
        
            
                
            
        

    
		
			[image: cover]
		

	
		
			[image: cover]
		

		 

		


		 

		Stand-In

		 

		MtF Body Switch

		 

		by M. Wills

		 

		


		 

		© 2022 M. Wills

		 

		Cover photo: © Depositphotos.com / serezniy

		 

		Cover Design: Evie Foy

		 

		Visit bodyswapfiction.com for stories, captions and commissions

		 

		This is a work of fiction. All characters and events reside solely in the author's imagination, and any resemblance to actual people, alive or dead, is purely coincidental. All characters are eighteen years of age or older.

		 

		No portion of this work can be reproduced in any way without the prior written consent from the author with the exception for a fair use excerpt for review and editorial purposes.

		 

		This title is for adults only. It contains explicit sex acts, adult themes, and material that some might find offensive.

		 

		


		 

		Table of Contents

		 

		Stand-In

		 

		
			Thank you
		

		 

		
			Also by
		

		 

		


		 

		Stand-In

		
		Adam shifted around on the cold bleachers while the game clock ticked down to halftime. Despite the fact that he was shivering and his butt was numb from sitting on the unforgiving metal, the whole event was fun. He shrugged his jacket tighter around him as he cheered for the Emeryville Jaguars.

		 

		The bleachers were full of proud parents cheering on their kids, as well as other students out to enjoy the game. Adam sat beside his friend, Oliver, and Oliver’s wife, Tanya, all three of them cheering loudly for the home team. Adam and Oliver both wore scarves with the school’s colors—red and white—around their necks to keep out the chill. Tanya wore a jaunty red and white beanie pulled down over her ears, her fading blonde hair falling down over the back of her neck. They all enjoyed watching the game but they were really there to support Oliver and Tanya’s daughter, Vanessa, who was cheering her heart out from the sidelines.

		 

		The Jaguars were holding firm on the thirty yard line and making the visiting team fight for every yard. Even from the middle of the bleachers Adam could hear the crunch of the linemen slamming together and he winced. He did a few quick mental calculations to guess at the impact speed. The results made him wonder why anyone would send their sons to play such a brutal sport.

		 

		To say that Adam had never been particularly athletic would be an understatement. Lanky and thin, his elbows and knees stook out at funny angles. When he walked he rocked back and forth almost comically. He would be more at home in a library, or peering over the top of his wire frame glasses from the front of a university lecture hall. Not so much at a high school football game.

		 

		His herringbone twill newsboy cap was pulled down low over his forehead as a bulwark against the cold. The chilly wind caught the whisps of white hair sticking out above each ear and made them wave crazily about. He had an aquiline nose and a craggy face that somehow had a kindness to it.

		 

		Oliver nudged Adam with an elbow. “Here she goes,” he pointed one gloved hand down at the sidelines where the cheerleaders were lining up in formation.

		 

		“Oh my god, I can never watch this,” Tanya said, covering her face with her hands but peeking through her fingers.

		 

		The ten women sported red skirts with white trim and matching tops that showed off their trim bellies and bare arms. Two men stood on either side of the line wearing shiny red and white pants and short sleeve tops. The women all clutched a red and white pompom in each hand as they lined up in a staggered formation in front of the bleachers.

		 

		Vanessa was in the middle. Her long blonde hair was pulled back into a ponytail and her cheeks had been painted with red and white hearts. She stood with her hands on her hips, smiling brightly up at the crowd. On her mark, the squad began their routine.

		 

		The team started chanting the team name as they began some choreographed high kicks that flashed so much skin Adam wondered how they weren’t frozen half to death. They twisted and turned, running and jumping while the skirts bounced up and down on their tight rears.

		 

		Then they split into two groups. Vanessa was surrounded by three other girls. Two of them linked hands before the third helped Vanessa to jump up onto this human platform. Vanessa balanced on one leg and waved her pompoms before the two girls holding her dipped down and then tossed her into the air. At the apex of her toss she did a quick split and then fell back down to be caught by the group of three girls. Tanya breathed a sigh of relief as Vanessa was lowered back to the ground. The crowd cheered politely while Oliver cupped his hands around his mouth and shouted Vanessa’s name.

		 

		Adam leaned over to him. “Why don’t I ever see you doing kicks like that?” He joked.

		 

		“I pulled a muscle just getting out of bed this morning,” Oliver laughed.

		 

		Like Adam, Oliver was an academic, more at home in a tweed jacket behind a desk than out at a football game on a chilly autumn night. Given Vanessa’s parents, Adam had been completely surprised to find her so into cheerleading and relatively uninterested in study. The last time Adam had seen Vanessa she was waddling around making “tea” out of mud and grass for her dolls. She’d certainly grown up in between visits. Now she was eighteen, and Adam did his best to put any erotic thoughts out of his mind even as she wafted around the house in snug-fitting gym shorts and tight tops that hugged her ample breasts.

		 

		Adam and Oliver had been friends for over twenty-five years. They’d met in grad school (Adam’s second attempt, Oliver’s first) and kept up the friendship through the intervening years. They now worked on different sides of the country and hadn’t seen each other in person for a long time, communicating through email and texts. Adam needed a break between semesters and Oliver happened to reach out to him, offering him a place to stay.

		 

		“I’ve got plenty of room at my house,” Oliver had assured him.

		 

		Adam was put up in one of Oliver’s guest rooms, which had its own bathroom and entrance to the backyard. Adam was impressed with—and slightly jealous of—Oliver’s success. Photos of Oliver with celebrity mathematicians lined the walls, and his study was hung with various accolades and framed journals to which he’d contributed.

		 

		Adam’s success was more modest. He’d been toiling away at a mid-rank university. But he’d recently completed a prototype of something he thought would change the world. He’d kept it a secret, even from his friend, wondering about the best way to give it a test run. His invention currently sat in his suitcase stowed in the closet of the guest bedroom.

		 

		A hearty cry from Oliver brought Adam back to the present. “Go Jaguars!”

		 

		The cheerleaders did one last split kick and then raised their pom-poms, encouraging the crowd in the bleachers to cheer. Finally, they split off and returned to their benches near the bottom of the bleachers as the crowd dispersed for halftime refreshments.

		 

		“Are we supposed to go down and say hi or anything?” Adam asked.

		 

		“Oh, god no,” Oliver shook his head. “She wants us to be here in spirit but our physical presence just embarrasses the hell out of her.”

		 

		“I’m going to get a hot dog. You two want anything?” Tanya offered. Her dark green eyes sparkled and the tip of her cute upturned nose was red with the cold.

		 

		“Hot dog sounds good. I’ll have one, too.” Oliver replied.

		 

		“Three please,” Adam added.

		 

		“You got it,” Tanya stood and shuffled down the bleachers towards the refreshment stand.

		 

		“I’m no expert on cheerleading but she seems pretty good,” Adam said.

		 

		“Yeah, she enjoys it. I’m not sure where she gets the physical aptitude from. Definitely not me. I just wish she put as much effort into her studies as she does her cheerleading.”

		 

		“You know how teens are.”

		 

		“I know how I was. I don’t think I ever raised my nose from a book my entire high school career.”

		 

		“You know how teens are, theoretically,” Adam amended with a slight smile.

		 

		“And like many things, the theory seems to break down in practice,” Oliver replied ruefully.

		 

		Tanya soon returned with the food and they all watched Vanessa’s routines to the backdrop of the football game. When the last whistle blew and the Jaguars had won the game, the cheerleaders launched into one last routine, spinning and jumping and with Vanessa tossed high into the air once again.

		 

		As the field emptied the crowd made their way down the bleachers and out the exits. Oliver, Adam and Tanya paused at the end of the walkway leading down into the locker rooms. A few of the football players were already heading towards them, sweaty and tired. They were greeted by some of the parents who gushed over their performance on the field.

		 

		Finally, Vanessa appeared. She was still in her uniform, a small sports bag slung over one shoulder. She was accompanied by a solid-looking young man with a heavy-looking duffel bag slung over his broad shoulders. He couldn’t keep his eyes off Vanessa as she chatted happily.

		 

		Adam was too far away to hear what they were saying but the young man laughed at something Vanessa said. Vanessa perked up when he responded, her entire face lighting up before she stood up on tiptoe and kissed him on the cheek.

		 

		“Who’s that?” Adam asked Oliver.

		 

		“Jamie. He’s a back of some sort. They’re friends.”

		 

		Tanya leaned in to set the record straight. “He’s a running back and they’re dating.”

		 

		“Little too young for it, if you ask me,” Oliver harumphed.

		 

		“She’s eighteen,” Tanya replied gently. “If she can’t date now when can she?”

		 

		Vanessa spotted her parents and gave a cheerful wave. Her cheeks were flushed and her emerald green eyes were lively. She practically skipped up to her mom, moving with the easy carelessness of youth, her golden legs flashing beneath the skirt.

		 

		“You were wonderful, honey.” Tanya said, giving her a hug.

		 

		“And your mom had her eyes closed most of the time,” Oliver added.

		 

		Tanya elbowed him and Vanessa rolled her eyes. “Mom, we’ve got the routine down. They’re not going to drop me.”

		 

		“Good job, Vanessa.” Adam said. “I was just telling your dad that he should get up there and do that.”

		 

		“I’d love to see that,” she smiled, flashing bright white teeth.

		 

		Jamie had stopped next to Vanessa and Oliver turned to him. “Good game, Jamie.”

		 

		“Thanks, Mr. Gardner,” Jamie replied before turning to Vanessa. “The guys and I are gonna hang out at Ken’s place tonight. Wanna come?”

		 

		“Is it just going to be another video game marathon?”

		 

		“Yeah,” Jamie grinned.

		 

		“Ugh. Count me out.”

		 

		“Suit yourself,” he shrugged. “See you tomorrow?”

