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		When two best friends witness a meteor crashing to Earth, and then the aftermath of government agents flooding their town, they know they’ll need to do something drastic to hide what they know. Watching through their bedroom window to the rich widow next door, they devise a plan, a plan that will change all of them, forever.
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		CHAPTER ONE

		Jason tipped his head back, eyeing his friend Jamie who sat on the bed behind him.

		“Who’s she fucking now?” Jamie asked him when he saw that Jason had taken his eyes away from the telescope for a moment.

		“I can’t tell,” Jason said. He leaned forward, trying to adjust the sight on his scope. They were supposed to be working on an assignment for astronomy class, but Jason couldn’t help it, the sexy widow across the street had caught his eye. There were some times, like late at night and she only had her thin curtain drawn, that he’d caught the outline of her undressing, and then he spent the rest of the night fantasizing about her. Her body was hot and tight for her age. It probably helped that her husband, Dr. Tingle, had been filthy rich, and sure Mrs. Tingle was probably nipped and tucked and enhanced in more ways than Jason realized, but he for one, didn’t care. After Dr. Tingle died—a man more than twenty years older than his wife—things had been quiet at the Tingle house for a few months. He suspected the widow wanted people to believe that she grieved her husband’s death, but now, she sought out all the things she’d been missing while married. Last week he’d noticed one of the neighbors down the street go to her house late at night. Jason had stayed up until after 2 AM, waiting for the man to leave. He knew Mrs. Tingle would always go to her ensuite bathroom and shower, and that’s when he’d catch the sight of her undressing.

		He knew he was a bit of a perv. Sure, he should have just turned his head the first time he’d noticed that he could easily see her silhouette at night, but he couldn’t help it. That woman made his cock tingle and he couldn’t look away. Even when he’d seen something that he shouldn’t, he still couldn’t stop.

		“Dude,” Jamie said from behind him. “I get that the MILF gives you a boner and all, but we’ve got to get this assignment in by Monday or Mr. Fitz is going to have our asses.”

		Without a word, Jason tipped his telescope up, before looking down at his notes, and adjusting his sights.

		“She does give me a boner,” he said after a few moments.

		Jamie laughed behind him. “Man, I don’t know if you want to fuck Mrs. Tingle more, or you want to be Mrs. Tingle more.”

		Jason turned to his friend, moving out of the way so that Jamie could sit in front of the telescope. At least he paid attention in class. Jason had no idea what he should be looking for. He was silent for a moment while Jamie looked between his notes and the eye of the telescope. “What do you think she’s like?” he finally asked.

		“Huh?” Jamie asked, his back still to him.

		“Mrs. Tingle. I mean, she’s rich as fuck, right? I bet she’s not all meek and mild in bed.”

		Jamie snorted, then turned to his friend after he found what he was looking for through the telescope. “If you spent less time dreaming about the slutty lady next door and more time paying attention to what’s going on here, you’d have found it on your own. It’s all right here in our notes.”

		“I can’t help it,” Jason said grumpily. “She parades those men in and out of her house with not a worry in the world.”

		Jamie shrugged. “Why should she worry? She could buy the houses of everyone on this street. I doubt she cares what a single one of your neighbors thinks.”

		“Yeah,” Jason said morosely. “I suppose you’re right.”

		“Jealous much?” his friend teased.

		“Fuck yeah, I’m jealous,” Jason grumbled. “She’s banging a new dude every night and is so rich she doesn’t need to care what a single person thinks about her. She can get away with anything. I’d take that life.”

		“You know she’s a bitch though, right? I mean, I haven’t talked to her personally, but I’ve heard your mom complain about her enough times to know.”

		Jason shrugged. “Yeah, I know. But still...” He stared out the window into the darkness beyond. Mrs. Tingle’s bathroom light was off, but he could see a sliver of glowing light beyond it. Jason couldn’t help but picture her with her sculpted thighs gripped in her manicured hands, her plump pussy getting railed by whoever had slunk in through her front door earlier.

		“Whoa!” Jamie exclaimed, interrupting Jason’s daydream with his startled gasp.

		Jason turned to him. He had his eye pressed tight to the eyepiece, his body craning forward off the bed.

		For a moment, he didn’t say anything, but when Jason poked him in his side, he turned to him. “I... I saw something.”

		Jason wrinkled his nose. “Like what? A shooting star?”

		“No, man. More than that. Way more than that!”

		He jammed his eye back against the eyepiece, scanning the sky. “I can still see the glowing,” he said. He flung back suddenly, squeezing his eyes shut. “Holy fuck,” he muttered, blinking his eyes and then opening them wide. “Something happened.”

		Jason stood, moving to the window and pressing his forehead against the glass. His mouth fell open in surprise. “The whole mountain is glowing.”

		Jamie grumbled behind him, still rubbing at his eyes. “Yeah, I told you. It’s like a fucking meteor from outer space.”

		Jason turned to his friend, wondering when his head would ever get out of the sky and join earth again. Meteor from outer space. Ha! Next, he’d be talking about little green men.

		Jason looked back out the window but the glowing seemed to have been erased from the mountain just as quickly as it had consumed it. Now there was only darkness beyond. Jamie’s image filled the glass next to him, his eyes watering as he stood, peering out into the night.

		“I swear, it had to be a meteor.

		Jason eyed Jamie skeptically, but decided to humor him because he certainly knew more about... well, everything, compared to Jason. “Should we go look for it?”

		Jamie shook his head. “It could be anywhere on that mountain.”

		“Ah, well, that was anticlimactic.” Jason plopped back down on the bed. “This is why I’d rather use the telescope on Mrs. Tingle. All this space shit is boring as, well, shit.”

		“It wouldn’t be boring if you spent as much time trying to get a view of Mrs. Tingle’s tits as you did on actually studying and discovering things.”

		“I’m sorry, man, Mrs. Tingle's tits are way more exciting than space. And more exciting than little green men if that’s what you were hoping to find out there.”

		“I seriously don’t know how we’ve stayed friends for this long.”

		Jason slugged Jamie in his arm. “It’s because I’m awesome, dude. And if you’d lighten up a bit, you’d see that. Now let’s forget about the Martians and space dust or whatever else it is that meteor brought, and let’s order us some food, I’m fucking starving.”

		“Fine,” Jamie grumbled. He rubbed at his eyes, still feeling the burning effects of the bright light of the meteor, or whatever had fallen from the sky. “Just get the pizza from Giorgios. I’m sick of that other crap you always order.” He turned his eyes back to the window. The only thing he saw was his own reflection in the glass. He tipped his eyes down, watching Jason as he placed the pizza order. Maybe if it hadn’t been reported in the news by tomorrow night, he’d talk him into going out and seeing if they could find it. Jamie’s eyes flitted over Jason’s face. He knew why they’d been friends all these years even though they were nothing alike in so many ways. Jason had taken Jamie under his wing in the second grade. He’d taken a chance on a new kid with no family. So many terrible things should have pulled their friendship apart, but they’d stuck together through it all. Jamie would do anything for Jason, no matter what.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER TWO

		Jason sat up with a start. The last slice of pizza he’d been eating slid down off his chest. He caught the plate before it overturned, setting it on the nightstand. His room was bathed in an odd, pinkish glow. He couldn’t remember much after they’d gotten their pizza last night.

