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		Math, math, math—my inescapable torment. I’d struggled in high school, and so far college was the same story. I was majoring in Communications, which didn’t have many mathematical prerequisites, and normally I wouldn’t have cared if I’d scraped by with the lowest passing grade possible. But it had an effect on my GPA, and my GPA had an effect on my scholarships, and my scholarships had an effect on whether I could afford to attend college at all. Football wasn’t enough; I needed to prove that I kind of knew things.

		Pete’s girlfriend, Kimberly, had started tutoring me this semester. In every way, she was a bleached-blonde college chick: tight body, tiny shorts, and perfect skin. I remained jealous of my buddy’s ability to reel in the attractive ladies. Probably because he was the quarterback. Chicks dug quarterbacks.

		Wide receivers? We had our moments. And usually, I watched those moments from the bench, with my teammates stealing all the thunder.

		The topic of tonight’s struggle was PreCalc. The homework was due on Friday. We were in my dorm room, and already I was fighting distractions.

		“Hmm,” I said, tapping my pencil against the paper, utterly defeated by the first end-of-chapter question, while my gaze roamed up to something much more captivating: my tutor’s cleavage. Kimberly was wearing a low-cut tank top that left a significant tract of her incredible rack open to observation—and I was doing just that. I wondered if she tanned in the nude; I didn’t see any bikini lines. Or she was just naturally sun-kissed.

		Her finger patted where my attention was supposed to be. “We just read about this,” she told me. “It’s a basic trig function, almost like the one in the example.”

		I nodded. Trig function. Triangles. But what I saw right now were spheres.

		“Joey—”

		She snapped her fingers.

		My trance interrupted, I swiveled my eyes up toward the upset face of my buddy’s girlfriend. “What?” I said.

		“Are you serious? Do you think your eyes are invisible? That I can’t see your gaze just drowning in my cleavage?” She tugged on her neckline to cover her chest, but it wasn’t designed for much coverage. Her cleavage remained sexy and expansive.

		“Oh,” I said dumbly, accidentally dropping the pencil while I put a leash on my horny thoughts and looked down at the problem at hand. I retrieved my pencil. At the same time, I realized that the eye candy had given me a hard-on. Thank God she couldn’t see that! “I’m sorry. I guess I was distracted.”

		“Uh-huh. That’s the excuse of every guy who stares at girls who flaunt the tiniest amount of skin. They’re distracted.” She shook her head. “Dick-brained morons.”

		She seemed genuinely bothered by where my eyes had been. Well, I thought, you’re wearing a top that shows cleavage. If your boobs are visible, how am I not supposed to look at them? I didn’t voice these thoughts, though. Despite the urges of my manhood, passing this stupid math class was my priority.

		For the next half-hour, everything was fine. I pushed my math-allergic brain through problem after problem, actually somewhat understanding the trigonometric functions enough to solve equations without too much input from across the table. I got half of them wrong, but I did get half of them right. Fifty percent was higher than my current grade in the class, so that told me I was improving.

		When I hit a wall again, Kimberly leaned over the table to point out where I was tripping up. And of course, because of how her body was angled—with those deliciously large tits of hers hanging down and practically bursting out—my eyes glanced that way again, and for a few seconds I lost myself in that cavernous cleavage.

		“Joey, you messed up right here,” she said. “Do this part again.”

		“Yeah,” I said, my mouth hanging open slightly.

		“Joey—”

		“Yep.”

		She slammed her palm against the table.

		I nearly jumped out of my skin.

		“What?” she said, almost furiously growling at me. “Is there something wrong with my outfit? Did I spill something? What are you looking at?”

		I sat back. Her tone was a little terrifying. I was pretty sure she wasn’t going to leap across the table and strangle me, but I wasn’t taking any chances. That look in her eye was fierce.

		Then she sighed heavily and rubbed her temples. “I’m sorry about the outburst. But there’s no reason for me to be here if you’re not going to focus on your classwork.”

		“Is everything okay?” I said.

		“Yes. No. I’m just tired.”

		“Are you not sleeping well?”

		Kimberly glared at me. “I’m sleeping just fine, Joey,” she said dryly. “I’m tired of men. And Pete especially. I can’t wear the clothes I want to wear without being ogled all the time, like I’m just a piece of meat.”

		I knew this was tricky territory. I tried to be complimentary. “Well, you have a nice body. And, you’re, uh, an attractive young woman. People are gonna stare.”

		She squinted at me. “God, you’re just like the rest.”

		“Well, it’s testosterone,” I blamed. “We have to look. It’s in our DNA. Deep down, we’re just animals, and guys like looking at girls who would make good mothers—”

		“Oh, Jesus, you’re not helping.”

		I didn’t know what she wanted to hear. Humans weren’t that different from monkeys in the zoo. Hell, just last semester, some crazy chick had flung poop on her ex-boyfriend’s car. We really were just monkeys with a few extra brain cells. And better hygiene.

		Kimberly mumbled something.

		“What?” I said.

		“I said I should’ve been born a guy,” she said. “Guys have it so much easier. You get up in the morning, throw on some clothes, put on some deodorant, and that’s all people expect from you. But if I do that, people ask me what’s wrong. ‘Kimberly, did you get taken out with the trash last night?’” She exhaled loudly. And then she stared at me for so long that I thought she was waiting for me to say something. Then she said: “I want a vacation.”

		“Well,” I said, “the holiday break is still about a month away.”

		“That’s not what I mean, Joey.” And she began to smile. “We should use Swap Mate.”

		I gulped. “For—?”

		“Come on.” A minute ago, she’d been exasperated. Now she was teeming with enthusiasm. “You keep staring at my boobs. It’s clear that you want them. And if we swap bodies, you can have them. You can play with them! You can pose in the mirror and look at your own cleavage however long you want to, I mean, because that’s all you obviously care about.”

		“Kimberly, you’re more than just cleavage. I’m sorry I was letting my mind drift.”

		She laughed. “No you’re not. And if we trade places, I’ll be the one who has PreCalc. I’ll improve your grade for you. I’ll do all your homework.”

		Well, that part was sort of tempting. The worst thing about college was the coursework, and she was willing to take that off my shoulders. But I was still suspicious about why she was so eager to swap places with me.

		But those tits, my subconscious reminded me. You can HAVE them.

		Nowadays, it was no secret that Swap Mate had revealed how many dudes had been hiding body-swap fantasies. It was probably a majority. We were all multi-layered perverts.

		And Kimberly was hot as hell.

		The sensible part of my brain was fighting a losing battle.

		“Okay,” I said, with a shrug. “If you want to.”

		“Temporarily,” she pointed out.

		“Of course. Temporarily.”

		“Because it’s like a vacation.”

		“Sure,” I said with a shrug.

		Kimberly pulled out her phone immediately, and my tutoring seemed to be relegated to much lesser importance. I had to download the app and go through its orientation, but the process was mostly automatic; it already knew who I was and auto-filled a profile, which was both worrisome and nice. Not long later, with my new account made in this magic app, I received a SWAP INVITE, as if I were joining a party on Xbox Live. Upon accepting it, I was taken to a screen with both our profiles listed.

