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		Introduction

		This collection contains three tales of people who have their bodies stolen and forced to watch as the thief lives their life. Sometimes for the better, most often for the worse. The stories are erotically charged and sexually explicit.

		All the stories in this collection are commissions from readers like you, but names and some details have been changed. Everyone who's story appears in a collection receives a free copy. If you're interested in commissioning a story, find the info at my website: www.bodyswapfiction.com

		 

		Enjoy!

		-M

		

	
		Cuck

		'That's the last of it,' says Ryan, tossing a flattened cardboard box onto the pile in the living room.

		Jennifer looks up from the corner where she's unpacking the pictures.

		'Except for these,' she says, motioning to the three boxes surrounding her.

		'Oh, well, yeah, except for those.'

		Jennifer smiles sadly and continues cutting the bubble wrap off another picture frame. This whole scene is sort of emblematic of our marriage, she thinks. It's not that Ryan's a bad guy, he's just...inattentive; off in his own little world sometimes. He'd been acting this way for a while. Jennifer shrugged it off at first but it nags at her, like a scratchy tag on the back of a shirt. Maybe it's her; maybe she's become predictable, boring. True, they still have good times together: vacations, nights out, and they were upwardly mobile. Hell, the living room of the apartment Jennifer is unpacking in is nearly bigger than the entire unit of their old place. But Jennifer worries that a fire has gone out, that Ryan doesn't see her anymore; that she's just part of the furniture, a ghost in he room.

		Jennifer can't help but feel a twinge of jealousy when her friend, Heidi, confides in her all the amazing places Harrison, her latest beau, has taken her. They seem to still be in the middle of a whirlwind romance full of great sex and sudden surprises. But then, Harrison is a hedge fund manager with his own private plane; Ryan is an accountant with a Honda. A brand new one, but still. It's safe, reliable. No surprises there. She loves Ryan, she does, but sometimes she wishes he was a little...spicier.

		As if he can read her mind, Ryan comes over and wraps his arms around her from behind. She starts to shrug him off.

		'No, I'm sweaty!' she laughs.

		He kisses his way across her back, his breath hot against the nape of her neck, and that wonderful, familiar ache burns between her legs. She sighs and pulls back her shoulder length brunette hair as Ryan nibbles her neck gently.

		'I like you sweaty,' he whispers, 'I can make you a lot sweatier.'

		As he takes her hand and leads her towards the mattress in the bedroom (the bed frame hasn't arrived yet) she realizes he can still surprise her.

		And yet, the thought still nags.

		 

		It's Monday and the dishwasher still hasn't arrived. Fortunately, Jennifer has already switched shifts at the hospital with Heidi this week so she's free to stay home and wait while Ryan goes back to work. He appears from the bedroom, dressed in a plain, white shirt and blue tie. He gives Jennifer a peck on the cheek before heading out the door. Jennifer takes her coffee out to the balcony, her thick thighs swishing beneath her terry-cloth white robe. She relaxes for a bit, stretching her legs out underneath the table and wiggling her toes as she soaks in the morning sun. She tucks her wavy, brown hair behind one ear as she gazes out from her new view. This is the view that sold the apartment for her: the one of the fat strip of ocean visible above and between the large houses on the hill. The real estate agent swore that on a quiet night you could hear the ocean and Jennifer imagines she can hear it now.

		The pleasant crash of waves lulling her to sleep is soon interrupted by a heavy knock at the door. Probably—hopefully—the guy installing the dishwasher. If she's lucky maybe he'll be in and out and she'll have the rest of the day to herself.

		She crosses to the front door and unbolts it. She looks up (and up) at the man at the door. He's a large mountain of a man with gorgeous ebony skin. His UC Irvine t-shirt is stretched tight across the contours of his broad chest and each arm is bigger than Ryan's thigh. He's got a friendly, handsome face with a hint of a smile that promises anything you desire. Jennifer pauses fractionally to take him in (and there's so much of him to take in) but recovers quickly.

		He's attractive, but in the end he's just the maintenance worker, and affairs with the hired help is mostly the stuff of erotic novels, Jennifer thinks.

		'Hi, ma'am,' he says in a bass voice that resonates deep within her, 'I'm Spencer, I've got your dishwasher here.'

		'Hi,' she says, polite but distant, 'Come on in.'

		He grips the box containing the dishwasher in his massive arms and easily carries it inside and sets in on the floor before grabbing his tools from the hallway and getting to work unpacking.

		'Nice place you've got here,' he says, looking around.

		'Thanks,' she replies, then adds a bit unnecessarily, 'We just moved in.'

		'I would have guessed with all the boxes,' he chuckles. Then: 'That's quite a view.'

		His eyes are focussed out on the balcony just behind her but there's something in his voice, or maybe it's a subtle look in his eyes, but Jennifer swears he's talking about her. Her robe is long and not particularly revealing, but nevertheless she folds it a little tighter over herself. He may be attractive but that doesn't mean he can walk into her apartment and hit on her. At the same time she's not quite sure that's what he's doing so she can't really tell him off.

		Jennifer sets her jaw and watches for a minute as he pulls out the dishwasher but feels useless. At any rate, she thinks perhaps she'd better change into something a little less comfortable. She heads to the bedroom and closes the door. As she's searching through her drawers to find some clothes she can hear his muffled voice from the other room. It sounds like he's talking on the phone.

		'Yeah...you'll like her...you know me, just my type...ok...see you soon.'

		Just as she grabs a pair of pants her whole body tingles, like when her foot's gone to sleep, only like everything has gone to sleep. Then, just as suddenly it's gone and she stands to put her pants on.

		Or at least she tries to; her body doesn't seem to be responding. She remains bent over the chest of drawers for a second as she tries to force her body to stand. When her body does finally stand Jennifer feels a strange sense of vertigo, like she's disconnected from her body. Against her will she finds herself staring down at her hands, opening and closing her fists and turning them around to examine them.

		'Holy shit, it worked,' she says. Only she didn't say it. It's like someone else is working her body, forcing the words out of her mouth.

		As if on cue she finds her body moving across the room to the bathroom, step by step as she tries to fight it but to no avail. Her body flicks on the light and stares into the mirror.

		'Oh, whoa!' she says as her fingers untie the sash on the robe and let it drop to the floor. Jennifer's naked body is reflected in the mirror as whoever is inside her makes her pose, turning her this way and that to get a good look at Jennifer's curvy form.

		'So you the new tenant, huh?' Her body says, still turning.

		What's happening? Jennifer cries.

		Her body leans over the sink, her pendulous breasts hanging beneath her as Jennifer stares into her own eyes and sees a stranger staring back.

		'I can hear you in there, you know,' her body says, 'I'm just borrowing your body for a bit. You got a lot of it, too! Bit of a tummy.' She says, as her hands grab a bit of her small paunch.