		“Jamie?” he called out groggily. His friend didn’t answer.

		Jason stood, the sheets grappling with his ankles as he slid from the bed. As his eyes adjusted to the dim light of the room, he realized he didn’t see Jamie anywhere. Jason looked up, his heart pounding as he realized the ethereal glow came from beneath the bathroom door. “Jamie?” he called again, but his voice seemed to choke in his throat. He didn’t know why the odd glow bathed him in such fear, but as he neared the door, his hand reaching for the doorknob, his heart began pounding in his chest. His hand twisted the knob, the metal feeling warm and electric against his palm. He pressed the door inward. It swung slowly open, the hinges silent, masking its movement. Jamie stood at the vanity, his face pressed close to the mirror. His eyes were wide, his body unmoving. The pink glow seemed to swirl around the room like a cheap concert with dry ice and dim lights, but Jason couldn’t discover its source.

		“Jamie?” he called. With a robotic twitch of his head, Jamie’s eyes jerked toward him.

		“Holy fuck!” Jason clamored backward, slamming his hip into the doorframe as he tried to increase the distance between him and Jamie. Jamie’s eyes swirled with a dark pool of an inky substance. His pupils were unseen, only thin slits of the whites of his eyes remained. When Jason realized that Jamie wasn’t lunging toward him and trying to eat his brains, he paused in his panicked progression out of the door.

		“What’s wrong with me?” Jamie asked.

		“Do you—? Are you—?” Jason stumbled over his words, the constant swirling of Jamie’s eyes mixed with the odd glow of the room had his senses overloaded. Like he’d stepped into an episode of the Twilight Zone, Jason felt disoriented, stuck in a dream-like state. He took a big pinch of his flesh between his fingers and squeezed. “Ouch!” he hollered when it hurt.

		“Already tried that,” Jamie said morosely.

		He turned his head back toward the mirror, examining his eyes.

		“You—you can still see okay?”

		Jamie nodded, his eyes still locked on his reflection in the mirror. “I got up because they were still sore from last night. I expected to find them bloodshot. Or something. Not this.”

		“Yeah...” Jason said, unsure what other sentiment was appropriate. Jamie turned toward him and he took an involuntary step back. He planted his feet, willing himself not to flee from his friend. They could figure this out—together—just like they always did. “So, should I take you to a hospital?” Or an exorcist? he thought, but he kept that last part to himself.

		“I... don’t know,” Jamie said. “It doesn’t hurt now. It’s more like, I don’t know, a bit of pressure.”

		“Okay,” Jason said. “I guess that’s good.” He waved his hand back and forth. “And you see me okay?”

		“Yeah. Besides this pink, fuzziness, it doesn’t seem to be affecting my vision.”

		“Well,” Jason said, staring apprehensively at the pink fog, “It’s not just you who sees the pink.”

		“Ah,” Jamie said, “that’s good then. I think.” He eyed the odd swirling color behind him. “It has to be the meteor.”

		Jason blew out an annoyed breath. “I thought you were done with this little green men thing?”

		“Does it fucking look like I’m done with it?” Jamie snapped, pointing at his eyes.

		“Whoa, okay, dude. Sorry.”

		Jamie sighed. “Fuck me, man. I’m sorry. This is just... intense. Like what the fuck? I mean, what if I went to the hospital and they called like the army men from Area 51 and they took me away and locked me up in some secret underground bunker and then probed my ass and tested shit on me for the rest of my life?”

		Jason moved forward, placing his hand on Jamie’s arm to try and calm his frantic fury. He felt a sharp tingle in his palm where his skin connected with Jamie’s. He pulled back quickly. “You feel that?” he asked quietly.

		He connected with Jamie’s black swirling eyes but quickly turned from them. Something was in his friend. He could sense it. Jason couldn’t help it, he reached forward again. As his fingers neared his friend’s arm, a strange crackling entered his skin, and then, a thin black liquid slid from the surface of his arm. They stared down at the oil-like substance in horror as it reached for him. In stunned silence, Jason didn’t move as the liquid grappled for his finger. It was cool, soft, delicate as it reached his skin. The black swirl in Jamie’s eyes seemed to dissipate, the liquid draining down into his body and out through the area that Jason touched.

		“Uuuhhh-hhhh.” Jason’s voice vibrated as the liquid clung to his finger, keeping hold of it as he tried to pull away. He ripped his body side to side, trying desperately to loosen the clinging liquid. “Stop!” he screamed. “Make it stop!”

		Jamie stared down at the scene in silence. His body remained unmoving as he watched the inky liquid pull against his friend’s hand, the entity wrapping itself along his fingers and then dissipating beneath his skin.

		“It’s in me!” Jason screamed. “It’s in me!” He jerked his hand backward. This time he pulled from Jamie’s body. The movement of his pull sent him flailing backward against the doorframe. The impact burst the air from his lungs, and he gasped, desperate for a fresh breath. He pressed his hand to his chest, willing the pressure to dissipate and for his lungs to fill. The liquid continued to ride up his arm, seeming to fill his veins as it traveled. With a terrified gasp, he finally heaved in a fresh breath. His chest burned with the effort. The black liquid seemed to slither just beneath the surface of his skin. He gripped his arm as it slid upward, like a toxin invading his body.

		“Get it out!” he squealed, pawing desperately at his arm. Jamie grabbed onto his arm, desperate to help, yet the connection caused the rest of the unknown liquid to purge from his body and enter Jason’s. The liquid seemed to consume him, the blackness pooling over his skin like black tar. His body was obscured from view, the entity writhing over his skin, tickling against his orifices, seeking a way inside. “Jamie!” His voice gurgled as the thick mass found the quickest way to enter his body. The liquid slid down his throat, closing off his air before it fully entered him and he gasped in a breath. He stared down at his hands, his vision seeming to falter as he tried to focus. He saw hands but they were... decidedly not his own. He turned them over, the fuzzy pink haze of the bathroom seeming to obscure his vision even more. The sounds of the room stopped, his ears seeming to be plugged. On weakened legs, Jason pushed his body from the floor. And when Jason stood upright, his mouth fell open, and they both started screaming.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER THREE

		“Holy fucking shit!” Jamie screamed. Except he was no longer Jamie. He was, decidedly, Jason. He was looking at his own self.

		Jason hurried to the mirror, slamming his knees into the vanity as he pressed his face close to the glass.

		“I’m you,” he said. He turned to Jamie—Jason—his friend who now wore his skin. “Fuck,” he muttered. He gripped the sides of his head, surprised when he grabbed Jamie’s longer hair between his fingers. He whipped his hands away from his head, feeling odd that he was touching his friend’s body. “What happened?” The heat of fear crawled up his neck. He hurried from the bathroom and over to the window as Jamie followed him. Jason was thankful that he could barely capture his reflection in the glass. This was all too surreal.

		But as soon as he looked out the window he knew something was even more wrong than what was going on inside the house. Two large, black SUVs sat next to the curb at the far end of the street. Jason didn’t recognize them, and with their blacked-out windows, and the matching government suits that poured out from the doors, an even deeper fear sunk into his chest.