		It was weird to me how intrusive the app was. Kimberly’s data was all right there: height, weight, measurements, and so on. Unbeknown to me until this exact moment, my buddy’s girlfriend wore a 34D bra. How did it know that? Had she input the information herself? Why would someone even do that? Or was there an AI involved that interpreted all that from her pictures? It must’ve been the latter, because I found similar data in my profile, and I hadn’t done a damn thing.

		Kimberly set it all up.

		Tits, I thought, glancing at her impressive cleavage again.

		They were my main motivation in all this. But I wasn’t happy with what that said about me, if I was easily inclined to make dumb decisions based on tits.

		I received a notification: HEY, IT LOOKS LIKE YOU’RE DOING A BODY SWAP! TO MAKE THE TRANSITION EASIER, SWAP MATE CAN ALSO INCLUDE MEMORIES, SO YOU’LL KNOW HOW TO LIVE AS EACH OTHER.

		Kimberly: “Oh, that’s interesting. I want that.”

		Then it was all ready. Me swapping with my best friend’s girlfriend. I’d never swapped bodies before, but enough people had done it that I wasn’t too afraid.

		We stood up. Kimberly’s eyes surveyed me, like I was an outfit on the rack that she was about to try on. It wasn’t that far from the truth.

		“Ready?” she said.

		This was happening too fast. Would I have to live as her? Would Pete be my boyfriend? Would anyone even know we’d traded places?

		But TITS.

		Maybe she was right. Maybe we were pigs.

		After I nodded, she commenced the swap.

		At first, I just tingled. It was kind of pleasant, like I had just smoked a joint. All the hairs on my body were standing stiff, and I swore I could feel an electric energy buzzing across them. The first evidence of the change was the skin color on my arms. I was half black; Kimberly, even though she was tan, was lighter. Her skin tone appeared in splotches, rapidly encompassing my hands—which not only changed color but shrunk, the fingernails growing out. The transition went up my arms. Simultaneously, there was a pressure in my throat, an itch on my scalp, and invisible forces seeming to pinch my face. I coughed as something in my throat clicked.

		Then I was distracted by Kimberly, who was undergoing the opposite effects. Her shoulders grew out, bulking with the musculature of a football player, while her long blonde hair began to pull into her scalp. Her blue irises darkened. She suddenly had my eyes, which was bizarre. And then my facial features began to grow out of hers.

		It was so freaky, and I had a flash of terror when my waist pinched in. It felt like I was being cut in half. My shoulders shrunk, my torso shortened, hair flowed down the sides of my face, and I felt an inversion happening in my groin. This was all supposed to happen—I was becoming a girl, after all—but I realized then how unready I was.

		Then Kimberly was a good seven or eight inches taller, and she wasn’t really Kimberly anymore. Her tank top was now a varsity T-shirt, while there was a warmth and weight on my chest that couldn’t be ignored. I looked down and watched my new rack fully form—unobstructed by my new low-cut tank top. I felt my breasts squished by the bra, the bra straps digging into my shoulders, and the cool air tickling my cleavage. My body was so slender, my hips flaring, and my shorts way shorter than anything I’d ever wear.

		I felt half naked. I was half naked. And my crotch, encased in denim, was awfully, awfully flat…

		“Oh, this is nice,” Kimberly said in her new deep voice, flexing one of her new biceps. “Don’t worry, Joey. No one will suspect a thing. I’ll get your grades up, and you just keep my boyfriend happy like I’m supposed to do.”

		I hoped she was joking about the second part.
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		My new alarm sounded, and my new hand made a precise swat at my bedside table to disable that god-awful noise. It was eight o’clock in the morning. Who in the hell gets up at eight? I thought, recalling, in my exhaustion, my earliest class being at eleven in my male life, and how preferable—sensible—that seemed right now.

		Kimberly’s first class was at ten. Chemistry.

		I knew this because of Swap Mate, just as how I’d known where to bang my hand down to hit my alarm. We’d been given enough of each other’s memories in order to live each other’s life. Chemistry was a bore. Kimberly and her better brain had an A-plus grade average. I could probably skip a few weeks and be fine, but I had this nagging feeling about my GPA plummeting, because Kimberly was responsible and academically minded, and these traits were now mine. Sort of. I could choose to ignore them, but not without guilt.

		With a yawn, I whipped the covers aside and sat up.

		My new breasts bounced animatedly, as if they were attached to my chest via springs. Kimberly liked silk nightgowns, and at the moment I shared a similar sentiment for their softness. The bulges, however, were less interesting. They were heavy.

		That’s what bras are for, I thought—with the appropriate memory reminding me of the daily support they provided.

		I already wasn’t a huge fan of this.

		It should’ve been exciting. I was a girl. A hot girl. With tits! But all I could think about was getting around. Kimberly took morning showers. Every day. And I needed to brush my teeth. And my legs were in need of a shave. Not that it mattered to me, but Pete always seemed to notice, and I didn’t want to have that conversation with him.

		In this body, Pete was my boyfriend.

		Oh Jesus.

		Kimberly, in my body, had all morning to sleep in. Lucky her.

		I dragged myself out of bed and into the adjacent bathroom, which pretty much resembled mine—except for the hair products, lotions, hair bands, and creams littering the countertop. I did my business on the toilet. Thanks to the memories, none of it really felt abnormal. Then I took a shower, and that didn’t feel all that strange either.

		After being a football player, everything about my body seemed so scrawny. My arms were half the size, and my feet were positively tiny. I knew I wasn’t tiny; I was probably average for a girl, but the perspective was a little jarring. How did Kimberly even eat anything with this itty-bitty waist?

		I turned my pervert mind off and cleaned myself, using two different soaps—one for my body, another for my face. I used conditioner and shampoo. All of this was automatic. I was careful in between my legs. It felt like I was breaking a law by even putting my hand remotely close, but Kimberly had known I would need to practice proper hygiene.

		She’d probably already played with my dick anyway.

		Out of the shower, I wrapped my hair in its own towel. Then I applied lotion. Then deodorant. Then I dragged a razor across my legs. This afternoon, I’d have some time to paint my toenails. I wanted them to look cute. And if this warm trend continued, I’d be wearing sandals, so obviously I couldn’t allow them to look rough.

		I blow-dried my hair, did my makeup. And by the time I had breakfast—one of those instant bowls of oatmeal—it was nearly nine-thirty.

		I had done more work this morning than I did throughout the whole day as a man.

		After barely satisfying my hunger—the best way to keep my figure was to eat light, especially during college—I got dressed. It was funny putting on the bra; my hands knew the process automatically, and I yanked the thing over my arms, dangled my boobs into the cups, and snapped the hooks together like I’d been doing it all my adult life. I found a top and some denim shorts and squeezed into them. I had to wiggle my butt a lot.