		'Nice tits, though,' her body adds, giving her tits a hard squeeze and causing Jennifer to cry out inside her own head in pain. It's maddening, she can feel her hands squeezing her breasts while her eyes stare down and watch them jiggle, but she can't stop herself.

		'And man,' Jennifer's body says, turning around and wiggling her little bubble butt, 'White girl's got an ass on her. Almost better than mine.'

		Her body slaps her own ass; the flesh jiggles wonderfully and Jennifer cries out again in shock and anger.

		What's going on? Jennifer cries out again, though only within her own head because her body remains out of her control.

		'I'm Shona, well, I guess I'm...' Jennifer can feel the body thief rifling through her thoughts, a slippery pulsing sensation until she finds what she wants. 'I'm Jennifer now, huh? My boyfriend out there likes the big-bootied white girls. And I'm going to give him one.'

		The body thief picks the robe off the floor and slips it back on, then adjusts the top so it falls open just so, revealing the beautiful slopes of Jennifer's breasts. Jennifer finds her body walking back out to the kitchen, where Spencer is finishing his adjustment of the washing machine. Jennifer's body sits on the kitchen island behind Spencer and crosses her legs. The marble is cold beneath her fat butt. The hem of her robe falls down to reveal her smooth, wide expanse of thigh.

		Spencer is oblivious to his audience as he continues adjusting the height of the dishwasher under the counter.

		'How's it going?' Jennifer hears her body ask.

		'I'm almost done I--' he cuts himself off as he turns, still kneeling, and looks up at Jennifer so close to him on the counter but he recovers quickly. 'Shona?'

		Jennifer's body nods, a grin spreading across her cute face.

		'That was quick, girl.'

		'And from here on, I thought we could take it slow,' Jennifer hears herself say, then her body shifts position, uncurling one leg and placing it on the counter so the hem of her robe spreads apart and Spencer finds himself looking directly up it. The coarse pubes surrounding her slit are visible to him and he grins. Jennifer fights hard, screams, the body thief has violated her mind and now wants to violate her body. But she doesn't stand a chance.

		Spencer stands, towering over Jennifer. He's huge and she's terrified. She wants to run, cry, but instead her hands reach out against her will and caress his chest. She feels the muscles rippling beneath his shirt, and then he leans down and kisses her. Their lips lock together and she can feel his raw power as his large hands slip under her robe and caress her thigh. His hot touch glides up and down her legs, then up her waist and he flicks the robe apart. Jennifer's body shrugs the robe off and it falls to the table, revealing her creamy breasts, naked for this stranger's amusement.

		Spencer takes one breast in each massive hand, they're double D's but they look small in his hands as his thick fingers gently squeeze and heft. For a large man he's surprisingly gentle and Jennifer finds her body warming to his touch and her mind follows as a pleasant lightness spreads through her body. The body thief glides Jennifer's hands over Spencer's face, pulling him towards her as she opens her mouth and sucks in his fat tongue. She pulls his shirt off and throws it to the floor then, still kissing, she reaches down and unzips his pants by touch. His massive erection springs out, straining against his briefs. Jennifer can feel her hand reach inside and she tries to stop it but is overpowered as her hand is forced to wrap around Spencer's solid cock. It feels so huge in her hand and as she pulls it out and looks down, she realizes it doesn't just feel huge, it is huge.

		The bulbous, black head peers out from between her grip and oh god Jennifer's scared but at the same time she's getting wet and she doesn't know if it's her or the woman in her body but she wants this man. She aches for this cock inside her.

		As if sensing this, Spencer pushes Jennifer gently back onto the counter and takes a thigh in each huge hand. He slowly pulls her legs apart and stares down in undisguised lust at her pussy. The velvety folds are already opening for him, dripping with desire and he savors the sight for a second before guiding the head of his cock against her slit. He's so huge and as he presses harder Jennifer feels the tremendous pressure build up, higher and higher and then she feels herself opening slowly and the head of his cock pushes inside her, inch by inch.

		Her body gasps, and Jennifer gasps inside. Spencer still spreads her legs wide and watches as he pushes his thick, black cock deep into her tight pussy. Jennifer feels fuller than she's ever felt before, his cock is so wide there's no way he can fit and still he pushes on and she feels like she's going to split, but the pressure and the intense fullness are satisfying her body's itch and she's hungry for more. Spencer pushes until his entire shaft disappears inside Jennifer's wet folds and she moans, 'Uhh,' as his groin comes to rest against hers. Jennifer is full to bursting, a painful pleasure and then Spencer begins withdrawing his cock and the emptiness is too much to bear, she wants it again, she needs it, and thankfully he provides. He glides in and out of her, filling her with his heat and she hears her body moan again and this time Jennifer moans inside her own head as he picks up his rhythm. 'Ahh,' back and forth he goes, faster and harder and his arms wrap around her fat ass and pull her close, impaling her on his massive cock and her breasts jiggle with each thrust and now she's yelling, 'Yes! Yes! Oh fuck me! Fuck me!' and he is, pounding deep and hard inside her and she aches and her body burns and then she cums, her body spasming as pleasure shoots through her, 'Oh yes! Yes!' Her cries echo through the room and with a last tremendous grunt Spencer slams into her and cums, shooting his seed deep inside her and she's impossibly full as he sinks inside and the hot cum fills her belly. Jennifer can feel each spurt as he empties himself into her traitorous body, hating herself for how much she loves it as she orgasms with him until every last drop is in her.

		And then, all too soon, he's done. They sit there for a second breathing heavily as he slowly grows soft—but not small, oh no, never small—inside her. Finally he pulls out, leaving a trail of his cum along the kitchen island. He gets dressed as Jennifer's body sits up.

		'What are you going to do now?' he asks her.

		'I don't know,' Jennifer's body responds, 'I kinda like this bitch's body. Maybe I'll keep her for a while.'

		'I got no problem with that,' he grins, reaching out to squeeze Jennifer's fat breasts again.

		Jennifer wails inside. She's ashamed and disgusted but her body is completely out of her control. All she can do is go along with it and hope this woman leaves eventually. But she dreads what will happen in the meantime.

		Jennifer's body walks Spencer to the door with a slight limp, still sore from the pounding she took and kisses him goodbye. Then she closes and locks the door.

		'Oh my god,' her body says, 'You needed that.'

		A few drops of Spencer's cum trickle down her thighs and Jennifer vibrates with disgust inside. She feels the body thief snaking through her thoughts, picking up everything. Then her hand moves down between her legs and she wipes the cum onto her fingers then brings them to her mouth and sucks the salty juices off her finger. Jennifer's own body shakes in laughter as Jennifer' mind spins with nausea.

		'You better get used to that taste, girl, 'cause you gonna get a lot more of it. Oh, yes.'

		Jennifer feels the body thief snaking through her mind again, searching her memories and soon her body moves to the cupboard where she grabs a glass and fills it with water, then walks around the room admiring the place.

		'Whoa, shit, look at that view! You must be loaded.' Jennifer's body says.

		You've had your fun, now give me my body back.

