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“All right guys, give it up for Kitty Love!” The DJ announced.
A thudding base line filled the strip club and the lights on stage went up. My best man, Colton, and my other friends raised their beers and hollered loudly. I played along, though my heart wasn’t really into it. I mean, a bunch of random women dancing on your lap for money, trying to get you hard while other guys sat around and watched? Strip clubs were weird. But this was my bachelor party so I tried to make the most of it, concentrating more on the pretty women and less on the skeezy guys. I was pretty sure my friends were playing along as well.
The curtains at the back of the stage were thrust aside and Kitty Love pranced out with a wide smile, all white teeth and red lips. She was the headliner of the night, confident and assured as she stepped onto the stage to the howls of appreciation from the audience. A glittery bra strained to contain her massive fake breasts—triple H’s if the promotional posters around the place were to be believed—and a matching pair of panties barely covered her sex. Her body was long and lean, disproportionate to the huge breasts, which barely moved as she danced forward in her impossibly high heels and grabbed the stripper pole to swing around.
I moved up closer to the stage and pulled out a wad of one dollar bills. I was there, I may as well act the part. She was hot in a manufactured way. Besides, I was a guy and, I mean…boobs. 
Her blonde hair spun behind her as she twirled around, grabbing the pole and thrusting her legs in the air to wrap around the pole, clinging to it upside-down with her strong thighs and slowly sliding down to the floor. She pulled herself up again and gyrated against the pole, grinding on it. I guess I was supposed to pretend that pole was me? 
The guys around me held up dollar bills and she crawled towards us, her ripe breasts hanging down below her. When she reached me, they dangled right in my face. I wondered how hard they were. How heavy? She was a pro at this. Did she really like all this male attention or was it just a job? I tried to turn off that analytical part of my mind as I stuffed a dollar bill into the strap of her G-string. 
It was a one night thing, I should really just enjoy it. Far different from my daily life working in the city administration. Next week I’d be married to the love of my life, Lilly, who was having her bachelorette party on this same evening back at our apartment. I couldn’t see myself ever coming back to a strip club. I wondered if Lilly was thinking the same thing while a male stripper danced in our living room.
Kitty stood on her incredibly high heels and reached behind her. Her bra came loose and one strap slid down her shoulder to cheers from the crowd. She smiled, playing it up, slowly slipping one strap off, then the other, before letting the bra slide off and into her hands, revealing her truly gigantic breasts in all their round fullness. Honestly, the bra was so small that removing it didn’t reveal much more than we’d already seen, but the guys around me thrust out their dollar bills and cheered as if it was the greatest trick in the world. I played along, holding up a dollar bill to entice her closer. She stepped towards me, smiling right at me.
That was when everything changed.
I had a second of vertigo, of sensing the world spin around me, and then in the next blink I was standing on stage staring out at a sea of men who were holding up dollar bills. At the bottom of my vision were two huge humps and, looking down, I saw the biggest pair of breasts I’d ever seen. They were hanging from my chest. I couldn’t see the rest of my body but I felt naked and small and severely unbalanced. I took a step back and nearly fell over as I discovered I was wearing cumbersome high heels. My hand shot out and grabbed the stripper pole for balance. I clung to it with hands that weren’t mine. They were slender and dainty, with elegantly painted red nails. Again, those enormous breasts hung below my vision. They were heavy and made my upper body ponderous.
Over the deep bass thud of the music I became aware of a commotion and looked up into the crowd. People were panicking, staring at each other with wide eyes or screaming or falling or brawling. It was utter chaos.
I moved back away from the dangerous scrum, unsteady in my heels and with my unbalanced body. A man was struggling to climb up onto the stage, nearly pinned down by the crowd. His face was twisted in horror and it took a second to realize that the man was me. Or, my body, anyway.
