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Andrew remained at the bar until just past eleven. He nursed only two beers, each down to the lukewarm dregs. He didn’t have the money to throw away on booze and yet he desperately needed the escape. Wasn’t sure how he could face his wife, Vanessa, without it. His plan was to wait at the bar until he thought she was asleep before returning home. Put off the inevitable conflict for another day.

Andrew’s business had officially closed two days ago when the landlord finally kicked him out of the garage in which he’d set up shop as a mechanic. It had been sudden but not totally unexpected. Andrew did end up sneaking back in to liberate his last customer’s car. 

Overdue rent. Unpaid bills. In debt up to his eyeballs with some really bad guys. That was a problem for another day. Andrew just wanted to end today. He ran his hand over his face, feeling the scratchy stubble that had once been a result of meticulously grooming and now was just evidence of laziness and sadness.

The night air was cold and crisp as Andrew began to walk the four blocks back to his apartment building. He pulled his thin coat tighter around him, avoiding eye contact with the few passersby. The cold exacerbated his knee pain, making him limp slightly.

He had to wander around the piles of trash dumped unceremoniously on the sidewalk, his loud footsteps causing a rat or two to scurry away into the darkness. The shops on the streets were all closed, their shutters down. The street was an unwelcome site of security screens and the near-homeless.

It wasn’t supposed to be this way. At eighteen, Andrew had received a basketball scholarship to play for Indiana. He never had a head for college but, with the scholarship money, didn’t need it. He just needed to play well. So he shirked his classes, doing the bare minimum to get by and sometimes not even that. The coaches had to intervene. Speak to the dean and the professors about what would happen to the university if their star player crashed out.

But Andrew got away with it because he was great. Being on the court was effortless. Sometimes it felt like he could see five seconds ahead. Like he was Neo in the Matrix, dodging around agents who seemed to stand still.

Life off the court was great as well. He was dating the hottest cheerleader in the university (and his soon-to-be-wife), Vanessa. She was a nice midwestern girl. Sweet and mild and conservative in manner and dress. Which just made it all the more hotter to see her in that skimpy cheerleader uniform. He loved making her blush and hear her tell him he was ‘too much’.

Andrew had it all. And then he broke his hip as a result of a stupid dare. It was a bad injury, made worse by trying to come back too soon. Surgery fixed it so he could walk but he would never play basketball again.

Vanessa, bless her, supported him. Kept his spirits up. Made him think he could do anything he wanted. She stuck by him even as he failed her again and again, dropping out of college to work at his dad’s auto repair shop. Letting his muscles turn to fat. Fighting with his dad about his future. Leaving in a huff to start his own garage. And, finally, borrowing money from some bad guys it was now clear he would never be able to repay.

Tomorrow’s problem. Or so he thought.

The elevator in the building was out again and the four flights of stairs were hell on his knee. He stopped halfway up to catch his breath and let the pain subside somewhat. Only twenty-two years old and his body already wrecked. What horrors would the future hold?

When he reached his landing and stood in front of his door, a man stepped out of the shadows. He had a look that screamed ‘thug’. Broad, thick body. Heavy chin. Dull eyes. Tattoos and scars along his knuckles.

“Vincent doesn’t like having to send out people to chase down his money,” the thug said.

Andrew gulped and took an instinctive step back, only to run into another thug who’d appeared behind him and towered over him. The second thug gave him a shove back towards the first one and Andrew only narrowly avoided falling onto his face by clutching at the wall. The thugs towered over him.

“I’ll get it you. I promise,” Andrew said, hating that his eyes were filling with tears from his terror. At least he hadn’t pissed his pants.

A knife appeared in the first thug’s hand and Andrew’s eyes widened. The knife spun around the man’s knuckles, the metal flashing in the harsh lights of the hallway before being suddenly plunged into the plasterboard wall right beside Andrew’s head. Andrew jumped.

“Tomorrow. Six o’clock,” the first thug said.

“Yeah. We know where you live,” the second thug said.

The first thug shot the second a look before yanking his knife out of the wall and disappearing it back into his pocket. As they walked away, Andrew heard the first thug admonishing the second:

“You need to keep your mouth shut. It was already implied we knew where he lived ‘cause we were at his door...” The voice faded as they moved down the stairs.

Andrew unlocked the door as quietly as possible, his heart still racing. Dodged the squeaky floorboard. Pulled up on the bedroom doorknob up as he turned it to take pressure off the hinge and lessen the squeak. Vanessa was in bed, the city lights peeking under the window shade bathing her in a soft yellow glow.

She was still gorgeous, at least. In Andrew’s slightly-less-than-sober state he admired her features as she lay curled up on the side of the bed, one hand nearly pressed against her face. Her long, coffee colored hair was tied up in a ponytail to keep it out of her face. She had a gentle face with a perfect button nose. Her profile was that of an angel and Andrew wanted to weep with gratitude that she was still here with him.

He quietly slipped out of his clothes and slid under the covers in just his underwear. Vanessa stirred, mumbling and rolling over, placing a gentle hand on his warm chest.

“Hey, baby, where were you?” She mumbled sleepily.

Andrew grabbed her hand and brought it to his lips. Her skin was warm and smelled of the fruity hand lotion she always used.

“Trying to finish up a car for a client,” he lied. The truth was for tomorrow in the cold light of day.

“Mmm,” she mumbled, wedging her face in between his cheek and his shoulder.