		 

		“I’ll text you.”

		 

		They kissed one last time. Adam looked awkwardly away. Then Jamie gave one last nod to Oliver and Tanya before continuing out to the parking lot.

		 

		Another cheerleader passed them, an olive-skinned girl with a waterfall of brunette curls spilling down her back. Oliver recognized her as the cheerleader who’d stood behind Vanessa and helped boost her high into the air.

		 

		“Good job tonight, Vanessa,” she said as she passed then.

		 

		“Oh, you too, Katherine,” Vanessa replied cheerily.

		 

		Oliver offered to carry Vanessa’s bag. She handed it to him as she walked next to her mom, the two of them chatting happily on their way to the car.

		 

		“This is what I am now,” Oliver said to Adam as he followed behind the two women. “Just a cheerleader’s sherpa.”

		 

		“Could be worse. You could be a cheerleader.”

		 

		“Can you imagine?” Oliver laughed.

		 

		They all piled into Oliver’s SUV. Oliver and Adam rode up front while Vanessa and Tanya slid into the back. Vanessa seemed giggly and nervous on the ride back home and when they finally parked in the garage she couldn’t hold it in anymore.

		 

		“Daddy?” She asked sweetly, leaning between the two front seats so that Adam caught a whiff of her slightly fruity perfume.

		 

		“Uh oh, I know that tone,” Oliver said warily. “You want something.”

		 

		“Jamie’s family is going to England for the whole week next week for a family wedding and he asked me if I could come—”

		 

		“Absolutely not.” Oliver shook his head.

		 

		“We can get all our assignments from the teachers so we can do the work,” Vanessa persisted. “We won’t be missing any schooling but when else would I ever have the chance to stay in a real castle? Please daddy? Please?”

		 

		“Honey…” Tanya began, preparing to break disappointing news to Tanya.

		 

		Vanessa batted her long lashes and tried to look her sweetest but her charm didn’t work on Oliver.

		 

		“There is no way your mother and I are letting you go to England in the middle of the school year and with your boyfriend.”

		 

		“It’s with his family. It’s not like it will be just us. We—”

		 

		Oliver twisted around to look at her. “No, honey, no way. It’s the middle of the school year. You can’t just up and leave. Maybe we can visit Europe another time.”

		 

		“We can take the school work with us!” Her voice had taken on a slight whine.

		 

		“It’s not just about the school work,” Tanya tried to soothe her, but Vanessa pulled away.

		 

		“It’s not fair! We don’t ever go anywhere and now the one chance I have to go somewhere you say no!” She crossed her arms and threw herself angrily back in her seat.

		 

		“We went to the Alamo last summer,” Oliver said.

		 

		Tanya stopped him. “Dear, you’re not helping.” She turned to Vanessa and tried to stroke her leg comfortingly but Vanessa pulled away. Her big green eyes were watery with tears. “Honey, it’s a long trip and we’re just not comfortable sending you along with Jamie’s family.”

		 

		“But you know them! We’ve been dating for a year!” Vanessa wiped away an angry tear.

		 

		“That’s not the point!” Oliver said, his voice rising.

		 

		“Then what is the point?” She shot back.

		 

		“The answer is no.”

		 

		“It’s so stupid. You never let me do anything! I’m an adult now!” She shoved open the door and stomped into the house, her blonde ponytail swinging angrily behind her.

		 

		“Vanessa!” But she was gone. Oliver sighed and rubbed his face before turning to Adam. “Sorry you had to see that.”

		 

		Adam waved it away. “Teenagers, huh?”

		 

		“You remember what it was like when you were young,” Tanya said to Oliver.

		 

		“Barely.”

		 

		“But you can imagine what she’s going through. She’s eighteen. She wants to be an adult with her first boyfriend.”

		 

		Oliver sighed. Adam couldn’t imagine her life; it was so different from his own upbringing. But a kernel of an idea sparked in his mind.
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		Vanessa gave her parents the silent treatment the next morning. Adam, Oliver and Tanya were sitting around the breakfast table when Vanessa slunk downstairs. She was still wearing her pajamas. The thin cotton fabric draped down her body, giving a hint of her impressive chest and the curve of her cute butt. Her wavy blonde hair hung limply down her shoulders. She ignored the three of them as she passed the table and headed to the refrigerator.

		 

		“Morning, honey,” Oliver tried.

		 

		Vanessa didn’t even glance his way. She just pulled out a small yogurt container before slamming the fridge door. She rummaged angrily through the cutlery drawer to grab a spoon before slamming the drawer shut.

		 

		“Good morning, Adam,” she said, pointedly ignoring her parents.

		 

		“Uh, morning,” Adam replied, looking up from his tablet where he was reading the news.

		 

		Vanessa stomped back upstairs. Oliver sighed.

		 

		Tanya patted his hand comfortingly. “She’ll get over it.”

		 

		But all of Saturday morning, when Vanessa hadn’t shut herself up in her room, she was stomping through the house. She ignored Oliver and Tanya’s entreaties and when Oliver offered her a peace offering of going to get some ice cream she snapped at him:

		 

		“I’m not six years old anymore!” Then she stomped upstairs again.

		 

		“At least she’s talking to me,” Oliver deadpanned.

		 

		That afternoon, when Vanessa still hadn’t calmed down, Adam considered his idea again. When Oliver disappeared into his study to work on a new paper and Tanya was absorbed into her gardening, Adam snuck upstairs to Vanessa’s room. From behind the door came the muffled sound of girly pop music.

		 

		Adam tapped on the door.

		 

		“Go away!” Vanessa shouted from inside.

		 

		“Vanessa? It’s Adam.”

		 

		There was a pause. Then the music stopped followed by the click of a lock. The door opened. Vanessa’s beautiful face was inches from his but her soft features were set in a scowl, her brow wrinkled. “If my parents sent you up here to try to convince me—”

		 

		“Your parents didn’t send me.” He said, and her anger softened. “But I want to help you.”

		 

		“If you want to help you can convince them to let me go.”

		 

		“I don’t think I can convince them,” Adam shook his head and hurried on before she could get upset again. “But I think I know of a way you can go.”

		 

		Her lips spread into a smile that lit up her face and made Adam’s heart sink into his stomach. She really was gorgeous. A blonde cheerleader heartthrob. No wonder Oliver and Tanya were worried about her going away with her boyfriend. But, she was eighteen. An adult. And she should be allowed to make her own decisions.

		 

		“How?” She asked.

		 

		“I’ve been working on an invention and I’ve been wanting to experiment with it.”

		 

		“Are you going to stick me with needles or something?” She drew back.

		 

		“Not that kind of experiment. I’ve created a body suit that can turn the wearer into just about anyone.”

		 

		“No way.”

		 

		“It’s true. You can go on that trip while your family thinks you’re right here. I’ve only tried the suit out once before with one of my assistants but I think this would be an interesting longer term trial.”

		 

		“So, wait,” she said, holding up a slender hand. “You’re saying someone would pretend to be me. They’d be, like, a clone or something?”

		 

		“Essentially, yes.”

		 

		“Okay. That’s…wow. Really?”

		 

		“Really.”

		 

		“But then we’d need someone to be me here while I go away.”

		 

		“I was thinking, uh, I would do it.”

		 

		She cocked her head. “You’d become a teenage girl for a week?”

		 

		“Think about it. It would be the greatest sociological experiment ever. I’d get a firsthand look at how someone else lives, someone completely different from me. This could make my career.”

		 

		Adam didn’t mention the second reason he wanted to switch with her: so he would have her body for a week and experience everything different about being a young woman.

		 

		“What about my life? Like, my cheerleading and my friends?”

		 

		“I can pick out your social memories so I would know your friends. And I can select for your muscle memory. I would know your routines just as well as you know them.” He didn’t add that he would actually get all her memories. She chewed on her lower lip in thought until Adam added: “And you can go off and stay in your castle with Jamie.”

		 

		“Wouldn’t people notice you’d be gone?”

		 

		“I’m set to leave tomorrow anyway. We can do the switch tomorrow and you can fly off with Jamie.”

		 

		Her face lit up with joy. “Oh my god!” She whispered and covered her mouth with her hands. “That would be amazing!”

		 

		“Great. Okay, now, here’s what you need to do.”

		 

		Adam explained the plan he’d been putting together all morning.

		 

		By dinner time that Saturday Vanessa seemed to thaw towards Oliver and Tanya. She spoke to them curtly and sulked during dinner, responding to their questions in monosyllables, but it was a vast improvement over the morning. Adam had to admit she was an excellent actress.

		 

		On Sunday morning she was much improved and even a little depressed. Though when Oliver and Tanya took the dishes into the kitchen to clean up breakfast, Vanessa shot Adam a brilliant smile.

		 

		“I told you she’d get over it,” Tanya said, when Vanessa had returned to her room.

		 

		“I thought that would be much worse,” Oliver said, drying his hands.

		 

		Adam returned to his guest room and packed up his clothes. Then he wheeled the small suitcase out to the rental car he’d parked in the driveway. He left the trunk open and went back into the house.

		 

		“My plane takes off in a few hours,” he announced to Oliver and Tanya. “But why don’t you show me around the garden before I go?”

		 

		Tanya led the way, Oliver and Adam following behind. She gave them a brief tour, showing him the summer squash that was coming in and the rows of planter boxes that would hold strawberries come the spring. Adam nodded along and kept both of them engaged and far away from the sliding glass doors leading back in to the house. The warmth of the sun fought against the chill of the wind, and Adam was shivering in his light jacket by the time they returned to the house.

		 

		When they came back inside Adam said his goodbyes, giving Tanya a hug and Oliver a hearty handshake. Vanessa appeared, dressed in stylish pink sweatpants and a tight-fitting long-sleeve top. She dutifully said goodbye and then, almost as an afterthought, turned to Oliver.

