
        
            
                
            
        

    
		
			[image: cover]
		

	
		
			[image: cover]
		

		 

		


		 

		
			[image: ]
		

		 

		


		 

		Contents

		 

		
			One
		

		 

		
			Two
		

		 

		
			Three
		

		 

		
			Four
		

		 

		
			Five
		

		 

		
			Epilogue
		

		 

		


		 

		Copyright © 2024 Gregor Daniels

		 

		All rights reserved.

		 

		Only ADULTS beyond this point.

		 

		All characters are consenting adults at least eighteen years old.

		
		 

		1

		 

		
			[image: ]
		

		 

		As the electric self-driving van finished its smooth journey from the parking lot to the facility proper, my family—even my sister, Beth—let out a collective gasp. The building was constructed into the cliffside, with multiple stories of huge windows overlooking the Pacific. There was a huge antenna on the roof. I wonder if that sends what I think it does, I thought.

		It was still a weird feeling to be going on vacation without any luggage. Mom usually needed an entire bag just for her hair products, and Dad couldn’t leave behind his true crime novel collection without bringing half of it along. I was a simpler traveler, only requiring simple necessities. But those would be provided too.

		We emerged from the van in a state of awe.

		“Colin, you won’t believe this place,” Beth said, talking to her phone. She was FaceTiming her boyfriend, who else?

		It reminded me of two months ago when she’d begged Mom for an entire weekend to bring him along. Mom had refused, but it was out of her power anyway; the tickets for these trips sold out nearly a year in advance. And I didn’t want to know how much had come out of Dad’s savings account to cover the cost.

		“Honey, put your phone away,” Mom told Beth. “You can talk to your boyfriend when we get there.”

		Beth groaned. “But Mom, he might not even recognize me. And this is the last time I get to have my phone for two whole weeks.”

		Mom just frowned.

		Beth smooched the screen repeatedly.

		The driverless van rolled away. I would’ve been seriously impressed—and possibly a little creeped out—if there was no human interaction whatsoever, but a woman came out of the front entrance with a huge smile to greet us. She wore a translucent surgical gown over a dress. I already had a slight irrational fear of hospitals and doctors, so her appearance—and this squeaky-clean place—injected some more dread into my already rapidly beating heart.

		They’re not going to operate on us, are they?

		“Welcome to the Space Cruise Launch Center,” she greeted us. “You must be the Kessler family. I’ll be your nurse, Erica. Are you ready for adventure?”

		Dad introduced us. And we walked inside.

		The lobby was spacious. Although there were chairs, I didn’t see anyone else waiting. As we followed Erica, I saw a huge screen playing a video on a loop. It explained the whole process.

		The Space Cruise company used a technology called BOD—or Bodies On Demand. It was a relatively new innovation, and it allowed near-instantaneous travel across the country, around the world, or, in this case, to a spaceship called the S.C. Earthgazer that orbited the planet. It was like a cruise ship, and my family and I were going on a cruise—just not on water. Basically, the technology beamed our consciousnesses into other bodies, which we’d picked for ourselves when Mom and Dad had ordered the trip. I’d read that they weren’t robots. They were organic, basically human, but with artificial brains that our minds would be put into. I reassured myself by thinking it was just like virtual reality. But it really wasn’t.

		In a few moments, all four of us would be in space. Literal outer space.

		And we’d all be in different bodies.

		Of course, we’d picked BODs that closely matched our actual appearances, but it’d still be freaky as hell.

		We followed Erica to what she referred to as Home Base. We went down a hallway with several rooms on either side of us, all marked as EMPTY or OCCUPIED. In one of the EMPTY rooms, we were directed inside. My sister was still gushing to her boyfriend over how long they were going to be separated, even though they’d started saying their goodbyes before entering the building. Mom finally got her to end the call.

		Next to our room, there was another nurse talking on her phone. I caught some of their conversation: “…can’t just cancel every time there’s a weak solar flare. If we did that, we’d have no business…” She saw us and smiled.

		Inside the room, there were four closet-type doors arranged in a row. They had our names.

		“What was that about a solar flare?” Dad asked Erica. “Can they disrupt connection stability between here and the spaceship?”

		Erica had a smile that could make the threat of nuclear war seem like nothing to get bent out of shape over. “We have solar flares all the time,” she explained. “They can hamper communication, but their effects are temporary and harmless.” She gestured to our closets. “Please, find your name and step inside. Strip out of your clothes and place them in the cupboard. Then I’ll be along to get you ready.”

		Mom called us all together for a family hug. I thought she was being a little dramatic, but it was going to be the last time we saw our bodies for the next two weeks. Meanwhile, my sister was beginning to realize how this all worked.

		“Who’s gonna feed us?” she asked Mom.

		“The nurse will,” Mom said. “It’ll be like being in the hospital. They supply you with nutrients through a tube.”

		“What if I have to go to the bathroom?”

		I laughed. “You’ll just have to hold it in for two weeks, sis.”

		But Mom telling Beth the truth was even funnier. “You’ll have a catheter, sweetheart. Your body will do all that business automatically.”

		“Ew, gross!” Beth whined.

		With our scheduled launch time approaching, we went into our separate closets. The wall opposite the door, which had no lock, featured some kind of form-fitting foam cavity where I was supposed to stand inside. The foam was translucent, and I saw all kinds of wires inside, and there was a monitor with blank vitals. It made me feel like I was an action figure about to be put into a package.

		Feeling the jitters now more than ever, I began to strip. There was a cupboard for all my belongings, and locks to secure my important items, such as my wallet and phone. A screen promised me a wonderful adventure two hundred and ninety miles above Earth’s surface, and my mind would travel at the speed of light into a new body, which was already waiting for me.

		This doesn’t feel normal to do, I thought.

		But the Space Cruise company had been in operation for a while now. People praised it. And everything and everyone seemed competent enough.

		I reassured myself by thinking that people were probably doubtful about air travel when commercial airlines were still new, and now airplanes were commonplace. Hell, it was more dangerous driving to the airport.

		After fluctuating between calm and scared shitless several times, Erica came in. I covered my junk out of respect, but I knew she was going to see it anyway. She smiled and asked, “How are you feeling, Edward?”

		“Just ready to see if this works, I guess,” I said.

		“There is so much to do on the Earthgazer,” she said. “Those two weeks will fly by, and you’ll be wanting another vacation as soon as this one’s over. Now facing me, step backward into the foam.”

		It was a tight fit, and I had to spread my arms out slightly. Even my fingers had to be pressed in, which Erica helped with. The foam was warm and seemed to vibrate around me, especially along my neck and spine.

		“This thing’s tight,” I said, trying to wiggle to make myself more comfortable.

		“It has to be,” she said, pressing buttons on the monitor. “When the link is established, some people can have muscle spasms and other involuntary movements. This foam is designed to keep you safe and secure.”

		“And you’re gonna make sure I’m eating and using the bathroom while my body’s here and my mind is up there?”

		She smiled. “Just relax, Edward. You’re about to go on your best vacation ever.”

		Erica spent a few minutes doing whatever needed to be done. I heard a soft humming noise around me. I felt tingly all over. And for the hundredth time, I was absolutely convinced this wouldn’t work. It was far more likely that I was being drugged and about to hallucinate the whole thing. I hoped the nurse didn’t hear my teeth chattering.