He released her hand and she returned it to his chest, fingers splayed to take him all in. Her warmth and her scent stirred something in him. His cock twitched, the stress of the day ready to release itself in something good for once. He turned and kissed her forehead. Kissed her little nose. Watched her lips crinkle into a smile. Her hand came up and stroked his cheek as her eyes blinked open.

Andrew took Vanessa’s hand and gently guided it down his body to rest on his semi-erection. He knew she would oblige him this—she felt it was her wifely duty—and he wasn’t disappointed.

“Oh, really?” She said, a little more awake and with a smile in her voice.

She curled her fingers around his manhood and pulled at him gently. He rose in her hand as her gentle fingers slid up and down his shaft. As ever she was awkward and fumbling. Graceful in everything but this. What had been blissful as an eighteen year old was now wanting four years into their relationship. She obliged sex but never initiated. He didn’t even know if she ever really wanted it but she did it for him. Passively agreeable. A good, midwestern girl in the streets, a good midwestern girl in the sheets.

He kissed her soft lips. Stroked her cheek and let his hand run down her neck to one of her breasts. It fit perfectly in his hand. Round and ripe and full. She continued stroking him as they kissed and he explored her body, his breath coming faster as that desperate need rose within him.

His hand dragged down her side, over that perfect curve of her waist and up her hip, over the round firmness of her ass. She still had a cheerleader’s body. Still worked out after leaving the office. He kissed her deeply, inhaling her scent as his hand wandered around the body he’d come to know so well. His hand slipped between her legs and she raised her thigh to grant him access. He stroked the warm, coarse hair lining her womanhood. Need made him greedy. Urgent.

Andrew pressed her onto her back and slid on top of her. She reached over and grabbed the lube from her nightstand and squirted it on her hand, the handjob slightly improved by the slickness. When he was hard enough Vanessa guided him towards herself, letting his head press up against her entrance. He slipped in, groaning with relief and was met with Vanessa’s usual silence.

He kissed her nose, her cheeks, her lips as he held himself above her, pumping gently in and out with long rhythmic strokes. She lay beneath him eyes closed, making slight noises that hinted at satisfaction but doing nothing to encourage him except stroke his hair. It was always this way. She was passive. Welcoming. But nothing more.

He moved faster, delighting purely in being held within her warm wetness. Andrew wished Vanessa would clutch him. Cry out. Wrap her legs around him and beg him for more, deeper. Fuck him like a pornstar and cum loud and long with him. But she lay there and took him as usual, the only sign of pleasure a slightly creased brow and a quicker breath as his tempo sped up. He came with a long groan, plunging himself in to the hilt and emptying himself inside her. She took him with a soft sigh. A gentle intake of breath.

He lay on her as he recovered, rolling off after a few seconds. She went to wipe herself in the bathroom and soon returned to bed, slipping back under the covers and closing her eyes with a simple ‘goodnight’. Andrew was left alone in the room with his restless thoughts until sleep finally took him.
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By the time Andrew awoke the next morning, Vanessa was already dressed in her office attire and had the coffee going. She poured him a cup and handed it to him with a kiss on the cheek. She somehow managed to look secretary chic even in a cheap off-the-rack blouse and skirt. Her brunette hair was blow-dried and curled down past her shoulders. Andrew ruefully thought that Vanessa should have been in some fancy skybox with other millionaire’s wives watching him dunk on opponents instead of working as an underpaid secretary to an optometrist. Money would look good on her. Lots of things would look good on her.

Andrew had put on a tee shirt and jeans to pretend he was going into the shop. When Vanessa went out the door, Andrew collapsed back in bed.

He was fucked. There was no way he could pay even a fraction of what he’d borrowed from Vinnie by five. The landlord of his shop had locked everything up so he couldn’t even get to what little he owned to pawn it. Andrew was pretty sure that was illegal but he also didn’t have the time, the knowledge or the money to fight it.

His friends were done with loaning him cash. His dad wouldn’t speak to him. Andrew worried for most of the day before realizing his only option was to run. Pack up stuff for him and Vanessa and get out of the city. But he didn’t want to pull Vanessa out of work early. Didn’t want to worry her until he absolutely had to reveal the truth. And only then in person when it was too late to turn back. Would she still stick by him?

It was a moot point anyway because it was only three o’clock when they came for him. He’d ransacked the apartment for clothes and anything of value – either monetary or sentimental – and put the suitcases beside the front door. Andrew wasn’t stupid enough to answer the knock at the front door but by then the second thug from last night was already waiting out on the fire escape.

Andrew was herded back inside at gunpoint and made to open the front door. It was Vincent and the first thug from last night.

“I caught this little birdie trying to fly the coop,” the second thug said.

“Why you gotta talk like someone out of an old black and white movie, Ed?” The first thug asked.

The second thug – Ed – shrugged. “What am I supposed to talk like?”

“Jesus, just talk like a normal fucking person.”

“Enough,” Vincent said, strolling in through the front door.

Vincent was a portly balding man stuffed into a fancy suit that he somehow made look cheap. He had the habit of wiping his hands on his pants, which he did occasionally as he sat across from Andrew on the thinly stuffed easy chair. Ed stood next to Vincent, the gun lazily held in his hand. Behind Andrew, the first thug – whose name was apparently Frank – was ransacking the suitcases for anything of value and tossing the contents over the floor.

“Are you trying to run out on me, Andrew?” Vincent asked. “You know, the only thing worse than not paying a debt is trying to run out on it.”

“I wasn’t trying to run away.” The most bald-faced lie in history. “I was going to get your money. I can have it soon.”

“Soon isn’t now,” Vincent said. He glanced towards Frank. “Anything in there?”

“Nothing worth taking,” Frank said.

