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		Mother of the Bride

		 

		Karen kept grousing about the upcoming wedding as Vic set up both their suitcases on the bed and began packing their clothes for the trip.

		 

		“The nerve of that woman,” Karen grumbled, “Like I don't know what my own daughter would really want on her wedding day.” Karen folded her arms beneath her ample chest.

		 

		“It's not that important,” Vic tried to console her as he folded up Karen's panties. The smooth silk was cool against his skin as he slipped them beneath the skirts and tops he'd already packed. “The important thing is that this is Meghan's big day.”

		 

		Karen had never gotten along with Meghan's friend, Kim. Karen often complained privately to Vic about Kim's lack of manners and the way she made excuses for the awful things she said by claiming she was “just telling it like it is”. Vic had to admit that Karen sort of had a point. Kim used honesty as an excuse to say whatever came to her mind, as if “realness” excuse rudeness. Karen often tut-tutted along to her daughter's stories of Kim's usually tragic dating life, while later retelling the story to Vic with a barely suppressed smile at Kim's misfortune. So, of course, when Meghan named Kim as the maid of honor Karen felt personally snubbed. Kim had “neglected” to tell Karen about the bachelorette night, and neither Kim nor Meghan had shared very much about the wedding ceremony itself.

		 

		“It's like they don't even care about my feelings.” Karen raged, tucking her long locks of wavy brunette hair behind an ear.

		 

		Vic placed the wedding day dress he'd picked out for her into her suitcase as he nodded along. Since she wasn't paying attention, he filled her suitcase with outfits that he enjoyed seeing her in but that she rarely wore, like the shorts that rode high on her shapely thighs, and the low cut top that showed off the swell of her breasts. Despite Vic telling her over and over how pretty he thought she was, she refused to believe it and insisted on covering herself up in shapeless, baggy outfits.

		 

		Karen had reacted to the announcement that Kim was the maid of honor in a typically Karen fashion: snubbing Meghan and Kim back by refusing to do any preparation for the big day. It was Vic who'd gotten the schedule from Kim (all it took was a simple email). It was Vic who'd ordered the mother of the bride dress to match Meghan's wedding colors (and ordered the lacy undergarments to go with it as a little present for himself). And it was Vic who had arranged the hotel room and was now packing everything up for their trip. But Karen complaining about the unfairness of it all when she hadn't bothered to reach out to Meghan about anything was too much to take.

		 

		“Maybe they care too much about your feelings.” Vic snapped, turning to face Karen. “Maybe they knew that whatever they did you'd be upset about it. I mean, we wouldn't even be ready to go if I hadn't done everything. You would have missed your own daughter's wedding.”

		 

		Karen put her hands on her hips, fixing her brown eyes on his with a steely gaze. “I'm excited about this wedding,” she insisted.

		 

		“Well, you've got a funny way of showing it.”

		 

		“Sorry, it just burns me up.”

		 

		“All right, well, I've got us all packed. I've even picked out your outfit for today so you don't have to worry about anything.”

		 

		Vic motioned to the red cashmere sweater and white jeans he'd laid out on the bed. It was a fantastic outfit for her. One that accentuated the curve of her lusciously ample thighs and conformed to the swell of her heavy breasts. His favorite part was watching her breasts bounce gently beneath the sweater as she walked. No, his favorite part was grabbing a handful of her plump ass beneath those tight jeans. Hell, it was all his favorite part. Even after twenty five years of marriage he was still enamored with his wife's body. If only she felt the same.

		 

		“I'm not wearing that,” Karen said dismissively. “It makes me look fat.”

		 

		She turned to her closet and began poking through it for a new outfit. Vic knew she'd gravitate to another long, baggy thing that would completely conceal her voluptuous shape. It was like she was ashamed of being a woman, ashamed to do anything that would acknowledge she was a curvy beauty.

		 

		“Karen, come on. I packed everything, the least you can do is wear my favorite outfit. For me. Please?” He hated begging like this but, Jesus, why was she picking this fight after all he'd done for her today?

		 

		“No way, hon,” Karen huffed, taking out her baggiest dress. “I'm not going out like that.”

		 

		“Yes, you are,” Vic said quietly. He clutched the scrap of paper in his pocket, the one he'd gotten from the fortune teller at the flea market. He'd long ago memorized the words and had been debating about whether to use it. There was no more debating. He said the magic words quickly, fifteen syllables was all it took. There was a flash of light, and suddenly Vic was standing on the other side of the room looking back at his own body.

		 

		Looking down, he saw Karen's hands clutching the ugly dress she'd just picked out. Further down, tremendous breasts hung from his new chest. Below was the small pouch of his stomach and the wide curve of his hips. He took a deep breath of air through her nose, smelling the world as she did, seeing the world through her eyes. Karen's body was his to do with as he pleased. He dropped the shapeless dress and stared in delight at his slender fingers, wiggling them and admiring the smooth skin, the hands and arms that now responded to his commands. It was so refreshing wearing his wife's skin, enjoying the body that she herself seemed to hate.

		 

		“Ahhhh,” Vic's former body uttered a strangled cry, hands outstretched as Karen looked down at the body of her husband that she now possessed. “What-- What--? What did you do? What happened? What--?”

		 

		“Quiet,” Vic ordered, thrilling at the sound of Karen's voice emanating from his lips.

		 

		Karen's new mouth snapped shut and her eyes went wide. Her hands flew to her rough cheeks, trying to pry open her mouth, but it wouldn't budge.

		 

		“All you do is bitch and complain,” Vic spat, his hands on his curvy hips. “What do you have to complain about? You get to sit at home for the last twenty years while I do all the work. You sit on your ass and just watch TV. Now it's my turn, and I'm going to do a hell of a lot more with your ass than just sit on it.”

		 

		Vic reached around and squeezed his thicker butt, enjoying the padded softness of Karen's body, enjoying the fact that he could now squeeze her cute ass whenever he wanted. He turned to the full length mirror on the closet door and admired his new body, fluffing up his hair with his fingers and turning his head to get a good look at his profile. Goddamn, his heavy tits were amazing, hanging from his chest, jiggling with each small motion and reminding him of the femininity of his divine body. He bent close enough to the mirror see every pore of Karen's face as he ran his fingers across the contours of his new cheeks and nose, exploring, getting use to the shape of his new face. It was still the face of the cute, vivacious woman he'd married. Now packing a few more pounds and with more years behind her, but still adorable in every way. He smiled at himself, watching Karen's eyes light up in a way he hadn't seen in ages. God, she was a delight to be inside. He hadn't realized exactly how much he'd missed her body, exactly how long it had been since he'd seen her naked, until suddenly he was wearing her skin. And now he was acutely aware of every curve, every inch of her sexy form. Behind him, Karen was still frozen in horror.