		 

		“Oh, daddy, I’m going out to hang out with Jamie before he goes this afternoon. I’m going to miss him so much. Are you sure I can’t go?” She batted her eyes at him one last time.

		 

		“Sorry, sweetie,” Oliver replied, bracing himself for another flare of rage.

		 

		Instead, Vanessa sighed deeply. “Fine.” And slunk out to her car.

		 

		By the time Adam returned to his rental car, Vanessa’s car was gone and his trunk was closed. Vanessa’s luggage was safely stowed in the back of Adam’s car.

		 

		Adam returned the rental car to the airport drop-off. Vanessa was already waiting for him in the parking lot when he came out of the building, wheeling the two suitcases. He tossed both of their bags in the trunk and hopped into her sporty coupe.

		 

		“Do you have somewhere secluded we can go?” Adam asked as she drove off.

		 

		“We’re going to Jamie’s.”

		 

		“What?”

		 

		“It’s fine,” she assured him. “His parents aren’t home and he can keep a secret. Besides, he thinks it’s pretty cool.”

		 

		“You already told him?”

		 

		“What was I supposed to do?” She glanced at him. “He’s helping me explain to his parents why they don’t need to worry about my parents. And, besides, did you want to go do this in a park or something?”

		 

		That was exactly what Adam had been thinking but her way made more sense. Except for the telling Jamie part. Setting up the suit and switching bodies would be better if there was some privacy.

		 

		Vanessa drove up the winding road to Jamie’s house. It was a gaudy McMansion surrounded by manicured lawn and a few tokenistic trees. She parked in the driveway and hopped out before skipping up the steps and ringing the doorbell, leaving Adam to struggle with the two bags of luggage.

		 

		When Jamie opened the door Vanessa launched into his arms and kissed him. She pulled away as Adam tromped up the steps.

		 

		“This is Adam, he’s going to be me for a week.”

		 

		“Crazy, man,” Jamie grinned, before giving Adam a hearty handshake.

		 

		His brown hair was messily styled in sharp spikes, and his tan V-neck exposed a hint of his solid pecs. Out of his football uniform, his broad shoulders were even more noticeable. He was taller than Adam, while Vanessa only came up to his chin. Jamie ushered them inside and then up the stairs to his room.

		 

		“So, what do we do?” Vanessa asked.

		 

		Adam set up his suitcase on the floor and unclicked the latches. Buried beneath his clothes was the suit. He pulled it out and held it up. It was in roughly the shape of a man and midnight black, like holding a shadow. The wires and circuits were nano-sized and enmeshed within the fabric itself.

		 

		“This is the suit.”

		 

		“That’s it?” Jamie looked skeptical and kept his thick arm wrapped protectively around Vanessa’s waist.

		 

		“That’s it,” Adam assured them both as he stood up and held it out to Vanessa. “You’ll have to put it on first so I can scan you.”

		 

		Vanessa took the suit carefully. “It doesn’t hurt or anything does it?”

		 

		“No, not at all. Only…” She looked at him and he cleared his throat. “You have to be naked. You can have privacy,” he quickly assured her.

		 

		“You can use my bathroom, babe,” Jamie offered.

		 

		“Once you’ve got it on, come back out here and I’ll set it up.” Adam added.

		 

		Vanessa disappeared into the bathroom and Adam dug through his suitcase for his laptop. By the time he had it booted up and the program ready to run, Vanessa returned. The suit included a hoodie that, when fully zipped up, would cover the face. But Vanessa had left it down.

		 

		“It’s a little baggy,” she said, holding up one hand to show she’d tugged back the fabric along the arm to get her fingers into the gloved end.

		 

		“It will be fine. There needs to be some room so the unstable molecules can adjust. Now…” He took out a cable and plugged one end into his laptop and the other into the neck of the suit.

		 

		After tapping a few buttons, the laptop whirred, recording the data and setting the suit parameters. He instructed Vanessa to zip up the hoodie so they could get a full reading.

		 

		“You look like when those actors wear those green-screen suits,” Jamie laughed.

		 

		When the machine beeped, Adam checked the data. Everything seemed to be in order.

		 

		“Now what?” Vanessa asked, unzipping the hood.

		 

		“Now you take it off and I’ll put it on.”

		 

		Vanessa returned to the bathroom and came back a few minutes later fully dressed and with the suit in her hands. Adam took it and stepped into the bathroom. He took off his clothes, carefully folding his turtleneck sweater and placing his glasses on top of the folded pile. Even with his blurry vision he could still see himself in the mirror. His whisps of grey hair curled about his balding head. His pecs were flabby, his stomach pouchy, his face liver-spotted. His beaklike nose protruded from his face. He took a long look at his awkward old body, readying for the transformation. It would be the last time he would see himself for a week.

		 

		He unzipped the suit down to the waist and stepped in before pulling it up his body. He slid each arm into the soft fabric and then pulled up the hoodie. He reached for the zipper on his chest and tugged it up until it covered his face. The fabric around the eyes was a sheer black material that just let him see through it. He felt around for the tiny button at the back of his neck. It was difficult with gloved hands and no assistant this time but he found it after a little searching.

		 

		He pushed the button. There was a brief vibration through him, as if his entire body was a funny bone that had just been hit. And then the sheer fabric covering his eyes was gone and the world snapped to crisp attention.

		 

		The first thing he noticed was the sudden shift in perspective, like everything in the whole bathroom had just shot up a foot or more. But that was just because he’d actually become shorter, just like Vanessa. As he looked down at his body, silky hair tickled down his back. He found himself staring at two lovely breasts. They were perfect teardrop shapes, round and buoyant and hanging heavily from his chest. Each was capped with a pale pink nipple.

		 

		Beneath his breasts was Vanessa’s breathtaking body. Her taut stomach with just the hint of abs, her slight mound, the golden triangle of hair between her gorgeous legs. He was so much lighter in places, heavier in others. Adam looked into the mirror and grinned. Vanessa’s reflection grinned back at him, all crisp white teeth and flawless golden skin. Adam moved closer to the mirror, inspecting his youthful face. All his wrinkles and little age spots were gone, replaced with the radiance of youth.

		 

		The gawky forty-seven-year-old man gaped at the spry eighteen-year-old woman he’d become. He ran his tongue around his perfect teeth and made faces in the mirror, practicing moving Vanessa’s features. His eyes flicked down to his tits and he’d almost taken them in each hand when a knock on the door interrupted his exploration.

		 

		“You okay in there? Everything work?” Vanessa asked from outside.

		 

		“Yes,” Adam called out in her dulcet voice. He turned and opened the door a crack, leaning to the side to hide his naked body. He couldn’t help but notice the way his tits swung pendulously whenever he moved.

		 

		Vanessa stepped back and caught her breath. “Holy shit. Holy shit!” She stepped forward and peered at him. “This is so weird.”

		 

		“I, uh, kind of need some clothes.”

		 

		“Oh. Oh right.”

		 

		She disappeared and returned a minute later to proffer him a folded up pile of clothing. “I’ll just get a replacement outfit in England.”

		 

		Adam took the clothes and closed the door. She’d given him a bra and panties, as well as some sandals and a pair of jeans with a white tee shirt that looked ridiculously small, even for Adam’s new stature. He put the bra on first over his new double D chest. With a few blinks he was able to access Vanessa’s memories, so sliding the bra up each shoulder and reaching around to clasp it was easy. Next he rolled the panties up his long legs and adjusted them over his now-smooth crotch and over his perfect ass. He let his fingers linger on one smooth butt cheek, already coveting the body he now possessed.

		 

		The jeans were a much tighter fit, squeezing his ass and thighs into perfection. The shirt, as he’d initially thought, fell down over his breasts and dangled over his stomach, revealing a flash of golden skin. He flicked his head to flip the silky blonde hair out of his eyes, using Vanessa’s accustomed habit. He felt her memories sitting right there on the edge of this perception. All he had to do was blink a few times to access them.

		 

		“Holy shit!” Jamie exclaimed when Adam came out of the bathroom. His eyes were wide as he looked from the real Vanessa to the fake one. “I thought you were, I don’t know, crazy or something but…damn!”

		 

		Vanessa was staring at him, too, walking around behind him and taking it all in. “Oh my god,” she whispered. “Is that what my ass looks like?”

		 

		“What?” Adam asked, half-turning to try to look at his ass.

		 

		“Nothing, nothing,” she said. “Just…wow.”

		 

		Jamie stepped closer and peered down at Adam. He towered over Adam now, making Adam feel helpless and dainty. He looked deep into Adam’s eyes and Adam held his gaze, his heart thumping in his chest at the look up at Jamie’s face.

		 

		“You look exactly like her,” he whispered.

		 

		“I basically am,” Adam replied before turning to Vanessa. “I’ll take care of everything with your parents. They won’t even know you’re gone.”

		 

		“And don’t mess up my life. Don’t do anything dumb or, I don’t know, embarrassing,” Vanessa insisted. “And don’t flunk my tests. And don’t go getting me in trouble.”

		 

		“Easy, easy,” Adam laughed. “I don’t want that any more than you do. I’ll be the perfect you. Now you two go have fun in England. I need to get back home to your—my parents. Oh, and I’m going to need your phone.”

		 

		From the look on Vanessa’s face it seemed this simple request was a harder decision than agreeing to let Adam take over her life for a week. But he soon convinced her that it had to be done to play the full part. She sighed and handed it over.

		 

		As Adam left the room he thought he caught Jamie glancing at his ass. He smiled to himself as he walked back down to Vanessa’s car. Even with Vanessa’s muscle memory of how her body walked, it was still exciting to feel the sway of her hips and the bounce of her breasts at each step. And, god, he had so much energy! He longed to try out his new form, his excitement building as he drove back “home”.

