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		Brent can’t help it, he’s jealous of Sandra, the most popular girl in school. When one of his witchy classmates catches him staring in jealousy, she decides to teach him a lesson. The football jock is about to have a body swap transformation.

		 

		Popular Girl is a body swap transformation story. The characters will experience a MtF and FtM body swap. After the swap, there are MF explicit scenes. For mature audiences only.
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		CHAPTER ONE

		“This is so lame,” Brent said, slapping his tray down onto the table and flopping down onto the bench. He stared out across the cafeteria, toward the group of giggling girls. One of them stood on a chair, trying to hang up a Homecoming banner, while the others congregated around her. She was impeccably dressed, her body tight and lean. Brent looked around the room, noticing that half the guys in the senior class watched her. She didn’t seem to notice though, too intent on her task. She flipped her short blonde away from her face, and he stared at Sandra’s alluring red lips. No wonder she’d been nominated for homecoming queen. She was dressed casually since it was Friday, in just a pair of jeans and an oversized t-shirt, yet the vision of her still captured half the school—both the guys and the girls.

		“Why do we need to be subjected to such things?” Brent grumbled.

		He turned to his best friend and teammate, Ryan, waiting for him to agree with his statement. Ryan shrugged when he realized Brent was expecting an answer. “I’ve already got a date for Homecoming.”

		Brent snarled at Ryan’s back when he turned toward Amy, waving at her from across the room.

		“Amy?” Brent asked. “Amy is who you asked to Homecoming?”

		Ryan shrugged again. “She asked me. I said yes.”

		Brent sighed indignantly, but his friend didn’t bear witness to his distaste, for he’d gotten up to meet Amy, dropping his arm over her shoulders and walking away.

		“Stupid dance,” Brent grumbled under his breath. He looked out across the room and to the other seniors in his class. It’s not like he couldn’t get a date, he was on the football team after all, but the very idea of needing to put on such a show for a girl just got under his skin. He knew he should be happy for his friend. Ryan spent too much time focusing on football and schoolwork to bother with a girlfriend, but he just couldn’t be happy. He turned as a squeal and a giggle caught his ears. Sandra had tipped off the chair and her friends had all wrapped her in their arms as she’d slipped. Brent decided she was having way too much fun just hanging up a stupid banner. It must be nice to be the prettiest, most popular girl in school. He bet that she wouldn’t have any trouble finding a date. Brent assumed she’d have her pick of guys. She certainly wouldn’t be the kind of girl who would need to ask a guy to the dance.

		His eyes trailed over to Amy and his best friend. Ryan did seem pretty happy though. Maybe he’d go just to keep him company.

		“Hate to see the lovebirds, I see.”

		Brent jumped, startled by Aurora as she slid into the seat next to him. Her black hair swung down over her eyes as she sat, her long black dress flowing out around the seat.

		He stared at her a moment, wondering when he’d ever spoken to her before. They weren’t in any of the same classes this year, although she stood out like a sore thumb, so he knew who she was. There was talk that she was a witch, but Brent suspected that she just wanted people to think that so they would leave her alone.

		“Umm...hi,” Brent said.

		She squinted at him, her blue eyes standing out against her dark makeup. He was startled at how pretty they were up close, but then they swirled with a heavy darkness and he sat back from her.

		“What do you want?” he asked her.

		“I see you looking at her.”

		Brent’s mouth fell open, but then he pressed it closed, his teeth digging into his lips. “What do you want?” he asked again.

		She raised her eyebrow at him, leaning back casually against the chair like he’d invited her for a visit. Her eyes trailed over to Sandra, and the gaggle of popular girls surrounding her. Brent watched her watching Sandra, wondering what she was thinking. Slowly, Aurora turned her eyes from Sandra and back to Brent. “You’re jealous of the pretty girl,” she said to him.

		“Jealous? I’m not jealous.”

		“I feel it. I feel it right here,” she said, pointing to her heart.

		“Listen,” he said, starting to stand. “I don’t know what you want, but I’m going to leave now.”

		Aurora didn’t say another word, her eyes locked on Sandra as Brent hurried away from the table. Sandra’s jovial laugh rang out behind him as he hurried from the room.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER TWO

		Aurora sat alone in her attic. The sun had set. The dark blue of the rising moon lit through the single window. She crossed her legs, tugging her dress over her bare knees. Her hair hung forward, obscuring her face. She chanted quietly under her breath, the words unheard past her lips. The small doll in her right hand wore a short, plaid skirt, its painted lips upturned into a smile. The doll in her left hand frowned. A swatch of thick white fabric was pinned to its chest with a bright red 40 on it—Brent’s football number.

		Aurora pressed the fabric dolls together, pushing their bodies tight, her chanting growing louder, her head twitching in time to her spoken words. Upon her last words, she picked up a large metal pin from the ground, holding it above her head before she stabbed it down through the dolls, the metal slicing into their stuffed innards, and pinning them together as one. Aurora opened her eyes, the doll with the frown now wearing the plaid skirt. She smiled to herself and then stood, walking silently from the attic as the dolls rested, their bodies pinned to the floor in the dark light of the moon.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER THREE

		“Fuck,” mumbled Brent once they were alone in the locker room.

		“What’s gotten into you?” asked Ryan. “No offense, man, but you sucked out there today.”

		“No shit,” grumbled Brent. “Coach just about handed me my ass after that last fumble. I haven’t played this bad since I was fucking twelve.”

		Ryan shook his head, his freshly showered hair shaking droplets of water onto the bench. “I remember you at twelve. You didn’t even play that bad then. You played today like you’ve never touched a football before.”