I backed away, terrified, windmilling for balance until I clutched the curtains at the back of the stage before I fell on my trim ass. I didn’t know what to do. This was impossible. I was in a stripper’s body. I panicked and ran away from the roaring crowd, behind the curtain. Backstage were a few hallways and a nearby door. I ran to the door, my new body swaying and bouncing in strange new ways. Inside was a dressing room, a dozen makeup mirrors lining one wall, a rack of clothes lining the other.
I slammed the door shut and threw the bolt, standing with my back against the door, stunned and confused. A few seconds later someone pounded at the door and I gasped, spinning around and stepping away, my eyes locked on the door, hoping it would hold.
“Kitty? What’s going on?” A woman spoke up behind me.
I jumped, startled, and turned to see a group of four women staring at me. They were all obviously strippers and in various states of undress. The redhead who’d spoken up nearly had tears in her eyes.
“What’s happening?” The redhead repeated. “Why am I in Lisa’s body?”
I shook my head, feeling my hair tickle down the back of my shoulders. “I don’t know,” I replied. My new voice was deliciously husky.
Movement caught my eye and I turned towards one of the makeup mirrors. There was my new reflection and my eyes went wide as I slowly moved towards the mirror. My new face was sweet-looking, with a wonderful slip of a nose and high cheekbones. My tits were…well, they were right there. Bare and impossible to ignore. With trembling hands I reached up to stroke them, hardly believing that this was me. That I was a woman. A stripper.
The skin of my tits was stretched taut and they were so heavy. They dwarfed my hands and barely moved as I prodded them. My nipples seemed permanently spiked out from the wide areolae.
I hardly breathed as my gaze shifted down the lean tummy, over the perfect ass, and down the long, trim legs I now possessed and could only see in the mirror thanks to the gargantuan breasts blocking my view.
“Kitty? Are you…?” The brunette in a belly shirt asked.
I turned. “I’m not Kitty. I…I was in the crowd and then…” I turned back to the mirror and gawked at the stunned and beautiful face of Kitty Love.
“You were a guy?” The short, dark-haired one squeaked.
I nodded and then sank into the chair, my legs suddenly weak. The pounding on the door started up again and the small group gasped and instinctively stepped back. There was more commotion from outside. Yelling. Thudding. Glass breaking. People fighting.
“Do you know what’s happening out there?” The topless redhead with the freckles asked. “Why are we in each other’s bodies?”
Looking up at their wide eyes I realized that the only thing keeping their panic at bay was shock. I’d skipped the shock phase when the club erupted into chaos and gone straight to panic, fleeing back here to the safety of the dressing rooms.
“It’s like the apocalypse out there,” I said, wincing at the weird sound of my new voice.
“And me with my zombie kit at home,” the blonde said wryly, beginning to fold her arms before becoming aware that they were nestled against someone else’s chest and dropping them to her sides. “Damn, this is fucking impossible.”
“What do we do? What do we do?” The brunette asked, panic beginning to take hold.
“We wait here,” I said. “We’re safe back here. No one can get in.”
“I want my body back!” The redhead bawled at the blonde.
“Honey, I would give it back if I could.”
“Oh god, what about my son!” The dark-haired one squeaked.
We all worked on calming the redhead down as the dark-haired woman tore through her purse for her phone. At least it distracted us from the situation at hand. The blonde hugged the redhead and remarked how weird it was to be hugging herself. We calmed the redhead as much for her as for each other. I told them how I was only here for my bachelor party. They told me about their lives. The dark-haired one joined us about ten minutes later.
“How’s your son?” I asked.
“He’s still himself, thank god. But my ex is now that bimbo he was living with. Serves him right.”
I wanted to call Lilly and make sure she was okay but my phone was on my original body and I didn’t have her number memorized. I would have to make my way back to my apartment and hope she was still there.
After we ran out of small talk, our attention turned back to our new bodies.
“This is so fucking weird,” the blonde mumbled as she looked at herself in the mirror, peering closely to study her new face.
The others were examining themselves as well, stretching out their hands, making faces in the mirror and generally studying their new bodies. One of them flipped through her phone and alerted us to the fact that this was a worldwide phenomenon. The rest of them got out their own phones and started scrolling through, trying to find anything that would make sense of our predicament. 