		“Holy shit,” Jamie muttered. He took a reflexive step back from the window. “The feds are here.” His eyes turned to Jason, hoping that somehow he’d tell him that he was wrong, that the group of official-looking people in matching suits was some sort of door-to-door salesmen group and not federal officials who showed up to pull their town apart.

		Jason’s eyes slid away from the group of officials and up to the mountain top in the distance. “Stupid fucking aliens,” he murmured.

		Now that the sun had risen, he could see the same soft pink glow that emanated from his bathroom now glowing atop the mountain where the meteor had landed.

		Jamie stepped forward, trying to get a better view of the activity below. Fear wrapped itself around his throat. He tried to swallow past the heavy lump he felt forming. Jamie didn’t want to think about what they would do if they saw what swirled in Jason’s eyes. “I thought you didn’t believe in aliens.”

		Jason’s eyes flickered up to Jamie’s face, but when he saw his own countenance staring back at him, he quickly averted his eyes.

		“I believe in whatever fell out of the sky last night. I also believe that you’re me and I’m you.” He peered closer to the window, trying to determine if the same inky blackness swirled in his eyes that had been in Jamie’s. He pulled his head back, deciding he didn’t want to know. Whatever it was, it was now inside of him. Something foreign. Something alien. “What do we do?” he asked. He turned to Jamie, his eyes slowly running up to his friend’s face—the face that had once been his.

		Jamie’s gaze was captured by the thick pink fog overtop of the mountains. He answered him but kept his eyes averted. “They already know. Whatever happened, whatever fell, they already know.”

		“They’ll lock us away, man. If they know what’s inside us—inside me—they’ll scoop us up and lock us up and we’ll never see the light of day again.” Jason’s eyes welled with moisture. He could feel himself nearing hysteria.

		Jamie finally turned away from the pink plume overtop the mountain. He reached his hand toward Jason’s arm but quickly stopped himself. He ran his hand down the front of his shirt as if making certain that none of the black inky matter reached out for him and clung to his hand. “I won’t let anyone take you,” he said, his eyes finally connecting with Jason’s. I’ll keep my mouth shut. I won’t say anything. You can’t say anything.”

		Jason shook his head wildly. “I won’t. I promise. I won’t say a word. You and me, man. We’re in this together. Just like always.” Jason’s hand twitched. He wanted to reach out for Jamie’s hand to seal their deal, but he was loathed to touch him—loathed to touch anyone.

		A heavy knock sounded on the front door and both boys felt their bodies twitch in fear. They took a reflexive step back from the window.

		“Can they see us from below?” Jamie asked nervously.

		Jason shook his head. “Only from Mrs. Tingle’s front porch. It’s how Mom knew I was spying. Her porch is high enough to see into my window.” He shook his head. “Fuck. So many things that seem so stupid all of a sudden.”

		The knock sounded again and both their eyes flickered to the bedroom door.

		“Do we pretend we’re not here?”

		Jason shook his head. “Let’s answer it. Otherwise, they’ll just be back.”

		“Dude. Fuck. No. I mean, your eyes. No!” Jamie’s hands trembled. Except it wasn’t Jamie’s hands, but Jason’s hands.

		“You’re me,” Jason said. His mind suddenly connected with this realization as he stared down at the hands that were usually his own. “Take my ID. You’re me. I’m you. Nobody will be looking for you.”

		Jason opened his mouth to apologize, he didn’t mean to be so callous, that no one cared where Jamie was, but what he said was true, and Jamie waved off his concern. Right now, it was in their favor. The body Jason was in, no one cared about. No one would ever look for him.

		“Shit,” Jamie grumbled as he grabbed Jason’s wallet off the bed stand and hurried to the front door. Jason moved toward the closed door, trying to listen silently as Jamie answered the front door. He couldn’t hear what they were saying, but even their voices sounded like Feds. Low and drone-like, their questions seemed endless. He hoped Jamie was keeping it together. He did not do well under pressure, especially with government agents. They made him nervous. It usually meant they were taking him away again. Taking him to another family that didn’t give a shit about him.

		Jason flung back against the side of the bed as the door opened next to him.

		“Fuck,” he said, grabbing his chest in relief when he realized it was just Jamie.

		“Sorry, man.”

		He reached down to help Jason off the floor, but as the inky blackness began to slip from Jason’s fingers, he quickly pulled back from him.

		“This is fucked up,” Jason said. He flopped backward onto the bed. The sound of sirens started in the distance. His heart thudded in his chest and a nervous tingle ran up his spine. He wouldn’t let them take him.

		“Are they gone?” he asked hopefully.

		“Doubt it,” Jamie said. He’d moved over to the window, watching as the men walked down the sidewalk and to the house across the street. “This is big. And this is going to be so, so bad.”

		Jason flung his legs over to the other side of the bed. He stayed below the line of sight. He didn’t want anyone to accidentally see him. He caught movement next door. Sitting up, but keeping himself below the line of the window, he watched as Mrs. Tingle entered her bathroom. He knew he should look away, they had more important things going on than Mrs. Tingle in her bathroom, but he couldn’t help it. Her long hair was pulled up into a messy bun, her body clad only in a short bathrobe. Jason watched as she turned the shower on.

		Jason turned to Jamie, seeing that he’d caught sight of her too. “I can’t touch anyone,” he grumbled.

		Jamie laughed. “Dude, Mrs. Tingle would never let you touch her. I’m not sure why you’re so worried about it now.”

		“Yeah, I know, but still. If I did touch her...” Jason’s voice trailed off.

		“No. No. No,” Jamie said. “Don’t even think about it!”

		Jason’s eyes flickered over to the panicked look on Jamie’s face before he turned his eyes back to Mrs. Tingle. He sat in silence as he watched her drop her bathrobe to the ground. He could only see the top half of her body, but that was enough. Her breasts were full and round, her nipples sticking out hard against her smooth skin. A billow of steam burst from the shower as she pulled open the curtain. She tentatively felt the temperature of the water before she stepped inside the shower and out of sight.

		“She doesn’t hate you,” Jason said.

		“Yeah, so, what’s that got to do with anything? I’m not even me anymore. You’re me!” Jamie bit his lip, trying to contain his rising terror. He wanted to tell Jason to give him back his body, to touch his skin so that the alien entity could crawl back into his body, but he didn’t think he wanted that to happen at all. He hated the way the ink swirled around the surface of his eyes like the being was teasing them, reminding them it was there.

		Jamie turned his head toward Jason, realizing he was still talking. “You wouldn’t even need to be involved. I could go over there, as you, and just... touch her.” Jamie raised his eyebrow at his friend. “Not like that. I mean, just like her arm. I could touch her arm, and then this thing, this thing inside of me should go to her. We’d be rid of it, right? It’d be her problem then.”

		“Umm... okay...” Jamie tried to ponder this, but the entire concept was overwhelming. They were about to decide who to give an alien entity to. It wasn’t like a common cold they were passing along; it was some sort of element from outer space. Jamie shook his head. “But then what? I mean, if the same thing happens to her that happened to us, then you’d be giving her my body, and you’d get her body and then I’d be stuck in yours?”

		Jason squeezed his eyes shut, trying desperately to make sense of things. Jamie was right though. He probably wouldn’t just be passing on the entity, he’d be passing on Jamie’s body. “This is so fucked up,” he said again.