		Then she went away to presumably prepare the rest of my family for departure. With me being the first in the row, it felt like a long wait. I tried moving. But it felt like the foam had expanded slightly, to the point where it was holding me in.

		It’ll be okay, I told myself. It’ll be okay.

		I remembered that the worst part of flying on an airplane was takeoff.

		Suddenly Erica’s voice came on in my ear: “Okay folks, your connections with your BODs on the Earthgazer have been established. We’re about a minute away from launch. During this phase, I tell everyone to think of cute animals. Your brain will feel like it’s tingling. It’s all completely normal. If disorientation persists for at least five minutes after you arrive, please use the terminal in your suite to contact health services.”

		I pictured a cute cat playing with a ball of yarn.

		My eyes started blinking rapidly.

		And then I was smiling. I knew there was some kind of drug causing it, but that damn cat was so adorable, and all the sensations of the tight-fitting foam seemed to vanish. For a split-second, I was just an existence of bliss, with no weight and no flesh.

		*WHOOSH*

		Suddenly there was a new, blurry image in my eyes. The fog of color began to take shape, separating into walls and ceiling; there was a huge television, a sofa, a small kitchenette, and a voice welcoming me aboard the Earthgazer. “Continue to relax as this transference takes place,” a male voice was announcing. “Welcome to the world’s first luxury cruise ship in space.”

		My body had weight again. But everything felt too heavy. I could barely lift my arms, and turning my head felt like I was trying to rotate a small boulder. And I had this nauseating feeling for a few seconds. I just tried to relax as the voice said. Slowly, my mind seemed to accept my new surroundings and my new BOD.

		When I had enough muscle control, I looked down.

		And saw cleavage.

		Wait a second, I thought, spying a skimpy orange bikini top wrapped over a pair of fleshy orbs. My mind was still too foggy to have a sharp reaction to it, but I knew this wasn’t what I’d selected.

		A man’s voice screamed next to me.

		I turned. The older man was obviously Dad—and he’d chosen a forty-something BOD with a full head of hair and some muscles. I couldn’t blame him; I’d picked out a BOD with some improvements too. But his reaction was not like my father’s. He grabbed his crotch in a panic, then studied his hairy arms with an expression of horror.

		“Mom,” his deep voice whined. “Why am I an old man?”

		I blinked confusedly.

		Beth?

		Next to her was Mom’s BOD, wearing a pretty dress that showcased her slim figure. Only Mom was looking down at her body with similar concern, albeit not quite freaking out. “I bet it was those solar flares,” she said. “It’s a young technology. They haven’t quite ironed out the bugs.”

		Dad?

		And then there was a young man in a T-shirt and shorts—my BOD. But I wasn’t in it. “We all need to stay calm,” he said. “Beth, keep your voice down. And honey, stop looking down your dress. That’s inappropriate. Everyone just take a deep breath.”

		Mom?

		Beth—in what was supposed to be Dad’s BOD—looked at me. She pointed an accusatory finger. “Who’s in my BOD?” she demanded.

		“Me,” I said with a gulp. I then realized that wasn’t enough of an answer with my girlish voice. “Edward. I’m in your BOD, sis.”

		Beth made her large, hairy hands into fists and pounded them against her thighs. “No!” she screamed. “This vacation just became the worst ever!”
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		We separated off into our rooms to make sure nothing else about our vacation had been mismanaged. I was aware of my BOD jiggling in frighteningly weird ways—which reminded me again that my new appearance wasn’t a robot, but more like the replicants in Blade Runner. Real skin and flesh, manufactured in a lab. I was surprised at how natural my movements felt. It didn’t seem like I was on Earth and controlling an avatar, with a disconnect between what I saw and what I sensed, as with virtual reality.

		My room turned out to be inadequate.

		All the clothes in my drawers and closet were for my male BOD.

		The four of us returned to the common area of our suite.

		“I can’t believe this,” Beth was sobbing. It was weird seeing a grown man pout and stomp his foot like a young girl. “We could’ve just gone on a road trip, Mom, like normal people. Or flown to Europe. Look at me! I’m old and hairy.”

		“Sweetheart, calm down,” my BOD said. “This is just a harmless glitch. I’m sure they’ll get it sorted out.” And then a young man was rubbing the back of an older man, trying to console him.

		I glanced at the window, which showed a view not unlike what had been exclusive to astronauts on the International Space Station until the invention of BODs and the Space Cruise company. It was crazy awesome to see our planet from so high up, one side in darkness with a million lights, and the other side shining in sunlight, with some vast ocean sparkling. No one else was paying any attention. We were too freaked out by this body-swapped accident.

		Beth calmed down. Mom looked at me—but not so much my eyes. Her young male face made a motherly frown. “Beth Ann Kessler,” she said bitterly. “Is that the BOD you chose for yourself? You planned to walk around looking like some harlot?”

		Now my cheeks were blushing. I guessed they could do that too.

		“Well, it isn’t my BOD now, is it, Mom?” Beth whined.

		Dad joined us. He was rubbing the skin on his arms and touching his long hair—the same color as Mom’s real hair. “This is quite remarkable,” he commented. “Our brains are on Earth, yet we’re connected to the nervous systems of these BODs. If there’s a delay between touching my skin and feeling it, it’s too small to detect.”

		Mom made a suggestion that we should all take the rooms that matched our BODs. The complication with that plan came from Beth’s clothes being in the same room as Dad’s. So, Mom moved the clothes for her young male body into the suite’s master bedroom, and then moved the older male clothes into what was supposed to be my room. I went into what was supposed to be Beth’s room and closed the door.

		The exhale afterward felt like my first in an hour. A screen on the wall welcomed me aboard the S.C. Earthgazer and reminded me that my body was organic, meaning I would have to eat, drink, practice proper hygiene, and use the toilet like any normal person.

		Reconciling with the fact that I was on a spaceship hundreds of miles above Earth and inhabiting a BOD designed to look like an eighteen-year-old girl, I looked down at myself.

		Overall, I was pretty calm with the tits. It amused me that Beth had wanted them so large, and she had expected to just pop in wearing a skimpy bikini top without pissing Mom off. The fabric barely covered my nipples. I cupped my hands around my new mounds, then shivered. They weren’t the first pair I’d touched, so their warmth and squishiness were nothing new. But the sensitivity was. And it was pretty wild how I could clearly feel them. This BOD’s nervous system was transmitting the signals of me grasping my own tits back to my male brain on Earth’s surface.

		Technology, man.

		The rest of my vacation outfit included some denim cutoffs.

		I went over to the mirror and braced myself again.

		Thankfully, I didn’t look a whole lot like my sister. When choosing BODs, our customization options were limited, and we had to pick whatever they had in their inventory. I was blonde like Beth was and in the same age range. With a smirk, I hopped on my heels; my sizable breasts flopped upward and bounced back down, straining my bikini top to the point where I felt it momentarily dig into my shoulders.

		I pulled the fabric—not really cups by any stretch of the definition, but just wider strips—aside. And there were my nipples.

		Hm, I thought, staring at this topless girl in the mirror.

