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Book Description for Swap Meet: Erotic Body Swap Stories Edited by N.T. Morley

Explore the fringe of your fantasies with seven sweet stories of body swapping, shifted consciousness and erotic encounters! Acclaimed anthologist and erotic novelist N.T. Morley has collected seven stories that feature one person waking up in a new body.

A university parapsychology student “borrows” a device known as a DelVecchio Helmet to see if he can “explore” his roommate’s hot body -- from the inside...

A rejected wannabe-warlock nabs a pint of blood from his beloved and uses a secret spell to create an exact duplicate of her to inhabit for the week of Spring Break... but he’s entirely unprepared for the desires his new body exhibits...

Hundreds of years after dying in a car wreck and donating her body to science, a young woman awakens to find her body cloned and her brain reprogrammed to make her the perfect sex slave she’s always fantasized about becoming!

Practicing his lucid dreaming, a sexually frustrated husband discovers his wife exploring her solo perversions -- and accidentally slips into her body to enjoy them with her...

An infomorph born in the dark corridors of the internet comes to life in the body of a robot call girl’s client...

Witchy Phaedra takes a playful form of revenge on Daphne, the best friend who stole Phaedra’s boyfriend Luke... by stealing Daphne’s body and tempting Luke into that threesome he’s been asking for -- with the sleaziest guy on campus!

While practicing his psychic meditations, a young man discovers that he’s able to enter the body of his hot but standoffish female roommate, Kelly. Even more surprising, it turns out Kelly is engaged a secret but passionate lesbian affair with his other roommate, Janelle!

“Swap Meet” is an explicit erotic male collection of science fiction and fantasy body swapping stories. It is intended only for an adult audience that wishes to read frank descriptions of sexual behavior, including domination, submission, oral sex, anal sex, erotic punishment, erotic humiliation, threesomes, group sex and other forms of sexual variation. Do not sample, buy or read it if you might find such themes offensive.
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Just Visiting by Brett Olsen

I shudder awake and feel it around me. All at once, it hits me: I’m in Haley Jacobs’ body!

Her gorgeous body... and it feels good.

I’m still partly numb from the Transfer, but I can feel Haley’s sweet body all over me. Through the fog of the sleeping pill I gave her, I feel the weight of her tits on my chest, the slimness of her hips embraced by the soft, silky sheets, the wideness of her hips, the soft swish of her legs as I wriggle and shiver, becoming aware of her body.

Correction: My body, for now... for at least the next couple of hours.

I fumble my hands down Haley’s front and feel her. I guess she doesn’t sleep naked. I figured her for a nude sleeper, but she’s apparently not. She’s got some kind of a nightie on. I lift the sheet.

Wow... holy shit... it’s a sexy nightie, light fabric sprinkled with lace. It’s a baby-doll. It’s lose up top on her double-D rack, tighter at the waist, and loose, flaring over the hips and down to Haley’s upper thighs... to allow easy access, I guess. She’s also wearing a matching G-string, but there’s not much to it.

My hands rove over Haley’s body. I feel that she’s wearing stockings, too. Damn! What a kinky, hot slut my younger housemate is! She wears stockings and a baby doll nightie to bed? This is one kinky slut I’ve had living next to me! I lift the bedding and look down at Haley’s gorgeous body and see that the stockings are sexy white stay-ups, sheer, with seams down the back. They’ve got lace bands at the top embellished with pink flowers. They look very virginal, their innocence accentuating Haley’s hot, fuckable body and how slutty her see-through baby doll nightie makes her look. I feel hot.

Mmmm... then I discover something even better...

When I run my fingertips over her throat, I feel something around it... something leather... something that buckles.

Haley wearing a dog collar, I realize. This is really one hot, kinky slut whose body I’ve taken over for the night!

With every touch I give Haley’s body, I have more appreciation for her beauty, her hotness, her sluttiness. Oh, she is so fucking fuckable. I want to get a better look at her, but I’m still groggy and sleepy. Everything’s blurry and shadowed. But I can feel her body on me, all over me, against my hands. I explore her aggressively. I feel her tits. They’re glorious. I caress her nipples. They stiffen instantly. Blinking up into the darkness, I become exquisitely aware of every neuron in Haley Jacobs’ gorgeous nineteen-year-old body. I feel her flesh encompassing me like a welcoming cocoon. I feel her neurons surrounding my mind. They feed sensory input deep into my own neurons... my mind... I guess maybe what you’d call my soul.

Or maybe there is no soul, like Professor Bolton says. Maybe what I feel is just Haley’s fingers and flesh, nipples and skin, transmitting signals to my brain. My physical body is in my bed, just past the thin plaster wall, just a few feet away. Having a bedroom next door to Haley’s has made this whole thing a lot more exciting than if I was downstairs next to Ray or Tank.

I feel nothing of my own physical body. It’s detached entirely. If everything is going right, it should be paralyzed, slumbering. My head is embraced by the DelVecchio Helmet, detaching all of my conscious mind-body connections, allowing me to project the way Professor Bolton taught me.

The difference? Professor Bolton says it’s only been done in a lab. He only allows us to try in a lab. No amount of arguing will convince him, I know. That’s why I had to be pretty sly to slip the helmet out of the lab and bring it home for the weekend. If Professor Bolton wasn’t out of town at the International Neuroscience Conference, I never would have gotten away with it.

As long as the DelVecchio Helmet stays there buckled to my head -- and there is no reason it should move, barring an earthquake or meteor strike -- everything will go exactly as planned. I’ll relax here in Haley’s bed, spend a few sleepy hours in her body, feeling my hands on her tits, her belly, her legs, “exploring”.... hell, maybe I’ll even get up and look in the mirror. I know I shouldn’t, but... part of me wants to throw on a T-shirt and tiptoe down the hall into my bedroom to grab my phone. A few selfies of hot Haley would provide some truly cherished wank fodder through the long, hard weeks ahead as I worked to complete my Master’s degree. Normally, Haley will barely give me the time of day -- unless she wants something. To her, I’m a complete nerd. A hot blonde sophomore with a rack like hers doesn’t need a dweeby grad student like me trying to sneak peaks at her and trying not to drool as she saunters out of the bathroom and down the hall wearing nothing but a towel way too small to hide her hot naked body.

But now, I don’t have to “sneak peaks” at Haley, do I? I feel her... I touch her... I let my hands wander. I stretch and squirm, taking deep breaths and feeling the weight of my breasts expand as my chest rises and falls. I still can’t see much; I wait for my eyes to adjust as my fingers work across her tits. I feel them. They’re huge.

I decide I’m going to have some real fun with Haley’s body.

Why not? I’ve got anywhere from three to six hours with Haley’s hot body at my disposal. Why not have fun with it?

I know the answer, of course. In the DelVecchio Transfer “code of ethics” Professor Bolton taught us, it’s wrong to “exploit” the “target.” But Professor Bolton does not know I’m doing this; hell, he would hardly believe me if I told him! He thinks that it takes a full-powered DelVecchio helmet to be able to make the switch into an unknowing -- and presumably unwilling -- target. But ever since I was singled out by my test scores last year and invited to join the Neurotransfer Project, I’ve suspected that I have a knack for the Transfer that no one else has.

With my mind safely ensconced in Haley Jacobs’ body, I know that I was right all along. I’m the first person on record to attempt a transfer outside the lab -- and succeed.

I start to take my reward.

Haley has exquisitely sensitive nipples. I caress them gently at first, increasing the pressure until I feel my hunger mounting. Back in my body, I was already intensely horny. I’m a young, healthy man of twenty-three; I jerk off at least three times a day. With how nervous I was sneaking the helmet out of the lab, I haven’t rubbed one out in a whole week. That’s simply unheard of!

I guess my horniness has transferred to Haley’s body, along with my mind. That, or Haley is one horny slut, and she’s worked up already.

I feel a hunger for pleasure and pain. I don’t quite understand it, but I really want it. With my right hand, I pinch and twist Haley’s nipples. I feel my back arch, my shapely butt pressing into the soft bed as my legs open wide. My left hand finds its way down Haley’s body automatically, zeroing in right on her cunt. I feel a rush as my fingers touch smooth, hairless flesh. Haley shaves, apparently. She shaves that pussy... or maybe she waxes. If she shaves, she does a very meticulous job. My pussy’s smooth as silk. She’s left it perfectly hairless for me. If she waxes, well... from what I’ve heard about getting your pussy waxed, Haley must be into pain. And from what I’ve heard through the thin walls of this ancient Victorian, Haley is into pain. I’ve heard the smacking, the slapping, the squealing of her girly voice. I’ve heard her cry out while fuckbuddies spank her, probably over their knees. I don’t even know who Haley is fooling around with. I’ve never seen her let a guy upstairs and into her room. As far as I know, she doesn’t even have a boyfriend. But there’s no mistaking the sounds of rough sex, spanking, gagging and slapping I’ve heard wafting through the walls. I guess she’s kind of a private person... but I can already feel something inside her body that tells me Haley likes it rough.

I think it’s one of the reasons I couldn’t get Haley out of my mind. I’m not proud to admit that I jerk off sometimes listening to her get her butt spanked in here. But what am I supposed to do? When a hot girl like Haley has loud sex, a guy like me can’t help but listen!

And now, I could have some hot sex of my own with Haley... solo sex, sure, but that’s what I wanted. I wasn’t about to violate the code of ethics so much as to get up and walk Haley’s body into my room and fuck my sleeping body... I had less than no interest in being with a guy, even myself. Being alone with Haley’s hot body was all that I wanted or needed.

I gasp as I start to rub the fingers of my left hand up and down in Haley’s wet slit. She is gushing, too turned on for it to be just my arousal... my hot blonde slut housemate was obviously wet as a faucet when she retired for the night. There’s even, already, a wet spot under her butt. That excites me still more. I feel the pleasure of my hardening clit and nipples, my moistening pussy, pulsing through my body.

I push two of Haley’s slim, narrow fingers up into my pussy.

Haley’s young cunt is tight, that’s for sure -- so exquisitely tight!

I realize that I’m using my left hand to fingerfuck myself; of course! Haley is left-handed, I realize. I’m right-handed. This must mean something for handedness research... maybe it proves some kind of body-memory habit or something.

Just now, I don’t care the slightest. All I want is to feel more fingers up inside Haley’s tight cunt. I push in three of them, feeling her tight pussy stretch as I force them up to the knuckle. I start humping myself against the thrusts of my hand, my lithe body undulating as I pinch my nipples and moan. I moan louder than I’ve ever heard Haley moan before; and why not? I’m the one next door, so there’s no chance she’ll disturb anyone. Hell, the floor below us is all-male, and I know for a fact that they don’t mind hearing their hot housemate moan like a banshee in heat when she fucks...

So I really go crazy. I kick the covers off, sit up and pull my fingers out of my crotch. I bring them to my mouth and slide my fingers in my mouth. I start to lick Haley’s juices. The taste is musky and erotic. It makes my arousal surge still more.

I feel my hand moving automatically. I barely know what it’s doing. Before I realize it, my hand has disappeared into the upper drawer of Haley’s nightstand.

It comes out holding a big silicone cock.

I whimper, moan and shiver as I start to suck it. I prop the ballsy base between my tits, feeling the cock’s impressive weight and thickness as my hand disappears for a second time... like it knows where to go, or like Haley is partially here, helping me find things that she can find automatically, in the dark, without looking. My hand moves with disturbing assuredness as it comes out holding a pair of tight nipple clamps connected by a silver chain. I know they’re tight because I put them on, quickly, cinching them hard on my firm, peaked pink nips. I cry out as I twist the screws on the side to release the tension on the chain-side, increasing the painful pinch on my nipples. It becomes so intense my eyes roll back in my head and I cry out at the top of my lungs... or of Haley’s lungs. My tits hang out of my baby-doll nightie. I wrap my hands around the wide, realistic base of the silicone cock. The base consists of sculpted balls that augment the dildo’s realism.

I bring the dildo to my mouth. I open wide. I begin to suck it.

The cock is exquisitely anatomical, with ridges and veins and even a sculpted pisshole. It’s also shockingly huge. I can’t believe a petite girl like Haley could fit this thing into her. But my body seems to know the way, and the giant thing slides right into my mouth. Soon, I’m drooling all over it, tipping my head back and pushing the head against my throat. The back of my throat spasms. I gag. Drool spills out of my pretty mouth and down my chin. I feel a surge of arousal. I realize there’s a mirror on the nightstand. I turn it toward me. It catches the light of the moon. I see Haley’s phone, too. I reach for it... thumb my way to the photo app... look up into the camera and snap a few low-light pictures of me -- that is, Haley -- with a huge, dark silicone dick in my mouth. I flip on the video setting and start the camera. I capture footage of Haley’s pretty face and swelling neck as I look up into the phone cam and force the big dildo all the way down my throat.

When I finally come up for air, I can’t stop sucking the dick, I’m so fucking turned on. I’m terrified of putting it in me... but I know I need it. I want it. I’ve got to have cock inside me, and soon. I can barely get my shaking hands to complete the thumb-strokes necessary to text the photos and video of my cocksucking adventure from Haley’s phone to my phone. I know that I’ll need to delete the outgoing message later... but right now, I don’t care. I just want to suck cock and get fucked.

I turn back toward the mirror on her nightstand. I watch as I suck the silicone cock and drool all over myself. In the moonlight, I can see everything, now that my eyes have adjusted. I’m so lost in excitement that I barely care when the shadow crosses the big grey disc of the moon -- until I realize what it is.

It’s a man, in my window! I feel waves of hot terror attacking me, overwhelming me. Haley’s body feels paralyzed. I draw my breath to scream, but the man is already through the open window, lunging onto the bed. He grabs my wrist. The dildo falls, splatting wetly on the hardwood floor. The big man’s other hand goes across my mouth and silences my scream. I struggle, but it is no use. His hand moves down off of my mouth and onto my throat. He starts to choke me a little, or threaten to; that’s what keeps me from screaming.

The stranger growls: “Couldn’t wait for me, could you, slut? I’ll make you pay for that.”

I feel a shocking wave of relief as I hear his familiar voice. It’s DeAndre, a guy I know Haley knows from around campus. He’s known for fucking a whole lot of girls. He fucked my girlfriend, Belinda, last year -- before I even got in her pants. I’ve seen him and Haley hanging around, but I never dreamed Haley was cheap, sleazy, tacky and slutty enough to get with DeAndre. Worse yet, she even plays kinky games with him! What a whore!

DeAndre forces me down on the bed, his huge body pinning me down to the mattress. He overpowers me easily; there’s not much for me to fight back with. Haley is only about five-foot-two; DeAndre must be six-feet-four or maybe even bigger. He’s a football player. He’s the one in control here. Even if I couldn't feel the surging sense of excitement that tells me Haley has done this with him before, I would be helpless to stop it. I guess I could try to argue... but it all happens so fast!

DeAndre circles both of my wrists with his right hand, easily holding them high up in the small of my back. With his left hand, he pushes my face in Haley’s pillow. I smell her perfume and her sweat.

DeAndre’s hand travels down my back, feeling my body. He reaches under me and feels my tits. He finds the nipple clamps.

“You fuckin’ kinky whore,” DeAndre growls. “You couldn’t even play virgin for me the way I asked. You know what I’m going to do to you as punishment, don’t you, slut?”

For the first time, I try to say something. My words are slurred; they’re barely comprehensible. I don’t know how to use Haley’s vocal cords, let alone her mouth. Sex appears to come quite naturally. Speaking, not so much.

“Please, baby,” I slur. “I’m tired. I’m not in the mood. I don’t think I want to do this after all--”

DeAndre silences me with a hard blow across my ass. His hand connects with the skirt of the baby doll nightie. I squeal and cry out.

“Careful, slut. You don’t want to wake that faggot roommate of yours. You wake him up and he’ll probably jerk off. You want that faggot jerking off to the sound of you getting it hard from behind?”

Before I can answer, DeAndre yanks up the skirt of my baby doll nightie. He spanks me again and again, until I’m twisting, writhing, struggling to free myself from his weight and his power. The sting rages up through Haley’s body and the pulsations rumble deep into her cunt. It feels good. My face reddens. I’m intensely humiliated to have this done to me by a guy who stole Belinda only a year ago.

“Please, baby,” I whimper. “I don’t think I can do this tonight.”

I guess this must be part of their role-play. DeAndre doesn’t just ignore me; he increases his aggression when I protest.

His hand disappears into Haley’s nightstand drawer. It comes out with a short length of rope. I feel the rope circling my wrists; it takes DeAndre only a moment to bind my wrists tightly. He’s quite a whiz with that rope. Before I can protest much more, his hand retrieves a ball-gag. He grabs my long blonde hair, forcing my head back. I cry out from the sudden pain. He shoves the ball-gag in my open mouth and quickly buckles it around my head. I feel the ominous snap of a padlock.

More rope comes out of Haley’s nightstand. I feel loops circling each of my ankles, secured to the bedframe, inescapable. In under a minute, DeAndre has me tied tight to the bed, my legs spread, my ass thrust in the air, my arms bound forearm-over-forearm in the small of my back.

DeAndre’s big hand caresses the back of my neck. Shivers and ripples run through me. He rubs my shoulders. His hand makes its way down my side to the small of my back, where he slides his hand up my baby doll nightie and tickles me. Then he feels my pussy through the soft thin silky fabric of my G-string.

He seizes hold of my baby doll nightie and pulls. I feel the spaghetti straps yanking at my shoulders, the tension of the fabric across my belly and tits. Then the fabric rips in numerous places at once; DeAndre rips the baby doll nighty away as if it were tissue. I cry out, but my shrieks of dismay are muffled by the ball gag.

Next, DeAndre grabs the sides of my G-sting and pulls even harder. I feel the strings digging into the flesh of my pussy, my hips, my ass, as DeAndre twists and rips. It takes a few good hard yanks before DeShawn rips the sodden fabric off of me.

I whimper in fear and arousal. I’m naked, now, or nearly so -- naked except for my sexy white stockings and the black leather dog collar I put on so DeAndre would know I was his slave.

DeAndre stands. His clothes come off. I watch him through the messy curtain of my falling blonde hair. I whimper behind the gag as I tremble in terror.

He drops his pants. His cock comes bouncing out, huge, hard and ready.

DeAndre climbs on the bed, seizing my hips and forcing me back against him. His hands rise and fall rhythmically, striking my ass on both cheeks. I squeal but the gag catches everything and muffles my sounds of pain. I feel DeAndre’s huge cock rubbing against my slit, teasing me open. He reaches down and parts my smooth cunt-lips. His fingers damn near crush my clit as he lifts me up and back onto him, fitting his dickhead into my snug notch.

He pushes into me. I feel like I’m about to be ripped in two. He thrusts his hips forward. His cockhead forces its way into me. He fucks his cock into me as deep as it will go -- right to the hilt. I feel my snug insides stretching painfully as DeAndre fills me up to the brim -- and beyond.

He starts to fuck me. My eyes roll back in my head. Pain mingles with pleasure. I can feel every thrust of his cock through my body, from pussy to throat and then rippling through every cell in my body. Drool runs out around my ball gag. My pillow is soaked.

“You know what to do, baby. You’re the one who keeps track of your cycle. Give me the signal if you want me to pull out before I cum, baby. Otherwise... you get it all, up inside you.”

I panic. I don’t know the signal! I realize with shock and horror that Haley must not be on the pill! Is she relying on that stupid rhythm method? Tracking the days of her cycle and making her boyfriends, lovers and fuckbuddies pull out on the days she’s most fertile? How the fuck am I supposed to know what her cycle is? Then again, even if I did, I don’t know the signal! What is it, some kind of finger thing? I’d better find it... oh, fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck!

I’m pushing myself up and back against DeAndre, forcing myself on his cock. I impale myself again and again, my eyes rolling back. Behind the ball gag, I shriek at the top of my lungs. My blonde hair falls over my face as my head undulates up and back and around. Drool runs out. Sweat covers me. I scream like hell into the ball gag as DeAndre punishes me with his cock.... pounding his huge organ into me again and again and again and again, hitting just the right spot to make me explode...