They pointed me to another makeup mirror which held Kitty’s big black purse on the desk in front of it. I rummaged through it, pushing aside the makeup and the tampons until I found her wallet and phone. Curious, I slid out her driver’s license. I had to hold it up in the air above my tits in order to read it. Her real name was Hope Ainsley and she was twenty-four-years old. Well, at least I hadn’t gotten any older.
Her phone opened at my face and I scrolled through her feeds. Social media was going insane. The news wasn’t much better. It seemed most people on earth had suddenly swapped bodies. There were no answers and lots of chaos.
By now the noises from outside had ceased. I slipped off my heels—those things were impossible to walk in—and put my ear to the door. Silence. Not even the thump of the DJ’s music.
“What do you hear?” The short one asked.
“Nothing. I think I’m going to leave.”
“You think it’s safe?”
“I don’t know. But I need to get home to my fiancé.”
“You’re just going to take Kitty’s body home?” The brunette asked.
“What else do I do? I don’t even know how we all swapped in the first place. I can’t just stay here and hope we all swap back.”
By Kitty’s chair was a duffel bag which held some of her clothes. Lots of skimpy outfits but I put on the least revealing thing I could find: a grey tee shirt and tight blue sweatpants. The shirt was tailored so that it stretched over my massive chest and hugged my belly. I wasn’t ready for a bra so I’d skipped it, which meant my nipples poked up like bullets beneath the grey fabric. Kitty also had a pair of sandals which I slipped on to my tiny feet.
I pulled her keys out of her purse. Fortunately, she had a fob so all I had to do was push the button to make her lights blink to find out which car was hers. There was a door at the back of the room leading out to the parking lot. I unbolted it and eased it open. There were noises in the distance—car horns, yelling, crying—but nothing seemed to be coming from out back.
I scooted out the door and moved quickly, tapping the key fob to find Kitty’s car. It was a red Porsche. I made my way towards it, my body jiggling and wobbling. I weaved back and forth slightly, finding it difficult to adjust to my new center of gravity and the extreme top-heaviness of my bust.
I slid into the plush interior and started up the car, then slowly eased my way out of the parking lot. Even driving was a different experience in this body. I had to keep pushing my long blonde hair out of my eyes, and every time I turned the wheel my arms jiggled my breasts.
The roads were a mess. Cars crashed into each other or run up on the sidewalk or just left idling in the street. I weaved through the traffic as best as I could. A few times I had to backtrack and find another route. There were very few people on the street but I still didn’t want to get out and walk. I felt very vulnerable in Kitty’s body.
I eventually made it back to my apartment and parked as close to the front door as I could. It was in a ‘No Parking’ zone but I figured no one would be bothered about that tonight. I didn’t have my keys so I buzzed my apartment. A man’s voice answered moments later.
“Hello?” He asked.
“Lilly?”
“Hector?” He exclaimed.
“Yes! It’s me.”
She buzzed me in and I made my way up to the third floor. She opened the door on my knock and we stood for a second, staring at each other.
Lilly was a man wearing a police uniform. She had short black hair, a chiseled jaw with carefully curated stubble, and bright white teeth. Her police uniform was partially unbuttoned, revealing a hint of solid pecs and bronzed skin.
“Oh my god,” she whispered, staring at me.
“Can I come in?” I asked.
“Oh, yeah, right.”
I hurried inside and she locked the door behind me. We stared at each other some more.
“Oh my god,” she repeated.
“So you’re a police officer?” I asked, uncomfortable under her attention.
“Uh, stripper actually,” she grinned sheepishly.
The living room held the remnants of her bachelorette party. Half-empty cups of alcohol littered the room. The big banner was still hung on the far wall. Half-empty plates of hors d’oeuvres.  
She hugged me suddenly, pressing herself against me. She was now half a head taller than me and her brawny arms wrapped around my slender form.
