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		James has a best friend whose life is a constant wreck. He pats her head, tells her it’ll be okay, but he wants to do more. When he discovers a scientist in his lab is working on a body swap program, he jumps at the chance to be able to truly fix Amber’s life—by, becoming Amber. Little does he know that life doesn’t always do what you ask of it.
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		CHAPTER ONE

		James was sick and tired of watching his best friend Amber be destroyed by her latest love interest. And if he had to be honest, he was sick of most of her decisions. He’d been her best friend since elementary school, and even though her family had moved five years ago and they were no longer neighbors, the friends were still inseparable.

		“I don’t know why I keep choosing guys who do this to me,” Amber said, sobbing into his lap.

		James patted her on her head, because he always sat with Amber when she went through this, and he always muttered soothing words to bring her out of her funk. When she wasn’t so down on herself he was more forceful with his opinions, telling her that she was better than all those brain-dead guys she chose and that she needed to go back to school to finish her degree if she ever wanted to get out of her local warehouse job. She’d nod her head at him, her soft brown curls dancing around her cheeks as her gray eyes would light with wonder over the possibilities of what a better life could bring to her, but then she’d head home, and it was like James had never spoken. He felt like he lived in that shitty Groundhog’s Day movie. Over and over again she’d come back to him, needing a shoulder to cry on after she’d made the same stupid decision she’d made the week before. And the week before that.

		He wanted to be her friend, he couldn’t imagine his life without her, but she was starting to drain him. He no longer felt happy to see her, he felt sad.

		“It’s okay,” he said again, pushing her hair out of her eyes. Even though her eyes were puffy, he couldn’t help but be jealous of their full, doe-eyed look or the long lashes flowing out from her lids. Even at her ugliest, she was the prettiest girl he’d ever known. He wished she could see it, though. He wished she could see past the way she felt about herself and see the way others felt about her, to see her potential instead of wallowing in her past. James knew life hadn’t been easy on Amber, but it seemed like she almost refused to rise above her past. If he could change her life for her he would. He tried to support her the best he could, but he couldn’t exactly take control of her actions and control her life, could he?

		

	
		

		CHAPTER TWO

		James shuffled into the lab the next morning. He could barely peel his eyes open wide enough for the retinal scan. He was in a foul mood. He’d finally left Amber’s apartment around eleven last night, but he’d barely gotten through his front door when she’d called him. She was in an oddly chipper mood. The newest boyfriend she’d been so devastated over, had texted her. Of course, he hadn’t bothered with an apology, he acted like they’d never even fought, but Amber was perfectly happy to shove the past three hours of heartache and sobbing in James’s lap aside and pretend as if nothing had happened. Amber planned on skipping work today to go see him. James had snapped at her. Called her selfish and irrational and irresponsible. He usually kept those thoughts bottled inside and continued to be her shoulder to cry on, but at this point, it was affecting his life too.

		He’d finally gotten to sleep sometime after two and he needed to be up by six to make it to work on time. He felt miserable, and from the way that Randall, the sleepy-eyed elderly man currently running the security station, looked at him as he passed his badge and bag over to him, he looked as awful as he felt.

		He nodded to the older man, trying to convince him that he wasn’t in as terrible shape as he looked. James walked through the metal detector, the machine blaring as he passed by.

		“Empty your pockets, Mr. Johnson,” Randall said impatiently. He scratched at his two-day-old stubble, the color mimicking the bland uniform he wore.

		James stepped back through the machine which blared again in distaste. James emptied his pockets, dumping his watch and some change out into the bin before the man sent it through the x-ray machine.

		“Pass it through and try again,” the man said to him.

		James stepped tentatively through the detector, half expecting it to blare again. After he passed through without another incident, he quickly collected his belongings and headed down to his workstation. He was already ten minutes late. James hated being late even more than he hated fighting with Amber. James wasn’t ready to end their almost twenty-year friendship, but something desperately needed to change.

		“Whoa,” said his lab partner Celeste as he entered the room. Her dark brown eyes widened as she caught sight of him, her long, curly hair piled high upon her head. He suspected she dressed modestly beneath her lab coat, but he’d never seen her without it on.

		“I’m okay,” he mumbled. He tossed his bag under his table and jammed his finger into the power button on his computer. “Has Lillian been through?” he asked about the lab foreman who was a total bitch and James despised.

		Celeste started to shake her head no, but then she dipped her head back down to her work and whispered, “Here she comes now.”

		“Shit,” James mumbled. He didn’t tend to curse—Amber usually did that enough for both of them—but his day was about to go from bad to worse.

		Lillian banged through the glass door, her high heels tapping almost painfully loud off the hard floor. A slither of fear ran up James’s neck, and his body involuntarily shivered as she entered the room. You’d never think from looking at her bright blonde hair and sensual body that she’d evoke such fear in people. But behind those sultry eyes was a blood-sucking bitch.

		“You’re not even signed in yet,” she sneered from behind him.

		“This is the first time I’ve ever been late,” James said calmly, his eyes still on his computer. His hands flew over the keys, signing himself into the mainframe and logging into the experiment that he and Celeste were working on. He wanted to wait until Lillian left before he opened their most recent data report. He wasn’t interested in her having one more thing to chastise him about.

		James could see Lillian’s reflection on his computer screen. Her too-tight lab coat showed off her full breasts. He couldn’t see lower, but he knew her shapely legs would be exposed. Lillian huffed out a breath behind him. He averted his eyes, hoping she hadn’t noticed him staring. For some reason, she’d had it in for James since he started working at Rycliff Labs two years ago. He was recruited fresh out of college. Lillian was only in her thirties and ran the lab. He wasn’t sure what her problem exactly was.

		“I need some concrete data on my desk by next Friday,” she said. “If there’s nothing worth studying here, I’ll need to move the both of you on to other projects. You’re not here to waste company time and resources.”

		She spun around without giving either of them time for a rebuttal.

		James looked up at Celeste through his too-long hair that covered his eyes. Celeste had her hands clutched before her ample bosom, her eyes still holding onto the door that Lillian just pushed through. Her voice came out so soft, James may not have even heard her speaking if he wasn’t watching her lips move. “It’s like she wants our project to fail.”

		James’s heart sank. He knew this project meant everything to Celeste. She’d been pushing for its development for close to seven years before Lillian finally relented when James was hired and assigned him to work with her.

		Holy crap! Did she really assign James a research assignment that she thought would fail? Who did Lillian really have it out for? Him or Celeste?

		He watched his matronly research partner as she ambled over to the other side of the room. She was a sweet and gentle woman. James couldn’t imagine any reason someone would want her research to fail.

		James muddled his way through the rest of the day. He knew they were on an even stricter deadline than before, but he couldn’t manage to fully wrap his head around the day’s work. All he could think about was Amber, and how she’d hung up on him in fury the night before. And then he thought about Celeste, and how he needed to do something big to help her prove her research’s validity.