		Is this really necessary? I thought, wincing as I zipped them up and hoping I wasn’t cutting off blood flow. They fit like a glove.

		Following my first interaction with female clothing, there was a knock on the door. My automatic instincts continued, and I opened it. Pete, my best friend, was standing outside.

		There was another detail I’d failed to consider. We had Chem together.

		“Hey, baby,” he said, and I was swooped into his much larger arms while our faces smashed together. If it was supposed to be a kiss, it was a terrible one, and I cringed severely from my lips touching another man’s.

		One of his hands secured itself to my ass and squeezed.

		Kimberly was supposedly getting a vacation, but I wasn’t!

		Looking into Pete’s eyes—which I’d done many times—was weirder today. I was shorter, so it was a different perspective. But also the eyes themselves loved checking me out. I was just wearing a tank top, but this horndog spent half the time staring at my chest anyway. According to my memories, this was nothing unusual. I already hated him.

		“You ready?” he asked.

		I nodded. Kimberly had trusted me to act the part, so refusal wasn’t an option.

		A part of my brain actually found him attractive. It was mostly the jawline. And that shaggy hair. Kimberly definitely had a type, and it was now faintly mine. I knew I was still attracted to women, and I had a clear grasp on what about women’s bodies turned me on, but there was also a competing sex drive.

		However, that sex drive stayed pretty dormant that morning.

		Pete was an animal. Even while we were waiting for our Chem lecture to start, he was rubbing my leg and hovering a few inches away from me, blasting my face with his bad breath. Dude, fucking chill, I thought about telling him. A damn lecture hall wasn’t the place to get our rocks off.

		“You tutor Joey last night?” he asked.

		“Yeah,” I said, watching his hand move closer to my groin.

		“He didn’t try any moves on you, did he?”

		Jesus Christ. What was I, his property? “Nope,” I said.

		“It’s those tops you wear,” he said, but he laughed, like he was trying to brush off his sexism as a joke. “Everyone within a mile radius stares. You should only wear those revealing clothes in front of me, babe.”

		I wanted to hit him.

		In the span of ten minutes, he had gone from being my best friend to being a real piece of shit. He had never showed me this side to himself. Or I’d never really wanted to notice.

		Pete didn’t even bother to pay attention during the lecture. With my new knowledge, I was aware that he typically just copied my notes. And half the time he did what he was doing right now: rubbing me. His hand repeatedly dipped between my legs, massaging my pussy. Maybe he thought he was turning me on, but he really wasn’t.

		I just wanted to concentrate. School was important to Kimberly, and as Kimberly, I had this new motivation to stay attentive and prepare for the exam. Even as someone who hadn’t been taking Chem—and had almost failed it in high school—I understood it so much better now. And my handwriting was so much neater. It was kind of fun, watching the smooth strokes and loops of my cursive style. Compared to the notes from the previous lectures, it looked identical. And my brain was quicker to learn the material than it was spoken, so often I was doodling in the margins while the seventy-something professor had to remember where he was at.

		But then there was this jackass next to me.

		I sighed as Pete undid the snap on my shorts and reached inside. He was so blunt, and there was nothing erotic about it. But he was probably getting a hard-on from touching my pussy. I had to bite my tongue to not yell at him.

		After class wasn’t any better.

		Pete spent the majority of the time with his hand on my ass. We went back to his dorm room, which looked like a damn pigpen. There were clothes scattered everywhere, and a general smell of sweat and uncleanliness. Again, these were details I hadn’t bothered to notice as a guy. I didn’t maintain an orderly apartment either, though mine wasn’t this bad. He had football photos hanging up—all of him as quarterback, from different games. It made me feel like I was surrounded by ten Petes.

		He kissed me again. His tongue snaked into my mouth, and I tasted the disgusting Red Bull he’d been chugging during class. Then he held my chin and said, “Hey, give me a blowjob.”

		What? What?

		I didn’t speak against it, but he must’ve seen something in my eyes. “What?” he said. “You never complain about giving me a blowjob. Sucking cock is, like, your second-best talent. I keep saying you should go into porn. You’d make more money than…whatever you’re majoring in.”

		Excellent.

		This guy was a real shithead.

		And it angered me that Kimberly had been putting up with this; in my head were memories of the other blowjobs, making me not a newbie at all. My male self had a million reasons to cringe, but I willed my body down onto its knees, and Pete, with his grin, unzipped his pants and presented me with his very swollen dilemma.

		Cursing Pete, cursing Kimberly, cursing that stupid Swap Mate app, I wrapped my lips around it, and everything inside my mouth was replaced by the throbbing firmness of his erection.

		Someone needed to teach this jerkoff some manners about how to treat women, but I reckoned I wasn’t exactly the knight in shining armor. This whole situation had arisen because of me being less than respectful toward Kimberly, and currently I fully regretted where my eyes had been that evening. Did I deserve this? I didn’t believe so, but I wasn’t in a position to decide that right now.

		Pete’s cock was sweaty and musky, and his grunts sounded like a dying animal’s. I would’ve been slightly jealous of his size if not for me being the one to suck it. I closed myself into a faraway corner of my mind, letting it happen, not trying to feel anything about that cock poking the entrance of my throat and repeatedly rubbing itself across my taste buds. It pulsed more and more, its pre-cum and my saliva combining to lube its girth.

		The asshole didn’t even warn me. He grabbed my head, shoved his dick so hard into my mouth that I nearly choked, and flooded my esophagus with an outpouring of jizz. I had no choice but to swallow; the way to spit it out was blocked, and there was so goddamn much of it. Its gooey, salty complexion made me shudder.

		I knew what cum tasted like now, not just via someone else’s memory.

		I knew the feeling of a cock in my mouth and the hard-throbbing ejaculation.

		“Yes!” Pete exclaimed, not removing his dick until every drop was taken care of. Then he pulled it out and slapped it against the side of my face. He’d probably seen that in porn, and since he assumed I was some kind of slut, he probably thought I liked it.

		I felt so gross.

		“What?” Pete said, apparently seeing my less-than-positive mood. “Hey, your blowjobs are the best. All girls should swallow. I gotta get to my next class. And I can come over and copy your notes later like usual, right?”

		

	
		 

		3

		 

		
			[image: ]
		

		 

		Saturday allowed me to sleep in. I spent the morning in bed, still wearing Kimberly’s pajamas. It was a two-piece set with cutesy dog faces printed all over it, and it was fuzzy and comfortable. I wasn’t sure if it was because girls had nicer clothes or just my soft skin, but the feeling of being snuggled in fabric was cozier in this body.

		I was browsing our college’s website on my phone, with particular interest in the SPORTS section. The football team had won last night—sans a wide receiver. But not really. Because, in the second paragraph of the article, I learned that my replacement in my male body had caught three touchdown passes, and it was Joey’s performance that had led the team to a slim victory.

		You’re kidding, I thought.

		How could Kimberly be so good at football? We’d swapped two days ago!