		'Oh, no. I'm not done yet. Let's check out your wardrobe.'

		Jennifer's body goes into the bedroom and flings open the closet. She flips through the clothes, throwing them onto the floor and muttering.

		'Boring. Boring. Boring. Boring. If I'mma stay in this body, I'mma need a new wardrobe.'

		Jennifer pulls on a pair of tight pants and a blouse that she always thought was too small and put her boobs on full display but kept nonetheless. Now her body thief thinks it's just right and squeezes into it. Then she heads to the mirror and Jennifer can do nothing but watch as her body slathers on thick, red lipstick, dark eyeliner and makeup that makes her look like a whore.

		No, you can't go out like that. What if I run into someone I know?

		'Girl, don't you get it, yet? It don't matter because I ain't giving this body back. I got a banging apartment, a man who brings home the money, and now a lover with a thick cock. Plus, I got all your nurse skills and shit. So you better stop fucking complaining and just enjoy it.'

		She smiles, a shark smile revealing her gleaming white teeth. 'We gonna have some fun.'

		 

		It's not until early evening that Jennifer returns to her apartment toting an armload of shopping bags from all manner of clothing stores. The body thief has squeezed her into a tiny purple skirt that barely covers her ass and a crop top from Juicy Couture that hugs her large breasts and leaves her stomach bare. Jennifer had always been ashamed of her slight pouchy tummy (though perfectly normal) and was mortified to walk around the shopping centre all day with her body on full display as men leered at her and the body thief welcomed their lusty attention. She shamelessly flirted with everyone and got a few phone numbers, even going so far as to show off her tits to a teenage cashier in order to get a discount. The body thief revelled in showing off Jennifer's body and Jennifer was forced to watch and feel everything.

		As she drops the bags onto the floor Ryan comes out of the bedroom.

		'Hi—oh,' he stops as he takes in her outfit and all the bags. 'Doing some shopping?'

		Jennifer feels the body thief slither through her thoughts again, picking up her feelings of boredom towards Ryan and she agrees: he does look boring.

		'Yeah, just a few new things for our new apartment.'

		Ryan goes to give her a kiss and she offers him her cheek, not wanting to kiss his lips. It seems she'll flirt shamelessly and show off her body to everyone but her husband. Inside, Jennifer shouts in vain: Ryan! It's not me! It's not me!

		'I thought you were working tonight.'

		'Oh, yeah, I switched shifts.'

		That part at least was true. It seems the woman who'd stolen her body hadn't yet decided what she wanted to do. Sometimes she seems serious about taking over Jennifer's life as it was, using the skills she's stolen from ransacking Jennifer's mind. Other times the body thief seems to just want to have a sugar daddy. Two sugar daddies, actually. Jennifer gets the feeling that the actual body thief has never been to college, and may have never graduated high school. She catches glimpses of dead end jobs and deadbeat boyfriends from the mind that shares her body. Yet now, here this thief is, years of knowledge and experience now hers for the taking. None of the work and all of the reward. It isn't right! It isn't fair! But Jennifer can do nothing but rage inside the prison that is her body, forced to move with someone else's thoughts, to speak with someone else's words.

		Even more grating to Jennifer, that night, though the body thief has no problem flirting and acting slutty with strangers in public, she's a downright prude around Ryan. Oh, she still wears the cut off shorts, the tiny tops and the see-through dresses, but she keeps her distance from Ryan. She acts cold and aloof as Jennifer cries inside her own head.

		Please, Ryan! It's not me!

		For dinner the body thief goes down to the hamburger joint at the corner and brings back a massive burger and fries, along with a large soft drink. Jennifer's body digs into the hamburger, eating every crumb, continuing well past the point her stomach is full and then licking her fingers. Jennifer feels bloated and gross, full of sugar and fat. The body thief doesn't seem to care about her figure; she treats Jennifer's body with disdain, thinking about her own immediate pleasure.

		Jennifer can see Ryan trying to puzzle out why she's acting so different. He tries several times to caress her but the thief pushes him away as she focuses on her shitty reality tv shows. Jennifer weeps inside her own head as her body brays in laughter at the most inane things, clearly having the time of her life and drowning out Jennifer's pleas by upping the volume on the tv. Ryan eventually goes to bed, trying to get one last kiss before he does but Jennifer's body waves him off.

		The next day is agony for Jennifer as her body shuns Ryan as he dresses and leaves for work. The instant the door shuts Jennifer finds herself moving to her cell phone and calling Spencer.

		'Hey, baby,' her voice says when Spencer answer, 'The husband's gone. Get on over here.'

		Her body strips down to a bra and panties and she jumps into Spencer's arms as soon as she opens the door, wrapping her thick legs around his powerful body and kissing him with a passion she hid from Ryan. He grabs her butt and kisses back, his breath hot in her mouth as they stand like this in the hallway for a few seconds before Spencer carries her in and closes the door.

		'Oh, baby,' she hears her voice say between kisses, 'I missed you.'

		Then she's kneeling on the floor in front of Spencer and unbuttoning his pants. Her fingers unzipping and then reaching in to grab his meaty manhood, so thick in her hands even when only half erect. Her body pulls it out and stares at the bulbous black head and the thick shaft. Jennifer can feel herself practically vibrating with desire and she's powerless to stop it. She doesn't want to do this, doesn't want this stranger in her mouth but she has no choice. The woman in her body forces her lips open as she swallows the engorging cock. Jennifer tastes Ryan on her tongue and then down her throat. She can feel his half erection growing bigger and bigger in her mouth. She has to open up so wide for him it's nearly painful. With two hands she works his massive shaft as she takes the head and as much of him as she can in her mouth. Her head bobs back and forth making occasional choking noises as the cock hits the back of her throat. Her eyes are focused on the thick, black shaft disappearing into her mouth and reappearing slick with her own saliva. Her body moves faster and faster, Jennifer dreading what's coming as her body hungrily devours Spencer's dick, moving up and down faster and faster, her mouth sore from opening so wide, and then she feels the cock tremble inside her and he shoots his load down her throat. The salty load fills her mouth and she chokes, pulling the cock from between her lips and letting it spurt onto her pretty face. His cum blasts onto her eyes and her nose, drips down her chin onto her fat breasts as the body thief opens her mouth wide and smiles, still gripping Spencer's dark cock in her hand as she aims his seed onto her face. A seemingly never-ending jet of cum blasts onto her face and trickles down her body until at last he's empty and she's covered in him.

		Her body feels for her phone on the counter, her vision blurred by the cum. Her grasping fingers find it and flick open the camera where she takes some pictures of Jennifer's cum stained face and body, laughing evilly.

		'Oh, shit, girl. You nasty!' Her voice says and Jennifer quakes with anger in her own mind.

		That night Jennifer is forced to watch as the body thief makes her body upload the pictures to the web, where it quickly garners hundreds of views. The body thief reads each comment gleefully out loud in Jennifer's voice and laughs. Jennifer cringes as she hears her own voice detail the awful things people want to do to her pretty face.