		 

		“So this is what being a woman feels like,” he said, grabbing his tits and jiggling them, “I'll take it.” Man, that was fun. He watched his tits bounce together, watched them jiggle delightfully as he pushed and pulled them with Karen's fingers, turned on by his own body.

		 

		Karen looked like she was trying to say something, but her mouth wouldn't open.

		 

		“You've let yourself go, Karen,” Vic continued, angling around to look at his ass in the mirror, “I do like a nice fat ass, but come on!” he said, giving his ass a light slap. “Nothing I can't fix – after I become a proud mother of the bride.” Vic turned back to her, hands on his tremendous hips. “Ok, you can talk.”

		 

		“You can't do this,” Karen gasped.

		 

		“I just did. You've been wasting your life, Karen, so I took it. I'm going to make it better. I've lived with you for twenty five years. I know everything: how you talk, how you move, how you think, how you dress. It’s perfect.”

		 

		“Vic--” Karen began advancing on her former body, but Vic held up a hand.

		 

		“Stop.”

		 

		Karen froze.

		 

		“Oh, yeah, this little spell also gives me total control over you. You never seemed to appreciate being you. How good you had it. Well, I sure as hell will. And I'll make sure you're the perfect husband. And if you're lucky, I'll let you really please yourself.” He smiled. “First rule,” he said, holding up one beautifully manicured finger, “You can't tell anyone about this. You have to pretend to be me whenever other people are around.”

		 

		“Please, change us back.”

		 

		“Get on your knees and beg me,” Vic ordered.

		 

		Karen dropped to her knees and looked up at him. Vic stared down at his former face, feeling nothing but contempt for Karen.

		 

		“Please,” she begged.

		 

		“Hmmm,” he pretended to think. Then: “No. You'll get used to being a man. And me, well, I'm going to enjoy being you. Watch me dress.”

		 

		Karen had no choice but to stare at Vic from her position on the floor as he shrugged off Karen's baggy blouse and pants and dropped them to the floor. He stood in front of her, clad only in a bra and panties, and paused to run his hands over his new body.

		 

		“God, you feel so great.” Karen had a little bit of padding—he always considered her pleasantly plump—and now her squeezed his adorable little tummy, then ran his hands up to his large tits, squeezed tight beneath her bra. “It's been sooo long since I've touched these. How long since we had sex? That's definitely going to change.”

		 

		There was a sour look on Vic's former face.

		 

		“What's the matter? Oh, you want to enjoy this body, too? Come over here and kiss your pussy.”

		 

		Against her will, Karen walked on her knees towards her former body and pressed her lips against Vic's panties. She kissed her own pussy, inhaling the deep, musky scent of herself. Vic sighed as her hot breath found his opening, slipped up against his slit. “Mmm, that's nice,” he whispered, feeling his new body grow warm and moist at her hot breath.

		 

		“Ok, there will be time for that later. I've got to change. Stand up and watch.”

		 

		Vic took great delight in squeezing into the white jeans and the red cashmere sweater he'd laid out. The fabric was so soft against his skin and set off his mountainous breasts perfectly. The jeans hugged his hips, tight and sexy. This was the Karen he missed. He turned back to the mirror and smoothed his auburn waves behind his ears.

		 

		“Oh, yeah,” Vic said nonchalantly, “Since you're now me, you have to drive. Grab those bags and get in the car.”

		 

		Karen dutifully obeyed. She had no choice. Her new male body lifted the two suitcases and she grunted with the effort as she lugged them outside to the trunk of the car. Vic sat in the passenger seat, flipping through her phone as she started to drive to the hotel. He perused her old messages and emails, learning about the few things she kept private, and changing the passwords on each app as he went. He didn't want to take the chance that Karen would be able to send any messages.

		 

		When he'd finished changing everything on her phone, he put it away in the compartment between the seats as Karen usually did. He looked over at his old body, his former mouth a compressed thin line.

		 

		“Oh, what's the matter, honey?” Vic said leaning over and placing a hand on Karen's thigh. “Don't like being the man of the house?” He brushed his fingers against Karen's growing bulge and she wiggled away from him.

		 

		“Don't touch me,” she hissed.

		 

		“But you like this body,” Vic said, watching the change come over her. “You want to suck on these big titties so much.” He leaned against her shoulder, letting Karen's breasts rest against his former body's shoulder, bobbing and jiggling against him with each bump on the road.

		 

		Karen kept glancing over at him, only the look of disgust on her face had been replaced with one of desire. She was practically salivating, glancing back and forth from her own tits to the road. Vic kissed her neck, heard Karen's sharp intake of breath as her new body was forced to enjoy this even as her mind rebelled. He unbuttoned her pants as she drove, carefully freeing Karen's new member, pulling down her pants until her cock was free, standing to attention and straining towards Vic's dainty feminine hands. Vic wrapped his new fingers around his former cock, caressing lightly as he slid up and down. There was something wonderful about the hard heat in his hand, something familiar even. He knew how his cock worked, how it liked to be stroked. He giggled into Karen's ear as her cock jumped in his hand, pulsing occasionally as he worked his fingers up and down the hot shaft.

		 

		“Mmmm,” Vic moaned into Karen's ear, “You haven't done this in a while. That feels wonderful.”

		 

		It was a command, and Vic could see his former body tensing up, felt the heat gathering in his hand. He slid his fingers faster, up and down his former shaft, enjoying the desire and strength building beneath his fingers. He leaned his head down into Karen's lap and wrapped her lips around his cock, sucking long and slow, dipping her head down and taking his dick in between her lips, lightly at first, but growing deeper, swallowing more of the delicious dick. Vic's new body was so wet and he was intensely curious at how it would feel to play with Karen from the inside. Karen's cock throbbed once inside his mouth, bringing with it the tangy taste of precum. He swallowed it down and sighed in delight.