		I reckoned it had to do with our memories. And memories were the basis of skills. With Swap Mate’s assistance, she knew the game, just like how I knew all the ins and outs of being a girl. But it was still frustrating to see her getting all the credit with my body, my muscles, and my training.

		I tried calling my phone number. She didn’t answer.

		Okay, I thought, you’ve had your vacation, and it’s time to switch back.

		Kimberly hadn’t clarified how long we’d be spending in each other’s bodies. Vacations usually lasted anywhere from a few days to a week, maybe two weeks, and that word was all my mind focused on, because it was the word she had used.

		I did get a call that morning, but not from my body-swapping partner.

		The name made me not want to answer it, but I supposed I had to. We were in a relationship. “Hello?” I said.

		“Babe!” Pete hollered. “I tried calling you last night. What gives?”

		“Oh,” I said, completely disinterested. “My battery died.”

		“Why weren’t you at the game?”

		“I was feeling a little under the weather.”

		“You should’ve been there, we barely won—”

		“I know, I saw the score.”

		“Me and Joey were like lightning and thunder. It was the best he’s ever played. I couldn’t believe it! Coach is gonna make him start from now on.”

		“Cool,” I mumbled.

		“So, can I come over?”

		Come over. As a guy, that could’ve implied a whole range of things. Pete would come over to have a drink, or we’d go have lunch, or we’d play video games, or we’d watch the marathon of college football games. It was Saturday, and that’s where his mind would probably be. But as his girlfriend, I knew him coming over was for only one purpose. I didn’t feel like I could have a conversation with him that didn’t involve the letters S-E-X hovering over us, and it disgusted me. He was only dating me for my body, not my brains, and certainly not my fucking friendship. He had guys for that.

		“I’ll think about it,” I eventually told him.

		“You’ll think about it?” He repeated after me like he was trying to learn the words in their context, as if I’d uttered a phrase in a different language. “What does that mean?”

		“It means exactly what I said.”

		“But that doesn’t make any sense—”

		I hung up on him.

		Then I leaned back and cradled one of my pillows against my chest, finding an inanimate object to provide more emotional support than my own boyfriend. Kimberly really had it rough. She was constantly objectified. Hell, she was so much smarter than Pete was, but he didn’t treat her that way. He didn’t treat me that way. Fucking male chauvinist.

		I had never used the term chauvinist before, mentally or verbally.

		Must’ve been from Kimberly’s library of words, which was kind of funny.

		I finally rolled out of bed. For the first time since the swap, there were no expectations to pretty myself up, get dressed, or do anything at all. My first destination was the full-length mirror by the closet. I realized I’d never really stopped and looked at my new appearance for more than a few seconds—except when I was concentrating on eyeliner and lip gloss. I was such a girl.

		Well, obviously.

		But my girlishness was evident in every detail: my clothes, my hair, my eyes, my nose, my physique, and especially those mounds on my chest. Feeling spontaneously naughty, I reached up and grabbed them. As previously discovered, Kimberly was a 34D, which equated to an impressive rack. In these hands—hands that hadn’t been cultivated and adapted through a decade of throwing and catching a pigskin—they felt massive. I hefted them, and felt their flesh jiggle and bounce. I wasn’t harboring any naughty thoughts presently, but it was enough for my nipples to grow hard. I felt the skin tightening and swelling outward, creating firm bumps that were easily discernible to my exploring fingers.

		I was so hot. With my tan skin and blonde hair.

		Pete was right. I probably could be a porn star. But that was not my decision, and that should never be a suggestion forced upon a woman. But if Kimberly ever wanted to, if there was ever a self-motivated desire, she likely could break into the industry pretty easily.

		I unzipped the front of my pajamas. While watching the reflection, it almost felt like I was being presented with a striptease. Slowly, the smooth skin over my sternum and abdomen was exposed. I pulled my arms out of the sleeves, let them fall. The fabric slipped off my bare breasts. Their healthy size had already been observed many times, but now it seemed like my male mind was poking its head out. I stared at the large areolas. I marveled at how pendulous the breasts were, how full and squeezable they looked. And inevitably I did squeeze them, and found them to be sensitive and pliable, better than any pair of tits I’d had the luck of getting my hands on.

		What is this feeling? I thought, my skin abuzz and my nipples throbbing and aching.

		It must’ve been female arousal. Which was amusing. With Pete—with my boyfriend—I’d never experienced this, not during his hand rubbing me or the after-class blowjob. But when he wasn’t around, I finally felt like I could open the bottle a little and enjoy myself.

		I pinched my nipples, and surprised myself by letting out a chirpy sound.

		Tender little bastards.

		It was my male mind asserting too much aggression. My inner Kimberly told me to be slower and more gentle, and I followed the guidance of her memories—where masturbation was not a rare occurrence. And I stood there, just playing with these little erections on my chest. It felt simultaneously silly and normal, to be able to stimulate my body in such a way.

		At least I was in a better mood now.

		The urges I was feeling called for a tried-and-true treatment.

		Kimberly had a MacBook. I was a faithful Windows user who had never tried crossing over, but the different operating system was entirely intuitive, since this body’s normal brain had plenty of experience. I loaded up a porn site, searching for my favorite models.

		Here’s where I felt a strong disconnect.

		My Joey brain automatically wanted me to imagine myself in place of the male performers, getting to fuck these hot-as-hell porn stars. Except, I lacked the tool for the job—and also the tool to assist in my stereotypical male fantasies. I tried rubbing my pussy, but it was so damn weird. I couldn’t employ my arousal as the man was in the scene.

		I was horny, but I’d reached a mental conflict.

		Kimberly knew what to do. And my mind saw a solution buried in her underwear drawer. I couldn’t believe that was part of the memories I’d received. But whatever! Trembling with nervousness and a deepening need for relief, I ambled over to her dresser and sought what would take me to the next level: her pink vibrator.

		“I’m sorry,” I uttered, pulling it out. “I probably shouldn’t be seeing this or even holding it, but, um, I’m in your body now.”

		An apology, even only heard by myself, made me feel better.

		I took the toy back to her desk and the queued video. If I’d been nervous about wearing her clothes, I was nearly squeamish over the idea of using a vibrator for its intended purpose. It was phallic. Like a penis! But not precisely. The warmth in my loins was increasing, and I had this horny impulse to spread my legs as far as the chair would allow. I shifted my pajamas lower until my groin was exposed. It was such a freaky sight—and it also reminded me that I needed to shave there too. Kimberly’s trim landing strip was surrounded by stubby pubic hairs.

		I resumed the video, but my eyes were having difficulty focusing. More significant to my senses were the sounds: the moaning of the woman, the slapping of their bodies. Through this wicked magic, I found myself identifying more with the female porn star. It seemed kind of logical. I no longer had the means to fuck; I had the means to be fucked. And these means were tingling and growing wetter. Before using the vibrator, I rubbed myself again, more keen to notice the detail of my new folds and dampness along my vulva.