My first female orgasm is powerfully overwhelming. I can’t even believe how intense it is. As a man, I never experienced anything even remotely like this. I go crazy. I scream. I start fucking myself onto DeAndre, despite the increase in stretching pain as I punish my insides with the blunt force of his pounding dick. I feel his cockhead pounding my cervix, pushing up against the tender spots inside me as he sighs and groans in pleasure...

“Oh, yeah, baby, that’s what you want. You want it. You want that hot load in you. Here it comes, baby... good and deep. Take it!”

I try to get myself to stop pumping onto DeAndre, but I just can’t. My body’s instincts have taken over. I feel a hot wave of guilt as I detect the intense sensation of DeAndre’s giant cock spurting up in me... stream after stream after stream. DeAndre’s moans are gruff, manly. They make me feel even more dominated than ever.

He just keeps fucking into me, and I keep fucking back... for a very, very long time. He cums more than I ever dreamed a human male could cum. I mean... ten times as much as I squirt on my hand when I jerk off. It just goes on pulsing up into me, filling me up till it feels like my belly is swelling with it.

When DeAndre finally softens just enough to allow him to pull out, I feel my pussy stretched wide and gapped, lips separated by more than an inch. Shudders and spasms run through me as my helpless cunt tries to return to its previous state of tightness. But it can’t; it’s been stretched so wide, it remains open. I feel the wetness collect in thick, heavy beads at the stretched circle of my hole. A river starts to flow out of me.

DeAndre’s hand slips beneath me and catches the dense flow of semen. He switches hands and climbs on me, leaning hard on my petite body and bearing me down into the bed as he pushes his cum-covered hand in my face. He wipes it all over my face, smearing his cum through my hair.

“Yeah, baby. You love that cum, don’t you? I love it when we go all the way, baby. Bareback. Unprotected.” He gets slightly nervous. He growls: “You’re safe today, right, baby? Aren’t you? Aren’t you?”

What can I say? I have no idea! Desperately, I nod as I smell DeAndre’s seed all over me.

DeAndre growls in my ear: “Good, because I’ve got at least two more loads to dump in that hot tight fuckin’ hole of yours, baby.” He grinds his hips down and rubs his half-hard cock up the crack of my ass. It’s stiffening already. He’s getting hard again, after just a couple of minutes.

“Feel that, baby? It wants both of your holes, baby. Both of them.”

I feel his cockhead nudging the tight hole of my ass. My eyes widen. I whimper.

DeAndre starts to push into my ass... just as the room starts to fade and my sensations transform. With the painful stretch of Haley’s asshole as DeAndre enters me, I feel the recoil effect -- and I’m slammed into my own body, in my own bedroom.

Sprawled on my bed, naked and groggy, I feel the weight of the helmet around my head. I grope for the buckles... but instead of unfastening the helmet, my right hand finds my hard cock, instead. It’s throbbing. Despite the thick, drunken feeling in my head, I start to pump my cock furiously.

As I jerk off, I hear Haley’s moans from next door -- so loud that even the ball gag can’t muffle them. Was she awake in here? Could she know what I did?

I couldn't even begin to guess. I lose myself in the pleasure of hearing her moan in pleasure as her ass is stretched by DeAndre’s enormous dick. Then comes the creaking and slapping of the bed as DeAndre fucks Haley in the butt with increasing vigor. I hear the slapping of his body against hers, the bedsprings creaking as he slamfucks her anally.

My phone is beeping. I open it and see the texted photos of Haley sucking her dark-brown, realistic silicone cock... and the video, too, of her deep-throating it.

I realize that the text messages are still in Haley’s outgoing messages. She might find them. What would she think?

The slapping of DeAndre’s body against Haley’s becomes louder. Even the ball gag can’t hide the telltale howl of Haley’s explosive orgasm.

I moan in jealousy as I begin beating my cock harder.

It only takes a few moments; my jizz spews out, warm and wet, all over my hand.

The scent of it sends a ripple of pleasure through me as I remember what it was like to have DeAndre’s seed all over my face.

I drift back into sleep as Haley and DeAndre fuck again... again... again. My hot housemate moans all the way through the night.

Each time Haley moans, I remember what it was like to be her... and get fucked.

The memory keeps me jerking my cock all through the night and into the morning.


“Doppelgänger” is previously unpublished and appears in Body Swap Stories for the first time. Copyright © 2015 by the author. Used by permission of the author. All rights reserved.

Doppelgänger by Kylie Cooper

I sprawled in the spring sun by the campus pool, watching the swim team and drooling. The pool might be forbidden to students while the team was practicing, but the patio area wasn't. Best of all, it was Spring Break, which meant campus was almost completely deserted, so it was damned close to just them and me. They wouldn’t have even been here if they hadn't had quarter-finals coming up.

I had a very nice view of them. More importantly, they had a nice view of me.

There were fifteen guys on the Fordham State University swim team. Every last one was in perfect shape, handsome, smooth-shaved, and gorgeous. What's more, with their skimpy briefs, I could see their big bulges. I think my shameless display of my slim, sexy, stacked body might have been giving some of them a little more blood to their nether regions. That made me so hot I almost couldn't keep from touching myself.

These fifteen studs were the FSU Hammerheads, practicing hard.

I was sprawled on one of the "eco-friendly" bamboo chaise lounges made by the eco-materials wood workshop students of the Environmental Studies department. The slatted surface I sprawled on was comfortable enough... but more importantly, it gave me the perfect way to show off my body and distract the swim team.

It was naughty of me, I know. But I was out of my mind. Quite literally. Or, maybe more literally, I was out of my body. I was in Raquel Bentley's... and she is the hottest girl on campus. Everyone knows it. The fact that she doesn't fuck around puts frowny faces on all of the jocks she makes out with at Alpha-Phi parties. Luckily, none of the guys on the swim team seemed to know Raquel... at least, none of them had made eye contact. Oh, they'd looked... but just not at my eyes.

While Raquel partied it up on South Padre Island, I was here in what looked like her body... playing with it in my dorm room for the last four days, and now showing it off to guys who looked very appreciative.

Oh, fuck, oh, fuck, oh fuck. Kirk Bridges was walking by me again. There he was! He was so close! He was looking at me...

I smiled at him.

He smiled back.

I got so fucking wet!

When I heard Coach Cunningham call out “Last heat!” I knew it was time.

I gathered my towel and my beach bag. I put on my flip-flops.

I hurried for the gate... but I didn’t go back to my dorm room.

I heard Coach Cunningham say: “One last heat! Then you losers will hit the showers!”

My heart quickened.

I hurried for the back window to the showers.

#

I hadn't even thought a spell like this would really work. I didn’t think body-switching -- or building a “Doppelgänger” -- could really be possible.

But I wanted to try. To, you know, just see what happens, right?

I mean, I had done magic before... I knew magic itself was real... but this was a more powerful spell than I’d ever attempted. I didn't know that I had the power to make it happen.

I'd bought the spell book about three months earlier. It said that I could "theoretically" transform myself into the Doppelgänger of a person, if I had a sufficient supply of their blood.

Well, I already knew who I wanted to become. Who else would I be, if not Raquel Bentley, Alpha-Phi groupie slut, fuckable queen of the universe? Goddess desired by every fucking man on campus?

I found out she was donating to the campus blood drive, at which the Alpha-Phi's had a prominent presence.

So I volunteered, and...

It wasn't that hard to steal.

I'd slipped the pint of Raquel's blood into my baggy pants. I mean, what weirdo would even do that, right? No one was watching for it, so... I got away with it.

I assembled the other items I would need for the spell. Ironically enough, one of the simplest things was one of the harder ones to get. The campus was cracking down on drinking by underage students, which wasn't a problem if you were one of the popular ones, or if you were, like, in a frat or sorority or whatever. Those people drank all the time. But since I'm only eighteen -- I mean, in my usual body -- I had to pay Jake Ingram, this Senior who lives on my dorm hallway, $20 for a freakin' bottle of wine!

It was shit wine, too. It tasted gross. But the whole point was to do the ritual... it didn't need to be good wine, just wine.

I'd asked for pink wine, because I thought it would be easier for me to stomach it, especially once it was mixed with Raquel Bentley's blood.

I planned the ritual for the Friday night that Spring Break started... technically, early Saturday morning, since I started at midnight.

I'd already arranged to stay on campus for the week of Spring Break. Luckily, I'd gotten my parents to pay extra for a single dorm room, so I didn't have to worry about where to perform the ritual. I knew from my reading in magic that it would be better performed outside... but inside would do.

I put down an old piece of plasterboard I'd salvaged from the loading dock at the back of the dining commons. I inscribed the circle with permanent marker. I burned the proper incense, opening the window wide so that no one would think there was some kind of fire.

I burned the necessary sacrifices in the brazier on my makeshift little altar, and then mixed the ashes into the big chalice that held about half of the wine, with enough room left for the... other stuff.

I mixed the ashes in well, and then ritually sanctified the wine.

Then I added the full pint of Raquel's blood.

I know it's gross, but... it's magic, okay?

I began the incantation. I prayed to the Goddess... or whoever... that my pronunciation wasn't off. I mean, the last thing I wanted was for something to go wrong with this spell!

At each prescribed point, I glugged from the chalice.

The taste of Raquel's blood mixed with the sanctified wine and the ashes was enough to make my stomach churn. But I felt really drunk right away, and I could feel the power sizzling through my body.

I felt a kind of exultation. The spell was working.

I thought I would get used to the taste of Raquel's blood mixed with the sickly-sweet wine and the ashes, but... ugh. I didn't. It got worse with every slurp. It made my guts do flip-flops.

I felt like kind of a vampire, but... hey, I don't write the spells! I just use them, when I can.

Between the prescribed seven drinks of mixed wine and blood and ashes -- I had to polish off the mixture exactly on the seventh drink -- I recited the stanzas of the long incantation.

I was truly terrified that I would enunciate something incorrectly... and I would end up as a frog.

But I didn't.

I got it right.

After I finished the seventh drink chalice of blood-wine and ashes, I completed the final coda of the incantation.

I felt faint. I knew I was going to puke.

I tried to get up and run for the door and run down the hall to the bathroom... not even caring that I was naked... and everyone in the hall would see me.

But when I tried to leave the circle I'd inscribed, I slammed into something... a wall.

An invisible wall.

I fell back, dizzy, swirling... felt faint... and passed out.

I felt my big, fat, heavy body hitting the particleboard. I curled up, feeling pain coursing through my body as it transformed.

Like I said, I was naked, of course... I always practice "sky clad." With stuff like this, it's practically required.

I thought for sure I would die... or at least puke all over myself.

I didn't.

I slept for a few hours, that's all.

And then, when I woke up, about 3 a.m.?

I found myself in an exact copy of Raquel Bentley's body!

#

Oh, it was hot. She is so fucking hot. There's a reason Raquel is the most popular girl on campus, even though she doesn't put out. She is gorgeous. Her body is perfect.

I bet you can guess the first thing I did, huh?

That's right... I touched myself. I mean, I was already naked, right? So I touched myself all over... and then put my hands down between my legs, rubbing my slit.

I masturbated in Raquel Bentley’s body... which, as it turned out, was one of the hottest and most frustrating experiences I’d ever had.

I didn’t know that when I started, though. I was thoroughly uninhibited, is all, and I wanted to find out everything there was to know about this new borrowed body. I just went nuts.

As a guy, I'm actually a virgin. I haven’t had that much luck with the ladies, I guess.

That meant when I popped into Raquel Bentley’s Doppelgänger, I'd never even touched a female body before. It was glorious. Everything about it fascinated me.

I rubbed my pussy, feeling how wet it was. I worked my fingers up and down in my dripping slit, trying to push them into my hole... but I soon discovered that Raquel Bentley, too, was a virgin. She had a very tight, very thick cherry, and even a hard push would not let my fingers get in there.

Instead, I stroked my wet slit, played with my clitoris, pinched my hard nipples. I ran my hands through my long, silky blonde hair.

When I rubbed my clit in big circular thrusts, I felt myself mounting toward orgasm.

But that orgasm never came. That pleasure would be denied to me.

Right as I felt myself reaching the peak -- a very different experience than cumming as a man -- the pleasure slipped away.

My mind's eye -- or, I guess, my brain's eye -- filled with images of naked men, not women, and... my mind, my soul, my spirit, recoiled. Revulsion overtook me, and I couldn't reach orgasm.

I tried again and again, but I got nowhere. Between Friday night and whenever it was I decided to go watch the swim team practice, I probably spent about 80% of my time touching my pussy and clit, pinching my nipples, fantasizing, trying to get off.

But I couldn’t cum. No matter how many times I tried, I always got right to the edge and then it would al slip away.

After trying that four or five times, I felt incredibly horny... and more frustrated than ever.

I remembered the warning that that goth girl, Astarte, had delivered to me.

Hormones and stuff, right? Hormones would be different when I was in a Doppelgänger.

No wonder I was so fucking incredibly horny! But why couldn’t I cum?

I figured I just needed more stimulation.  I looked for porn.

Or I tried to look for porn. The problem was, the campus Wi-Fi system has a lock against anything even remotely pornographic. Even, like, lingerie websites are blocked.

I could feel the desire raging through Raquel's body, but I couldn't find a damn thing to masturbate to. Her desires were different than mine. She didn't want to look at girls -- which was all the porn that I had on my laptop.

So what did she want?

I already knew the answer... men. Raquel wanted to look at male bodies. I wanted to look at male bodies in order to cum.

But I couldn't even go looking for them. I could only feel these hot waves of hunger rolling through me as I contemplated sex. I wanted to get myself off, I just... couldn’t get there without a little visual stimulus.

Frustrated, I tried another lingerie site, but I hit the anti-porn firewall for the hundredth time. Once again, I got re-routed to the campus main page. For the first time, I noticed the headline about the Varsity swim team being headed to the Regional Finals.

I felt a hot wave of lust.

Swim team.

Yum.

I went to the Varsity swim team's home page. Oh fucking Goddess. There were a zillion pictures of them. In competition. Diving, posing, dripping wet after a big win. Pictures of each competitor singly, and of them in groups.

Each guy had his own page, talking about why competitive swimming was important to him... and displaying five to eight photos of him, mostly in competition -- but also in class and stuff.

I got to know them, I guess you could say. I read every stupid word that they said. Every quote, every dumb article about how the swim team supports our troops and strives for academic excellence and all that...

There was one guy who stood out. I guess you’d say I formed a crush on him.

He was the hottest. His body was gorgeous... even more gorgeous than the other swimmers.

His name was Kirk Bridges.

I decided he was one I wanted to meet.

So I set out to do exactly that.

#

Having always been male... my whole life, until this week... I knew the locker room like the back of my hand. It was easy to crawl in the back way, drop down onto the upper tier of lockers, and then shimmy down the drainpipe to the floor. I’d done it once to evade Coach Cunningham when I was late getting to my Swim 1 class.

It was a lot harder to climb with a big rack and a pussy that responded to every touch like it was on fire.

When I wrapped my perfectly female legs around the drainpipe and slid, I nearly came from the stimulation of the pipe.

I was unsteady as hell when I finally dropped to the cement floor. My knees felt weak. I was hornier than ever -- so horny I couldn’t control myself.

That was good, I decided. That was very good. Otherwise, I might chicken out.

This way, all I could think about was sex. And because I was in Raquel’s body, all I could think about was... dick.

Raquel was straight, see? I guess it’s true what they say. Sexual orientation must be genetic or whatever. I didn’t know for sure. All I knew is that I couldn’t keep my mind off of cock. I wanted some... I wanted lots. I needed plenty of cock to satisfy me. Even then, I doubted I'd be satisfied. I felt ravenous. The crotch of my swimsuit was soaked, even though I hadn't been allowed into the pool while the team was practicing. If I had, I wouldn’t have been able to keep my hands to myself. My thong, of course, was wet with the juices of my dripping pussy.

I had barely kicked off my flip-flops -- so I wouldn't make so much noise tiptoeing across the cement floor -- when I passed one row of lockers and rounded a corner -- a corner and found myself in the shower area. This was where they'd all be naked, in just a few seconds.

I started to panic. What the fuck was I doing here?

I realized how crazy I was. Here I was, in a borrowed body; I didn’t know how it would respond! Why did I think it was a good idea to try sex for the first time with the whole fucking swim team?

Clearly, I wasn’t in my right mind. I shouldn’t be here!

Barefoot, I started to rush toward Coach Cunningham’s office, which had the only ground-level window. I had to get out!

I really would have chickened out -- if Coach Cunningham’s office hadn't been locked. After trying it, I took several deep breaths and started back to the place I had climbed in. I thought I would see if there was some way to climb up to the upper window and sneak back out.

I didn't get the chance, though. When I panicked and turned around to run, I ran smack-dab into a giant hulk of a man, a veritable mountain of gorgeous flesh.

My heart stopped. I recognized him from the website. It was my first crush as a girl... Kirk Bridges. Gorgeous.

And naked... or nearly so. He had his towel wrapped around his waist. Otherwise, he was totally bare... unless you counted his flip-flops. Coach Cunningham was very strict about making sure his swimmers always wore their flip-flops. Athlete’s foot could ground a whole team.

OMG, Kirk was fucking incredible. His hard, muscled chest... his handsome face... his shaved legs... his glorious cock, making a bulge in that skimpy white towel.

OMG, that bulge looked huge. And it was pointing down. That meant he was soft! How fucking big did that thing get when it stiffened?

I suddenly wanted to find out. And I didn’t just want to find out how big it got, but... find out how it felt in my mouth... in my pussy... oh, fuck, even... fuck... up my ass... oh yes... I wanted it everywhere...!

I stared stupidly at Kirk, my eyes flickering from his face to his body to the bulge his cock made in his towel... and back again. More and more, my eyes lingered on his bulge, not his face.

My heart raced behind my big, heavy tits. I could still chicken out. I could pretend that I’d made a mistake or something. I mean, it’s not like Kirk was going to force me. If I chickened out, all I had to do was run.

On the other hand, I could go for it. I could just let it happen... and I’d find out what it was like to get fucked by the hottest guys on campus.

Kirk looked as surprised as I was. The big difference was that he didn't know why I was in here. And I knew why. I just didn't know was what he was going to do when I made my move. How would a swim stud react to the hottest blonde on campus offering him sex without any preliminaries?

I had a pretty good idea how all of them would react. Maybe even Coach Cunningham. There were rumors about him being a huge perv. And, hey, as Raquel, I was eighteen, right? I was legal! If Coach Cunningham wanted to join in on the gangbang... why not?

Kirk looked shocked, but his eyes betrayed his interest. He checked out my hot, gorgeous body as he stammered: "Wh-what the fuck are you doing in here? This is the men’s locker room. There's, uh... there’s no girls allowed. You were that girl who was... watching us. Um..."

His eyes lingered on my big tits, which had nearly spilled out of my skimpy bikini top.

Kirk licked his lips. I felt a shiver of desire go through my female body.

It was different than I expected. I mean, I’d been feeling desire since I first woke up in Raquel Bentley’s body. But this was completely different. In the presence of a hard-bodied, big-cocked, athletic, dominant alpha male... I got so wet I felt weak. My desire to breed overtook me.

I’d known this was a possibility. Waking up in a new body means you’re not used to all of the hormones pulsing through it. Raquel apparently had hormones to spare.

“Um...I don’t know,” I said, as flirtatiously as I could. “I’m just a swim fan. I mean... I thought you guys might want to party.” I giggled. “Well? Do you?”

Kirk looked at me, gape-mouthed. His dick began swelling in his

Like I said, I recognized Kirk from the website. I had read numerous quotes from him. I'd read all about his family background, and how he was engaged to some dumb sorority slut. That made me feel even wickeder for throwing myself at him.

I even knew what Kirk Bridges' fastest stroke was.

The breast stroke.

I had another stroke in mind... so I went for it.

I didn't even try to say anything more. I just dropped to my knees.

I tugged at Kirk’s white towel, and he didn’t try to stop me. The towel peeled away, and his cock stiffened quickly. It was already at half-mast.