		“So what do we do then? How do we get rid of the alien without getting rid of one of our bodies?”

		They both sat in silence, trying to mull over ideas. When the shower curtain in Mrs. Tingle’s bathroom fluttered, Jason perked up. He watched her with a smile on his face as she carefully patted the moisture from her body. When she sunk down from out of sight, he stood, trying to not lose sight of her. “We have to test it out,” he said when he realized that she’d stooped to pick up her robe and her naked skin was no longer exposed.

		“Test what?” Jamie asked, his voice shaky.

		Although he was now in Jason’s body, he still held on to all his old mannerisms. He was just as nervous and fluttery as he’d always been. It seemed as if the change had been strictly physical.

		“We need to test out this creature—this thing—that’s inside of me. We need to know if it will change bodies every time.”

		“Hosts,” Jamie said, his voice small.

		“What?” Jason asked, uncertain he’d heard him correctly.

		“Hosts,” Jamie confirmed. “We’re its host.” His eyes turned down to Jason, fear spreading his pupils wide. “It has to be like a parasite, right? Living inside of us.”

		A ripple of disgust rolled up Jason’s spine. It was one thing wearing his friend like a suit, but it was a whole other thing to have an alien being living inside of him. “What do you think it does? I mean, if we...” Jason swallowed heavily, trying to push the fear down inside. “If we’re the hosts, and they’re the parasite, then they’re inside of us for a reason.” He stopped, looking up to Jamie for the answer.

		“I... I don’t know.”

		“Then speculate,” Jason snapped. “You’re the smart one here. If it’s inside of me, why is it there?”

		Jamie ran his hand up through his hair. His eyes widened as he realized he was rubbing Jason’s face and Jason’s hair. He shook the sensation from his hand. “Okay,” he said, plopping down on the bed. “If it lives inside of us...” He shook out his hands, the nervous energy lighting through his body. “Well, it could be that it needs a host to survive on this planet. We have no idea where this thing came from. For all we know, it doesn’t breathe oxygen or... well, anything. Fuck man, we’re talking aliens here. I could speculate all day, but, fuck. I mean, so I’ve always wanted there to be little green men, but I meant actual little green men, or like the chill dude from E.T., not this. Not some amorphous blob thing that sucks into our bodies. Fuck.” Jamie burst to his feet. He stood, pressing his palms against the window. He turned his head. Mrs. Tingle stood at her kitchen window, giving him the finger, assuming he stood there, staring at her. He pressed his middle finger to the glass before flopping back down in the bed.

		“What the fuck dude? Who’d you just flip off in my body?”

		“Your slutty MILF,” Jamie grumbled. “She thought I was ogling her.”

		“Ah,” Jason said, not really bothered with that. Mrs. Tingle already hated his guts. She’d caught him perving on her plenty of times before. He wasn’t exactly good with subtlety. Plus, he’d had his eye on her since he was twelve, and he didn’t know shit back then.

		“Okay...” Jason said, trying to refocus his thoughts. “So do we agree that we need to get rid of this thing?”

		He turned to Jamie, trying to not look away when his own grey eyes stared back at him. He figured if Jamie could look at the black alien shit swirling in his eyes, he should be able to look into his own eyes. “I... yes. I don’t think it’s safe for us to keep this thing and see what happens. I mean, hell, it could kill us. It could get us locked up in a secure military facility and we’ll never see the light of day again.” Jamie blew out an unsteady breath. “Listen, the military already knows that something is going on. We can’t risk them finding out, and we can’t risk having something inside of us that we don’t know what it is.” Jamie swallowed heavily. “It’s gross just thinking about something swirling inside of you. It could be in there doing anything.” He shook his head wildly. “We need to do something now.”

		“Fuck, man, I just wanted to know if we were in agreement on getting rid of this thing. You didn’t need to go and freak me the fuck out even more!”

		“Sorry,” Jamie mumbled. “But shit is real, man. We’ve got a meteor from outer space. Some kind of black alien thing. Body swaps. And the fucking military police!”

		Jason reached for Jamie’s arm, only stopping when the black liquid started reaching from his hand to his friend’s arm. He pulled back slowly, captivated at the way the entity seemed to seek out another form. Jamie scurried away from him, unwilling to be recaptured by the entity. “Maybe we could give it to like an animal or something. I mean, I like dogs and shit, but what about giving it to a random dog?”

		“I’m pretty sure they’ll still lock up a dog, Jamie.”

		“Yeah, but I mean, it’s got to be better than this. It’s got to be better than them taking us away.”

		“Okay,” Jason said, willing to contemplate this option. “But what happens when I stand next to a dog. I mean, it may not want a dog host... But fuck!” he exclaimed. “It won’t even be a dog host. I mean, you’re talking that if things swapped like with you and me, then I’ll be a dog!” Jason burst to his feet. He paced his room, flexing his hands in anger and frustration. “How many other people do you think it got? I mean, what if this is some kind of alien takeover? What if this is some kind of Body Snatcher shit and I’m going to turn into... I don’t know. What happened in that movie?”

		He turned to Jamie, who stared morosely out the big glass window. When he finally spoke, his voice was soft and quiet, a sound that Jason wasn’t used to hearing his own voice make. “I think we need a human.”

		Jason sat in silence over his friend’s revelation. He wished Jamie could think of another way, but he was right. If they wanted to make sure that they were safe, and that the government didn’t come for them, they needed to pass the entity on to someone else.

		“This isn’t just going to be a body switch,” Jason said.

		“I know.” Jamie shook his head. “I know. It’ll be everything. We’ll be stealing someone’s life.”

		“Whose life do we want?” Jason asked him.

		Jamie turned his eyes up to him. “I’ve always wanted your life.” His cheeks flushed red at the admission.

		Jason turned his eyes from him, staring out the window and into Mrs. Tingle’s house next door. He’s had his eye on her for years. He coveted everything she had, even when she was married to the rich doctor. “You can have my life,” Jason said. His eyes remained forward, locked on the house next door, the fancy house with the fancy cars and the woman inside with the sexy body and expensive clothes and constant line of male suitors. The corner of his lip curled into a wicked smile. He wanted to be Mrs. Tingle. He wanted her body, and he wanted her life.

		“What?” Jamie asked from his position on the bed. He didn’t think he’d heard Jason right. Why would he give Jamie his body? His life?

		“You heard me,” Jason said, turning to him. “It’s yours. My body, my life, I want you to have it. I’ll make the switch. I’ll be the one to steal someone’s body. I know you; you’ll never forgive yourself.”

		A tear slid down Jamie’s cheek. He brushed it away, angry at the sadness welling up inside of him. Jason was too good to him. He didn’t deserve a friend like him. He had no one in this world. Jason was the only person in his life that had never willingly walked out of it. Heat warmed in Jamie’s chest. Sure Jason’s grades weren’t as good as his, but he could change that. He may even have enough time before graduation to turn things around and get into a good school. He knew Jason’s parents would pay for any college he chose. Parents... Tears slid down his cheeks. Jason’s parents would be his own. He wondered if someday, they’d ever tell them the truth.