		He bolted to his feet, his stool squealing at it slid back across the hard floor. Celeste turned, her hand to her chest. “James! What has gotten into you today?”

		“I need to leave.”

		Celeste’s eyes flitted over to the large clock on the wall. “It’s not even five.”

		“I can’t stay. I’m— I’m sorry, Celeste. I need to leave.”

		“Um, okay. I hope you feel better tomorrow.”

		James nodded appreciatively at her. He hurried to grab his things, flipping his backpack upside down in the process. He grumbled, shoving his items back into his bag.

		James managed to make his way through security without the alarm sounding, placing his watch in the bin before entering the metal detector. He fled from the building and the sensation of losing control. He didn’t feel much better walking the streets, but at least he’d temporarily left the pressures of his job behind.

		He caught his reflection in a store’s plate-glass windows, and he almost didn’t recognize the man who stared back at him. He recognized his backpack more than the man himself. His hair was disheveled. He’d meant to get a haircut weeks ago, but Amber had barged into his apartment the morning of his appointment, distraught over the trajectory of her life. It's not like it hadn’t been the same way for the past six years, but apparently, that morning at 8 AM it was at a disrupt James’s life level.

		The man staring back at him stood hunched, his body curved so bad he appeared arthritic. As James stood taller, a young girl walking past him eyed him suspiciously. He’d been known to startle women with his above-average height, which was why he’d started walking hunched to begin with.

		He shook his head at his reflection before he moved on. His life was just as much of a wreck as Amber’s was. The only difference was that she was vocal about her distaste and he kept his bottled up inside.

		“Dammit,” he grumbled. He knew he needed to call Amber, to make things right with her. He rifled through his backpack. He couldn’t seem to find where he’d put his phone. He hadn’t used it at the office, but he knew he’d packed it. His last conversation with Amber was on the walk to the office this morning.

		“Dammit,” he grumbled again. He turned around, heading back toward the lab. The only explanation for his missing phone was that it must have tumbled from his pack when he upturned his bag. The surrounding light was starting to dim, and a soft mist clung to the air. James hurried along the sidewalk, hoping to get to the lab before the sky around him opened with a deluge. He hadn’t realized how long he’d been walking, the silent words in his head his only company for miles. As soon as he got his phone, he’d call Amber, he’d apologize and then he’d help her fix her life. Maybe then he’d figure out how he needed to fix his life too.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER THREE

		James stared down at the old security guard, Randall. The poor man worked the night shift and usually dozed off on a regular basis. Now it wasn’t much past eight o’clock and he was in the midst of a power nap. James cleared his throat and Randall leaped to his feet, standing at attention before him. “Even-ning, Mr. Johnson.” His speech slurred with sleepiness. He squinted at James. “Whatcha doing here this late?”

		“Seemed to have lost my phone. Hoping I can find it in the lab.”

		After dropping his bag down onto the conveyer belt, James hurried through the metal detector. The alarm blared, slamming all sleep from Randall’s eyes. “Shit, boy,” the old man grumbled.

		“Sorry,” murmured James. He hurriedly pulled his change and watch out of his pants pocket, showing the culprit to the man.

		“Alright,” Randall grumbled. “But start emptying your damn pockets.”

		James nodded to the man, then turned, grabbing his bag off the belt and hurrying down the hall.

		He slowed as he reached the next intersection. Although the lab had a guard on duty 24/7, there was rarely anyone here past eight unless there was a major deadline approaching. Lights flickered up ahead of him. Their bright bursts glowed the hallway into a carnival funhouse scene. James shielded his eyes as he grew closer. He continued past his own lab, not stopping until he reached room 238. The letter board next to the door read out Dr. Jimenez and Dr. Hall. James knew that Dr. Jimenez was a nuclear physicist, but he’d never met a Dr. Hall before.

		He moved closer, peering in through the glass door. A tall, wiry man in a white lab coat stood on a small platform. His arms were spread out wide, his head tilted to the sky like he basked in the noonday sun. That wasn’t odd in itself, but on the other side of the lab, typing furiously on a computer was a man who looked identical to the man on the platform. Neither man was Dr. Jimenez; he was a short, Mexican man in his 50s. The tall, lookalike men could have been twin brothers, but suddenly a shimmer ran across the man on the platform, and a vision of Dr. Jimenez showed through. The image continued to ripple until it fluttered away, fully forming back into Dr. Jimenez. A burst of air expelled from him so heavily he seemed to deflate from the expulsion.

		The man at the computer stopped his furious typing and sighed when he saw the vision of Dr. Jimenez fully reformed.

		“Shit, Ricardo. Stop holding your fucking breath. You’re lucky you didn’t pass out again.”

		Dr. Jimenez held his hands on his knees, his short, rotund body trembling as he tried to gather a clear breath. The man in the corner turned back to the computer. It appeared that he’d seen Dr. Jimenez struggling for breath plenty of times before.

		After some time, Dr. Jimenez slowly moved from the platform. His face was pale, almost white against his normal dark tone. “I don’t know if I can do that again.”

		The man spun around in his stool, staring at the weak man. “We’ve got until Friday to finalize this study. Lillian needs our data to present to the board. We’ve got to have everything in place.”

		“But everything is in place. Our study will 100 percent refute the work that Celeste and that new boy are working on. And they’ll greenlight the Transformer Project. They’ll have no choice. Our body swap technique works every time.”

		He stared down his nose at Dr. Jimenez. “If you’d stop holding your breath, things would go 100 percent. I can’t present data that shows your SPO2 dropping to 85 percent and...” he turned, clicking at the computer, “and with a heart rate of 190 every time we swap.”

		“It just doesn’t feel right.” The doctor shook his head. “There’s something wrong with what we’re doing.”

		The man at the computer removed his glasses, pinching the bridge of his nose in frustration. “We’re not paid to have a moral compass, Ricardo. We’re paid to make this work. And to make Celeste’s project not work.”

		“For God’s sake, John, if this thing got into the wrong hands, who knows what could happen. They could swap a dictator for the damn president!” His voice rose until a high-pitched squeal exited the man’s body. He huffed out another heavy breath, before placing his hand on his heart. He appeared to be checking that his heart still beat. He looked even paler than he had before.

		John turned to him. “For heaven's sake. We live in a democracy here. They’d need to swap out the entire cabinet for a mutiny to take place. You’re being overdramatic just like always. Now, go home, Ricardo. You look like shit.”

		James slid back down the hall, slipping into the first laboratory he came to. He held his breath, careful to not make a sound as he heard Dr. Jimenez exit his lab and walk down the hall. Part of him thought he should go after the man, see if he was okay, but he didn’t want to explain to anyone why he was deeper in the building than he should be. He pulled his watch out of his pocket. He’d already been here for twenty minutes. If Randall was still awake at security, soon he’d start wondering what was keeping him. He definitely didn’t need the old man stumbling upon top-secret research.