		 

		The rest of the week continues much the same; while the nights are cold, the days are anything but. After a week, Spencer's had his way with her in every room in the house. She's tasted him as he's spurted down her throat, his thick, black cock has practically split her open again and again and the worst part is, she kind of likes it. She gets so deliriously horny just thinking about him that by the time he wraps his strong hands around her waist she's nearly orgasmic. The first orgasm hits when he finally thrusts his cock inside, pulling her bubble butt against his groin as he thrusts, and the last orgasm comes as he fills her with his seed.

		Meanwhile Jennifer's real life seems to be crumbling. She loses her job and spends most of her days at the hair and nail salon or out shopping. And the sales people don't say anything when a thirty-four year old woman buys $500 worth of clothes that would make a 19 year old blush, squeezing her large tits into tops that are too small, or too transparent while wearing $300 sunglasses and sucking on a slurpee. Jennifer is tired of fighting and has given up hope of ever having her body back, and she wishes more than anything she could be with Ryan again. But that seems hopeless; they're drifting apart faster than ever.

		On this particular day, a week and a half after her body was first stolen, Jennifer is on the couch in the living room, once again riding Spencer. She's facing the room so he can watch her ass bounce on his cock. Jennifer's ass is fat and getting fatter with her new diet of eating whatever and whenever. Ryan likes it and has more than once complimented her growing body. Every now and then he gives it a smack and Jennifer moans as he watches her butt jiggle. She's so full of him and she's even got two of her fingers on her clit, massaging herself as she takes him all in, her fat breasts bounce up and down. The pleasure's so overwhelming she doesn't notice Ryan has come home until he's standing in front of her.

		'Ryan!' she gasps. While the body thief has no interest in him, she does have an interest in his money.

		Oh, god! Ryan! Help! Jennifer shouts as loud as she can but not a muscle moves on her traitorous body. She's lost everything else and now she's about to lose Ryan.

		'This explains a lot,' Ryan says, quietly.

		Now Spencer's quiet and still, maybe hoping Ryan doesn't notice the 250 pound naked, muscular black man sitting underneath Jennifer with his cock still inside her.

		'Ryan, I don't--' Jennifer's body begins.

		'Shut up,' Ryan says.

		There's a pause.

		Now he's going to walk out the door and the last of my life will be gone, thinks Jennifer.

		Instead, Ryan takes off his jacket and loosens his tie as the two lovers stare at him. Ryan sits down in the easy chair and looks at his wife. There's something in his eyes, something different, something...hungry.

		'Keep going,' he orders.

		There's another pause.

		'Keep fucking my wife,' he orders, 'Make her scream.'

		Jennifer's body raises her hands to her tits and squeezes them as she rocks back and forth slowly on Spencer's dick, grinding into him as he slowly grows hard again inside her, filling every inch of her sopping pussy with his heat until she's deliciously full. He grabs her butt and slowly moves her back and forth again, grunting occasionally, his deep bass voice rumbling through Jennifer's body. Jennifer's eyes are fixed on Ryan at first but as the electric pleasure grows within her body she concentrates on herself. Her fingers return to her velvety folds, prodding and rubbing until the spark of orgasm courses through her body and she moans. Ahh, Jennifer moans despite herself. I'm sorry, Ryan. I'm so, so –Oh oh! Her thoughts are interrupted by another orgasm, bigger this time and she rocks on the hardness inside her and she's so full, Spencer's so powerful and he's deep inside her and all she can think is she needs more, more and the painful-pleasure of his massive manhood rips through her and she cries out for the third time and then she feels him shooting his load inside her. 'Oh, yes! Yes! Fuck me hard!' Ryan grabs her hips in his strong hands and pushes her down on himself as he spasms inside, the cum filling her belly and her piercing cries fill the room until she's full and he's empty.

		Jennifer looks over at Ryan. He's staring intently at the both of them and Jennifer can see his erection.

		My god, he likes this, Jennifer thinks.

		'Good. Now--' he points to Spencer, 'You get out of here. You--' he points to Jennifer, '-stay.

		Jennifer stands, feeling the emptiness return as Spencer slides out of her. Spencer gets dressed and makes a hasty exit as Jennifer and Ryan stare at each other, Spencer's cum dripping down Jennifer's leg. It seems the body thief understands before either of them, because she smiles and sits back, then spreads her legs wide and Ryan stares hungrily at her swollen pussy, still dripping with the black stranger's cum. And Jennifer is still so horny, too horny for just one cock.

		Ryan crosses the room and puts a hand on each thigh. He forces them apart, roughly and kneels between her legs. Then he takes long slow licks of Jennifer's folds, his tongue presses wide against Jennifer's still swollen clit and a spark of pleasure shoots through her. She sighs and leans her head back as Ryan works his tongue deeper and faster into her. He sucks her clit into his mouth and Jennifer's hands fly to her mouth as she cries out. It hurts so good. Ryan's tongue and teeth are working now as he nibbles and sucks, slurping up the stranger's cum from his wife, humiliated and so turned on as he tastes their Paulk, mingled essence on his tongue.

		And then Ryan's pants are off and he's entering her. He's nowhere near as big as Spencer but Jennifer's body is so full of erotic energy that it's just what she needs. His body presses against her and he bites her nipples and she cries out again and then he thrusts, deeper and deeper, slamming hard into her with his rage and frustration, pounding her as hard as she can and it's amazing and Jennifer cums again, her body spasming with electricity as the world floats away and it's just Ryan and her, their bodies as one and then Ryan cums and Jennifer is hit with a world shattering orgasm. She screams 'Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Oh, Yeeesss!' as Ryan pounds her, spurting more seed into her belly, fucking her as hard as he can and biting her nipple until he's empty and every bit of his cum is inside her. Only then does Jennifer begin the long float down to earth, shattered every now and then as her body spasms in post-coital glory.

		It's a surprisingly happy arrangement. Jennifer hangs out with Spencer in the morning, sometimes screwing, sometimes not. Then in the evening they meet in Ryan's apartment where Ryan watches Spencer fuck his wife, or shoot his load over her face, or just eat her out as she cries out Spencer's name. Then Spencer leaves and Ryan steps in and he and Jennifer have the best sex of their lives, and they become closer than ever. The body thief thinks about going back into nursing, but before she does, she gets pregnant. Jennifer's body continues filling out and her massive breasts grow even larger and her butt hangs out of the baby-doll shorts the body thief still insists on wearing.

		The baby's physical appearance is left as a surprise to everyone, but their life does turn out nice. The price, of course, is Jennifer is trapped as a prisoner in her own body, forced to watch as the body thief lives a new life, forever.

		 

		###

		

	
		Teaser

		The smell of stale food and old beer hit my nose as soon as I stepped into Shawn's apartment. The curtains were drawn and Shawn himself lay on the couch in the living room, dirty and unshaven, staring blankly at the TV. The whole scene was like something out of an ad for anti-depressants.

