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		Introduction

		A big thank you to all my loyal readers, and a big welcome to the first timers! I love writing about body swaps, possessions, transformations, anything where someone is exploring the world ina body that doesn't belong to them. The steamy stories in this collection all feature someone having their body taken over by a lover, a stranger, a crush. These stories were all commissioned by readers like you with any identifying names and details altered to protect anonymity.

		If you'd like to request a commission of your own, or just follow along for weekly, sexy captions, you can visit me at Body Swap Fiction.

		 

		Enjoy!

		-M

		 

		If you like this collection you may also like these other stories by M. Wills:

		 

		Possessive

		Just Visiting: A Body Possession Story Collection

		Stolen: A Body Theft Story Collection

		Borrowed Lives: A Body Theft Story Collection

		Alternate You

		The Price of Wishing [Smashwords.com exclusive]

		Hopped: A Body Hopper Short Story Collection

		Switching Campus: A Multiple Body Swap Story

		Into Her Body

		Quick Change: 5 Gender Swap Short Stories

		The Swapping Stone (Book 1)

		

	
		Taking a Girlfriend

		The first thing people think when they see Emma is: 'Wow, she's gorgeous!'

		The second think they think is: 'Why the hell is she with that guy?'

		“That guy” is her boyfriend, Mike, who seems to exist just to end all doubts that opposites attract. Emma is sexy in a laid-back way with her long, wavy blonde hair, her infectious laugh and her incredible body tucked away beneath an outfit that looks both hip and effortlessly casual. Mike is almost aggressively grubby with dark, slicked back hair and a tight white t-shirt that practically screams at you to gape at his muscular physique. Emma has a long, dark-featured face with a swooping, ski slope of a nose that is just on the beautiful side of unusual. Mike has a nose that's been broken at least once in a fight together with what seems like a permanent leer on his face. Emma's friends don't understand what she sees in him and even Mike's parent's, if they're honest, don't quite get the relationship.

		'She is one hot piece of ass,' Mike's dad says to him. Like father like son.

		What people don't get is that Emma takes Mike's aggressive jibes as insecurity and interprets that as a desire to protect her. She thinks that Mike's love for her is so great that he'll get involved in a drunken brawl because he thought someone was hitting on her and he wants to protect her honor. Mike, however, just likes fighting. And sex. He really, really likes sex and doesn't want anyone else to have it with Emma. Emma likes sex, too, sometimes. But not too adventuresome and not too often. It drives Mike crazy how Emma only likes missionary and the occasional doggy-style. He loves taking her from behind and relishes the few times she lets him, staring at her beautiful bent- over form, watching his cock slide inside her warmth, disappearing beneath her thick butt cheeks. Mike constantly begs her to indulge his kinks but even the basics are difficult.

		'I just don't like the taste in my mouth,' she says as a preface to Mike's annual birthday blowjob before primly pursing her lips and reluctantly taking him into her mouth.

		Mike wants handcuffs and anal and blow jobs and wild, rough, dangerous sex. Emma wants to stare passionately into his eyes as they make love in the missionary position. There are probably candles and incense somewhere in the room but they have nothing to do with the lovemaking, much to Mike's chagrin.

		'She's laid back everywhere but in the bedroom. And then she only lays back if you know what I'm saying,' Mike complains to his friends.

		Mike blows off steam by going to a strip club every Friday after work. He's a regular; knows all the girls by name. He doesn't even have to flash his VIP card and they bring him free drinks to get the night started.

		Meanwhile, Emma has a quiet evening with her parents or her friends. She's never been all that wild and maybe that's another reason she likes Mike. He's the bad boy that nobody understands. The one her dad warned her about. She's young still, only 25, so her parents assure themselves that she still has time to finish up this little mistake with Mike and move on. After all, she's got a great start to a career as a day shift manager for a prestigious local hotel.

		'She's bound to meet someone else sooner or later,' Emma's mom tells people.

		Like many thing in life for Mike and Emma, things are normal until they day they aren't. Mike is working his shift at the auto shop installing overpriced oil filters on a cherry red VW owned by some yuppie chick. It's a simple job that Mike can practically do in his sleep. The service comes with other bullshit 'extras' that only serve to make the inflated price seem reasonable, like checking the tire pressure and refilling the window wiper fluid.