		James slid down the wall, his pack flopping down next to him. “Shit,” he mumbled as he heard the other man walking in and out of the lab next door. As his eyes started to adjust better to his surroundings, he realized he must be in a lab that held Dr. Jimenez and Dr. Hall’s testing equipment. He found a plate similar to the platform that Dr. Jimenez was standing on during his transformation. This one had been discarded, jammed up onto a shelf. He pulled the tag on the plate closer to his eyes so he could read it. It appeared that it was no more than a heavy magnet, but the prototype hadn’t been strong enough. James wondered what exactly it was that caused their bodies to swap. What he’d witnessed was Dr. Hall sitting at a computer as Dr. Jimenez struggled to reform back into his old body. There didn’t seem to be any other items in the lab that they’d been using. He wondered if the catalyst item was already on or in their bodies.

		James shuffled toward a closed case next to the shelf, he tried not to bump against anything, but now that he was further from the windows and the light from the hallway, it was harder for him to see. He pushed his nose closer to the glass case. Large hypodermic needles filled one of the bins, then differing sizes of small items were laid out next to it. He looked closer. They appeared to be glass pills. He turned back to the syringes, seeing for the first time what a large-bore needle they held. “Well, I’ll be,” he murmured. “Some sort of implant.” Without giving it another thought, James carefully opened the case, grabbed a handful of the syringes, and jammed them into his backpack. He assessed the small implants a moment, before choosing two of the medium-sized ones.

		He knew Dr. Jimenez preferred to keep his notes in paper books instead of on the computer. After rifling through the counters, he came across one of his notebooks. He knew it wouldn’t be updated with the very latest findings—those would be on his person—but James knew he’d at least gain some information on how their implants worked.

		He pressed his ear against the outside door, listening for any activity in the hall. He pushed it open slowly, before darting out of the room and down the hall. Once he passed his laboratory, he slowed, knowing that if he was seen in this part of the building, he would be less suspicious. Up ahead he could see Randall snoozing as he stood propped upright in the security station. He doubled back quickly, entering his laboratory and dipping down below the shelf he’d spilled his bag under. His phone was laying right where he suspected it would be. He snatched it up, before taking out his watch and clutching it in his hand. “Don’t fail me now,” he whispered.

		James moved from the room, hurrying down the hall and to the security station. He placed his backpack on the conveyer belt. Randall was still asleep standing up. He felt bad for the old man, but at the moment, he knew his plan wouldn’t work if anyone else was on duty. James hurried through the metal detector, the alarm blaring and startling Randall awake. The man flailed, trying to keep himself upright as he was jolted awake.

		James fumbled into his pockets. “So sorry. I’ve forgotten again.” He pulled out his watch and a handful of change.

		Randall sighed when he saw James. He gruffly shooed him away from the machine so the alarm would quit its incessant sound. He didn’t even give him a lecture on emptying his pockets before his eyes fluttered closed again. James quickly grabbed his bag from the x-ray machine’s conveyer belt and hurried from the building.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER FOUR

		By the time James reached his apartment, it was after 10 PM. His clothes were damp from the constant mist consuming the outside world, and his hands shook from nerves. He locked his apartment door after he’d entered, twisting the knob twice to make sure it was secured. He dropped his pack onto his small dining table, before moving into the bathroom. He stood with his hands braced on the vanity, his eyes wild and panicked as he stared at his reflection. James had never stolen something before in his life, much less from a laboratory. He slid his watch out of his pocket, staring down at the old timepiece. He pulled the drain in the sink before using his fingernail to pop off the back of the watch. There, inside of it, sitting side by side were two implants. They showed a deep red in the dismal lighting of his bath. Due to his constant forgetfulness to remove the items from his pocket, and Randall’s sleepiness, he’d made it through security without placing his watch on the conveyer belt which went through the x-ray machine.

		“What were you thinking?” he asked his reflection in the mirror.

		Neither he nor his reflection answered. James knew why he’d taken them. This was his chance to change Amber’s life—to get her life on track and maybe his too. James knew he’d head to her apartment first thing in the morning. And then, he’d convince her to go along with the body swap transformation.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER FIVE

		Amber stared down at the two blood-red implants inside the plastic case in her hand. She looked slowly up at James, who sat nervously on her couch next to her. Her big doe eyes were a mixture of wonder and fear. She clutched the case in her hand, holding it protectively in her lap. With her other hand, she reached out to James. She leaned forward, so close that the coconut shampoo wafted up from her still damp hair, tickling at James’s senses. Her hand was warm, his palm clammy in her embrace. “I can’t believe you did this for me,” she said. She turned her eyes from him, staring down at the implants held in her hand. “You could get fired, James.”

		Worse, he thought, but he didn’t say the word aloud.

		She looked back up at him, her grey eyes burning in intensity. She released her grasp on his hand, moving closer to him, cupping his chin in her hand. Her hand was warm and soft and he leaned into her palm. “You don’t need to save me. You know that, don’t you?”

		A tear rolled down James’s cheek, the single drop of liquid sliding across Amber’s finger. “I’m sorry.” James wrapped his hand over Amber’s, choking back a sob that threatened to spill from his throat. “I’m miserable in my life too.”

		Amber’s eyes widened. She opened her arms, pulling James into her chest. He allowed her to comfort him, her full, ample chest a soft pillow beneath his weary head. “I thought you loved your job?” She stroked James’s hair, and he felt his eyes fluttering closed as his body relaxed into hers. Even as her body wrapped him in comfort, he felt an intense pounding heat in his groin. His body jerked upright.

		He looked down at her hands in her lap, too afraid to look at her face. “If Lillian has her way, I won’t have a job after she destroys our project. I heard them talking. She wants the Transformer Project to go through, and to disprove everything we’ve worked for.”

		“But,” Amber said, looking down at the implants still clutched in her hand, “won’t you be proving their work if we do this and it works?”

		James shook his head, then nodded. Amber raised her eyebrows, uncertain if James even knew what he thought. He tried to distill his lustful thoughts about her embrace. “Lillian is wrong. What Celeste and I are working towards has nothing to do with the Transformer Project. Celeste’s focus is on single gene swaps, not entire bodies. She’s fighting to make a huge impact on things like cystic fibrosis and congenital defects causing deafness.

		“Oh! Well, James, that sounds amazing. I have a friend at work who has a congenital disease.”

		“It is amazing,” he said, a smile finally lighting his eyes. “There is so much good we could do with this.”

		“Then fuck that bitch!” Amber bolted to her feet, her breasts jiggling wildly in her anger. “What can we do to stop her?” Her anger was palpable, her dark cheeks reddening as a heat rose into her face. Her eyes lit with anger.

		“I’m—I’m not sure there’s anything we can do.”