		Brent shot his friend a look of disgust, but Ryan just shrugged at him and wandered off to his locker. He had to admit that Ryan was right. He couldn’t keep the damn ball in his hands today, and then when he’d finally caught one, he headed in the wrong direction. He plopped down on the bench, his head in his hands. His wet skin started to cool in the stale air of the locker room, the towel around his waist sending chills through his naked body. He scrubbed his hands across his arms, trying to warm himself. The cold usually didn’t affect Brent. Maybe he was getting sick? That was the most likely explanation of why he felt cold and had made such a ridiculous speckle of himself at practice today. He even hoped he was getting sick, at least then he’d have some sort of viable excuse, otherwise, he’d be forced to quit the team. No one wanted a wide receiver who couldn’t even catch the damn ball. He scrubbed his hands across his face before standing. He hurried into his clothes, deciding that he’d head home and rest. He’d be better tomorrow. He was just under the weather.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER FOUR

		Brent let himself into the front door of his house, the darkness beyond indicating that his mother would have another late night at the hospital. His mom had been working overtime lately, so Brent was used to coming home to an empty house. He plopped his backpack and gear bag down on the floor, following the dark hallway into the kitchen. The fanlight on the stove was on, offering a light glow to guide him. He pulled open the fridge, finding a plate of lasagna with a sticky note on the top, a miss you, love mom scrawled out in red pen.

		Brent popped the plate in the microwave, turning on the small TV in the kitchen while he waited. He flipped channels until he found the local news station and sat down at the countertop with the hot lasagna before him. He ignored most of it, recaps of minor traffic accidents and some celebrity news he knew he shouldn’t care about but suddenly was riveted to the screen. “What is wrong with me?” he asked aloud in the empty room. He found that he couldn’t finish the entire piece of lasagna and ended up putting the leftovers in the fridge for later. Normally after practice, he’d eat dinner and then pour himself an oversized bowl of cereal to bring to his room.

		“I must not be feeling well,” he decided.

		Brent decided to call it an early night. It was Friday, after all. Plus, he had finished his homework in study hall and knew his mom wouldn’t be home until at least 11 PM. He figured if he was coming down with something, the best he could do was try to sleep it off. He removed his clothes, crawling into bed in nothing but his boxers. He pulled his covers up to his chin, feeling a heavy chill as his naked body slid under the cool sheets. He trembled a moment, before jumping out of bed and adding another comforter on top of his normal blanket. Satisfied that he’d be more comfortable now, he crawled back into his bed. He curled his legs into his chest, his body forming a tight ball beneath the covers. He held his legs against his chest, and a deep sleep overtook him.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER FIVE

		Brent’s eyes slowly opened, the bright sun flashing into his eyes. He groaned, rolling onto his back. His chest felt heavy, his body weak. He must be sick. He had to be sick. He struggled to sit up, pushing up on his elbows before sitting cross-legged in bed. He thought it weird for a moment, he hadn’t been able to sit with his legs crossed in years. He looked down, the lower half of his body buried beneath the covers. The hands clutching the comforter were thin and dainty, and he twisted behind him, expecting to see a girl in his bed.

		“What the fuck?” He blinked, uncertain he’d heard the voice correctly. It wasn’t his normal, deep voice, but instead, it was light and high-pitched. I’m sick, he thought. That’s all. I’m sick. The cold has changed my voice. He stared down at the unfamiliar hands. He squeezed his eyes shut, then reopened them. Maybe I’m stuck in a dream. One of the fingers twitched and Brent squealed in horror. He clamped his hands over his mouth, the small, dainty hands clutching his face. He leaped from the bed. It wasn’t even his face. It didn’t feel like his face. There was no stubble, no strong jawline. He ran his hands up the side of his head as he stumbled into the bathroom. A girl stared back at him and he squealed at the top of his lungs. He bent over the countertop, panting out heavy breaths. A heavy knock sounded on his door, then his mom’s voice. “Brent?” she called. “Brent, are you okay?”

		Brent tiptoed toward the door, carefully locking it. He cleared his throat like he was sick, then tried lowering it the best he could. “Okay,” he grumbled, then tried to sound even more masculine. “Sick. I’m okay,” he assured his mom.

		She tried the handle, realizing the door was locked. “Do you need me?” she asked. “What’s wrong?”

		“Okay,” he mumbled again, trying to disguise his high voice. “Going to bed.”

		“Okay,” she said, uncertainty in her voice. “I leave for work in an hour. Let me know if you need anything before then.”

		Brent grumbled inaudibly, knowing his mom would leave him to rest unless he asked her for something.

		When he heard her move away from the door, he hurried back into the bathroom. He blinked, uncertain, moving his hand to his cheek, then running his fingers through his short blonde hair. He pulled his hair back from his eyes and then stumbled backward.

		“Holy fucking shit,” he gasped. He looked down, realizing that the body was only wearing his boxers. “Holy shit!” he gasped again as two perfectly formed breasts stood out on his chest. He grasped the breasts, uncertain if he should hide them or enjoy them. He moved back to the mirror, staring into the light grey eyes that watched him. “Sandra?” he asked, and the mouth in the mirror mimicked his own words.

		He ran his hand up the side of the face, feeling the touch of the hand against his skin. He peered closer, examining his cheeks, his ears, the curve of his neck. And then his hands trailed downward, across the pert breasts, along the soft stomach, and then he caught sight of a perfectly manicured snatch. He knew he should care that his cock was missing, but at that moment, all he could do was admire the perfectly shaved hairs and the way the cute mounds of flesh pressed between her legs. His legs. Not her legs. He was her. Wait! Was she him? He didn’t know where Sandra lived, so he couldn’t exactly walk to her house and find out. And what else could he do, send her a message that said, hey, do you happen to be wearing my body right now?

		“Fuck,” he muttered as he ran his hands through his hair. His fingers got stuck in a tangle, and he tugged to free them. He supposed at the very least he owed Sandra the decency of putting on some clothes and brushing her hair. He glanced in the mirror. He was lucky that she was pretty, even without makeup, because he knew there would be no way he’d be able to put on that without making her look like some kind of circus clown. What was he thinking? He was staying put. She didn’t need makeup because it's not like he was going to leave his house looking like this. Where would he go? What would he even say?