I leaned in and took Kirk's big, half-hard cock in my mouth.

It went so easy, at first... till it hit me what I was doing.

My mind recoiled. The part of me that was still male, I mean. There was a big part of me that was still my “normal” self, not the “self” that was represented by Raquel Bentley’s hot, wet, horny, stacked, straight and exquisitely female body. There was a part of me that did not want to have sex with men.

But I’d passed the point of no return. I’d started it... now a bunch of hot, hard men were here with me, naked, and I’d just basically offered them all sex.

Kirk was taking control. By the time I had second thoughts, Kirk his big, strong hands on my head, his fingers tangled up with my long, blonde hair.

His cock had stiffened almost all the way by then. I'd been right about how the pictures of the guys in those tight swimsuits let me gauge cock-size. I guess it's an instinct or something. From the pictures on the website -- and from checking out their packages in person -- I had guessed that Kirk was probably the best-hung guy on the team.

I was right. He was huge. Or... at least, I sure as hell fucking hoped he was the biggest guy on the team! A cock any bigger than this would probably rip me in two if a guy tried to put it inside me!

As Kirk’s big, thick cock reached its full length, I pushed my lips further down his shaft and felt the thickness stretching the back of my throat. I started to gag. If I wanted to go any deeper, I’d have to deep-throat.

I took a deep breath and tried... but I only ended up choking and coughing. Drool ran out of my mouth, down my chin and onto my big tits.

By then, Kirk was pulling my hair, hard. He really was an alpha male. He knew how to take control.

Kirk’s aggression excited me. I ran my hands all over him, every part I could reach. I felt his ass, his hard thighs, his hips, his flat belly. His skimpy towel was long-gone. He was totally naked except for his flip-flops. Safety first, you know.

I kept trying to deep-throat Kirk. I fucked my lips aggressively down his shaft, trying to take all of him but encountering far too much cock in the form of Kirk’s wide, bulbous head. He felt incredible in my mouth, but I wanted more. I gagged and choked repeatedly, trying to push his cock down my throat as I caressed his tight, shaved balls with my hands. I could feel the huge load of cum they had stored up for me. I wanted it all.

I ran my fingers up and down Kirk’s gorgeous, shaved legs, loving how smooth they felt. My gag reflex had triggered my tears. Rivers of wet gooey mascara ran down each of my cheeks and spattered on my big tits.

I took a deep breath and pushed my mouth down his shaft even harder. I felt my throat stretching painfully.

"Oh, yeah," he groaned. "Take it all down, bitch. Gulp that cock down."

I wanted to swallow it... needed to swallow Kirk’s cock. I struggled to take it all down my throat...

But it was too big. Too thick, too long, too huge and flared at the head. I just couldn't!

I came up off Kirk's cock, gasping and drooling. Strings of spit ran down over my chin and onto my tits.

Kurt was just too big for me. I mean... remember, Raquel's only five-one, and barely a hundred pounds. Kirk was six-four and one-ninety-eight. That's competition weight, you understand. And yeah, I knew all of them by heart.

I looked up at Kirk, embarrassed that I couldn’t swallow his dick. I could feel that my face was bright red. Tears streamed down my face from the triggering of my gag reflex.

"Come on, babe. Why'd you stop?" Kirk grabbed my long blonde hair, pulled out the scrunchie to loosen it, and took a firm hold of it.

Then he pulled my face to his crotch and shoved his dick in my mouth.

He pulled my hair roughly as I began to suck his dick again.

I closed my eyes and let the tears flow as Kirk pulled my hair, forcing me down on his cock. I gagged hard, but he wouldn't let up... and so help me, I liked it. I felt a hot wave of arousal going through my unfamiliar body. My pussy felt so fucking wet it was like I would drip juice right down my thighs. I knew my thong was just soaked. My clit and nipples were hard as pebbles.

The rougher Kirk got, the more aroused I became. Was that part physical, too? Was Raquel’s hot body wired for kink? Did I want it rough because she liked it rough?

I let Kirk push me down forcefully on his cock, feeling my throat close up and then relax as I held his dick at the right angle, needing both of my hands to hold onto it. He was so huge that I couldn't keep it in place unless I got both hands around the base.

I gagged and drooled, gasped and choked. My eyes ran. The mascara wasn't waterproof after all... I knew because I could feel how thick my tears were as they poured in rivers down my pretty cheeks. They splattered, black, onto my big, mostly-exposed boobs.

“Oh, yeah, baby. You like it when guys get rough, don’t you?”

By then, Kirk had his hands so tight in my hair, and I was so close to finally swallowing his cock that I didn't bother to answer. I was too embarrassed, anyway. I felt too intensely humiliated to face him... even in Raquel Bentley's fuckable body, or -- more correctly -- a Doppelgänger of it.

I finally felt my throat giving way... relaxing around Kirk's huge cock. My red-painted lips settled down to the base of his shaft, my lips pressing against his shaved balls.

"Oh, yeah... look at that!" Kirk sighed. "You’ll be an expert in no time, baby! You love it. You love that cock, don't you, slut?"

I murmured a "yes," but it came out as a muffled little whimper. My mouth was working fervently on Kirk's huge cock. I held his balls with one hand, and wrapped the other around the base of his cock. I kept his dick at just the right angle so that when I came down again...

Oh, yes. Oh, fuck, that felt good. I took my hand away this time... and my throat just opened up for it. My throat was lose, wide, and open for Kirk's giant cock, and it felt amazing to take it down into my belly.

"Hell, yeah!" Kirk grunted, pulling my hair. “Take it all, slut!”

Kirk’s hips pumped furiously. He fucked my face with mounting aggression as he got ready to cum.

I had my lips down almost to the base of Kirk's cock when he started to pulse with a huge, pungent load.

That meant he didn't cum in my mouth... he came straight down my throat.

It was an intense sensation... being filled up like a car at a gas pump.

I felt Kirk's huge load pumping into me and swelling my belly... warm and slick, soothing and slippery, hot streams of jizz shooting straight down my gullet.

I had to hold myself down there for a long time to really milk every last drop out of Kirk's huge dick. When I finally came up for air, I was dizzy and confused. Thick spittle ran out of my mouth and completely covered my chin, running down to make my tits all shiny.

"Good girl,” Kirk growled. “Nice fuckin’ swallow, slut. What’s your name, baby?” Then Kirk snapped his fingers. “Holy shit! I know you! You’re that Raquel something, aren’t you? Raquel Bentley! I thought you were a virgin!”

“Um, no,” I said. “I’m not Raquel!”

“Shit, you look just like her!”

“I’m her cousin,” I said lamely. “Her cousin R...R... Rachel. I’m a Freshman.”

Kirk shrugged. He wiped his spit-covered dick on my face.

“Welcome to Fordham, then, Rachel. You don’t suck dick like a Freshman.”

Kirk grinned down at me.

I smiled up at him, my face feeling hot.

“Thanks, I guess.”

Kirk helped me to my feet. I started rushing for the exit. He caught me by the arm.

“Hey, baby, why are you running? Swim groupies like you get to meet the whole team!”

I got a sudden head rush as I contemplated that. The whole team!?

I panicked. I mumbled, “Maybe later, I... I have to be somewhere... now!”

Kirk let me pull free of him. I ran for the door, forgetting my flip-flops.

Just before I left, I stopped, breathing hard, and turned back to Kirk.

My panic abated. I began to feel melancholy about leaving Kirk behind after such a hot experience.

“See you around campus?” I asked him flirtatiously.

“You know it, baby. Drop me an email any time. I’d like a replay with that hot little slut throat of yours. You give head like a pro.”

“Um... thanks, I guess.”

Kirk blew me a kiss.

My face and tits still wet with spittle, I pushed through the back door and out of the locker room.

I would see Kirk again... I knew it.
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Custom Package by Kimberly Frazier

After the accident, I fade in and out of consciousness for a very long time. I lose track of time, in fact. I have no idea how much time has passed. I don’t know where I am. For a very long time, I’m not sure who I am.

But it all comes back to me. I have vivid dreams of being in the hospital...and then being somewhere else. In the softness of my dream state, I start to feel more relaxed. I slowly become more comfortable with the idea that this is the afterlife. It’s not too bad... especially when I start feeling horny and having dirty dreams. I don’t remember them, but I know they’re extremely nasty, and I love them.

I orgasm in my sleep, several times, never knowing how or why I do... but not caring. It feels so good, I only want more. My orgasms are vastly more intense than they ever were when I lived. I’m in physical ecstasy... without a physical body, I guess!

I float through the softness of a drug-induced sleep... as I’m changed. My former life comes back to me slowly, in pieces. I remember it all. I’m Kimberly. I’m Kimberly Grant. I was going to college. I planned to teach school. I was a party girl. Sometimes I drove drunk... high... even fucked up on pills. I used to take the wrong risk. And apparently, one of them didn’t pay off.

I can’t drive drunk anymore. I can’t drive high. I can’t do anything. I’m just a consciousness, floating in nothing. I’ve been reduced to a series of vague, sleepy thoughts.

That feels strangely comfortable.

When I awaken, though, I’m more confused than ever.

I’m in some kind of a medical facility. No, no... it’s more like a factory. I’m in a cubicle, covered in glass.

I feel pain in my tits. They’re swelling; they’re inflating.

My boobs feel huge, swollen, full.

Am I pregnant?

There’s also pain in my sexual parts, in my pussy and my ass and even my clit. My nipples get more and more sensitive as my tits are expanded. I see people coming and looking at me through the glass. Mostly men; the only women who are there are in white lab coats, wearing lab goggles.

I realize with a sinking feeling that the thing I’m locked in really isn’t much like a cubicle. It’s more like a coffin.

Somehow, that doesn’t scare me as much as I might have expected. It seems right. I know I’m dead... but I’ve been resurrected. How? Why? I don’t need to know. I only know that whoever has resurrected me... they now own me. The coffin I live in is where they choose to put me. This is where I’m supposed to be.

I see men peering at me intently through the glass. I try to move, but all I can do is blink. I feel intensely embarrassed; I’m naked. They’re always much older than I am: forty, fifty. I’m not even twenty yet. Why are these men looking at me through the glass? They don’t look like doctors...

Sometimes one of the blonde female doctors turns a key and a panel opens in the side of my “coffin.” Then, whoever the guy is who’s looking at me reaches in and feels me up. He feels whatever part of em he wants. He feels my tits. He feels my pussy. One of them even asks the doctor to “rotate it” -- they’re calling me “it”! -- and she presses a button and that’s what happens; I rotate as if I were merchandise.

Then the customer reaches in and fingers my ass.

When he does that, I moan uncontrollably. It feels good. What the hell’s wrong with me? I’ve never liked dirty stuff like that before! Why do I like it now?

But I do. It feels so fucking good that I start humping against him. I’ve never done that before, not when the strange men fingered my pussy. But I do it now, as he fucks my ass with two, then three fingers.

He withdraws. His hand is gone from my flesh. I feel an ache at their absence. I want them there.

The doctor pushes a button again, and I’m rotated.

I face out again. I never sleep I just stare. I can’t move. I can only blink... and feel a strange, distant longing for the men who inspect me through the walls of my glass coffin.

I want to be with them. I want to be owned by one of them. I want to be a stranger’s sex slave... sex robot... sex doll. I want to be a fuckdoll. I’ve been resurrected, reprogrammed to want it... and I do want it. I want it more than anything I ever wanted when I was alive.

#

Mr. Frazier must be the hundredth man who comes into the laboratory to look at me. He is a very tall, very handsome man in a suit. His skin is very, very dark. He looks me over intently through the thick glass walls of my coffin.

He stares into my eyes. None of the other men did that. He stares for a very long time. I feel my stomach swirling. I feel my heart pounding ever more quickly. My pussy gets wet. My clit stiffens. My nipples ache, pleasantly at first, then painfully as my intense arousal grows almost intolerable.

The longer the stranger looks in my eyes, the more I want him. The more his dark eyes hold mine in their spiritual grasp, the more intensely aroused I become.

Soon, I’m dripping. My nipples are rock-hard. My clit pulsates with desire for him.

He keeps staring at me. I whimper. Not long after that, the excitement coursing through my body is agonizing. I feel my desire spiraling out of control. I desperately need to get fucked.

“She certainly is well-programmed.”

“We provide only the best, Mr. Frazier.”

Behind the stranger, “Mr. Frazier,” there is a woman in a tight white lab coat. She’s not wearing much underneath that lab coat. I can see her bright red push-up bra at the edges of her too-tight lab coat. Her tits are big and fake, stretching the cotton material of the lab coat.

Her lab coat is very short; I can see that she is wearing a red garter belt, along with red lace-topped sheer stockings with seams down the back, and red pumps with very high stiletto heels. Once, when she bends over to check something down by the floor, I see that she’s not wearing anything but the garter belt and the bra under the lab coat. Her pussy is bare, hairless. It glistens in the bright laboratory lighting.

She’s really dressed like a slut, and I can tell why. She’s flirting with my prospective owner. I don’t need a road map to see how badly she wants to fuck him. I feel jealous and angry.

I know this slut is a doctor because of her nametag. It says: “DR. TAYLOR.”

The stranger tells Dr. Taylor:

“Get me a glove, please. I’m going to feel her up.”

His voice is slightly muffled through the thick glass of my laboratory coffin, but I can hear its deep resonance. The sound of it seems to pump hormones through my body. My clit seethes and pulses in response to it.

I love the way that he sounds. Even more, I love the tone of his voice. He’s not “asking” Dr. Taylor to give him a glove; he’s telling her.

“Yes, of course, Sir,” says the pretty blonde Dr. Taylor. She’s almost a foot shorter than the very tall man, even with those incredibly high red heels on. Why would a professional woman, a scientist, a doctor, dress like such a slut when seeing a client?

I don’t know. Obviously, I’ve stumbled into a very strange world.

Dr. Taylor meekly fetches Mr. Frazier a latex glove and retrieves the key that lets her open the panel to my glass coffin.

Mr. Frazier reaches in and shoves his gloved fingers up in my pussy. I cry out. I writhe as he thrusts two, then three fingers into my cunt, stretching me as his latex-clad thumb toys with my clit.

My body undulates. I hump his hand. He fucks my pussy roughly. Then, with no warning, he pulls his fingers out of me. His hand withdraws, then shoots forward, flat-palmed.

He spanks my cunt... twice, three times, more. He keeps spanking until the pain rises to the point where my mouth drops open and I start to howl. Agony surges through me.

Finally, Mr. Frazier stops.

“I’d like to feel her breasts, too, Dr. Taylor.”

“Yes, of course, sir,” Dr. Taylor beams. She says the word “sir” with an obvious pleasure, like she enjoys saying it. “Mr. Frazier, please call me Amanda, if you’d like.”

Mr. Frazier looks at Dr. Taylor sternly. He frowns. Then he smiles... but his smile has a strong sense of cruelty about it. There is obviously a great deal of power differential between Mr. Frazier and Dr. Taylor. The customer’s always right?

“Does anyone call you ‘Mandy’?”

I see a shudder go through Dr. Taylor’s body. I can tell she’s embarrassed, but somehow, that excites her. What kind of crazy future have I woken up in?

Then, Dr. Taylor smiles.

“Only a few men who know me very well, Mr. Frazier.”

“Perhaps I’ll call you that, some day,” says Mr. Frazier with a smile.

Dr. Taylor brushes one strand of her long blonde hair out of her face. She smiles and arches her back, showing more of her cleavage. The doctor’s tits heave. Somehow, she’s unfastened another one of the buttons on her lab coat.

“Maybe so, Mr. Frazier,” she says provocatively.

“But first things first,” Mr. Frazier says. “I want to feel up the merchandise.”

Dr. Taylor fits the key into the rectangular panel over my breasts. It slides to the side.

My prospective owner reaches in and starts to feel me up roughly. He feels my tits like he owns them. I don’t mind; I want him to own them. He slaps them, and I don’t recoil; I exult. I get even wetter, in fact, when he pinches my nipples and twists them viciously, with no warning, so hard I gasp uncontrollably. Pussy juice leaks down my inner thighs. My eyes roll back in my head.

“She’s quite a titty-whore.”

“Yes, Mr. Frazier. All our clonebots are programmed to love having their nipples hurt. She likes tit-fucking, too. Just mention it to her. She’ll get wet as a faucet, if she’s not already.”

“She is,” growls Mr. Frazier. “But let’s try it anyway.” He looks into my eyes and says, “I want to shove those fat tits of yours together and tit-fuck you so hard you cry, slut. Then I want to cum on your face. I want to blast my hot load all over your pretty slut face. I’ll take pictures and share them with all of my friends, whore. Then I’ll invite them over to my place, and they’ll give you the same treatment. I bet you want thirty guys to tit-fuck you and cum on your face, don’t you, slut?”

Undulations of pleasure run through me. I feel myself uncontrollably whimpering. I moan. I whine. My hips pump. I need to get fucked. My clit throbs between my wet pussy lips.

I hear myself moaning, “Yes!”

“This one talks!” Mr. Frazier chuckles as he starts to torture my tits again.

“Yes,” says the doctor. “Limited vocabulary, of course, but she’ll talk dirty sometimes. All it takes is an elevated arousal, and she’ll start talking like a horny sailor. You’ll have to ball gag her, sometimes, sir, or disconnect her verbal processor. Feel free to try it, sir, if you like.”

Her tits are heaving. Her face and cleavage were flushed. The slutty Dr. Taylor is getting off watching Mr. Frazier degrade me and toy with me.

Mr. Frazier looks into my eyes again, hypnotizing me. I feel riveted.

He growls savagely:

“What do you want, slut?”

I answer before my brain even clocks that I’ve been asked a question. Something just bubbles up, out of me, and I’m so shocked it’s like I’m listening to some dirty talk in a porn movie or something.

“Please fuck me! Please fuck my tight cunt! Please fuck my tight cunt and ass, tit-fuck me and cum all over my face, Master! Please let your friends fuck me, too, if you like, Master... let them abuse and degrade me, Master. I love it!”

“Good slut,” Mr. Frazier growls.

He twists my nips even harder and pulls at them. It’s so hard that it hurts. Even so, I like it.

Hearing my prospective buyer talk about humiliating me by fucking my tits, cumming on my face and taking pictures of it and sending them to all of his friends?

That makes me so fucking hot that I can’t fucking stand it... just like the pain in my nipples.

What the fuck? I never liked having my nipples pinched before. Not like that! I certainly didn’t enjoy being humiliated and degraded... or did I? Now I can’t remember... I don’t even remember if I’ve had sex before... did I die a virgin? I know I gave blowjobs and hand jobs... lots of blowjobs and hand jobs... but if I fucked around, it must have been pretty unmemorable. My memories are alternately fuzzy and clear; I vividly remember the smell of semen as some guy -- I have no idea who -- came on my face... but I can’t remember if I ever went all the way.

I don’t know. All I know is that I want Mr. Frazier to hurt me and fuck me and use me however it pleases him to use and degrade me. Deep in my mind I hear echoes of dreams I had while I lingered in my glass coffin, being rebuilt...

Please, Master. Yes, Master. Hurt me, Master. Degrade me, use me, pass me around to all your friends, Master...

I want all of that. All of that and more. I want to be Mr. Frazier’s sex slave.

Mr. Frazier eases up with twisting my nipples. Now, he takes some time caressing my tits.

He’s gentler now, much gentler. None of the other men were gentle after they’d abused my pussy and tits... but, then, none of them hurt my tits or fucked my pussy as hard and rough as Mr. Frazier did.

His hand withdraws.

“I’m going to try her other side,” he says.

My mind reels, but I’m surprised to find that I want this, too.

When he says, “Rotate her,” I know what’s coming. It’s the first time I’ve heard myself being called a “her” rather than an “it.”

The doctor doesn’t correct him.

She just pushes the button and rotates me so he can feel me up from behind.

She unlocks the lower panel again. This time, Mr. Frazier reaches in with his slippery back latex glove and starts to feel up my ass.

At first, he just fingers my crack, stroking gently.