“Oh, god, Hector, I was so worried about you.” She sniffed.
I began crying to, all the relief and the stress finally flooding out. We held each other for some time, until the crush of her body on my breasts became too uncomfortable and I had to let go. I collapsed on the couch and she joined me. We each filled each other in on what had happened. Her story was similar to mine. The stripper had just come in and started the music when the switch happened. She found herself in his body, standing in front of her friends while they all freaked. Interestingly, one of her friends hadn’t switched at all and was confused by the sudden chaos.
I was exhausted but I also felt dirty, smelling of that sickeningly sweet stripper scent. I took a shower, disrobing in the bathroom alone before stepping into the warm water. It sluiced down my chest as I used Lilly’s honey-and-orange scented body wash to clean myself. I lathered up my body, running my hands over and under my new rack. Kitty’s body felt nice. Soft and sensual. And I was incredibly curious about my tits. 
I ran my hands over them, trying to wobble them, exploring each inch of skin. My nipples weren’t very sensitive but I still found it pleasant to squeeze them. I still had a man’s sexual appetite, and watching this woman touch herself was making me feel peculiar. It was different from the tightening in my crotch I got when I was a man. This was a sort of inner ache that only grew as I slid my hands down my belly and across my trim ass and then between my legs. My fingers grazed across the coarse hair of Kitty’s sex, felt the lips of her pussy open slightly for my fingers. I pulled away, suddenly weirded out by the thought of touching a stranger’s body like this.
When I got out I wrapped myself in a towel and then Lilly took a shower while I looked for something to wear. Lilly let me put on her biggest nightshirt and I was grateful to finally be wearing something that wasn’t skintight. I also slid some of Lilly’s panties on, and found it actually kind of a turn on to slide my fiancé’s panties up Kitty’s amazing legs.
Lilly and I got in to bed together, lying awkwardly next to each other in strangers’ bodies. I had a hard time getting comfortable with my big fake breasts and my long blonde hair, and shifted and turned until I was on my side facing away from Lilly in a somewhat comfortable position. Even then it was difficult to get to sleep. The warmth from my touch in the shower had never really left me, and I kept moving my legs. There was a restlessness inside me, which wasn’t helped by the way I stroked the gentle swell of my new smooth hip or wiggled my arm beneath my breasts.
Soon the restless hand on my hip moved down towards my thighs. My fingertips found the trimmed tuft of pubic hair surrounding my new sex. Curious and horny, I stroked up and down my slit once. A wave of warmth shot through me from deep within my core and my fingers came away damp. I stroked again, slower this time, letting my fingers linger inside, clasped gently by the lips of my pussy. My velvety folds felt so wonderful. My fingers kept moving, sliding up and down, exploring my warm pussy by touch, gently stroking the inner lips.
I ducked my fingers all the way down the bottom of my slit and found my moisture, which I spread back up the line of my entrance. My fingers worked in a slow rhythm, gliding inside me as my legs wiggled more and more. Each stroke shot waves of tingly warmth through me and grew the tension deep within me that I recognized as horniness. My mouth dropped open and my breath quickened as my fingers slid up and down my slick pussy.
Lilly shifted on the bed behind me and suddenly her hard body was pressed up against me, something warm and firm pressing up against the swell of my buttocks. She threw her hand over me and found my pussy, stroking me with practiced fingers. I moaned beneath her expert touch.
“You sound like you could use a hand,” she whispered, her hot breath on the back of my neck.
“This is so strange,” I murmured.
“It is,” she agreed. “But you seem to be as curious as me.”
She kissed her way across my shoulders as her fingers continued working their way between my legs. Each touch of her lips sent wonderful goosebumps down my body. I slipped my own hand out from between my legs and brought them to my chest, stroking the expanse of my tits with Kitty’s own gentle fingers. I half turned, spreading my legs so Lilly could have better access.