		 

		Vic sat up, the taste of his dick still on his lips, making him ever hornier. He unzipped his own pants and shoved his fingers down Karen's panties, slipping into his moistening pussy. He continued stroking Karen's cock as he played with his new pussy, fingers sinking into his heat, sliding and pressing against his clit. He felt so deliciously warm from the inside, slick and wet, pleasure pulsing through him in gentle waves. He stroked himself, fingers sliding into his wet hole faster as he ran his hands up and down Karen's cock, masturbating them both,

		 

		“Oh my god, when was the last time you gave a blow job?” Vic asked. He slipped his fingers up and down the slick cock faster as the fingers inside his own cunt kept pace, twisting and turning through his wet heat. Karen's cock throbbed once between his fingers and he ordered, “Don't cum yet.”

		 

		Karen gritted her teeth and gripped the steering wheel, straining to stop the pleasure from flooding through her. A glistening drop of precum appeared at the head of her dick and she moaned, eyes focused on the road.

		 

		“What's your name?” Vic asked, gripping her magnificent cock tightly.

		 

		“...V-Vic,” she gasped, biting her lip. Now she was thrusting her hips up slowly to meet Vic's fingers as he sunk down on the cock. Up and down, up and down they went, Vic holding Karen perpetually on the brink of orgasm, his own fingers sinking deep into his new wet heat, circling deep and fast. He bit his lip and moaned, holding back the flood of pleasure for one last humiliation.

		 

		“Good. What's my name?”

		 

		“K-Karen...” Karen moaned, her tongue flicking out briefly to wet her lips.

		 

		Her cock was rock hard in Vic's hand, precum dripping down in a trickle, running over Vic's tiny fingers. Watching it gave Vic a small orgasm, shallow and quick, enough to cause him to draw breath and leave him gasping for more.

		 

		“Again,” Vic licked his lips, just as desperately horny as Karen. “Who are you?”

		 

		She clamped hr lips shut, fighting him, Vic gripped her shaft hard, pulling down, stretching the skin of her cock in a delightfully painful way. A moan escaped her lips and she gave in. “I'm Victor. Please, I'm so fucking horny.”

		 

		“You may cum,” Vic smiled.

		 

		Karen groaned and her cock erupted. Vic curled his own fingers inside himself and came with her, thrusting his hips up to meet his fingers, plunging into Karen's wet pussy while continuing to stroke her hard shaft. Jets of milky seed spurted onto Karen's pants, dribbling down her cock, running across Vic's hand, the heat enough to send a gasp down Vic's new body as he quivered and came..

		 

		“Oh, goddamn,” she cried as she came, continuing to spurt until a puddle had formed in her pubic hair and Vic's feminine hand was covered in him.

		 

		“That was nice, wasn't it?” Vic said, withdrawing his hand from his pants. He held up the other hand, sticky with cum, to his former lips. “Lick it off.”

		 

		Karen was utterly disgusted but she had to obey. She never liked swallowing in the best of circumstances but her mouth opened and she sucked on her former hand, tongue swirling around the creases and folds until she'd drunk every last drop of her own creamy seed. Vic sat back, triumphant.

		 

		And still so horny for himself.

		 

		* * *

		 

		Several hours later they arrived at the hotel. Check-in was uneventful, but by the time they'd put their bags in their room Vic was growing nervous. They had to be downstairs for the rehearsal dinner soon. It would be the first test of anyone who knew Karen seeing Vic inside her body. He unpacked his suitcase and pulled out Karen's massive collection of toiletries. Bringing them into the bathroom, he flipped on the light.

		 

		Karen's beautiful, angular face greeted him in the mirror. He took his time refreshing his makeup, aware that the magic was also busy transferring her memories of how she did everything: blush, eyeliner, lipstick. It was wonderful watching Karen's body move under his command, being able to make her face smile, or pout her lips, or juggle her massive breasts back and forth beneath his sweater as he made himself up into a beautiful woman. There wasn't time to play with her tits now; he'd have to wait for that.

		 

		He took out her toothbrush and brushed her teeth. It was strange using someone else's toothbrush, having the contours of someone else's mouth, inhaling the scent of mint that seemed sharper through Karen's nose. When he finished he pulled his pants down and took a peek in the mirror at his new equipment, at the pussy—his pussy—that had brought him so much pleasure in the car. Karen kept her pubic hair neatly trimmed, and Vic traced his delicate slit with a finger, excited at the prospect of watching Karen actually enjoying sex. Of being Karen as she enjoyed sex. When Vic came out of the bathroom, Karen was sitting with her legs outstretched on the bed, her arms crossed, a sour look on her face.

		 

		“Admire me and tell me I look good,” Vic commanded.

		 

		Karen was forced to drag her eyes up and down her former body, forced to smile as she watched her body move under someone else's control. “You look good,” she said, because she had to.

		 

		There was already a small crowd in the restaurant when Vic and Karen arrived. Rachel, one of Karen's two daughters, spotted them as they came in and hurried over to greet them.

		 

		Rachael was a younger version of Karen, with the same dark, wavy mass of auburn hair, similar slender jawline, slightly rounded chin and high cheekbones. She was wearing a simple burgundy dress with spaghetti straps. The plunging neckline showed off her impressive bosom. Just like her mom. She hugged Vic and he clasped her to him, soaking in her nearness, enjoying her just as much as the real Karen did. When he was done he stepped back, hands still grasping her shoulders and smiled.

		 

		“You look lovely, honey,” Vic gushed.

		 

		“Thanks, mom. You, too. I like the sweater.”

		 

		“See?” Vic turned to Karen, “I told you.”

		 

		“Hey, dad,” Rachael said, giving Karen a quick hug and letting him give her a peck on the cheek. Vic knew it was killing Karen to pretend to be him. He had her impulses and understood that she wanted to just smother her children and grandchildren with love and affection, but she was forced to stay back and semi-aloof, like Vic would have done.

		 

		“Hi, mom,” another voice sang out. Vic turned and saw Meghan walking towards him, looking radiant in a chocolate colored dress that set off her olive complexion and sparkling brown eyes.

		 

		“Congratulations. I'm so happy for you,” Vic whispered in her ear as they hugged.

		 

		Meghan stepped back and then another woman stepped forward. She was an Asian woman, slightly shorter, with long black hair and intense dark eyes.

		 

		“Mom, you remember Kim,” Meghan said, gesturing to the shorter woman.

		 

		“The maid of honor. Of course,” Vic smiled delightedly, taming down the annoyance rising in Karen's body. Karen was the one annoyed at her, not Vic. Just to show there were no hard feelings, Vic gave Kim a long hug, pointedly staring at Karen.