		Shawn looked up at me with big, puppy dog eyes.

		'She's not even answering her phone,' he said, mournfully.

		I moved the empty pizza box from off of the easy chair next to him and sat down.

		'Shawn, man. I mean...man.' I'd never been great at feelings and seeing my best friend devastated over a woman put me at a loss for words.

		'She fucking played me. I helped her with all that work and I thought she was into me and now she won't even pick up her phone...' He trailed off.

		Shawn had been helping a girl, Fiona, get into med school for the past several months. He'd studied with her, done projects with her and become something of a mentor to her. He hadn't expected anything in return but she'd lead him on, making him believe she was into him until she got what she wanted and then she ghosted him. I had an idea what he was going through because she tried the same thing on me. Fiona was very flirty, always stopping just on the edge of an intimate relationship, then asking for a favor. One favor became many, always with her promise of seduction. But she always pulled back when the favor was done, then the cycle would start again. Finally, I'd had enough; I told her either we're serious or we're not.

		Ok, it didn't quite go like that. I tried several diplomatic conversations, but diplomacy's not my strong suite. I'd rather get inside someone's head and change their mind. Literally. I am a bodyhopper, after all. Anyway, I eventually told her to put out or get out, so she got out and latched onto Shawn. She broke his heart and disappeared without even a goodbye.

		I shook my head. 'She's a tease, Shawn. She got what she wanted, and I know it sucks, but, man, fuck her. You can't let her ruin your life, you know?'

		Shawn sighed heavily and rolled over on his side to face the wall, 'If she'd just call me and tell me...anything would be better than just leaving me hanging...'

		I hated to see my friend like this. Someone needed to show Fiona what she'd done. Someone needed to teach her a lesson and make things right with Shawn. Someone needed to hop Fiona and make her see just how it felt to be powerless.

		And I was just the bodyhopper for the job.

		 

		Back when Fiona was latched onto me like a vampire squid she often spent her Tuesday and Thursday afternoons in a yoga class at the university gym. I made my way down there the following day and looked in through the big windows that separated the yoga classroom from the free weights. Sure enough, there was Fiona in the middle row. I watched surreptitiously from the corner of the room dressed in my workout gear.

		Her long, blonde hair was pulled back and tied up in a bun, the loose strands held out of the way under a thick, black headband. She wore a tight, black crop top that showed off her abs and a pair of black, skintight yoga pants that clung to her legs. Her cute face—the enticing features that could switch from angel to bitch in an instant—hung slack as she made herself relax into the poses. She was so pretty, so put together even when sweating it out in a yoga class. I loved watching the sinewy muscles of her powerful arms Paulce and flex through each movement. I was getting excited imagining the moment I would hop her and all those things would be mine.

		I hung back while the class ended and all the students filtered out. I needed to get her alone and there was a perfect blind spot just around the corner of the bathroom hallway. People were always nearly colliding while coming in and out. I just had to get there with her. When she was on her way out of the room I made my move, pretending to be heading towards a row of exercise machines in the corner and “accidentally” bumping into her.

		'Oh, sorry, I-- Fiona?' I asked, perfectly astonished at the notion that I would find a girl at her regular workout time and place. Give me an Emmy.

		'Oh, hey, Tom,' she smiled politely but guardedly, as if gauging to see how much I knew.

		'It's been awhile. How've you been?'

		'Oh, you know, good.' She smoothed an eyebrow with one perfectly manicured finger.

		'I hear you got into med school at State. Congratulations.'

		'Thanks. Thanks. How are you? You're looking good, when did you start working out?' She said, sliding a hand over one of my biceps and squeezing gently.

		Just today when I wanted to hop your body, you fucking tease, I thought.

		'Just recently.'

		'I should probably leave you to it. I'll see you around.'

		Not if I do this right, you won't.

		She headed towards the changing rooms and I followed, pretending to be scouting out the equipment but in actuality scouting out the room for anyone who looked like they were heading this way. The coast was clear. As soon as Fiona rounded the corner I ducked behind her, saw no one coming, and hopped.

		The world disappeared as my body evaporated, sinking into Fiona. Then just as quickly, everything reappeared, except that I was a few inches shorter and no longer looking at the back of Fiona's tight ass. I was in her body wiggling that tight ass. I relished her fear and confusion as she suddenly found herself trapped in a body she could no longer control, a body that seemingly moved of its own accord. Then I put her conscious mind to sleep so I could enjoy her body alone.

		I entered the women's changing room and, using her memories, unlocked her locker. I snaked the black top off over my head and let my new tits hang free. Whatever body I was in it always felt so good to free my breasts. Fiona's breasts were B cups, smooth and firm. I played with them for a few seconds, squeezing and massaging. Then I threw the top into the locker and rolled down my pants and slipped out of my panties, getting the occasional whiff of the Paulk smell of my sweaty new body. I took the band out of my hair and undid the bun to let the dark golden waves fall down my shoulders to my waist. I picked up Fiona's toiletries bag and towel and walked naked to the shower. There were a few other women in the locker room but they barely glanced at me. I was that woman, the one who walked around naked in the locker room, but I was planning on doing one better. I hopped Fiona to embarrass and humiliate her, and I was going to have my fun while doing it.

		I entered a shower stall and left the door open. Then I adjusted the water and stepped in. I tilted my head back and let the water roll down my small curves. I poured some of her lavender scented soap onto her delicate fingers and soaped up my body. I ran my hands all around Fiona, just like I'd always wanted to when she was teasing me, just like Shawn wanted to do. I felt every inch of her smooth form from her long neck down her perky breasts, over her smooth stomach and down her long legs. I took my time, enjoying the feel of Fiona's body from the inside. I soaped each arm in turn, twisting and turning to admire the rippling muscles. My body grew warm, a pleasant tingling began emanating from between my legs.

		I ducked back into the water and rinsed the soap off, running my hands over my breasts, grasping and squeezing her tiny breasts until the nipples stood out. She felt so good—I felt so good. I sighed lightly as one hand wound its way down my stomach to between my legs, tickling and teasing my tender inner thigh, slipping my fingers back and forth over the slim line of coarse hair leading to my itching desire. As the warmth burned its way through me I slipped a finger inside myself, penetrating my velvety folds as my finger was surrounded by my wet heat. I closed my eyes and bit the finger of one hand while my other hand continued massaging my clit, sending waves of pleasure through Fiona's body. As the anticipation built I circled faster and faster, my pussy burning with desire, sighs and the occasional faint moan coming from between my plump lips.

		I slipped several more fingers inside myself as my budding clit cried out for more and the waves of pleasure rolled faster and faster, building on each other until I cried out in Fiona's sweet voice 'Oh! Ahhh!' and came, the pleasure blowing away my conscious thoughts.