		“Okay,” he said. He choked down the lump in his throat. “Okay. If we’re doing this, we need to do it fast.” Jamie pointed out the window and to the bustling street below. Black SUVs continued to drive the streets, men in uniform knocking on doors, questioning the occupants. Neighbors stood out on the sidewalks, staring up at the pink glow of the mountain beyond, streaming videos, and answering questions. Soon their town would be descended upon by onlookers, national reporters, and the like.

		Jason joined him at the window. “Shit,” he muttered. “We can’t go out there now.”

		“I hope it’ll calm down by dark.” He paused. “Unless they find something...” He looked into Jason’s eyes and the swirling black liquid over his lenses. Jason needed to remain unseen. They’d wait. They’d devise a plan, and then they’d steal Mrs. Tingle’s body.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER FOUR

		“I’m going fucking crazy, man.” Jason paced the room. Being stuck inside made him feel like a caged animal. There was always a good chance that he and Jamie would be spending their day inside anyway, binging movies or playing games or eating too much pizza, but just the fact that they had to remain unseen set him on edge.

		“You need to calm down,” Jamie said. “Getting yourself all worked up isn’t going to do anything for us.”

		“Arrgh,” Jason hollered. He flopped down on the bed, willing himself to stop moving. The black matter still swirled through his eyes. He didn’t feel sick or anything at least. “What’s going on now?” he asked Jamie, who scanned the street below.

		“Still busy,” his friend responded. “Most of the neighbors seem to have gone inside though. It’s getting too dark to see the fog above the mountain.”

		Jason grumbled. “At least it seems to have left the bathroom. I’m not sure what creeps me out more, pink ass foggy shit or...” He shook his head. He was desperately trying to ignore the sensation of the alien form swimming through his veins. He wondered if this is what it felt like to be pregnant. But pregnant with an alien. Having something else inside your body was something he was desperately trying to ignore. He flexed his fingers, hating the way Jamie’s thin body felt to him. It was too skinny and too light to feel comfortable. There were too many edges and too many hard parts. And then he thought about Mrs. Tingle’s body. He thought about all her curves and her full breasts. He knew he’d be giving up a good thirty years of his life, but he knew Jamie was right, they had no idea what the creature inside of him would do. Jamie hoped it wouldn’t try to kill its host, but for all they knew, it would take over his mind. And that swirling eye thing would be really hard to hide.

		“What about now?” Jason asked. He knew much time hadn’t passed, but he was anxious to get this over with. His skin crawled. He wasn’t who he was supposed to be. He didn’t want to be in this body anymore.

		“I don’t know. There’s a group of suits talking outside one of the SUVs.”

		“Does it look bad?”

		“I don’t think so. They look bored. Yup!” he exclaimed a moment later. “They’re leaving.”

		Jason let off a heavy breath. “Thank goodness. I feel like I’m ready to crawl out of my skin.”

		Jamie turned to him, his eyes sad.

		“Aww, come on, man. It’ll be alright.” Jason hated seeing his friend sad. Jamie had always gotten the shit end of everything, but Jason tried his hardest to make up for all the terrible crap going on in his life. Jason couldn’t help but think that his life would be exponentially better in his body. He knew his parents loved Jamie like he did, but changing into their own son, now Jamie would have everything he ever wanted. Sure, Jason wasn’t smart enough to get into a top-level school, but he knew Jamie would be, and his parents would make sure it happened. Jason hated to admit it, but just being in his body would knock Jamie up a few notches. Jason saw how he tested out his strength, how Jamie felt his new muscles when he thought Jason wasn’t watching. Jason’s lip curled into a smile. Giving his friend his body, his life, was the best way he could look after his friend. “Things will be better now,” Jason said to him. He stood, his eyes trailing out across the darkened yard and to Mrs. Tingle’s house. There weren’t any lights on where he could see, but he pictured her, sitting quietly in her living room, her legs curled up underneath her, a glass of wine sitting on the side table, anxiously awaiting her male visitor.

		Jason turned quickly. “I need to go. I need to do this now.”

		“Uhh-okay,” Jamie stammered. “You don’t want to wait a bit?”

		Jason shook his head wildly. “She’s alone now. But she probably won’t be much longer.”

		“Oh,” Jamie said, the thought sinking into his head. “Oh!” he exclaimed. “Oh, yeah, we don’t want that. Holy crap! Who knows what would happen if someone else touched you.”

		“Yeah, or if I caught her in the middle of fucking. I mean, some dude would be...” he trailed off. He didn’t need to say aloud that then some dude would be fucking Jamie’s body. From the look on his friend’s face, he understood the implication.

		“Go!” he said. “Go do it now.”

		Jason hurried from the room, down the stairs, and out into the street. When he reached the front of Mrs. Tingle’s house, he looked up at his bedroom window. Darkness surrounded Jamie, but he waved anyway, acknowledging that this would be the last time Jamie might see his old body. Jason stepped beneath the overhang of Mrs. Tingle’s porch. A single light was lit next to the door. Moths had found the glow, and they swirled above Jason’s head. He stood in silence a moment, his heart pounding so hard that he felt the pulsations in the veins of his neck. Three lives were about to be forever changed. He was about to steal someone’s body, someone’s life. The realization overwhelmed him, and he stood there, his finger outstretched to the doorbell, his arm frozen in the act. He didn’t want to die. He didn’t want to be taken, but...

		“Who the fuck are you?”

		Jason’s head jerked, startled that Mrs. Tingle had flung open the front door and he hadn’t noticed. She stood there before him, her hands on her hips, her breasts pressed out, daggers in her eyes.

		“I said—”

		Jason reached forward, his hand grasping around her delicate arm. She jerked back from him in shock, but he held her tight, Jamie’s bony hand stronger than it looked.

		“Let go of me!” she growled. She tried to shake Jason free from her, but he kept his hand locked on her. “What are you doing?”

		Jason stepped forward, forcing Mrs. Tingle to retreat a step back into her house. As soon as she was past the threshold, Jason kicked his foot backward, slamming the door behind them, and closing them off from any wandering eyes.

		“I know you.” Her voice was harsh and ugly, her vile nature apparent as she hissed her words out between her lips. “You’re the homeless boy that the Jamisons let come around. No wonder your parents didn’t want you. You’re a fucking deviant.” She jerked her hand again, but Jason gripped her even tighter, his fury over her words building inside of him.

		“Don’t talk about my friend like that,” Jason growled. He could feel the entity slithering through his veins. It had made itself at home, but he begged it to change hosts.

		Her eyes connected with Jason’s, his words confusing her. And then, her eyes widened in horror as she witnessed the black swirling ink flowing around his eyes, covering the whites in a demonic blackness.

		“No,” she choked out. She stumbled backward, almost tripping, except that Jason still held fast to her forearm. He felt the being slither up through his chest, felt the icy slickness of it as it started to make its way down his arm. “What are you?” She continued to try to pull away from him, but instead of retreating, she was backing herself into a corner. “It’s like they said. It’s like the people in suits said.”

		Her knees became weak, her body slithering down the wall. Her robe pulled up her thighs and wrapped around her waist as she collapsed before him. Her eyes were so wide with fear that she seemed frozen in her expression. Her breasts heaved as she panted in and out heavy breaths. And then, finally, Jason felt the entity reach his fingers. His eyes turned down to where he gripped her arm, and as his lips curled into a smile, Mrs. Tingle’s eyes trailed down to where their bodies connected. A soft, terrified mewl escaped her lips as she saw the black liquid slither free from Jason’s hand and wrap slowly around her arm.