		 

		For the rehearsal dinner, they were seated near the head of the table, next to the parents of the groom. Vic laughed and joked merrily with the mother, while Karen also talked amicably with the father. It was easy enough to fool these two. They'd only met once and all Vic had to do was gush about the wedding. He thought it might be harder to fool Meghan, seeing as how close she and Karen had been, but he was surprised at how easy it actually was. He already knew so much about her and, besides, no one on earth would think that Karen was anyone other than Karen.

		 

		Vic loosened up as the evening wore on, the drinks flowed, and the various toasts were given. One slight drawback of Karen's body was that he had to excuse himself to go the bathroom more often. But, other than that, the night was perfect. He even got to steal Karen's speech that she'd been rehearsing. Vic had been rehearsing it behind her back and knew it line for line. It gave him a thrill to glance back at his old body as he talked, watching Karen losing even this small preparation she'd made for her daughter's wedding.

		 

		By the time the dinner ended and they returned to their rooms, Vic was great friends with the mother of the bride, both of them having laughed and joked and thoroughly enjoyed each other's company. It was Vic's first bonding experience as a woman. He got to share his feelings—his real feelings—about seeing his daughter grow up. It was a much more intimate experience than he'd ever had as a man, and it was just a simple dinner conversation. But there was so much more empathy and understanding, and less competition and one-upsmanship. Just more confirmation that taking Karen's body was the right thing to do.

		 

		Vic searched through Karen's suitcase and took out her nightgown. As Karen watched from the hallway, toothbrush in hand, Vic took off his clothes and folded them up neatly, exactly as the real Karen would have done. The motions were unpracticed and smooth, following the muscle memory.

		 

		“Look at that,” he marveled to Karen, “I even fold your clothes like you do.”

		 

		Vic breathed a sigh of relief as he took off his bra, relieving the pressure on his chest. He dropped the bra onto the floor and took his time massaging his breasts, carefully holding up one, then the other, for inspection as his fingers circled around his warm skin. They were huge and wonderfully floppy, hanging down over his chubby stomach. He gathered them up and jiggled them, watching the waves roll across his flesh.

		 

		He brushed past Vic and went into the bathroom. Turing the shower on, he stepped into the warm spray, letting the water sluice down between his enormous breasts and heavy buttocks. He soaped himself up, enjoying the feel of Karen's body as he slid his hands over her smooth skin. He hadn't touched her like this in so long, and it was amazing feeling her from both inside and out. He was delighted as he ran his soapy hands over his breasts, felt them grow slippery. He cleaned them thoroughly, hefting them slightly and then dropping them to watch them bounce.

		 

		He retrieved Karen's razor from her bag and set to work shaving his arms. He held each one aloft and worked the razor down his skin carefully, making sure to get all of his armpit hair. Next, he did his legs. He propped each leg up one at a time on the edge of the tub, leaning down so that one tit rested on his leg and the other dangled down below him, jiggling with each motion of his arm. He gently ran the razor across her skin, starting from her calf and working his way up until he was perfectly smooth. He held his tummy up out of the way and worked the razor over his pubic hair, carefully crafting it to a perfect triangle that pointed directly to his pussy. She had such a wonderful body. No, he had such a wonderful body. The thought made him smile. The idea that he could look down between his legs whenever he wanted and see Karen's beautiful pussy lips, could spread them and stare into her folds, could slip his fingers inside and make her body cum, was intoxicating.

		 

		When he was completely smooth, he set the razor down and turned his attention back to her body. Focusing so closely on her skin had made him ache to touch her. He slid his hands over his pouch of a tummy, enjoying Karen's softness, before slipping around to her butt. His fingers dug into her flesh, jiggling and gripping, owning the skin he was in. She felt delightful, perfectly heavy and soft. Vic had missed this so much, and he felt Karen's body getting warm as he caressed himself, felt an ember of lust begin burning between his thighs. He continued petting his breasts, staring down from Karen's perspective, watching as he made her hands manipulate her own body, grope and squeeze her beautiful flesh, pinch and prod her nipples until they stood to attention.

		 

		He lifted a breast with one hand and brought it to his lips to suck on. Karen tasted delicious, the faint trace of her orange bodywash just lingering on his lips. His tongue slipped around her nipple, tasting, sliding, as his teeth nipped gently. A gentle tension began flowing through him, hurried on by the suckling of his nipple. God, her nipples were so sensitive, sending waves of pleasure right down to his pussy.

		 

		He dropped one of his tits, watched it jiggle gracefully as he let a hand wander down between his legs, circle over Karen's light thatch of pubic hair and sink gently into her slit. He sighed as he felt himself penetrating her, felt his finger slip inside her body. Aside from the quick orgasm in the car, it was the first time he'd been inside her pussy in a long time and it felt amazing. Warm and wet. The feeling of penetration was perfect. He spread his legs, letting two fingers sink in against his budding clit, circling, pressing, urging the tension tighter and tighter, winding himself up like a spring with desire. He was soaking wet, could feel his pussy dripping even beneath the shower, somehow even wetter than water, warm and enticing. His body wanted more, he wanted to fill his pussy. He slipped two fingers inside, leaning forward to press deep into his velvety folds, sinking up to his second knuckle as he masturbated Karen's body. His fingers thrust in, pushing deep and he stared down between his legs as he did so, watching his fingers disappear inside his opening, reappearing briefly, then sinking in harder, deeper.

		 

		Her moans spilled from his lips and he dropped his other tit to cry out with a sudden shock of pleasure. He leaned on the wall, his tits dangling below him as he writhed and moaned, fingers circling upward until they hit his center and he cried out, his voice a high pitched squeal of lust, a desperate, longing cry as pleasure lit through him. His fingers pushed in and out, faster now as he fucked himself. His whole body jiggled as he plunged his fingers inside his pussy and then the tension snapped and he shuddered with another orgasm. His entire body lit up, pulsing with delight, fingers working excitedly inside himself as Karen's pleasure blasted through him. He cried out again, heard Karen's voice echoing around the bathroom as he made her fuck herself, one hand gripping his fat tit, the other as deep inside his aching cunt as he could go until his pleasure burned itself out and he returned to her body.

		 

		He came down slowly, still leaning against the wall, the fingers inside himself slowing until he pulled them out and rinsed them in the water. Fuck, that was amazing. He never knew Karen could feel so much pleasure and he wondered, only half-jokingly, why she didn't just spend all day fucking herself.