		“Then let me at her!” Amber fumed. Although her sense of self was often skewed, her sense of justice was not. She knew how many could potentially be helped with James and Celeste’s research, including her own friend.

		“Amber...” James rose to his full height, dwarfing Amber. He gently placed his hands on her bare shoulders. “You can’t just roll into my lab, fired up and fighting all the injustices in the world. Hell, even if Randall is sleeping at his post, you can’t get through the main doors without a retinal scan.”

		“Then give me your eyes.” James opened his mouth, then closed it. Amber’s eyes widened. “Holy shit,” she murmured. “We have to. We have to do it.”

		Although James had every intention of trying to convince Amber to swap bodies with him, now that she was the one asking him to swap, his senses started to come to him.

		“This is a big deal. I mean, it's not like we’re going to just wear each other’s clothes and put on a wig. We’re going to...”

		“Wear each other’s bodies?”

		A shiver ran up James’s spine. “Yeah.”

		Amber’s lip curled into a mischievous grin. “Are you going to let some boy fuck you in my body?”

		“Amber! That’s not even a thought!”

		Amber chuckled. “You’re such a prude, Jamsey.”

		James pressed his lips closed, unwilling to tell Amber what he thought about her freer sexual behavior.

		She raised her eyebrow at him and he looked down at his feet. Then his eyes trailed over to the discarded case with the implants on the couch. When his eyes connected with Amber’s he knew they were ready to transform.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER SIX

		Amber stood with her eyes held upward, her long brown hair curling unruly around her shoulders. “Think it’s big enough?”

		James moved to stand next to her, feeling like a bug about to be squashed as he stood under the massive magnet hanging from the magnetic crane. He turned his eyes from the magnet down to Amber. “That’s what she said.” Amber’s eyes glinted with a wicked burst of lust as she chuckled at James’s stupid joke.

		Then Amber became solemn, rubbing at the spot on her arm where James had injected her with the body swap implant. “Let’s get this over with. I can’t stand the suspense.”

		James moved over to the large machine, climbing into the cab and starting its engine. The sound of the loud motor rumbled through the empty warehouse. After a moment of examination, he found the lever that would lower the magnet toward them. As the magnet lowered toward Amber, he felt an odd, tugging sensation on his body. He automatically held his breath as he anticipated the pain or rush that would happen when he swapped with Amber. Remembering the sight of Dr. Jimenez, he let out his breath slowly, taking in a fresh breath as his arms began to tingle. Amber appeared to be experiencing the same thing, because her mouth hung open, her legs trembling beneath her.

		He wanted to make it stop. He wanted to have them go back to their mediocre lives. At least then, Amber would still have her amazing body. He felt like a thief, taking something that was so intimately hers. But he rode the wave of transformation. His skin tingled; the hair on his arms stood on end. He felt a warmth in his crotch, an instant lust that swirled through his body. But then a burst like lightning flew through James’s body. His head flung back, his body spasming. He grabbed onto the lever as he heard Amber scream, afraid she was about to be crushed by the giant magnet. The magnet jerked to a stop, but it wasn’t Amber he was saving but... himself? He looked down at his hands. His long, lanky fingers had been replaced with small, brown fingers with chipped, green polish. He looked back up to his body across the room. The figure was running their hands down his body, cupping his groin, and then nodded approvingly at the discovery. James’s eyes flew back to his new body, to the full breasts that pulled heavily against his chest, and the thick, supple thighs that pressed warmly together. The man across the room stared back at him, so he didn’t dare run his hands across his crotch, feeling if his cock had been replaced with Amber’s delicate pussy.

		“Holy fucking shit!” exclaimed James’s body. Yup, with language like that, it was definitely Amber. She sauntered over to him, her gait too feminine in James’s tall, lanky body. He stumbled from the machine as she reached him. He’d miscalculated how far the ground was in his new, shorter legs. He stared up at his old body. “Shit I never realized how short I was,” Amber said as she patted her old body on the head.

		James pushed her off him, stumbling toward the nearest trash can and vomiting violently. Amber patted him on the back as he continued to retch. She reached into her old body’s pockets, and James’s pussy warmed as her hand slid against his thigh. He instinctively tried to cover his crotch and the boner he expected to rise but was pleasantly surprised that his arousal could be kept to himself with his new pussy. Amber pulled a tissue from James’s pocket and handed it to him.

		“We should have sedated you for this,” she said. It was weird for James to hear his voice come out of her mouth, but at the same time, it was oddly arousing.

		“I’m fine,” he said, his voice high like Amber’s. “Whoa.” He spoke just to hear her voice again. “Do I look... right?”

		Amber curled her lip, the gesture weirdly out of place on his face, yet he recognized it as Amber’s sly grin. “You look like one hot bitch, Jamesy!”

		James instinctively ran his hands down the front of his shirt, shocked when his hands grasped his new tits. “Sorry,” he stammered.

		Amber shrugged. “I’ve already felt your cock. It’s pretty nice by the way. Why have you never told me this?”

		James’s cheeks flushed with heat. “I don’t exactly go around bragging about my big cock.” He clamped his hands over his mouth. Old James would never have talked like that. He wondered how much of Amber was now mixed up inside of him.

		“We need to get out of here,” he said.

		“What for? Nobody knows we switched.” She moved closer to him, so close that James’s new breasts pressed into her chest. Her voice was slow, seductive. “We could test these new bodies out.”

		James’s breath caught in his throat. “We can’t do that?”

		“Says who?” Amber pouted. “And why have you never told me you were packing?” She reached her hand down, fondling her new cock through her jeans.

		“I need to get to work,” he said, suddenly. “If I’m late again, Lillian will have my ass.”

		“Spoilsport,” Amber grumbled.

		“We’re supposed to be fixing our lives, not making them an even bigger mess. I need to get to work.”

		Amber put her hands on her hips, her new, bony fingers digging into her new, even bonier hips. “I need to put some meat on you,” she grumbled. “And anyway, it’s me that needs to go to your work, not you.”

		“Shit.” James ran his hand through his hair, his hands getting snagged in Amber’s unruly curls. He tugged his hand free, staring up at her.

		“You curse a lot more now.”

		James shook his head. He had too many thoughts in his head. “What should I do then? Do you need to go to work?”

		“Fuck that!” Amber exclaimed. “Go out. Have some fun. Get wrecked,” she said with a sly grin.

		James pressed his lips between his teeth, trying not to let his mind explode. He needed to get Amber to the lab, and he needed to keep himself out of trouble.

		“I’m going with you.”

		“You can’t come to my lab,” she said.

		“You mean my lab.”

		Amber chuckled. “It’s my lab now.”

		James grabbed Amber by her arms, aggravated that he needed to look up at her instead of down. “I’m a scientist, Amber. You can’t just go to my job and look pretty and hope for the best.”