		“No...” she whined as she felt the black form connect with her skin. “No...” Her eyes left the vision of the alien being crawling into her skin and she turned her eyes to Jason. “Please,” she begged. “Why are you doing this to me?”

		“I’m sorry.” Jason said the words, but he really didn’t mean it. “I need your body. It’s the only way.”

		“My body? My body! What are you doing? What’s happening? Please,” she begged. “I’ll do anything.”

		“That’s okay,” Jason said. His face was passive as he watched the liquid exit his body and enter hers. Already he felt the change within him. His flesh felt softer, his body plumper. “I think you’ve done enough already.”

		“But why?” she cried. She stared down in horror as her long thin fingers started changing into the knobby knuckled hand of Jamie’s body. She gripped herself between her legs, cupping her privates, her eyes widening as she felt the growth of a cock. “I...No! Stop. Stop it now!”

		Her body continued to change as the black liquid slid from Jason’s body and entered hers. Jason’s hand slid up to his chest, feeling the weight of beginning breasts budding from his chest.

		“Why me?” she sobbed again. “Why me? Is it my money? Is that what you want? Because I’ll give it to you. I’ll give you it all.”

		Jason shook his head. “I’m afraid it’s not your money, is it Mrs. Tingle?”

		“I... well, after my husband died...”

		Jason chuckled, his voice dark and malevolent as he felt released from the being inside of him. “Speaking of husbands. How is it that your poor husband passed on? Gosh, I mean, such a suspicious death, wasn’t it?”

		Mrs. Tingle’s eyes rose up to his face. She no longer looked like herself, but the fear in her eyes was unmistakable. “The police didn’t find anything.”

		“Aww, I know,” Jason said. He released his grip on her, her arm dropping down to her side. She was small, her frame harsh and bony. He kneeled before her. “I know everything,” he said. He reached forward, tipping her chin up so that she could not look away from his eyes, the eyes that were once hers. He felt the tingle of the alien being where he touched her skin, and he quickly moved his hand so that it would remain in her body.

		“How... how do you know?” she asked. Her voice trembled with Jamie’s deep, nervous voice.

		“Because,” Jason said, “I saw everything. I saw you kill him.” He shrugged nonchalantly as she cried, deep, rattling sobs as she buried her face in her new hands. “You know, no one would believe a nosy kid. So I kept it a secret. And I’ll continue to keep it a secret. I certainly wouldn’t want it getting out that I killed my husband. Because, you see, I’m you now. I have your body, your money, your home. I have it all. And now, you get what you deserve. You’re a homeless boy with nobody. Nobody, Mrs. Tingle, because at least Jamie, he wasn’t ugly on the inside.”

		Jason turned from her, his new, sculpted legs sashaying down the hall and to the front door. He’d give the old Mrs. Tingle five minutes to leave the house and then he’d call the police on an intruder. But for now, he’d watch the action from his old bedroom window, the window he knew that Jamie stood at, anxiously awaiting his return.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER FIVE

		 

		Jamie’s eyes widened in horror as Jason walked into the room.

		“Mrs.—Jason?” he questioned. His hand rose up to his new, muscular neck, his finger trembling. “Is it you?”

		Jason ran his hands down the front of the thin bathrobe that he wore. He hadn’t thought to grab anything else before he left the house. He loved the way his body curved. No more hard muscles, but instead, voluptuous curves adorned his new body. His heart felt strong, his muscles moving gracefully. He thought Mrs. Tingle probably spent a lot of time on a treadmill. It would be hard to get used to not lifting weights, but if he was going to maintain her body like she did, he figured whatever she was doing was the right thing, because he looked fucking fantastic.

		“Well,” he asked Jamie who hadn’t moved from his spot next to the window. “What do you think? Does it suit me?”

		“You’re...” Jamie swallowed heavily as his eyes slid down his friend’s new body.

		Jason’s eyes lit when he noticed that Jamie’s cock hardened as he looked over him. He guessed he hadn’t learned how to control his new body all the way yet either. He wondered if he’d be interested in helping him test out his new body. Jason certainly didn’t want to fumble through his first sexual encounter in Mrs. Tingle’s body.

		Jason opened his mouth to ask Jamie what he thought, but his friend had his eyes locked on something out the window. Jason moved to him, unsettled by the way his shoulders slumped. When Jason reached him, he caught the sparkle of moisture in his eyes as he watched his reflection. Jason’s eyes trailed out into the dark, seeking out what it was that saddened Jamie. There, in the single porch light of Mrs. Tingle’s house stood Jamie. Except they knew it wasn’t Jamie, but instead it was the old Mrs. Tingle. Except that didn’t seem to comfort Jamie any, for a tear trailed down his cheek as he watched his body walk nervously out into the street.

		Jason reached for his friend, pulling him against his chest, holding him as his body heaved with sobs. Jason just let him cry, but then as Mrs. Tingle disappeared from sight, he spoke softly into Jamie’s ear. “She’s gone. It’s okay. It wasn’t you out there. You’re not alone. She’s the one alone. You have a family now. A real family. You have me and my parents, and a brand-new life where no one will ever discard you again.”

		Jamie clung to him, so Jason just held fast. The moisture of Jamie’s tears wet his chest, and he couldn’t help that his nipples seemed to harden in response. The sensation felt practically overwhelming to him, such a simple act sending intense pleasure through his body. He wanted to make Jamie feel better. He’d do anything to see him happy.

		“Jamie,” he whispered. Jamie didn’t respond, but as he shifted his body, he felt his hardened cock against his thigh. He soothed his hand down Jamie’s back.

		“I don’t want things between us to change,” Jamie said softly.

		“Hey,” Jason said, trying to pull Jamie away from his chest. “Hey, come on.” He pulled Jamie back from him, but his friend dropped his eyes to the ground, unwilling to allow Jason to see him crying. Jason tipped Jamie’s head up to him, so he was forced to look in his eyes. “This won’t change anything between us. I mean, yeah things will be different, but things will only be better from here. I feel the same inside. I’m still me. And you still mean the world to me. That’s not going to change.”

		Jamie sighed, nodding his head but not really believing the words coming from Jason’s mouth. Now his best friend was not only filthy rich, but he was also the hot MILF next door. He could have anyone he wanted. Jamie was afraid he’d soon be forgotten.

		“Do you want to touch my tits? Will that make you feel better?” Jason lifted his heavy breasts, squeezing them in his hands. “Tits always make me feel better. What about a motorboat? Do you want to motorboat them?”

		Jamie laughed at Jason’s attempt at cheering him up, but then his eyes trailed down to the perfect set of breasts that he still held squeezed in his hands. He could feel his cock tingle. He never exactly understood why Jason had ogled Mrs. Tingle all these years, but with his friend standing so close to him in her body, his body reacted intensely to her.

		“I—” Jamie said, uncertainly. “I would maybe feel a little bit better if I touched them.”

		“Yes!” Jason exclaimed excitedly. He quickly pulled the top of his robe apart, exposing his full pert breast to Jamie.