		 

		Vic stepped out of the shower and toweled himself off, taking the time to watch his new body in the mirror as he made faces at himself and jiggled his breasts, just enjoying the complete control he had over Karen's body. He peed once again and as he sat on the toilet it occurred to him that he would spend the rest of his life sitting down to pee if he stayed in Karen's body. It wasn't an unpleasant thought. A small price to pay for being able to fondle himself whenever he wanted instead of waiting until Karen was in the mood, which was approximately never.

		 

		He brushed his teeth and returned to the bedroom. It made Vic happy to see that Karen was on the side of the bed usually reserved for him. It meant she was getting into the routine already. He pulled Karen's iPad and glasses out of her suitcase and lay down in bed to read, just as she would. Karen placed one of Vic's thick, calloused hands on her wide butt and squeezed gently, just as he would have. Their mannerisms were completely switched by now, their minds adjusting to their new perspectives. Vic read for awhile before going to sleep, happily content in his wife's buxom body.

		 

		When Vic woke up in the morning there was light peeking through the cracks around the blinds, and Karen was already awake next to him, Vic's laptop propped in her lap. Vic rubbed his eyes sleepily and looked at the clock, noticing that it was later than usual. He rolled out of bed and strolled to the bathroom, where he brushed Karen's hair and slid on her flowery deodorant. Then he got dressed in a tank top and shorts, her thick thighs nearly completely bare, heavy tits squeezed into a small top.

		 

		“Come on, honey,” he said to Karen, “Let's get some coffee.”

		 

		Karen eyed her former body's outfit. Vic knew that she would never have worn something this revealing, something that clung so tightly to her thighs and revealed the deep chasm of her cleavage. Hell, he knew it was a bit on the trampy side, but he wanted to watch her humiliation as he walked around like this in her body. Wordlessly, Karen threw on some clothes and followed Vic down to the hotel lobby for breakfast.

		 

		The room was set up for a typical hotel continental breakfast: a small table in the middle held a toaster and an assortment of breads and spreads. Next to that was a silver tray holding bacon and eggs. A second small table held a coffee machine and some juices. Vic grabbed a cup of coffee first. His new body was eager for it. In his old form, he hated the taste of coffee, but Karen's tongue found it delightful.

		 

		“Mmmm,” he murmured, savoring the delicious taste as he sipped. How had he ever hated this? Karen took a large sip of hers and made a face, before placing her cup down on the saucer.

		 

		“You don't like coffee, remember Vic?” Vic smirked, taking another sip and running his tongue along his lips.

		 

		He let Karen's body lead him on the breakfast as well, eschewing his usual bacon and eggs for Karen's simple, buttered toast. He took a bite and let it sit on his tongue for a minute, trying to pick out the subtle differences between his old taste buds and his new ones. Karen seemed to have a stronger sense of smell, and she tasted a much deeper range. In between bites he continued to sip his coffee; he just couldn't get enough!

		 

		They chatted as they ate. Well, Vic did most of the talking, Karen answered him in nods and monosyllables.

		 

		“Such a nice hotel,” Vic gushed, “I love the art deco columns.”

		 

		Karen grunted a response and looked away. Vic placed his hand on Karen's. “Look at me.” To anyone listening, it sounded like a request, but Vic's body took it for the command it was. Karen's eyes were pulled back to look at her old body. “I'm enjoying everything about this, aren't you? I'm about to go off and get pampered with the girls. You enjoy being on your own for a bit. Maybe play with your dick a little bit, but save some for me. When I come back I expect you to know how to use it.”

		 

		Vic winked, then reached down beneath the table and squeezed his former leg, enjoying the look of discomfort on Karen's masculine face.

		 

		“I'll see you, later.” He stood and moved closer to Karen, leaning down so his breasts were in Karen's eye line and he whispered in her ear. “Think about how much you want to fuck me.” He ordered. Karen gripped the tablecloth with Vic's calloused fingers as images of the two of them together filled her mind. Vic laughed as he headed out to the hotel spa, knowing that the next several hours would be agony for Karen, as she could think of nothing but fucking herself, and be unable to masturbate to completion.

		 

		The maid of honor, Kim, was already there, along with a few of the other bridesmaids by the time Karen arrived at the spa entrance. They all talked happily as they filed inside, taking seats next to each other. Vic found it so easy pretending to be Karen. Plus, it was fun talking to these girls while someone made him look gorgeous. Attendants gave him a foot rub that was to die for, before painting his nails. Vic chose a bright pink color. Karen would have never chosen such an ostentatiously girly color, but Vic was having fun being a woman and wanted to make his new body pretty in a typically feminine way.

		 

		Vic had never had a manicure or pedicure, and was blown away by how relaxing it was. The complimentary champagne helped, as did the conversation with the other bridesmaids. They were so chatty, sharing their opinions on everything from dating as a thirty year old, to the latest celebrity gossip. Vic made sure to smile politely at Kim and pay special attention to her to make up for all the bad blood the old Karen had created between them. He felt like just one of the girls.

		 

		The hand massage was orgasmic. The other girls laughed as he moaned theatrically, before matching pink polish was applied to his fingernails. His hair was washed and cut and styled, and he didn't have to do a thing. When they were done, they pointed his chair towards the mirror and Vic stared, watching Karen's little mouth drop open. He was beautiful. Karen's skin was glowing and her wavy hair was perfectly styled, wrapping around in a gentle arc to frame her narrow face.

		 

		Vic returned to the hotel room. Karen stared up at him as he entered and he posed for her. “You like?” He asked, his arms outstretched as he presented her own body to her. She nodded, staring at him in total lust, the bulge beneath her pants was evident, even from across the room.

		 

		“I look so much better than you ever could have,” he bragged as he sat next to her and primped. “Does it hurt? Seeing your body like this? Here, let me make it up to you.” Vic moved closer, his hand coming up and resting on Karen's hidden manhood. She could feel it beneath his pants, the focused energy, like a snake waiting to strike. “Have you been thinking about slipping your cock inside me?”

		 

		Karen nodded. Vic kissed her, his new lips meeting his old. He slipped his tongue inside, tasting his old body from his new, running his tongue across her teeth. He could smell his familiar spicy scent as his nose pressed into Karen's cheek. He withdrew and stared into her eyes, running her thumb across his scratchy cheek. “I'm gorgeous now,” he whispered, “But I'll be even prettier with my dick in your mouth.”

