incredibly cute like that, with the slight wrinkle at the bridge of her nose, but panic had taken hold of me.

		 

		She resumed her morning routine, seemingly oblivious to the stranger along for the ride inside her head as she pulled down her panties and sat on the toilet. When she finished, she flushed and washed her hands, then grabbed a toothbrush and brushed her teeth. I felt like a voyeur, watching her in her most private moments. She stared sleepily into the mirror as she brushed and I got the opportunity to gaze at her face. It was perfection. The face of an angel and the body of a playmate. I couldn't believe I was sharing it. Maybe this out of body experience wasn't all bad.

		 

		She spat into the sink and washed her mouth, then returned to her bedroom. She stripped off her sleep shirt and threw it on to the bed. Oh, mother of god, her gorgeous breasts were right there, hanging just below me. I got a peek at them from her peripheral vision as she opened her dresser drawer and rummaged through for a bra. I'd always wanted to see her tits, just not like this. I once again tried to move her arms, but there was no response. It was so aggravating feeling her breasts swaying back and forth right beneath me and not being able to do a damn thing about it.

		 

		She put on the bra with a practiced motion, adjusting the cups over her breasts before opening the closet and hunting through for some clothes. There was a mirror on the back of the closet door, and I got a glimpse of her—my?—body briefly as it swung open.

		 

		Look at the mirror. Look at the mirror. I begged, chanting it over and over in her mind.

		 

		She paused her search and turned to the mirror, one hand still on the clothes rack. My joy at getting her to respond was only matched by my excitement of seeing her nearly naked body. She was clad only in a bra and panties, the white bra setting off her tanned skin, clasping her breasts firmly. And holy god, what incredible tits. Big and bouncy.

		 

		Look at yourself. I commanded.

		 

		As if responding, her eyes slid down her body and I ogled her, admiring her curvy form as she stared at herself. After a second she shook her head and laughed, returning to search through her clothes. It seemed I could exert some degree of influence after all. But just how much?

		 

		


		 

		Charlotte

		 

		I flip through the clothes in my closet, trying to find an outfit I haven't worn recently. I've been feeling funny all morning. From the moment I woke up I've had this faint astonishment and fear, as if seeing my apartment for the first time. And myself, for that matter. When I flipped on the bathroom light and saw my face there was a huge shock at seeing....well, I don't know what. Maybe it was my bedhead? The feelings of shock and surprise had slowly dissipated, leaving in their place a curious warmth.

		 

		I once again pause searching through my clothes and look back over my shoulder at the mirror. I'm feeling a pressing need to do that a lot this morning, to let my eyes roam down my own body. Nice ass. It's a stray thought, and something I don't usually think about myself. I don't like looking at my body. I've always been self-conscious like that. But now I turn to fully face the mirror, quirking one eyebrow and giving myself a good long look. I have a sudden urge to grab my own breast, so I do, laughing at myself as I squeeze lightly. It feels...nice. I don't know why I like it so much, but I do. Maybe I should take my bra off?

		 

		I reach around and unhook the bra, then slide it off my arms. My breasts bounce free once again and I catch them in each hand. I stare down at myself as I clutch my breasts gently. They are nice tits. I don't know where the thought comes from but it's agreeable. I squeeze my breasts gently, pressing them up against my chest and watching them bulge out. I've never been one to enjoy playing with my breasts but something's different today. I want this. I stand and watch myself fondling my own tits in the mirror, running the soft skin between my fingers, exploring the heft and bounce as my body warms.

		 

		My nipples stand to attention, strawberry pink spikes that are oh-so-sensitive as I pinch them gently between my fingers. God, I feel so good today. I bite my lip, my hands moving more urgently across my breasts, gripping them hard. There's a delightful sense of newness about my body, as though this is the first time I've ever seen it and it's delightful.

		 

		There's an urge to get naked, which I briefly fight—I do have to get ready for work—but then I figure, what the hell? I slide my panties down my legs and kick them off. My hands return to my breasts as my eyes shoot down to my pussy in the mirror. I keep the dark hair there neatly trimmed, my little slit just visible beneath the coarse fuzz. Beautiful. My hands glide up and down my body, around my tummy, back to my ass, then back between my thighs, feeling myself up as an ember flares to life between my legs. I don't know why I'm so horny this morning, or why my body feels so goddamn good to touch, but I sure as hell can't go to work without taking care of this; I'd never get anything done.

		 

		I hurry back to my bed and lie on my back, knees in the air. One hand returns to my tits, exploring and caressing myself, as the other slides down my smooth skin, over my little tummy and nestles between my legs, landing on the coarse line of pubic hair surrounding my opening. I stroke my slit with a finger, following the line up and down as my pussy lips practically quiver beneath my touch. I dip a finger in atop the hood of my clit, surprised to find I'm already moist. The pressure on my clit feels so good and I stroke softly. A tiny sigh escapes my lips. I gaze down at my body, enjoying the sight of my long limbs stretched out beneath me, the hand on my tit, the perfect mound leading to my entrance, and my long, amazing legs. I'm in love with my body right now; the delight that's been bobbing through me all morning now focused on my appearance.