Vincent fixed Andrew with his piggy eyes. “How do you think I’m going to get my money back? What do you think my loan is worth in entertainment value?”

“I don’t under—” Andrew began, but Frank was suddenly behind Andrew, one solid arm against Andrew’s throat as he hoisted him partially into the air.

Andrew struggled, beating futilely at the thug as he was choked of air.

“Now this is entertainment,” Vincent said.

Just as the room was starting to fade to black, Frank released him and Andrew dropped back down on the couch, gasping and sputtering.

“That was good. But I don’t think I got my money’s worth. Frank, give me a really good show.”

Frank grinned and grabbed Andrew by the hair. The knife was suddenly in his hand, the metal shoved painfully against Andrew’s ear as it began to bite slowly into his skin. Andrew pleaded for more time.

And then suddenly Vanessa was in the hallway. She wasn’t supposed to be home this early. 

Her eyes went wide at the sight and she looked like she was about to scream. Ed was at her side in two steps, grabbing her hair and yanking her head back, the gun digging into her perfect throat.

“No screaming now,” he said in her ear.

Vanessa choked back her scream and snapped her mouth shut.

“Well, now,” Vincent said. “This is interesting.” He stood and approached Vanessa, his eyes skating hungrily up and down her body. “Looks like Andrew’s got himself a real peach of a wife.”

“What’s going on, Andrew?” Vanessa asked, her voice quavering.

“Andrew owes us some money,” Vincent said before Andrew could even think to speak. “And he’s going to pay it back.” Vincent walked around Vanessa, eyeing her from different angles. “I was going to beat it out of him. Cut off bits and pieces until I thought I had my money’s worth. But now I got a better idea.”

Vincent thrust his hand into his pocket and pulled out two metal boxes. They were the size of a credit card but thicker, gently curved, and with an LED screen built in. He turned to Vincent.

“You can work off your debt with us. We just so happen to have an opening in our brothel.”

Andrew spluttered, completely dumbfounded. “I—me—you want me to work in your brothel?”

“Actually, I want your wife. But that’s not fair on her because it’s not her debt. And I’m nothing if not fair. Ain’t that right, boys?”

Frank and Ed nodded.

“So here’s what we can do,” Vincent continued, “These little beauties...” he held up the little boxes. “...will swap you into your wife’s body. You use her to work off the debt and then you come back home. Everyone’s happy. Or we can start cutting bits off.”

The knife pressed harder against Andrew’s ear. “No! No! I’ll do it.”

“Andrew!” Vanessa gasped.

Vincent grinned and slapped one of the metal boxes on the back of Vincent’s neck. The backing was sticky and it clung to his skin. Vanessa struggled as Vincent slapped the other box onto the back of her neck.

“Let me go! Let me go!” She raged as Vincent tapped the button on each of the little metal boxes. Don’t do this we can—”

“—find another way!” This last came out of Andrew’s mouth, only he was no longer in his body.

Andrew was standing by the couch being held roughly by Ed and looking back at...himself. His old body was sat on the couch, looking just as stunned as Andrew felt. Vanessa’s soft hair tickled Andrew’s new cheeks and his neck. He was balancing on heels, a skirt reaching only to his knees and leaving him feeling strangely exposed. Looking down, Andrew was met with the sight of his wife’s cleavage beneath the white top, the top button open. A white bra supported her gorgeous breasts, which rose up and down in time with Andrew’s breath. He felt smaller. Lighter. More delicate.

Vincent retrieved the metal devices from each of them and looked into Andrew’s eyes. “How’s it going in there sports star? Better get used to it because I want my money.”

Vanessa tried to stand but her—his?—bad knee buckled. “Don’t leave us like this. You can’t do this to us!”

“I’m only doing this to her, sweetie,” Vincent said, jerking a thumb at Andrew. “It’s his fault you’re in this position. If you want him back faster you can earn some money yourself. Make up the difference.” Vincent turned to the others. “Let’s get out of here.”

Ed grabbed Andrew’s arm and hauled him towards the door. Andrew stumbled on his heels. His gait was off. His hips swung differently. His breasts bobbed wildly and he only just managed to stand upright as he was hauled out the door. The click of his high heels was a constant reminder of who he now was as Ed pulled him down the stairs into a waiting car.

They all squeezed in together. The skirt rode up Andrew’s legs and he tried to yank it back down with hands that now had longer nails. Ed and Vincent crowded him on either side. Frank got into the driver’s seat and they drove off.

Andrew kept his hands clasped tightly in his lap and his legs together as they drove. His wife’s hands. Those slender fingers. The hairless knuckles. The soft skin. And her legs. Shapely and athletic. His entire body felt wrong. He didn’t know where he fit in the world. Things seemed bigger form his new perspective as the city whooshed past outside.

“Now, we can’t keep calling you Andrew, can we doll?” Vincent said, placing a fat hand on Andrew’s knee.

Andrew suddenly felt even smaller with his feminine body squashed between these large men and hidden away in the back of a car with darkened windows. Andrew licked his lips nervously, noting the strange new contours of his teeth and the simple way his tongue sat in his mouth. He tried not to move, not to breathe, though every bump in the road made his wife’s body jostle and reminded him of the new form he now possessed.

“No, I guess not,” Andrew finally said when the silence had stretched out for a few seconds and Vincent had kept his gaze fixed on him. Vanessa’s voice was different from within her body, though still higher pitched than his own. Alien to his new ears.

“Then it’s settled. You’ll be Vanessa. Easy to remember.” Vincent leered at Andrew, who tried to draw back only to bump into Ed on his other side.