		I pulled my hands away and just stood there, my pink nipples exposed. Then I investigated the room further.

		The drawers were stocked with the essentials. I found bras, panties, socks, pants, shorts, skirts, and there were shirts and dresses in the closet—which wasn’t really a closet in the traditional sense, but rather a rail with clothing that extended outward when I pressed a button.

		I had my own little bathroom and assumed every other room did too.

		This really must’ve cost a fortune, I thought.

		As I started to feel like I was settling in, it really dawned on me that I was a girl. And while I was still acclimatizing to gravity’s effect on my new rack, that wasn’t the whole story. I stopped in the middle of the room and stared down at myself again—this time focusing more on my denim shorts and the smoothness in front. I assumed my BOD was biologically accurate. I’d read online that you could have sex in them. Really, they were indistinguishable in most aspects from real bodies.

		I lowered my hand to my groin and tentatively explored the flatness that my shorts advertised. I shivered again, and I had this feeling that my real body on Earth was shivering too. Stunned by what must’ve been inside these shorts, I unbuttoned them and carefully slid my hand inside. I was wearing panties, but that wasn’t the primary discovery. Underneath the layers, I first felt pubic hair. Then, lower, I felt the landscape of my crotch split into two lips.

		Good God, they were slightly damp too.

		And in the middle, I found a slit, and a part that opened if I pushed my finger into it—

		A knock came on my door.

		I frantically zipped and buttoned my shorts. “Who is it?”

		“It’s your mother, Edward,” a male voice said. “I just want to check up on you and make sure everything’s okay.”

		With my heart beating erratically, I went over to the door—and remembered to reposition my bikini top at the last second so my nipples weren’t hanging out. When I opened it, Mom came inside.

		“How you holding up?” she said, in her sweet, motherly way. It amused me how the cadence of her voice and her body language made her instantly recognizable, even though she was a guy about my age.

		“I’ve been better,” I said.

		She sighed and shook her head. “I can’t believe your sister did this. Did you find other outfits in the closet? Something a little more conservative than…practically nothing at all?”

		I nodded.

		“When you get a chance, please put something else on,” she told me. “I know it’s not your body, and you never expected to hear such words in your entire life from your mother, but it would be better for all of us.”

		“Sure, Mom.”

		From the common room, Dad hollered for us. “Hey, can I get the whole family in here?” he said. “I finally got through to someone on their concierge team.”

		I followed Mom out and saw a literal hologram of a woman standing in the middle of the common room. Above was a tiny, glowing projector of sorts. This place really was like something out of the future.

		“How can I be of assistance?” the transparent woman said.

		“Hello, yes, we seem to have been placed into the wrong BODs,” Dad explained as we gathered around. I noticed that Beth was past her sulking phase and looking angry enough to tear someone’s head off. “I overheard something about solar flares earlier, and after some research of my own, I believe that solar flare interference has disrupted our connections. I’m Stephen Kessler, and I’m in Rita Kessler’s BOD. Rita is in Edward’s BOD. Beth, my daughter, is in my BOD. And my son, Edward, is in Beth’s BOD.”

		The hologram lady looked around at us. “Oh dear,” she said. “I apologize for this unfortunate circumstance. Your requested service time is in sixty-two hours from now. I hope this situation is resolved to your best satisfaction.”

		Dad: “Is there any way to—”

		The lady vanished.

		“Hm. Well, that was awfully rude of her.”

		“Honey,” Mom said, “it was probably an AI.”

		“Well, they don’t have to program their AIs to be so rude. When I file a complaint about our vacation, I’m going to mention that.”

		On the other side of them, my sister stomped away and went into her room. The doors slid out of the wall rather than opened and closed via hinge, so she couldn’t slam it, but I imagined she would have if she’d been able to.

		Our vacation was off to a rocky start, to say the least.

		“Let’s walk around for a bit,” Mom suggested. “Being stuck in this room and worrying isn’t doing anyone any good. And when we’re out, we’ll see that no one is going to react to us like anything’s wrong.”

		“What about Beth?” I asked.

		“Your sister can stay here.”

		I decided to keep my bikini top on. Bras looked menacing and tricky to my simple male upbringing. So, I just threw on a T-shirt. I wasn’t pleased about girls’ shirts being tighter and more form-fitting, but it satisfied Mom anyway. We walked out and found hallways with rooms and doors like ours. There were people of all ages, and it did remind me of cruise ships—except in one, very important way.

		Windows on a cruise ship showed only ocean and sky.

		Those on the Earthgazer showed the damn cosmos.

		And windows were everywhere. Being in space was the primary attraction, and the designers of this vessel had maximized the viewing experience. I didn’t know if they were real windows, or if they were just screens. Was gravity created from the ship actually spinning around? Was it some kind of artificial gravity? It was impossible to tell.

		All of the interior was gold and white. Signs for every imaginable attraction were everywhere: cinemas, concert halls, casinos, shopping centers, restaurants, nightclubs, spas, arcades, sporting areas, gyms, and more.

		I more or less walked behind Mom and Dad. It didn’t stop guys from checking me out. Sometimes it was just smiles, and I’d smile back. It was funnier when my parents commented on the same thing.

		“I made eye contact with that man,” Dad said, “and he looked at my chest. That’s all he looked at. What was he trying to see?”

		“That’ll happen now,” Mom said to him. “And he was looking at your breasts, honey.”

		“But they’re covered up.”

		“To most men, that doesn’t matter.”

		Then Mom dragged him over to a store with some cute dresses on display. Dad was embarrassed about trying on women’s clothing. Mom encouraged him to take advantage of this moment and live a little. I chuckled and went over to a balcony overlooking a garden.

		Not long after relaxing there, I was approached by two people. The young woman had vividly red hair in an undercut style; her young male friend was covered in tattoos.

		“Looking for some fun?” she said. Her earrings were glowing.

		“Uh, no thanks,” I said, wondering what she meant.

		Drugs? Illegal betting?

		She smiled. “Come to room 2410 this Saturday evening if you want to party,” she said, then traced her fingertip along my collarbone. “And if you want an enhanced experience with these BODs.”

		They walked away, arms around waists.

		I watched them go, then went back to Mom and Dad.
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		Down on Earth, dusk was marching toward North America’s western coastline, but it was eleven o’clock in the evening on the Earthgazer. I’d read that the spaceship was synced with the Eastern Timezone, although I didn’t know why—maybe so the time difference was kinder to European travelers. Either way, I still had a bit of jet lag from it, and I didn’t feel tired yet.

		Or was it space lag?

		When it was apparent that I wasn’t leaving my bedroom for the remainder of the day, I liked wearing a silk robe. All the clothing was top quality, and the fabric felt incredible against my smooth skin. It made me wonder why guys didn’t have some kind of equivalent. Terrycloth robes didn’t count. I was rubbing my skin constantly, just reveling in the sensations of this body and its different sensitivities. It kept my nipples almost permanently hard. I also wondered if ladies had to deal with that constantly too, or if it was just my pervert tendencies.

		Suddenly I heard a buzzing sound. My room included a screen for videocalls, and there was a message there: INCOMING CALL. But it was late. I assumed most of my family was asleep, and obviously I didn’t know anyone on this ship—although those two characters who’d I encountered earlier today lingered on my mind.