		 

		I stroke my clit harder, slipping my finger down into my entrance and landing on my utter wetness. God, that was quick. I drag the juices back up over the clit. The ember inside me has flared to a roaring flame that rushes through me, urging me on. I slip another finger inside myself, stroking my wet swollen clit in tiny circles. I moan again, wiggling my ass back and forth, hand still dancing over my breast. Goddamn, I feel good, so slippery and warm. I rest my palm on my mound and move my fingers in tight circles, faster, harder, and suddenly the heat explodes through me and I cum, moaning out loud as my body wriggles, the delight filling every inch of me. The orgasm lights through me, ending all too soon, so I keep stroking, needing more. I'm so fucking horny right now. I glide my fingers deep inside me, tunnel through my wet canal, crooking them around to land on the dimpled nub of my center. My fingers are so deep inside me, thrusting through my wetness, pounding up into my center as the wet noise of myself hits my ears. “Oh fuck!” I cry as I cum again, the second orgasm bigger than the first, roaring through my entire body and forcing my hips up as I yearn to thrust my fingers deeper than ever inside my sopping wet heat, fingering myself over and over until the orgasm fades down to a hot coal.

		 

		Christ, I can't believe I just did that. I pull my fingers out of myself and release my aching tit to let it bob down my side. My fingers are sticky and glazed with my juices. I wonder what I taste like? I bat the thought away because – gross. I don't like looking at myself naked—at least I didn't until this morning—and I sure as hell don't want to taste my own pussy.

		 

		I rise and pad to the bathroom, washing my hands thoroughly in the sink. Now that the desire is sated I can think straight. I put my bra and panties back on, then pick out some clothes to wear. Usually I wear black pants and a simple button down top, but today my hands hesitate on a dark green dress. I know it will set off my eyes beautifully, but isn't it a little too leggy for work? After some hesitation I put it back and go for my usual black pants and gray button down top.

		 

		I brush my hair and put on a touch of makeup before heading out the door. In the elevator I hesitate a second before pushing the button for the ground floor, wondering if I should go up a floor and check on someone. But who or what I would check up on escapes me. Something makes me think of the guy in the elevator yesterday, but I don't even know him. So I ride the elevator down to the ground floor and out to the parking lot.

		 

		On the way in to work I stop at my usual place for coffee, a little cafe that's surprisingly upscale for being in the middle of a strip mall. The smell of fresh coffee greets me as I walk through the door. Looks like I beat the rush because there's only one person in front of me. Behind the counter there's a barista I haven't seen before. She's a leggy blonde with a nose ring, her hair pulled back in a ponytail through her brown visor. A faint spray of freckles dots her nose. I think that the chocolate brown uniform all the employees are forced to wear is deliberately designed to not look good on anything. Yet the new girl looks cute despite it. She's pretty and vivacious, chatting with the customer in front of me as he orders an overly complicated drink. A double shot, mocha fizz, half press, or something. When I step up to order she fixes her sky blue eyes on me and smiles winningly.

		 

		“What can I get you?”

		 

		“I'll keep it simple, just a latte, please,” I say.

		 

		“Easy,” she smiles, keying it in. “Name?”

		 

		“Charlotte,” And then, before I can stop myself I'm compelled to ask, “Yours? You know, in case you ever order a drink from me or something,” I hurriedly fumble.

		 

		She laughs, her little nose wrinkling just so, as she says, “Kendra. And I'll have a decaf mocha if you ever open your own cafe.”

		 

		I hand over my card, cheeks flushing red. Why did I ask her name? Why do I feel so giddy?

		 

		When my name is called for my drink, Kendra is busy with another customer, but she gives me a little wave as I leave. I return the wave timidly and hurry out the door. Back in my car, I sip my drink and navigate through the rush hour traffic to the offices of Suncorp. I pull into my usual spot, sling my bag over my shoulder and walk into the lobby. It's such a nice day, the sky crystal clear. One of those days that really makes me wish I didn't have to be in an office.

		 

		The Suncorp building is a squat, glass enclosed building with our product—solar panels—proudly jutting up from the flat roof two stories above. The lobby is a sterile gray and as simple as it gets. I imagine they asked a kid to draw a lobby and then just copied those plans to the building. The young security guard behind the front desk, Alberto, nods at me as I enter and approach the glass security doors.

		 

		“Morning,” I say, flashing a smile and sliding my card through the reader to the side of the desk.

		 

		The glass door beeps and slides open for me and I make my way into the large sales room, through the maze of cubicles down to my own, saying good morning to my colleagues as I pass. Down here in the sales offices they're mostly young people, like me, trying to meet their targets while doing their bit to reduce fossil fuel consumption. It's a mix of idealistic youngsters itching to join a political campaign and others, like me, hoping to rise through the ranks enough and earn enough experience to jump into their “real” careers. It's the actual engineering work that I crave, but labs aren't exactly hiring at the moment so I took this job when it came up, hoping I would have some access to the engineers. No luck, but at least I have access to a paycheck, which is more than I can say for some of my friends.

		 

		“Morning, Charlotte,” a young man says from behind.

		 

		I turn and see James leaning on the cubicle. He's a twenty something that treats this job like a temporary blip between acting gigs. So far he's starred in three local commercials and is the lead in the community theater's Cat on a Hot Tin Roof. He is, admittedly, handsome and charming, with dark, smoldering good looks. I could almost believe he flirts with me if he didn't act the same with everyone.

		 

		“Morning, James, how was your evening?” I ask as I bend down to drop my purse into the bottom drawer of my filing cabinet.

		 

		Gravity drags the neck of my shirt down and as I look at James I see his eyes briefly glance down my top, alighting on my exposed cleavage. I would normally be alarmed and embarrassed, but I'm feeling good today, and I guess if he's going to flirt with me I can flirt right back.

		 

		“Eh, you know, the usual.” James smiles and cocks his head to one side. “There's something different about you today. Did you get your hair done or something?”

		 

		“No,” I giggle, twirling a strand of my thick, brunette waves around a finger.