		 

		He parked in the garage and turned off the car. His heart was hammering in his chest and his palms were sweaty from thinking about seeing Oliver while in this new form. He took a deep breath. There was no way they would know. He was a perfect copy, complete with Vanessa’s memories. But still, a part of him felt like a fraud.

		 

		He hopped out and strutted inside. Tanya was bustling around the kitchen and she looked up as Adam entered.

		 

		“Hey, sweet pea, have a good time?”

		 

		“I guess,” Adam shrugged, playing the part of Vanessa. “Sucks I won’t see my boyfriend for a week.”

		 

		“I know,” Tanya said sympathetically. She stepped around the kitchen island to give Adam a hug. “I know it feels like forever but he’ll be back before you know it.”

		 

		“Yeah. But a castle, mom!”

		 

		She gave him another sad smile and gently brushed his cheek. Adam smiled back before turning and heading upstairs to Vanessa’s room. He closed the door behind him and leaned back on it, covering his mouth with his hand to stifle his laughter. It had been so easy.

		 

		He took his time looking around Vanessa’s room, getting accustomed to his surroundings both with and without her memory. With a few blinks the significance of the objects in her room became known to him: this seashell from her first trip to the beach with her family, this stuffed horse her first gift from Jamie. When he accessed her memories they were as real as if they were his own, complete with the all the emotions that came with them.

		 

		His investigation stopped when he came to the ornate, full-length mirror standing in one corner of the room. He stared at his new image in the mirror, finally being able to ogle Vanessa without fear of coming off creepy. Her emerald green eyes blinked slowly back at him from his reflection while he gazed up and down her body, from her angelic face, down to her magnificent bust, past the supple curve of her hips and down to her tiny toes.

		 

		Adam held up an arm and flexed his bicep. Vanessa’s muscle stood out in stark relief. He wouldn’t be surprised if her muscle was bigger than his. He’d always been thin and lanky, almost able to wrap his fingers around his arm. This was different. This was powerful. Beautiful. His entire body was toned and fit. He flexed as he turned, making the taut muscles move under his control, admiring the tight curve of his ass and legs.

		 

		Christ, he was hot. He reached up and touched his face to explore his silky smooth skin. The little skin tag on his neck was gone, as was the slight mole here and there, and the random spots that had appeared above his eyebrows as he aged. This new skin was youthful and elastic and he gently pinched one cheek and let it bounce back into place. She was beautiful and perfect.

		 

		And she was all his.

		 

		He gripped the hem of his shirt and pulled it off his head before tossing it to the floor. He smoothed his golden locks behind his tiny ears and looked down at his chest. He was greeted with the sight of Vanessa’s perfect cleavage, the swell of her breasts held fast by a simple white bra. Her skin was supple and nearly flawless. Reaching around his back, he unclasped the bra and slid it off each arm. The sweet relief of freeing his breasts from the pressure of the bra was unexpected.

		 

		Adam slid a hand beneath each breast and hefted them, feeling their weight and their jaunty firmness. By splaying his fingers he could just cup each breast in a hand. The warm nipples pressed against his palms and his fingers lightly dimpled the golden skin. He squeezed his breasts, lightly at first but then harder when he grew accustomed to the feeling. They weren’t as sensitive as he first thought, which was good because he still had his—very male—urge to squeeze these magnificent tits.

		 

		So he did, grasping them in his hands and pushing them up against his chest where they bulged out. Then he released them and watched them swing back down his chest until they came to a stop. He gathered them up again and fondled them some more, enamored with this new body.

		 

		He played with Vanessa’s tits, enjoying the feel of them on his chest, the touch of his fingers on his own tits, and the sight of Vanessa’s hands fondling herself. Looking in the mirror and seeing the gorgeous eighteen-year-old cupping her tits, her mouth agape in wonder, sent a little flicker of desire through him. God, he was turning himself on just watching Vanessa’s body move.

		 

		Lust in Vanessa’s body was a strange experience, a sort of warm tension deep in his center. Her cheeks had taken on a slight flush and her eyes sparkled. A tiny smile curled one side of her plump lips.

		 

		Adam hooked his thumbs beneath his panties and slid them down his thighs, wiggling his ass to get them off before stepping out of them. His hand dragged down to Vanessa’s pussy, fingertips running up and down the light thatch of hair bordering her entrance. The restlessness grew within him as he continued to stroke his pussy with one hand and fondle his tits with the other. He undulated his body, the anticipation driving him on.

		 

		His fingers slid inside himself for the first time, the pussy lips parting slightly to let his fingertips rest on his still-hidden clit. The tiny spark of pleasure let him know he’d hit the right place. He blinked his eyes to access Vanessa’s memories of how she touched herself, and soon he was circling his fingers over the pleasurable nub.

		 

		He let out a soft moan as he dipped down the length of his pussy and found the first drop of dew. He spread it up on to his clit and resumed the steady circling. Adam’s legs were going weak and he couldn’t quite hit the right spot so he lay down on the bed and spread his legs. Now his fingers found his slick entrance and he cooed.

		 

		With his other hand he tweaked a tiny pink nipple until it hardened beneath his touch, sending sharp spikes of pleasurable pain through him where it met the lust pulsing up from below. His pussy grew wet, the slippery sound of himself accompanied by the rising tension. His legs moved back and forth restlessly and he wriggled on the bed, urging the mounting pleasure on. This tiny body felt so good beneath his touch, and the sound of Vanessa’s moans coming from his own lips made it all that much sweeter.

		 

		He was dripping now, still fondling himself, still circling his clit, faster, harder, until with a shuddering cry he came. The tension snapped and pleasure exploded through him from his head to his toes. The orgasm was deeper and longer than when he was a man, and he continued fingering himself as it carried him up and up until at last he crested with a final cry before his body relaxed back into the bed.

		 

		And yet even still that restlessness remained. It took him a few seconds to realize he was still horny and he laughed with delight as he slid his fingers back into his sopping wet pussy. His other hand ran along his face, feeling the soft new features, down the slip of his tiny nose and then into his mouth, where he bit on one finger to stifle the cry that yearned to spill out of him. This time the pleasure was right there and he’d only fingered himself for a few seconds before the urgency spilled over again.

		 

		The second orgasm was bigger, longer than the first and he spread his legs to stroke his sensitive clit to sate the itch inside him. The pleasure pounded him, whiting out his mind and lasting a blessed eternity. When he came down this time he was truly spent.

		 

		He lay back on the bed and stretched as the wonderful pleasure dulled down to embers. The delightfully musky scent of himself filled the room. He gazed down at the tiny body he owned, so delicate and yet so strong. This was going to be an exciting week.

		 

		For science, of course.
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		Vanessa’s phone chimed as he lay on the bed. He reached over and unlocked it with his face. Crossing one leg over the other, he flipped through her messages, blinking a few times to draw up Vanessa’s memories when needed.

		 

		The text was from Katherine, another cheerleader. The one who’d boosted Vanessa into the air when she went for her high flip. She was just texting to gossip.

		 

		Did you see Sarah last night? OMG her hair!!, Katherine texted.

		 

		Adam accessed Vanessa’s memories to discover who Sarah was and found an unassuming redhead who was dating Vanessa’s ex. Vanessa apparently blamed her for breaking them up. To stay in character, Adam found himself texting back with catty comments about Sarah. Katherine responded with laughter emojis and sympathy.

		 

		Adam hadn’t been involved in much high school drama when he was first in high school. He’d always been too much of the “out” crowd to worry about being any more out. But as Vanessa, he found himself forced to play a snarkier role to maintain his social standing. And if that meant gossiping about other people then that was what he had to do. It was fun, in a way, to type out insults about Sarah as he dove into Vanessa’s feelings, texting out her jealousy to Katherine.

		 

		What is she even trying to do? Adam texted, slender fingers flying across the letters. Does she even know she looks like a parrot that stuck its head in a blender?

		 

		Another burst of LOLs from Katherine.

		 

		Ad they talked, Adam flipped through Katherine’s social media feeds. It was one thing to “know” about Katherine from Vanessa’s memories, and another to see her for himself. She was a pretty girl, with long, dark hair to match her dark features. She had almond-shaped slightly sad eyes that gave her an endearingly sad look. Like the other cheerleaders, she was slender and athletic. Where Vanessa was a blonde heartthrob, Katherine was the quiet girl-next-door type.

		 

		The conversation was interrupted by Tanya calling up the stairs that dinner was ready. Adam said his goodbyes and then put his clothes back on, tucking his breasts back into his bra and covering up his gorgeous body. He waltzed downstairs and took a seat at the table across from Oliver.

		 

		Dinner was a green curry. Vanessa’s favorite and very likely Tanya trying to make her daughter feel better about missing the trip.

		 

		As they ate, Adam kept glancing up at Oliver, waiting to see if Oliver noticed anything different about his daughter. Adam still had the slightly nervous feeling about being found out, but it abated slowly as dinner progressed. Adam dug into the meal. The flavors were bright and so delicious through Vanessa’s taste buds and he could pick out the wonderful blend of spices. Vanessa’s sense of smell was apparently much more sensitive than his own, bringing a whole new dimension to the meal.

		 

		“Did you finish that math homework?” Oliver asked.

		 

		“Yes, daddy,” Adam replied, flicking through Vanessa’s memories to find that she had finished it, though with the least amount of effort possible.

		 

		“Good,” Oliver nodded. “You don’t need any more help with any of it?”

		 

		Adam looked down at his food to hide his smile. Oliver was clearly trying to get back into his daughter’s good graces and the idea that he was completely fooling his friend by impersonating his daughter suddenly made him giddy.