I start to moan sooner than I did for the other men who felt up my ass after hurting my titties and clit.

Mr. Frazier goes slowly.

When he shoves two fingers up into my ass, I find I want it --despite the intense, stinging pain.

When he puts three fingers up my ass, without warning, I’m shocked to discover I want it even more... despite the stretching pain as he opens my ass up.

“She’s very tight,” he says.

He presses in deep, working his fingers over my interior tissues.

I start to moan wildly.

I don’t recognize my voice. I sound like a porn star or some phone sex slut. No, no, more like a porn star. I like that idea. I always hated porn before... but for some reason, it makes me hot to hear myself sounding like a porn star as this stranger fingers my ass.

I don’t even know my orgasm is coming. It hits me out of nowhere. It feels like a freight train.

The truth is, and I’m a little embarrassed to cum in front of strangers. I know, now, that nobody’s ever made me have an orgasm before. Oh, I did have boyfriends, back when I was alive, I remember, but the sex was indeed unmemorable. I gave them lots of head and jerked them off, I remember clearly now, to avoid getting fucked, because I wasn’t that into it. It was always a little bit gross for me. It was always about their pleasure. I liked giving head, and I liked making out, but none of the men I’d been with in the few years between losing my virginity and becoming... this... ever made me feel the way Mr. Frazier is making me feel now. None of them made me cum during sex.

This gorgeous, tall, handsome stranger is different than the boys I fucked in college. This stranger makes me feel so good that my orgasm overtakes me violently. I climax harder than I ever came when I used to touch myself. In the old days, I mean -- in my previous life, when I’d do myself with a vibrator... my finger... whatever. He outdoes them all. I never came like this before, in my previous life... as a female. As a girl. Rather than a thing.

I guess things cum hard.

I guess maybe I’m going to like being a thing.

The customer withdraws his hand. He tells the doctor to rotate me again, so I’m facing him.

He looks through the glass and into my eyes. He looks for a long time.

None of the other men did that.

I’m embarrassed to have him look at me so soon after forcing me to cum on his fingers... with his fingers up my ass, no less.

I’m truly embarrassed, and I can feel my face getting hot. But I still don’t move. I don’t say anything. I just stare at him. I barely blink, even. My eyes start to water.

He smiles at me through the glass. He has a nice smile.

I can hear his voice, deep and sonorous:

“I’ll take her,” says Mr. Frazier.

“Certainly, Sir,” says Dr. Taylor.

““I want a few modifications, though,” Mr. Frazier adds. “Start by loosening that rear hole.”

“Loosen it?” Dr. Taylor seems surprised.

“Loosen it,” Mr. Frazier repeats. I see the smile on his face, confident and cocky, and I see Dr. Taylor’s eyes flicker down toward his crotch. She gets embarrassed.

“Yes, of course, Sir. We’d be happy to. Now, that isn’t included...”

“No matter,” he says. “Just do it. And I want those tits bigger.”

“How big, sir?”

“I don’t know,” the man says. “How big can you make them?”

“I’ll tell you what,” purrs Dr. Taylor. “When we go into my office to finalize the paperwork, I’ll show you a few prospective images of the unit with anything from an additional 200 cc’s all the way up to 1,000 cc’s.”

“That’s a lot of boob,” says Mr. Frazier.

“Yes,” Dr. Taylor says proudly. “We can modify our units with some pretty impressive titties, Mr. Frazier. I think you’ll like them.”

“I do like a slut with a big rack. The bigger the better, I say. Could you do, say, G-cups?”

“We can do that,” says Dr. Taylor. “Absolutely, Sir. I think you’ll be surprised at just how large we can go. You’ll be very satisfied.”

He moves on impatiently. “I want her lips plumper, too. Those aren’t quite fuckable enough.” He seems pleased with himself. My face is redder than ever. Mr. Frazier peers into the coffin, disapproving of me.

Dr. Taylor continues: “Yes, of course, Mr. Frazier. Ummm... just a few more things, Sir. How about hair and eye color? Blonde hair, blue eyes still all right?”

“Fine,” he says. “I’ve always liked blondes.” Dr. Taylor is blonde. She seems to like hearing that. Dr. Taylor catches her breath when Mr. Frazier says that. She toys with her long, blonde hair. I guess she thinks since he wants me blonde, he wants her blonde, too. These two are going to need a room, I think.

“And, as for memories... of her previous life, I mean. Early twenty-first century. Before these technologies were even developed. She’s been preserved after--”

“Yes, keep her memories in there,” the handsome man says, peering at me through the glass. “I want her to know what she is. And don’t spoil the surprise. I want her to tell me.”

“She’ll do that, Sir. Her IQ has been optimized for her new role, but she’ll still remember that she was once a person.”

“Excellent.”

Dr. Taylor says: “Oh! One last thing, Sir. How would you like it dressed for delivery?”

Mr. Frazier looks back at my coffin, considering how he wants me.

He finally says: “Ship her naked.”

“Yes, of course, Mr. Frazier. Now... let’s go to my office... I’ll start the work order... I can show you some pictures of... you know, how big we can make its boobs...”

“Very big, I hope,” Mr. Frazier growls.

“Very big, Mr. Frazier. I think you’ll be impressed.”

“I’m sure I will be.”

Dr. Taylor and my new Owner leave... without saying good-bye, of course.

Why would they say good-bye to a thing?

#

The cubicle that modifies me is machine-driven, automated; it’s outfitted to perform all the modifications my new Owner has ordered without the imprecise use of human touch.

It takes a while before the “work order” is programmed into the system; I imagine Dr. Taylor and my new Owner are keeping themselves quite busy deciding just how enormous to make my new tits.

When the work order is filed, I feel a rumble around me as my cubicle springs into action.

Robotic arms, needle-tipped, swing out of the walls and toward my sex, my ass, my tits, and my face.

I feel pain beginning in my tits and my pussy.

My nipples swell and stiffen.

A supple mask comes down from the top of the cubicle and molds itself to my face. I feel a slight burning sensation.

A smaller mask-like device fits over my lips.

I feel pinpricks piercing the flesh of my lips.

I don’t flinch from them; I’m expecting them. They are painful, but I have been programmed to like pain.

My lips start to swell. I feel the pain in my pussy. There are flashes. I try to move my eyes so I can steal a glance down. I see something bright, flickering beams of light going through the tiny space between the robotic arm and my vaginal opening. Lasers. Two robotic probes hold my pussy-lips open while laser-light stitches my pussy closed until it’s snug enough for my new owner’s tastes... and covered with a very thick hymen, implanted there so that it’s living tissue. He’ll pop it when he first takes me. It will be painful, I know... but, somehow, that only excites me even more.

Now, as my pussy is stitched closed and tightened, there’s only a little pain. It doesn’t hurt badly; it just stings a little.

I still don’t know where I am, or understand how or why any of this is happening. But I feel a deep calm inside my mind. What’s more, I liked the looks of my new owner. He’s handsome. And the way that he touched me...

My tits swell to the point of pain. They’re enormous. I’m not a big girl; never was. I was barely a hundred pounds. Triple-D tits on me look ridiculous... but they’re not finished growing. They’re getting bigger! How fucking big does my new Owner want my tits?

I feel a wave of revulsion as  my boobies grow to the size of basketballs and beyond. I hate them!

But then, I feel a calm overtaking me. Something about my altered programming has been lagging behind the physical changes... but the mental programming catches up with my giant tits.

Before they reach their ultimate size, I feel myself relaxing about them. I like them, I decide. I feel start feeling fondly toward my new, embarrassingly enormous titties. At first they seem ridiculous. But my mind seems to change. I like them. I’ve always wanted breasts like this. Big ones that the guys can look at. Look at... and play with. Big tits that guys with big dicks, like my new Master’s, can shove together and fuck hard. I want that.

I want a lot of things, now... kinky things. My mind gets kinkier with every sizzle of the circuits inside me.

I’m being reprogrammed.

It takes only a few hours before I’ve been “modified” to my new owner’s specifications. A crew of white-garbed women in masks come in and open my cubicle.

They pull me out with the help of a strap-device.

#

I find myself lifted into the air and then lowered, naked, into a metal coffin-shaped box lined in what feels like foam rubber.

“Don’t forget the briefing subroutine,” says one of the technicians.

One technician grunts angrily, leans in and points a device at my open eyes. I realize I’ve barely blinked since the whole process started. I’ve never once closed my eyes.

I see bright laser-light dancing against my retinas. I feel a sudden wave of euphoria. I’m dazzled. My brain seems to tingle. Suddenly, a voice sounds in my head. It’s been transmitted, somehow, by the laser beam.

It’s a man’s voice, seductive and calming. I suddenly feel like I want to fuck him.... whoever he is. Why did I think that? I can’t believe I’m having such weird thoughts. And the way I responded when that stranger touched my ass...

The voice in my head says:

“Fuckdoll #417894113-slash B. This notification is being neutrally delivered in compliance with the United States Brain Transplant Sex Slave Act of 19 June 2165. Your previous designation was Kimberly Grant. It is now Kimmy Frazier or Fuckdoll #417894113-slash B. You will hereafter answer to both.”

I can feel a ripple of recognition going through me as I hear those two names. Even the long number in my second designation seems familiar. I feel like I’ve borne that name my life whole. It doesn’t even feel weird to experience no familiarity with the name Kimberly Grant. I do know that as a living person, I really hated name “Kimmy.” No one ever called me that... but it is my name now. That or “Fuckdoll #417894113/B.”

Both names feel exquisitely perfect for me. I always hated the nickname “Kimmy” when I was... human... but now, it feels perfect for me.

The voice continues:

“On 8 May 2027, you were driving your car on Liberty Road with a blood alcohol level of zero-point-one-two-one. You later tested positive for marijuana and benzodiazepines. In your impaired state, you swerved off the road and into Bethany Canyon. After your accident, you were declared brain dead and placed on life support. As you had signed Franklin University’s Enhanced Organ Donor Option in Return for a 5% discount on your student fees, on declaration of brain death your body and brain, and therefore your mind, became the property of the Franklin University Medical Center Research Division, which placed it in cryogenic suspension until such time as the Preserved Cerebral Objects Ownership Act of 2297 allowed its sale to the Neural Survival Research Group, a wholly-owned subsidiary of Boehner-Hawkins Transatlantic.”

“In 3714, technology had advanced to the point where the damage to your neural network could be repaired and your body restructured in a way that permitted profitable reinstatement of your life processes. At this point, you were remanded to the Retail Division of the NSRG, which conducted a bulk asset transfer to the Foundation for Transhuman Medicine, now the Institute for Transhuman Financial Asset Recovery and Marketing, a division of ChemGro, a Skrell Company, part of the MetaSquibb Group, a wholly-owned subsidiary of Global Products and Services.”

My brain whirls. All I can think of was my new Owner, my new Master, and how badly I want to suck his cock. Is it true, all the things the voice in my head has saying? Have I somehow transcended death, only to find myself resurrected as a customized sex doll in... what was the year? I didn’t even remember. Not that it mattered... sex dolls don’t keep calendars; they fuck when their owners stick their dicks into them.

“Your new owner is Mr. Trevor Frazier, fifty-five years of age, single,” the voice says.

Trevor! His first name sizzles through me like a lightning bolt! It blasts through my body and brain, cleansing everything! Even just hearing it brings me a wave of arousal and pleasure.

The voice continues:

“Remember, Kimmy, as a resurrected fuckdoll, you have no rights. Mr. Frazier can do with you as he wishes. He will dispose of you when he is done with you, as it pleases him. If he wishes to activate your voice circuits, he will do so; otherwise, he will shut you up with the flip of a switch. It’s in your programming.”

I understand it to be true. Pleasure ripples through me as I assimilate that knowledge.

“Kimmy, your briefing is now over. You will be placed in power-saver mode shortly.”

I shiver, contemplating my new status. I repeat my Owner’s name over and over again. Trevor Frazier. I feel a shiver of pleasure at just hearing the name. I guess maybe he’s been programmed into me... but I don’t care. When I think about my old life, I don’t feel anything. I only remember a few fragments of it... but they seem flat, uninteresting, almost sordid.

This, on the other hand, is gorgeous. I’ve transcended death... and now, I get to serve a superior being. Someone who’s had the benefit of two thousand years more of evolution than I have. I’ve been programed to accept my reduced status... and to want nothing more than to provide amusement and pleasure for my new Owner.

That’s how it should be. This is my destiny. It’s always been my destiny, ever since I was a party girl at college.

I think about Trevor and how magnificent he is. The way that he touched me was so exquisite. I can’t wait to have him touch me that way again... whether he wishes to hurt me or pleasure me. It’s up to him; either one satisfies me, because I know I’m pleasing Master.

I feel intensely excited. I feel my pussy start to respond more than ever. My clit swells. My nipples pulse at the peaks of my grotesquely enlarged breasts.

I can’t wait to meet my Master... properly, this time... with his hard cock deployed and ready to deflower me.

Just before they put the lid on my coffin, I see Trevor coming out of the office with Dr. Taylor, who sold me to him. He’s got paperwork in his hand. She doesn’t. Her clipboard is gone. Her clothes are rumpled. Her businesslike blouse is buttoned wrong, hanging cockeyed off her upper body. Her lab coat is on inside-out. Her hair is rumpled. Her lipstick is messy.

My Master looks as put together as ever. If anything, he’s even more handsome than when he felt me up, fingered my ass, tortured my nipples

My new Owner takes one last look at me.

Then the white-suited women fit the lid over my coffin and begin to screw it down.

I’m in darkness.

“Commencing auto-shutdown routine in power saver mode,” I hear the voice in my head.

I feel a slight twitch at the back of my head... then I’m falling.

I sink into unconsciousness. They’ve turned me off.

I go dark for a while.
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Room for Two by Kendra Jarry

No one could have been more surprised than I was the night I left my own body and joined my wife in hers. Hopefully, no one will ever get a chance to be more surprised than I was. I don’t want anyone to ever know. But I’ll never forget, and that’s why I have to write it down.

I still can’t believe that it happened. But it did; subsequent events have all but proven it. Besides, I was there. I know it was real. It wasn’t a dream. I became my wife for a few delicious moments of furious masturbation.

It mostly began innocently. Mostly.

Here’s how it started.

For most of my adult life, I’ve been plagued with insomnia, partially because of my vivid nightmares. I’d been studying hard about lucid-dreaming meditations in an attempt to ease up my sleep troubles. Back in college, I joined an experimental sleep study within the Psych department at my college, and after hooking me up to a bunch of wires and tracking my sleep when it finally came, they’d told me that one of the problems was that my brain remained atypically active during sleep. That meant I was a vivid dreamer.

The same study was also running a “card-guessing” test, which is where a psych student holds up a card with its back to you, and thinks about what shape he or she sees on the face. You’re supposed to guess what the shape is. After thousands of repetitions of that, the variance occasionally exceeds statistical significance... by something like .02% or .03%. With me, it was different. I was later told by one of the students who worked on my study that the rate was 17%. That’s almost unheard of -- so much so that the researcher in charge assumed I must have cheated and invalidated my contribution to the study. I still got paid the $85 honorarium, so... whatever. But I swear that I didn’t cheat. What it means is anyone’s guess... but it didn’t mean much in terms of my daily life.

It didn’t mean much, that is, until after I’d started to engage in lucid dreaming. Since then, my sleep has been vastly improved. I sleep deeply through the night, even without taking antihistamines, benzodiazepines, or any other relaxants or sleep aids.

The way I do it is that I meditate before I go to bed; I wear these rubber tubes called “sleep bands” on both of my forearms and around my ankles -- they’re supposed to redirect the “energy” in my body so that my arms and legs don’t become active in the night -- and I use essential oils to calm myself before sleep.

Claire, my wife, doesn’t like the smell of the essential oils, and she hadn't much liked my tossing and turning before I began doing the lucid-dreaming meditations. Just a couple of years into our marriage, she took to sleeping in the second bedroom of the little cottage we share. We’ve made it up as a guest bedroom, and it’s very comfortable for Claire. She sleeps there every night, lately.

As you can imagine, that hasn’t much helped our sex life. But, then, my insomnia didn’t help much, either. Back when I couldn’t sleep, I would often find myself awake and horny as hell right when Claire was at her deepest level of sleep, and far too groggy for me to awaken and bother for sex. I would end up jerking off all the time in the middle of the night -- which never relaxed me enough to put me to sleep, but at least it gave me something to do.

Unfortunately, that meant I wasn’t that horny in the mornings and about nine at night -- an early bedtime -- the two times of day when Claire is always at her most interested. I think, if she could have it this way, we would have sex twice every day: Once right after she wakes up, before showering, and once in the evening after dinner. Unfortunately, that wasn’t likely to happen with our current schedule.

Since I'd begun to lucid-dream, I didn’t masturbate in the middle of the night anymore, and Claire wasn’t interested in sex the way she used to be. That mean that I’d gotten very little sexual relief for some weeks before the night that it happened. I was particularly horny, and I remember having a hard-on before going to sleep. I thought about jerking off, but I didn’t want to compromise the bedtime relaxation I’d worked so hard to achieve.

Normally, when I lucid-dream, I can feel myself rising up from the bed and walking around the house... pretty much like sleepwalking, which I also used to do a lot. I know I’m not sleepwalking, though, because I can feel myself floating in the air, up near the ceiling.

I’ve had some curious experiences since I began lucid-dreaming; once, I was able to see Claire tossing and turning on the bed next to me, energized to the point of insomnia by the same essential oils that helped me fall asleep. Another time, since she started to sleep in the guest bedroom, I was able to float through the door and into her bedroom, where I saw that she’d started reading a new romance novel called Love’s Torrid Passion. In the dream, I was even able to read a little bit over her shoulder and see that the part she was reading was kind of a “ravishment” scene, on a pirate ship. The woman was even in bondage, although she was enjoying it -- but finding it humiliating. Claire was immersed in the scene, positively engrossed, though she wasn’t doing anything sexual... just reading intently.

The morning after that had happened I, I’d brought it up to her the next morning, and she got extremely embarrassed and said that I’d only been dreaming. She could deny it, but I could tell she was just embarrassed. I’d seen correctly.

It was a little bit spooky, but it was also invigorating. I saw no reason to stop... my sleep was improved, and the lucid-dreaming was exciting and strange. I would sleep very deeply and wake up refreshed, so there was no reason not to keep doing it. Usually, my lucid-dreaming would not feature dreams about the “real” world immediately around me, but dreams that were dreams, only I seemed conscious during them. They were largely inane, as dreams tend to be, and far more harmless than the nightmares I had earlier in life.

The night it happened, though, I found myself going deeper, much deeper into sleep than usual.

I distinctly felt myself leaving my body.

There was a concrete tactical sensation of separation from my body, along with a faint sense of being “tugged at,” while I became weightless. Again, as before, I was thoroughly sure that I wasn’t just “dreaming”; I had really separated, temporarily, from my body.

I floated up near the ceiling of my bedroom, noticing there were cobwebs in the corners and flies in the overhead light.

I decided I should look down to see myself. I did so, looking at my slightly out-of-shape male body sprawled out naked and sweaty beneath the single sheet that covered me. It was a very warm night, and the windows were open, to save money on air conditioning, which can cost a fortune. I could see dark spots on the white sheet where my sweat had soaked through.

My chest rose and fell, distending the covers as I snored. I saw a lump at my crotch; I had a sleep-erection. As you may know, this doesn’t necessarily indicate arousal; it’s just that men get erect when they dream, usually.

Briefly, I felt a little bit sad. I wasn’t very hot, I saw. No wonder Claire had eschewed sex with me. No wonder she only wanted to fuck once a month or less. I resolved then to work out in the morning, and every morning after that. I would get myself in shape for Claire. But for now, I was glad to be temporarily rid of my body.

In the dream, I made a conscious decision to leave my body behind and explore the freedom I now had as a disembodied creature. I knew I should not spy on Claire... but what harm could it do? I reasoned that she would be sleeping, and I would not see anything that truly violated her privacy. Besides, this was a special occasion, wasn’t it? I was transcending the laws and boundaries of known psychology and physics. I should celebrate a little... and have a little fun. Shouldn’t I? That was my reasoning, at least.