		Sometimes my mind leaned toward the word vulva. Pussy was too vulgar. It was a word men used, because the vagina was just one thing to them: a hole.

		But it was so much more. I found my clitoris, and that’s where the sparks started to fly. My legs trembled as I massaged my finger in a circular fashion around this heavenly beacon of sensation, the woman’s moans in the video amplifying. My nipples were also painfully erect and received ample attention, but now the urgency was fading lower, to an emptiness that became ever clearer the more I touched myself.

		With bravery in the face of this new territory, I switched the vibrator on. It buzzed to life. And—panting—I aimed its bullet-shaped tip at those easily excited nerve endings.

		The stimulation was immediate. I bucked in the chair, my eyes and mouth clenching. Everything below my waist was shuddering.

		“Oh fuck,” I breathed, in Kimberly’s angelic voice. I delicately moved the vibrator around, hitting all sides of my clitoris, each of my toes curling repeatedly.

		The sequence of events after was a little hazy, but soon my feet were planted on the desk and I was skating that vibrator across my clit relentlessly, pressing it down as much as I was moving it back and forth. My free hand found its way instinctively—with guidance from my new memories, I presumed—to my entrance, and two fingers pressed inward, finding wetness in abundance.

		I shook off the weirdness and just let myself have at it.

		Thrusting, rubbing, moaning—I fell down a well of arousal, picturing myself as the woman in the porn video, being bent over and fucked. My vagina was so tight; it had a muscular tissue that squeezed around my fingers, and I pumped it endlessly, throwing my whole pelvis up against each downward thrust of my wrist.

		When I came, it was explosive.

		The orgasm was like a rupture through my entire body, pleasure venting up my bones and across my skin. I writhed there for a solid thirty seconds, my chest heaving and juice dripping down my legs. It was the most insane feeling for someone who had lived his whole life as a man; as a woman, it was an order of magnitude more intense.

		As Kimberly, I was smart enough to make math analogies.

		“Oh wow,” I sighed, when I felt like I was coming down off the high, and rational thoughts began to return. I was still buzzing. The orgasm hadn’t really left me drained.

		Since I was still in the appropriate position, and holding a vibrator, and with a million porn videos at my fingertips, and it wasn’t even lunch yet…
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		That Saturday evening, Pete stopped by. A better boyfriend would’ve propositioned me with dinner, or a movie, or dinner and a movie—if that wasn’t too selfish to want—but all he came for was to get his dick wet.

		Having given him a blowjob, intercourse wasn’t so nerve-racking. When it happened, I found myself bored. Pete was on top of me, doing all the work, grunting his best impression of a dying animal again, poking my vagina with his huge tool. It was a bit uncomfortable. Part of that was his size; he was larger than average. But also I wasn’t very lubricated, because I wasn’t into it. In fact, I was looking past him at the TV. It was muted, but I still found the moving images of the live-action remake of The Little Mermaid to be far more captivating than my boyfriend’s sweaty, muscular body. I even yawned.

		That was probably what set him off.

		Pete quit thrusting and huffed his disappointment. “What the hell’s the matter?” he demanded to know. “Why aren’t you into it?”

		“I think my period’s coming,” I said flatly. It wasn’t my period, but he didn’t have to know that. Half of dudes didn’t understand the menstrual cycle anyway.

		He sat up and withdrew his cock. “What’s going on, babe? Is this some kind of new phase?”

		If only you knew, I thought. But I said: “Phase?”

		“Yeah. You’re not even wearing makeup. And you didn’t even take your shirt off. You always get naked when we have sex.”

		His whiny voice was giving me a headache. I rubbed my face, thinking how much I didn’t want to have sex with him. And Kimberly’s mind seemed to agree with me. We were both tired of this asshole. He had a nice body. But in his brain, there was just nothing worthwhile.

		This relationship was a result of peer pressure. Kimberly had been one of the most attractive girls in high school, her memories informed me, and her friends had pushed her into dating attractive men—jocks—because it was expected. She was pretty, jocks were hot; good-looking people deserved each other for the social advantages. And now she was stuck with this bozo and questioning everything her friends had taught her.

		I couldn’t blame her.

		Guys like Pete were poison.

		“I don’t think I want this anymore,” I muttered. “And you’re just not good at sex, Pete.”

		“What do you mean I’m not good?” he said. “I’m great! And you seemed to be enjoying it until recently, and now you’re suddenly, like, allergic to it.”

		Kimberly had faked most of her orgasms with him. I thought that was hilarious. It even made me chuckle, and Pete asked me what was so funny like I was insulting him.

		“Inside joke,” I said.

		“Well, uh, I didn’t come over to just sit around. Give me a blowjob, then.”

		“Nah,” I said, disinterested. “I think I’m going to read a book. If you wanna stay, that’s fine, but I prefer reading alone.”

		I’d never seen him look so confused. All his life, he’d been handed everything: new car at sixteen, full scholarship, a girlfriend who did most of his homework. And now that girlfriend was refusing him for the first time ever. I wasn’t so sure his head wasn’t going to split open and a spring wasn’t going to pop out.

		“Fine!” he declared. And after shoving himself into his clothes and stomping out like a crybaby, I finally had some peace.

		I did actually read a book.

		It was a romance novel, and the steamy descriptions got a hotter reaction out of me than Pete ever could. I masturbated myself to sleep.

		Kimberly finally texted me on Sunday. She wanted to get lunch, and there was a sandwich shop at the end of campus where lunch could be had: Wrap & Roll Sandwichery. Winter was finally starting to feel closer. I had to wear a sweater and jeans to fend off the chilly breeze. Inside the sandwich shop, I found my counterpart in this mixed-up life. Kimberly, in my male body, was sitting at a table by the window. I shuffled over and joined her—although I looked to be late. Two whole sandwiches were sitting in front of her, stacked with all the toppings.

		“Got an appetite?” I joked, taking a seat.

		“I could never eat this much food and not gain weight,” she explained. “You’ll forgive me if I stuff my face, right?”

		“Go for it.”

		It was uncanny seeing my body out in public. I was a pretty big guy, who chewed big, and held that sandwich between big hands. Conversely, my new hands on the table looked so fragile and small. I knew I wasn’t a kid, but the only time I’d been this little throughout my life and adults had seemed so much larger was when I had been a kid.

		I sat there, watching Kimberly eat—and girlishly blotting her lips with a napkin every so often. She said I could order if I wanted to, and she’d pay for it.

		“I’m not really hungry,” I said.

		She nodded. “I saw you tried to call me yesterday. The guys and I went out to drink, and I think I exceeded my limit. Or your limit. I was in a daze all day.”

		“You scored three touchdowns. That’s two more touchdowns than I’ve caught all season.”

		She smiled. “It was so exhilarating, and your body is so strong. Leaping up and catching that ball, and hearing the crowd cheer for me, it all felt like being a superhero.”

		“So, are you better at football than I am?”