		She raised her eyebrow. “I’m not exactly pretty anymore. You’re the one who gets to go get their way with their looks.”

		“Shit,” James mumbled again. Then after a moment, “Okay. Here’s what we’re going to do. You can’t show up at my job and not know how to get through security or log into my computer or how to analyze data!” He blew out a shaky breath over his new, pert lips. He licked them, enjoying the fullness upon his tongue. They tasted good too. He shook his head, trying to focus. “I’m coming with you.”

		“How are you going to convince security to let you into the lab?”

		“Visitors aren’t necessarily prohibited. You’re just going to need to sign me in. At least this way I can get you through security and started with your day. Then we’re going to need to figure something a bit more permanent.” He moved to scrub his hand across his face when Amber grabbed his hand.

		“Don’t touch your face. You’ll smear my makeup.”

		“This is so complicated,” he grumbled.

		“Duh! What did you expect, Jamesy? We’d swap and you’d fix up my life and all would be well?”

		James shook his head. “I don’t know what I was thinking.”

		“Well, then I’ll think for you because we need to leave now if we plan on getting to the lab on time.”

		

	
		

		CHAPTER SEVEN

		James’s hands trembled as he stood behind Amber in the security line. This morning, a middle-aged woman stood guard, her hair pulled back into a severe ponytail. If the line moved any slower, he’d start profusely sweating, and that would be no way to convince her he wasn’t up to anything shady.

		The woman took James’s name tag from Amber, staring down at James’s picture then back up to her face. Amber gave the woman a wicked grin, and she involuntarily blushed. The woman cleared her throat, her gaze re-hardening as she handed back the ID.

		Amber leaned forward, entering the woman’s personal space. “Could you tell me what that alluring scent is that you’re wearing? I’d love to get a bottle of it for my girlfriend.”

		James gripped onto the back of Amber’s shirt, trying to tug her surreptitiously away from the woman.

		The woman’s cheeks warmed, and she reached behind her, pulling her long hair over her shoulder. “It’s nothing,” she whispered to Amber. “It’s just my shampoo.”

		“Well, it is amazing. You smell so good.”

		James tugged harder on her shirt. Hoping she wouldn’t get them kicked out of the lab and get him fired all in one fell swoop.

		“Oh!” she said, like she’d finally remembered James stood behind her in line. “I’ve brought my sister with me today to see my scientist lab. That’s okay with you if she comes in for a few minutes to see it, right?”

		“Oh, well, sir, I don’t know if we’re accepting visitors today.”

		“You could come with us, to you know, keep an eye on us.” Her voice came out lower, more alluring than he’d ever heard it from his own body.

		The woman fluttered her hand in front of her face. “Go on now. Pass through the detector and sign her in at the front desk.”

		“Thank you kindly,” Amber drawled.

		They passed through security and headed over to the front desk. “What is wrong with you?” James seethed at her back.

		“Oh please. You wanted to get into the lab, so I got you into the lab.”

		“You flirted with that woman!”

		“So what!” Amber lowered her voice as they came to the front desk. “So what,” she said again as the receptionist checked James’s ID and he did the best he could at signing Amber’s name in a flowery script. “It’s probably the best thing that’ll happen to her today in this boring place.” Amber rolled her eyes up to the ceiling, eyeing the endless rows of fluorescent lights. They walked down the hall toward James’s lab. “It’s boring as fuck in here.”

		“Shhh,” he admonished her. “It’s a lab, not a damn disco.”

		Amber eyes him suspiciously. “Do they still have discos?”

		“I—I don’t know. But still. I’m a scientist who works in a lab. It’s supposed to be white and sterile.

		“Definitely sterile,” she murmured.

		James tipped his head at his lab’s door, not wanting to be the one leading the way since to any outsiders, this was his first time here.

		Luckily, Celeste wasn’t at her computer station, so James hurried inside, signing in to the computer and giving Amber a quick tour of his station while the computer program booted up.

		“Oh!” she said, surprised as she turned to the screen. “It’s a SAS program.”

		James’s mouth fell open. Before he could ask her a question, she waved him off. “I was in Mr. Cooper’s computer classes too, remember?”

		James shook his head in disbelief. He had forgotten that Amber had taken those advanced classes with him. And what he’d forgotten more was how smart she’d been in high school.

		Amber rubbed her hands together. “This is going to be fun!”

		James sighed. “Please just don’t get me fired. Celeste already is worried about me from yesterday, so you can play off a bit of scatterbrain behavior from that.”

		“What happened yesterday?” Amber asked with concern in her eyes.

		James looked down at his feet then back up into her eyes. “I hate when we fight.”

		“Aww,” she said, puffing out her bottom lip.

		“That look is not as becoming on my body as it is on yours,” he chastised her.

		Celeste walked into the room then, staring silently at both of them.

		“Hi!” said James, startled. “This is—” Amber jammed him in the ribs, effectually silencing him. “This is my first time at the lab.” He gave Celeste a brilliant smile, hoping he didn’t appear as weird as he felt.

		“Hi,” she said slowly. She reached out her hand to him, and he shook it as she sent a curious look toward Amber.

		“We’ll only be a minute. Quick tour, then I’ll get to work.”

		“Okay,” she said, still uncertain. “Just don’t let Lillian see you. She’s still on a bit of a rampage.”

		“Why does she have it in for you guys anyway?” Amber asked. James shot her a wide-eyed look. “Us,” she clarified. “Obviously us.”

		“Haven’t you heard,” Celeste said, moving closer to her. “She has stake in the Transformer Project passing its first level of testing. She needs us to fail.”

		“That’s ridiculous!” James exclaimed.

		“I—I agree,” Amber said. “Your—our research has direct real-world applications. To actually help people.”

		Celeste looked around nervously. “We need to keep this to ourselves. The implications of the Transformer Project could be world-changing. It could bring down governments, infiltrate secret agencies...”

		Amber clasped her hand over her mouth, her eyes wide as the truth of the project sunk it. “We need to stop them.”

		“We can’t talk about this anymore.” Celeste bumbled over to her computer, sitting with her back to Amber and James. James tipped his head toward the door, indicating that Amber should follow him.

		“I want to see it,” Amber said once they were out in the hall.

		“There’s really not much to see. Dr. Jimenez stood on a magnetic platform. And with the implants already in place...” James shrugged. “That was it.”

		“Well, I still want to see it.”

		“Amber—James,” James wrinkled his brow. “This is weird.” He shook his head. “Anyway, you’re not going to go charging in there and wreck the lab and think you’re not going to get me arrested and end up not changing anything. I’m sure there are computer backups and all that stuff.”

		“I’ll only get your body arrested.”

		“In the end, it’ll be the same unless you plan on living in my body forever.”

		Amber shrugged, seemingly unconcerned that she was now a tall, skinny scientist instead of a voluptuous, alluring woman.