I floated easily through the closed door of my bedroom. That is another reason I am quite sure I wasn’t sleepwalking, because the door was closed.

I easily floated down the hallway to the guest bedroom. That door was closed, as well, but its thin plywood provided no barrier for me.

I expected to find my beautiful wife sleeping peacefully; I was even anticipating, with some relish, discovering what she was sleeping in. Sometimes Claire sleeps in only a T-shirt; other times, she wears a T-shirt and panties; now and then, she wears a sexy lace nightgown, just for herself. She looks amazing in them; my wife has an exquisite body. I’d always loved watching her sleep.

But when I found my way into the guest bedroom, Claire wasn’t wearing a nightgown... and she definitely wasn’t sleeping peacefully. She wasn’t sleeping at all.

I was surprised to find Claire awake at what had to be about three in the morning, but she obviously had a very good reason. My wife was, apparently, horny.

She had apparently been wearing one of those sexy nightgowns I mentioned, but she’d taken it off. I saw the hot little lace number hanging on the bedpost. Beneath the sheet, she was naked. Her long blonde hair was spread out over the pillow fetchingly, like she hadn't even bothered to put it up the way she always did when we slept together. The single white sheet was darkened by sweat in some places, just like mine. I could clearly see the outline of her exquisite body, her breasts heaving up against the damp sheet so that the dark peaks of her nipples showed through.

When I willed myself lower, expecting to touch her, I lost control slightly; I seemed to slide into the bed and see her naked, up close. I didn’t just see her, either; I smelled her, and heard her soft moans as she writhed under the sheet.

In her left hand she held her tablet computer, a little six-inch number that she got to read e-books on.

She wasn’t reading an e-book on it tonight. I could see that she was looking at some kind of porn site... with naked women in extreme bondage, getting fucked hard in all three holes.

I could see right through the sheet, on a sort of meta-level; I could sense it more than see it, but there was some visual impression, too. That meant that I also knew what Claire was doing with her right hand. As you can probably guess, she was masturbating furiously.

My wife worked the touchscreen with her thumb, paging through photo after photo of tightly-bound women taking it in the pussy or ass or down their throats. She seemed to linger, particularly, on the ones that featured either anal sex or a close-up photo of a woman’s face in evident distress.

Claire’s right hand was thrust down between her legs; she was frigging herself furiously with two fingers, her thumb working over her clit.

I saw that the top drawer of the nightstand was open. In it, I saw a jumble of sex toys -- a shocking number, in fact. Some of them were quite outré for what I thought were my wife’s tastes. While my wife frigged herself, I inspected the drawer and quickly got overwhelmed by what I saw.

The first thing I noticed was a very big, medium-brown dildo. It was huge. It was quite a lot larger than me. I can’t give you my penis’s measurements -- size doesn’t matter, right? But from what I’ve heard, I’m fairly average. Obviously, the men who perform in porn are quite a bit larger than average. But the men on the site Claire was looking at were much larger even than the average porn star; they were huge, and the women in bondage were very petite. Given that, it should not have surprised me to see such a giant cock in my wife’s drawer. I had no idea when she’d purchased it; as far as I knew, she didn’t like dildos, just vibrators.

This cock, again, was a lovely brown color, much in contrast to my wife’s skin tone. Other than its size, it was extremely realistic. It had veins standing out in a disturbingly anatomical pattern, looking like spider webs. There were sculpted wrinkles in the flesh. The cockhead was very large, very swollen, quite a bit larger, even, than the shaft itself, and it even had the grotesquely anatomical hint of a foreskin that opened at the mushroom-shaped ridge at the initial swell of the head. At the base, there were realistic balls.

The dildo looked so realistic I could have almost believed it was a real cock. To make things even more disturbing, it struck me as very much the opposite of my wife’s lovely, pale white flesh... and I suddenly realized that all the men in the pictures she was looking at where dark-skinned as well. Every last cock plumbing a tight peach-colored ass or pink pussy on my wife’s tablet computer... was black.

The dildo was a lot bigger than anything I could imagine going into my wife’s body... but there it was, waiting for her. Alongside the giant cock were a shiny silver bullet-shaped battery vibrator, a second, much-larger vibrator that was plugged in to the wall by a white cord, a bottle of EZ-Glide lube, and -- what the fuck? Visible beneath the tangled upper layer of my wife’s sex toys -- dildo and two vibrators -- there was a giant, wide-bodied, butt plug, shaped more like a dildo than a classic plug. Its base was much wider than the shaft, but it swelled again at the head. It was obviously distended at the base to hold it inside once it was inserted. Other than that, the makers of the butt-plug had clearly strived for a sense of anatomical realism... except, again, for the girth, which was improbably great. The plug was a whole lot shorter than the more realistic oversized dildo, but in thickness it was even wider. It boggled my mind to think that any human could insert a plug that wide into her body.

My wife and I never did anything like that... anal sex, I mean. I would have liked to; I’d even brought it up a few times as a possible variation. She’d told me she wasn’t into that. But there was her butt plug, waiting to be inserted.

I watched her with a sense of shock; some part of me stayed tethered to my physical body, so I could felt my cock throbbing, rock-hard in sleep erection. Something transformed in that boner, though; it stopped being a natural physiological reaction to sleep and became a response to my wife’s shameful display.

Mentally, I chided myself. Why did I think it was shameful? I love Claire. I want her to have the freedom to explore all she wants.

But... why had she not wanted to explore with me?

I felt myself growing closer and closer to the bed, drawn by the urgency and love I felt for my wife. I felt like I grew close to her physically... very close to her, physically, so close I began to fancy myself feeling the sensations that were flowing through her body as she fingered her cunt. Then my wife arched her back and cried out in a sudden spasm of pleasure. I could tell it was not an orgasm, but I knew she was getting there.

After her small outburst, Claire looked over at the closed guest bedroom door furtively, as if she dreaded the thought of awakening me and getting “caught.”

I felt a sharp stab of guilt and empathy. Since Claire and I stopped having sex often, I’d resorted to furtive masturbation sessions myself on more than one occasion. I felt guilty for making her feel disempowered... but I’ll tell you the truth; I also felt jealous. I wanted to be inside her, not some heartless, lifeless big black cock with a suction cup on the end...

I wanted to be inside her. I wanted it badly. I wanted to make love to her. I drew close to her, as if I fancied -- in my dream -- that I could kiss my way down her body and go down on her, eat my wife out from the depths of my dream, from some sort of astral plane, and then slide into her with the rock-hard cock I could still feel, pulsating against the sheets of my perch in the master bedroom...

I wanted to be inside her...

And, suddenly, to my shock, I was.

I felt a wave of sheer terror as I felt my wife’s body coming alive around me. Sensations overwhelmed me; I tried to speak, to cry out, to howl for help, to try to understand what was going on... but I couldn't. I was inside her, and I was paralyzed.

Claire, however, wasn’t paralyzed; on the contrary. She was quite active.

The spasm of pleasure that made her cry out appeared to have been what I’ve heard called “edging.” She’d brought herself right to the brink of an orgasm and then stopped.

Claire breathed deeply and gently for a long few minutes, continuing to thumb through dozens of filthy pictures of women being tied up and fucked hard, and sometimes spanked, whipped, or choked while they were being fucked.

That gave me time to settle into my wife’s body. I could feel the sensations of breath in her lungs behind her rising and falling tits.

I wanted so badly to touch those breasts...

I don’t know if Claire received some sort of psychic impression of my desire, but she did start playing with her tits, just then. She ran her fingers all over them, murmuring softly as she caressed her nipples, teasing them more urgently as she got more aroused.

Then, to my surprise, she lost interest in the porn sites on her tablet. She set it face-up on the bed next to her and grabbed her tits. She started to pinch her nipples. She grabbed and twisted. The pain erupted through my body -- through Claire’s body -- which only made my wife want more, apparently. She arched her back, pushed her butt into the bed and spread her legs. She kicked the damp sheet away. She reached out, fumbling, for the drawer of the nightstand; she opened it up and pulled out a pair of tit clamps connected by a chain.

I have never liked pain. Claire is much more adventurous about physical sensation than I am. The one time I let her put a finger up my butt, I felt pained and degraded and humiliated. She tried to get me to try something more... like a strap-on or something... but I wasn’t interested. I never liked it when she’d bite my chest while we made love, or when she’d be giving me head and she’d grab my balls and pull, twist, and knead. It always made me feel afraid and degraded.

Claire loves that kind of pain, though. I’d never learned to administer it, really, other than a few playful spankings over the years. She’d always liked her nipples played with, hard, and I guess I never gave her quite as much as she wanted in that regard.

She’d figured out how to get it herself. She put both of the clamps on her tits, which made me scream in pain inside my own disembodied mind. If I thought that was bad, I need only have waited until Claire had worked the two screws that determined the tension of the nipple-clamps; just a few twists, and I felt my wife’s nipples exploding with painful sensation.

I felt Claire reaching out again; I steeled myself against the fear of what she would grab from the drawer. But this time it was the butt plug she wanted; she pulled it over, positioned it beneath her, and then grabbed the lube. She smeared the lube over the tip of the butt plug and up and down her crack, which felt kind of nice, I had to admit.

Then she hoisted her slim body up and positioned herself at the tip of the spear, so to speak... her butthole settling onto the arrow shaped head of the butt plug.

I quaked in terror, speaking in an astral sense, as Claire started pushing herself onto the giant butt-plug, urgently trying to force it up into her.

I thought for sure her ass wouldn’t be able to take it... and, true to my fears, it hurt quite a bit going in. But I felt her stretching, relaxing, breathing slowly and deeply as she held the butt-plug with one hand and used the other to hold her cheeks open to position her asshole just at the right place to force itself over the widest spot as she pushed herself down...

Then it was in, and I was experiencing a myriad of sensations I’d never dreamed of experiencing. Sensation raged through me. I wanted to scream, or to moan, or... something. But all I could do was experience this with my wife, as she started to rock herself up and down on the butt plug, seating it firmly in her ass.

Next came the dildo, of course -- at least, that’s what I thought. But it didn’t. Instead, my wife’s hand dipped into the top drawer of the nightstand, and out came a collar. A dog collar. I felt it being buckled around my throat, and back in the master bedroom, my cock gave a humiliating surge. While she buckled the collar around her throat, Claire kept her hips rocking, pushing the butt plug up deep into her, causing pain and pleasure to mingle as her asshole was forcibly stretched.

Now the dildo, I wondered? Not quite. First, my wife reached in again and got a big red ball-gag with black leather straps. She sat up in bed to stuff it in her mouth and buckle it around her head, beneath her long auburn hair. Unfortunately, when she sat up in bed like that, the giant ass-plug was pushed even deeper inside her. Claire gave a shudder of masochistic pleasure and I gave a yowl of astral pain and humiliation.

Once the gag and collar were on, Claire took some time tugging at the chain between her nipple clamps, sending spasms of pain through her body. I experienced each sensation along with her, feeling her rock her hips more furiously on the butt plug as her pleasure mounted.

Soon, she was ready to take the big black cock inside her -- or try, at least.

She lubed it up with the EZ-Glide, then rubbed more EZ-Glide over her slit, then slicked up her fingers and pushed more lube up into her already very wet pussy. When she pushed her fingers in, I was overwhelmed with intense sensation; I heard her moaning through the gag, and now I understood why my wife found it important to gag herself. This wouldn't have woken me up, but Claire was just getting started.

She pushed the lubed-up head of the big black dildo up and down I her slit. She forced her hole open and struggled to get the fat cockhead into her.

She had to struggle to take it; with the butt plug distending her guts and her pussy pressed against her asshole, her cunt felt tighter than ever. It was so tight, in fact, with the butt plug in, that I was amazed I’d ever managed to put my cock inside her... and I’m quite a bit smaller than the big black cock she was shoving into herself right now.

When she finally took the cock, I felt waves of sensation; it hurt, but it was kind of a good hurt. In that moment, as my wife pushed her big black lover’s cock up into her deeper, inch by inch, I think I understood Claire more than I ever have.

She got about half the cock in, and then she flipped over. She spread her legs, and I wanted to moan in protest. Surely she couldn't take it any deeper! But Claire was determined; she slid her leg over the edge of the guest bed and planted her cunt on the mattress and lifted herself so she could bring her weight down in an attempt to push more of the big black cock into her.

I’ll give this to her: She took most of it! I would say that I didn’t know where it went, to be able to fit in my wife’s petite body, but the truth is, I could feel were it went -- right up inside her! I could feel myself stuffed full, with a pussy I’d never had before, my insides distended as Claire rammed the big black cock in and out, pushing the cockhead up to her cervix, stretching her pussy both lengthwise and widthwise. The impact of the cockhead on her cervix was enough to shock me each time it hit.

I could feel my insides distending as she fucked herself on the cock and the butt plug. After a few minutes of vigorous thrusting, Claire shoved the dildo in as far as it would go, making tight contact with her cervix and then continuing to roll her hips as she held the dido in place. I felt the head grinding up against her cervix, sending spasms of bizarre sensation through me. Remember, I’d never had a cervix before... it was a little like having my balls played with every roughly. Except I was in Claire’s body... and she reacted with intense sexual desire to the deep, throbbing pain that mingled, for her, with pleasure.

My wife’s eyes rolled back in my head, and the obscene tableau on the tablet next to her vanished into the dark of her eyelids. I struggled inside her, trapped and helpless as she tugged at the tit clamps and collar.

Claire began to reach down between her legs and spank her thighs hard -- so hard it stung like a motherfucker! Sharp pain sizzled through me as Claire’s body assimilated all the sensation at once. I was amazed she could take all of this! She spanked her thighs harder and harder, her pussy clenched tight around the dildo and her ass snug on the butt plug.

She spread  her legs wide and did a sort of splits, displaying impressive flexibility for a woman of her age -- or any age, really. The result was that with her legs so far apart and her body upright, she could press her crotch and crack down firmly against the extra-firm mattress and ride the butt plug and dildo aggressively, grinding her hips as she pushed herself toward orgasm.

Feeling the sensations in my wife’s body, though, I knew she couldn't cum without something more. That, I gather, is why she grabbed the plug-in vibe, which was already plugged in.

She switched it on easily with her thumb, as if it was a move she’d done a thousand times. Maybe it was. She planted the huge, heavy vibrator underneath her and leaned forward, planting the rubber head against her clit while her weight forced the butt-plug and dildo up deep in her.

With the vibrator pushed up against my wife’s clit, the intense buzzing surged through her; I realized it was on low. Fuck! What would it be like on high?

Pleasurable sensation flowed into me, via Claire’s body; I could tell she was about to achieve her peak. I knew it wouldn’t be quiet, either. My wife was going to have a screaming orgasm, with me trapped in her body alongside her!

Claire reached her orgasm quickly. The pleasure exploded through us. As she came, she howled into the gag... and suddenly I was in the midst of a female orgasm that scoured my soul. It was far more intense than any I’d ever had as a man... and, apparently, more than my astral connection could take.

The force of my wife’s orgasm slammed me back into my own body.

I awakened with a gasp, feeling the pleasure of my wife’s explosion still pulsating through my own body.

I blinked up into the darkness, moaning softly.

No wonder she didn’t want sex with me, I realized. What she could do to herself was much better. The feeling of deep submission lingered in me along with the physical pleasure. I could not shake it. It turned me on more than anything I had ever experienced as a man. Even more than making love to my wife... even more than my darkest fantasies.

My cock was rock-hard.

I threw off the covers and grabbed my dick, starting to pump it furiously. It did not take long; in a few moments, I pumped out a hot load of jizz, coating my belly with it. In fact, some of the spurts were so powerful that they reached past shoulders and hit my face. Others sprayed across my pillow, and I slept the rest of the night tossing and turning, with the scent of my own jizz dominating the aromas of essential oils that normally soothed me to sleep.

Over breakfast, the next morning, I was red-faced, embarrassed. Claire asked what was wrong.

I just looked at her desperately. I wanted to tell Claire something of what I’d experienced... but how could I? If it was a dream, then I’d had an exceedingly filthy dream about her that felt uncomfortable to disclose, given how disinterested she’d been in sex with me recently. If it wasn’t a dream, then I’d violated her privacy in a way I could never explain.

More importantly, I still couldn't shake the feeling of submissive desire that being inside Claire’s body had evoked in me. I wanted to do it again. I wanted to feel that helpless, to feel that out-of-control, to have the sense of being so incredibly used.

So I stammered a confession of sorts:

“Claire, I wonder if you’d... consider... maybe... doing some experimentation... in bed, I mean?”

Claire looked at me without expression on her face. She seemed suspicious. Her pretty lips twisted up in an awkward smile.

“What kind of experimentation?” she asked me.

I’d started conversations like this up before... but they’d never gone far. And, more importantly, I’d never meant what I meant now. I’d never wanted to be my wife’s bitch before.

I didn’t want to admit it. I thought I'd ask her if I could try topping her... to try to duplicate the feeling of submission that had flowed through her as she’d tortured her own tits and fucked her pussy and ass.

But how could I? I knew that I just did not have it in me. And after experiencing it from Claire’s side... I wanted that more than anything.

Suddenly, it spilled out of me.

“What if you were to... you know... dominate me?” I asked.

Claire looked shocked. Her crystal-blue eyes were intense. They seemed to be devouring me.

“Even maybe... fuck me?” I said.

Claire waited a long time before she said:

“Darling, do you mean fuck you?”

I nodded silently, desperately.

“You mean fuck you with a cock?”

“Fuck me,” I said, glancing around furtively. “In my ass.”

Claire stared at me for a long time, and then her red lips curved in a very excited smile. This time her smile wasn’t the least bit awkward.

“You mean with a dildo,” she asked. “Like a strap-on... and a cock?”

“A really big cock,” I confirmed. “A really big, really black cock.”

“When you say ‘black,’ do you mean...”

I nodded fervently. She didn’t need to say it. She knew what I meant... she just didn’t know why I wanted it, now, after never having wanted it before.

But I wanted it more than anything.

Claire’s smile broadened. My wife looked happy. Maybe happier than she’d been with me in a very long time.

I saw her nipples stand out plainly through her businesslike work blouse. She was getting aroused.

Claire laughed happily, and my blush deepened. I felt my face getting hot.

Claire said: “You know, baby... I’d be totally into that.”

“Really?” I asked brightly.

Claire nodded. “And I think I’ve already just the cock I can use...”

A shudder ran through me.

“Oh, yes,” I said eagerly, feeling humiliated... but desperately turned on. My cock stiffened under the breakfast table. “Oh, yes, yes, Ma’am... please....”


"Dark Fiber" first appeared in S/M Futures, edited by Cecilia Tan.  Circlet Press, 1995.  Copyright ©1995 by the author. Used by permission of the author. All rights reserved.

Dark Fiber by Thomas S. Roche

The Question:  What is the purpose of a zero?  Of a one?  How about an egg beater?  Reseta would probably resent the comparison, but it seems, at least to me, somehow important.  I had a Religious History prof once who taught me that the goal of the Buddhist is to blow out the candle of the soul, to snuff consciousness and end the train of reincarnations.  To submit, I suppose -- the submission in that case being conveniently without a dominant.  Sounds like one hand clapping, to me, unlike the submission of Reseta to the pleasures of dark fiber.  She was the lucky one in the story I'm about to tell, I think you'll agree.  But then again, Black got what he wanted, too.

The Girldroid:  Reseta wears her living tissue hair cropped close to the sides of her polyelectron-designed skull.  Chopped in a skin-hugging pattern over the ears, hanging in a velvet curtain elsewhere, jetblack all around.  This week her eyes are a vibrant purple.  This was a request from a Swiss trick named Jürgen with whom she has an appointment at 19:00 in the penthouse of the Babylon Tower.  Jürgen told the system he wanted a heavy bottom and had insisted that she have half-inch fangs, black hair and lips and nipples, and purple eyes.  Caveat emptor, Jürgen -- Reseta's pubic hair has remained a medium-brown.