		I leaned against the wall of the stall, sticking my lovely ass out and sinking my fingers deep, deep inside me, as far as I could reach, my pussy hungry for my long fingers. My legs wobbled as pleasure scorched me and I couldn't contain my cries of ecstasy, nor did I want to. My whole body ached with pleasure as I yelled out 'Oh yes! Yes! God, yes!', squeezing my tits to wring out every ounce of pleasure both physical and mental, from forcing Fiona's body to do something she would never do.

		At last I came down, my breasts still heaving. I stood up and let the water run down my shoulders again. Through the open stall door I heard some giggles and caught the reflection of at least one smirking face in the wall of mirrors over the sinks in front of me.

		I shut off the water and dried myself off, then wrapped the towel around my head and returned, still naked, to my locker. I admired my long, lean body in the mirror as I passed. Fiona's strong form and tight ass now mine to control. This was gong to be fun.

		 

		


		II.

		I opened her locker and began dressing. One thing Fiona had going for her was her amazing sense of style. She had the uncanny ability to be ahead of the trend, and it didn't hurt that just about everything looked good on her body.

		I slid on her white panties, pulling them up my long legs until they fit snug against the mound of my womanhood. I strapped on her bra, hating to see my lovely breasts disappear beneath. They'd come back out soon enough. Now only half naked, I returned to the wall of mirrors to do my makeup. Fiona' smooth face looked back at me from the mirror. I curled her red lips into a smile as I applied her makeup, pulling the memories from her mind to darken my thin eyebrows and apply eye liner to make my light blue eyes really stand out.

		As I made myself beautiful I rummaged through her mind. Interestingly, she had a date tonight with a guy she'd been after. It seems that he was playing the part of a tease himself and it was driving Fiona wild. Tonight I'd show him a real wild girl, one he'd never forget.

		I pulled off the towel and let Fiona's long hair fall down my body. I combed it into some semblance of order and dried it with Fiona's blow dryer. I returned to her locker and picked up her clothes to get dressed but had a better idea. I was already wearing a bra and panties, all I really needed were the calf high leather boots in her bag. She wanted to be such a tease, well, I would make her tease the whole campus. I slipped into the boots and pulled them tight. They fit my feet perfectly, conforming to the smooth shape of my calf. I threw her bag over my shoulder and walked out of the changing room, strutting in Fiona's mostly naked body.

		A girl walking through campus wearing only her a bra and panties gets a lot of attention. The women mostly gaped or rolled their eyes and snickered in disbelief. The men also gaped, but added a number of wolf whistles and dropped jaws. I loved the attention. Fiona's perfect body was the envy of campus.

		To add insult to insult I woke her conscious mind as I walked, feeling her come alive in the back of my head as I looked down at her beautiful body, allowing her to see the state of undress I'd left her in, letting her feel what I was forcing her body to do. I felt her rising panic, frustration and embarrassment at what her body was doing.

		Hello, Fiona, I thought to her.

		Who are you? What's going on? She cried.

		I'm borrowing your body. I figured Shawn shouldn't be the only one you tease. The entire campus should get to see your goods.

		Two beefy college guys approached me and stared. I flipped my hair back and pulled down my bra briefly, allowing them a glimpse of my bare tits. I gave them a wink and kept walking.

		Please, she whimpered, Give me my body back.

		Oh, I will. Once I've enjoyed it a little more. I'm giving you a taste of your own medicine. Now tell me, do you have a vibrator?

		Yes, in the back of my bottom chest of drawers. Oh, God, why did I tell you that?

		You can't lie to me while I'm in control, Fiona. You'll tell me everything I want to know and do everything I want you to do. Your body is mine and you're powerless to stop me.

		I noticed people whipping out their phones and taking pictures, so I smiled and waved. I bet images of her half naked body would spread through the entire campus before the end of the day.

		Please stop, what do you want? Fiona pleaded.

		I didn't answer. By now we'd reached Fiona's dorm and I let myself in with her keycard. Her room was neatly made up. The bare brick walls and tiled ceiling had been hung with curtains, which eroded the institutional look and gave an air of comfort. A window took up the middle of one wall, with bunk beds to the left and a sink and closets to the right. I dropped her backpack and headed straight for her closet.

		'Now, Fiona,' I said out loud, luxuriating in my soft voice, 'What outfit were you going to wear on your date tonight?'

		The red skirt and top combo.

		I eyed it up and down. Too conservative for me.

		'Right. And which one's your sluttiest outfit?'

		The black dress. No! That's not how I want him to see me tonight.

		I picked out the black dress and held it against my body. It was small, short and sexy. Perfect.

		'Well, tough titties,' I said, 'Because these little titties are going in here.'

		I stripped naked, tossed her clothes to the floor and slid into the black dress. I pulled it up around my long legs and it sat about mid thigh. The top clung tightly to my small body and perfectly pushed up Fiona's good sized breasts. I adjusted myself in the mirror, taking my time, touching my body more than I needed to, turning myself on for the next step. When I was done I looked gorgeous, practically painted into this dress.

		I took out Fiona's phone and switched it to the camera before taking a series of selfies. I squeezed my tits together and shot from up high for some amazing cleavage pics. I pulled out a beautiful breast and stroked it, smiling seductively into the camera.

		Stop. What are you doing? Fiona asked.

		'Getting ready to shoot a movie, honey,' I smiled and rummaged through the drawers until I found her vibrator and set it on the bed.

		No. Please, no.

		I set up the camera on a chair so it perfectly framed the bed and hit record. I sat down and crossed my legs, the skirt sliding up, up, up revealing miles of creamy skin. I tossed my golden hair back.

		'Hi guys,' I said in a sultry voice, 'My name's Fiona Taylor and I want to be your little fuck toy. I'm so horny for a big, strong man. I want someone to kiss me, touch me, screw me. But since I'm here by myself, I guess I'll have to figure something else out.'

		I ran a manicured hand through my hair and down my long neck, then stroked across my neckline, dipping my fingers down over each breast as I let out a sigh. My body warmed as Fiona's rage and humiliation and helplessness filtered through from her mind, which just served to make me even hornier. She didn't deserve this body. She was just a tease, but I was going to use it.

		Please don't do this.

		I ran my hands all around my dress, biting my lip for the camera and making small sighing noises. My hands ran down my dress and over my warm, bare legs. I lifted up the bottom of the dress briefly, just to give a little peak of my pussy, before returning both hands to my breasts. I squeezed and pinched my sensitive nipples beneath the sheer black fabric. Finally, I pulled one gorgeous tit out and wrapped my hand around it, leaning forward and flashing a glimpse of the nipple with a sultry smile, teasing the camera and myself. I pulled the dress down, revealing my breasts, which I wobbled up and down as Fiona whimpered in my mind. Her body was growing warm to my touch and I slowly rolled down my dress, revealing my taught stomach. I stood and slowly shimmied the dress down, inch by inch, until it dropped to the floor and I stood naked in front of the camera, the coarse hair of my fuzzy pussy wet with my own desire.