		He hurried into his bedroom, pulling open his drawers, rifling through his clothes until he found his stash of t-shirts from middle school that he didn’t have the heart to toss out. He pulled his old Techno t-shirt over his head, satisfied that it fit Sandra’s body well enough. He knew he didn’t have any pants that fit her, but at least her breasts were covered. He slipped into a pair of boxers, rolling over the top until they were tight enough to stay in place. He crawled back into his bed, pulling the covers up to his chin. He’d just sleep it off, he decided. If he woke up this way, maybe if he fell back asleep he’d wake up later as himself. Sure, it was a plan, he decided, even if it wasn’t a very good plan, at least it was something. It’s not like he had any other ideas. At least today was Saturday. He decided he wouldn’t freak out at least until tomorrow. Happy with his plan, he curled up under the sheets, closed his eyes, and fell into a fitful sleep.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER SIX

		Brent woke in the late afternoon. He stretched out, expecting the normal creaks and pops from his bones, but his new body stretched effortlessly. He wondered if Sandra did some sort of yoga or something because as he ran his hands over his arms and down his legs, he found strong yet lean muscles. He kicked back the covers, finding that he could easily stretch his legs upward and then behind his head. Her body was incredibly limber, and Brent sensed the pride she took in upkeeping it.

		His plan of ignoring the situation definitely did not work. He sat up suddenly, wondering again if he had her body could she also have his? He moved to his laptop on the side table, flipping it open before hurrying to the bathroom. He suddenly realized he really need to pee. He stood before the toilet a moment, reaching into his pants before he squealed, remembering that he no longer had a cock. He hurriedly dropped his boxers and sat down. He relaxed, then bounced around, trying to relieve his bottom from the excess liquid. He grumbled, annoyed at the extra steps it took for a woman to use the bathroom. No wonder the girls’ bathroom always had a long line.

		He moved back into his room, plopping down in front of his computer. He opened the school’s social media account, and there, next to messages was a number twelve. His hand trembled as he hovered over the icon. Then quickly he pressed it, sitting back from the screen as his messages opened. The first one was a general notice about Homecoming, but then the next eleven were from an S. Benson.

		“Shit,” he murmured. He clicked on the newest message and it popped open. MESSAGE ME NOW!!!! was written out in all caps. With a pounding heart, Brent hit the reply button. He typed in his address and I’m alone, then clicked Send. Immediately a reply popped up with her response, Be there in ten. Brent sat back from the computer, closing the screen and then closing his eyes. He didn’t know Sandra, not really, he didn’t know what to expect once she arrived. He sat upright, hurrying to the bathroom and looking at himself in the mirror. He at least wanted her to see that he was taking care of her body, but now, after sleeping most of the day, he looked like a wreck. He ran a brush through her hair, carefully pulling out most of the tangles. It was still a bit unruly, but at least her hair wasn’t knotted. He splashed some water onto his new face, trying to scrub some color back into his pale cheeks. He patted his face, hoping he looked as put together as possible. He still wore his Techno t-shirt and boxers, but that would have to do, he didn’t have any other clothes that would fit Sandra’s body, and he certainly wasn’t going to have his mom notice that he’d gone through her clothes. There would be no way that he could explain that.

		The buzzer on his front door sounded, and he hurried down the stairs. He paused before opening the door, but then unlocked it and swung it open. There, standing on his front porch, was himself.

		Sandra stared at him and he stared at her. She made the first move, reaching out her hand and grasping the end of her hair. She wrinkled her nose at the unkempt hairstyle, before noticing what it was that Brent had on.

		“What are you wearing?” she asked in disgust. Brent was taken aback, hearing his own voice come out of her mouth. He stood in silence a moment, his mouth open. “Listen,” she said. “I don’t have time for this. I need my body back.”

		She said this so matter-of-fact that Brent would have wondered if she had something to do with the switch if she didn’t look so pissed off at him. “I’m...” Brent stepped aside, motioning her to come inside. He shut and locked the door behind her before saying, “I’d happily give you your body back if I had any idea what was going on.”

		She turned to him, placing her hands on her hips. He cringed when he saw her, such a feminine gesture in his body. “Could you not girl me up so much?” he grumbled. She rolled her eyes at him, before turning, and looking around the darkened house.

		“No one else is home?” she asked.

		“Nah,” said Brent. “My mom works long hours.”

		“She’s a nurse, right?” Sandra asked.

		Brent looked at her quizzically, uncertain how she would know that.

		Sandra waved him off. “My little brother saw her for an emergency last month. She was really fantastic with him. Although it was my mother who needed most of the calming.”

		“Oh,” said Brent, surprised by Sandra’s admiration.

		“So,” she said, ignoring his stares. “Can we go somewhere and talk?”

		“Ah, yeah. Umm, my bedroom?”

		She turned her eyes to him, suddenly seeming to realize that she was the man and that she didn’t have to worry about following him into his bedroom alone. “Okay,” she shrugged.

		Brent led her down the hall and to his room. She walked in behind him, looking around at his things as he plopped down on the bed. “It’s pretty clean for a guy’s room,” she said. She sniffed the air. “Doesn’t smell, either.”

		Brent raised an eyebrow at her. “What kind of guys do you normally hang out with?”

		Sandra looked down at her hands, silent. Brent suddenly stood, pulling out his desk chair and offering it to her.

		“So,” she said, once she’d settled into the chair and Brent sat cross-legged on the bed, “do you have any idea what is going on?”

		“No,” said Brent. “Nothing. I had a really shitty football practice yesterday and thought I was getting sick. Then I woke up like this.”

		“You were alone when it happened?” she asked.

		“Yeah. Asleep. Alone. You?”

		Sandra put her head in her hands. “I snuck out of Ashley’s house this morning.”

		Brent’s eyes widened in surprise. Sandra held up her hands, “I thought I was going to die. I think I slipped out without anyone seeing me. But holy shit, I woke up as a man in the middle of a girl’s only sleepover!”

		Brent chuckled. “I think I would have stayed.”

		“Oh, please, you would have gotten yourself killed. I would have gotten myself killed if I stayed. Gigi and Brianne were there, and those two mean business.”

		Brent blew out a nervous breath of air. “I’m glad you’re okay.”