The car pulled down a dank alleyway and stopped in front of an unmarked door. Ed stepped out and held out his hand for Andrew, who took it warily and stepped out of the car. Someone slapped Andrew’s ass and he yipped and jumped around to see Vincent laughing.

“An ass like that I’m sure you’ll pay your debt off in no time,” Vincent grinned.

The car drove away. Ed knocked on the unmarked door in a rapid pattern. He no longer held the gun but Andrew had no desire to flee. Where would he go? He was trapped in his wife’s body and the only way back was with Vincent’s permission. Besides, he was ungainly on his heels. He’d never make it to the street.

The door swung open and Ed steered Andrew inside, his massive hand on the small of Andrew’s back as Andrew wobbled inside unsteadily on his heels. The interior of the building was surprisingly well kept. Dark wood and red velvet with a hint of gold trim. The small hallway where they stood led out through a door and into an open foyer. Dual wood staircases curved up either side of the main entrance across from Andrew. 

A severe-looking woman approached, her high heels clicking across the dark wood floor. Her dark auburn hair was tied up in an intricate, high bun. She wore a navy blue dress, cut low to show off the ample swell of her breasts, each of which was easily bigger than her head and too perfectly round to be natural. Her hips swayed back and forth seductively. She oozed power and sex and control.

“You can call me Madame Elizabeth,” she said, without preamble. “And you are?”

“Andrew,” Andrew replied without thinking.

She slapped him across the face hard. His eyes watered and he put a hand to his cheek. It was already burning.

“That is clearly not your name, girl,” she hissed, her green eyes cold. “What is your name?” She asked again.

“Vanessa,” Andrew whispered.

She slapped him again on the other cheek. “I can’t hear you.”

“Vanessa,” Andrew said looking down, burning with pain and shame.

Madame Elizabeth grabbed his chin painfully and forced him to look up at her. “Vanessa. This is my house and you will come to learn my rules. How long you remain here is up to you. The more you work the more you get paid.” She released him.

“What if I don’t work?” Andrew asked timidly.

Her smile didn’t reach her eyes. “Everyone works here. One way or another.” With her eyes locked on Andrew, she turned her head slightly to yell over her shoulder. “Gabriella!”

Gabriella was obviously waiting for this because she hurried down the stairs. “Yes, Madame Elizabeth?”

Gabriella was a thin blonde, her hair cut in a bob that framed her angular face. She lacked Vanessa’s curves, but was toned and tight beneath the red dress that was nearly painted on her slender body.

“This is Vanessa. She will be your new roommate. Show her to her room and then show her around the premises.”

“Yes, Madame Elizabeth,” Gabriella bowed slightly, then turned her bright blue eyes to Andrew. “Come with me, Vanessa.”

Gabriella walked confidently across the floor, her perfect ass bobbing back and forth. Andrew followed shakily behind, unused to his gait, his body, his heels. What had he gotten himself into?
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Andrew’s new room was up the stairs, past many similar doors all marked with a simple bronze number plate. Gabriella opened number 12 and gestured for Andrew to enter. The room was simply furnished. Two beds. Two chests of drawers. A large walk-in closet. Everything was tidily packed away. Another door led to a small bathroom.

“Is Elizabeth always like that?” Andrew asked when the door closed behind him.

Gabriella widened her eyes and stared at him, shaking her head slightly. A warning not to talk.

“This is our room,” Gabriella said. “Let’s get you cleaned up.”

They went into the bathroom, which held a toilet, a sink covered in makeup supplies, and a combination shower and tub. Bottles of soap and shampoo, along with a large sponge, sat in a small alcove above the rim of the tub. Gabriella closed the bathroom door and began filling up the tub with water, squirting some soap in and swirling it around to make suds. The fresh, fruity scent of the soap soon filled the bathroom. As the tub filled, Gabriella gently took Andrew’s arm and put her lips close to his ear, her hot breath tickling his skin.

“They have cameras everywhere,” she whispered. “But the sound of the running water should drown out our whispers. Follow the madame’s rules and don’t say anything to get on her bad side. Though, I don’t think she has a good side. Understand?”

Andrew nodded.

“Good,” Gabriella whispered, still holding his arm gently, standing so close her gentle breasts pressed against him. “What’s your name?”

“Vanessa,” Andrew replied, cheeks burning with the memory of being slapped.

“No, your real name. Who are you? Whose body are you in? Girlfriend? Sister?”

Andrew was taken aback at Gabriella’s questions. “Uh, my name is Andrew. This is my wife’s body.”

“Ah. Lucky man,” Gabriella whispered, pulling back to look him up and down. “Lucky, lucky man.”

“And you?” Andrew whispered back, not liking the attention Gabriella was giving him but not disliking it, either. As a man he’d been used to being on the giving end of desire. Longing looks at women. Now that he was on the receiving end it felt different. Dangerous. Sexy. Nice.

“I’m Peter. And this,” she said, gesturing at her body and giving a little spin, “Is my brother’s girlfriend. Well, ex-girlfriend now, I imagine.”

“Your...brother?”

“Oh, god. No! I haven’t done anything with my brother while in this body. Long story of cheating and debt and betrayal.” She flapped her hand, waving the story away. “Never use your real name out there. Clients don’t want to know that it’s men inside all these bodies.”

“Everyone here is—?” Andrew began but Gabriella shushed him and turned off the tub, which had filled up.

“Take off your clothes and get in,” Gabriella said, her playfulness disappearing beneath her mask once again.