		“I still think we need to do something. This can’t get out into the world. The government won’t use it the way we are, with a harmless body swap. They’ll use it...” She shook her head. “To be whoever you want to be, to take over their life, to take control of what they control...” She shook her head again, the thought too much for her. “I should have just kept to myself, happy in my warehouse job.”

		James reached for her, putting a hand on her arm.

		They’ve been friends long enough that James didn’t need to say a word. “I know. I wasn’t happy. And no, we don’t need to do something about this but that doesn’t mean we shouldn’t try. So what’s our first step?”

		“Let’s just take a walk down the hall. I’m here for a tour anyway. We’ve got to avoid a busty blonde, but otherwise, we should be able to get into Dr. Jimenez’s lab.”

		They turned, walking down the hall, Amber pretending that she was giving James a tour of the facilities, in case anyone came across them. “So who’s this busty blonde, you speak of?” Amber turned to him, raising an eyebrow.

		“Not like that,” he growled under his breath. “She’d the head honcho around here and she’d the one trying to shut down my project, and to greenlight the Transformer Project.”

		“Oh. Then I definitely hate her.”

		They continued down the hall, slowing once they came closer to Dr. Jimenez’s laboratory. No lights were on in the room, and when James tried the door, he found it locked.

		“Sorry,” he said, turning back to Amber. “No luck.”

		She stuck her hand into James’s hair, wiggling her fingers into the small knot that pulled back the front of his hair. She winked at him as she pulled out a couple of bobby pins. James grabbed for his hair, expecting it to fall, but Amber laughed, waving him off. “It’s fine,” she said. “There’s plenty more in there.”

		“I didn’t even know there was one in there.”

		“I’m going to need to teach you so many girl things.” She had her back to him, digging her bobby pins into the door lock.

		“How do you know how to pick a lock?”

		“Shh,” she admonished him. “Just keep a lookout.”

		After a moment, she twisted the knob, the door swinging open. As Amber passed into the room, her hair stood on end, a static, electric current swirling around her. She turned back to James, her eyes wide. James recognized the smell of burnt hair and wondered if Amber knew what smell captured her nose, for she had her head tilted upward, her nose wrinkled in distaste.

		“Is it supposed to smell like this?” she asked him.

		James shook his head. He crossed his arms over his new, large breasts, trying to rub the goosebumps off his skin. “Something happened.”

		“Do you see anybody?”

		James shook his head. He moved to the center of the room, turning in a circle, looking for anything out of place.

		Amber moved over to the computer. It whirred to life when she tapped the keyboard.

		“That’s weird,” James said. “All computers get logged out and shut down after use.”

		Amber sat down at the stool, as James turned toward the door.

		Lillian stood in the doorway, her hands on her hips, her bright blue eyes glaring at him.

		“Who are you?” she seethed.

		James opened his mouth, but then bumbled backward, away from her intense anger. He looked to where Amber had been sitting at the computer, but she was gone. Lillian stalked forward, her tight lab coat revealing her full cleavage as James looked down at her from the platform he stood upon.

		“You’re not going to stop us. No one is going to stop us.”

		“Here it is!” exclaimed Amber as she pushed back into the room. She held a large remote in her hand, a large, red button in the center.

		“No!” hollered Lillian as Amber jammed her finger into the button.

		James’s body spasmed, all his muscles tightening in one violent burst of pain. His head wrenched backward, his eyes peeling open impossibly wide. Amber stood behind him, her face white with fear. His body contorted. His chest burned. He expelled a heavy breath, realizing he was holding it. His chest flared with pain, nipples burning with a fiery heat. He clutched his chest, tingling running through his breasts and into his fingertips. His entire body ached, stretching, elongating, his hips filling from full to voluptuous. Bright white wrapped around in front of his vision, and he realized then that he no longer had Amber’s dark brown curls but now had a full head of long blonde hair. His body collapsed, falling onto the platform in the center of the room. Electric bursts ran across his skin. He looked up to see Amber sobbing in the corner of the room. But not Amber in his body, but, Amber Amber.

		“Amber?” he asked. His voice was different, something he recognized but couldn’t place. She didn’t answer him so he crawled forward, his prim, manicured nails tapping against the hard floor as he moved. He reached her, placing a hand on her arm. Her head whipped toward him like he’d sent an electric charge through her arm.

		“Give me my fucking body back.” Her eyes slit in anger and James recoiled from her.

		“Amber?” he asked again, confused by her reaction.

		“No, I’m not Amber, you idiot. You’re in my fucking body. Now give it back!” She reached for him and James flailed back out of her reach. The real Amber—who was still in his body—moved from the corner of the room, grabbing his arms and pulling him upright.

		“You’ve switched with the angry lady,” she whispered.

		James looked down at his hands, to the pale skin and the light pink nails. His hands ran over his chest, across the exceptionally full breasts and the tight lab coat. His hands trembled. He looked from Amber in his body to Amber’s body on the other side of the room. “Lillian?” he asked.

		“Yes, it’s Lillian! When did you get a damn implant? And who are you anyway?”

		James blew out a calming breath. At least she thought that a woman occupied her body. She didn’t realize that the James that stood across from her really wasn’t James.

		“I’ve—” His words were cut off as the door to the lab banged open. The security guard from up front stood there with her hand on her baton, her eyes aglow as she looked around the room. It was only then that James realized the room held a hazy, electric glow to it.

		“What happened in here?” she asked. She focused her question on James, for she thought she spoke to Lillian, the head of the lab.

		“It’s me you should be asking,” snapped Lillian in Amber’s body.

		The woman glared at her. “You’re a visitor. A visitor that has overstayed their welcome.”

		“I am not!” huffed Lillian. “She is the imposter.”

		The security woman hitched Lillian under her arm, pulling her to her feet. “I’m not sure what you’re trying to pull, but it’s time to go.”

		“No! Wait! They’ll tell you. They’ll tell you that we’ve switched.”

		“Switched what?” she asked her. The security guard looked over to Amber and James. They shrugged their shoulders like they had no idea what Lillian was talking about.

		“Come on. It’s time for you to go.”

		“No!” screamed Lillian. “No! It’s the Transformer Project! They’ve switched me. Get Dr. Jimenez on the phone. Dr. Hall! They’ll tell you. I’ve been switched!”

		The security guard dragged Lillian from the room. She continued to shriek in despair as she was pulled from the building.

		Amber moved to James, who stood in front of the glass window, trying to pat down his too fluffy hair.

		“Was it the electricity or did she always wear her hair like this?” asked Amber as she helped him straighten himself.

		James shrugged. “I think a little of both.”

		“Well, I keep a comb in my purse. We’ll fix you up in a minute.”

		“Holy hell,” James said, turning to her. He had to look up to meet her eyes, but not as much as he had to in Amber’s body. Lillian must be a lot taller. He looked down at his feet. She also always wore three-inch heels. His ankles wobbled as he tried to step forward. “How does she work like this all day?”