		“I’m glad Ashley has a brother. Because otherwise, I’d have needed to drive home wearing... well, nothing. Shit, what are you, two-hundred?”

		“Hey,” said Brent, offended. “I’m not two-hundred pounds. I’m one-eighty-five.”

		“Oh, yeah,” Sandra said, rolling her eyes, such a difference.”

		“And you?” he asked. “How much do you weigh?”

		“Hey! That’s none of your business!” She stood from her chair, anger on her face. Brent watched her passively, and after a moment, she pressed her lips closed and slid back down into the chair. “I’m sorry,” she said. “I’m just a bit... overwhelmed is all. It’s not every day you wake up in a new body.”

		“It’s okay. I think I understand how you feel.”

		Sandra smiled down at him, seeming to agree that they’d come to a truce.

		She stared down at her hands, turning them over, back and forth in her lap. “I sucked at my piano lesson last night,” she admitted. “I just thought I was just anxious, too excited about the sleepover to think straight.” She shook her head. “I had no idea this was why.”

		She remained silent, staring down at her new, large hands. She seemed to be fascinated with their size, even if the transformation did scare her.

		“Do you think it’s happened to anybody else?” Brent asked.

		Sandra shook her head. “I messaged Ashley after I got home. Told her I was sick and had to leave in a hurry. A couple of hours ago I messaged her again and asked her if she’d heard if anyone else was sick. Of course, it was a ruse to discover any gossip she’d heard this weekend. She said no, which means that there’s a really good chance that no one else in our school has changed. If they had, Ashley would have heard about it.”

		“I thought you were the most popular girl in school?”

		Sandra’s cheeks flushed, and she tipped her head down. She tried to scrub the color from her cheeks, then turned her eyes up to Brent, ignoring his question. “We’ve got to get you in some clothes,” she said, staring at his thin t-shirt and exposed legs. “When does your mom get home from work?”

		“Shit,” he said suddenly bolting to his feet. “I can’t be here.”

		“What?” Sandra asked, and then her mouth fell open in realization. “Shit,” she muttered. “We need to switch houses until we can figure this out. My parents won’t be home until tomorrow night, but they will freak if they find a guy in my room. Like, freak freak.”

		“Yeah,” said Brent. “And I’m pretty sure my mom is going to notice that I’m no longer a two-hundred-pound meathead.”

		Sandra rolled her eyes. “I never said you were a meathead.”

		Brent opened his mouth to argue that it's what girls like her always thought about guys like him, but he pressed his lips closed, deciding that Sandra was the last person he needed to make enemies with.

		“Where do you live?” he asked instead.

		“This is so fucked up,” she grumbled. She pulled her keys and her phone out of her pocket. “Gimme your phone,” she said.

		Brent handed over his phone, and Sandra entered her phone number into it. Then she swapped cases, putting her bright yellow case on Brent’s phone and his black one on hers. “We can’t let anybody suspect something is wrong.”

		Brent nodded, accepting his new, yellow phone. He had to admit, it was quite a bit more cheerful than his normal, boring case. “What else?” he asked, anxious to get out of his house before his mother came home tonight.

		Sandra looked around his room in silence for a moment. “Okay,” she said. “You show me around your house. Tell me what I need to know about your mom, and what your normal weekend activities are. Then I’ll drive you to my house and do the same. You’ll have a bit of leeway since my parents aren’t home right now. Wait!” she exclaimed, an idea suddenly hitting her. “Could you get out of the house this weekend? I mean, could you potentially go sleep at a friend’s house so you—I don’t need to try to convince your own mother that there’s nothing wrong with her son?”

		“Well, yeah, sure, but I don’t know what kind of a good idea it would be if I went over to Ryan’s house looking like this?”

		Sandra blew out a burst of air. “No, you dummy, I need to be the one to hide.”

		“You want to go sleep at Ryan’s?”

		A rumbled sounded in Sandra’s throat. “I mean, I can stay at my house too!”

		“With me?” Brent exclaimed.

		“Uh, yeah,” said Sandra. “It’s my house. And if my parents aren’t home, as long as I sneak inside so none of the neighbors notice a guy going into the house, we’ll be okay. At least then we have another day before we have to convincingly play each other.”

		“I’m not very good at piano,” said Brent.

		“No duh. And there’s no way in hell I’m getting onto a football field. I’ll get my ass handed to me.”

		“Probably so,” Brent said. “I had my ass handed to me and I was still in my body.”

		“See, so this is why we both need to go to my house and lay low for a while. And also, we need to figure this thing out together. One of us has to know who or what did this to us.”

		Brent stared down at his hands, at his new, dainty fingers painted in a pale pink polish. If he had to be honest, all he wanted to do was to push Sandra out of his house, tell her she’d lost her mind, and that he was just going to go to bed, and then things would be better in the morning. He also knew there was a really good chance that things would not be better in the morning and that it wasn’t Sandra who was the crazy one.

		“Okay,” he said, reluctantly. “You’re right. It’s the safest, sanest thing to do.”

		“Good,” she said standing. She moved to leave the room before she realized that Brent wasn’t following her.

		“I can’t go outside looking like this,” he said.

		“Dammit,” she grumbled. “Okay, then get dressed.”

		“I don’t own any clothes that I can put on this tiny body.”

		“I’m not tiny.”

		“Oh, okay,” he said, moving to his drawers. He pulled out one of his sweatshirts, pulling it over his head and sliding his arms into the sleeves. “How do I look?” he asked, turning to her.

		Sandra bit her lips, trying to hold back a laugh, but she couldn’t contain it. Her head tipped back and her chest rumbled with laughter. Brent’s face was covered by the hood, the sleeves reaching his knees and the sweatshirt appearing more like a dress than a shirt.

		“I’m sorry,” Sandra said, when she finally stopped laughing. “Okay,” she decided. “I’ll give you the shorts I’m wearing, they’re tight as hell on me anyway. And then I’ll wear your clothes.”

		Brent pulled the sweatshirt off over his head. “You may as well pack an overnight bag too.”