		Surely they didn’t know my room number, though.

		I tapped the ACCEPT button.

		A young man whom I initially didn’t recognize appeared. The perspective was a low angle, he had a shit-eating grin, and he was stroking his cock not but a few inches from the lens, making it look positively massive in the foreground of his scrawny frame.

		I spun away, shielding my eyes from this unexpected horror.

		“What’s up, Beth?” the dick-stroker said. “You miss me yet?”

		Colin? I thought. Her boyfriend?

		No doubt she’d given him her room number before leaving—on the presumption that we’d all be in the correct BODs. But it was me in Beth’s room. I thought about ending the call without saying another word and having to see this loser jerk off for a second longer. But I figured I should get him up to speed so he wouldn’t try calling here again.

		I turned halfway around. His cock filled my extreme periphery.

		“I’m not Beth,” I explained. “I’m Edward. Her brother.”

		“What?” Colin laughed.

		“Some kind of glitch happened when our minds were transferred into these BODs. I got dropped into Beth’s BOD. She’s in my dad’s. Sorry.”

		The audible, wet slipping sound of Colin’s hand going up and down his cock finally ceased. I slowly looked over and saw him sitting there, looking dumbfounded. Then he said, “That’s kinda funny, and fucked up. So, you got the tits and everything? And she got…ugh, that’s really messed up.” The guy shivered on camera. “You’re telling me she’s an old man now?”

		I nodded. “Afraid so. She’s in a different room. It’s the same number, but dash three instead of dash two, if you want to talk to her.” I started to reach over and end the call.

		“Wait,” Colin said. He sighed heavily. “Okay, just between us dudes, I’m not really interested in seeing her like that. I planned to call her up and, like, you know—I mean, it’s been a long time since I’ve seen her.”

		“We departed earlier this morning,” I pointed out. “You were talking to her.”

		“I didn’t mean see her like that.” His eyes jumped down to my rack. “Damn, dude! She got them huge! I bet it’s awesome having that BOD. I’d be playing with myself constantly, like, I probably wouldn’t even be able to leave my room. Have you fingered yourself yet?”

		What does my sister even see in this dork? I thought.

		Whatever. It was late. And my expectations for this vacation were already ruined. I opened my silk robe, letting my bra-covered tits keep both sides separated. They felt excruciatingly heavy after carrying them around all day. I couldn’t imagine living with them all the time. They’d probably get annoying. Hopefully Beth would’ve realized that too.

		Colin’s eyes nearly popped out of their sockets. “Wow,” he uttered.

		Honestly, I didn’t feel like I was being ogled. Girls were ogled, and these tits had been mine for less than twenty-four hours. And from what I’d spied in the mirror, I was pretty cute. Colin’s reaction was completely understandable.

		His hand started stroking his cock again. “Can you, uh, take it all off?”

		I laughed. “You know this is a lab-grown body, right?”

		“But they’re still real,” Colin said. “And I jerk off to hentai anyway. Even cell-shaded tits get me hard.”

		I rolled my eyes.

		Deep down, I felt bad for my sister. Her boyfriend was very candid about only being attracted to superficial beauty. If he’d been a worthy partner, he still would’ve called her in her room, no matter what BOD she was inhabiting. Instead, I was fooling around with him, and it was strangely exciting. I didn’t really think about it too hard; I was in the wrong body anyway. What did any of this matter when it wasn’t the real me?

		I dropped my robe. Colin’s eyes feasted on my young, female curves—but they returned to the main course when I unclasped my bra. For a guy who’d been laid a few times, I had an embarrassingly long struggle with the damn hooks, but they finally cooperated. I wasn’t holding the bra, and I’d already slipped the straps off, so it just sprang off my chest like it was happy to be released from its burden of supporting my tits—all it was missing was a BOING sound effect.

		Unsupported, my breasts did have noticeable sag. But it wasn’t drastic. They went from round handfuls to slightly less round handfuls.

		“Holy shit,” Colin remarked.

		I smiled. “Yeah, man, I know. The tags say they’re F-cup. Beth’s out of her mind for wanting these.”

		Colin’s dick was so close to the camera that I could see its veins. More pre-cum oozed out. “Can you play with them?”

		What am I, a stripper? I thought.

		The bed was behind me. I sat down, then raised my hands to these hefty funbags attached to my chest. And while lifting them from underneath and squeezing them repeatedly, I discovered that they were pretty fun. They were abundantly warm and soft, and kneading all the flesh between my fingers sent little tingles shooting through my body. I didn’t intrinsically feel like it was outwardly sexual behavior—not like jerking off, for instance—but guys were raised in a society where breasts were only seen in pornographic material, so playing with breasts had this immediate stimulating effect on my male mind. This wasn’t like rubbing my girlish stomach or stroking my long, girly hair. This—touching these lumps of mostly fat—was naughty.

		Needless to say, Colin was excited about this form of playtime. He looked like he was sweating profusely, and his huge hand made repeated trips along his huge cock.

		“I wish I could stick my dick between those beauties,” he panted.

		“And I’m really a guy, you know.”

		“I don’t care. Hell, you’d probably be better at sex anyway. Hey, just between us, Beth is really pretty terrible. But you have a dick, so…”

		I frowned. “I don’t need to hear any more of that.”

		“Wouldn’t you be excited to have a hard cock fucking those perfect tits?”

		I just laughed and shook my head. We as a society have really lost the art of romantic speech, I thought. Looking down, my eyes fixated on my nipples. I hadn’t realized I’d started rubbing them. But it made sense; that’s where the nerves were most densely clustered, and light contact with those engorged, pink nubs almost took my breath away. Colin almost became irrelevant. I leaned back and tweaked my nipples more vigorously, twisting and pinching them and discovering all the new tricks of self-pleasure.

		This body was like a Swiss army knife. I had tits, I had soft skin, I had an incredible ass. And more! Which was feeling warmer and warmer as I defiled my innocent, feminine nature in front of Beth’s boyfriend. There was no request from the caller to reach between my legs; I just did so anyway. It felt like the natural progression of my squirming body and tingling skin, and the heat I felt inside my flesh was drawing me there.

		My hand slid along my panties, feeling the impression of my pussy. I wasn’t quite used to how less everything felt. Before, I’d had at least six inches to play with. Now, everything related to my sexual anatomy was so small. And my clit was even tinier. But it required no effort to find it. It was at the center—not physically so, but mentally. I touched that little piece of this BOD, and everything else faded. I fell back, moaning and rubbing it, feeling wetness soaking into my panties.

		“Oh yes,” Colin grunted. “Play with it, baby. Stick your fingers in there.”

		I looked at the screen. “Your encouragements aren’t helping.”

		“What else am I supposed to do? Be quiet?”

		“Yes,” I said.

		“Fine.”

		Somehow, on this spaceship far above Earth, Beth’s boyfriend and I ended up mutually masturbating. I’d never imagined my life leading to this moment, nor actively watching another man jerk himself off. It wasn’t the details, and it had nothing to do with my orientation; it was just the energy, and I was easily able to overlook my heterosexuality because Colin was clearly getting off from how hot it was to watch me masturbate, and I was right there with him, except I could see and feel what was going on in my pussy.