		Kimberly shrugged. “I didn’t hate it. The men’s locker room is gross, though.”

		I snickered.

		I had thought I’d be mad at her and demand she give me my body back. She was the leader of the swap, and thus I was restricted from undoing it. However, today, after the ups and downs of experiencing life in Kimberly’s body, I didn’t have any negative feelings I needed to express. I found myself empathizing with her. Her boyfriend was awful. I’d be wanting a vacation too! And, actually, not suffering from the pressure to perform on a Friday night was a weight off my shoulders. I’d woken up yesterday and today completely relaxed. And I had great grades now. And the orgasms were pretty nice.

		“I think I broke up with Pete,” I announced shyly.

		“You lasted three whole days, huh?” she said.

		“It was terrible. He is so disgusting. I never saw this side to him.”

		“But when you have boobs…”

		I nodded.

		She finished her first sandwich and half of her second before belching. It seemed unexpected, and we both had a long laugh. Then she said, “He never wanted to do anything that I wanted to do. It was always sex. Or he wanted me to watch him play football.”

		That did sound like Pete.

		“Joey, do you want to go on a hot air balloon with me?”

		I blinked. That was out of left field.

		“I bought tickets,” she went on, “but of course Pete wanted nothing to do with it. And they weren’t cheap either. I thought it’d be fun, but you know what his idea of fun is.”

		Indeed I did.

		My Sunday schedule was pretty clear, so I agreed to go with her. My male face smiled wide. We left the sandwich shop, and she drove me to the outskirts of town. Even before we reached the launch site, we saw several balloons up in the sky, all spots of bright colors hovering hundreds of feet in the air without wings or rotors. Thermodynamics, I told myself, recalling a class I’d never actually taken but had memories of.

		We parked in a field, and Kimberly led me toward the balloons and to redeem her tickets. I was pretty excited. I’d flown before, and once I’d taken a helicopter tour over Las Vegas, but a hot air balloon was completely new to me. Up close, they were so massive, towering into the air way above our heads.

		Kimberly held the basket door open for me. “Ladies first,” she said with a wink.

		“Well, golly, thank you, sir,” I said sarcastically.

		The pilot was an older man who probably thought we were dating. It especially looked that way when Kimberly held my hand during takeoff. She never admitted it, but she was trembling a little. In her memories, I sensed a slight fear of heights and roller coasters. Aw, I thought, you’ll be okay, big guy.

		Our pilot fired up the burner, whooshing hot air up into the balloon. It took a few seconds before the basket lifted off the ground. It jerked slightly, and Kimberly nervously grabbed the railing of the basket to hang on.

		The ground fell beneath us, and the rolling hills of our college town stretched in every direction. I immediately loved it, because the flight was so gentle and quiet. There was no loud engine noise. Below us, the shadow we made went farther and farther across the landscape the higher we went.

		Damn you, Pete, I thought.

		A real boyfriend would’ve done this with his girlfriend, instead of just wanting to use her to blow his load.

		None of us said anything at first, although Kimberly refused to let go of my hand. After a while, I started squeezing it back. Cars and houses and roads began to look like they belonged on a model railroad set. A line of geese flew past us. We had to be at least five hundred feet off the ground, but the view was so incredible that it didn’t bother me.

		I sighed happily. “This is pretty cool,” I said, having to turn into the wind so my hair didn’t cover my face. Kimberly still seemed uncertain of the basket’s sturdiness. She maintained a wide-legged stance, and her feet were planted firmly.

		But then she laughed. “I always wanted to try it,” she said. And her words were so authentic that I didn’t hear the girl inside my body at all. I heard the man. She turned to me. “Thanks for coming along.”

		“It’s no—”

		She kissed me. A quick peck on the lips. But it was totally unexpected. And as I stood there in a daze afterward, I glanced over and saw the pilot smiling at us. He didn’t say anything. Hell, he’d probably witnessed romantic behavior countless times up here in the sky.

		This week had been so damn weird. I’d gone from being a pretty average guy with bad grades and a forgettable football career to being an attractive girl tired of all the men in her life. There was some whiplash, and the kiss only added to it. But as I stared into my former eyes, I didn’t feel so out of place. Swap Mate was helping me adjust, but it wasn’t responsible for the strong connection I suddenly felt. Here’s a man who isn’t staring at my chest all the time, I thought, knowing Kimberly’s memories were mostly responsible for that realization, but I didn’t care. Because I liked how it felt finding someone who was good-looking and respectful.

		On our descent, the two of us played a game of facial expressions. We stole looks at each other, we smiled, we laughed, and we held hands because we enjoyed each other’s company tremendously.

		After landing and on the way back to the car, she asked, “Have you had any fun in my body yet?”

		“Oh, you know,” I said, blushing and evading the question, “mostly with Pete, but that wasn’t really fun. How about you?”

		“Well, you don’t have a girlfriend.”

		“But you didn’t…experiment?”

		She shook her head.

		“Kimberly,” I said, nipples growing hard, “we have to fix that. If, um, you’re not doing anything later.”
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		It was getting dark when we returned to my dorm room—or Kimberly’s dorm room. What was hers and what was mine was a little confusing while we inhabited each other’s bodies. I wore clothes, but I still considered them to be Kimberly’s clothes, and I was wearing a little of Kimberly’s makeup too, and I’d straightened my hair with Kimberly’s brush. But that extra gallop in my heartbeat, while the two of us were alone, belonged solely to me.

		We stood in the middle of the dorm room, staring at each other. I wasn’t a mind-reader, but I was pretty sure our thoughts were closely in sync.

		“I should apologize,” she said. “I guess I was in a blind rage when I caught you staring at my chest, and with everything I have to put up with. In that moment, I didn’t mind doing it to punish you, while I reaped all the benefits of being a handsome guy. But—” She stopped, and her male frame seemed to shrink a little. “You’ve always been nicer to me than Pete. When your gaze isn’t a thousand yards deep in my cleavage.”

		I smiled. “I’m sorry too. I had no idea what girls had to put up with. I should be able to wear the clothes I want to wear without men acting like animals. I mean…” I looked down at the cleavage I was presently sporting. “They’re just bags of fat. Half the time, I don’t even enjoy them. I hate wearing a bra because it’s always pinching me, but I hate going without one because these things are heavy and bounce everywhere.”

		Kimberly laughed. “The great contradiction of being a girl.”

		But our monkey brains had ways to compensate. Even as a chick, even with Kimberly’s heterosexual life painting a well-documented past of being attracted to men, I couldn’t help but appreciate my body and femininity, and low-cut tops looked good. I loved having cleavage. That wasn’t the desire of my male brain. Boobs, universally speaking, were just neat.

		And Kimberly looked good too. That tight T-shirt of mine—or hers—showcased her muscles. I did not picture her using those big muscles to pick me up off the ground and toss me on the bed. I also definitely didn’t picture her pinning me down with those same muscles and having her way with me, using her weight and strength to seduce my comparatively tiny female body.

		I shivered.