		 

		What the hell am I doing? I'm giggling like a love struck school girl. Sudden embarrassment causes my face to flush red and I jerk my hand away. I excuse myself and hurry to the bathroom, trying to put some distance between me and everyone so I can get hold of myself. When I see my face in the mirror above the sinks there's again that ever so slight jolt of delight, like I'm attracted to my own face. I stare at myself for at least a minute, eyes tracing the slope of my nose, the curve of my chin. Something's not quite right. I think I'm too buttoned up. I loosen the top button of my shirt and flare out the collar a bit. There. That's a little sexier but still professional. I've never done sexier before but it's nice.

		 

		Returning to my cubicle I get to work, plugging away at my sales and investigating some new opportunities for the company. I plot the data points and calculate the expected power input of mid-size companies. This kind of data collection and research are where my analytical skills are most useful. I like diving into the numbers, taking comfort in the solid certainty of math.

		 

		Late in the morning I hear James swearing, and I swivel my chair around to look over at him.

		 

		“You all right over there?”

		 

		“Yeah, just Windows being dumb.”

		 

		James isn't the most computer savvy person and it's not unusual for me to lend a hand. I cross over into his cubicle and stand beside him. I start to direct him on going into the task manager to see what's happening but he stops me and looks up.

		 

		“Probably better if you just do it for me,” he grins sheepishly, “Wanna seat?”

		 

		He moves as if to get out of the way. Normally I would but today I stop him.

		 

		“No, it's all right.”

		 

		I pull the keyboard closer to me and bend over it so that my breasts are right in his line of vision. With my collar open more than usual, I'm sure he can stare straight down at my heavy breasts and I let him, getting a little thrill at his attention. I totally ignore him, pretending to be intent on fixing his computer problems even as I slightly wiggle my body now and then while my hands work the keyboard to make my tits bounce slightly. I even go so far as to stroke my hair and absently tug on my collar, opening my top wider. I sense him tense beside me and I know he's ogling my breasts. I'm embarrassed, but it also kind of turns me on. I'm almost disappointed when I finish closing the troubled program and stand back up.

		 

		“That should do it.”

		 

		“Thanks.”

		 

		I return to my cubicle, putting a little wiggle in my ass in case he's watching. When I sit down at my desk I realize that even if I did put a little wiggle in my walk I doubt it would get noticed in these clothes. Maybe it is time to change my wardrobe? But I don't want to get noticed like that, do I?

		 

		


		 

		Zach

		 

		It took me a while to settle in to Charlotte's body but I was getting better at influencing her as the day went on. I couldn't make her do something she was completely unwilling to do in one go, but I could nudge her closer to being a tease, like I did with her clothes and the desire for attention. I wondered how far I could go with it. The mental connection worked both ways, though, because I got a heady dose of her embarrassment when James looked at her tits. Nudging her was going to take some practice. It was also tiring trying to fight through her habits and change her mindset. By lunchtime I was too mentally exhausted to fight her instincts anymore, so I just hung about in her head as she went through the rest of her day.

		 

		She gossiped with the other girls at lunch and studiously went about her work, stopping now and then for a brief stretch or a quick walk around the office. She wasn't unpopular. People knew her face. But it wasn't like everyone was eager to talk to her.

		 

		I remembered back in my own body what the sight of Charlotte would do to me. I wanted to have that effect on others, to see what it was like to be a beautiful woman wanted by men. But not today. Today I was tired enough just from the morning's battles.

		 

		I didn't even have enough psychic energy or whatever to fondle Charlotte's breasts in the shower that evening. She cleaned herself in a utilitarian way, fingers not lingering on her skin no matter how much I wanted it. She relaxed by letting the hot water run down her shoulders, closing her eyes and tilting her head back into the spray over and over, until she felt guilty at the water she was using and stepped out. I felt that guilt through our shared connection, stronger now even than it had been just that morning.

		 

		I wondered if I would ever get out of her head. I wondered if I wanted to. Charlotte curled up on the couch in her pajamas and ate some ice cream while watching reruns of The Office as I planned my next move.

		 

		I was ready when we woke up, already thinking about the green dress. She went through her morning routine and I could see her react to my delight at looking at herself in the mirror, and at fitting her breasts into her bra. Hell, I even enjoyed the sight of her awful grannie panties on her perfect thighs. Her hands sifted through the clothes in the closet, lingering on the green dress as I concentrated. She finally lifted it off the hanger and slipped it on, adjusting the cool fabric over her body in the mirror.

		 

		It was form cut to her figure just enough to hint at sex while still being professional. Her big bust was held firmly in place, and it was cut high enough to just show off the start of her cleavage. The slick material clung to her hips and thighs, before flowing out slightly around her legs. She turned this way and that, Charlotte judging herself in the mirror as I parried away her negative thoughts, all the while admiring the hourglass shape, the firm buttocks, and the bouncy breasts. Finally, she gave a satisfied nod and proceeded to gather her purse and head out the door.

		 

		I was happy to see Kendra once again behind the counter at the cafe and I pushed Charlotte to talk to her.

		 

		“Cool nose ring,” Charlotte said, “Did it hurt?”

		 

		“Nah,” Kendra replied, “Not as much as the clit ring.”

		 

		Charlotte colored and Kendra laughed. God, she was pretty when she laughed, her mouth open in pure joy as I admired the slender shape of her neck. She was so much brasher than Charlotte, too. Where Charlotte was timid, Kendra was the life of the party.

		 

		“Kidding,” Kendra finally said.

		 

		Charlotte released an embarrassed chuckle, and then, while her guard was down, I kept up the conversation by making Charlotte add the first thing I could think of: “I was thinking of getting one. A nose ring I mean. Not a...the other one.” I could feel Charlotte's face reddening even more, confusion at where the thought had come from instantly overwhelmed by an acceptance as she justified the words she'd just spoken. If she said it she must have really thought it.