		In a lustful daze, I eventually twisted my damp panties aside. Out in the open, the sight of my bare pussy made my breath catch in my throat. I wasn’t completely shaved, but the hair ended above my lips, meaning my vulva was exposed and plainly glistening with my arousal.

		Seeing all that on my body made my head spin.

		I was only nervous when I wasn’t masturbating and consumed with pleasure, so I overcame this disorienting feeling by sticking my fingers in myself. I felt my new orifice stretch open, taking my mind deeper into my loins until I was picturing the full depth of this tight hole I now had—inside which my fingers dove farther.

		Obviously this was something I’d never done as a man. But I learned on the fly.

		I pounded my fingers into my slit, curing that aggravating emptiness with a three-digit assault. At the same time, I squeezed and massaged my tits.

		Ahead of me, Colin was clearly enjoying everything he saw, his hand a blur along his erect shaft. I found myself wanting him to reach orgasm. That he was so uncontrollably aroused by the show I was putting on made me that much more excited—and it was a feeling I’d never experienced as a guy. I’d crossed sides. I was the wet dream. I was the porn star. I was making the cum flow.

		Colin jolted, and out shot a tremendous rope of jizz that coincided with a high-pitched squeal from his throat. That sent me over the edge, and soon my room was echoing with the sounds of both of us making orgasmic notes. The best part of my climax was how it spread to every other region of my body, making me writhe. The high point wasn’t as high, but it didn’t fade like a man’s orgasm did. I just lay there smiling afterward, buzzing from head to toe, feeling like I was in the clouds.

		Well, I was above the clouds, technically.

		“Can you be my girlfriend from now on?” Colin asked.

		I rolled over to face him. “I’m still a guy,” I laughed. “I’ll be a guy again whenever this is fixed.”

		“Well, can you be my girlfriend until it’s fixed, at least?”

		“Sure,” I said, in a pleasant daze. “Whatever.”
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		In the middle of the night, I had a strange dream: there was a little girl yanking hard on my arm and referring to me as Mommy. And then I was wondering if this was the BOD’s dream, or if it was just something bizarre concocted by my male mind inhabiting a female form. Some crossed wires or such. The damn girl was persistent.

		I blinked a few times.

		It stopped feeling like a dream.

		Wait a second, I thought, sitting up carefully and looking around. My surroundings were that of a dark master bedroom. The bed was wider. And there was another lump underneath the sheets next to me. It shocked me so much that I momentarily forgot about the kid, and her cries of Mommy, Mommy were lost in a blender of a million scared voices in my head as I looked down at my body and saw a black nightgown. I still had breasts, but they were smaller. And my hair was longer and brown, not blonde.

		What in the world?

		Was this another glitch? Had I swapped into a different BOD in the middle of the damn night?

		I might have to convince Dad to ask for a refund.

		“Mommy,” the girl said again.

		I looked at her. She was all of five or six—and presumably a BOD also. It both seemed normal that there’d be child BODs for children and also extremely weird.

		“Yes?” I said quietly.

		“I’m scared. Read me a story.”

		“Oh. Uh. Okay.”

		I swung my legs out of bed. I didn’t know how old I was, but apparently I was old enough to be a mom. Trying my best to remain calm—hey, at least it wasn’t my first time in a female BOD on this vacation—I got out of bed and followed the young girl into her room. The suite was more or less laid out the same, and the girl’s room was like mine, just decorated a little differently, and with an appropriately sized bed. She jumped into the covers.

		I saw a stack of children’s books. All of them had EARTHGAZER LIBRARY stickers on them. I picked the one on the top.

		“Not the monkeys,” the girl said.

		I put the monkey book aside. “Which one?”

		“The girl in outer space.”

		I found Luna the Astronaut.

		She nodded.

		Well, alrighty then, I thought, sitting down next to my not-daughter and reading her a story in the middle of the night.

		It was a typical children’s book, heavy on illustrations and light on words. While my voice settled into an automatic rhythm, telling the tale of Luna’s adventures around the Solar System, I kept trying to concentrate and push myself back into Beth’s BOD. But no amount of mental input on my end seemed to have an effect. So I just went along with playing the role of Mommy because I didn’t want to scare this young girl. Was she even old enough to understand BODs? At her age, if she found out that someone else was in Mommy’s BOD, she might be traumatized for life.

		When I finished the book, she was soundly asleep. Then I kissed her on the forehead, because I figured most mommies did that.

		I put the book away and left the room.

		Back in the master bedroom, I discovered I wasn’t the only one awake. The lump that I’d woken up next to was revealed to be a man, and he was looking at me as I returned. It startled me no less than if I’d seen a ghost.

		“More monsters in the closet?” he said.

		I hesitated. Then I remembered that I didn’t want to draw any suspicions and ruin this family’s vacation. I headed over toward him. I glanced down and saw a ring on my finger, so I made the obvious conclusion.

		“She was just a little scared,” I said, hoping the darkness was enough to hide that I was trembling as I slipped myself back into the sheets. “It’s a new environment. New noises. And it’s not even her real body.”

		Earth was shining at us through the window. This vacation was proving to be unforgettable in ways I couldn’t have predicted, both good and bad.

		I rolled to my side, away from the woman’s husband. Unfortunately, my privacy was short-lived. He wrapped his arm over me, and suddenly I was the little spoon to his big spoon. My skin crawled as I felt his larger, manly physique press against my spine—including an apparent bulge prodding my backside.

		Can I please jump back to my own body now? I pleaded mentally.

		No one was out there to help.

		His hand moved down between my legs. I swallowed hard, and I forced myself to be compliant as he rubbed me. I was so on edge that I felt like I was going to shatter into a thousand pieces. He would’ve freaked out if he discovered that I wasn’t his wife, but I stayed silent. Even when that bulge against my butt began to grow harder and firmer, even when he was starting to breathe against my ear.

		Unexpectedly, I started to get aroused.

		With my recent sexual experience inside a woman’s body, I recognized the sensation of my nipples tightening and swelling, and there was a flourish of heat in my loins. The husband began to grind against my backside a little, and his finger worked at my clitoris with clear skill. My eyelids fluttered, and a soft moan escaped my lips.

		I was a wife receiving erotic gratification from her husband, and it wasn’t a dream.

		The future was truly here.

		“I was just thinking,” the man said. “Is this adultery? You’re not you.”

		I gulped. Does he know?

		“And I’m also not me,” he laughed. “We’re different people up here.”

		“That is a—oh—funny way of looking at it,” I said.

		Thank God it was the middle of the night. And thank God we were just fooling around. If I’d been tasked to masquerade as a mother and wife during the day, I wouldn’t have known what to do. Here, it was easy. Just squirm a little and make some noises. I wasn’t even forcing myself to; the hand between my legs was seriously stimulating.

		Hubby reached underneath my nightgown for a more direct approach, at which point I noticed there were no panties to get in the way. He rubbed my vulva, then slipped his index finger inside. I jolted a little, but was otherwise approving of this increased aggression. He kissed my neck. My skin was tingling all over.

		“You want more?” he whispered.

		“N-no,” I blurted out. “Just finger me. I like when someone fingers my pussy.”