		She moved a few locks of hair off my face. “I don’t want to do anything that you don’t want to do,” she said. “This time, I promise to be completely consensual with our bodies.”

		I nodded. “You have my consent. I’m sure it would be way more enjoyable with you. With Pete, I felt like a ragdoll.”

		“That bad?”

		“He insisted I give him a blowjob after class.”

		“Oh, that’s typical.”

		“And when he’s grunting, he sounds like…”

		“A dying animal,” we both said.

		After our laughter died down, we went back to staring at each other. Again, the perspective was fucking with me. My old body looked so huge. I reached out and held Kimberly’s waist, my fingers squeezing those firm muscles in her abdomen. Then, with my upper teeth sinking deeper into my bottom lip, I started to lift her shirt. She acknowledged my cue by finishing its removal, leaving her torso bare. The sight of her muscles made my body tingle in ways it hadn’t before.

		Being a girl gave me all kinds of new experiences.

		In Kimberly’s memories was a strong approval for a cut physique, and I relinquished the reins slightly as I explored my fingers along those chiseled grooves, spots of sweat making her six-pack and pectorals gleam. I tried to keep my gaze off her groin. She was the guy; that’s where the action was now. But it was an unstoppable force, and frequently I found myself glancing there, noticing quite easily that the front of her jeans was pushing out.

		Gulp.

		Kimberly shifted her weight. “That’s the first of one of those,” she said.

		“Really?” I said. “You haven’t had an erection yet?”

		“In the mornings, but it was already that way when I woke up. I’ve never felt it…happen, when it goes from soft to hard, really, uh, rapidly.”

		I smiled. “It changes everything. Whatever you’re focusing on, you can’t anymore.”

		“Uh-huh. I’m getting a taste of that.”

		Figuring I was just delaying the inevitable, I brought my hands down to her bulging problem. Here, I was properly nervous. It was my cock, and yet I was shaking as I tackled the zipper and unsnapped the button. I tugged her jeans lower. Her briefs were considerably stretched around a highly engorged shaft.

		My nipples were downright hurting. Also, my panties were feeling damp.

		Already this was more exciting than with Pete!

		I pulled her underwear down. What I saw was something that had defined my life and masculinity, and now I was observing it from a completely different angle. But it was all there: my cock, my balls, my dark pubic hair. And there was someone inside me who was sexually attracted to it, which was downright bizarre.

		I carefully wrapped my hand around her swollen shaft and gave her cock the attention it needed. It wasn’t fully hard; that came after only a few seconds of my initial handjob, and suddenly she was stiffly attentive, the flesh of her hard-on pulsing and pounding intensely against my palm. That should’ve been another familiar sensation, but it wasn’t. My small hand made her feel so much larger, and that throbbing was ten times as fierce.

		While stroking her, I looked up and saw her head leaned back. Her eyelids were fluttering. I couldn’t resist laughing again.

		“Yeah,” I said. “I know.”

		“Good grief,” she said. “I mean, it’s basically a clitoris, you know, biologically, but it’s like a hundred of them put together. I just wanna…” She clenched her hands into fists and jerked her pelvis forward. I almost stumbled backward.

		“Yeah. We learn to deal with that.”

		“Help me deal with it, Joey. Because it feels amazing.”

		I planned to.

		While jerking her off, I paused to remove my sweater. My nipples were hard knots inside my bra. I pinched those suckers raw, finding a sweet spot between pain and pleasure that had me softly moaning. But my breasts were only one ingredient of my arousal, along with what was flourishing and swirling in my lower abdomen, emphasizing my wetness and emptiness. I felt properly horny. It didn’t have the instant switch like it had for men, but I was steadily getting to that preheated temperature.

		Eventually, a handjob seemed like child’s play.

		I knelt and faced my partner like a horny girl should—with a huge cock directly in my face. Opening wide, I scooped up the glans with my lips and took in a few inches of her raging girth. Was it weird that I had my mouth around my own cock? A little. I sure as hell wasn’t going to tell any of my friends about this, but in the moment it was what our bodies wanted. And I kind of wanted to try a blowjob without that sleazeball Pete being around.

		Kimberly actually gasped. “You don’t have to—oh…oh my God.”

		The mental hurdle wasn’t that high. And once it was fully inside my mouth, it didn’t seem like anything to be afraid of. I drew my lips slowly back and forth along her thickness, feeling the bumps of her veins and that hardness that prevailed through every inch. It was just tissue, but it felt so rigid and strong—more than anything the human body was capable of, in a way. Maybe that was just my arousal talking.

		And while gradually sucking her off, I did get more aroused. Soon, my tits weren’t satisfying me, and my hands sought other regions of pleasure. Everything in between my legs had turned into a pulsating valley of warmth and need. The relief I had from simply sticking a hand inside my jeans and rubbing across my panties—damp panties—made my spine sag, and my mouth almost slipped off Kimberly’s member. I massaged my vulva with no restraint, pressing down hard and assaulting my clit like it was a scratch-off lottery ticket.

		There’s no lottery, I thought. I’m a guaranteed winner with this thing.

		For the moment, the panty-rubbing stimulation appeased my inner primal urges, but it was like putting a cork on a volcano. With my hand busy with the flicking and grinding, I sucked more fervently, partly out of sympathy for Kimberly’s similar needs and partly from curiosity. Most men never experienced this. So, with my free hand, I secured myself to my partner’s thigh and began to devoutly ram my head toward Kimberly’s groin.

		My throat made gagging sounds that probably weren’t the sexiest, and slobber slung everywhere. But it was such a thrill ride, lunging my face forward and swallowing her erection more than once per second, feeling how tight her skin was, feeling that huge rod slam the entrance to my throat and dribble out more pre-cum on the back of my tongue. She seemed even huger after a while: my lips and cheeks had to spread out more, and my jaw started to ache a little.

		Then two clumsy hands came down and pressed against my face, one against my eyeball and the other against my cheek. They pushed me off.

		“Whoa, whoa, whoa,” Kimberly panted. “I think that was almost too much.”

		I smirked and observed the job I’d done. Her cock was now thoroughly shining, with ropes of drool and pre-cum hanging off the tip. It was probably her memories creating my opinion, but I thought it looked delicious.

		This was so much better with Kimberly.

		As a man, pussy was pussy. Most of the time. But as a girl, it really thrummed my arousal strings when the man was likable. His personality was such a bigger component in the intimacy and the pleasure I felt.

		I sat back on my hands, drool leaking down my chin and neck. “So?” I said. “The verdict so far? Do you like blowjobs?”

		“In your position, I wasn’t a strong believer,” she said. “But I think I’ve just been converted.”

		The only logical next course of action was to tear each other’s clothes off.

		It was happening now—barring some kind of apocalypse. My entire body was vibrating as I chose the bed as our next location of lovemaking. I lay back, doing as girls typically did when they were with me, submitting myself to whatever this handsome hunk wanted next. Kimberly yanked off my jeans. And then she had a moment like me, where she stared at my groin and sort of stopped what she was doing. Swap Mate had been around for a while, but these out-of-body experiences weren’t really natural for humans.