		I sat back down and picked up the vibrator. I spread Fiona's gorgeous legs wide so the whole world could see her slit as I forced her hand to gently glide the vibrator back and forth over my moistening pussy. I felt her fighting it but she was no match for me. I sighed again, no longer faking it as surges of pleasure warmed my body. I leaned back on one arm, my golden hair tickling my sensitive skin. My velvety lips grew wet and parted for the vibrator. I dipped it inside myself, the buzzing sensation found my clit and sent waves of warmth spiralling through me. Even Fiona's struggles were easing as her body was flooded with pleasure.

		I pushed the vibrator harder against my clit and a sudden wave of pleasure crested over me.

		'Oh!' I moaned, as my tiny form was lit with ecstasy. 'Oh, yes, oh, yes, more.' I cried in a tiny voice as I sunk the vibrator deeper inside myself. My other hand came around and I rubbed my clit, using both of Fiona's hands to pleasure her body. My fingers quickly grew wet with my desire as the musky scent of my pussy filled my nostrils. A wave of tension mounted and built, I stroked faster, deeper, the buzz filling me until the tension broke and I moaned loudly as I rode Fiona's orgasm, my eyes closed, my pink lips open, my brow furrowed in concentration as I stroked harder, faster, not letting this one go down before another came, Fiona's mind humming with my own and this time we came together.

		Oh god!

		'Yes! Yes' we shouted as the pleasure slammed into our soft form. I rocked back and forth, my breasts softly wobbling as pleasure filled my core and I sank deep into myself.

		I came down slowly, breathing hard. I looked into the camera and smiled. I raised my fingers to my lips and sucked the juices off my finger to Fiona's revulsion. She tasted so good, I licked every drop, forcing her to swallow her own sticky lust. Then I rose and turned off the camera. While I was naked I took some more pictures, making sure to get Fiona's face so there would be no doubt whose lovely body people were viewing. I also made sure to get plenty of close-ups of my pussy lips, still gloriously pink and swollen with lust.

		I opened her laptop and plugged in the camera. As Shawn struggled vainly in my mind I uploaded the videos and pictures to sites all around the web with descriptions like 'Horny college slut' and 'Hot blonde masturbating'. The view counts and shares immediately started going up as Fiona moaned in frustration, her naked body being shot all over the web. But I wasn't done. I wrote out a long email to Shawn, apologizing for using him and disappearing, and explaining that it wasn't meant to be between us. I hoped that would give him closure. I also enclosed the video and some pictures for him to remember her by. That ought to get him up and off the couch. Well, up at least.

		Is it Shawn? Is that why you're doing this?

		'Yes,' I said aloud, 'That's one reason.'

		I'm sorry, I'm sorry.

		'I'm sure you are, now. This is for teasing him and deliberately using him. But there's one more thing I have to do to make sure you've really learned your lesson.'

		By now it was almost time for Fiona's date. I shimmied back into my dress and fixed my make-up, quizzing Fiona's mind for the sluttiest look she knew and forcing her to watch as I transformed her demure, little self into a ravishing sex goddess. My blonde hair was perfectly tussled, my lips ruby red, my eyes dark and exotic. And, of course, my body packed into my tiny dress. Fiona pleaded with me to stop, to reconsider. I let her yammer on. She didn't know, but I had no intention of having sex with her date, quite the opposite. I thought it would be fun to see how fast I could chase him away.

		When her date, Gary, arrived at her dorm I immediately played the bitch card for him turning up five minutes late.

		'I expect my men to turn up on time, that's how you treat a lady,' I sniffed with Fiona's tiny nose in the air.

		The night went downhill from there, as fast as I could take it.

		At the restaurant I pretended, in rapid succession, to be:

		A slut: 'I've only slept with, like, twenty five guys. And four girls.'

		Diseased: 'You're training to be a doctor, too? Do you know what causes that itchy, burning sensation when I pee?'

		An idiot: 'How can something be both hot AND sour, aren't those opposites?'

		Gross: 'You thought that burp was loud, wait until you hear this one!'

		I loved watching Gary grow more and more agitated. I was surprised he made it through dinner, especially after I started critiquing his appearance. I was thoroughly happy when, after dinner, he said something had come up and he had to go. He mumbled a goodbye and left me standing on the pavement. I don't blame him; I'd been pretty awful.

		I smiled. So much for Fiona's date of dinner and Paulcing.

		I returned Fiona's body to her dorm, sent her to sleep, then slipped out and left. I hoped she learned her lesson. Shawn certainly seemed in a better mood the next time I saw him. And as for Fiona, well, I could see her gorgeous body anytime I wanted with a few strokes of a keyboard.

		 

		###

		
		Witchy Woman

		Mary sat at her desk nervously twirling a lock of her long brunette hair. Mr. Bartlett—or Paul as he let the students call him because he was that kind of teacher—passed out yesterday's math test, slowly making his way up the line of desks to where Mary sat. However much Paul tried to be friendly and unassuming, the fact that he stood nearly two metres tall made him intimidating. He reached Mary and slid her test face down onto the desk. Not a good sign.

		Mary adjusted the glasses on her pert nose and flipped the test over. C minus! What the shit?! She released a breath she hadn't realized she'd been holding and read through Paul's comments, slashed beneath her answers in red ink: skipped a step...forgot to divide by 'a'...incomplete. How could something be incomplete when the answer was right? So she didn't do all the stupid steps, so what? She knew what she was doing as evidenced by the fact she got the right fucking answer! She'd needed a B on this test to keep her average up after her mother threatened to pull her from the cheerleading squad. And now that was gone. Anger at the unfairness of it all burned within her, a growing hot ball in the pit of her stomach that spread through her body, making her fingers tingle as the power within her threatened to burst out.

		Mary had promised her mother she wouldn't use her magic in public, promised she would only learn spells under the watchful eye of her mother. Mary had broken both those promises but how could she not? Her mom taught her simple magic spells: seeing in the dark, running faster, that sort of thing. Useful, maybe, in the right circumstances, but not fancy. Mary was hungry to learn more. She'd snuck the old spell book out of her father's desk every night for a month, painstakingly copying by hand each spell it contained, before returning it to his desk in the same position. She'd tried taking a picture of each spell but the pictures only showed blank pages, effectively magical copyright protection. But the spells inside were powerful, amazing, fun.

		She'd felt a little guilty about using her magic to become head cheerleader—she hadn't meant to break Christy's ankle but the flying spell was hard to control and it would heal and anyway Christy was kind of a bitch so she was sort of asking for it. And, yes, she had used the beauty spells to make herself look stunning because who wants to put on makeup every day? And maybe one or two other spells to make life easier, so what? The magic inside her stoked her anger, roiling her stomach.

		Mary didn't understand that magic is a living force. It works for itself, uses people for its own ends to bring more magic into the world. Now it was using her anger. Mary wanted to make Paul pay, make him feel what she was feeling.

		And she had a spell for that.