		“You’ve never used that word before.”

		“Which?”

		“Pussy.”

		“Oh,” I said. “Well, I guess I’m in a naughty mood.”

		“It turns me on,” he said.

		I was in a naughty mood. And I was trying to figure out why—in the middle of moaning and grinding against a stranger—I was so into this. My best guess was the BOD itself. It was supposed to be inhabited by a heterosexual woman, and perhaps it was providing me with the signals of pleasure that a heterosexual woman would receive in this moment. I wasn’t aroused by men, but this BOD was. So was Beth’s BOD. And, in a way, it was disorienting me. The path of least resistance and happier feelings was to just go with it.

		While my pussy enjoyed a rhythmic fingering, I reached around behind my hip and searched for my partner’s manhood. He saw what was happening and assisted. Not long after, my hand was down the front of his boxers and grasping his hard-on. Its size and stiffness caught me a little off-guard, and I reckoned it was a perception thing. Smaller feminine hand equaled relatively bigger cock. I pushed myself over that hurdle and stroked him, frightened and mesmerized by his length. I heard him grunt in my ear.

		“That’s it, honey,” he whispered.

		Him calling me honey made me tingle some more.

		I’d caught a glimpse of him in the darkness earlier. His BOD was an outright hunk, and I must’ve been pretty sexy myself. In real life, they could’ve been entirely different. But on the Earthgazer, they were their sexiest selves. And how could you take a vacation up here in outer space without making love all the damn time? With these healthy BODs, with Earth visible through the window, with all your problems hundreds of miles away…

		I rolled over to face him. My horniness had taken control, and I had to face him to see the window. Putting that blue-and-green planet into the mix just made me hornier.

		He kissed me. I didn’t fight it. And I was sure as hell clumsy in trying to return the favor, but I worked his shaft more intensely so he wouldn’t notice. My whole body was just trembling with excitement.

		“I think I’ve changed my mind,” I told him.

		“About what?” he said.

		“About what else you can put inside me.”

		He stopped fingering me, and I stopped stroking him. It was just easier since we weren’t ourselves—me doubly so. A bit awkwardly, I pushed myself on top of him. In the light of our home planet, he was deliciously muscular, with plenty of grooves for my hands to find a solid grip. He aimed his cock upward, and I settled down on him. It was honestly a hundred times easier than I’d expected, or it was just a lucky first attempt. His hardness pushed up into me, and I saw more stars behind my eyelids than there were outside.

		“Mm,” I let out, squatting down, then lifting my body again.

		He was probably close to orgasm after my handjob, but I craved an exciting finale.

		Who thought I’d be getting so much out of this vacation? While my parents and sister were still struggling with their mismatched BODs, I was having sex with a married man, and we’d only departed Earth less than twenty-four hours ago.

		I almost resented the idea of the Space Cruise company fixing the glitch.

		His dick being inside me was an instant pleasure—both the fullness it provided and the friction of what was his sliding against what was mine, increasingly aided by my wetness. I loved sitting all the way down on him and feeling that rigid shaft vanishing several inches deep into my body. My nipples were insanely hard, but I had no time for them; it was just me and my not-husband’s cock, having sex with Earth watching over us.

		My prediction that he was close to orgasm panned out. A few minutes of riding produced a creamy injection into the farthest depths of my pussy, followed by several more that made my toes curl. Mine was close behind, and I sat there on top of him just basking in the pleasure of my whole body quaking and vibrating.

		I hope this lady doesn’t get pregnant, I thought.

		Then, stupidly, I realized that wouldn’t happen.

		BODs were just, like, really great, in pretty much every way.

		I slid off him and lay there, head against his shoulder. Neither of us said anything. I figured that was for the best. And I was asking myself a lot of questions in the aftermath, with some stranger’s cum inside my pussy.

		What was I supposed to do? Reject his intimacy and arouse suspicion?

		But the intercourse had been my idea.

		In the end, I blamed the BODs again. It felt like it was easy to lose myself and ignore all inhibitions entirely. I’d done that with Colin, and here I’d done it again. Maybe it was the psychologically effect of having the appearance of someone else. In any case, as I tried to find sleep after all that, I just hoped morning would find me back in Beth’s BOD.
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		Early the next morning, a crisis was officially averted; I woke up in Beth’s BOD, in my own bed. Automatically, my mind began to associate my temporary misplacement into another BOD as part of some wacky dream, but I knew it wasn’t. Somehow, that woman and I had swapped places. And I hoped she never found out about it.

		Among my family, no one else acted like they had inexplicably found themselves in a different room last night. My sister, Beth, remained a recluse, hiding herself and her older male BOD in her bedroom—only coming out to hurriedly fetch breakfast before scooting away, like a mouse running from the light. My mom’s BOD, with Dad at the helm, spent his leisure reading books from the library. I noticed he was wearing makeup, although it was applied a little heavier and sloppier than what Mom would do.

		I brought this up to Mom while she was putting away the skillet and drinking glasses. The kitchenette came fully stocked, it seemed, and there was a chute in the wall for deliveries of whatever you wanted, from expensive wine to cheap cookies. “He did his own makeup,” she said. “But of course he needs to go heavy with it, like he thinks we’re going on a date.”

		“It’s not a bad first attempt,” I said.

		“I do hope they fix this glitch soon. Your sister is about to lose her mind.”

		And maybe her boyfriend too, I thought.

		I saw Colin again that afternoon. There was no pretense about the call; he dropped his pants at once, and I situated myself comfortably on the bed, providing him with the ideal vantage point of me fucking myself. I was so horny. Some of that could probably be attributed to the female sex drive, but also there was the newness factor. It was like driving a new car. I just wanted to keep taking it for a spin, enjoy its smells, and hear that engine purr.

		With it being Saturday, I kept thinking about that guy and girl who’d approached me the other day, inviting me to their party. I finally figured what the hell. And that evening, I snuck out wearing a halter top and skirt that only came halfway to my knees and headed up to room 2410. Before I arrived, I could hear music thumping from inside.

		Okay, I thought, knocking on the door, so they weren’t lying about the party part. But I still had my guesses about what kind of party it was.

		My two brief acquaintances opened up, which blasted the music out into the hallway. The red-haired woman smiled, and her tattooed male friend stood beside her, drinking a glowing beverage. Behind them, I spied some people in various states of undress, occupied with themselves on the sofa, on a table, and even on the floor.

		Oh. A sex party.

		My first guess had been right.

		“Hi,” the woman said. “I’m Eve. This is Adam.”

		“Adam and Eve?” I said. “Like in the Bible?”

		“Sure. And here’s our paradise. Wanna come in?”

		I went inside. My entrance was barely noticed by their other guests. Right away I smelled the scents of sweat, tobacco, and possibly marijuana. There were strobe lights everywhere. For a makeshift party pad, it was half decent.

		“Enjoying your vacation?” Eve asked.

		I shrugged. “It’s all right.” What was not mentioned was that I was in the wrong BOD.

		Adam was holding something that resembled a needle. “You’re in luck,” he said. “My brother works on the assembly line of these things. The flesh isn’t customizable, but the control units—the part that talks to your brain back home—can be accessed with the right tool.” He grinned at me. “So. You want your skin to be more sensitive? You want to be caught in a swell of insatiable lust? Drunk? High? All I gotta do is jack into your control unit.”