		“Fuck,” his friend whispered.

		“Touch them,” Jason encouraged. When Jamie didn’t move, he reached for his friend’s hands, pulling them up and placing them gently atop his breast.

		Jamie’s eyes widened, and when he still didn’t move, Jason moved his hands for him, sliding them between the heavy cleavage, and then down their sides, showing him how heavy they were. “Wow,” Jamie said, admiring their weight. He slid Jamie’s hands back up, the tips of his thumbs grazing his nipples. Jason blew out a heavy breath, the sensation sending an intense ripple of desire through his body. Jamie’s eyes flew to his face as he heard Jason’s reaction to his touch. “Are they—are they really that sensitive?”

		Jamie bit his lip, suddenly nervous as he explored his friend’s new body.

		Jason nodded his head wildly. “It’s so intense,” he said. “Touch them again.”

		This time Jamie moved his hands on his own, his thumbs gently rubbing over Jason’s nipples. “Whoa,” Jason exclaimed as his new pussy lit with a hot tingle. “More,” he begged.

		He closed his eyes as Jamie massaged his breasts, slowly exploring their curves. Then suddenly, Jamie dropped his hands from him. “We shouldn’t be doing this,” he said. Jamie looked nervously around the bedroom, the room that he and Jason had spent so much time in with Jamie being Jamie, and Jason being Jason. But things were different now, very different.

		Jason shrugged, nonchalantly. “Then let’s go to my new house.”

		Jamie’s eyes widened, the realization of Jason now having a huge house all to himself suddenly hitting him. Jason could see the pulse pounding in his neck.

		He reached for his friend’s hand. He took his fingers delicately in his own, and Jamie allowed him to lead him from the room and to his front door. But when Jason moved to open the door, Jamie stopped him.

		“Wait,” he said. “We can’t be seen together. Not like this.”

		“What’s wrong?” Jason asked, turning to him.

		“How long do you think it will take for the neighbors to tell your parents that you’re sneaking into Mrs. Tingle’s house at night? You—me, I’ll be barred from ever seeing you.”

		“We can sneak.”

		“With all the neighbors on alert from all this alien shit? There’s no way.”

		“Okay, then we’ll stay here.”

		Jamie’s eyes trailed back up the stairs toward Jason’s room.

		He shook his head.

		“No,” he said. “Not here. I’ll never be able to think straight in that bedroom if we...” His cheeks flushed red and he pinched his lips closed between his teeth.

		“Then I’ll go first,” Jason said. “I’ll unlock her backdoor and you can come in that way. No one from the street will ever see you.”

		Jamie looked nervous.

		“I promise,” Jason said. “Believe me. I know. No one can see her backyard from the street except me, from my window.”

		Jamie didn’t exactly know what Jason was referring to, but from the sad look on his friend’s face, he didn’t ask. He knew something had happened, something he saw, but he never spoke of it directly.

		“Okay,” Jamie said. “I’ll wait ten minutes, then I’ll go to the back door.”

		Jason leaned forward, his new frame seeing eye to eye with Jamie. “Don’t chicken out.”

		Jamie’s cheeks flushed even brighter, but he shook his head. “I won’t.”

		Jason headed out the front door, walking casually across the street so as to not garner any more attention than someone already did when they walked through the dark streets in nothing but bare feet and a small bathrobe. He entered Mrs. Tingle’s house like he owned it, thankful at least that she hadn’t locked the door when she had scurried off through the dark. Jason hoped she’d get out of town as quickly as she could. He assumed someone like her kept a lot of cash and jewelry in a safe, and that she’d be okay, as long as she moved on from this town, and kept her eyes hidden. But he didn’t want to think about her and Jamie’s body, for that was their old lives, and things were completely different now. He shut the front door, locking it behind him and hurrying through the house and to the back door. He looked out at the soft glow of the backyard, his eyes trailing over to that certain chair on the pool deck that they had found Mr. Tingle dead on. Jason made a mental note for it to be the first thing he got rid of. He unlocked the back door, sliding the heavy glass open and allowing the cool air of the night to enter the house. It felt better inside already, less stuffy, less ominous.

		His heart thudded in his chest as he waited for Jamie to arrive. He felt nervous, like a virgin schoolgirl awaiting her first time. He padded silently away from the back door, his nerves firing so bright that he could barely contain the emotions rising within him. The marble floor was cool on his bare feet as he walked through her house, and headed for the stairs. Even though James had never been inside Mrs. Tingle’s house before, he knew which direction led to her bedroom. He flicked the light on in the hall, the vast house seeming to overwhelm his senses. His new, long nails tapped against the light switch as he felt inside the bedroom door, trying to turn the light on before he proceeded. He squinted against the bright glare of the overhead light, and quickly moved to the side table, switching on the smaller, bedside table before turning off the harsh overhead light. He looked nervously around the room. He could sense her here, her bleak energy, her gold-digging, husband-murdering energy. Jason knew the first thing he’d do would be to burn all her sheets. He hoped Jamie would have a bonfire with him in the backyard. They’d burn the old and start anew.

		“Hey,” said a small voice from behind him.

		Jamie stood in the doorway. His new, muscular hands were clasped before him. Jason could tell he’d taken the time to put on fresh clothes and freshen up. He could smell the soft scent of his cologne from where he stood. Jason was thankful that Mrs. Tingle had just bathed and done her hair and makeup. He knew he had a lot to learn to keep up the charade of him being a rich widow.

		He opened his arms and Jamie moved forward, entering his embrace and sliding his hands down his back. Jason felt Jamie’s cock swell against his thigh, and he turned his body, allowing his thick cock to press against the full mounds of his pussy. He slid his body against his friend’s bulge, enjoying the way it pounded against his sensitive lips. He could feel Jamie’s heart thudding against his breasts and he held his friend tighter, enjoying the way his strong body encompassed his own.

		“Can we turn out the lights?” Jamie murmured against his neck.

		“Don’t you want to see me?”

		“I’m too nervous,” Jamie admitted. “Please.”

		Jason reluctantly released him from his grasp and moved to turn off the small lamp. Darkness consumed the space, and it took a moment for his eyes to adjust well enough that he could make his way back to Jamie without bumping into anything.

		“Better?” he asked when he reached him.

		Jamie nodded his head, just the outline of his body visible to Jason in the soft light coming through the window.

		“Touch me,” Jason said to him. “I want you to touch all of me.”

		He undid the tie of his robe, allowing the fabric to drop down to the floor. He fumbled in the dark, seeking out Jamie’s hands, and bringing them to his body. He placed his hands on his waist, and Jamie gripped him, his fingers tightening onto his hips. Jason stepped forward, his naked breasts pressing against Jamie’s chest. Jason wanted to feel his skin against him, so he slid his hands up Jamie’s sides, pulling his shirt free from him and dropping it down onto the floor. He pressed his naked breasts against his chest, his warm skin seeming to meld into his own.

		Jamie’s hands slid up his back, his hands trembling across his naked skin.

		“Don’t be nervous,” Jason said.

		“I can’t help it. It’s—it’s you, but not you and...”

		“And we’re best friends?”