		 

		“No, I’m fine. It’s not even that big a deal. It’s just math.” Adam replied, knowing this would get under Oliver’s skin and knowing, too, that it was exactly what Vanessa would do. She—and by extension, Adam—wouldn’t entirely be over not being granted permission to go with her boyfriend to Europe. Adam still had to make Oliver wriggle a little bit in order to play his part.

		 

		“Math is in everything we do!” Oliver insisted.

		 

		As Oliver warmed up to his math lecture, Adam surreptitiously glanced at Tanya. They made eye contact with each other and shared a smile as if to say ‘here he goes again’. When dinner was over, Adam disappeared back into Vanessa’s room. Her math homework kept bugging him. Not from Oliver’s lecture but from Adam’s own innate perfectionist streak. Even with Vanessa’s memories he didn’t think he could turn in such shoddy work. So he dug her laptop out from beneath the pile of clothes on her bed and pulled up her homework online. With Adam’s own expertise it was a cinch, and he’d soon fixed all Vanessa’s mistakes and even done the bonus work.

		 

		Afterwards, he took a shower. The hot water sluiced down his body and he covered himself in Vanessa’s sweet honey and lemon body wash. He traced his body with sudsy hands until he was slippery and clean smelling. Running his hands around his body, over his tits and across his ass, made him horny again and he enjoyed another quick orgasm in the shower. His fingers slid into his opening, finding his pussy already wetter than water. He fingered himself, sliding into his slippery pussy as he squeezed his tits until he enjoyed his third orgasm of the day. The sudden release of pleasure made him cry out in a tiny voice as his fingers pressed hard up against his clit. The release mad him weak and he leaned his taut ass against the tiles as he recovered.

		 

		He toweled himself off and dressed in Vanessa’s cute-but-skimpy pajamas, again sliding into her memories to find out how to best position her body for sleep. He was used to having a hard time falling to sleep with his old body’s aches and pains. If he lay on one side for too long his leg would hurt, but then his lower back hurt when he slept on the other side. Then the worry would just keep him up later. In Vanessa’s body, he was asleep before he could even start to worry.
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		Adam was slightly disoriented when he woke up the next morning in a girl’s bedroom to a strange alarm clock. But then his memories snapped back into place and he rose and stretched. Wonderful to be ache free!

		 

		He looked down at his slender fingers, wiggling them in awe. They were so much more slender than his own. The moles and age spots and scars were gone. His nails were rounded and polished rather than chipped and bitten to the quick. Vanessa’s body was a definite upgrade and it filled him with happiness. He hopped out of bed, spry and full of energy. In this body he didn’t even need coffee to wake up!

		 

		He practically skipped to the bathroom where he combed out his silky hair so that it fell down his back in golden waves. He smiled at himself in the mirror, trying out some different expressions on his cute face until he made himself giggle.

		 

		Vanessa’s short pajama bottoms left plenty of leg on display, and as he brushed his teeth he turned to admire the curve of his ass beneath the thin material. He shook his butt, laughing around the toothbrush as he made his slender body move so easily. He spit out the toothpaste and gave his ass one last squeeze before returning to his bedroom.

		 

		He pulled up Vanessa’s memories to pick out a suitable outfit. He rejected a variety of skirts as being too revealing for school—he still had his own older sensibilities, after all—before plucking a pair of khaki shorts and a plain grey sleeveless t-shirt out of her dresser. Gathering up his laptop, his crammed it into his backpack and hurried downstairs.

		 

		Tanya had a bowl of granola with yogurt—Vanessa’s standard—all ready for him by the time he got downstairs. He devoured his breakfast, kissed “his” mom on the cheek, and then scurried out to his car.

		 

		Katherine and a gaggle of other cheerleaders were hanging out at the front door of the school and gave him cheerful cries as he walked up to them. His backpack was slung casually over one shoulder and he focused on the girls even as he caught the jealous stared from other students.

		 

		Katherine was even cuter in person than she was either online or in Vanessa’s memories. Gorgeous even, though she hung at the back of the group of girls who fawned on Adam. As they commiserated with him not being able to go to Europe, his eyes kept being drawn back to Katherine. Despite the fact that she was the quietest of the bunch, he could feel her attention on him with those big brown eyes of hers. Blinking into Vanessa’s memories, he found she had a funny feeling about Katherine, as if there was something different about Katherine’s attention than all the others.

		 

		“Gawd, my parents are so ridiculous,” Adam said, fluffing up his golden hair and joining in with the complaints about his parents and the sheer unfairness of it all. “Like, I’m not a kid, you know? I should have just gone. They would have totally freaked.”

		 

		The group echoed his sentiment. It was a comforting feeling having this close-knit group of girls validating him and openly sympathizing with his predicament, hugging him even. His few real male friends usually kept their emotions buttoned up and, at most, would utter a few bland affirmations.

		 

		When the bell rang for their first class, Adam fell into step next to Katherine. “Oh, wow, I love your top,” Adam said, admiring Katherine’s glittery pink shirt. “Where did you get it?”

		 

		Talking to Katherine gave him an excuse to look at her more. She had a cute profile, with a perfect little slope of a nose, pouty lips, and a slender curve of a chin. The Adam part of himself found her breathtaking and he made excuses to keep up their conversation, even choosing a seat next to her in math class despite the Vanessa part of him insisting he should sit near the back. Katherine gave him a puzzled look as he took the desk next to her but she seemed happy to have Vanessa’s full attention.

		 

		“Do you need any answers to the math homework?” Katherine asked, helpfully.

		 

		“Nope, I did them all last night.”

		 

		“Really?”

		 

		Adam knew it was a very un-Vanessa thing to do. But he also knew that he wanted Katherine’s approval. As class started it soon became apparent that not only was Katherine a great cheerleader, she was also confident with math. Katherine volunteered to answer questions (though not too many as she still had a good handle on how to balance her math geekery with her social status) and go up to write on the board. In an attempt to show off, Adam also volunteered. The teacher was surprised but pleased as she handed him a piece of chalk.

		 

		As he wrote out the equation he made sure to arch his back just so to make his magnificent ass stand out. He could nearly feel the eyes on his butt and the attention made him delightfully warm. He’d never been physically wanted like this before and took his time on the equation, bending down and wiggling back and forth until he was done. He turned back around to catch fifteen guys suddenly glance away as if they hadn’t just been thinking dirty thoughts about him. Such power in this body! He returned to his desk with a little smile on his face and a light dew dotting his panties.

		 

		“Nice work,” Katherine whispered, impressed.

		 

		And somehow that compliment made him feel even more delightful than being desired by an entire class.

		 

		The novelty of being back in high school wore off sometime around third period. There were times when Adam wanted to correct the teacher or point out some more obscure fact. But he bit his tongue because Vanessa wouldn’t do that. And that was part of the problem. There weren’t very high expectations for Vanessa. She was a middle of the road student. Average in academics even as she excelled in athletics.

		 

		As Adam sunk into her memories he found himself doodling on her notebooks. Little love hearts with her and Jamie’s names together. She missed Jamie. And, by extension, Adam missed Jamie. It was a curious thing for this forty-seven year old man to be head over heels for an eighteen-year-old guy, except that in his daydreams he was still looking at the world through Vanessa’s memories.

		 

		Lunch was a relief. Adam’s team of girls buzzed around him. They all sat on the bleachers eating their lunch and gossiping about fashion and celebrities and who was dating who. It was all gloriously banal but completely different from his own high school experience as a lone outcast.

		 

		After-school cheerleading practice was the highlight of his day, and not just because he got to see Katherine again. This was the time he got to use his amazingly lithe little body. He changed into Vanessa’s tight black spandex shorts and pink sports top in the changing rooms with the others. Then the coach, a stern-looking older blonde named Ms. Pierson, herded them out into the gym for warmups.

		 

		Adam was trepidatious as he sunk into his first split, still fearful that he would sprain something as he would have in his old male body. But to his delight he found he was able to do a complete split with ease. As he warmed up, he became more accustomed to how Vanessa’s body moved. His kicks grew higher and more confident as he lost the fear that he would throw his back out. His jumps became higher as he realized his knees no longer ached. And he did an entire warm-up routine without even breaking a sweat. This body seemed full of almost infinite energy!

		 

		The other girls looked to him as the leader. Whenever Ms. Pierson asked for a volunteer all eyes turned to him. He was the star cheerleader and he took to the role with gusto, cheering them on and using Vanessa’s memories to help position them properly when he saw they were out of line. He couldn’t help but focus his attention on Katherine, complimenting her and joining her when they were split into smaller groups for various exercises.

		 

		“Come on, do it like Katherine,” Adam admonished his small group as they practiced cartwheels.

		 

		Katherine smiled shyly and Adam stroked her shoulder. “You’re really good, you know that?” Adam assured her.

		 

		She blinked her big brown eyes slowly at him, sending a little shiver through him. Adam knew his attention for Katherine was all him and had very little to do with Vanessa’s memories. But he couldn’t help himself. He was enamored with her and as he focused more attention on her she seemed to grew more shy and hesitant around him, as if she didn’t know what to do with this newfound attention.

		 

		By the time they were ready to practice the basket toss he was confident in his new body’s abilities. He lined up with two girls in front to provide the platform and Katherine in the rear to provide the boost. They practiced the steps a few times before launching into it properly.

		 

		Adam stepped up onto the other cheerleader’s hands and Katherine grabbed his thighs, just below his ass, pushing him up in the air. Her touch made him feel nice but he didn’t have time to dwell on it as he did a quick split at the apex of his jump and then spun around to fall back into their arms. They released him and he stepped back onto solid ground giddy with excitement at being able to fly around like that.

		 

		Adam complimented them all on their moves, but particularly Katherine. “Nice big boost. Do it just like that at the game. Don’t be afraid to just grab my ass. Just don’t get jealous!” He added with a laugh.