		His cheeks flushed and he turned from her, anxious that he was about to have a sleepover with the most popular girl in school. He doubted she was as nervous as he was, so he kept his nervousness hidden from her.

		“Okay,” she said after a moment. “Put these on.”

		She held out the pair of shorts she’d been wearing, and Brent turned from her, pulling them on and tightening the waist. “I look ridiculous,” he said.

		Sandra stared down at him, silent a moment. “I—you, you kinda look cute in that t-shirt though.” She chuckled. “And I thought I was the only one who still had a Techno shirt.

		Brent’s eyes widened. “You liked techno music?”

		“Why is that so surprising to you?”

		Brent shrugged, slowly realizing that he knew nothing about Sandra.

		“Let’s get going,” he said. “Pack some of my clothes in a bag, and I’ll go leave a note for my mom that I’m at Ryan’s for the night.”

		He hurried from the room and down the stairs, scrawling his mother a note before realizing that his handwriting was more flowery than normal. He crumpled up the paper, trying his hardest to make his writing look right. He decided it looked close enough, and that he’d text his mom later to make sure she’d seen his note and gotten home okay.

		Sandra walked down the stairs then, and she passed him her keys. “You have a license, right?”

		“Yeah, but my car’s in the shop.”

		“Good, then we don’t need to hide it. You drive my car because when we get closer to my house, I’m going to need to hide. Maybe I’ll get out a couple of blocks away and slip in through the back.”

		Brent took the keys from her, his chest tingling as his fingers ran across her warm hand. He tried to erase the sensation from his head, shaking the thought clear as he walked from his house. His heart started to thump as they neared Sandra’s car, and as he slipped into the driver’s seat, her sweet, fruity scent floated up around him, and his heart started to pound even heavier. He swallowed the large lump in his throat, slowly pulling out of the driveway and down the street.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER SEVEN

		Brent’s palms sweat, his knuckles gripping tightly into the pink polka-dotted steering wheel cover. He pulled over to the curb, two blocks away from Sandra’s house. She’d punched her address into his phone so that he wouldn’t be seen accidentally driving past her house. She hurried from the car, and along the side street. After she was out of sight, Brent pulled away from the curb, the GPS sounding out the directions to her home. He couldn’t believe his eyes as he pulled onto the next block, and the houses grew substantially in size. “Holy shit,” he muttered as he drove past the massive, three-story homes.

		“Number 1628, ahead on right,” sounded the voice on his phone. Brent slowed, anxious about pulling into Sandra’s house alone. He slowed as he saw Number 1628 on the large black mailbox along the road, then carefully pulled in between the massive hedgerows. Her house was a large, stone Tudor, the landscaping impeccable leading up to the front door. He wished he would have asked her where she normally parked because the driveway was expansive and empty except for a small, antique car. Brent was too nervous to park near the expensive-looking vehicle, so he stopped the car in front of the house and got out. He would need to unlock the back door so that Sandra could slip in when she got here. He grabbed the overnight bag from the passenger seat and hurried to the front door. He fumbled with the key, trying unsuccessfully to keep his hands from shaking. He gripped the key with both hands and worked it into the lock. He hurried into the house, dropping the bag near the front door. He passed through a massive kitchen, the ceiling tall, the space vast. He headed to the back of the house, coming to a large patio door that lead out to an expansive pool. “How rich is she?” he muttered under his breath. He flipped the lock, standing back from the door and waiting for Sandra. The massive house made him uncomfortable, and even though he was nervous about spending the night here with her alone, he knew he’d be thankful for the company.

		He saw a flash of color and he turned toward the door in time to see Sandra hurry from the tree-line to behind the pool house. After a moment, she popped out again, hurrying forward. Once she passed the pool house, the yard was completely encased in hedges, and she slowed, walking casually toward the main house. Brent opened the door as she moved closer, and she slipped into the house unseen.

		“Phew,” she said when Brent closed to door behind her. “That was some Mission Impossible shit right there.”

		Brent giggled, Sandra’s personality coming as a complete surprise to him. “Don’t tell me you like action movies too,” he said.

		“Are you kidding me?” She thumped Brent playfully on his head. Girls are allowed to like that stuff too.”

		Brent turned as she bustled into the house. She flopped down onto the large couch, clicking on the TV. “Let’s watch a movie,” she said, patting the seat next to her. She appeared completely at ease now that she was back in her own space, even if she was in a different body—his body, he thought as a tingle unwittingly started between his legs. He was ashamed of his thoughts, of the assumed intimacy of a person now inside his body. Surely he wasn’t attracted to his own body, but the thought of a girl like Sandra inside of him...

		She stared up at him expectantly. “Well?”

		“Uhh, yeah.”

		She rolled her eyes at his ridiculousness, and he chastised himself for continuing to appear so odd. Surely a big dude on the football team was capable of talking to the prettiest, most popular girl in school. He looked down at his hand when he sat. Actually, he was the prettiest most popular girl in school, and all he needed to do was talk to a football player. Sure, Sandra didn’t seem filled with his thoughts, but he’d definitely talked to enough football players. If he could just get past the fact that a gorgeous girl was inside his body, he thought maybe he’d be able to loosen up and he’d be okay.

		They hadn’t turned on any lights when they entered the house, so as the sun started to set, the room became dark, except for the brightness of the TV before them. Sandra had chosen an old action movie, the bright bursts of light from the screen strobing through the room. He kept stealing looks at her, feeling odd that as he turned, he stared at his own face. He figured at some point they’d discuss how to change back into their old bodies, but in the meantime, Sandra seemed perfectly content the way things were.

		“How about a swim!” she said suddenly.

		Brent turned to the screen realizing the credits were rolling on the movie, and he didn’t remember most of what happened. Sandra stood, staring down at him. “Do you want to swim with me?” she asked, her voice suddenly shy.

		“I didn’t bring a swimsuit.”

		Sandra’s lip curled. “I have all my clothes for you here, silly. I’m the one who doesn’t have a swimsuit. But it shouldn’t matter, right? You’ve seen all of this body before.”

		Brent’s eyes widened. “You can’t swim naked with my body! What if the neighbors see?”