		 

		He unzipped Karen's pants as she shifted on the bed so he could pull her pants down enough to free her cock. It sprung up towards Vic's face, eager and insistent. He took it in his hand and brought his face closer, examining his dick from this different angle. There was a familiarity to it as he stroked it, remembering just how he liked it, remembering just how he liked seeing Karen worship his dick back before she stopped being interested in sex.

		 

		He slid Karen's hand slowly up and down the shaft, watching the head slide out from his fist, the skin stretched tight. He brought his lips closer, stuck out his tongue and licked his own cock from base to tip, running his tongue along each inch slowly, savoring the salty taste of Karen's dick. He grinned up at Karen as he continued stroking. She stared down at him, too horny to even try to break free. He knew that despite herself, she enjoyed this. The old Karen had hated sucking dick, but the new Karen had no such hangups. Vic opened Karen's lips wide and swallowed the head of his cock. The divine taste filled him as it slid across his tongue. Vic slipped Karen's lips down, down his former shaft, holding her cock in his mouth, his tongue undulating against the underside of her dick. He came up, enjoying the sight of the glistening cock appearing from between his lips.

		 

		God, he was making himself so horny sucking his own dick. An aching dampness grew between his legs. He swallowed Karen's cock again, siding his lips down then up, soon reaching a slow rhythm, the cock gliding across his tongue, hitting the back of his throat, then retreating. He sank down, pausing now and then with his nose pressed into Karen's pubic hair, her cock filling his mouth, tickling the back of his throat. He felt her brush his hair aside so he could stare down at her, just as he, himself remembered doing. He'd always loved the sight of his wife with her mouth full of his dick, her cheeks puckered as she blew him. It was time to return the favor.

		 

		He moaned as his lips slid up and down. The salty taste of precum hit his tongue and he savored it, pulling his mouth off the dick to swallow, before gorging himself once more, careless and sloppy, letting his saliva drip down her shaft, lubing it for his slender fingers. Karen's breathing intensified. She began moaning, gripping Vic's hair, thrusting up to his lips.

		 

		Vic slid his lips up and down the cock faster as his whole body warmed along with Karen. Suddenly, Karen grunted and Vic felt the cock throb in his mouth. He clamped his lips around it and forced his head down as it erupted into his mouth, hot creamy seed hitting the back of his throat. He swallowed in messy, greedy gulps. Some cum trickling out of his mouth and down his chin, warm on his skin. His jizz tasted delicious, salty and hot as he swallowed it, keeping his lips around the shaft until it stopped pulsing and she'd swallowed it all.

		 

		She pulled her lips of the cock, the shaft shiny and wet, and looked up at Vic. “You're so lucky that I'll swallow.”

		 

		He laughed, the taste of himself still in his mouth. He took his former face in his hand, lightly clasping Karen's cheek, her own cum rubbing onto her face. “You had your chance. This is my life now.”

		 

		The wedding was beautiful. Vic enjoyed walking down the aisle with his daughter, feeling the eyes on him, seeing his old body—Karen stuck inside—relegated to the sidelines. He was stealing her moment. No, not stealing. This body was his now. This life. He was enjoying his moment.

		 

		He had tears in his eyes as Meghan stood at the front of the church with her new husband. In Karen's body, his feelings were much closer to the surface and he let them come. As the new couple recited their vows, Vic reflected on his daughter, memories rushing in that he knew he shouldn't have, private moments between mother and daughter. He was taking everything from Karen, even her memories of her family. He dabbed his eyes with a tissue as he “remembered” teaching her about periods, and commiserating about boys and social life. He gripped Karen's hand for comfort, surprised to find how much he liked the calloused feel of his own rough hands. He was Vic and Karen now, and he could be the best of both worlds.

		 

		Afterwards, the family stayed to take pictures with the photographer. Vic positioned himself front and center, smiling and making jokes with Meghan and the maid of honor. The old Karen usually tried to hide in the back of the crowd for pictures, but Vic was proud of his feminine body. There was no need to hide it. He had the confidence of his old life and the looks to ready him for a new life.

		 

		At the reception he danced with everyone, throwing his body around the dance floor with wild aplomb. The old Karen had been held back by fear of crowds, fear of standing out, of everyone looking at her. But Vic relished the attention. He wanted people to stare. Wanted them to see his glamorous, glorious body. He danced with everyone and was the social hit of the party. Many times people commented on how pleased and surprised they were to see Karen so talkative and buoyant.

		 

		On the rare occasion he did slip up and “forget” something he blamed it on the happiness, or the drinks. Even at the end of the night, when the newlyweds left early because they had to catch an early morning flight and left the rest of the family to clean up, Vic didn't break character. He grumbled like Karen would have, but in a friendlier way. He understood his daughter's decisions even if he didn't agree with him, and he dutifully pitched in to clean up the social hall, trying to maintain the dignity of his gorgeous dress even as he moved back tables and chairs and cleared armfuls of trash. They returned to the hotel room late at night and Vic fell asleep almost immediately.

		 

		The next morning he woke up and showered, again taking the time to enjoy Karen's body. He'd been in it for over a day and had thoroughly explored her, yet every time he saw himself naked was a delight. He was sure Karen could hear him through the thin walls of the bathroom as he fondled his huge breasts and squeezed pleasure from every inch of his body, but he didn't care. When he was done he brushed out her hair and put on one of his favorite dresses. It clung to his wide hips and emphasized the swell of his breasts.

		 

		As Vic dressed, he made Karen pack everything up. When they were all done they went downstairs to check out. They met the rest of the family in the hotel lobby and said their goodbyes, hugging and kissing just like Karen would have.

		 

		Karen drove them back home as Vic sat back and gushed about the weekend. “That was amazing. Did you see how easy it was to fool them? Everyone thinks I'm you. What do you think about that?”

		 

		“Can I have my body back?” Karen pleaded, gripping the steering wheel and staring straight ahead. Vic loved the look of desperation on his old face.

		 

		“No. I'm enjoying being you. I think I'll keep your body a little bit longer. How does...forever sound? Maybe when these tits get old and saggy you can have them back.” He patted Vic's crotch and giggled.

		 

		Karen sagged in the driver's seat but didn't say a word.

		 

		When they arrived home, Vic made her carry the suitcases inside. He followed her up to their room and threw open Karen's closet.