		 

		The whole group chuckled and Katherine blushed deeply, avoiding his eyes. Matching up her reactions with Vanessa’s memories, he found that she was acting strangely, as if she was hiding some secret that she desperately wanted to shout out to the world.

		 

		He was tired at the end of practice but it wasn’t his usual bone-deep exhaustion. His little body was filled with adrenaline and his muscles ached in a good way.

		 

		In the locker room the girls dumped their clothes into their bags while they chatted happily. They all seemed eager to get home. Katherine zipped up her bag and left it on the bench before moving around one of the rows of lockers towards the toilets. Adam followed her, stopping against the lockers where he waited just out of sight of the others. He heard them leaving and by the time Katherine returned it was just the two of them.

		 

		Katherine saw him and paused. Adam pushed himself off the locker he was leaning on and fluffed his hair.

		 

		“What’s going on, Katherine?” Adam asked, point blank. “You’ve been acting strange.”

		 

		“I don’t know, it’s nothing,” she shrugged.

		 

		She tried to scoot around Adam but he stepped in front of her. “Seriously, what’s up? It’s like you’re scared of me or something.”

		 

		Katherine forced a laugh. “Not scared.”

		 

		Adam stepped closer. Now they were inches apart. He could see the flecks of gold in her big brown eyes. “You’re trembling.”

		 

		“I’m not.”

		 

		Adam tucked a loose strand of Katherine’s hair behind one ear before cupping her cheek. She gulped and licked her lips. Adam gazed at her for a beat, his eyes tracing over her delicate features. He could feel his heart hammering in his chest. He wanted her so badly.

		 

		“It’s okay to be scared,” he whispered, staring into her eyes.

		 

		He leaned closer. Katherine didn’t pull away. In fact, her lips parted. It was all the invitation Adam needed. He pressed his lips against hers, felt her warm breath as she sighed into his mouth. Her skin was so soft and warm. Adam closed his eyes to savor her, his own body warming in response. He let his tongue lightly trace her lips, tasting her. The kiss lasted forever and was still too short.

		 

		Vanessa’s memories intruded suddenly. She wouldn’t like what he was doing. She would never have done it on her own.

		 

		Adam pulled away guiltily and dropped his hand. “I…I’m sorry,” he said.

		 

		He took one step back, one last lingering look at Katherine. Then he turned and grabbed his bag before fleeing the locker room.

		 

		He berated himself on the drive home. That was so fucking stupid. It didn’t matter what he felt. He was supposed to be Vanessa. He’d been flirting all day with Katherine and hadn’t really realized it until they were alone together in the locker room. Only then had his longing had been laid bare and instinct taken over.

		 

		What would Vanessa say when she came back and she found out he’d kissed one of the other cheerleaders as her? He would have to play it off as a mistake. But the taste of Katherine lingered on his lips, her floral scent was still on her fingertips, and her image was still seared into his mind. He kept bringing his fingers to his nose, delighting in the scent of her.

		 

		He was practically aching when he finally pulled into the garage. He tossed his backpack over one shoulder and hurried through the house with a quick “Hi, mom” to Tanya as he passed. Christ, he was wet already from pining for Katherine. He could feel his pussy lips sliding against each other at each step. There was already a wet patch spreading across his shorts.

		 

		Adam shut and locked the door to Vanessa’s bedroom before plunging his hands down his spandex gym shorts.

		 

		“Oh, fuck,” he whispered as his fingers landed on his soaking pussy and he slid inside himself with little resistance.

		 

		He leaned against the bedroom door as he explored his wet canal, fingers sliding in and out of himself. It was wonderful being on both sides, being filled and doing the filling. Each time he pulled his fingers out left an aching emptiness that was only satisfied by the next thrust inside. He brought in another finger to help, sliding up through his slick pussy with one hand while he ran his fingers over his cheeks and down to his tits. He spread apart his tight young canal, fingers following his pussy up, up, spreading the walls of his cunt apart as pleasure flitted through him.

		 

		He imagined it was Katherine fondling his tight little body and moaned softly. He yanked up his top and thrust his hands down his bra to fondle his tits, fingers lightly pinching a tiny pink nipple. He was desperate for release but this female body took so much time to warm up. The anticipation swirled through him, moving him ever closer to the precipice of lust.

		 

		He continued fingering his tight hole, spreading his legs so he could drive deeper into his pussy. The wet sounds of his fingers in his cunt were so impossibly loud but he couldn’t stop. He needed to reach the crest. Fuck, if he had a dick he would have cum by now but Vanessa’s body was still revving up.

		 

		He renewed his efforts, plunging faster into himself, fingering his tight little body and squeezing his sensitive tits until finally, finally, the pleasure exploded through him. He banged his head back against the door and cried out before cramming his fingers into his mouth to quiet himself. The orgasm raged through his body as he quivered around his fingers, muscles tensing and releasing as the pleasure rebounded through him.

		 

		At last it burned itself out and he practically fell onto the bed, still breathing hard. He was acting like a lovesick teen smitten with his first crush. He had Vanessa’s intensity of emotions—the teenage all-or-nothing desire—and it was focused on one of the girls in her squad. He remembered this feeling from his own teenage years. Many a sappy love song had been written about this.

		 

		With an effort, Adam extricated himself from Vanessa’s thoughts. The intensity of the all-encompassing desire dissipated, replaced with his familiar mature logic. Katherine was a nice girl. A pretty girl. Someone he was attracted to. But that was all. Surely, that was all.

		 

		There was a knock on the door and Oliver called out to him. “You okay, honey? I heard a cry.”

		 

		That would have been Vanessa’s orgasmic cry. Adam clapped a hand over his mouth to stifle his giggles and found himself inhaling the delightfully musky scent of his pussy. When he’d recovered enough he called out. “Fine, daddy. I just…stubbed my toe.”

		 

		“You okay?”

		 

		“I’m okay.” He replied, just before shivering with a final aftershock of orgasm.

		 

		“Okay. Well, come on down for dinner.”

		 

		Adam rolled over and sat up, pushing his silky blonde hair out of his eyes. He needed to stay in control. He couldn’t risk letting Vanessa’s teenage emotions creep up on him again. There was no telling what he might do.

		 

		The thought wasn’t exactly terrifying.

		 

		


		 

		5

		 

		By the third day back in high school everything had become routine. Adam was used to garnering attention just by walking through the halls. Life as a teenage girl had become the new normal. That wasn’t to say that he didn’t still enjoy it now and then. Sometimes he would be walking with his group of girls and suddenly realize the oddity of the situation he was in.

		 

		Here he was, a balding middle-aged man, walking around in the body of a blonde teen, his perfect legs on display, his low cut top revealing plenty of cleavage. It was those times that he still enjoyed looking down at himself. He knew most of the guys in school would have killed for the view of Vanessa’s tits nestled in her bra. He could have it anytime he wanted without anyone suspecting a thing.

		 

		But then there were the classes and the rules and the homework and the inanity of the gossip from his fellow cheerleaders. Adam missed being able to manage his own time rather than be a servant to the class bell or the whims of the teachers. He couldn’t help but put his brain to work in class, much to the surprise of the teachers and Vanessa’s friends.

		 

		“Let’s let someone else volunteer, Vanessa,” the history teacher suggested when Adam raised his dainty hand for the fifth time.

		 

		He sighed and lowered his hand beneath the desk. His only comfort was distracting himself by running his fingertips along his soft skin. Though that came with its own problems, namely the dampness of his panties and the desire to rub himself up and down with the flat of his hand. He could only imagine what Vanessa would say if she came back to her body and found that she was known as the cheerleader that orgasmed over US history.

		 

		When Katherine wasn’t ignoring him she was responding in monosyllables. Adam overcompensated for the awkwardness by being too polite and going out of his way to only speak banalities to Katherine. He hoped that the awkwardness between them would just disappear if he ignored it. But he was still attracted to her and he couldn’t resist finding excuses to talk to her and be near her.

		 

		The thing that made it even worse was having to work so closely with Katherine every day after school at cheerleading practice. Ms. Pierson divided the team into groups to work on the basket toss, where Katherine was expected to put her hands just below Adam’s ass and push him up as he jumped to help launch him high into the air.

		 

		“Move your hands a little higher,” Ms. Pierson repeated to Katherine, taking her hands and guiding them up to Adam’s ass. “If you push from her legs she’ll overbalance. Come on girls,” Ms. Pierson turned to everyone and clapped. “Let’s not be awkward.”

		 

		Adam turned his head and caught Katherine’s eye. They both shared an awkward smile. Then it was back to practice.

		 

		Katherine made sure to get out of the locker room quickly after each practice so Adam had no chance to corner her.

		 

		After all that, Adam’s home life was much simpler. It was almost funny how much Vanessa had Oliver wrapped around her finger. Oliver had always been easygoing but he gave in way too easily to his daughter. Or maybe he was still trying to make up for not letting her go to England. Adam had caught wind that the quarterback of the school’s team would be throwing a party at his house on the weekend because his parents would be out of town. It wasn’t usually the sort of thing Oliver would allow but Adam put on his best Vanessa impression.

		 

		“Daddy,” Adam said sweetly over dinner one night.

		 

		“Yes, pumpkin?”

		 

		“Randy’s throwing a party this Saturday. Everyone’s going to be there. Can you please extend my curfew?”

		 

		Vanessa was expected to be home by ten, even on weekends, unless in exceptional circumstances. And a last chance for a party as a sexy teenager seemed pretty exceptional to Adam.

		 

		“Well…” Oliver shared a glance with Tanya across the table. “Will his parents be there?”

		 

		“Of course,” Adam lied. “Can I stay out until midnight? Please, please, please?”

		 

		Adam batted his big green eyes at Oliver.

		 

		“All right.” Oliver folded. “Midnight. No later. And don’t be afraid to call me if you need help. I mean it.”