		Sandra shook her head at him. “No one can see into the pool area. What are you so worried about?”

		Brent bit his lip and Sandra giggled. “You don’t want me to see your body naked. Is that it?”

		“Well, it is kind of personal.”

		Sandra giggled; the sound was odd to Brent in his big body. “You think I spent the entire day alone in this body and haven’t looked at it yet. Haven’t touched it yet?”

		“No!” he exclaimed, covering his mouth in surprise. “You didn’t!”

		Sandra smiled a wicked smile. “I tried at least. I wasn’t very good at it. You’ll need to teach me.”

		“Teach you? Teach you!”

		Sandra waved her hand at him, shushing him. “Lower your voice,” she commanded. “You’re getting hysterical over nothing.”

		“But you want me to teach you how to jerk off—” His voice cut off; he couldn’t say it in front of her.

		“Your cock?” she said, finishing for him.

		“Yeah,” he said, hanging his head, bashful.

		“I wouldn’t be bashful if I were you. You’ve got a nice cock. I just want to learn how to use it.”

		Brent blushed, heat exploding through his cheeks and up into his ears. “Maybe later,” he muttered. Now not only was Sandra in his body, but now she wanted to explore his body—his naked body—in the most intimate way.

		Sandra shrugged. “Whatever. I’m going swimming though. If you’re going to be a prude and need a suit, my bedroom is at the top of the stairs at the end of the hall. Otherwise...” she stared down at him lustfully, “bring your ass outside.”

		Brent watched her walk away from her, her movements confident in her new body. “Fuck it,” he muttered under his breath. He hurried after her, out through the patio doors and to the pool. Sandra was already disrobing next to the pool, dropping her clothes onto one of the lounge chairs. Brent thought he should look away, but then he decided she was right, he was being a prude. He should be able to look at his own body naked, even if someone else was currently using it.

		Sandra whipped her t-shirt off above her head, her body now completely naked. “I love this,” she said, smiling over at Brent. “No boobs for anybody to leer at...” She ran her hands over Brent’s hard pecs, then her hands continued down to his cock. “All I have is this cock.” She gripped it in her hand, and it swelled slightly in her grip. Brent tried not to stare, but he knew it was really Sandra who had her hand on his cock. Warmth spread between his legs, and he turned from her before she could catch him staring lustfully at her.

		She screamed in delight before plunging into the pool, a giant splash exploding from the water as she cannonballed into the deep end.

		“Did you see that?” she exclaimed when she came to the surface.

		Brent chuckled. “Yeah, I saw it.”

		“Well,” she pouted, “you may not be impressed, but I am. My stupid little body could never make a splash that magnificent.”

		“Your body isn’t stupid,” Brent said, suddenly offended.

		“It’s still little. And short. And not strong like this!” She lifted herself out of the pool in one big push, her wet, naked body glistening in the dim light.

		Brent eyed her a moment, watching the way the water trailed down her powerful muscles. “Sandra,” he said then, “you can’t keep my body.”

		“Duh,” she said. “But that doesn’t mean I can’t enjoy it while it lasts. I mean, how great is this? Seriously, we’re so lucky. I bet, like, no one else has experienced this.”

		“Yeah, I guess, but have you thought about why we’re the ones experiencing it? I mean, have you thought about who might have done this to us?”

		Sandra shrugged nonchalantly like they were discussing why they’d accidentally gotten the wrong takeout order. “Who cares. We don’t need to worry about that until like Friday.”

		“Friday?” he exclaimed. “I was thinking more like tomorrow. We can’t go to school all week like this.”

		“Whatever,” she said. “You worry too much.”

		She moved to him, steam drifting off her naked body and dissipating into the air. “Gimme these clothes,” she said. She reached forward, tugging his t-shirt from his body. He reflexively wrapped his hands around his breasts, trying to cover himself.

		Sandra giggled at his foolishness. “You do know those are my tits you are covering, right? And it's probably more perverted that your hands are on my boobs than that I’m looking at my own naked body.”

		Brent wrinkled his nose at her. “I guess when you put it that way...”

		“Exactly. Now take off those ridiculous shorts and come swimming with me.”

		“I don’t—”

		With a quick movement, Sandra snatched him up around his waist, and leaped, pulling him into the pool with her.

		She surfaced, giggling in delight, as Brent sputtered in surprise. “Not fair!” he exclaimed.

		“Oh, shut up,” she said. “I’m always the small one. I finally get to be a bit rough and tumble.” She tugged on his shorts. “You’re going to drown in these stupid things.”

		Brent grumbled at her, but then he rolled his eyes and smiled. He tugged the baggy shorts free from his body, and then the two of them tread water in silence, both completely naked.

		“Okay,” he said nervously. “Now what?”

		“Now we swim,” she said. Sandra sent a wave of water over his head, then took off, swimming for the other side of the pool.

		“Oh no, you don’t!” Brent hollered, and he kicked off the wall, swimming after her. He was pleased to find that her long, lean body was powerful in the water, and he quickly caught up with her.

		“Gotcha!” he exclaimed.

		Sandra ducked under the water, grabbing Brent around his waist, and then bursting to the surface with him in her arms. He squealed loudly, the sound foreign on his lips. He tried to wiggle free from her grasp, but she held him tight. As her hand slipped down over his naked ass cheeks, he bit his lip, trying to ignore the pleasure he got from her touch.

		“Oh!” Sandra exclaimed suddenly and she dropped Brent down into the water. He floated back to the surface, staring at her, wondering what was wrong.

		He looked down to where she was staring, down into the water. Her cock bounced out from her body, bobbing lazily in the water. “You alright?” he asked.

		“Um, yeah,” she said, finally turning her eyes to him. “I just wasn’t expecting...” she looked down, tentatively poking her finger against her hard cock, watching in delight as it bounced back upward.

		“It’s what cocks do,” Brent said.

		“They have a mind of their own like this?” she asked curiously.

		“Mostly,” said Brent, shrugging.

		“Huh,” she said, poking her cock again in fascination.