		“Uh-huh,” Jamie murmured against his neck. Jason had slid his hand down between them. His hand now cupped Jamie’s cock through his pants. He squeezed slightly, and Jamie seemed to melt down into his arms.

		Jamie’s cock was so hard it throbbed through his pants. When Jason squeezed him lightly again, a panted breath puffed out from Jamie’s lips.

		“You’re teasing me,” he grumbled.

		Jason giggled, his voice soft and light on his ears. Slowly he ran his hands up to Jamie’s waistband. Teasingly slow, he unbuttoned his pants and released his zipper. When he dropped his pants down to the floor, he stared down at Jamie’s thick bulge. He sucked his lips in between his teeth. He didn’t want to wait. He didn’t want to wait for one more second. All he wanted to do was to cum on Jamie’s cock—to feel it slip inside his new pussy and pound him until he screamed.

		“Please,” he said, looking up into Jamie’s eyes. “I want you so bad.” He didn’t know if he’d always been like this, that locked inside of him was this ravenous sexual appetite, or if a bit of the real Mrs. Tingle swirled within him. Either way, he wanted it now.

		Jason refused to use the bed, so instead, he climbed onto the bedside lounge, gripping the backrest and sticking his ass in the air. Jamie didn’t need any more instruction, and he rid himself of the rest of his clothes as he hurried to Jason. He wrapped his arm around his stomach, pulling him to him as he gripped his cock, seeking out Jason’s warm, wet center. As the swollen head of his cock tickled against his folds, Jason moaned, bending forward and allowing Jamie better access to his core. As his cock found his opening, he pressed into him, pulling at his waist, and seating him deep onto his cock. Jason felt his lips spread, his skin stretching to accommodate the thick phallus. He wanted to keep it deep inside of him, to hold it there, filling him, but then as Jamie slowly slid his cock out of him, Jason found himself desperate to feel it stroking inside of him.

		“Oh, God, Jamie,” he moaned. And as soon as the guttural, feminine voice left his lips, Jamie gripped his hips and began slamming his cock in and out of him. His hips slapped against his ass, the loud beat sounding out against the otherwise quiet room. Jason’s breasts swung wildly in front of him, their heavy weight swinging them wildly. He gripped onto his new breasts, squeezing them, molding them in his hands. A penetrating heat mixed with a swirling tingling seemed to take over his body. All his senses seemed to light at once as Jamie continued to slam him from behind. His pussy was slippery wet, his body so aroused he didn’t know how much longer he’d last. And then, a powerful orgasm slammed free from his body. A scream left his lips as he felt his pussy clench along the length of Jamie’s cock. The sensation rode out, his body unwilling to give it up. And then, as he panted out heavy breaths, Jamie gripped onto him even harder, slamming into him, his cock pounding wildly in and out of his soaking wet pussy.

		“Oh Jah—” Jamie stopped abruptly, his body paused, his mind unable to grasp how to proceed. His friend, his best friend was no longer Jason.

		But it was Jason who knew exactly what he wanted. “Call me Mrs. Tingle, he said, in his new sultry voice. I want to hear my name on your lips.”

		Jamie’s fingers dug into his hips. His voice was deep and sensual. “Mrs. Tingle,” Jamie said, the words soft, falling delicately from his lips. He slid his cock slowly inside him, pressing so impossibly deep that there was no longer any space between them. Jamie gyrated his hips against him and a soft moan left Jason’s lips.

		Jason reached back behind him, his long nails digging into Jamie’s hair, his fingers tugging at the roots. A gasp left Jamie’s lips, and he started to pound harder into Jason.

		“Ooh,” he gasped.

		“Say it,” Jason said. “Let me hear you.”

		Jason squeezed his muscles, his pussy clamping tight over Jamie’s cock as he stroked out of him. “Ooh,” he gasped. “Mrs. Tingle.”

		 

		Jason could feel his pussy drip with desire, his new, voluptuous body being desired—being taken—by his best friend. He gripped his nails into the top of the sofa, as Jamie slammed his cock in and out of him, his need for him seeming to overtake him. His breast swung even more wildly than before, Jamie seeming to lose all control as he pounded him relentlessly.

		“Touch me,” Jason begged. And then, when Jamie didn’t respond, he grabbed one of his hands, pulling it off his hip and sliding it down to his wet pussy. “Touch me,” he said again.

		Once Jamie’s fingers connected with his wet, swollen pussy, his mind seemed to come back into focus, for his fingers stroked gently at the soft skin, exploring. Jason gasped as he discovered the sensitive bud of his clit. He collapsed down onto the back of the sofa, bringing Jamie down on top of him. Jamie rocked his hips, driving his cock deeper into Jason’s core. As Jamie’s fingers tickled against his clit, he felt himself rise higher to another orgasmic release. Jamie grunted, his voice deep and low. He tried to delay his release, stroking slower, panting out heavy breaths. But then Jason grabbed his other hand, pressing it into his breast, pinching his fingers against his hard nipples. And when Jamie twisted against the hard bud, his other fingers still teasing his clit and his cock slamming into his pussy, Jason screamed out into the room, an orgasm rocking through his body, his pussy clamping impossibly tight onto Jamie’s cock. With one last grunt, Jamie’s body spasmed, his cock spewing out warm, salty cum deep inside Jason’s body. His body continued to spasm, his cock throbbing as he emptied his seed into Jason’s pussy.

		Jason’s arms could no longer hold him up, and as Jamie slid his cock from his body, Jason slid down onto the sofa, pulling Jamie down next to him. They lay in silence, Jason enjoying all the different sensations of his new body. Warm, thick cum slid out from between the mounds of his pussy, and the sensation comforted him. The sofa was so small that they were pressed impossibly tight. And then, through their mutual elation, Jason could sense the sadness pouring off Jamie. The heat from his body penetrated his own. Jason slid a manicured finger under his chin, tipping his eyes up to his own. Jason leaned forward, pressing his full lips to his. “Tell me,” he whispered. “What’s wrong?”

		Jamie wrapped his leg up and over Jason’s body, pulling him even closer to him. Their bodies pressed impossibly tight together, Jason’s head now pressed into Jamie’s chest. He could feel his heartbeat pounding in his chest.

		“Tell me,” Jason whispered against his chest. “You can tell me anything.”

		Jamie shook his head, but then he stilled. “I’m thinking about her,” he admitted. “I want you to be safe—us to be safe—but, what if what we did was wrong...”

		Jason squeezed Jamie in his arms. He knew he’d endlessly worry if what they did was wrong. Even with all the bad things in his life, he still wanted to do right.

		“She got what she deserved. She was a bad person, Jamie. Believe me.” Jason held Jamie so close against him that their bodies seemed to mesh into one. “You do believe me, right?”

		Jamie nodded his head.

		“I did it to protect you. To protect us. It’d do anything for you. You know that.”

		“I do,” Jamie said. He nuzzled his lips into Jason’s hair and kissed his head, his warm lips lingering against his scalp. Jason didn’t think it was possible, but he clung to Jamie even tighter than before. He wouldn’t let him go. He’d protect him always. No matter what.

		###

		Find all Raven Renguard’s transformation stories on her author page. FAVORITE and SUBSCRIBE to be updated every time there’s a new release. https://www.smashwords.com/profile/view/RavenRenguard
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