		 

		“Thank you! Thank you! Thank you!” Adam clapped his hands with glee. “You’re the best!” He jumped up and gave Oliver a hug then danced his dishes to the sink as Tanya tried to hide her smile.

		 

		It was so funny how much the school cared about football. And not just about the players. About anything to do with the sport, right down to the cheerleading squad. Adam soaked up the attention and he even got to wear Vanessa’s cheerleading outfit all day. He skipped through the halls, his little pleated skirt bouncing up and down over his taut ass. His trim abs were on display and his breasts were hugged tight by the red and white top. He was the perfect picture of a hot cheerleader, playing out his own middle-aged male desires in Vanessa’s young body.

		 

		In the locker room before the game, the squad practiced face painting on each other. Katherine was just settling in with another girl on a locker room bench, about to dip her paintbrush into the tiny palette when Adam came over. He shooed away the other girl and took a seat facing Katherine.

		 

		“Can you do some love hearts on my cheek?” Adam asked.

		 

		“Are you sure?” Katherine asked. “Why don’t you ask—”

		 

		Adam gently grabbed her wrist as she made to stand. “No. I want you. I want you to do it, I mean. To do my face paint.”

		 

		He’d intended to quash the awkwardness but he didn’t need Vanessa’s memories to know he was only making it worse by babbling. As Katherine dabbed paint onto his face, Adam stared into her beautiful eyes and tried to figure out what to say. The other girls were chatting on the other benches, leaving them relative privacy.

		 

		“Um, about the other day,” Adam said softly.

		 

		Katherine paused. “We don’t have to talk about it.”

		 

		“We do,” Adam insisted. Katherine resumed tickling his cheeks with her brush. “I don’t want to have this awkwardness between us but the kiss was a mistake. I mean, I liked it.” He attempted to reassure her when he saw her tense up. “I like you. It’s just…I have a boyfriend and I’m confused right now.”

		 

		It didn’t help that Adam desperately wanted to kiss Katherine, wanted to take her in his arms right then and give her all the experience of his forty-seven year old mind in this eighteen-year-old body. But he had Vanessa’s reputation to look after so he fought his urges. It wasn’t easy to do, as his mind was competing against the hormones raging through him and the teenage mindset of taking what he wanted, consequences be damned. It was the same urges Vanessa felt towards Jamie and had now been redirected to Katherine in Adam’s mind. He had to shove Vanessa’s urges out of the way.

		 

		“I get it,” Katherine sighed.

		 

		“You’re a beautiful girl and I’m sure you’ll find someone to make you happy.”

		 

		“You sound like you’re breaking up with me,” Katherine said, a tiny smile quirking her lips.

		 

		Adam laughed softly. “Sorry. I’ve never done this before. Friends?”

		 

		Katherine lowered her brush and eyed her work before responding: “Friends.”

		 

		At that moment Ms. Pierson came in and clapped her hands to get everyone’s attention. “Okay, ladies. Game time!”

		 

		The team grabbed their pompoms and made their way out to the field, bopping up and down to warm themselves up. They lined up on the sidelines, hands on their hips, huge smiles on their faces. Adam scanned the bleachers. Tanya and Oliver were waving to him. The eyes of the crowd were on him and their energy was intoxicating.

		 

		They jumped and kicked and cheered. Adam arched his back and kicked his legs high before dipping into a split that would have put him in the hospital if he’d been in his old body. His breasts bobbed up and down with each jump, the skirt thumped over his round ass, his ponytail jiggled against his neck, every movement a reminder of the body he now wore and loved. And, god, he had so much energy! He was barely breaking a sweat as they finished their first routine and paused in the final pose before jumping up and down and bursting into cheers.

		 

		The basket toss at halftime went off without a hitch except for a slight shiver of delight when Katherine placed her hands on his ass. But there was no time to savor it before he was propelled into the air, his body so light he seemed to be flying. He quickly did his split before rounding into a prone position so they could catch him. Katherine caught his body and for a second their eyes met as she cradled his head in her hands. An electric spark passed between them before he was pushed up to his feet to continue the last few kicks.

		 

		Despite their talk in the locker room, Adam knew that they weren’t quite done with each other. But neither of them did anything to give away their feelings. They danced and sang as if everything was settled but Adam couldn’t help but be hyper-aware of where Katherine was at all times. His eyes seemed to scan for her despite his best intentions and several times their eyes met, so Adam knew she was doing the same.

		 

		When their team won the game, the cheerleaders burst into their final cheer before whooping and celebrating. They hugged each other as if they’d been on the field, their tight, semi-naked bodies clutching each other. Adam wrapped Katherine in a quick hug and got a hit of her deliciously fruity scent. He gave her a quick peck on the cheek before releasing her and turning his attention back to the crowd even though his mind was still turned to her.

		 

		Tanya and Oliver met him after the game as usual, and he hopped in their car, his eyes glued to his phone. He was energized after the game, as were the other girls on the group chat. He crossed his legs and giggled at their jokes and gossip, typing responses with nimble fingers while Tanya and Oliver shared a look at each other.

		 

		After a shower he went right to bed and had wonderful warm dreams of Katherine that he didn’t quite remember when he awoke.
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		Most of Saturday was taken up with Adam figuring out what outfit he would wear to Randy’s party. Vanessa was meticulous with her clothes and had a reputation to uphold. Accessing her thoughts, he flipped through her wardrobe, laying out different iterations on the bed and trying them on. He discarded some, put some in the ‘maybe’ pile, and then mixed and matched the various outfits until his room was a mess of clothes.

		 

		It wasn’t something Adam would have usually done, but he stayed in Vanessa’s mindset. It was hard work choosing an outfit. Everything had to be just so. Short enough to be sexy but not short enough to be slutty.

		 

		Adam did enjoy dressing and undressing Vanessa’s body. It was delightful posing for himself in the mirror, flicking a practiced eye over his body to calculate how it looked on him. Did it show off his tits too much? Not enough? Was there too much leg on display? In Adam’s opinion, everything looked good on her, but Vanessa’s thoughts weren’t satisfied until well into the afternoon.

		 

		Then it was just waiting. And texting. Adam used to gripe about how much teens were attached to their phones, but only as Vanessa did he realize how crucial it was. It was how he kept up with Vanessa’s friends and all the various gossip. Got answers to homework and warnings about upcoming projects. His slender fingers flew across the screen as he reassured the other girls on the team about this or that, or typed out his disbelief that someone had worn a particular outfit, or commiserated with another teammate about being dumped. It was Vanessa’s entire social life and he mimicked her perfectly.

		 

		Just before the party he put on the outfit he’d chosen: slim white jeans that hugged his figure and a moss green short sleeve top that was fashionably baggy and artistically torn in a way that made it hang sexily from his figure. It left his belly bare while the neck hung down low to give a tantalizing glimpse of his cleavage. He combed out his blonde hair so that it partly obscured half his face and fell in waves down his back. Using Vanessa’s memories and her makeup, he made himself up into perfection, finishing with a spritz of her signature perfume.

		 

		He took a moment to admire himself in the mirror. He let his eyes run down his figure, turning for himself to check out his hot ass. God, he was stunning. He made some faces in the mirror, trying out a variety of looks: funny, sultry, sexy, finishing with a laugh and a hair toss. Watching Vanessa move and flirt, feeling her body from within made him horny and he considered making a quick stop in his bedroom before going out but was interrupted by the arrival of some of the other girls.

		 

		He ran downstairs and hugged Oliver goodbye. Oliver took a quick look at his outfit but said nothing. Adam jumped into the back of someone else’s car and they took off, giggling the whole way.

		 

		Randy’s backyard was huge. By the time Adam and his girls arrived, there was already a band launching in to their first songs and a yard full of other teenagers milling around, drinking and talking. Adam recognized many of them as fellow seniors, but there were a few that must have been from other schools.

		 

		Someone handed Adam a red plastic cup with some sort of sickly sweet alcoholic beverage in it. Vanessa’s taste buds loved it, though. He made his way through the crowd, nodding to people he knew as he searched for a specific face. Halfway across the back deck he found her. Katherine was leaning on the balustrade watching the band, one leg crossed behind the other, her back to him. She wore a black top that had only a single sleeve. Her white skirt fell to just above her knees. Her dark hair curled gently down her back. Adam took a moment to admire the view before setting his cup down and sneaking up behind her.

		 

		He covered her eyes with his hands and whispered in her ear. “Guess who?”

		 

		Katherine turned and that ache inside pulsed through him at her radiant smile. “Hey girl,” Katherine said, “When did you get here?”

		 

		“Just now. Who’s the band?”

		 

		She shrugged. “Randy’s brother, I think.”

		 

		“They any good?”

		 

		“No,” she laughed, then held up her red cup. “But this helps.”

		 

		“Cheers,” Adam said, retrieving his cup. They clinked cups and drank before sharing a giggle.

		 

		Adam flipped his blonde hair back out of his face as he spoke with Katherine. They soon ignored the band, engrossed in conversation with each other. The alcohol helped lubricate the awkwardness. However, Adam hadn’t figured just how much Vanessa’s tiny body would be affected by the drink. After one cup both Adam and Katherine were tipsy and giggly.

		 

		Adam found himself lightly tucking a lock of Katherine’s hair back behind her ear as she grinned at him uncertainly, nibbling on her lower lip. Vanessa’s memories were screaming how wrong this was but Adam was past caring. This would be his last night as her and he wanted to enjoy everything.

		 

		He slid his hand down Katherine’s arm and took her hand, then nodded toward the house. She smiled shyly before they both wound through the crowd inside. There were a few people in the living room, milling about, the television on. Some of the other cheerleaders waved Adam over but he pretended not to see them as he led Katherine upstairs.