		 

		“The first thing I'm going to do is fix up your wardrobe.” He grabbed a baggy blouse off the rack and tossed it behind him. “Ugg. Let's get something that shows off your tits and ass. You're going to be seeing a lot more of both from now on. Hell, everyone will.”

		 

		He went through her entire closet, tossing the clothes he disliked into a pile on the floor that he made Karen pick up and carry to the car. When she came back, Vic was wearing nothing but a bra and panties, leaning his plumb body seductively against the door jam.

		 

		“It's time to really enjoy being each other.” He said, twirling a lock of hair around his fingers.

		 

		“Forget it. I'm not going to have sex with my own body.” Karen said sullenly.

		 

		“Oh yeah?” Vic said, standing up and crossing the room to his old body. He looked up at his lined and stubbled face. “You want to fuck me so badly,” he ordered.

		 

		And then Karen was on him, her body responding to Vic's command, urgent and needy for her own voluptuous curves. Their lips came together and Vic tasted her hot breath in his mouth as their tongues came together, tasting, seeking, exploring each other. Karen's stubby fingers entwined through her former hair while the other hand slid down beneath Vic's wide ass and grabbed a handful of his flesh. Their hands moved across each other, Vic running his wife's fingers over his former chest, enjoying the more muscular form beneath his dainty fingers. as she did the same to him, examining every inch of Vic's stolen body by touch. Karen's body was alight with excitement, and Vic pressed himself closer to Karen, felt her bulge pressing into his tubby tummy.

		 

		Karen threw him down onto the bed and jumped on top of him, a beast wild with desire. She was grinding her cock against his mound as she kissed him ferociously. Vic was aflame with desire, his pussy moist and growing wetter. Vic gripped his own body just as forcefully, fingers working through Karen's short clipped hair, pulling her close so they could kiss. Their tongues entwined as they sought each other out. They couldn't keep their hands off each other, Karen by order and Vic by choice. And, fuck, Vic had played with his wife's pussy when she was wet, but he'd never felt like this, had this yearning to be filled in a way that only Karen could provide. But first, a little humiliation was in order.

		 

		Vic pulled away from Karen's yearning lips long enough to gasp, “Lick my pussy.”

		 

		Karen kissed her way down her former body, obeying his command. She flipped up his dress and yanked his panties down. Vic shifted to help her pull his panties off, and then she brought her face closer to her former pussy. She'd always hated the sight of her own pussy, and the disgust on her face as she plunged her face between her former legs made Vic giddy with excitement. She was forced to lick her own body, new tongue sliding slowly up her warm slit as Vic opened for her, his pussy lips spreading wide, becoming wetter and wetter. Karen pressed her tongue in harder, taking long low licks of her former cunt, forced to drink her juices down and thrust her face into her delicious musk.

		 

		Vic moaned as Karen's tongue found his clit, flicked it a few times and then pressed down firmly, tongue undulating, intense vibrations shooting through Vic's new form. He moaned, squeezing his eyes tight as the pleasure filled him. Karen thrust her tongue in deeper, the salty taste of herself filling her mouth. Despite her disgust she was rock hard, her body still desiring only to fuck the soft, gorgeous woman beneath her. Her own former juices dripped down her chin as she kept her face buried deep inside the pussy that used to be hers while Vic convulsed ecstatically around her tongue, his entire body vibrating as an orgasm shot through him.

		 

		“Oh, fuck,” he moaned in Karen's voice, hands coming up to squeeze his fat tits, fingers digging into the heavy flesh, molding them and pushing them together, jiggling and pinching, taking pure joy in owning these perfect tits. He thrust his hips up towards Karen's mouth, wanting more, needing her inside him.

		 

		“Fuck me. Fuck me right now,” he begged in Karen's voice, husky with lust.

		 

		Karen pulled away, her chin glistening with the juices of her pussy. She yanked off her pants and suddenly her cock was right there. It was straining towards Vic's body, rock hard, the bulbous head already moving towards his dripping cunt. Karen grabbed her cock and guided it against Vic's entrance. There was a pressure, building, building, and then she slipped in and oh god it was incredible feeling every inch of his former shaft penetrate his sopping wet pussy. Vic bit his lip as she entered him, carefully slipping inside. The walls of his new cunt clenched around her dick and still she kept coming. His pussy seemed impossibly tight, his body impossibly full as every sweet inch of her cock slipped inside, finally landing up against his center and resting her weight on him. Vic was more full than he'd ever been before, a delirious perfection and he groaned, delighting in the utter bliss of having the hard cock lodged deep into his little pussy.

		 

		Karen withdrew and slid in again, taking her time, enjoying her former body, staring down at herself as her cock slipped in and out of her pink folds, hating herself for enjoying this so much. It drove Vic wild with anticipation. He needed her cock inside him, wanted her to pound him senseless. But instead she went slow, inch by inch, filling and retreating until Vic was gasping, desperate, wet for release. His entire body hummed with a pent up energy, a tension waiting to snap. He was dripping down his thigh, so wet for her. And then Karen drove in suddenly, deeply, lodging herself in Vic's center and he cried out, a small orgasm bursting through him.

		 

		He clasped Karen's heavy legs around his former scrawny buttocks and urged her in deeper, faster. She soon grew to a rhythm, her teeth gritted as she pumped him furiously, cock pounding inside. Their breathing grew fast, each of them moaning, riding their shared pleasure.

		 

		“Oh, yes, yes,” Vic moaned, Karen's voice higher pitched, filled with more desperate longing than he'd ever heard her as he cried out for more, begged her to not stop, to keep fucking. And she did. She had no choice but to slam into him, her cock filling his aching pussy as he orgasmed around her, his entire body trembling with lust. He wrapped his arms around her and held her, wanting her masculine body so close. The scent of himself, the sound of Karen's cries from his own lips drove him over the edge and he came hard again, each orgasm higher, longer than the last, carrying him away in bright spasms of delight.

		 

		“Cum inside me,” he cried, and she did so, grunting in relief as she slammed deep, her cock throbbing deep in Vic's quivering cunt. Spurt after spurt of her creamy seed filled him and he threw back his head in the pillow and howled with pure pleasure, a cry of lust that was new to Karen's body. Karen filled him with her cum, a glorious feeling of utter bliss, the hot seed making him cry out in desperate desire as he came with her, pussy clenching, milking her cock for every drop of her perfect warm seed.