		Mike pops the trunk to check the spare tire. There's a ratty looking cardboard box stuffed with books that splits open when he pushes it aside, spilling the books across the inside of the trunk. The covers are strange looking landscapes and the titles seem to be in various foreign languages Mike can't recognize. One piece of paper escapes from a book, the edges feathered where it was ripped out. The strange, faintly glittering writing on the page catches Mike's eye. He almost swears that the words are foreign and only rearrange themselves into English as he looks at it. It's titled simply: Body Possession.

		Mike stuffs the paper into his pocket as Stan, the manager, comes over to check up on him.

		'Everything o-k-kay here?' Stan stutters, eyeing Mike warily.

		Stan's a tall, thin nervous man with a wispy blonde mustache. He's never quite trusted Mike after he found him overcharging a customer. Mike played it off as a mistake. Fortunately, he hadn't gotten around to pocketing the money yet so there was nothing for Stan to catch. But after that Mike had to drastically reduce the amount of money he stole and it was really putting a crimp in his strip club lifestyle.

		'Yep, no problem, Stan my man.'

		Mike shoots Stan a lazy salute. It's not exactly mocking him but it's close. Stan lets him off with a warning look. He's not one for face-to-face conflict but he'll probably bring it up at the next morning meeting. Prick.

		Mike finishes the rest of the day without incident and heads out to the strip club afterwards. Mike is in a private room at the back with Shyla, a slightly chubby Asian with big puffy lips and even bigger fake tits, when he reaches into his pocket for more money. As he pulls out a small wad, the piece of paper he took from the car flutters to the floor. It seems to glow in the dark light of the private room and he picks it up. There are bits of pocket fluff and a long, golden hair from Emma stuck to the edges. He stares hard at the writing, trying to make sense of what he's seeing. A part of him understands this is powerful. Shyla notices he's ceased paying attention to her so she stops gyrating and sits down on his lap to look at the paper with him.

		'What this?' she asks him in her broken English, tinged with a heavy Mandarin accent.

		'I don't know,' Mike says. Beneath the words 'Body Possession' are some brief instructions about how the spell must be invoked with a part of each person to be switched placed in two emerald circles on the page. Emma's strand of hair wafts against Mike's fingers and he has an idea. There's no way this can work but what does he lose in trying?

		He reaches up and runs his hands through Shyla's hair. She coos over-dramatically and closes her eyes, acting as though his simple touch has brought her to the edge of orgasm. Mike pinches a single strand of her hair and yanks it out.

		Shyla blurts out a short string of curse words in Mandarin but Mike ignores her. He puts the two strands of hair in their respective circles and recites the spell. The writing doesn't seem to be made of actual words, more like a string of letters and he pronounces them phonetically, filling in the two blanks with the names associated with the two strands of hair as instructed.

		'No-le-zar seem-buku embu-lef-ent trap-in-tine Shyla sarzala waif Emma.'

		There's no flash of light, no puff of smoke, just an absence in the room. Mike looks up and realizes that Shyla has gone. He didn't see her sneak out and he hopes he didn't kill her. But if so, he doesn't want to take the blame. He hastily exits the club without saying his usual round of goodbyes and drives home, wondering who will be waiting for him.

		He opens the door to his house and is immediately accosted by Emma, or her body anyway. She's wearing her cute, pink pajamas and her long, blonde hair is unkempt. There's a fire in her eyes as she yells at him in broken Mandarin-accented English.

		'What you do me? Who I am? How you do this?'

		Mike chuckles. He can't help it. There's something funny about seeing his tall, blonde, obviously American girlfriend yelling at him in broken English.

		'Whoa, whoa whoa,' Mike says, 'Calm down. You're in my girlfriend's body. Your name is Emma. That piece of paper I read, that was a spell. You know? Magic?'

		She nods, her eyes wide. She's missing the intelligence in her eyes that Emma usually has and there's something satisfying to Mike in seeing his smart, in-control girlfriend looking so dumb and weak.

		'You'll change back later,' Mike doesn't know if this is true but there's something he badly wants. 'But first you need to do something for me. Get on your knees and give me a blowjob.'

		'What?'

		'Look, I'll even pay you. When you get back to your body, that is. It's not even your body, so what do you care?'