Andrew unbuttoned his blouse slowly as Gabriella watched. Her interest seemed more than business-like and Andrew noted the way her eyes dropped to his breasts as he slipped out of his blouse. He reached around and fumbled with his bra strap for a few seconds—it was different from this angle—until Gabriella took pity on him and pressed herself close, her hand whispering across his back to unsnap his bra.

“You’ll have to get better at doing that,” Gabriella said with a flicker of a smile, her hot breath tickling Andrew’s cheek.

Andrew held the bra cups to his chest. He felt both self-conscious and like he was betraying Vanessa by undressing in front of this stranger. Gabriella reached out and gently tugged the bra down his arm and Andrew let it drop to the floor. His breasts bobbed free and he looked down at them from his new vantage point for the first time. He remembered how full and ripe they’d looked when he was a man, and they seemed even bigger from his new perspective. Each little pink nipple that he used to suck on, each deliciously full weight he used to fondle, was now on his own body.

Averting his eyes from Gabriella, he unclasped his skirt and shimmied out of it, soon followed by his panties. The dark thatch of pubic hair between his legs came into view. His wife’s pussy. His pussy now. The hair neatly trimmed into a gentle ‘V’. He stepped into the tub quickly and sank into the water, hiding as much of his body as he could beneath the bubbles, though the water only reached to just above his breasts.

The water was deliciously hot. Gabriella took up the sponge and dipped it in the tub before slowly sponging his shoulders, his neck, his chest. She reached down beneath the surface and gently dragged the sponge across his breasts, making them bob gently in the water.

Gabriella leaned forward and whispered into his ear. “You have some amazing tits.”

Andrew blushed with shame and unearned pride.

The sponge came around to his back and Andrew closed his eyes, trying to relax into the water, into his wife’s body. Gabriella’s other hand came round and gently caressed one of his breasts. Almost accidentally. Andrew jumped and opened his eyes but Gabriella shushed him.

“How was your wife at sex?” Gabriella whispered.

“Um...” Andrew said, distracted by her gentle fingers on one of his tits. They felt nice, but a part of him also felt like he was allowing Vanessa’s body to be violated.

“A prude, huh?” Gabriella laughed. A rich, throaty laugh that made a hunger swell inside Andrew. “You’ll have to get over that if you want to get out of here quicker. Most men who come here want a screamer. Or at least a moaner.” 

Her hand traced his other breast, delicate fingers finding his sensitive nipples and stroking, sending little shivers through Andrew.

She continued her whispered monologue as Andrew’s heart pounded in his ears. “The clients want to believe they’re gods in the bedroom. That they’re the masters of these bodies. So put on a show for them. Make them feel good.”

Gabriella’s hand moved back and forth across Andrew’s tits, teasing the flesh, stroking each nipple until they stood out to sharp points. Andrew dropped his gaze to his own body. His wife’s breasts bobbed just below the surface. They were as beautiful as he remembered, and they turned him on just as much. No matter that this was his body for the time being. No matter that he was stuck in this place. He was still turned on by the sight of Vanessa’s gorgeous naked body.

“They want to hear you scream their name,” Gabriella whispered as her fingers played Andrew’s breasts like a fine instrument.

She dipped down deeper into the water. Andrew felt her fingers glide down his trim belly and find his mound. Her rich, throaty voice continued whispering in his ear and the shivers inside his body began to concentrate in his core.

“But back here you don’t have to fake anything. Just enjoy it,” Gabriella said, before nipping his earlobe.

Andrew gasped, and then gasped again as her fingers found his womanhood and pressed gently inside. Familiar desire filled him. It was similar to how he’d felt when turned on as a man, only the way his body responded was different. A peculiar loosening between his legs even as the pleasant tension began to twine through him. Gabriella’s fingers gently stroked his new sex and now she kissed his neck, his cheek. Her delicious fruity scent filled Andrew’s nose and he lay back against the end of the tub.

Gabriella’s fingers slipped deeper inside him. He felt his pussy spread for her, felt himself be penetrated for the first time. His eyes snapped open and a tiny ‘oh’ escaped his lips, sounding so much like the real Vanessa that his body pulsed with desire. Gabriella kissed the nape of his neck, his jaw, his cheek, and then her lips were on his. He opened his mouth to welcome her hot breath inside as her fingers danced rhythmically between his legs, teasing his entrance, gently dipping in and then stroking his hidden clit.

The tension grew, making him restless. The water swirled as he wiggled and then Gabriella slipped two fingers inside him and he moaned into her mouth, long and low. God, hearing Vanessa make that noise, the noise he’d always wanted to hear from her, increased the ache deep inside. Andrew realized that he was Vanessa now. He could make her sound however he wanted. The lust meshing with pleasure inside him overcame his hesitance, aided by Gabriella’s gentle fingers as she slid deeper inside him, sliding in as deep as she could go, pressing apart his inner walls. Her fingers curved around and landed on a spot that made him purr and shiver.

“Right there,” he whispered, Vanessa’s voice quivering with lust in a way he’d never heard before.

He'd never had anyone inside him like this and it felt delicious. Right. He craved it now. Didn’t want her to stop. She continued stroking, moving faster now as Andrew’s body warmed, deep inside, curing her fingers up and making a beckoning motion that curled his toes. Andrew shifted his hips, his body needing to move, needing to release this restless pressure building up inside him. As a man the release had been so easy, so complete. As a woman it was taking longer, but no less sweeter for the waiting.