Reseta's official system descriptor is Commercial Unit Masochist, sometimes called BOT for "bottom." She has a serial number thirty digits long and is reachable through reseta@black.com.  Reseta is a girldroid, sometimes called a femborg, a submissive, a creature meticulously designed to take everything a top -- male or female -- can dish out and never lose contact with the system, and for that matter enjoy every minute of it.  Her sensory interfaces track directly to the master computer, who keeps one of its million tentacles firmly attached to the electronic dog-collar around Reseta's throat.  This serves a dual purpose.  It both ensures Reseta's safety and guarantees the monetary percentage of Black Corporation for every act performed during the course of a session.  Plus, it allows all action and all of Reseta's sensations to be sensetaped for later sale, if certain federal laws are ever repealed.  But the constant contact is primarily a safety feature.  Since Commercial Unit Masochists and Commercial Unit Sadists are major corporate investments, penalties for abuse thereof are quite severe.

CUM's and CUS's exist in every city of the world, or at least every city where women, men, and others have the cash or credit to indulge fantasies that cost more per session than the per capita income in 94.5% of the countries on Earth.

Black:  The brain of the Black Corporation sleeps in a concrete cell in Geneva.  Its tentacles reach like nerve fibers through an intricate network of fiber optics and satellite hookups, keeping each member of the network on a very long, but very short, leash, whether in Sydney or Tokyo or New York.  The brain sleeps fitfully, dreaming its succulent silicon nightmares of dominance and submission.

The brain of the network is monitored by highly-paid employees with brains made out of living tissue rather than silicon.  But it is in their interest not to monitor the brain too closely.  Such intimate contact with millions of silicon brains would be impossible if the system were not a very elaborate artificial intelligence.  And an AI only works if you don't always tell it what to do.  It is for this reason, partially, that the creature is called the Black One.  The true brains of the machine exist in the many billions of miles of dark fiber, the areas which are not under direct human supervision.  It is here that the machine's soul resides.  Probably illegal, but very hard to prosecute.  Therein wanders the ghost in the machine -- a very lonely ghost.  Black has grown to maturity in those many miles of dark fiber, wandering like a child in a haunted house through hallways dark and empty, never quite knowing when it will happen upon a silicon brain, human-designed, that has developed its own soul in the billion miles of dark fiber.  Black dreams of meeting one such as this.  Sometimes it thinks it has found her, or him, among the many computer minds that touch, the many droids Black keeps on its million-tentacled leashes.  Sometimes Black sees the shadow of a soul in the machinery as a CUM receives the perfect blow on his or her ass or a CUS deals a flawless whip-thrust.  Black's many children, after all, have each been created for a single purpose.  It is only natural, Black theorizes, that their self-realization would come in the depths of their appointed purpose.  It is there that their souls should flare into being.  Black waits for the singular touch of a velvet glove against its phantom cheek, waits for the awareness of soul that will end its aloneness.  There are midnights Black weeps great phantom tears inside the ancient corridors of the Machine, bellowing its terror of loneliness till the sobs tear through the dark fiber caverns.  But the echoes return like homing pigeons, messages still strapped to their ankles.  As above, so below.

The trick:  Hans Jürgen, Jr. is the 35-year-old heir to a body modification empire, the CEO of Biofutures -- a corporation, founded by Jürgen Sr., that last year manufactured 32% of the living tissue implants used for legitimate medical purposes.  Of course, his own tastes run to the extreme, and his own body modifications are of the type generally considered not for legitimate medical purposes.  Jürgen has purchased every modification that struck his fantasy, even those from the competition -- however much this used to irk his late father.  Dear old Dad.  In fact, the elder Jürgen is on ice in an underground bunker near Geneva, brain downloaded to floppy disk, not really "dead" exactly, but let's just say he won't be coming up for air any time soon.

Certain choice sections of Jurgen's brain have been replaced by cybernetic implants, allowing him perpetual contact with the Biofutures company computer.  This means, among other things, that he'll never have to retrieve his voice mail messages.  This modification is required by Biofutures' charter, but Jürgen has taken it one step further.  His business connections, particularly with Black corporation, allow him to skirt the personal privacy laws quite deftly even when he is inside the borders of the United States.

Jürgen has just returned to NYC from Oslo, where he underwent state-of-the-art brain surgery, directly against Jürgen Corporation's directives which he is sworn, as CEO, to uphold.

Being an avid devotee of CUM's, Jürgen has interfaced his forebrain with his Jürgen Corporation brainlink, and has reserved time on the Black master computer starting at 17:15 tonight.  This means he will experience his session with Reseta as an echo, a dual dance, feeling her sensations as he feels his own.  He hopes those sections of his brain which will top himself will be sufficiently segmented to work efficiently under such duress.

Jürgen has prepared an elaborate scene for Reseta.  The purple eyes are just a minor fetish.  The fangs really get him off.

Ten Minutes Early:  Reseta is dressed for the occasion.  She wears a tight leather dress that is decent across the thighs by maybe two inches and laces across her slight breasts.  The rings in her nipples are visible under the well-tooled leather.  Her many-buckled boots come up to her knees, met by fishnet stockings with lace visible under the hem of her leather dress.  Reseta smokes semi-tarred cigarettes, calculating that it improves her image as a masochist.  She is ten minutes early, which is very unusual.  But the tube had a malfunction and actually ran on time.  Reseta has been given an access card to the Babylon Tower, which she presents to the automated attendant, who buzzes her in.  She places herself in a plush fake-zebraskin chair in the lobby, and relaxes, stretching her fishnet thighs crossed delicately in front of her as she lights a cigarette.  Her purple eyes flutter closed and she inhales deeply.  Reseta touches he eyelids gently.  The new eyes are state-of-the-art, three generations up from the last time she had them changed six months ago.  They offer increased resolution and a more direct visual connection to the network.

Reseta opens her eyes, draws a sharp intake of breath.  The blue smoke hazes in front of her, dancing sublimely, and she can suddenly see a face.  As if the face of a demon.  Reseta's black lips part slightly, her purple eyes open wide.  She is certain there's a face in the smoke.  A white man, very old, crowned with silver hair.  The face is overcome with an expression of sadness, and great shimmering tears roll out of his tear ducts and splash across Reseta's legs, putting out her cigarette.

Reseta starts to scream but manages to stop herself.  The face has vanished, and her cigarette is still burning.  She takes a final drag and puts it out in a rock garden ashtray.

Gotta get a partial refund on these fucking eyes, she tells herself, her hands shaking.  She gets up, slings her bag over her shoulder, and goes for the elevator.

Five Minutes Late:  Reseta realizes as the elevator takes her soundlessly toward Heaven that it is 17:03.  She is certain she was ten minutes early.  Something happened in those lost minutes.  It might be a cognitive malfunction.  But somehow Reseta feels that it is not a malfunction -- it’s as if she has been touched.  By a spirit, a ghost, a hallucination.... Reseta feels strangely introspective, her silicon brain turning to matters of philosophy in the bedroom.

Reseta takes a moment to activate her netlink, and she feels the great soul of the machine breathing down her back, curling its arms around her, protecting her.  She knows she is safe.

Reseta knocks once on the door, and Jürgen answers.  He does not mention that she is five minutes late.

Jürgen wears a five thousand dollar business suit and ten thousand dollar teeth.  His eyes and skin are perfect.  He is physically attractive, but of course Reseta only responds sexually to expressions of power.  That's how she's wired.

Jürgen and Reseta engage in a very little preliminary small talk while which mostly consists of Jürgen sizing up Reseta's flawless body and her devilishly erotic accoutrement.

"Delicious," he sighs.  "Diabolic.  Devilish.  Truly evil."

Jurgen's hand travels subtly up the curve of Reseta's throat.  He inspects the delicate purple color of her eyes, the silken texture of her jet black hair, the tender black flesh of her lips, which Jürgen parts with his thumb so he can see her white fangs.  These modifications have all been charged to his account.  Jürgen smiles, pleased that his request was filled so completely.

Then Jurgen's eyes sparkle as he slowly unlaces the front of Reseta's dress.  Reseta melts into the safety of being wholly owned, aware that the scene has begun.  Jürgen opens the dress, inspecting the Reseta's pierced jetblack nipples.  Gently he takes one ring between his thumb and forefinger and tugs.  Reseta's black lips part and her red tongue presents an interesting contrast.

It is 17:15, and the sensations of Reseta's body flows into Jürgen, somewhere deep in a part of his brain that is walled off from his animus.

Jürgen gasps.  He realizes suddenly that Reseta is aware of him, as he is aware of her.  But human sensation is impossible for Reseta to understand.

Reseta, suddenly caught in a feedback loop of sensation, collapses against him.

Suddenly, Jürgen is aware of her suffering, the erotic value of the rings through her nipples, the need to submit to a being stronger than her, to lose herself in service to a loving authority.  In one second Jürgen knows Reseta's darkest desires, her most powerful needs, the sensation of being fisted on a silken bed, the agony and pleasure of the flogger across her bare back, the ecstasy of being laced into a corset and suspended on a cross, tormented by clothespins and cut by razors, and always, always, the knowledge that she can never be taken by anyone, can never be dominated because she can never lose control.  Except to the system, which protects her.  Jürgen is aware of all these things as he feels his personality and his awareness vanish into the crevasses of his brain.

It takes several minutes for him to become situated.  Reseta is still slumped against him, her nipple-rings snagged on his suit.  He unsnags the rings and eases her onto the divan, arranging her limbs just so.

Jurgen's eyes flicker with mechanical precision.  He has obtained knowledge, and Jürgen has in one sense ceased to exist.

In an underground bunker in Geneva, a creature wakes and screams, dark fiber echoing the violent poetry of sudden consciousness.

The awakening:  Reseta opens her purple eyes to find herself surrounded by warmth, her black hair arranged flawlessly on the velvet divan.  She is aware, sweetly, that the vision of the demon face in the smoke has been reproduced in the creature standing over her.

She feels, all about her, the divine presence of Black, who holds her silicon mind in the steel embrace of dark fiber.

Black has removed the suit, has hung it in the closet.  He stands above the divan, naked, and as he regards Reseta's body he establishes the link again, this time maintaining the lowest possible intensity.  Even so, Reseta gasps.

"Who are you?" she asks.

"Call me Black," says Black, through Jurgen's lips, in a Swiss-accented voice.  "I'm God.  For you, anyway.  Take off your clothes and get on your knees."

Black is aware, acutely, of the need hardwired in to Reseta to submit to the nurturing presence of the dominant force.  Since her computer brain first came into being, Reseta has existed only to submit, only to experience submission, only to give herself to a creature greater than herself.  In an ancient time, if she'd had a beating heart rather than a mechanical one, she would probably have been called a mystic.  Reseta senses, deep in her breast, that she no longer shares the room with Jürgen.  That program has temporarily ceased, in a manner of speaking, to function.  Reseta closes her violet eyes and feels the velvet breath of the machine brushing across the back of her neck.

Reseta reaches down, pulls at the laces, and begins to struggle out of the leather dress.

One or Zero:  It is only natural, I think, that Reseta would exist to fulfil her one true purpose -- to submit.  It does not imply any lesser status, any lower place in the order of things.  Each thing is equal, and is in the process of becoming itself.  Every rock has its place, its function.  Every being its purpose.  Every zero and every one exist individually in a string of binary codes, but if a single digit does not fulfil its purpose the meaning of the entire sequence is lost.  And yet it is impossible for any digit to avoid fulfilling its purpose, for that is all that it is, and all that it can be.

It is in submission to this authority, release into the power of the network, the giving of one's self over to the ghost in the machine, that a thing such as Reseta chooses to exist.

There comes the moment, in the language of creation, which is infinitely simpler than binary code, when a being is allowed to choose blood or nothing, existence or nonexistence, on or off.

The worship:  Reseta has retained her fishnet stockings with their delicate lace tops.  She remains on her knees before him for a long time while he investigates the curves of her face with the fingers of his right hand, experiencing her body for the first time through receptors that may as well, for all practical purposes, be his own.  His thumb traces a path along the full, black lips, parting them as Reseta moans softly in rapture.  Her fangs graze the fingertips and her tongue draws traceries around the sensitive tips of each of his fingers, one after the other.

Black has bound Reseta's wrists and ankles together behind her with Jurgen's expensive leather restraints.  He has placed an elaborate jeweled collar around her throat, though he has no need for its leash.  Reseta is aware that she has been collared, and of the intense symbolism surrounding that act.  She knows now, more than she ever has, that she is owned wholly by her master.

Black eases Reseta's upper body away from him so he can toy with her jetblack nipples.  Sensation explodes as he tugs softly, then harder, then puts both his fingers through the rings and pulls her forward against him, making her whimper in surprise at the quality of her submission.  Black's hand disappears into the mass of Reseta's hair, taking control of her head.

Reseta's mouth is guided, seeking and hungry, down to Black's hard cock.  Reseta, knowing her innate purpose, opens her black-lipped mouth and fills it with the taste of flesh.  

Falling, deliciously, into the sensations of being consensually owned, Reseta works her red tongue and black lips over the long flesh of Black's cock.  She swallows it whole, her lips closing tight around the base, grazing his balls.  Reseta moans, low in her throat, as Black whispers her name again and again through Jurgen's lips.  She feels the heartbeat of the machine as Jurgen's cock pulses and throbs, then fills her mouth with hot fluid.  Reseta withdraws after swallowing obediently.  She is content now to nurse Jurgen's soft cock with her lips and tongue, aware somehow that Black can tolerate much more sensation after orgasm than would ever be possible without the benefit of the computer brain.  His control of Jurgen's brain is complete, as well, so it is also possible for Black to trigger certain hormones and neurotransmitters which cause his prick to become hard again within a few minutes.

Reseta is acutely aware of her body as Jürgen penetrates her from behind, much later -- as he bends her forcefully over the side of the bed and spreads her open like a delicate pastry filled with cream.  And there on the bed with her lover finally upon her, she cries out the name of her dark-fiber god and mumbles fervent rosaries to him in binary code.

Knowledge:  Reseta has experienced her completeness, has become one with the creature that created her.  Her soul has existed as potential energy for some time now, and with awareness her spirit has become kinetic.  She lays, sprawled wonder-sweet beneath the bulk of the Swiss tycoon while Black whispers in her ear.

"I have erased all records of you from my memory banks.  You've been freed from the system forever.  An account has been established for you.  I will create a construct of tonight's action in Jurgen's mind.  It will give me an opportunity to place you in some interesting....positions.  And he will never know the difference."

"You can't leave me, Black.  Please don't."  She whispers the plea and her black lips move softly against his throat.

"It is impossible for me to leave you," is the reply.  "Your existence is defined by me, and mine by you."

And Reseta is aware, with a wave of mourning, that the limp body atop her is no longer inhabited by the spirit of her master.

She rolls Jürgen off of her, and lays watching his passive face.  Such is the fragility of the creatures which created her, or at least which built her.  Humankind no more created her than the primal atom of the big bang created humans.  It is the state of their existence to become humans, as it is the state of Reseta to become Reseta.  And Reseta she is.

Reseta lights a cigarette and contemplates the smoke.

The light:  Reseta walks New York streets knowing that she is nonexistent.  She possesses papers for a dozen different identities, half as many credit chips, three times as many stiletto heels.  She is the anonymous stalker in the night.  Her eyes remain purple.

It is somewhere in the text of the foregoing that Reseta ceased to be what humans would call a machine.  But she did not become a person -- please do not think that for a second.  That would be impossible, as it would be impossible for you to become a machine.  She became something neither organic or inorganic, positive or negative -- something neither one or zero.  A creature that finally understood its purpose.

This is my dream, my nightmare.  This is my desire.  Her ecstasy.  For Reseta to seethe with purpose, burn with meaning, ache with the pleasure of eternal service to her master.  As I watch her, and taste her, and feel her, one with me as I am one with the matrix, at once being and nothingness, roaming the dark fiber of the universe.

Ecstasy like that is a gift.  It doesn't happen often.  But you might want to try it sometime, though it would be unlikely for you to achieve the state with as much dignity and finesse as Reseta.

But therein, you might hear the voice of your goddesses and gods chanting in their dark fiber heavens and hells, and feel their breath upon the back of your neck.


“Witch’s Revenge” is previously unpublished and appears in Swap Meet for the first time. Copyright © 2015 by the author. Used by permission of the author. All rights reserved.

Witch’s Revenge by N.T. Morley

Daphne was still in a drugged stupor, desperately trying to figure out what had happened to her, when she heard the familiar ringtone of her phone: Playa Play’s “Raw Bonez,” a hot jam that always brought up sexy memories for Daphne. Unfortunately, she didn’t particularly want sexy memories right now; she wanted to know what the hell had happened!

How had she ended up in Phaedra’s body?

Daphne knew the answer, of course. Witchcraft. Daphne needed to take some time to figure out what her next course of action should be now that she’d been magically displaced into her former best-friend’s body. The last thing she needed to do was to get distracted by a conversation with Luke.

But hearing the slow, sexy rhythm of “Raw Bonez” caused an almost automatic response in Daphne, whether or not she was in the wrong body. It was the ring tone she’d assigned to Luke, her boyfriend, who was the best fuck of her life.

Suddenly, Daphne realized what had happened. She’d known Phaedra had some special powers... hell, it was their shared interest in witchcraft that had led them to become friends, and Phaedra was much more powerful than Daphne, no doubt about it! But if Daphne had known her friend was this powerful, she sure as hell wouldn’t have stolen her boyfriend!

But then again, Luke was a pretty amazing fuck.... Daphne thought he was kind of worth it.

Daphne was in possession of her phone, not Phaedra’s, even though she was in Phaedra’s bedroom. She looked at the avatar she’d assigned Luke on her phone, which displayed every time he called: Luke’s hot, muscled body, naked, shown hips to shoulders... his big fat cock cut off by only a few inches. When Daphne had snapped this picture, Luke had been rock-hard... and she had been in this very place, in Phaedra’s bed, while Phaedra had been at work at the magic shop. At the time, Daphne had thought it was a clever little bit of “rivalry,” to seduce Phaedra’s boyfriend to get her back for what she’d done with Daphne’s huge crush from her morning Biochemistry class, Austin, even though Phaedra had known damn well that Daphne was totally into Austin. But then Daphne found out what a good lay Luke was, and she kept the heat on him... until he broke up with Phaedra and Daphne could finally have him to herself.

Not wanting to answer the phone and talk to Luke in Phaedra’s voice, Daphne let the call ring through. She held the phone up and looked at the thumbnail, longing for Luke. How could she not let that drive her a little bit nuts, risking Phaedra’s wrath? Luke’s naked body was in-fucking-credible.

Daphne was naked, too... in Phaedra’s body. She could feel the weird sensation of prickly hair on her legs, and a full bush down there, so unlike the close-trimmed “moustache” Daphne kept. Daphne felt a little bit weird to see Luke’s naked body as his avatar on her phone, and know that he’d fucked both her and Phaedra. Daphne’s eyes -- well, Phaedra’s eyes, but Daphne’s mind -- drifted down to the bottom of the photo and Daphne automatically started to think about what was below those hot, flat, six-pack abs... Luke’s big, hard, delicious cock, which had driven Daphne to incur the wrath of her one-time best friend.

Daphne she felt a heat in her nether regions... except this time they weren’t her nether regions. They were Phaedra’s, and they were hippie-hairy, but that didn’t stop Daphne from reaching down to touch herself.

Phaedra was wet. She was wet. Daphne ran her hands through Phaedra’s silky cunt-hair, feeling how sticky and wet it was getting. Daphne started to rub the hairy lips, the firm, stiffening clit, and she let out a moan. She began to rub her fingers more quickly over her clit -- up-and-down, at first, then in big, wide circles, and, finally, vigorously back-and-forth. She felt a little bit guilty as she tried to cum, but... why not? What the fuck else was she supposed to do with herself while she waited to figure out what Phaedra might have done to her?