		Amber grabbed his elbow, helping to steady his body.

		“This is a disaster.”

		“Ha!” Amber laughed. “Are you kidding me? You’re a hot scientist who runs an entire lab. You’ve just been promoted!”

		James’s mouth fell open. “I—I can’t keep her body.”

		Amber shrugged like body-snatching was a normal Thursday afternoon activity.

		“Who cares. I’m pretty sure I’m keeping yours anyway.”

		“You want my body?” He shook his head in disbelief. “But the point of this was that I was supposed to help you get your life on track. Not that I was supposed to steal the boss’s body!”

		“Shh,” she admonished him. “And who cares. I’d only met her for five minutes and I knew she was a conniving bitch who doesn’t deserve her position. You’ll do a much better job. Plus, you can get your research greenlit now. I mean, my research.”

		“Amber, you can’t be serious.”

		“Why not? You wanted my life to be better and now I’m a research scientist at a lab. So I don’t exactly know what you’re researching, but you know I’m smart enough to catch up, and I already know the program you use.”

		James nodded his head, uncertain. “But you’re giving up your body. Your hot-girl body is now...” He stared up at his too tall, too skinny, too plain body. “Blah.”

		She punched him in the arm and he grabbed his arm as pain swirled within it.

		“What the hell was that for?”

		“You’re not blah. You’re pretty great. Plus I’ve got a badass cock now!”

		“For heaven’s sake!”

		Amber rolled her eyes. “Please. This thing is banging. And as soon as I figure out how to use it, it will be banging.”

		“Am-ber,” James groaned. “Please don’t turn me into a whore.”

		Amber chuckled. “Have you looked at yourself? I give you ‘til Friday before you’re whoring it up in your new body.”

		“I don’t like—” James’s cheeks flared red and Amber raised an eyebrow at him. “Cocks,” he whispered.

		Amber giggled. “Everybody likes cocks.”

		“Well, I don’t!”

		“We’ll see.”

		“No. Amber! No, we will not see.”

		She rolled her eyes at him again, before pulling him from the room. She locked the door on their way out and led him down the hall to her new laboratory. Celeste sat on the stool in front of her computer. She turned to them as they entered the room. Her eyes widened as she saw who she thought was Lillian, her posture automatically straightening.

		“It’s me, James,” James said. “There’s been a bit of a remodel of the Transformer Project.”

		Celeste’s mouth fell open, her eyes turning from James to Amber. “So, who are you?” she asked James’s old body.

		Amber stepped forward, reaching her hand out in greeting to the nervous woman. “I’m James’s best friend, Amber, but from now on...” she looked over at James, then back to the woman, “you can call me James.”

		Celeste nodded solemnly before turning to James. “Does this mean you’ll shut down the Transformer Project?” Her eyes brightened at the edges, but James could tell that she tried to not appear too excited at the possibility.

		“I’ll do my best,” James said. “After what I witnessed the other night, I’m quite certain I can get Dr. Jimenez on our side too.”

		Celeste’s lip curled into a tentative smile before it flashed free from her face.

		“We’ll all do our best,” James said, moving over to the kindly woman. “Amber—I mean, James believes in our cause too. While it’ll take a bit to get her up to speed, she was in the same advanced classes as I was in high school. She’ll be a valuable asset.”

		“Okay,” Celeste said, looking from one of them to the next. “Okay. We can do this. Let’s do this. We have until next Friday.”

		James barely left Celeste and Amber’s side for the rest of the day. They accomplished more that day than in any of the days prior. Just experiencing the Transformer Project for themselves was an intense inside look into what they needed to do to push their gene swap program into the next phase.

		James did leave them from time to time. He still needed to make it seem like Lillian kept up with her normal duties. He kicked off his heels by lunchtime though. He found a much more sensible pair hidden beneath Lillian’s desk. Lillian, in Amber’s body, had kept trying to sneak into the lab. Her photo was now plastered over the walls, baring her any entrance. James thought Amber should be sad about the dissolution of her old life, that she’d effectually handed her body and entire existence to another woman, but she appeared content in the new role life had given her.

		The very next week, their gene swap experiment had passed its first level of testing. The board approved them going on to human test trials. Amber’s old friend from the warehouse was eager to join the trials, and upon Amber’s request, she joined them in the next phase.

		The Transformer Project collapsed. Dr. Jimenez withdrew from the research, and with James now acting on Lillian’s behalf, the data was secretly skewed and the board shut down further testing. Dr. Hall was furious, thinking something deeper had gone on to disprove their research, but he had no proof. Plus, when Dr. Jimenez became a valuable member of their gene swap research, Dr. Hall was left on his own.

		James and Amber were doing pretty great too. She excelled at her new position in the lab, and James fell right into his new supervisory role. His new body gave him the confidence he needed, and he took pleasure in keeping everyone in the lab on track. Lillian—who still had Amber’s body—had tried breaking into the lab one night and was arrested. She currently was awaiting her trial. James felt a little bad for her at first, but he knew without a doubt that Lillian planned for the Transformer Project to be used for nefarious means.

		James turned his eyes toward Amber. He was pleased with how she was taking care of his body. After some months passed, he saw his gaunt face filling out, and his hair was always maintained. She hadn’t changed much, but she cared for his body just like she cared for him as a person. Over time they’d become even closer. And tonight, he found himself sitting in her newly rented home, a bit nervous as she finished their meal in her new kitchen. Her face glowed with happiness and confidence he hadn’t seen on her since high school. Even stuck in his rather average body, she glowed with total satisfaction.

		“You look good,” he said, startling her as his voice burst through the silence.

		She turned to him, pulling her apron off over her head. “You too,” she said. Her cheeks were flushed pink, and James was uncertain if it was from embarrassment or the heat of the stove. When she moved closer and he could see her eyes, he understood that it was neither—her body heated with desire. “I think about you a lot, Lillian.”

		James nodded, his chest tingling. They saw each other every day at the lab, but now, they’d started spending their evenings together too.

		He stood suddenly from his chair, the wooden legs screeching against the floor. Now his heart pounded, his nipples reflexively tightening beneath his blouse.

		“Do you think of me too?” she asked him.

		James looked around the room, hoping for an escape, yearning for her to go back to her cooking and forget she’d ever asked him how he felt. He’d loved her for so long, he didn’t know what this would do to their friendship.

		She moved to him, her eyes glowing with a fiery lust. He backpedaled, his leg bumping off the chair behind me. “Where are you going?” she asked. Her lip curled into a tempting smile, and he almost reached out to touch her face.

		“We shouldn’t.”

		Her eyebrow arched. “Says who?”

		“I—we—friends.”

		“Uh-huh,” she murmured. “Good friends. Best friends.”

		“You could have any guy—girl—anyone you wanted.”

		“But I want you.”