Gabriella continued fingering him as Andrew reached up to cup his own breast, using his wife’s hand to feel her up, fingers reaching greedily for his new body. The feeling of groping and being groped doubled his desire. Gabriella kissed him with a fierce passion and he moaned again into her mouth. She stroked faster, fingers curled up inside his wet warmth, building towards a glorious apex. He ached for Gabriella, moaning into her mouth as they kissed.

When she pulled away to take him in he moaned in Vanessa’s delicate voice, “Keep fingering my pussy.”

Jesus, hearing his wife talk dirty like that ratcheted the pressure up tenfold. He closed his eyes, threw his head back and came. The tension snapped inside him, pleasure and relief rushing through him as he cried out in Vanessa’s tiny voice, filling his ears with sharp sounds of her desire that he’d never heard before but had always missed. He did want to think he was the master of his wife’s pleasure. Only now that he was in her body was it true. He twisted his wife’s body as pleasure reverberated through him. Large, lazy waves urged on by Gabriella’s gentle fingers inside him. The orgasm slowed gradually, bringing him back down to his new body.

Andrew opened his eyes and blinked slowly up at Gabriella.

“The clients are going to love you,” Gabriella smiled.
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Afterwards, Gabriella helped towel him off. He didn’t really need the help but he enjoyed the way her hands slid around his body, the way she ogled him, the desire in her eyes.

She led him back out to the bedroom and then threw open the door to a large closet. It was filled with lingerie and tiny shorts and exquisite dresses and skirts and tube tops. The dresser drawers weren’t much better, holding thongs and silk lace bras. Everything tiny and see-through.

“There’s bound to be something in here that fits you,” Gabriella said, flicking through the racks and then the chest of drawers. “Ah ha!” She said, coming up with a tiny belly shirt and a skimpy pair of shorts.

“Isn’t there anything less...um...revealing?” Andrew asked hopefully.

Gabriella shook her head. “We’re just meat in this place, Vanessa. Our job is to constantly show off.”

Andrew slipped the shorts on. They were barely more than underwear and clung tightly to his body, accentuating the firmness of his ass. The belly shirt did the same to his top, squeezing his tits so that his nipples spiked out the fabric while leaving his belly bare. Standing in front of the full length mirror, he stared at himself. Vanessa hadn’t worn anything like this since her cheerleading days and she looked spectacular. He looked spectacular. Legs for days. An ass he wanted to bite. Tits that wouldn’t quit.

Andrew wandered how Vanessa was faring in his body with its bad knee and failing muscles. Now, far removed from the knife at his ear, he felt shame at the sudden decision he’d made. Stealing her body and forcing it to do things she would never do to it just to save himself.

Gabriella interrupted his reverie. “How much do you know about makeup? Hair? What about your period? When will you have that?”

“I don’t know,” Andrew said sadly.

“We’ll figure it out. But...first rule of the house is you can never leave the room looking bad. Come on, I’ll do your makeup this time but you’re going to have to learn.”

Gabriella sat him down on a stool in front of the vanity in the bathroom and set to work. She rubbed in concealer and dabbed on blush and did something to his eyes with a pencil. The end result was thicker than Vanessa would have done on her own, but still subtle and made her rich green eyes pop. When Gabriella was satisfied with his appearance, she led him out into the hallway and began showing him around the ornate residence. With each step, Andrew felt as if his tiny shorts were bunching further and further up his thighs and he kept tugging on them. They couldn’t have been moving; there was nowhere for them to go! He just felt more publicly naked than he ever had before. He was definitely showing off more skin than Vanessa would be comfortable with outside of a football stadium.

The corridor outside their bedroom curved around to dead end in a large communal lounge room where several other women milled around. They were all gorgeous and nearly naked, bodies barely hidden by tiny panties or miniskirts or shorts. They greeted him curtly as Gabriella introduced them and Andrew instantly forgot their names as he tried to take everything in.

“Everything upstairs in this wing is ours. No clients are allowed in. You’ll have to make your bed each day but you’ll only have to do maid duty if you get on Madame Elizabeth’s bad side.” She turned to Andrew and winked, “Or if you get a client that likes that sort of thing.”  

A television on the wall listed the names of about fifteen women, all with a dollar value beside them.

“This is your debt. You can track it here. Any discrepancies and you’ll have to take it up with Madame Elizabeth. This is me.” Gabriella pointed to her name. She had one of the lowest debts. Hers was in the triple digits while Andrew’s had five digits to his name. Almost sixty thousand dollars. “I’ll be out of here soon,” she said proudly. “Come on.”

She took his hand and they returned downstairs. When they hit the last step, Gabriella straightened up, her easy manner disappearing as she entered Madame Elizabeth’s domain. She stopped in front of the gilded door between the two staircases.

“There are several ways to pay off your debt. At the start of each day you’ll choose where to go,” Gabriella began, ticking the options off on her fingers. “Cam girls, the strip club, or the private rooms. The private rooms pay the most.

“The clients came in from here to choose their women,” she explained, gesturing to the ornate door. “Line up where you’re told and hope they pick you. They like the ones who are up for anything the most,” she added with a conspiratorial wink. “Then you’ll take them up those stairs to the client bedrooms.”

A door through the back hallway led to an industrial-looking building. Fluorescent lights lit the halls and large, tinted windows broke up the white walls.

“Cam girls are in here.”

Andrew couldn’t see anything through the tinted windows.

“It’s exhausting work but you get to do it solo. Use it when you want to take a break from dick.”

She led Andrew back to the main foyer. 

“The strip club is off site,” she said, “A van will take you there and back. Lot of money to be made. Again...depending on what you’re willing to do.”