		 

		Kendra laughed her good-natured laugh again. “I knew what you meant. You got so red just now.”

		 

		“I know. It's embarrassing.”

		 

		“Don't be embarrassed. It's cute.” Kendra winked.

		 

		We were interrupted by another customer behind us and Charlotte stood aside. My thoughts were whirring as Charlotte bit her lip and waited nervously for her coffee. When her name was called, she grabbed the drink and hurried out with a quick wave to Kendra.

		 

		She was buzzing with a strange excitement on the way to work as I kept turning her thoughts back to Kendra. I could sense her confusion at the intruding thoughts, but my warm delight was infectious and soon she was replaying their interaction in her mind on her own.

		 

		Back at the office, James once again greeted her as she came in, stepping up to lean on the wall of her cubicle as Charlotte put her purse away. With a careful bump of Charlotte's thoughts I made her lean down to put her purse away rather than squat, aiming her gorgeous ass towards James so he could get a good look. I made her want to linger a second longer than usual, feeling the dress rise up the back of my legs. Charlotte understood exactly what she was doing. Little flashes of shame conflicted with the excitement I pushed through her. It was easier now to get her to obey, whether through practice or because our minds were melding the longer I was inside her I didn't know.

		 

		Charlotte found it hard to concentrate on her work with my thoughts in the way, and I found that her distraction was a delight. There was something about watching this sexy, intelligent woman act like a flirty bimbo that was making my panties damp, which only made her more embarrassed and giggly. So I kept it up. That morning I continually turned to James for help with an embarrassed giggle.

		 

		“Oh god, James,” I said, putting a hand on his knee as he sat next to me at my computer trying to help, “I feel so useless today.”

		 

		Charlotte let her hand linger on his thigh and he looked over at us, surprised. Charlotte's mind was a rush of emotions as her cheeks colored. She was starting to like the act, too, apparently realizing the power she had over men with her body. I had no intention of making Charlotte do anything with James, but god, teasing him was so exciting. Feeling his eyes lingering on Charlotte's body – on my body – made me hot and bothered. It was an attention neither Charlotte nor I had ever had before, and we liked it.

		 

		During lunch I induced her to go to the mall for some new clothes. Searching through the racks, every time she came up with something she felt was too slutty I overruled her thoughts, making her think it was a good choice to show herself off. She took armfuls of clothes into the change rooms, wiggling into tight black miniskirts, low cut blouses, and sheer dresses, all showing much more skin than she'd ever shown before. Again, my desire to see her body rubbed off on her, and each new change of clothes made the warmth inside her body grow brighter. By the time I made her grab a handful of thongs to replace her awful unsexy panties, she was so wet just from watching herself in the changing room mirrors.

		 

		Her pussy lips slid against each other wonderfully beneath the mini-skirt and low cut top she wore out of the store. I caught people glancing up at us, their eyes lingering on Charlotte's beautiful tits that bounced with each step, then sliding down her bare legs as she confidently swaggered through the mall. We both wanted nothing more than to touch ourselves, to release this tingly, anxious energy.

		 

		She hurried by a sex shop but I pulled her back, forcing her to obsess about it until she gave in to my urge and went inside. She gathered up her nerve and purchased a big pink vibrator with two prongs, then hurried back out to her car in the parking lot. Each step was a beautiful agony of longing, weighted down by the knowledge of the toy in her shopping back.

		 

		Fuck yourself. Fuck yourself. Fuck yourself. I repeated, until she was practically running to the car.

		 

		She threw the bags inside, jumped into the driver's seat and slammed the door shut. Without looking around, without caring whether anyone could see, she pulled up her skirt, yanked aside her panties and thrust her fingers into her waiting wetness. She sighed as her fingers landed on her pussy, stroking like mad. Her pussy was incredible to feel from the inside as she massaged her velvety folds. She knew just how to touch herself, her delight unimpeded by any hint of the self-consciousness I kept at bay. I sunk into her pleasure and we enjoyed her body as one.

		 

		We spread our legs, fingers circling through our slickness as the delightful musky scent of our cunt filled the car, alongside the wet sounds of our fingers in our pussy. We squeezed our tit with the other hand, the pleasure overriding all other instincts. We stopped only once to scramble through the bags with sticky fingers and rip open the vibrator. Turning it on, we aimed the largest of the two buzzing tips against our opening, following the line of our slit up and down before sinking lightly inside. We could feel it penetrate us, our lips parting to welcome the bulky object inside.

		 

		We moaned as we ran it gently up and down our slit, increasing the pressure, spreading our legs wider until it slipped in past our tight entrance. We stared down in delight at our beautiful pussy, watching the vibrator disappear inside us, between our furry lips, filling us with a delightful, throbbing buzz. We sank inside slowly, body humming with energy, little sighs escaping our lips. It felt so perfect to be filled, and when the smaller prong finally landed on our clit, it was like connecting a circuit. We cried out suddenly, hips thrusting up, pussy tightening around the toy as we came hard and fast. The orgasm was quick and intense and we gripped our tit tighter, wringing pleasure from our body.

		 

		When the first wave subsided we thrust the vibrator in again, back and forth, soon reaching a rhythm as we fucked ourself senseless, throaty moans rising louder and louder, our entire body caught up in the electric pleasure. I nudged her thoughts towards Kendra, her long blonde hair, that wicked smile, that incredible body, imagined Charlotte's head between her legs and then we came again. We cried out as we thrust the toy in deep and it hit our center, both buzzing prongs now hard up against our most sensitive spots and forcing a rushing, roaring orgasm through us. Our head pressed back against the car seat, entire body writhing as we enjoyed the hardest orgasm of Charlotte's life, entwined now with thoughts of Kendra. We were so wet. A puddle grew beneath our delectable ass.