		 

		When they were done, Karen lay on top of him, breathing into his ear. Their hearts beat together and the delightful heaviness of her on top of him sent warm shivers down Vic's body. He wanted her to stay inside him, enjoyed the feel of her heat inside his as he kissed her, the last embers of his desperation cooling. Finally, she pulled out of him, leaving Vic with an aching emptiness he longed to fill once more.

		 

		But there would be plenty of time for that.

		 

		Vic spent the next few months in a state of bliss, going through Karen's entire (new) wardrobe and strutting around town. And, of course, he came home and made Karen fuck him whenever he was in the mood, which was often these days. No one ever suspected a thing. Vic figured that one day Karen's body would get too old for him and he came up with a plan. He would enjoy her until she was old and used. And then he'd trade in for a younger model. He had his sights on Karen's eldest daughter, Crystal. She had the curvy body of her mother but was much younger. Crystal never suspected, during all the phone conversations, that Vic was milking her for information, learning everything about her life, and planning for the time when he would take her body and become young and hot again.

		 

		# # #

		
		Thank you!

		 

		Thank you for 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. You can always email me at bodyswapstories@gmail.com or visit my website for 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:

		 

		Reunion (M2F Possession)

		Max is at another boring family reunion. But things get a lot more interesting and he finds a magic stone that transports him into the body of three different family members with very different body types.

		 

		Small Town Girl (M2F Possession)

		I've always had the ability to possess other people's bodies and control them, but I haven't used it in so long. Until the day I find Cassie. She's irresistibly gorgeous and I have to hop inside her right away. I'm going to intimately explore her body and help her become comfortable with her sensuality, while having my own fun in the process.

		 

		Madam President (M2F Transformation)

		Jeremy is about to become a body double for the first female African American president of the United States. He's got to learn to cope with being the most powerful woman on the planet. And for Jeremy, enjoying her shape, her smooth ebony skin, her stunning curves, and her amazingly responsive body is just one of the perks of the job.

		 

		The Princess Proxy (F2F Body Swap)

		When brilliant but plain Michelle swaps bodies with the gorgeous, snobby cheerleader, Brianna for a week in order to take her tests, both students have to adjust to very different lives and explore very different bodies.

		 

		The Mix Up (Mother/Son M2F Body Swap) – Smashwords exclusive!

		When my mom and I swapped bodies I hated it at first, but I soon came to love being her and exploring the full pleasure of my mom's body.

		 

		Training Days (M2F Body Possession)

		A man possesses the body of a woman at the gym in order to enjoy her physical pleasure and to change her mind to suit his needs.

		 

		Girl Next Door (F2F Body Theft)

		Tricia was a good looking ebony woman with a good job, a good life, and a wonderful husband. And then the neighbors' daughter, Alyssa, stole Tricia's life by using a strange machine to swap their bodies. The key to swapping back may lie with Alyssa's boyfriend, and Tricia's going to have to use her new body to discover all his secrets.

		 

		Student Teacher (M2F Body Theft)

		Chris is a teacher who's figured out a way to swap bodies with a hot young cheerleader and tries to trick her into going along with his plan until he can make the swap permanent.

		 

		Get in Here (F2M Body Theft)

		Emily's handsome boss is utterly reliant at her while completely dismissive of women in general. When Emily gets handed a code to a website that lets her swap bodies with her boss, suddenly she gets to play the role of alpha male and teach him his lesson while also having the time of her new life.

		 

		Time for an Upgrade (F2F Body Theft)

		Kendra still holds a grudge against Dave for the way he dumped her for Lucy as soon as life started looking good. Now her work at an experimental lab has given her the chance to get her revenge, and upgrade her own life in the process.

		 

		Stripped (M2F Transformation)

		Three young men make an idle wish and are swapped into the bodies of strippers. In order to return to their own lives, they're forced to compete against each other to see who can pleasure the most customers in a single night.

		 

		And you can find the synopsis for the rest of these on my website:

		 

		The MILF Pill (M2F Transformation)

		 

		Running Around (M2F Body Possession/Mind Share)

		 

		XXX Factor (M2F Transformation)

		 

		Dancer's Body: A BodyPossession.com Story (M2F Body Theft)

		 

		Be My Neighbor (M2F Body Theft)

		 

		Little Pink Pill (M2F Transformation)

		 

		Deep Undercover (F2F Body Theft)

		 

		Substitute Teacher (M2F Body Theft/Voyeur)

		 

		Primed for Takeover (F2F Body Theft)

		 

		Stealing the Cheerleader's Body (M2F Sibling Swap)

		 

		Mirror Mirror (F2M Forced Transformation)

		 

		Ticket to Ride (M2F Possession)

		 

		BodyPossession.com (M2F Posession)

		 

		Controlled by the Bully Trilogy: Switched Up, Filled Up, Fed Up [Smashwords exclusive]

		 

		Becoming His Crush

		 

		Transformed

		 

		Family Affair [Smashwords exclusive!]

		 

		Mystery Man

		 

		Taboo Swaps

		 

		The New Mom

		 

		Watch Me

		 

		Potions

		 

		Boldly Coming

		 

		Young Again

		 

		Coming Together

		 

		Pleasureville

		 

		Demon Seed

		 

		Hostile Takeover

		 

		Ghosted

		 

		Mind Games

		 

		Someone Else

		 

		I Stole My Mom's Body (and I Stole My Sister’s Body)

		 

		In the Doghouse

		 

		Thought Experiment

		 

		Possessive

		 

		Alternate You

		 

		The Price of Wishing: A Revenge Transformation Story [Smashwords.com exclusive]

		 

		Switching Campus: A Multiple Body Swap Story

		 

		Into Her Body

		 

		The Swapping Stone (Book 1)

		 

		And check out these sexy story collections:

		 

		Enchanted

		 

		Just Passing Through: A Body Possession Story Collection

		 

		Inside: A Body Theft Story Collection

		 

		Borrowing Her Body: A Body Possession Story Collection

		 

		Her: Stories of body theft and possession

		 

		Stranger Inside: A Body Possession Story Collection

		 

		All Mine: A Gender Swap Story Collection

		 

		Changing Minds

		 

		Taking

		 

		Just Visiting: A Body Possession Story Collection

		 

		Stolen: A Body Theft Story Collection

		 

		Borrowed Lives: A Body Theft Story Collection

		 

		Hopped: A Body Hopper Short Story Collection

		 

		Quick Change: 5 Gender Swap Short Stories
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