		 

		His heart was racing and the world was tilting slightly from the alcohol as he pushed open a few doors until he found an empty bedroom. They both slipped inside and Adam locked it behind them. They appeared to be in Randy’s parent’s bedroom judging by the well-made king size bed, the post-modern art on the walls, and the walk-in closet that led through to a bathroom.

		 

		Adam turned to Katherine and snaked his arm around her, pulling her close until her hot breath whispered across his lips and her face was his entire world.

		 

		“I thought you had a boyfriend,” Katherine whispered, though she didn’t pull away.

		 

		“He doesn’t need to know,” Adam replied.

		 

		He kissed her. She was so soft, so sweet. Katherine’s lips were warm and her wonderful scent filled Adam’s nostrils, making his body quiver with longing. He slid his other hand against her cheek, palm resting against her skin as his fingers entwined gently through her hair, pulling her closer into a long, loving kiss.

		 

		When they pulled away Katherine was gasping for breath and her eyes were sparkling. She stared into his eyes, searching for something, before pulling Adam close again. That beautiful restless pulse began slowly within Adam, the beginning of a driving need to have Katherine.

		 

		Their kisses grew deeper, more intense, and then Katherine opened her lips and Adam slipped his tongue into her mouth to taste her. He followed the contours of her mouth while she melted in his arms. Their hands roamed restlessly over each other’s bodies. She glided her fingers down the curve of his back, over his ass, then back up. Each explored the other by touch. Adam needed to keep his hands on her, didn’t dare release her as he traced her firm body, over her ass, the curve of her back, around to her tits.

		 

		A flame flickered to life within him, the tendril of heat snaking up through him, pulsing brightly wherever his body touched hers. This was uncharted territory for Vanessa and her memories were no help. This was all Adam, his male lust combined with the powerful young female body he now possessed.

		 

		His hands quickened their pace across Katherine’s body and he dragged her to the bed. She pulled him down on top of her and they collapsed with a laugh. Adam leaned one elbow on the bed and traced Katherine’s perfect nose with the tip of his finger, memorizing her face while she stared up at him. They kissed again, urgent and quick, each yearning for the other.

		 

		Moisture dotted Adam’s panties. He could feel the slickness whenever he moved and he wanted nothing more than to increase that delightful feeling. He kissed his way down Katherine’s neck, growing ever wetter as he explored her body and she sighed beneath him.

		 

		He paused, kneeling only long enough to shuck off his top and bra before helping Katherine out of hers. Then he attacked her tits with his mouth, hungering for her nubile body in a very male way. He squeezed each tit, tongue slipping around each tiny pink nipple. He tasted her and she sighed beneath him. Her nipple spiked out beneath his tongue and he sucked her breast harder into his mouth while he teased her other nipple. Her tits were so delightfully firm. They bounced beneath his touch, springing back into shape after he kneaded them.

		 

		Katherine wriggled in delight beneath him, her sighs becoming moans. Adam slid a hand down her dress and found her heat poring through her wet panties. Sudden eagerness overtook him and he crawled down her body, flipping up her dress and yanking down her panties. Her pussy greeted him, the deliciously acrid scent making his mouth water and his own pussy wet. Katherine’s little lips were lined with dark hair, pink lips already engorged with desire.

		 

		He dove between her legs and kissed her slit, finding her wet warm pussy lips with his mouth and sliding his tongue up and down her entrance. He was rewarded with her sighs and she arched her back, driving her hips up to meet his tongue. He took long, steady licks of her slit, delighting in her tangy taste while his own body burned bright with need.

		 

		Adam slid his tongue across her clit, licking with broad repetition as her salty essence dripped down his throat. Her moans grew louder and she clutched the bedsheets. Adam gazed up from between her legs as he continued licking, watching her enjoy his touch. Her eyes were closed tight, her mouth open in want.

		 

		Adam plunged his face back down, following the rhythm of her body, licking her clit as she dripped into his mouth. She was delicious, and she roiled beneath him as he ate her out, teasing her body up, up, until she finally broke and cried out.

		 

		“Oh!” A tiny cry of delight, delicate and sweet and it made Adam drip down his own thighs.

		 

		He slowed for her first orgasm, tongue pausing on her clit until she came back down and eased her legs apart some more. Then he brought in two fingers of his other hand, parting her pussy and gliding into her silky folds. He slid in deep, spreading her apart, until his fingertips landed on the dimpled nub of her pleasure and she cried out again. Now he licked her faster while he fingered her with Vanessa’s nimble fingers, curling his fingers back and forth inside her. Christ, she was so tight and wet, the feeling made Adam moan into her with delight. She cried out louder, longer, and he quickened his pace inside her. He was sopping wet now but he needed her to cum and she soon did.

		 

		She raised her hips again, crying out in a long, throaty cry as she came. Her body trembled and Adam kept his mouth on her clit, his fingers inside, delighting in the taste of her as she came around his tongue and fingers.

		 

		This time when she came down she reached down and grabbed Adam’s cheeks, urging him back up to her. They kissed once, deeply, the musky scent of her juices still in Adam’s nose. Then they switched positions and Katherine helped him out of his pants. He raised his hips to help her slide them off. Then she tossed them aside and slowly brought her face down between his legs.

		 

		Her tongue found his slit and he was so ready, so horny just that simple contact was enough to drive a moan from Adam’s lips. Katherine flicked her tongue out, tasting him, gliding up and down his slit. It was his turn to moan and wriggle as pleasure danced within him. She wasn’t as skilled as he was, but then again, he had nearly thirty years of experience on her.

		 

		He guided her, whispering hurried commands to go lighter or quicker or higher, until the pleasure exploded through him suddenly. He cried out in a strangled gasp, his hands coming up to clutch his tits, head driving back into the pillow as he came around Katherine’s face. The orgasm was tremendous, helped by Katherine’s warm wet breath between his legs and the pressure of her tongue on his clit.

		 

		Just as he’d done, she waited until he relaxed and then sucked on his pussy some more. This time the pleasure spiked through his body quicker and only after a few more licks he came. His cries were louder now, heedless of who could hear him. His own hands played across Vanessa’s magnificent body as Katherine licked him again and again until at last the fire burned down to embers.

		 

		Katherine climbed up his body and the two women clutched each other tightly. Adam stroked her naked body, hands following her curves up and down while they both shivered with aftershock. Adam was too exhausted and satisfied with the intense pleasure for the realization of what he’d done to hit him very hard just yet. When they’d both cooled, they got dressed again, helping each other to make sure they didn’t look suspicious. Before Katherine opened the door Adam stopped her.

		 

		“Katherine, I had fun tonight—” He began.

		 

		“But this was a one-time thing,” she smiled sadly. “I know. But I’ll always treasure it.”

		 

		Katherine rejoined the party and Adam followed her downstairs a minute later. He spent the rest of the party tucked safely in the confines of the group of cheerleaders with whom he’d arrived and returned home just before midnight. Tanya was up waiting for him and kissed him on the cheek when he came in.

		 

		“Have a good night, sweet pea?”

		 

		“It was wonderful, mom.” Adam gushed.
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		The switch back took place on Sunday, again at Jamie’s house when his parents were out. Adam grabbed some clothes out of his suitcase, which Jamie had stashed in his room, and went into the bathroom. He reached around behind his back, found the little button, and pressed it.

		 

		Immediately, his vision was obscured by the black fabric that made up the face covering. He unzipped himself, his gawky male body revealing itself inch by inch until the suit was at his feet and he was looking down at his familiar lanky frame. It was a shock seeing himself in the mirror with all his age spots and grey hair. He’d only been a teen for a week but already that felt more real than reality.

		 

		He dressed and returned to Jamie and Vanessa. Vanessa had been going through her phone, catching up on everything she’d missed.

		 

		“How was my life?” Vanessa asked, looking up at him.

		 

		“Fascinating,” Adam replied. “I really learned a lot. Did you have fun?”

		 

		“Best week of my life. Thank you so much!”

		 

		Adam tucked the suit back into his suitcase and zipped it shut. Vanessa never even thought to ask what would happen to the suit. It still contained all her genetic information, which would allow Adam to turn back into her anytime he wanted.

		 

		“Anything happen I need to know about?” Vanessa asked.

		 

		“Well…” Adam said slowly, taking a seat on the bed next to her. “There is one thing you should know…”

		 

		# # #

		 

		


		 

		Thank you!

		
		I hope you enjoyed reading this twisted little tale as much as I enjoyed writing it. If you liked it, please leave a review. They really help. Also, be sure to check out some of my other stories below.

		 

		Yes, I do commissions! You can always email me at bodyswapstories@gmail.com or visit my website for more info and pricing, plus weekly body swapping and transformation captions at https://www.bodyswapfiction.com

		 

		Thanks!

		 

		M

		 

		


		 

		Also by M. Wills

		
		Visit www.bodyswapfiction.com for weekly captions and the latest stories or to hire me to write a story for you.

		 

		If you enjoyed this book, you may also enjoy my other erotic stories, available through my author page on Smashwords:

		 

		
			Down to Business
		

		An American executive takes advantage of long range body swapping technology to spend the day as a gorgeous young Japanese woman and turn an otherwise boring meeting into a day of sexy fun.

		 

		
			A Better Bethany
		

		A man swaps bodies with his friend's busty assistant to enjoy her incredible body.

		 

		
			Going Pro
		

		A man possesses the body of his gorgeous long-time friend and golf pro to enjoy a weekend of exploring her body and being a professional athlete.

		 

		
			Body Switch Collection: Volume 13
		

		5 more previously published erotic body swapping stories.

		 

		
			Beside Himself
		

		A young man accidentally clones his mind into the bodies of four sexy college women.

		 

		
			A MILF’s Life
		

		A young man possesses the body of a busty MILF to live her new, pampered life.

		 

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