		 

		We switched the vibrator off, leaving it inside us, still enjoying the incredibly pleasant feeling of fullness as we ran our hands through our hair. Soon we pulled the vibrator out. It was shiny with our juices.

		 

		Lick it, I commanded.

		 

		She hesitated only briefly, and then brought the toy to her lips, opening wide and sucking off her juices, tongue flicking over the hard vibrator and enjoying her delightfully salty taste.

		 

		


		 

		Charlotte

		 

		Once the vibrator is clean I slip my fingers into my mouth, closing my eyes and savoring the taste of my own pussy. I don't know where this change has come from. Part of me is scared that this change in attitude means something bad. Like those stories you hear about how someone gets a brain tumor and their entire personality changes. But the other part of me likes it.

		 

		When I return to the office I'm nervous, glancing around at the people I pass as if they can sense what I've been up to. I've carefully cleaned myself off, and I didn't do anything wrong, but I feel so guilty. I do notice people paying more attention to me, but maybe that's my new clothes. I was hesitant to buy them but there was a little voice in my head telling me how hot I'd look. And I do look incredible. I'm just not used to showing off this much skin. Especially my cleavage. As a naturally big breasted woman I've always been conscious about how much I show off. But my boobies look awesome.

		 

		A smile creeps across my face. I've never called them boobies before. Or considered them awesome. It sounds like something a twenty something guy would think.

		 

		Judging by the look on James's face, he thinks so, too.

		 

		“You go shopping?” James asks I sit down at my desk.

		 

		I spin my seat around lazily and find him gazing at me. I sit back and cross one leg over the other, aware of how much my skit hikes up. Of where his gaze is drawn to. His attention gives me a little thrill.

		 

		“You like it?” I ask.

		 

		“Looks nice,” he nods.

		 

		Later in the day I pass by one of the supervisors in another department, Carlos. I've only met him a few times when my boss was working on a project with him and I was sitting in on the meetings. We smile and nod, but less than an hour later he swings by my cubicle.

		 

		“Hi, Charlotte,” he says, leaning comfortably on the edge of my cubicle.

		 

		He's never come to see me before. Hell, I didn't even know he knew my name. There's a cocky grin on his face and he asks me about some budget for a solar project I did weeks ago.

		 

		“The Sunflower Solar Farm, right?” I kneel down and rifle through the small file cabinet.

		 

		From this perspective, Carlos can look right down my top and I know that's exactly what he's doing. I've heard stories from some of the other girls around the office about Carlos's wandering gaze. I can feel it on me, and I twist my torso slightly, deliberately letting my breasts bobble. I know exactly where the file is but I'm getting a thrill from playing dumb and letting him stare at me.

		 

		“Oh,” I frown in frustration. “I can't find it. It's supposed to be alphabetical. Can you help me?” I look up at him just in time to catch his eyes flicking up to my face.

		 

		“Sure,” he says, kneeling next to me. From this close I can smell his sandalwood scent.

		 

		He finds the manila folder in a matter of seconds and pulls it out with a victorious grin.

		 

		“Here it is.”

		 

		“Ooh,” I say, smacking my forehead, “Under 'S' for Sunflowers. I'm so dumb.”

		 

		I turn my entire body to face him, letting my breasts graze against his fingers. He doesn't pull away. That sends a little warm thrill up me. I don't want Carlos. But I want him to want me. So different from the little wallflower I was just a few days ago.

		 

		Carlos stands and then helps me up. I giggle and toss my hair out of my eyes, laughing at his inane jokes until he leaves, promising to return the folder soon. I doubt he'll even look at it.

		 

		Men are so easy. I bet Kendra wouldn't be so obvious. Why am I thinking about Kendra I wonder? Yeah, she's got incredible bright blue eyes and a smile that makes me tingly. Maybe I should get to know her more?

		 

		No, she's just the cute barista I see every morning. Nothing more. I'm not even interested in women in that way. I shrug the thought of her away and get back to work. But it hovers there just at the edge of my consciousness, her face ready to pop back into my mind whenever I take a break. That is, when I'm not thinking about myself.

		 

		I'm so lucky to be able to look at my tits whenever I want. Any time I need a break I just stop typing and stare down my cleavage, admiring the heavy slope of my breasts. I can see a little peak of my bra and sometimes I wish it wasn't there so I could reach up and tweak my nipples. I try to grope myself but it's just not the same with my bra on. Maybe I can slip it off in the bathroom and return? No, that's unprofessional.

		 

		By the end of the day I realize I've only finished about half a page of my report because I've been thinking about my own tits so much. I should be worried about it, but I'm much more concerned about getting home before I burst. The need to touch myself is so strong. The warmth has been sitting there between my legs, waiting to flare up at the slightest touch. A few minutes before five o'clock I grab my bags, say goodbye, and beat a hasty retreat back to my apartment.

		 

		The minute I'm inside my apartment I tear off my top and throw it aside. My fingers fumble with my bra, giddy with anticipation. When I finally slide it down my arms and grip my breasts it's with an immense sense of relief and delight. Fuck, my tits feel so nice. I jiggle them, enjoying their comforting weight. I used to think they were too big, but looking at them now I can see how perfect they are. Big and bouncy. I squeeze them up against my chest, sighing a little as the heat begins pouring through me. I can't believe how giddy I am at seeing the tits I've had my entire life, but it's like I'm seeing them and touching them for the first time. Every sensation is a delight.