		It doesn't take much convincing before Shyla drops her new body to her knees and places Emma's face level with Mike's crotch. She unzips his pants and wraps Emma's fingers around Mike's manhood. It pulses and grows in her hand as she takes it out and holds it in front of her face. Shyla places Emma's lips on Mike's swollen head and kisses slowly, then sticks out her tongue and takes long licks up and down his shaft. Mike doesn't know if Shyla actually likes this or if she's a good actress but the look on Emma's face of sheer joy as she worships Mike's manhood is all he's ever wanted. When Mike's shaft is slick with her saliva, Shyla forces Emma's lips apart and swallows him, inch by inch as Mike watches his cock disappear between her soft lips, surrounded by her wet heat, her slippery tongue gliding along his glans. She pushes her lips down, down, until her nose presses against Mike's pubes and she has him entirely in her mouth, something the real Emma would never do. Emma's body looks amazing with her lips wrapped around his cock, sucking for all she's worth. The tension grips his body as he stares, mesmerized, at his girlfriend vigorously swallowing his manhood.

		Mike wraps his hands through her blonde hair and slowly guides her up and down his shaft, the tension building within him as her tongue glides up and down. He forces her down harder, faster, gripping her hair and pushing her onto himself as she makes wet slurping noises. It's the first time Mike's ever seen Emma enjoy being used like this and it drives him over the top, the tension suddenly releasing and he pulls Emma's head back forcefully as he explodes onto her pretty face. Each spurt of his cock sending a wave of hot cum over her nose, her eyes, her cheeks, her lips, until she's coated in him and it drips down into the sweet valley of Emma's chest. God, she looks like such a hot little cockwhore all covered with his cum.

		If it had been the real Emma there would have been a huge fight. But Shyla just accepts it, looking up at him with Emma's eyes, as if pleading with him for more as the cum drips down her face. Mike enjoys watching Emma's humiliated body for a bit longer. Mike soon releases her and she goes to clean herself. With no clear idea of what to do next, they go to bed.

		When they wake the next morning Emma is her normal self with no hint that anything odd happened last night. It's clear she has no idea what her body's done. The only hint is that she rinses her mouth for an unusually long time.

		'I've got this weird taste in my mouth for some reason,' she says, looking at her face closely in the mirror. Her dark eyebrows perfectly arch over her big blue eyes. She's got an amazingly sexy face and an amazingly sexy body.

		And now Mike knows how he can get her body to do anything he wants.

		 

		Over the next few months Mike uses the possession spell on Emma more and more. He soon relies on slipping the cheapest prostitutes he can find into Emma's body, knowing that they'll do anything for the money. They like being gorgeous for a few hours and they show their gratitude by pleasing Mike's every carnal whim. They let him cum on Emma's ripe tits, her pretty face. They let him slip inside her tight pussy without a condom and shoot his load into her womb or suck on his cock and swallow every drop of his seed. It's particularly satisfying, one night when Mike and Emma have had a fight, to slip a prostitute into Emma's body and fuck her in her virginal ass.

		Mike grabs Emma's butt cheeks in two hands and pushes the head of his cock against her puckered hole, harder and harder, slipping in inch by inch as she clenches involuntarily around him. It must hurt like hell but the prostitute lets him have his way with Emma's body until he's deep inside. The site of his cock inside prissy Emma's asshole fills him with a monstrous lust. He thrusts his cock back and forth inside, plunging deep between the crack of her ass, watching his cock disappear between her cheeks. It's so tight and his hands leave red marks on Emma's ss as he forces himself inside her again and again until he finally fills her little asshole with his cum and she cries out, dancing somewhere between pleasure and pain.

		Mike is amused to watch Emma stumble around bowlegged the next morning, little realizing the true reason why she's so sore. After that, their fights get more and more frequent. Mike and Emma often end the night in separate places, though Mike usually returns once he's put someone else in her body and takes his sexual frustration out on Emma's now docile body. Mike can see he's losing her but he doesn't really care because he can always gets what he really wants from her with a spell.

		One Friday a few weeks after the first anal night Mike is back in the strip club, scouting for potential strippers to hop Emma's body. He's had a few drinks but has so far failed to find any girls with the certain sparkling personality (and the willingness to do anything) to put in Emma's body.

		The DJ orders everyone in the club to welcome Foxxxy Black onto the stage. From the moment she steps onstage Mike can't take his eyes off her. Foxxxy is tall and slender with rich cocoa skin and firm, bouncing breasts. She moves like she owns the stage and everyone around it. She's got style and grace and captures the audience. Men are throwing dollar bills, fighting for her attention as she dances seductively across the stage. Mike can imagine what she would be like in Emma's lithe body. How every movement would magnify her sexiness.