Back through the main foyer and across to a door beneath the dorm room stairs. This door lead through to a large dining area, a little less richly decorated than the main foyer but still with furnishings of dark oak.

“Food is served at 6am, noon and 7pm. The chef will make drinks or smoothies for you if you need it between meals but Madame Elizabeth will get very upset if you gain weight.”

“Is this a brothel or a boarding school?” Andrew asked, tugging at his tiny shorts again.

Gabriella allowed herself a smile. “A little of both. They serve high end clientele and they expect the girls to be in top shape. If you gain weight...well...just don’t.”

They returned to the foyer and were about to go back upstairs when a sharp voice called out from behind them.

“Vanessa.”

It was Madame Elizabeth, clicking up to them on her tall heels. Her face was gorgeous but severe, her hair pulled back in a tight bun with not a hair out of place. Each step was perfect, each sway of her hips magnificent, each bounce of her breasts hypnotic, each motion the epitome of sex and swagger and domination.

“Come with me,” she ordered Andrew, turning without waiting for a response.

Andrew followed her, feeling lost and awkward in his new body, especially compared to Madame Elizabeth’s poise and precision.

She took him into a back room that looked like a medical facility. She had him sit on a chair as she snapped on some latex gloves. Her motions were precise, hinting at sexuality even as she tied a rubber band around his arm so she could professionally draw his blood. The vial went into a container. Another needle came out. Plunged into a jar, then into Andrew’s upper arm. Snap. The gloves came off.

“We can’t have our clients getting diseases,” she said. “You will be checked weekly.”

“What about...protection?” Andrew dared.

“That shot was protection. You will need another in three months.”

Andrew had no intention of still being here in three months.

Madame Elizabeth stepped back. “Stand.”

Andrew slid off the table and stood. Madame Elizabeth paced around him. “Head up,” she said tipping his chin up forcefully. “Belly in.” She smacked his belly and he drew it in. “Shoulders back.” Smack. Finally he achieved a posture agreeable to her.

“Now walk,” she commanded, sternly.

He walked the ten paces across the room and back.

“You walk like a man,” she said, disapprovingly. “No one comes here to fuck a man.”

The way she swore was strangely arousing but Andrew already knew better than respond. She made him walk again, following this time, smacking him strategically to straighten him up again, to make his hips sway more, to move his arms gracefully. When he had done it to her satisfaction, they returned to the foyer where she grabbed a book from one of the bookcases that Andrew had believed were just for show. She made him balance it on his head, smacking his ass, his cheeks, his arms, every time it fell. She seemed to take a grim satisfaction in it.

When she tired of that she made him walk back and forth the foyer, attempting to balance the book on his head. He failed again and again and she berated him as the time passed and other girls came and went for dinner. Finally, she let him go, watching him with steely eyes as he retreated to the kitchen, trying to keep his posture perfect. 

His muscles ached from trying to improve his posture, and his body burned from where she’d smacked him. He managed to grab some food before the chefs closed the kitchen, then retreated upstairs to his room. Gabriella came out of the bathroom as he entered. She was unashamedly naked and did nothing to cover herself when Andrew entered. Indeed, she seemed proud of her body and Andrew could see why.

She was slender but solid. A svelte, slightly hourglass figure with small breasts and elegant hips. Her arms and legs were toned. Belly trim. Boldly beautiful. The girl-next-door every guy wanted. Comfortable in her temporary body in a way Andrew didn’t think he would ever be. Andrew realized he was staring and averted his gaze.

“Posture training, huh? Madame Elizabeth is strict but fair.”

Andrew bit his tongue for the benefit of the cameras. All he wanted to do was sleep and try to end this day.

Gabriella slid beneath the covers of her bed. Andrew turned off the table lamp between them. The only light came through a crack in the blinds that let in the golden glow of the city outside. In the dark, Andrew disrobed and slid beneath the sheets. It was hard to get comfortable in his wife’s unfamiliar body. He tossed and turned, his breasts falling this way and that, his hips too wide, his legs too thin.

He was just slipping into sleep when he felt the covers being lifted and a warm body slid in beside him. He blinked open his eyes. Now adjusted to the dark, he saw Gabriella’s pretty face close to his own. She kissed him before he could say anything and, to his surprise, he kissed her back. She was warm and soft and sweet and she offered the relief Andrew desperately needed after a day of building stress.

Andrew trembled beneath her feather-light kisses. She moved up his jawline. And again, trailing up to his ear, then down the nape of his neck. Andrew closed his eyes, not stopping her as a familiar excitement gathered in his core.

“What are you doing?” He whispered.

Gabriella kissed her way back up his neck, nibbled on his earlobe and pressed her lips close to his ear so that her hot breath tickled him and made him shiver when she whispered, “I rarely get to fuck someone I really want.”

Andrew turned to her to protest, to tell her he wouldn’t do it, not in his wife’s body. It wasn’t right. But when he turned, his lips met Gabriella’s and they kissed. Andrew leaned into it, savoring the dual softness of their bodies. He opened his mouth and she slipped her tongue inside, tasting him.

Vanessa had never slept with another woman. Probably never even considered it. In many ways she was a prude, and watching her hands reach out to pull Gabriella towards her made Andrew’s core tense in a delicious and wonderful way. An inner itch that had a single release.

Gabriella was gentle with him as they made out, her hands wandering up and down his unfamiliar curves. She gently peeled the covers down.

“Jesus, look at those tits,” Gabriella said, slipping her delicate hand over them. “I’m so jealous.”