		 

		It's not long before the miniskirt and panties come off, and I'm completely naked. One hand still on my tit, I open the curtains and step out onto the balcony. The cool air causes goosebumps across my skin. It's so naughty to be naked, but it's just that naughtiness that's making me horny. One of my neighbors could come out and see me at any second. Mmmm. What a delicious thought.

		 

		I sit down on the plastic chair and spread my legs. I'm compelled to lean over and stare down at myself. My tits hang heavy from my chest and I swing them back and forth, enjoying their ponderous movement. One hand travels between my legs and I spread my pussy with my fingers. I've never been interested in my pussy before. I always thought it was ugly and why would anyone ever want to look at it? But now I can see it's truly divine. The little pink folds are already glistening with my wetness and I wish I could bury my face in it and lick ravenously. I remember how delicious I tasted licking myself off that vibrator this afternoon. I want more.

		 

		But since I'm not that flexible I do the next best thing, stroking my budding clit in tight circles. A slight breeze kicks up, wafting my hair across my face. I bite my lip, continuing to stare down at my supple body, one hand squeezing my tit as the other continues stroking inside me, growing faster, deeper. It's so magical to watch my fingertips disappearing inside myself, to feel my nether lips spread wide, the little pleasure button a pale pink between the deep red of my folds. A little moan escapes my lips. I finger myself harder, each motion pushing more pleasure through me as I stare down, watching my hands work across my body, stroking deeper inside.

		 

		I curl my fingers around and slip inside my tight little hole. Goddamn, I'm so wet. I slide inside deeper, feeling myself inside and out, fingers straining against the tight wall of my canal, faster, even deeper, until I can't go in any more. I'm thrusting in and out now, my body singing with delight, a beautiful orgasmic music that makes me cry out and plunge deep inside myself. My pussy quivers around my fingers as I orgasm hard, crying out, not caring who can see more or hear me. Let them. The thought only makes me hornier and I stroke faster. My body needs this, needs to be sated, to be full, to be punished. I pinch my nipple hard and slip down in the chair, spreading my legs wide so I can finger fuck myself as hard as I can, the pressure building inside me until finally with a last gasp I explode, cumming hard and crying out in a tiny voice. The orgasm burns through me, a pleasure so all consuming the only thing I can do is hold on and enjoy it.

		 

		I come down so terribly slowly, still wrapped around my fingers. I open my eyes and gaze down at myself. My body really is incredible. I should show it off more. More people should see this.

		 

		Especially Kendra.

		 

		God, why do I keep thinking of her? And why do I get all giddy when I imagine her in my apartment?

		 

		


		 

		Zach

		 

		I didn't have to nudge Charlotte too much after that. She craved the attention. It was her idea to go out that night. I just hung around for the ride, enjoying the sight of Charlotte in the mirror as she tried on a variety of clothes, finally settling on a rich blue dress she'd purchased that afternoon.

		 

		It was an evening dress, the front composed mainly of straps, the back composed of nothing but air. It hugged her curves and supported her breasts. The bottom was long and clung to her legs, a slit up the side to allow for walking. The dress fit her form but somehow gave off the impression it would slip off her shoulder at any moment. She slipped into some high heels and click clacked to the mirror in the bathroom to do her makeup. In less than an hour she had transformed. Gone was the cute, shy girl who wanted to fade in to the background. Her new look was striking, emphasizing the exquisite curves of her face, enhancing her sea green eyes and ruby red lips, transforming her into a breathtaking goddess. She smiled at herself and we both enjoyed a jolt of desire.

		 

		She was all revved up, horny and craving attention. All I had to do was aim her. She made her way to an upscale bar and waltzed in, glancing around once before heading to the bar. Men swarmed her like flies to honey and she laughed and flirted mercilessly while I slowly whittled away at her inhibitions in the back of her mind until she finally stood and approached a pair of women who were obviously with each other. They invited her into their conversation and then invited her up to their hotel room.

		 

		She took their number and went back and forth on accepting their invitation. I pushed as hard as I could put couldn't quite put her over the edge. I could sense she felt a little cheapened that she'd met them at a bar, that she had some sort of preconceived notions that “real” relationships never started this way. We wrestled mentally until they left, and then Charlotte returned home, already regretting not going to their hotel room. I made her compensate us both by encouraging her to use the vibrator she'd bought, fucking herself until she came hard, before passing out in bed, still naked, the vibrator in hand.

		 

		Maybe it was with this recent disappointment still fresh in her mind that she finally succumbed to Kendra. She woke up thinking about the sexy blonde barista all of her own accord. I just enjoyed the wonderful warm glow coursing through her body and, of course, enjoyed her body as she gazed at it. Her fingers stroked her warm skin as she shimmied into her panties and took her time adjusting her breasts within her bra, all the time her gaze drawn to the mirror. I could feel her delight at her body, could enjoy her gaze flicking over her taut buttocks and across her pretty face. I was getting used to seeing the world from behind her eyes and was growing accustomed to my role as passenger and sometimes-guide. My feelings had now completely rubbed off on her and she was enjoying her body just as I would had I been alone in it.

		 

		The closer we got to the coffee shop that morning, the more giddy she became. Her heart was pounding as she walked up to the counter and met Kendra's bright smile. I could feel her thoughts churning with excitement and lust. And after all that it was childishly easy to get Kendra's number.