		When Foxxxy's done, Mike elbows his way through the crowd and pays for the two of them to go back to a private room. As she gyrates her body against his he looks into her deep brown eyes, taking in her smooth, ebony complexion and the natural way her body seems to want to dominate him. It's interesting not being the dominant one for a change. He can't wait to put her in Emma's body and watch what she can do.

		As she dances on him, Mike tries to make small talk, building up to asking her to possess his girlfriend.

		'Foxxxy Black's an unusual name, why did you pick that?'

		She laughs, a deep, rich throaty laugh. When she speaks her voice is just the sort of husky that intimates the things she's seen and done, and the things she wants to do.

		'I didn't, the manager did,' she says, rubbing her thick butt slowly across his lap. She turns around, still bent over, to look back at him, 'I wanted to be Jade but he didn't think that sounded black enough. So here we are. The man has no style.'

		Mike likes her forthrightness. 'What's your real name? Just between you and me.'

		She studies him for a moment, then: 'Allison.'

		'Okay, Allison. I've got a question for you.'

		He explains his request to her.

		'So you're the guy, huh? The other girls have talked about you. Sure, I'll be your girlfriend for the night.' She brings her mouth close to his ear and whispers, 'I'll do things you only dreamed of.'

		She names a price well beyond what Mike has ever paid before but he accepts it without haggling. He wants this woman's poise, her overt sexuality to replace Emma's staid and predictable behavior. Mike pulls out the spell and asks for a strand of her hair. Allison plucks one and hands it to him, her knowing eyes never leaving his face as he chants the spell and Allison disappears.

		Mike drives home as fast as he can. He hears loud moans of orgiastic pleasure coming from the back of the house as he enters. Following the sounds to the bedroom, Mike opens the door to see Emma's body deep in the throes of orgasm, Her legs are spread wide, her creamy thighs shiny with her lust. Both of Emma's slim hands are working her pussy. One rubs her swollen clit with reckless abandon as the other plunges into her velvety folds, fingering herself hard. As Mike watches, another orgasm wracks Emma's body and she thrusts up, sinking her hand down inside herself. Her tits flop this way and that as she twists and turns, riding the orgasm.

		She opens her eyes and sees Mike staring at her from the doorway.

		'What are you waiting for? Get over here and fuck me.' She commands him.

		Mike's manhood grows to attention as he pulls off his clothes while Allison continues pleasuring her new body. He approaches the bed and Allison shoots out her hand, grabbing his arm in a steely grip, smearing her juices across him as she pulls him onto the bed and forces him roughly onto his back. Without ceremony she straddles him and sinks down on his cock. She's so warm and wet, so wide open for him. She sighs as he fills her, as though he's satisfying some deep itch she couldn't reach. Seeing Emma's body so forcefully sexual drives Mike wild. He grips Emma's hips and pushes up, impaling her and Allison moans as she rides him.

		Allison rocks Emma's body back and forth. She's so wet she's dripping on Mike. Her red clit is swollen and Mike stares into her velvety folds as she rocks. She moans and cries out, arching her back as another orgasm hits.

		'You're girlfriend's so fucking horny,' she moans, 'Oh. Fuck me. Yes. Yes!'

		She bounces up and down on him, each time his cock sinks deep, pumping up against her G-spot and she cries out like a woman possessed. She grips his chest painfully and stares down at him. Emma's long, blonde hair drapes over her face and her blue eyes are frantic with lust.

		'Cum inside me,' she orders, and Mike obeys, releasing himself inside her body. She moans with each pump, her voice rising higher until it crescendos into a final orgasm as Mike fills Emma's hungry body with his seed. Allison, in Emma's body, needs him, needs his cum and they ride together until Emma's moans trail off and she falls heavily onto her side, breathing hard. Her lower body is still twisted on top of Mike and he can feel himself leaking out of her, their lust mingling and pooling on the bed.

		Allison laughs as she runs a hand through Emma's sweat soaked hair.

		'God, that was amazing,' she says.

		She slips off him and slides Emma's long legs over his. Her hands find his manhood, still sticky with their lust, and she strokes him gently. Mike falls asleep with Emma's warm body wrapped against him.