		I slowly rubbed down there. The wet spot in the cotton was expansive.

		“We can’t stop now,” I purred, knowing that in her borrowed memories was a great affection for girls rubbing themselves. “It might be a little weird, but I’m willing if you are.”

		Kimberly blinked. “It’s just strange. I mean, it was always strange, but I didn’t have to see you. And you weren’t…mostly naked.”

		I reached into my underwear, where the wetness had reached surreal levels. My poor male brain still had trouble comprehending it. I was the one with a vagina. I was the one getting wet. But it felt so amazing, having this deep emptiness and knowing that fulfillment was coming very soon. The anticipation was a high all on its own.

		But unprotected sex was a dangerous game, and Kimberly kept condoms in her bedside drawer. Demonstrating some initiative as a smart young woman before she ever brought it up, I reached over, retrieved a condom, and handed it to her. And then we both laughed as she struggled to snap it over her cock.

		These different perspectives kept tripping us both up.

		Once protection had been established, we readied ourselves for the main event.

		I wanted it. The opinion throughout my mind, from male and female experiences alike, was universal, and I didn’t see having intercourse as a woman as betrayal or damaging to my manhood and sexual orientation. Our blood was pumping, our bodies were hot, and we both wanted to have a climactic finish—otherwise, what was the point?

		Kimberly slid over me, and I felt dwarfed by her larger physique. I stifled a moan just from that. I opened my legs, signaling to her that I was ready to receive, and she pushed herself in there. It wasn’t the most flawless bit of aiming; she had to poke and prod around. Hey, I’d been there once. I reached down there for an assist, grasping her rock-hard cock and guiding it toward warm, tight heaven. And with contact made, she pushed inside me.

		It felt like everything in my body shut off at that moment. All my organs just took a break. My heart. My lungs. Everything paused to experience this huge pillar of hardness entering my vagina. I shifted a little. The pressure—probably enhanced due to my anxious state, I imagined—made it feel like she was poking me with a telephone pole. But I relaxed, and its apparent girth shrunk as my inner walls stopped being so tense.

		My head sunk back into the pillow.

		I had no fucking words, and I just stared at the ceiling, completely mesmerized.

		“Yell if I go too deep,” Kimberly said.

		“You’re not,” I whispered, barely able to find my voice.

		“Guys can go too deep,” she said. “You’ll feel it. It hurts.”

		Nothing right now was hurting. I felt euphoric.

		Kimberly went slow. I shivered constantly, every sensation from her dick sliding inside my pussy being completely new. It was so much more vivid than I imagined it would be. My vagina formed a fairly tight seal, meaning I was always aware of her girth spreading me open. And her throbbing. Good lord. She throbbed inside me, and she made me throb, all around my pelvis and even as far down as my thighs.

		My hands, formerly limp on the mattress, now went up and clenched her shoulders. We moved together, her rhythmic thrusts filling me again and again.

		As a guy, I felt incredibly fortunate to experience all this. I had never once fantasized about being fucked, but here I was, completely into it. I started moaning. And Kimberly must’ve loved the sounds out of my throat, because her pace increased, and she added an occasional grunt. The bed started making sounds too as the energy ramped up.

		After a few minutes of acclimatizing, we were just another college couple having a hearty boink in the dormitory.

		“Yes! Yes!” I squealed, wrapping my arms around Kimberly’s neck and pulling her down closer. The space between our sweaty bodies vanished; now she was grinding against me, smashing me into the bed with her muscles and manliness, taking me to heights of pleasure men could never achieve.

		When she hit the finish line, my legs flew around her. She bucked and thrashed as her orgasm traveled through her body, and mine was on its heels. Hot pleasure rushed through my veins, and I cried out, feeling so alive in that moment that I wasn’t so sure I hadn’t spent the last twenty years being dead.

		Neither of us moved after. I was nearly crushed with her on top of me, but that was okay.

		The afterglow was hypnotic. It made me not mind all this. Girls, despite the occasional attitude problems from the opposite sex, had it pretty darn good. The sex was phenomenal, the clothes were cute, and boyfriends…

		I could see myself with a boyfriend like Kimberly.

		Hey, they said college was the time to experiment.

		Never thought I’d be seeing the world through a girl’s eyes and loving it, though.

		

	


		Epilogue

		 

		Kimberly spent the night. I welcomed it, and slept like a baby with her halfway wrapped around me, and snuggling close to her broad chest. Monday’s alarm buzzed way too early. For a moment, I didn’t move. I was still basking in the afterglow—but not just from the sex. From everything. Deep down, I felt comfortable and happy, which I never thought I’d admit with there being sizable breasts rising and falling on my chest. I gave them a morning squeeze, then figured I ought to get around before I started masturbating.

		I did my toilet business, came out. Kimberly was sitting up, although she didn’t have class until eleven. I noticed quickly that she had a case of morning wood, but I didn’t comment on it.

		“Another week,” I said, as my morning greeting.

		She stared back at me. And then her gaze flicked downward, and fixated on my naked rack. And that bulge in the sheets? It got bigger.

		“Yeah,” she said in a daze. “Another…”

		I put my hands on my hips. Not until I cleared my throat did I break her trance.

		She snapped out of it, then covered her mouth. “Oh my God, I was just staring at your breasts. I’m so, so sorry. I sure look like a hypocrite now!”

		I just laughed. “It’s okay. I mean, I don’t have a top on, and I guess we’re kind of in a relationship, sorta, maybe. I’m not offended or anything. And you’re probably finished with your vacation, right? Because I wouldn’t mind sleeping in.”

		She didn’t react right away. I reckoned that yesterday was still on her mind as much as it was on mine. I had enjoyed spending time with her and kicking out Pete for good. And despite being a girl for less than a week, it didn’t feel wrong not having my dick and needing bras.

		“We can swap back,” she said, with a glance at her phone on the table. “If you want to.”

		I shrugged. “Only if you want to.”

		“Or we could stay this way, if…”

		“I don’t mind…”

		“Good.”

		“Good.”

		There had been a knot in my stomach, but now it was gone. Womanhood and I didn’t want to separate just yet, it turned out, because I was still having a good time with this new body of mine. I sauntered over to the bed. Kimberly’s eyes never stopped checking me out. It made me feel incredibly sexy, and my nipples were standing at attention.

		“So, since you have such perfect grades,” I said. “I think I can skip your morning chemistry class just once.”

		“Joey, my GPA is important. My parents—”

		I whipped the covers off, liberating her erection, then proceeded to stroke it. My other hand went inside my panties. Kimberly’s head rolled back.

		“What were you saying?” I said.

		“Mm, faster.”

		“That’s more like it.”

		 

		


		 

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

		 

		
			Author Page
		

		 

		The author can be reached on Twitter at https://twitter.com/GregorDaniels.
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