Her thick, solid fingers did wonderful thigs to my clit. I was sopping wet and deliciously restless with need. The strange cock poking me from behind suddenly seemed just what this body needed. I rolled over and straddled Lilly, throwing my legs over her groin and sitting atop her. Her cock pressed up against my slit and I closed my eyes as I dragged my slick cunt up and down her length.
Guys had never interested me, sexually. And though I wasn’t ready to look at a guy while I had sex, I was desperately craving the feeling of Lilly’s hot cock inside my sexed-up body. I reached down and grabbed her manhood, hesitating slightly as my fingers wrapped around a strange man’s thick shaft. But my body was crying out for this, so without another thought I guided her cockhead up towards my waiting entrance. It wasn’t completely smooth going and I had to wiggle around a little before I found the right hole. But then my pussy lips parted and her head met my entrance and I sank down on her, filling myself with her dick.
Christ, it felt good as her cock spread my tight canal apart, her warmth slipping deeper inside, curving up through me until my ass rested on her thighs and I was so full of her. I sat all the way up and grabbed my heavy tits, fingers exploring the huge, solid curves as I began grinding atop Lilly. She grabbed my hips in her muscular hands and thrust up to meet me, driving a fluttery cry from my lips.
I gazed down in awe at the tits I possessed, at the dainty hand running along the curves, stroking them as they bounced slightly with me. Now I was grinding hard, biting my plump lower lip as bright sparks flashed through me. Lilly grunted beneath me as she drove up, pounding me now. And, god, my body needed that. I spread wider, grinding harder, my entire body alight with need. My own sounds were turning me on: my soft cries, the slick sounds of my sex on each thrust, the slap of my tight ass on Lilly’s groin. I was as turned on by watching this body get fucked as I was by the fucking and I came.
I threw my head back, letting my blond hair tumble down my back as I cried out in a strangled gasp. My entire body flexed and shook, my hands gripped my tits tighter. The tension released in a massive wave, relief and pleasure flooding up through my pussy to fill my entire body.
My orgasm must have set off Lilly because the hands around my hips tightened and she thrust up hard. I felt her throb inside me, the alien cock within me spurting hot cum, coating my insides, making me feel so incredibly, wonderfully full. She came hard, grunting beneath me as I rode her, welcoming her hot seed in my sexed-up little body as I worked my massive tits and grinded, grinded all the way through her orgasm. I slowed as she slowed, and when she finished I dropped my tits and rested my hands on her broad chest, looking down at her with a shy grin.
“Jesus, fuck, that was amazing,” I gasped.
“You’re not so bad yourself,” Lilly grinned.
I chuckled and slipped off her. I still felt warm and needy, and snuggled close to her, throwing one leg over her and resting my hand on her chest. It was still odd doing this with a man, but I knew Lilly was inside and, while my mind was having trouble adjusting to sex with a man, my body was definitely into it.
It would be months before things got back under control. In that time Lilly and I each explored our new bodies, both alone and together. We grew closer than we ever had before. She taught me all about feminine hygiene, and I taught her about her new equipment. Our sex life was incredible, even better than it was before. By the time some semblance of normalcy had been achieved, Lilly and I were ready to show our friends and family our new forms. We were unashamed and happy, and we got married just a few months later. Only this time I was the one in the white wedding gown and she was the one in the tuxedo.
It was the happiest day of my life.
# # #
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Sebastian wakes up one morning in the body of Cindy, a cute young woman who lives in the dorm room below him. But his own (former?) body is still moving around, completely oblivious to Sebastian's confusion. What's more, Cindy is still conscious and thinks every sexy thing she's done is of her own free will.
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Every Day 3
In the conclusion to the Every Day series, Corey thought he'd escaped the spell but it's come back with a vengeance, now transforming both his girlfriend, Caitlin, and the bully into sexy women stereotypes.
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Long Road Home
When a strange phenomenon causes billions of people around the world to randomly swap bodies, a young man finds himself far from home and in a vastly different body.
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It’s A Steal
A man out for revenge swaps bodies with his ex-girlfriend and takes over her life.
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