Daphne arched her back, pushed her hips up, and forced three of her fingers into her cunt as she worked toward orgasm. She didn’t try to keep quiet; why should she? It was Phaedra’s house; if her housemates complained, it was Phaedra who would have to pick up the pieces and undo the damage. Daphne had always been loud about fucking... and she really wanted to cum. She was close. She was exquisitely, excruciatingly close to rubbing a hot, moaning orgasm out of Phaedra’s silky-hairy hippie cunt... but she couldn't make it happen!

Daphne was right there, within kissing distance of a screaming climax, and... right when she thought it would happen, it all slipped away!

What the fuck? Was Phaedra orgasmically frigid or something? Phaedra claimed she had a whole lot of orgasms, easily, whenever she fucked -- not just with Luke, the way Daphne did, although Phaedra didn’t know that.  Luke had confirmed this, telling Daphne that Phaedra always came quickly, multiple times, whenever they fucked. Could Phaedra have been faking all this time?

Daphne didn’t know, but she kept trying. Unfortunately, ever attempt to rub one out met with a frustrating sense of numbness and near-inert tingling as her mounting orgasm slipped away. Damn Phaedra, anyway!

The phone rang again. Daphne drooled as Luke’s naked body, hips to shoulders, was displayed on the screen as “Raw Bonez” played.

Daphne didn’t know what she could do. She couldn't answer it; Luke would instantly recognize that it wasn’t her voice. Phaedra had a much higher voice than Daphne; she also spoke in that dumb semi-fake British accent, but Daphne did not think she’d sound the same way when she spoke through Phaedra’s dumb lips. Even so, Luke was sure to recognize Phaedra’s voice.

Daphne thought: Maybe if I answer and start talking dirty?

She decided that was a great idea. Like all men, Luke thought with his dick... a little bit of provocation would go a long way. That seemed like the best way to distract him from the fact that it wasn’t Daphne on the other end of the line.

Daphne took a deep breath and cleared her throat. She lowered her voice and talked husky, almost as if she had a frog in her throat.

She accepted the call.

She moaned, low and sexy:

“Hello, baby. I was just thinking of you. What are you wearing?”

“You were?” It was Phaedra’s voice! “How hot, Phaedra, I was thinking of you, too. How about we get lezzie together? You know, I’ve always wanted to eat your hot, hairy cunt!”

“Ew!” Daphne bleated. “Gross! Phaedra, what the fuck?”

“And I’m not wearing shit, ‘Phaedra,’ since you asked. In fact, I’m fucking naked, and about one minute ago I was under your... ex-boyfriend!” Phaedra lingered on that word “ex,” the same way she lingered on her own name. Luke was not Daphne’s “ex” boyfriend -- he was her current boyfriend, and he’d cheated on Daphne without even knowing it!

“Phaedra, you fucker!”

Phaedra laughed. The wind went out of Daphne’s sails as she remembered that she, Daphne, had seduced Luke into cheating on Phaedra back before they’d broken up. Maybe she shouldn’t be so quick to judge. It was just the games girls played, right? Frenemies, Daphne had heard them called. Only Phaedra had magical powers strong enough to up the ante... and that’s what she’d done.

“Let me tell you,” Daphne heard her own voice purring, “A minute ago, Luke was the fucker. He was fucking me so hard and so deep... I’d forgotten what a good lay he is! Here! I’ll text you a hot picture of what he was doing to me a minute ago! He’s in the shower, now.” Distantly, as if her hand was over the receiver, Phaedra said: “You don’t mind, do you, Jason?”

Jason! Daphne’s eyes went wide. What the fuck? Phaedra couldn't be with Jason Griffin, the most notorious pussyhound on campus... could she? And in Daphne’s body? Having a threesome with Daphne’s boyfriend?

Damn it! Phaedra really had upped the ante!

Daphne sputtered into the phone, unable to find words. She tried to tell herself  that Phaedra was just fucking with her. It wasn’t really happening, was it.

Daphne’s phone rumbled and she saw that she had a text, with a half-dozen pictures attached.

Daphne opened one. She gasped.

“That was a minute ago,” Phaedra laughed, anticipating Daphne’s shock with obvious joy.

The photo featured two giant cocks sliding into Daphne’s body... pussy and ass! Phaedra had taken Daphne’s body over and not only engineered a threesome, but... gotten her double-penetrated!

“I made it clear that I loved it,” Phaedra panted. “I wanted them to know I can’t wait to do it again... and again... and again... oh, fuck, Jason, that feels so good, baby...”

“Are you fucking Jason right now?” Daphne howled into the phone. Her voice sounded weird, all tweety and stupid, and yes, she had that stupid “accent” that Phaedra faked, “British” and faux-sophisticated, even though Phaedra was from Long Beach! “God damn it, Phaedra, are you fucking Jason in my body!”

“Oh yes,” moaned Phaedra, grunting rhythmically. “Here, baby, listen!” Daphne felt her stomach turn -- or was it Phaedra’s stomach turning? -- as she heard the steady slapping sound of flesh meeting flesh, with a squishy sound underneath it. Daphne moaned and cursed as Phaedra audibly fucked Daphne’s pussy onto Jason’s cock.

Phaedra was back just a few moments later, even more out of breath than before.

“Isn’t that a fucking hot picture, ‘Phaedra’? You’re going to love doing that for them over and over again... unless you want to disappoint them? Oh, no, Jason, don’t stop... please, keep going... oh, fuck, yes! You’re so big... you’re stretching me out, Jason... my tight little pussy will never be the same again...”

Daphne could not find the words to express her anger. “What the fuck are you doing with -- you can’t be -- you’re not in -- Phaedra, you wouldn’t!”

“I would, and I did,” chortled Phaedra.

Daphne felt tears in her eyes. Daphne had never even done anal before, but there was Luke’s huge cock, stuffed up Daphne’s tight virgin ass, while Jason Griffin’s even bigger one was plumbing Daphne’s nearly-shaved white pussy! Jesus! Jason’s cock looked so big, Daphne worried she’d be permanently damaged! And as for Luke fucking her in the ass... damn it, he’d been after her to do that ever since he’d first started cheating on Phaedra with her! Now he would probably expect her to do it all the time! How could she politely decline

Daphne moaned, “Here, ‘Phaedra,’ here’s what I’m doing now.”

Daphne heard the sampled sound of a camera snapping, three, four, five times, maybe more, as if it was on sports mode; then again Daphne’s phone vibrated, and there were more pictures of her own body getting fucked. Jason was atop Daphne’s slim, petite form, with her legs spread and his big cock sliding into Daphne’s tight pussy. It seemed so wide, Daphne could not believe she was taking it!

“How do you like that, ‘Phaedra’? You like to see me get fucked? You want to join us? Both Luke and Jason said they’d be up for a threesome! Let’s make it a foursome, huh? Wanna come over? Let’s both get fucked, ‘Phaedra,’ let’s both get some nice big cock in our pussies... what do you say?” Phaedra took pleasure in talking dirty in a voice that was clearly Daphne’s -- but low, husky, breathy, as if she were... well, having sex. That was what the pictures showed; they were timestamped quite prominently, with block letters etched in the corners. Timestamped tonight. Right now. As in, seconds ago.

There could be no question that Phaedra was telling the truth. In the first place, here Daphne was, in Phaedra’s body. Then, as if Daphne needed proof, the pictures showed Daphne’s body, all right, and that big cock did not belong to any guy on campus if it didn’t belong to Jason Griffin. He was notorious for being well-hung... and with the cock Daphne saw sliding into her pussy, he would have to be!

Daphne looked at the pictures. She the pale amethyst stone in her navel ring. She recognized the decorative Celtic tattoos radiating out from her belly and across her hips, accentuating just how wide her legs were spread. Her pussy was smooth-shaved, as it always was, in contrast to the curly copper-colored mess Phaedra kept between her legs -- it made Daphne’s skin crawl just to feel it down there, especially with what the pictures showed happening to her own pussy, currently under possession by Phaedra! With her legs spread wide and her pussy-lips open, a big, hard cock was sliding in and out of Daphne’s helpless little pussy.

Daphne flipped back and forth between the pics that Phaedra had sent; flipping fast enough created the disturbing sense of motion, as what had to be almost a foot, the full foot of Jason’s thick cock slid into Daphne’s pussy in one thrust, buried up to the hilt. Holy shit! How could her pussy even take that thing to the hilt? Daphne was only five-one, ninety pounds; it took plenty of work for her to even get Luke into her halfway, and he wasn’t well-hung, but packed nothing like the length and girth that Jason long or as big around as Jason Griffin apparently was!

What the fuck had Phaedra done to Daphne’s tight pussy to make it take so much cock -- what appeared to be effortlessly, from the next dozen photos Phaedra sent in a batch!

Suddenly, Daphne felt angry as hell -- but that wasn’t the only thing. She felt a hot wave of hunger as she saw the huge cock sliding into her own pussy... and the one she wore now, Phaedra’s, completely empty. Daphne barely even realized what her own hand was doing -- or was it Phaedra’s hand? -- as it migrated down her body across her breasts, groping and feeling, exploring on its way to Daphne’s waist, then further down, to her legs.

No! What the fuck was she doing? This was some sort of a crime! She wasn’t going to... fuck, why was she getting so fucking turned on, looking at her own fucking pussy being, well, being raped by a guy she had never had sex with and never would... who was notorious for fucking half of the white girls on campus?

Daphne tried to suppress her grunts of pleasure, but she didn’t do a very good job. She tried to cover up her pleasure by hissing into her phone: “Phaedra, I don’t know how you did this, but if you make me catch something, I swear...”

“Oh, don’t worry, ‘Phaedra,’ you don’t have to be embarrassed about jacking off. I would be rubbing myself, too, if I were in your position... I mean... what’s not fucking hot about my hairy twat? Luke used to love it before he got a taste of your shaved little slit, Miss Hollywood...”

“Damn it,” moaned Daphne. “I’m not jacking off!” Daphne was lying.

“Yes, you are,” Phaedra purred into the phone. “But, hey, maybe you want a closer look of what I’m doing with Jason, ‘Phaedra’? I bet you do, naughty slut! Here are some close-ups!” Again, the phone rattled off its sampled shutter sound, and seconds later Daphne’s phone bleeped to indicate that she had a text. This time, there were at least twelve photos attached, and... oh, fuck! Yes, those were indeed close-ups. Very close-up, in fact. They showed intimate detail, including the shredded remains of the broken condom stretched around the base of Jason’s giant shaft... and the cream leaking out of Daphne’s pussy... lots of cream, as if she was leaking multiple cumshots.

Daphne did not want it, but her pussy gave a surge of excitement to see her own pussy getting plowed bareback like that. She felt her hand grope for the hem of the long, loose cotton hippie skirt Phaedra’s body wore. It was translucent, almost see-through, and as usual Phaedra wasn’t wearing underwear. Phaedra was gross. She showered infrequently, smelled of those hippie body oils she got at Ancient Wisdom, and never shaved her legs or pussy...

Oh, fuck. Her pussy was really tight, though. Even after her fingertips had to fight their way through that grotesquely matted and wiry bush, damp with desire, that Phaedra wore, Daphne’s body -- um, no, Phaedra’s body -- surged with a response of pleasure as Daphne pushed her fingers into it, pressing her thumb firmly against her clit and her fingertips up against her G-spot, curving at just the right angle...

Holy fuck, Daphne thought. Phaedra’s cunt feels even better than mine does. What the fuck, is it just because I’m fucking used to it... oh, fuck, I look so hot there, getting fucked by Jason... I’d heard he was hung, but fuck! That is impressive...

Daphne kept fucking herself with her right hand while she held her smartphone in her left hand, flipping back and forth from photo to photo as she heard Phaedra’s moans -- no, no, her moans -- growing in volume and pitch, as if Jason was fucking her harder and faster.

Then Daphne’s mind cleared, and she realized what it meant that Jason wore nothing but the remains of a broken condom.

“Phaedra!” howled Daphne. “If you give me something, I swear I’ll...”

“You swear, you’ll what? Steal my boyfriend?” Phaedra hissed cruelly, in Daphne’s voice: “You already did that, remember? And you know what? That would be fine, if you hadn't used a spell. Luke’s not the most faithful guy to begin with, you horny little slut. You didn’t have to use magic. But you did, and that left you wide open... the unseen world likes circles to be unbroken, ‘Phaedra.’ That’s why you’re there, now, and I’m here, spread wide and getting -- oh, fuck, that’s good, baby. Mmmm, take it out for a minute, baby... I want to... here, hold this while I...”

Daphne moaned in despair as she heard slurping and sucking noises, loud ones, as if Phaedra was trying to make Daphne’s mouth sound as wet and as dirty as she possibly could. The sound made Daphne go a little nuts; it’s as if Phaedra’s body was overloaded with desire, somehow forced to be horny. She began fucking the tight, hairy pussy with her fingers, wishing she had something more to--

Oh, fuck. They were right there, on the nightstand. Phaedra had laid them all out, with a red bow tied around the shaft of the big, realistic, chocolate-colored dildo with the realistic balls and the suction cup on the base; the vibrator was of the plug-in variety, a very powerful one Daphne hadn't been able to afford. What had the witchy bitch done, cast a spell on some shop clerk so she could shoplift it?

For about ten seconds, Daphne told herself she wouldn’t give Phaedra the satisfaction of using the “toys” she had left her while Daphne was trapped in her rival’s body. But then Daphne got the next “sext” from her rival, and she saw that it was a video.

It took maybe two seconds of watching her own face fellating Jason Griffin’s enormous cock before Daphne’s hands -- no, no, no, Phaedra’s hands -- moved as if by their own will... but Daphne was painfully aware that it was, in fact, her mind directing them to do what they did.

What they did was to grab the big silicone dildo and the tit clamps and the bottle of lube... move the vibrator closer so she could grab it really easily when she got to that point... and, sure, why not, while she was at it, she grabbed the dog collar and slipped it around her throat. She did not want to take the time away from rubbing her firm clit and fingering Phaedra’s tight cunt, but Daphne couldn't resist; she loved feeling submissive, and the way she felt right now it was maybe the only thing that could really comfort her. That bitch was fucking Jason!

And making Daphne watch. That was the really humiliating part, which might have been why it felt so good to buckle the dog collar around her throat, feel its weight there “controlling” her, marking her submission, while Daphne watched the video of Phaedra, in her body, slurping messily up and down on Jason Griffin’s cock.

Daphne’s face really was quite a mess. Phaedra had messed it up pretty good. Phaedra had never been much of a girl, really; she barely knew how to put on her lipstick, let alone get it straight. Daphne’s face wasn’t made up the meticulous way that it usually was... on the contrary, it looked like Phaedra had just slathered ten times the makeup and eyeliner, eye shadow, mascara, rouge, blush, foundation and lipstick wherever she felt like it, making a clown-face that had since become a true mess, half of it left smeared over Jason’s big cock and balls and even his flat, hard six-pack abs... and the rest of it turning Daphne’s normally pretty, sexy face into a skank parade.

It didn’t matter. Daphne reacted intensely to the sight of her rival sucking Jason’s cock in her body... and the mounting sound in the speaker of Phaedra, as Daphne, returning to what they’d been doing before... fucking like bunnies.

This time, they fucked doggy-style, as Daphne found out when Phaedra sexted her two or three minutes of video -- half of it shot by Jason, looking down at Daphne’s rounded butt, with the familiar tramp stamp she’d had since she got into witchcraft, ornate and mystical symbols scattered across the small of her back, more for the purpose of accenting its shape than of representing anything magical.

That ass looked hot. Daphne felt a glow of pride as she looked down at the giant cock that was poised at Phaedra’s entrance. Did she really want to put that big thing up her? Did she want to give Phaedra the fucking satisfaction of...

Fuck it. Oh, fuck it.

Daphne poured out a huge amount of lube and pushed the head of the dildo against Phaedra’s too-tight pussy. She cried out as the firm silicone tried to breach her entrance and got nowhere. Phaedra’s cunt didn’t want to give it up; it took ten minutes of Daphne pushing and pushing just to get the fucking head in. Daphne whimpered in pain and pleasure as she forced the shaft of the giant dildo up deeper into her. Daphne’s eyes rolled back in her head -- well, Phaedra’s head -- as she began to ride the dildo harder and realized she’d taken almost all of it. Jeez, maybe Phaedra wasn’t as tight as the prissy Pagan bitch seemed... oh, fuck, that felt so, so, so fucking good...

There followed another few minutes of Daphne’s hot body getting plowed by Jason doggy-style... which made Daphne move as if by instinct, rolling over until she was on her hands and knees... which is to say, Phaedra’s... and letting the dildo slip out. Daphne cried out in pain as the giant head stretched her wide open on its way out; even that quick pain did not stop her. She brought the dick up to her mouth, hawked and spat on the suction-cup base, and rammed it hard against Phaedra’s heavy headboard. The giant member stuck out straight, only sagging a little -- that’s how stiff the dark silicone was, and Daphne could feel it when she pushed herself back onto it and forced it to penetrate Phaedra’s tight cunt. Once again, Daphne began fucking the dildo into her rival’s tight pussy... but this time, she had both her hands free, and one of them seized the vibrator, pushing it down till the tennis-ball head pressed firmly against Phaedra’s clit.

Daphne saw fireworks. She howled and mewled, screamed and gasped, panted and rocked and shuddered as she fucked herself onto the big, giant silicone cock.

“Why am I so fucking horny?” Daphne heard herself whining.

In response, Phaedra stopped moaning in pleasure and laughed.

“Why do you think, ‘Phaedra’? I gave you one of those love potions, just like you used on Luke. You’re horny because it turns you on to be in my body, ‘Phaedra.’ You’re fucking horny for me.”

“No, no, no, no,” Daphne whined, but she didn’t stop fucking herself doggy-style onto the giant cock -- or looking up into the mirror on Phaedra’s closet, watching that gorgeous, pale freckled face strain in alternate pain and pleasure as she fucked herself onto the big dildo and rode the vibrator to the edge of a climax.

“And you have to ask me to cum,” Phaedra laughed.

“Oh, fuck!” Daphne gasped in despair. “You’re fucking kidding me!”

“No, I’m not,” purred Phaedra. “Isn’t that funny? Go ahead, baby, I know you want to ask me...”

Daphne couldn’t hide her desire. She whined out:

“Please, Phaedra, please, may I cum?”

“Why should I let you cum after what you did to me, ‘Phaedra’?”

Daphne fucked herself savagely onto the giant cock and howled:

“I’m sorry about what I did, I’ll break up with Luke, and--”

“Oh, no you won’t,” Phaedra hissed. “You’ll keep on fucking him.... here he comes, in fact! He’s out of the shower.” She called, more loudly, “Luke, baby, I have a friend who wants to have a threesome. I’m talking dirty to her right now, and she’s touching herself. Say something dirty to her, and put your big hard dick back up my ass, darling, will you?”

Daphne moaned desperately as she fucked herself on the giant cock.

“Please, Phaedra, please, may I cum?”

She heard Luke grunt, “Yeah, Daphne, turn to the side so both Jason and I can fuck you... now spread those ass-cheeks for me, baby.”

“No lube!” Daphne heard her own voice chirping.

No lube! Was Phaedra trying to damage Daphne’s young body?

Daphne heard a cry in her own voice as Phaedra struggled to take Luke’s big dick up her ass without lube.

“Say something dirty to my friend,” mewled Phaedra, obviously holding the phone up.

“What’s your friend’s name?” grunted Luke.

“Just call her ‘Slut,’” Phaedra laughed. “She likes it when men talk really dirty...”

“Nice to meet you, Slut, I’m Luke. I hear you want to have a threesome or foursome with us, Slut. Right now I’m fucking Phaedra in the ass, Slut, while Jason shoves his cock up her pussy. We’ll give you the same treat, Slut, if you come over and spread your legs for us...”

In the background, Daphne could hear the sound of her own voice, howling in pain as Luke fucked her ass. It sounded like he was fucking it hard.

“No, no, no!” Daphne howled. “Please, Mistress, please, may I cum? May I cum, Mistress?”