		“Sure,” I said, unfazed by the needle. “Let’s go more sensitive.”

		The two hosts smiled at each other. Adam asked me to turn around.

		The needle going into my neck didn’t hurt in the slightest. It seemed to be a numb spot. And then I saw him with his phone, sifting through the settings of my BOD. All it required was one flick of his thumb, and suddenly I was overwhelmed with enhanced sensations: the warmth in the air, the constriction of my clothes, even the blood flowing through my veins. I shivered, feeling my nipples get so hard that it was like they were turning into stone. My lips tingled when I rubbed my tongue across them. The vibrations of the music made it seem like I was one of the instruments in the track, being thrummed, plucked, and pounded.

		“Whoa,” I uttered. “That’s amazing.”

		*WHOOSH*

		And suddenly it was someone else’s voice who had said that.

		Oh no, not this again!

		I looked down at myself. The leather outfit and the red hair instantly gave away my new identity: I was in Eve’s BOD. And the blonde girl who’d I formerly been looked down at herself too with an expression of shock. “Adam, what the hell did you do?”

		“Huh?” Adam said, taking the needle out. “What happened?”

		“I’m in her body now! We fucking traded places!”

		He looked at both of us, not understanding.

		“Apparently it’s solar flares,” I explained. “Uh, sorry.”

		Eve, in her new body, looked up at me. “This isn’t the first time this has happened?”

		I shook my head. “That’s not even my real BOD.”

		“But I saw you the other day.”

		“It’s my sister’s BOD. My family’s on vacation, and some solar flare or whatever supposedly mixed us all up.” I just had to smile at my continued streak of bad luck. “I’m actually a guy.”

		Eve laughed. “Hey, that’s fine with me. On Earth, Adam is Alicia. And I’m trans. To me, the BODs are a way to transcend the prisons of our flesh, whether for curiosity reasons, or to become who we really are.”

		I could tell Eve’s control unit had been modified too. I was sensitive, but also instantly horny. Of course there were my erect nipples and tingling skin—traits of arousal experienced by all women, it seemed. But there was something else. There was warmth in my loins, but it was concentrated, expanding, extending. And it wasn’t exactly unfamiliar.

		I pulled up my plaid skirt that was supposed to belong to Eve’s attire. And I was greeted by a rather substantial erection, with no underwear in sight.

		Eve was just smiling. “Hey, what can I say? Sometimes they can be fun, and I’ve had enough of both ways.”

		“You’re such a slut, Eve,” Adam said, but it was said in jest.

		“Well that’s the point of life, isn’t it? Sluts have all the fucking fun.” She nodded to the room around us. “I hope you understand what this party is about, new girl.”

		I nodded. “It’s Edward. Normally. And yeah, I got the gist.”

		“Good,” she said with a wide smile.

		Eve dropped to her knees. We’d finished our formalities, apparently. And while I certainly had a hundred reasons to be surprised, not one of them was a complaint as my former BOD put my new cock between her lips. That was familiar, and I shuddered deeply as my painfully swollen glans was surrounded by a moist, tight mouth. She made a few inches disappear, and the intensity of the enhanced sensations made me feel like I was going to explode prematurely. I grabbed her skull, shaking on my feet and almost using her as a crutch just to maintain my balance.

		But while I was male there, the rest of me wasn’t.

		I pulled my jacket off, exposing the double salute of my hard nipples trying to tear through my black tank top. It was someone else’s BOD, but I hardly hesitated in reaching underneath and fondling myself. Having my cock sucked and playing with my tits wasn’t something I’d ever dreamed of happening in my lifetime, but here I was, experiencing all the potential of these fantastic BODs.

		Eve continued with her blowjob, and it was clear she was no novice. I felt slightly bad for exploiting Beth’s BOD in such a way, but it really wasn’t even her BOD; she hadn’t spent one second inside it yet, despite choosing it. So far, that blonde body with Eve inside was my BOD.

		“God,” I moaned, tilting my head back. With all the pleasure coursing through my female BOD, it felt like my dick was basically a six-inch-long clitoris.

		Adam came around behind me. He was more gentle, and I hesitated to think of it as a woman’s touch as he massaged my shoulders and planted kisses on my neck. Eve had said he was really Alicia, but not up here. He hiked up my skirt. Without a pussy, there was only one other way I could be fucked. The notion of my ass being brought into the mix filled me with some concern, but I could’ve spoken out at any moment, and I knew they would’ve respected my decision. But I didn’t say anything.

		It wasn’t my hacked control unit.

		The BOD just made me feel like I was free. Free of what, I wasn’t entirely sure. Free of doubts? Free of rules? Or just free, in the broadest definition possible. Free of the flesh, free of the inhibitions and expectations that defined our lives and choices.

		On the Earthgazer, I was just a simple pile of matter seeking pleasure.

		Adam stabbed his cock at my back door. He was a tight fit, and I nearly bit my own tongue off as a huge, throbbing intruder forced itself into my rectum. He bent me over slightly. And with Eve still slobbering over my hard-on, I quickly found myself in a sandwich of ecstasy.

		Sex had never been so fantastic that I was at a loss for words.

		My eyes rolled back. I moaned out half-constructed syllables and utter gibberish as Adam pounded into me, his pelvis slamming against my ass. We were within arm’s reach of the door, having a threesome right in front of anyone who walked in. It didn’t matter to me. My legs turned to noodles, until Adam was working harder to hold me upright than I was.

		“Guh!” I cried out as the ramming intensified. “Puh! Gah! Yes!” Hey, there was a simple word! It became my only word. “Yes! Yes, yes, yes—”

		I had never moaned so much in my life. When Eve stopped sucking me off, I was positively twitching. I hadn’t reached orgasm yet, but it already felt like I’d endured a hundred of them. My balls yearned for release with gallons of hot cum, and my cock was about to fall off with how heavy and swollen it was. Eve stood up and kissed me. The taste of my own pre-cum was among the many flavors my enhanced tongue discerned—along with saliva, sweat, and flavors of my breakfast from earlier.

		“You mind if I use your pussy next?” she said.

		“I told you,” I said, my head still swimming, “it’s not mine. But sure.”

		With this being a new experience, I pretty much collapsed on the spot, and had to crawl like a wounded animal over to a saucer-shaped, neon-accented chair where Eve received a fucking from Adam. She might’ve wanted to have a penis on this vacation, but the joy I saw on her face while her pussy was repeatedly jackhammered told me that she liked the alternative just as much.

		I remained hard. And I couldn’t help but jerk off and finger my asshole simultaneously while watching these two other BODs go to town. Knowing that I was Eve made it even hotter, with my bright red hair and piercings—which I was only now beginning to find.

		Around the three of us was an ongoing orgy with probably a dozen people scattered around the common area, women and men getting all sorts of freaky. I wondered which BODs represented their users with some accuracy, and which were completely different. There was a young black woman sixty-nining a young white woman. Could the black woman be a white guy? Was the white woman a black guy? An Asian guy? Much older?