		 

		Kendra looked around and, seeing that her manager wasn't paying attention, pulled out her phone and texted it to Charlotte with a wicked smile. Charlotte texted her when she got to work and got an immediate reply, and so she spent the rest of the day glued to her phone. The texts started out friendly but quickly turned flirty. Charlotte stopped typing her report every time her phone dinged, her heart leaping into her throat as she texted back. Even having James practically drooling over her did nothing to snap her out of it, and she surprised herself by inviting Kendra to come over after work for dinner. Kendra agreed (with two exclamation points!) and Charlotte left work early, feigning illness, in order to prepare her apartment.

		 

		


		 

		Charlotte

		 

		I clean my apartment as much as I can with such short notice, cursing myself that I haven't done it beforehand. I'm naked—as is my new habit around the apartment—but I can't stop to enjoy myself until the place is spotless. Or at least the worst of the mess hidden in a closet or dumped into a drawer. Then it's a quick shower and a twenty minute hunt for the right outfit, one that's casual and sexy without being too much of either. God, my heart is pounding in my chest and every small sound at the door makes me start. I feel as though this is a first date. But that's silly. I don't want to date Kendra, I just want to have dinner with her and talk. Don't I?

		 

		Finally I give up the perfect outfit and just aim to not be naked. By the time she arrives I've got on a vintage Guns 'N Roses tour t-shirt and casual jeans. My hair is back in a loose ponytail. Also casual. Everything's casual. That's what I keep telling myself even as I light the fat vanilla scented candles in my bedroom and tuck in my sheets.

		 

		Kendra arrives right on time. She's changed out of her dull brown uniform and is wearing a black long-sleeve top and smart jeans, with the cutest azure scarf slung across her neck. It's a little awkward as I open the door, inviting her in with a warm smile, neither of us knowing quite what to do with our hands or how to greet each other. We're still strangers even though we've been talking all day. In the end we settle for a quick hug. As my nose presses against her soft cheek I get a quick hit of her faint floral perfume and it makes my heart flutter.

		 

		“I love your place,” she gushes, as she flits about.

		 

		She's soon at ease as she explores my apartment, no trace of the nerves that are causing me to squirm from foot to foot. She's such a huge presence, filling up the room and making me calm with a constant stream of compliments and banter.

		 

		“Ooh, what a nice view!” She says, looking out my balcony window.

		 

		“Yeah, oh, come here,” I say, unlocking the door and sliding it open to guide her out to the baclony. “If you look right through those two towers you can see my ocean view. According to my landlord, anyway.”

		 

		She squints, narrowing her eyes and looking out at the distance. “I don't see it.”

		 

		I take this moment to look at her incredible profile, the perfect curl of blonde locks leaping down over her forehead, the little slope of her nose, her startling cheekbones. I want her in that moment. It's crystal clear why I've invited her here and what I want from her.

		 

		She turns her sparkling blue eyes to me, sees my look. The corner of her mouth quirks up and she doesn't say a word as we stare into the infinity of each other's eyes. I find myself leaning slowly towards her while she does the same to me. And then her warm lips are on mine, our breath mingling as we kiss. And she's so soft and delicious smelling it's almost more than I can bear.

		 

		Her hand comes up to caress my cheek but she doesn't pull away. No, she pushes forward and tastes me. I open my lips for her, welcome her inside. I've been dreaming about her all day. Dreaming about us. Together. Her tongue slips in between my lips, teases my own tongue, gently sweeps across my mouth. I draw my hand around her hip and pull her close, until her slender body is pressed hard against mine, my breasts on hers, and I imagine I can feel our hearts beating as one.

		 

		I pull away, stare into her eyes, bring my hand up to the nape of her neck and trace my thumb across her cheek, drinking her in, this divine, wild woman. Her silver nose ring glints in the lights of the city skyline beneath us. We each search the other's face and I find the recognition there that she wants what I want. I close my eyes and lean forward, tasting her through a shared kiss once more.

		 

		And the damn breaks. Suddenly her hands are hard on my body and I'm leading her back inside and down the hall. We're tumbling together, pulling away for a step or two only to be pulled back into a kiss. Our bodies are hungry for each other. Her simple touch is nearly orgasmic and I'm warm and ready when we finally tumble into bed, our clothes forgotten on the floor as she falls on top of me, giggling and kissing my lips, my cheeks. Her hands run across my skin, exploring me by touch, her fingers bringing with them a delightful warmth that courses through me.

		 

		She pushes herself up above me and looks down, grinning impishly. Her tits dangle down in front of my lips. They're smaller than mine, perky little things, but divinely formed. The swell and dip of each captures my eyes and I push my head up enough to take her nipple into my mouth. I kiss her, biting gently as she rubs herself across my leg, the coarse hair of her pussy grinding up and down my thigh.

		 

		Her hand finds my breast, quickly followed by her lips. And now it's her turn to kiss me. I watch her as she closes her eyes, taking each of my nipples one at a time into her mouth, sucking and sliding her tongue across the sensitive tips until they spike out for her. Her eyes are closed, her breathing fast and urgent. It's clear she's enjoying my body and, what's more, I'm enjoying my body. As she kisses me I can feel the tips of her breasts just sliding across my stomach. I reach out and blindly grab one, wrapping my fingers around it and squeezing lightly, enjoying the pleasant, plump feel of her body.

		 

		She kisses her way down my stomach, her tit escaping my grasp. But my disappointment at that is soon more than made up for by her hot breath on my entrance. I cup each of my breasts in my own hands and squeeze them against me as I stare down past the lovely shape of my body. Kendra is between my legs now, licking long and slow as she stares into my eyes. Desire is written there in her look, a fiery hunger for me. I can't look away and neither can she as her tongue works its magic, soon flicking inside me and up against my clit. I grip myself harder as she spreads my pussy with two fingers and presses her tongue against my hooded button, undulating slowly. I gasp as little electric charges shoot through me, my body soon undulating along with her.