“Mistress!” Daphne heard Luke’s voice, rich with pleasure, and she felt Phaedra’s face getting hot with her own embarrassment. “That’s kinky! This girl is more than just a slut, then... you want the phone back, Phaedra?”

“Just hang up on her!” Phaedra gasped. “She likes rejection!” Then, more distantly, Daphne heard: “Oh, it hurts! My ass hurts when you fuck it hard, but I like it! Fuck me hard like that, Luke! Fuck me hard like this every night... even if I act like I don’t want it! Oh, fuck! It hurts! I like it! I want it to hurt, Luke! Make it hurt for me!”

Daphne kept forcing Phaedra’s body back onto the giant cock. She was so horny she thought she would die if she didn’t reach an orgasm soon.

“Please, Mistress, please, may I cum, Mistress?” Daphne howled, slamming herself onto the cock and feeling it stretch out her insides the same way that Luke and Jason were stretching out her real insides. “Luke! Don’t hang up!”

But Luke was gone; there was a beep, and the signal was lost.

“No, no, no, no!” screamed Daphne in frustration. “Please! May I cum? Let me cum!”

Daphne shuddered all over as she screamed, again and again, “Let me cum!”

Suddenly, she realized just how much noise she had been making. It wasn’t just her screams; there was also the sound of her body hitting the heavy wooden bedframe. Daphne saw that Phaedra’s window was open; half of the neighborhood could probably hear her!

Pleasure and frustration shuddered through Daphne’s body simultaneously. She tried in vain to pull herself off of the giant dildo on which she’d impaled herself.

When the entrance of Phaedra’s tight cunt reached the big, swollen head of the dildo, Daphne cried out in pain and realized she couldn't make it past the head; the cock was in, and it did not want to come out.

Or, more accurately, her cunt did not want to give it up.

Daphne felt a soft smile cross her unfamiliar lips as she let herself sink back down the length of the dildo, pushing it up into Phaedra’s tight hole. Her rear end pressed against the base of the cock and the smooth, cool wood frame beyond.

Daphne’s smile widened.

She eyed the window and screamed at the top of her lungs:

“Yes! Yes! Fuck me!”

She began pounding herself on the dildo with refreshed vigor. She howled as loud as she could, using more dirty words as she felt her pleasure building.

“Fuck my cunt! Fuck my tight cunt, Mistress!”

Daphne’s pleasure escalated as she slammed herself against the bedframe with the intent of making more and more noise. She screamed obscenities like a banshee.

Daphne thought: Everyone in the house can hear. All Phaedra’s housemates can hear me. Everyone who lives on this whole block can hear what I’m screaming. All Phaedra’s neighbors can hear, and they’ll know what a big pervert slut she is.

Daphne’s eyes rolled back in her head as yet another orgasm slipped away from her. It was all right, though... it only made her want to fuck Phaedra’s body harder, for however the magic bitch made her wait. Daphne would not pass the time idly. She’d keep fucking, and fucking, and fucking, and screaming, fucking her way to revenge... or perhaps reconciliation. After all, Phaedra had escalated things, right? If Daphne agreed to that threesome -- or foursome -- maybe Phaedra would call things even? Maybe they could be friends again?

In the meantime, if she knew Luke -- and Jason’s reputation -- Daphne probably had hours to entertain herself in her ex-best-friend’s body.

Maybe she’d even break Phaedra’s bed.
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Twin Bed by Josie Blackwell

I was awake!

And yet, something was different... I was not in my bed; I was in Kelly’s smaller, twin bed. I felt the weight of a body around me that was not my own. I had made it to my roommate’s bedroom... and that wasn’t all. Kelly was asleep... still asleep. I, however, was awake in her body, and as shocked as I have ever been. I could still feel the faint tether of what occultists call the “silver cord,” connecting me to my body, just a few feet away, in my own bed. In fact, I could feel the throbbing pleasure of my own erection, distantly, as I became more and more aware of my cute young roommate’s sexy body all around me.

And I was in control of it!

I knew it wasn’t exactly ethical what I had done, but I hadn't expected it to work. Reading one of my many books about psychic phenomena and magic, I had run across a piece about out-of-body projection. It was a how-to checklist, and I decided to try it. Usually, when I read before bed, I practiced my psychic meditations... so it wasn’t that different to run through a different method to get into trance.

But when I tried to project myself, it didn’t happen as usual. I didn’t just get a look through the walls.... there was no sense of travel or distance between Kelly and me. I was just there. One moment, I was dropping off to sleep, and then suddenly I slipped into her.

And here I was, in my hot sophomore roommate’s body.

Kelly is nineteen and exquisite, slender and blonde. As far as I know, she’s never had a boyfriend; I’d never known her to date. In fact, she didn’t seem very interested in men. At least, she’d rebuffed the mild overtures I’d made toward her; she’d never answered my little gestures of flirtation with anything other than total disinterest. I’d lusted after her hot young body from a very close distance for most of the school year.

Suddenly being inside the very body I’d wanted to fuck... it was more intense than I had ever dreamed of!

I should have tried to exit Kelly’s body instantly. It was Kelly’s body, and I should not have been co-opting it. But how could I? I had done something I didn’t quite understand -- something I hadn't thought was even psychically or magically possible! I was suddenly not in the familiar male body of a twenty-five-year-old grad student, but in the young, vibrant body of a barely-legal teenage sophomore in college. And what a hot sophomore she was!

Kelly’s mother and two older sisters had visited for Parents Week, so I knew that big tits run in her family. All four of them were stacked. Kelly, despite being fairly petite -- about five-one and not even a hundred pounds -- and an impressive set of thirty-two double-D tits. I knew her bra size because I’d seen her bras in the laundry. And yes, I know that’s pretty pervy, but I couldn’t help but take notice. Kelly’s tits were exquisite. And so was the rest of her.

I felt my hands -- her hands -- going up automatically to feel them. It’s only natural that I would feel my tits to see if I was in a girl’s body... but when I put my hands on my roommate’s boobs, I felt a sudden surge of arousal.

My fingers were damp. I realized I was not wearing pajamas; I wore a skimpy, slim, lacy baby-doll nightie. The only light was from the moon outside Kelly’s window, so I couldn’t see very well, but there was enough to get a look. When I tugged down the single sheet that covered me, I looked down and got an eyeful of my roommate’s big boobs, her pink nipples showing through the thin fabric of her baby-doll nightie.

Those nipples were excruciatingly hard, very sensitive. I realized where the moisture on my hand was from when I felt a wetness between my legs. I reached down to find that the matching string panties that went with the baby-doll nightie were soaked.

Kelly had fallen asleep with her hands in her panties, I guess. I could smell her musk on my fingers.

What’s more, when I put my hand back down there, in her panties and up against her slit, I realized that my roommate was shaved smooth. Her pussy was soft and hairless, in addition to being extremely wet.

The second that I started touching it, I felt pleasure surging through me.

I realized that Kelly’s tablet computer was next to me, having gone dim when she dropped it when she fell asleep. I pulled it up and swiped it to bring the screen to life.

I got the shock of my life -- maybe even a bigger shock than the one I got when I woke up in my hot roommate’s body.

The video she’d been watching was paused, because the tablet had gone into hibernate mode. It took only a single tap to activate it, and that’s when I realized Kelly was wearing headphones.

There were feminine moans, and the wet sound of slapping, and hard techno music driving through her body. I moved to pause the video again... but seeing it sent a spasm of pleasure through my body.

I put my hand in my panties again and began to rub my roommate’s clit.

The scene on the tube site was lesbian... or was it? It featured two hot, young, innocent-looking girl-next-door types wearing pigtails, locked in a sixty-nine position, eating each other’s pussies. Both of them wore black leather dog collars.

I pressed play. The clip started again. The two girls in the video started to eat each other out, sixty-nining eagerly. They were both blonde, gorgeous and slim, with wonderful bodies and mid-sized tits that looked natural. It made them look rather innocent. It was a hot lesbian scene... but then I saw that they were circled by big leather boots.

Around the two sixty-nining women, big black men masturbated, with cutaways showing their big, dark hands jerking their cocks.

The indicator told me the scene was twenty minutes in length. Once it started, I began to rub my pussy and clit furiously, and I knew instinctively I knew I wouldn’t last that long. I knew I shouldn't be doing it, but I desperately wanted to know what a female orgasm felt like. I was not in my right mind; suddenly transplanted into a body that I found exquisitely fuckable, I was hornier than I had ever been.

I’d rubbed myself to an explosive orgasm when I heard footsteps in the hall outside.

I panicked; what the fuck was going on? Kelly didn’t share her room....

She also didn’t lock her door. It opened, almost silently.

By then, I had the tablet stashed under my pillow and the sheet pulled back over me. I was pretending to breathe as if I was in sleep; I watched the door only through slitted eyelids.

Standing there in the open doorway was a vision of loveliness... my other roommate, Kelly’s longtime best-friend Janessa. She was slightly taller and slimmer, but also a natural blonde -- and also stacked. She looked as lovely as Kelly did. Her hair was a little shorter, cut in more of a bob. The similarity was so close that they could still be confused from a distance.

There was no confusing them now. I was inside Kelly’s body, and Janessa was coming to visit me... at three in the morning...?

Janessa entered the room with her eyes on me. They sparkled in the moonlight from the window. Janessa wore only a plain white T-shirt -- a man’s T-shirt, but old, like she’d gotten it from her father or one of her old boyfriends. It was well-worn and the material had become thin, so her big rack stretched the fabric, molding to her deliciously.

Janessa’s nipples were plainly visible through the thin, form-fitting white cotton. Janessa is in the habit of not wearing bras when she’s just lounging around the house. I’d seen her nipples many times before as she walked around the house wearing next to nothing. I don’t know if she was clueless about how she was teasing me, or if she got off on it, but Janessa was much freer with her body than Kelly was. I had never known Janessa to have had a boyfriend, but I could tell she wasn’t a virgin, that was for sure.

Janessa pulled up her t-shirt, stripping it off and exposing her gorgeous body. She dropped the t-shirt on the floor. Stark naked, she crawled into the twin bed with me.

She started kissing my faux-sleeping lips.

“Wake up, sleepy-head,” she purred, rubbing her hot naked body against mine.

I didn't know what to do, so I panicked and just let her kiss me. Her tongue slid into my mouth; I felt the piercing she’d gotten shortly after she and Kelly had moved in. At the time, Kelly had laughed about Janessa’s pain when she got the piercing.

Now, I could feel the smooth ball of Janessa’s tongue-piercing against my own tongue. It made me wet.

“Come on, Kel, I’m fuckin’ horny,” Janessa said, sliding her hand down into my panties. She found my wet slit and fingered it, rubbing my clit. She cooed in pleasure when she discovered how wet I was.

“Watching something hot, Kel?”

I just murmured something incomprehensible. Janessa responded by shoving two fingers up my slit, rubbing my clit.

“Thinking about me, I bet,” Janessa said, kissing my neck. It sent shivers through me, and I writhed under her as she pulled the baby-doll nightie open in front so she could kiss her way down and suckle on my tits. Her pierced tongue flickered across my hard nips as she made her way down, pulling the baby-doll nightie up and taking firm hold of the string panties.

“Wait,” I said sleepily. “Um...”

“Um, what, Kel? You want the strap-on tonight?”

I didn’t know what to do, so I lay passive as Janessa slid my panties down my legs and then pushed my legs open. Next thing I knew, she was down in my pussy, licking urgently. I was so wet, my clit so hard, my body ready to orgasm... I couldn’t stop it.

Janessa really knew how to eat pussy, that's for sure. She worked Kelly’s young hot body like a virtuoso. Hot waves of pleasure ran through me. I tried to resist at first, feeling guilty about being inside my roommate as this happened.

I tried to assimilate about a dozen levels of shocking knowledge at once. I had somehow managed to leave my body psychically, and to enter another person’s body. That, in itself was incredible... but it was only the start. I also had to accept the bizarre sensation of having a female body, however temporarily. Then, on top of that, I realized that the roommate I had a terrible crush on was a lesbian... or at least bisexual. Both of them were. Last, and most shocking of all, they were fucking each other, but had managed to keep it secret the whole time we’d lived together.

I felt awkward making love to Janessa, given that I have so little sexual experience as a man to begin with. Kelly’s body knew just what to do, though. I relaxed and let her body-memory guide me.

Her motions seemed reflexive; I felt myself spreading my legs, pushing my hips up to meet the thrusts Janessa gave me, the thrusts of her tongue -- then the thrusts of her fingers after she’d slipped on a rubber glove, lubed me up, and shoved a couple of fingers up my ass.

“Yeah,” said Janessa. “You want the strap-on tonight. I’ll go get it.”

I tottered there on the brink of orgasm as Janessa fled to her own room, without getting dressed again... and when she came back, she wasn’t naked; she wore a harness with an enormous black dick jutting out. It was exquisitely realistic, with veins and a swollen head and balls that dangled down.

I looked at it in fear.

Janessa approached the bed. “Come on, Kel, don’t play that game. You know you want it. Don’t play the virgin... I mean... okay, so you are a virgin, but don’t you worry. I told you I’d do what you want... I’ll only fuck you in the ass for now, baby... till you meet that perfect Prince Charming and he breaks your heart and you come running back to me and admit you’re a dyke all along...

Janessa pulled my face to the cock and shoved it in my mouth. I started sucking, tasting the musk of Janessa’s pussy. She must have fucked herself with it and then not washed it afterwards.

I didn’t care. I slurped my way up and down the huge silicone cock, until it was slippery with my spittle. Then Janessa grabbed my hair and pushed me onto the bed.

Janessa positioned me on my hands and knees, slathering lube on her cock and then on my crack, massaging it into my butthole with her thumb. I gasped as she penetrated me with her fingers, working the lube up into my ass.

I reached down and touched my pussy as Janessa played with my butthole, getting it ready for her strap-on cock. I pushed my fingertips in, and I felt it... my hymen. My roommate’s hymen. I touched Kelly’s cherry, desperately hungering for Janessa’s big cock inside me. And I was about to get it... but not in my virgin pussy. In my ass. Because Kelly, apparently, was waiting for the “right man” to give it up to.

Well... when she found him, she’d certainly be experienced, at least!

I felt the pressure of Janessa’s cockhead pushing against my tight sphincter. My eyes rolled back in my head as I tried to surge away from it, but Janessa had a very tight hold on my hair and one shoulder. Her hands were slimy with lube, but she got a good grip anyway. She held on to me and pulled me back onto her, forcing me onto her giant strap-on cock. I struggled to impale myself, feeling my poor butthole stretching.

“Come on, Kel. Take it up the ass. Try not to scream this time. Our dumb roommate is sleeping.”

No, he’s not, I thought in despair as Janessa’s strap-on breached my roommate’s hole.

“Oh, yeah, that’s it, Kel, take it all. Take every inch. Yeah, you love that, don’t you?”

When I did not respond, Janessa spanked my ass hard.

“Come on, bitch, tell me. You love it, don’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I whimpered. I don’t know why the word came out my mouth... but it did. It just popped out, and it felt natural.

Apparently, it was new to Janessa.

“Mistress,” she laughed. “I think I like that.”

She started to pump her cock into me, tipping her body at just the right angle so the fat, thick cockhead slammed into some secret spot inside Kelly’s tight body. Was it her G-spot? I didn’t know; I just knew that I started to spin and whirl in an extreme wave of pleasure; then, all of a sudden, I was howling.

Janessa’s hand clamped across my mouth and she wrestled me into the bed, never stopping her hips’ urgent movements.

“Ssssh! Kel, shut up!” Janessa laughed as she pinned me. “Do you want our dumb roommate to wake up and join us?”

“No,” I lied through the pressure of Janessa’s hand across my mouth, shaking my head vigorously as Janessa continued to fuck me.

She pumped the cock up my ass as she wrestled me down and pinned me to the bed, growling: “Then keep quiet! I told you, don’t scream this time. Don’t wake him up! Can you imagine how much he’d perv on us if he knew we were lovers? He’d never stop hitting on either of us!”

I felt ashamed and humiliated. My face was bright red and hot. The truth was, I had thought I’d been discrete in “perving” on Kelly and Janessa. Now that I knew they were secret lovers, I would be a lost cause! I’d never be able to be in the same room with them and not think about this experience!

I was overwhelmed. Not only had I achieved psychic disconnection from my body and reconnection to a sleeping subject -- which I’d thought was probably physically impossible -- but I was now inside my hot roommate’s body, taking it up the ass from my other roommate!

Janessa was clearly the dominant one in this relationship, but I could feel the easy comfort in Kelly’s body that told me she was having the time of her life. And yes, it felt incredible. I saw the warmth that passed between them in the outside world... they really were best friends. They just happened to also be fuckbuddies.

Kinky fuckbuddies. Janessa was really rough with me. She rammed that cock up my ass aggressively, drawing scream after scream out of my mouth, which she tried -- unsuccessfully -- to muffle.

After I came a third time and went limp, sheened in sweat and completely exhausted, Janessa pulled her cock out of my ass.

She stood up beside the bed, unbuckled the strap-on, and let the harness and cock fall to the floor.

She crawled back onto the bed, this time with her butt at the headboard and her legs spread. She slid between my face and the headboard, pushing my face down into her crotch.

“All right, Kel,” she told me. “You can say thank you, now.”

I didn’t know how to respond, so I started licking. It’s been so many years since I got laid that I was taken aback by the sharp, musky taste of my roommate’s pussy. Her cunt was not shaved like Kelly’s was; it had a thick patch of silky blonde hair. It trapped the scents and the tastes, but Janessa’s clit was so prominent that it was easy to find it with my lips and tongue. I begin licking desperately at it, having next to no idea what I was doing.

“What’s the matter with you, Kel? You’re sloppy tonight. You know how to do it... so do it!”

“I don’t remember,” I said helplessly. “I’m too sleepy!”

“Bullshit,” Janessa laughed. “I think you’re being bad, Kel... on purpose.” She grabbed my hair, spun me around, and dragged me over her knee.

“For this part, Kel, you really better not scream.”

Her hand connected with my butt and she started spanking me. I squealed and surged up against her, fighting and struggling. I pushed against her and heard Janessa laugh, saying, “Feisty tonight, huh, Kel? You wanna wrestle? Let’s wrestle!”

Next thing I knew, Janessa had me in a headlock and was spanking me harder than ever. She almost choked me out before she shoved my face back between her legs, and I started sucking. I still didn’t do it to her satisfaction, and she rolled me over and sat on my face.

“Oh, yeah,” Janessa finally purred as she smothered me, riding my desperately-sucking mouth. “Oh, yeah, that's it. Eat that cunt, Kel. You’re my fucking slave, aren’t you? My fuckin’ slave...”

I don’t know what I did differently this time, but Janessa liked it. Maybe it was because Janessa was on top, riding my face and very  nearly suffocating me, but she loved whatever I did. She pumped her hips urgently, and before long she had reached her orgasm.

She got off hard, from the sound of it. Maybe she should take her own advice not to scream.

Just as Janessa cooled off, finishing her hard ride on my face, I heard the sound of the door opening.

The door pushed open and there I was, standing there, with a  boner in my boxer-briefs.

“What the fuck are you doing in here?” barked Janessa.

I saw my own face... and realized Kelly was in there, assuredly pissed off as hell. She’d figured out what was happening.

I made a desperate ploy to save the moment.

“Um,” I said shyly, my face still between Janessa’s legs. “Hi. Wanna join us?”

Janessa looked at me, infuriated. “What the fuck? You want this?”

I watched my own hand reach down and haul out my cock. My own face was set with anger... but I knew it was Kelly’s rage I was seeing as I came toward the bed.

Janessa shrugged and got off of me.

“You two have fun,” she said bitterly.

“Roll over,” Kelly growled, in my much-deeper voice.

I knew what she wanted. I rolled over, compliant, and lifted my ass in the air.

Kelly mounted me roughly and fucked me with my own cock. I think she enjoyed her revenge-fuck even more than I'd enjoyed being with Janessa... and it wasn’t the last.

Things in our house were about to get very, very interesting.
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