		“It doesn’t exactly like getting poked though,” he said, pulling her hand away from her cock.

		He kept her hand in his, and her eyes trailed away from her cock and up to his eyes. “Would you like, I don’t know, want to kiss me?”

		“Oh!” Brent exclaimed. “I...”

		Sandra moved closer to him, the tip of her cock floating against his stomach as she neared. He stared up at her, her face glowing blue in the pool’s light. Her eyes appeared to glisten, her pupils large even in the darkness. Brent licked his lips, and he noticed the pulse in Sandra’s neck begin to pound. She slowly leaned toward him, and he parted his lips in anticipation.

		Her lips connected with his, firm and soft and warm. She moaned into his mouth, and he melted backward, his body seeming to collapse against the edge of the pool. Her arms slid around him, pulling his naked body to her own. He melted into her embrace, her powerful arms seeming to consume him. Their bodies tangled together as her tongue sought his own.

		Warmth spread through his abdomen, sliding down in between his legs. Her cock pressed tighter against him, the hard, thick phallus pushing into his soft stomach. Her hands slid up his back, pulling him impossibly tight against her. He pressed into her body, willing her to consume him. Their kissing became even more passionate, her hands running up and down his slick, naked body. She gripped his pert ass, and a moan slipped free from his mouth.

		“I want to,” she breathed into his mouth. “Do you?”

		He nodded furiously, gripping the back of her neck and pulling himself up against her chest. He reached down between them, grasping her cock between his fingers. She panted out breaths into his open mouth. He held her cock in his hand, carefully guiding it toward his warm, throbbing center. He pushed the swollen head carefully against him, sliding it between his warm mounds. He gasped as the thick head parted the lips of his pussy, and then he guided her pounding cock inside of him. She gasped as she entered him, her body trembling with desire. He wrapped his slick legs around her strong core, pulling her cock impossibly deep inside of him.

		He slowly rolled his hips against her, sliding his body along the length of her cock. She wrapped her arms tight around him, burying her head in her neck. Her teeth grazed his neck, the sensation tingling down his exposed skin. He slowly gyrated his hips, swirling her cock within his warm pussy.

		She felt incredible inside of him, her thick cock seeming to completely fill him. His body suddenly trembled, and Brent sensed the desire in her growing. She gripped his hips, pushing his body against the side of the pool as her large hands consumed his petite hips. She squeezed him tight, pulling his body along the length of her cock. She groaned loudly, her fingers digging into his soft flesh. Her powerful hands drove him on and off her cock, the thick phallus pounding in and out of him. The warmth within him increased and an electric tingling sensation ran down his legs. He blew out a shaky breath, his body beginning to vibrate in her grasp.

		“I’m—” she panted out. Her breath trembled. “I think I’m going to cum.”

		Brent moaned loudly as his body shook. His entire body lit with desire. He dug his fingers into the back of her hair as her body began to tremble.

		“Oh my god,” she moaned. She slammed her cock deep into him, crushing her body against his own. He screamed out as she grunted with desire, her cock exploding with a powerful orgasm, her body convulsing against his own. As her cock pulsed inside of him, sending out currents of hot cum, he bit into his lips, trying to control the garbled scream rumbling free from his own throat. His thighs gripped tightly against her, his body trembling as a wave of intense heat lit across his body. His body jerked, his pussy pounding as he came on her cock. He gripped her body against him as she squeezed him impossibly tight. Their bodies trembled together; both were too afraid to let go of the other. His heart pounded in his chest, thumping so loudly he wondered if she heard it with her head pressed to his chest.

		“That—that was amazing,” she said, her lips against his cooling skin.

		“Uh-huh,” he agreed, too afraid to use his voice to speak.

		“Is it—is it like that all the time?”

		“No,” he said. “Not at all.”

		“Umm-huh,” she said, satisfied. “We should do that again.”

		Brent nodded against her. “Need a little break,” he said.

		She slid her hand down into the water, fondling her flaccid cock. “It seems so,” she said. Then she giggled. Her voice was light and it echoed through the quiet night. “Wow.”

		Brent trembled as his body relaxed from the overwhelming sensations and the cool night air. Sandra pulled him tighter to her body, rubbing her hands up and down his arms. “Cold?” she asked him.

		He nodded, reluctant to move from her arms, but now shivering uncontrollably.

		“Come on,” she said. She tugged on his arm when he didn’t move, leading him over to the steps and out of the pool. His body shook even more as the air hit his wet, naked skin. Goosebumps crawled across his skin and his nipples twisted tight. He wrapped his arms around his chest and hurried after Sandra who stood with the door open, waiting for him to join her inside.

		“A hot shower and then bed?” she asked as he stood shaking before her.

		“Please,” he muttered, his voice trembling.

		With one quick movement, she scooped him up from the floor, cradling him in her arms. She effortlessly carried him up the stairs and to her room, where she wrapped him in a towel while she started the hot water in the shower. Soon steam poured out behind the glass door, and she held out her hand to him. He dropped the towel from his body and joined her in the satisfyingly hot shower. He sighed with pleasure as the heat wrapped around his body. The goosebumps slid from his skin, and the water heated him.

		“Good?” she asked him, concern in her eyes.

		“Yeah,” he said, suddenly shy. He wasn’t used to a girl taking care of him, even if she was currently in a guy’s body. He decided that he kind of liked it either way. She genuinely seemed to care for him, even if they were pretty much forced into this situation. If he had to be honest with himself, he didn’t want it to end. Sure, he loved playing football, but he really liked how caring and attentive Sandra was to him. He felt moisture slip down his cheek, and he didn’t realize he was crying until Sandra wiped the tear from his face.

		“Hey,” she said softly. “What’s wrong?”

		He shrugged, shy now that he stood naked before her. “This is nice,” he admitted. “I’ll be sad to see it end.”

		“Why does it have to end?” she asked him.

		“We can’t exactly stay like this.”

		“I know, but...” She looked down at her feet, bashful, before turning her eyes back to him. “But, like, you and me, we don’t have to end if you don’t want us to.”