Andrew’s eyes had grown accustomed to the dark and he stared down at his wife’s tits as they fell either side of his chest. Real and heavy and full. Now that he was aware of the weight of them he wondered how his wife carried them all day. 

Gabriella lowered her head to suck on his tits. She opened her mouth, hot breath spreading across Andrew’s skin. The deep heat made his nipples rise and she teased them with her tongue, kissing back and forth from one breast to another, greedy for them. Gabriella grabbed big handfuls of each tit and kissed, closing her eyes, savoring Andrew’s new body before plunging her head between his welcome cleavage. She feasted on him like a man, greedy and urgent, moaning as she licked and suckled him. 

The warmth of her touch increased the pressure within Andrew, turning him on as much by the feeling as by watching this gorgeous woman suck on his wife’s tits. That her breasts were on his body now made it all the more exciting. He could feel their weight. The way they bounced gently. The swell of each nipple as it sharpened and grew ever more sensitive. Had Vanessa felt this way or was this Andrew’s desire playing out in her body?

Gabriella straddled him and guided his lips back to hers, kissing again, deeper this time, hungrier. The tension twisted through Andrew, driving him on as she pressed down comfortingly onto him, their bodies touching from head to toe. Gabriella kissed her way down his tits, down his stomach, down to his mound.

Gabriella dipped her head between Andrew’s thighs and her tongue pressed firmly against his entrance, tracing up it and leaving a trail of warm, wet desire.

“Oh,” Andrew cried. Tiny. Delicate. Dripping with sex in a way the real Vanessa’s never did. The  way he always wished she would sound. 

Gabriella kissed her way up and down his pussy, each kiss twisting his insides tighter and tighter, rising his body towards a glorious crest. When her tongue parted his new pussy lips and slid inside him for the first time he gasped, the sound of his wife’s voice—his voice—twining the tension tighter.

Gabriella licked him deep and slow. His body began twisting as the pleasure made him anxious, filling him to the brim, seeking an escape. He grasped the bedsheets, undulating his hips as Gabriella tasted him deeper, moving faster, joining the rhythm of his body. Her tongue found his clit and he moaned, an intoxicating sound coming from Vanessa’s body.

“Oh, Gabriella,” he whispered, just to hear Vanessa’s voice. And then, to hear his prim and proper little wife talk dirty, “Lick my sweet pussy. Ooh!”

The pleasure was so small but so intense, fading away quickly even as it promised more. Andrew reached for his own tits, staring down as he made his wife’s hands fondle her body and gazed at the woman licking her pussy. Gabriella’s eyes were closed in ecstasy as she knelt between his legs, perfect ass in the air, made even more perfect by the soft city light.

“Oh fuck,” Andrew hissed, as Gabriella’s tongue found another delicate spot.

Andrew couldn’t keep still, the tension making restless, spilling through him. His toes curled, eyes clenched shut, fingers sunk into his pillowy breasts, working his own body as Gabriella devoured him from below, accompanied by the lewd sounds of his sopping new sex.

Andrew’s body was slow to climax but he felt each twist, felt himself rising, voice growing higher in pitch. The sounds of his wife climaxing made him cum and he gasped. The tension snapped and pleasure pulsed through him in waves, reverberating outwards from his pussy, up to his head and down to his toes and then back again. The orgasm was long and deep, making him tremble and shake and yowl until it finally released him and he sank back down into the bed.

Gabriella turned around, still pressed on top of him but now her sex was positioned over Andrew’s head. The deliciously musky scent of her wafted into Andrew’s sensitive new nostrils. His core tightened again and he reached for Gabriella’s hips, bringing her pussy down to his lips. She was salty and delicious as his tongue found her entrance. She dripped onto him, moaning as she buried her own face between his legs.

What would Vanessa think to see her own body licking another woman’s pussy? The taboo and the shame made the ache twist tighter within him. He licked deeply, tongue gliding into Gabriella’s slick, velvety folds, parting her before dragging up to the swell of her clit. When his tongue landed on her pleasure she moaned and wiggled above him. He kept his tongue pressed there, undulating as she shook, reciprocating with her own tongue inside him as they danced together.

The slick sounds of her made Andrew ever wetter. The tension twisted through him again, bursting out suddenly. Deeper and richer this time as Gabriella came with him. They shivered together, voices muffled between each other’s thighs, sharing their stolen pleasure.

When they finished Gabriella kissed him on his cheek, leaving the slight scent of Andrew’s new pussy in the air. She returned to her bed and Andrew finally found sleep.

To be continued...
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Thanks for reading!
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Exile of the Mind: Ghosts of Triton 2: MtF Body Swap

In the conclusion of the Exile of the Mind series, Jack is still stuck inside General Carver's seductive older body as he and Vireo try to find the real General before the rebels do.
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Friends With Benefits 2

After watching Annie possess Kylie and have her fun, Phil gets jealous and plots to make the possession skull his.
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It’s A Wond-her-ful Life

A man on the cusp of despair meets his guardian angel, who transforms him into a woman to show him what his life would have been like if he'd been born that way. 
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Exile of the Mind: Ghosts of Triton 1

In the penultimate book of the Exile of the Mind series, young nurse and soldier Jack Thomson is made to swap bodies with the sensual, older General Carver so that she can escape from a surprise rebel attack. But when her escape pod crashes, Jack is forced to venture out into the chaos of the colony to try to find her before the rebels do.
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Friends with Benefits 1

Two adult outcasts find a mysterious skull that lets them possess people while making their target think that every action is of their own volition. And whatever they do while inside can change their target's mind when they leave.

And many more stories of body thefts, swaps, possessions and transformations on my site
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