		 

		She eats me out slowly, clearly enjoying the taste of my pussy, her head thrusting between my legs as she takes long luxurious licks up and down, slipping ever deeper inside me until she's nearly sucking me into her mouth as her tongue slides in and out of me. The electric charge increases and I squeeze my breasts harder, a sudden jolt of pleasure causing me to cry out. She smiles and redoubles her efforts, growing faster along with my body. She brings her fingers up, slipping into me, the pressure building within my tight hole until she slides deep inside. It's better than the vibrator as she knows exactly what to do to me, licking and fingering my sweet cunt until I cum hard in a roaring, trembling orgasm. I cry out, writhing on the bed, and still she continues, not letting me go, barely letting me rest before licking my pussy once again.

		 

		The next orgasm is quicker, harder, and I involuntarily clap my thighs around her head as I cum, freezing her there with her tongue on my clit, her fingers digging deep inside me. Someone's crying out in breathy moans and I realize it's me as I cum, body quivering in the most incredible orgasm I've ever had.

		 

		She pulls her face out and gazes up at me, her cheeks and chin glazed with my juices. I take her head in my hands and guide her up towards me. We kiss again, the beautiful musky of my pussy filling my mouth and nose as I taste myself. I taste divine. I'm in love with my body, with my tits, with my pussy. I'm in love with a woman. I'm in love with Kendra.

		 

		She holds me and strokes my hair as I quiver with aftershock. We talk and order dinner between bouts of lovemaking, and when we finally go to sleep it's early in the morning. Both of us are exhausted and content.

		 

		


		 

		Zach

		 

		I never did get back to my body, but after that night with Kendra I didn't really want to. I had everything I wanted right there in Charlotte. She liked the same things I did. Now, anyway. And she always would with my help.

		 

		A few days later we heard something about a body found in one of the upstairs apartments. It was my old one. She thought about me briefly as that guy she'd seen around the building a couple times, but then forgot about me. But she could never put me out of her mind. I stayed within her, leading her around, this way and that, content to share her life forever.

		 

		# # #

		
		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 wherever ebooks are sold:

		 

		
			Swap Brothel
		

		The swap brothel offers a chance for people to temporarily become any of the girls on offer for a price. Tyler's been a regular for months, swapping into his favorite big breasted beauty, Mia, and enjoying himself. But one day while he's inside Mia she escapes with his body, leaving him trapped in her gorgeous body until the police can find her. Can he escape before her desires become his own?

		 

		
			The Other Woman
		

		Veronica didn't trust her fiancee so she came up with a plan to test him by using her witch's magic to temporarily transform herself into Candi, the blonde stripper who keeps buzzing around their table at the strip club. When Veronica returns to her body she finds that her memories are slowly changing. Is it a flaw in the spell? Or something more nefarious?

		 

		
			The Body Thief
		

		Bethany had her body temporarily stolen years ago by a body thief who forced her to watch from behind her own eyes as he took over her life for his own pleasure. She vowed never to let it happen again, training hard at the gym and changing her routine to stay safe. But all it takes is one slip up at the wrong time for the thief to take her over once more and uncover her own hidden desires.

		 

		
			Body Switch Collection: Volume 3
		

		This collection features six previously published red hot body swapping stories from best selling author M Wills.

		 

		
			What's Yours is Mine
		

		Sean has always been jealous of his hot stepmom. He envies her looks, her grace, and the ease with which she goes through life. When he finds an alien jewel that can grant wishes, he uses it to swap their bodies and experience her life from inside her body.

		 

		
			Deviants (Part Two)
		

		In the erotic conclusion to Deviants (Part One), the body possession machine has become incredibly popular, with guys lining up to have their fun inside the bodies of the high school girls that Ross has under his control. But Melissa and her friends have put together the clues and are determined to put an end to it all.

		 

		
			Deviants (Part One)
		

		Ross has invented a device that lets him control anyone's body. Together with a group of friends, he uses it to possess a group of sexy young women and have fun in their bodies. But things get out of control and soon the whole system may be exposed, leading to an end of their pleasure.

		 

		
			How to Host a Merger
		

		Theo works for Host Corp, a body swapping company that lets the rich enjoy being someone else for a little while. When Theo agrees to help open the London office, he does so without knowing the company has arranged to put him into the body of a gorgeous young woman for the duration of his contract. After some adjustment, Theo begins to plan on how he can stay inside her permanently.

		 

		
			Wishing Well
		

		In this sexy gender swapping tale, an old man makes an idle wish that sees him swapping bodies with a young woman and taking over her life.

		 

		
			Body Switch Collection: Volume 2
		

		This hot collection of body swapping and transformation erotica features 8 stories from 6 previously published books.

		 

		
			More Stories From the Global Shift
		

		Four sets of people struggle to cope with the bodies they've been swapped into in the aftermath of the Global Switch.

		 

		
			Transition
		

		Joe just wanted to hang out with his friends, breeze through his college classes and get a girlfriend. But an idle wish to understand what it's like as a woman sees him slowly transforming.

		 

		
			Virtual Worlds
		

		Jay orders a virtual reality rig that offers to put him in the body of his favorite porn stars, only something's gotten mixed up and he finds himself on the receiving end inside several female performers.

		 

		
			Chemical Reaction
		

		An experimental drug leaves Tony's mind stuck in the body of his sexy, vivacious friend, Rebecca. While trying to figure out a way to swap back, he takes advantage of his time inside by intimately exploring her body.

		 

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