		Brent’s heart pounded. He didn’t think for a moment that a girl like Sandra would want to be seen with him once she was back in her body and back to being the most popular girl in school. “I—I think I’d like it if we could still be together.”

		“Good,” she said, a brilliant smile on her face. “Now, I don’t know all that much about penises, but I think this means that I’ve rested enough.” Her eyes turned down to her cock, the cock that stood out hard and full from her body.

		Brent laughed. “Yeah,” he said. “You’re ready.”

		“Good!” she exclaimed. She quickly shut off the water and scooped Brent from the shower. He laughed as she cautiously carried his soaking wet body to her room. She flopped him down on her bed and then fell onto the bed next to her.

		“What do you think the other kids at school with say?”

		“I don’t care what they say,” she said. She threw her comforter over top of them as a shiver ran across Brent’s skin. She wriggled forward, wrapping him in her arms. Her warm breath spread across his cheek, and he buried his head into her chest. They lay in silence for a few moments before he finally spoke. “I think it was Aurora,” he said.

		“Humm?” she asked, her voice heavy like she’d been about to fall asleep.

		“Aurora, that witchy girl from school. She’s the only person I can think of who possibly could have done this.”

		“Why do you think it was her?” she asked.

		“Umm, well, she kind of caught me watching you the other day.”

		“Watching me?”

		“Yeah,” he admitted. “When you were hanging up the sign in the cafeteria.”

		“Was it a good look or a bad look?” she asked, suddenly concerned.

		“It was a jealous look,” he finally admitted.

		“Jealous of me? Why?”

		He shrugged, her head bouncing against his shoulder as he moved.

		“Jealous of all the happy people, I guess. Even Ryan has a date.”

		“Oh, yeah!” she said. “Amy told me she asked him to go with her.”

		“Yeah,” he said, quietly.

		“Well, did you ask somebody and they said no?”

		“No,” he admitted. “I didn’t ask anybody.”

		“Then how can you be jealous that other people have a date when you didn’t even ask anybody?”

		“I don’t know,” he admitted. “I guess it was stupid.”

		“It’s not stupid,” Sandra said, chastising him. She was silent a moment, then, “If you would have asked me, I’d have said yes.”

		Brent sat up, the cover falling from their heads. Sandra sat up next to him, her naked body glistening against the light from the bathroom. “You’d have said yes if I asked you? We’ve barely ever spoken.”

		“So,” she said. “I’ve still seen you around school. Amy is one of my closest friends and she talks about Ryan all the time. And I know that you and Ryan are best friends. I figured you couldn’t be all that bad,” she said, poking him teasingly into his chest.

		He blew out a breath. “I think Aurora was trying to teach me a lesson.”

		“A lesson about boobs?” she asked.

		“No,” he said, laughing. “About not being such a jealous idiot. I was all pissed about Homecoming and about Ryan having a date and...” he shook his head in disgust. “I was just being... moronic.”

		“You were being close-minded,” she said.

		“That too,” he said, agreeing with her.

		“Well, if it was Aurora, at least we know who to go to about fixing this.”

		He nodded, uncertain how happy he really was about changing back.

		“We don’t have to go now,” she said. “I mean, it's what...” she turned, looked at the clock on the side table, “3 AM!” she exclaimed. “We aren’t going anywhere or dealing with anything right now. My parents won’t even be home until tomorrow night. Or, well, tonight technically. But still, just... enjoy me for right now.” Her lip curled up into a smile, and Brent couldn’t help it, his eyes slid down to her cock. It rested on her thigh, but as she caught him staring at it, it slowly pulsed with life.

		He giggled, flinging the covers back up over their heads and burying them beneath the blankets. Sandra wiggled her body tight into his, and he wrapped his arms around her back. Her skin was smooth and warm, and he allowed her warmth to penetrate his cold body. Her strong arms held him, and after a moment, he felt her cock swell against him.

		“Hmm,” he moaned softly, slipping his hand down between them and wrapping his fingers around her cock. He stroked her gently, and her mouth fell open, pleasure overtaking her face. He continued to stroke her, slipping his fingers over the top of her swollen head, slipping the warm, pre-cum from her cock, and down over her shaft.

		“You’re really good at this,” she moaned. “Ohhh,” her breath shuttered.

		Brent slipped down further beneath the covers, sliding down the length of her body and pushing her legs apart so he could kneel between her thighs. “Ooh,” she exclaimed when his warm mouth found the tip of her cock.

		Brent slipped his tongue over the head, lapping up the pre-cum, the taste warm and salty in his mouth. He swirled his tongue across the thick head, then down the shaft, teasing his tongue around the base. Sandra squirmed beneath him, and he gripped her cock in his hand, guiding it fully into his mouth. She moaned loudly, and he stroked her cock in and out of his mouth. Her cock was thick, filling his mouth, and reaching the back of his throat when he fully took her shaft into his mouth. He cupped her balls, gently massaging them in his hand, carefully caressing the soft, loose skin, as his tongue flitted across the head of her cock. Her legs clamped around him, and he took her deep into his throat, her cock tapping off the back of his throat. A deep, guttural moan left her lips, her hips rising off the bed, her breath coming hot and quick.

		“Oh my god,” she groaned. “You’re going to— ohhh, you’re going to make me cum.”

		She moaned loudly, her hips rising, her cock pulsing wildly before her body jerked. Cum pulsed out of her cock, squirting into Brent’s throat, sliding across his tongue. He lapped up the warm, salty liquid as her cock continued to throb in pleasure. He stroked the last of the cum from her pounding cock, his tongue teasing the last of it from the tip.

		“Phew,” she said, her body fully collapsing back against the bed. “That—that was amazing.”

		Brent smiled down at her, her eyes lighting with pleasure. She opened her arms to him, and he moved to her, falling down upon her chest.

		“I need a little bit more of a rest now,” she whispered in his ear.

		“Uh-huh,” he said, perfectly content against her warm, strong chest. His breathing slowed, his breaths timed to her own, and he fell asleep in her arms, his naked body pressed tightly within hers.
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