		She moved closer to him and his back pressed into the table. His breasts heaved as he panted out nervous breaths. Amber continued to move forward, her tall, lean body pinning him against the table.

		His pussy warmed, an intense desire lighting his body as she leaned over him, consuming his personal space.

		“I don’t—” he stammered. “I don’t even know what to do with these new parts.”

		Amber bit her lip, her desire churning in her chest. “I know how to pleasure a woman.”

		James swallowed heavily, picturing Amber’s naked body writhing in ecstasy with another woman. “But you’re not in your body.”

		“I know how to work this body too, James. I’m been practicing.”

		“You’ve umm, you’ve had sex in my body?”

		Amber shook her head, her short, brown hair tousling around her head. “I’ve been testing it out on my own. I think I know how to work it.” She gave James a sly smile and he could swear he felt his panties moisten.

		“It could be our little secret,” he said.

		“Hmm-hmm,” she said, pulling his body against hers.

		He melted into her arms as she held him against her. His body was stronger than he remembered, his lean muscles strong as she held him. He could feel her cock against his stomach, and as he pushed tighter against it, she moaned softly in his ear.

		“Bedroom?” he asked shyly.

		Amber grabbed his arms, pulling him quickly down the hall after her. He stumbled after her, bouncing into her back as she stopped before her bed.

		She turned to him. Her hand reached down, cupping the side of his face, bringing her lips slowly down to his. They were so soft and tender, that James melted into them as they pressed against him. She moaned into his mouth, her thick cock throbbing through her pants, pushing into his stomach. He suddenly wrapped his arms around her, pulling her tighter to him. Their bodies seemed to meld together, his full breasts pressing impossibly hard into her strong chest. He pulled at his shirt, ridiculously clumsy and horny like a teenage boy. He wanted her lips on his breasts, her tongue to dance across his nipples. Buttons popped on his shirt as he pulled it open, revealing the delicate pink lace bra he’d boughten.

		“Oh my god,” she moaned as she caught sight of his full breasts. They practically spilled from the soft fabric, begging to be licked and sucked. Amber hefted one into her hand, feeling its weight, bringing her face down to the soft place where his breasts met, to the place where she could bury her face into his delicious breasts. “They’re amazing,” she cooed. She ran her tongue across the soft skin. James squirmed beneath her soft touch, his body aching to be consumed by her. She roughly ripped his bra down, his breast popping free from its confines, the heavy flesh spilling out into the cool air of the room. She grabbed him with both hands, stroking his breast, teasing his nipple. James moaned as she lightly pinched his nipple, and she suddenly stood back, unbuckling her pants, and dropping them to the floor. She hurried from her boxers, fully exposing her erect cock to him. It stood out from her body, heavy and thick, the tip glistening with pre-cum.

		“Do you see what you do to me, James?”

		She gripped her thick cock in her hand, stroking it, flicking her finger over the moisture, and stroking it across the swollen head.

		“Show me,” she said. “Show me all of you.”

		When at first shy, now James could think of nothing more than having Amber consume his new, perfectly curvy body. He slipped out of his pants then pulled his bra free from his chest. He stood there in his panties, staring down lustfully at her cock as he stroked her.

		“Do you want me to pleasure your new pussy?”

		James nodded stupidly, sliding out of his lace panties and practically throwing himself onto the bed.

		He spread his legs out wide and Amber giggled as she climbed onto the bed after him.

		“So eager,” she purred.

		She moved over the top of him, tracing her hands up his thighs and pulling his legs closed around her shoulders. Her tongue reached out, delicately tickling the warm flesh of his moist pussy. He squirmed at her contact, the sensation both too intense and insanely welcoming. When he opened his eyes he realized she looked up at him from her position between his legs. “More please.”

		Amber’s lip curled in amusement and desire before she tipped her head down, burying her face in his warm pussy. Her tongue licked out, delicately flicking over his clit before her lips wrapped around it, sucking it into her mouth. She continued to pleasure him, his body writhing upon the bed. His pussy heated, and then his abdomen. His legs tingled, his toes even tingling with desire. He panted out a quick, heavy breath, the sensation quickly overtaking his body. He wanted to tell her to stop, but his body suddenly bucked from the bed, his hips pushing into her lips, and she pushed her lips tighter into him, licking against his swollen folds as he came wildly against her lips. He screamed out. His voice was wild and unhinged as his orgasm slammed from his body.

		His body tingled. His nipples twisted in an intense desire.

		Amber smiled up at him from between his long, curvaceous legs. She sat upright, her thick cock hanging heavily between her legs. She licked her lips, nervous about their pending connection. James gave her a slight nod, indicating that he was ready for her to enter him. She crawled up over the top of him, her cock tickling his pounding pussy as she lay her body over him.

		“Am I too heavy?” she asked him.

		James shook his head, wrapping his arms around her back and pulling her full weight down on top of him. She giggled softly as his heavy breasts pushed into her chest. The pressure of her overtop of him felt amazingly comforting.

		She slid her hand down in between them, grasping her throbbing cock in her hands and pushing the thick, swollen head between the folds of his pussy. A soft burst of air left his lips as her cock spread open his folds and slowly entered him. She was thick, her cock wide and pulsing. But her cock slipped easily inside of him as his pussy was already so wet with pleasure.

		“Okay?” she whispered against his neck.

		“Uh-huh,” he responded. And he opened his legs, allowing her to push even deeper inside of him.

		Slowly she began to stroke in and out of him, her long, muscular body gliding against his voluptuous, soft body. She moaned loudly as she pumped inside of him, her actions becoming faster and more erratic as her pleasure grew. James tipped his head back, focusing on the intense sensations of her cock completely filling his pussy. He moaned with pleasure, his arms spread out above his head, allowing her to completely consume his body. He tried to make the pleasure last, but the heat rose in his abdomen, swirling down into his legs, tingling his toes, and pounding an intense desire to cum on Amber’s cock. His hips bucked upward, and Amber groaned loudly, her own body trembling as she pushed deeper and deeper inside of him.

		“I’m going to—” her voice cut off, and she grunted out a feral desire.

		Her body jerked and James came wildly, his body thrashing beneath her as his orgasm overtook him. Amber pounded her cock inside him once again before her body twitched. Her voice sounded guttural and animalistic as she came deep inside of him. Her body continued to pulse, sending out thick rivers of her seed deep inside of him. She continued to fill him as her cock pulsed, her body finally collapsing down on top of him.

		Her body was slick with a hot heat, and James wrapped his arms around her body, holding her tight against him.

		“Fucking fantastic,” she whispered against his cheek.

		James moaned in satisfaction as he continued to hold her against him. He hadn’t wanted this life. He didn’t ask for this life, but damn if he wasn’t enjoying it.

		 

		###

		 

		Check out all Raven Renguard’s transformation AND transgender stories at: https://www.smashwords.com/profile/view/RavenRenguard
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