		I wasn’t sure if the inventors of the BODs had ever predicted a situation exactly like this. They were just modes of near-instantaneous transportation, not vessels for transcendent pleasures. And yet here we were.

		When Eve had gotten her fill of her friend’s cock, that cock came toward me. I was initially reluctant—not only because of the throbbing instrument itself, but also there was an untold amount of bodily fluids creating its shine. Eve patted my head like I was her good little pet, and when Adam thrust his manhood ever so slightly in my direction, my lips parted.

		Like everything else, the sensations inside my mouth were enhanced. I wouldn’t quite say my lips were erogenous zones, but the way they slipped along his glistening shaft and secured around the girth of it provided me with more of those trembles. My tongue sort of automatically cupped underneath it, creating a wet slide of sorts. And in and out it went.

		“My face looks cute sucking a man off,” Eve said, right next to me.

		“Mm,” I said.

		She jerked me off.

		Overall, they were more attentive to me than themselves. I supposed they liked to treat the newbies right. Shortly thereafter, I found myself sprawled over the chair, being the oral pleasure for Adam and also Eve, who initiated another round of throat-and-cock lovemaking.

		I was lost in the music. The lust. Before embarking on this vacation, I’d wondered if I would find someone to hook up with. A fling in space. Well, I’d sure done that and then some! For a long time, I felt like I was moments away from having the biggest orgasm of my young life, but the edge taunted me endlessly. My balls started truly hurting.

		Whether it was this BOD or my expanding sexual encyclopedia, I was mostly indifferent to giving blowjobs. They made my jaw ache. But I loved how intimate the act was, having the source of a man’s pleasure fitting inside my mouth, leaving me to decide how to stimulate him.

		I liked being fucked better.

		And Adam gave my ass another session.

		This time I was bent over the saucer-shaped chair, two hands firmly gripping my waist, and a hard rod making itself cozy in my rectum again. After so much sex, I felt exhausted—but in a good way. I was more submissive, more willing to be used and touched and kissed. And with Eve’s hand working my cock again, I was in a world of erotic thrills.

		“Yes! Yes!” I moaned on. It was my new favorite word.

		The need to climax was going to split me in half. The alterations to this BOD’s control unit just made my mind confused and desperate. I wanted clarity. I wanted the jizz to flow so it would cease tormenting me.

		Come on, come on! I urged.

		With fast hands from one partner and a relentless ass-fucking from another, my balls tightened, and my loins felt like the explosion of a million suns—

		*WHOOSH*

		Wait.

		Adam and Eve were suddenly gone, and I was looking inside a refrigerator. As my whirling mind began to settle down, I closed the door and glanced around. I was back in our family’s suite. Even more: the T-shirt I was now wearing showed no signs of certain female assets pushing the front out. My body was male.

		I was finally inside the BOD I’d chosen, after all this damn time.

		A door opened. I looked and saw Dad emerging out of what had temporarily been my sister’s room. “Rita?” he hollered. “It seems they finally addressed our glitch, earlier than expected. They really need to sort these things out next time, because solar flares are a regular occurrence. I would expect any vacation company to realize that.”

		Then Mom came out of her room. “Well, it’s about time. It finally feels like our vacation can begin.”

		Dad was looking into his pants. “Why am I wearing women’s underwear?”

		“Honey, your daughter was probably just trying to feel normal.”

		“Hm. I’m going to go change and take a shower.”

		Dad went into the master bedroom. Mom saw me in the kitchenette.

		“Edward, is that you?” she asked.

		I nodded. “Yep. I’m, uh, happy to be a guy again.”

		“I feel like we’re all going to be happier now. Do you know where your sister is?”

		My heart dropped like a falling meteor.

		Oh no.

		Oh no.

		“Uh, I was just hanging around the ship and seeing the sights,” I explained with a nervous laugh. “She’ll be back soon.” And then I told my mom I was going to leave and find something to do, and I might be gone for a few hours. I left the suite whistling a tune, wondering if I should get myself measured for my coffin.

		

	


		Epilogue

		 

		“So, kids,” Dad said as we all arranged ourselves into a loose circle in the middle of the common room. He was wearing a hat that said OFFICIAL SPACE EXPLORER. “Did you have fun?”

		I glanced over at Beth. She was glaring at me like she wished to stab me in my sleep. I chuckled. “Yeah. It was fun. Well worth it.”

		“And you, sweetheart?”

		Beth: “Sure. Whatever.”

		I was just thankful she hadn’t told our parents. But with her having the knowledge of where I’d been, that was future leverage. I reminded myself that I needed to move out of my parents’ house as soon as possible.

		Our space vacation was finally coming to an end. The projector was showing us where to stand, and the screen was counting down our departure. I quite liked the nonexistent travel time, and within a couple of minutes I’d be back down on Earth. Being back in my human body almost felt like a downgrade, but I’d get used to it. And maybe the family would be going on another one of these BOD adventures next year.

		Supposedly the Space Cruise company had plans to put a resort on the moon. Just imagine!

		“Time to go back to the real world,” Mom sighed. “Paying bills, and doctor’s appointments, and feeling achy every evening.”

		“I’ve heard rich people are heavily investing in this BOD technology,” Dad said. “So they can be in young bodies for the rest of their lives. Of course that won’t be affordable for us. We’ll only be allowed expensive samples, like on these vacations, while the Bill Gates of the world—”

		“Shh, honey, the countdown is starting.”

		Only ten seconds left. A male voice told us to imagine happy thoughts while our consciousnesses were about to be sent back to Earth.

		I started to imagine a cute cat again.

		But the cat disappeared quickly, and I was thinking about Adam and Eve. At the forefront of my mind was the unforgettable sexual experience, but it was so much more than that. These BODs were kind of like the evolved version of internet avatars, allowing us to be who we were on the inside—or just to have fun and experiment. I wondered if I might choose a female BOD for our next vacation. Even if we just went to Europe or wherever, BODs would be so much faster and cause fewer headaches than an international flight.

		The countdown concluded.

		I had this brief sensation of my brain being sucked out of the back of my head.

		Everything was blurry again. I couldn’t move. It took me a moment to remember the foam. Right. I was stuck into the wall like an action figure in a package, with foam to protect me from erratic, involuntary movements. I heard a door open. A woman’s voice was calling out to me, but her words were difficult to hear.

		I wasn’t entirely convinced that my brain wasn’t reassembling itself. Or rebooting.

		Then the woman’s voice came in clearer.

		“Looks like you’re the first to wake,” Erica said. “How was your journey on the Earthgazer?”

		“There was more than I can probably ever remember,” I said with a cough. “My voice sounds funny.”

		“Sensory disorientation is completely normal. It’ll take a moment to adjust, Beth. Your mind probably feels like it’s stretched out.”

		Beth?

		My vision came back. As Erica helped me out of the foam, I looked down in horror, seeing that the jiggling sensation on my chest wasn’t my imagination—and then I heard a scream from one of the other closets.

		Uh oh, I thought. Well, this just got worse.

		 

		


		 

		The changes don’t stop here! Check out the massive Gregor Daniels catalog and indulge in your wildest fantasies, whether it’s transformations, boys becoming sexy girls, or totally-unorthodox-but-completely-safe pregnancies caused by untested phone apps.
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