		When the bell rang for the end of class Mary took her time collecting her things, waiting until all the students had left the room before approaching Paul, who sat behind his desk recording the grades. With a small flick of her wrist and a whisper of a magic word she caused the door to lock and a cone of silence to wrap around the room. Nothing in here would be heard by anyone else.

		Mary reached the desk and looked down at her teacher, her plump lips pressed tightly together in barely concealed anger.

		'Yes, Mary?' Paul asked, looking up at her. He wore a white button down shirt stretched tight over his muscular body with a simple red tie. Even years after his shortened basketball career he still kept himself in shape. His brown hair was thick and combed so that it arced up over his forehead and his face still had the rugged handsomeness of his youth.

		Mary slapped the test onto the desk in front of him. 'I don't think any of this is fair. I got the right answers, just because-'

		'Listen, Mary' he cut her off in his deep bass voice, 'I'm not changing any grades so don't even ask. Not everyone gets an A.'

		'I don't think even you could get an A in this class. But won't it be fun to find out?'

		Before Paul could answer Mary mumbled an incantation and waved her arms. In a flash the world flipped, and suddenly Mary was seated at the desk in Paul's body, watching her old body stare down in astonishment, slim eyebrows arched in confusion, pretty mouth open in an 'o' of surprise.

		Mary flexed the thick fingers of her new male hands, felt the latent strength running through her body waiting to be put to the test. 'I guess you're wondering what happened,' Mary began in her teacher's deep voice. 'Although, you're a smart guy, you've probably figured it out. I've swapped our bodies.'

		Paul, in Mary's body, took a step back, his long, brunette hair swishing back and forth.

		'No!' Mary shouted, and instantly Paul was rooted to the spot. Try as he might he couldn't move, couldn't control his new body.

		Mary grinned. 'See, you're under my control. I'm in your body and you're in mine. And as you can see, I've got complete control over you while you're in there. So you're going to get me a good grade. Or am I going to give myself a good grade? It's confusing!' She laughed an evil laugh, which stopped as memories suddenly began flooding in, experiences and feelings from Paul's life. She 'remembered' being leader of the university basketball team, “his” first teaching job, masturbating to...her?

		'I've got your memories, too, you pervy fucker. You like my body, huh?'

		She stood and walked around the desk and looked her former body up and down, mostly down, as she now towered above her former self. Her gaze travelled from her pretty, dark featured face, to her plump lips, down her delicate neck to the two delicious breasts beneath the hemline of her clothes, her trim waist and the cheerleader skirt hiding her tight, ample butt, down to her smooth, toned legs. Paul's lust grew within her, his feelings fused with hers, and a tightness within her pants urged her on.

		She stared deeply into Paul's beautiful, terrified brown eyes, ran a calloused hand down his soft cheek and through his dark hair, inhaled the sweet scent of her honey shampoo.

		'Kiss me. Mean it.' She whispered.

		Paul melted, his feminine body overcome with love and lust as he pressed his soft lips to his former body's mouth, opening wide to welcome “his” tongue inside Mary's mouth. He'd fantasized about this student for weeks, locking the memory of her walk, her scent, her smile away in his mind to retrieve and savor in the dark hours of the night. To actually be Mary, to move in her body was more sensual than anything he'd ever imagined. Whether it was his feelings or Mary's command, Paul felt a heat burning within him, a growing need that could only be sated by one thing.

		Paul wrapped his slim arms around his former body and Mary pulled him close, gripping her trim waist tightly as her manhood jumped to life. She slid her hands down her former form, under her skirt and squeezed the tight butt, wanting to own it, to dominate the slender woman she once was.

		Paul's body burned with desire, his panties growing wet with anticipation. He reached a hand down to the burning emptiness between his legs to slide off his panties. He wanted her inside him so badly it was nearly painful.

		Mary, urged on by a raging lust she could no longer control, yanked down her pants, freeing her manhood, the giant purple head already glistening. She practically flung Paul against the desk, where she bent him over from behind and slipped her cock underneath her two taut cheeks and inside his sopping pussy, the wet heat surrounding her, sating her teacher's pervy desire as Paul gasped at the pleasurable pain of the giant cock that filled his tiny body, hardly believing Mary's body could take it all. She pounded him, her new cock slipping in and out of her old body beneath the skirt, glistening with her juices while Paul squealed in ecstasy, urging Mary on harder, faster and she gripped his waist hard, slamming into her soft butt again and again, hammering his lust into her burning womanhood as tension wound within her teacher's body like a spring and with a final gasp and a series of quickening thrusts she exploded, spurting her hot cum into Paul's borrowed pussy, each spurt draining the magnificent tension until she was done and she leaned on Paul's back, dwarfing the slender body beneath her and breathing heavily.

		A deliciously evil thought hit her and she reached into her purse on the desk to retrieve her phone. Turning it on she snapped a few pictures of her teacher's cock still resting inside her former body.

		'What are you doing?' Paul asked in her sweet voice.

		'Shh, you're not done,' she replied.

		She pulled her cock out, spilling a small trail down her body's trim legs, and began recording a video. With this as blackmail she'd have Paul under her control permanently without using any more magic. Her mother would be so proud.

		'Turn around,' Mary said.

		Paul turned, unable to help himself, and looked up at Mary with his big doe eyes and fuckable lips.

		'You can't go walking around like that,' she continued. 'Clean yourself up.'

		Paul began to turn for the box of tissues.

		'No, no.' Mary said. 'Lick it. Start with your pussy, then wrap those fat lips around my cock and suck until it's clean.'

		Paul's slim fingers slipped unbidden inside his warm opening, scooping out the cum and raising it to his lips. Opening his mouth he stuck his dainty fingers in and sucked, the salty musky taste of his old body's cum mingled with Mary's juices overpowered him. He recoiled but his body forced the juices down his throat. He slurped until he could taste no more, then once again returned his glistening hand to his dripping womanhood, wiping away the trail down his legs and again sucking his fingers clean, Mary recording all the while as he emptied the cum from his used pussy and swallowed every drop, disgust written across his pretty face.

		When Paul could taste no more he knelt in front of his former body, the flaccid but no less massive, glistening cock, right in front of his nose, his mind struggling to resist, but his sensual body no longer under his control. He tried to fight it but he was trapped in Mary's body as his mouth opened and he swallowed his old cock, the musky sex completely filling his young mouth and nostrils as he licked up and down the shaft, sucking off the juices of their two bodies, swallowing the cock that used to be his while he fought to stop, to pull his head away and run, but he couldn't. And so he licked until he could taste himself no more and finally let the cock fall from between his lips.

		Mary smiled and finally stopped recording.

		'Stand up and get dressed,' she commanded as she pulled up her pants.

		Now that she had used and abused her body, she would swap them back, the video on her phone enough to blackmail Paul for life. She should have felt odd about swapping back into her own body after demeaning it so thoroughly, but the magic within her was out of her control, intent on propagating itself through the world, and the magic calmed her, made everything all right. Made her want to use even more.

		 

		###
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