		 

		When Mike awakes the next morning he can hear Emma in the bathroom. He wonders what she made of returning to her own body to find it so thoroughly tired and full. Emma's head pokes around the edge of the doorway and breaks into a grin. She strides into the room, still naked. Her beautiful breasts bounce with every step, the nipples already erect and pointing towards Mike. He can tell by the way she carries herself it's not Emma.

		'Allison?' he asks.

		'I was wondering when you'd wake up for part two.' She says as she sits on the bed and wraps a hand around Mike's shaft. He feels himself growing under her touch despite his confusion. Allison was supposed to be gone. They're always gone by the morning, like a good one-night stand should. What happened this time?

		Allison wraps Emma's lips around Mike's member, licking long and slow.

		'I can taste myself on you. I love that.' She says, before returning to her work. As she glides her tongue up and down Mike, his protest dies on his lips. She's amazingly good, the way she worships his cock and he grows inside her warm wet mouth.

		She straddles him backwards then, placing Emma's knees on either side of his head and rubbing her pussy onto Mike's face. The faint, delightfully musky smell of her fills his nose. Her order is clear. As she continues running her tongue up and down his member he extends his tongue, tasting her delight, the coarse fur of her bush soon slides aside, giving way to the slightly salty taste of her velvety lips. Emma's never wanted him to eat her out, always afraid of how she smells, or something. Allison has no such qualms and she pushes herself deeper onto him as his tongue flicks into her, caressing her clit. They rock together, their mouths on each other, the pleasure throbbing through him. They moan in turns.

		Emma's body is sopping wet and Mike take great gulps of her juices as she opens even further for him, covering his mouth and nose and he feels as though he's practically inside her. She surrounds him, her fragrance inescapable as her juices drip down his face. And then he explodes into her mouth and she swallows him. He hears her choking but her lips stay around his cock, greedily drinking down every last drop of his cum. She sits up and rides his face and she is his world. Her thighs clasp his head and she surrounds him on all sides, like he's inside her womb as he continues sucking. His tongue pushes and strokes. He wants to be completely inside her, wants to fill her body with his own and they dance together until she cries out. Her cries are muffled as she clasps her thighs harder together against his ears, squeezing him as though he's locked inside her, waiting to be born. He can practically hear the blood pounding through her body, the fast, deep rhythm of the blood rushing through her veins as she cums hard around him and he greedily drinks her in.

		When she's done she slides off him, the pressure disappears and the world returns. It seems bright and new after being so deep inside her, like being re-born. Like the night before, they lie clasped against each other as their breathing slows.

		 

		As much as Mike loves Allison strutting around in Emma's body, she can't stay that way permanently. For one thing, Emma's friends and family would get worried. For another, though Mike enjoys fucking prostitutes, he doesn't want to be dating one. And besides, she's a little more wild than Mike would like. He can't control her as well as he could Emma. He needs to figure out how to bring her back. Allison agrees to act the part of Emma until they can figure things out.

		The spell itself isn't helpful but maybe there's something in whatever book it came out of. Mike tries to track down the owner of the car where he found the spell and Allison seems eager to help.

		'No offense, but I don't want to stay in your girl forever. I do have my own life,' Allison tells him.

		And so a few days later when Mike manages to bring home the address—written on a piece of scrap paper—of the car in which he'd found the spell Allison is so overjoyed she jumps him in the hallway. She starts by pulling down his pants and giving him a joyful blowjob. Emma's lips feel so good around Mike's manhood as she bobs up and down, her little ponytail bobbing to her rhythm as she makes joyful moans and sighs, as though Mike's cock is the most delicious thing in the world and she's happy just to have him inside her. The scrap of paper falls to the floor, forgotten, as Mike's body surges with lust.

		Soon enough, Allison jumps Emma's body to her feet and, one hand around Mike's erection, tugs him towards the bedroom. Allison strips Emma's tiny body and sits naked on the bed. Her small breasts rise and fall with each breath. She spreads her legs and pulls Mike onto the floor in front of her, then grabs him roughly by the hair and shoves his face into her pussy where Mike licks ecstatically. Allison offers Emma's body to Mike unconditionally and with a joyful willingness that's mesmerizing and enticing. She salty and wet and delicious and she cries out at his touch, convulsing in pleasure. When she's had enough she turns around and bends over, wiggling Emma's taut ass in Mike's face until he grabs her butt with both hands and plunges his cock into her from behind. He pushes and pulls, slapping her ass as she cries out for him. His cock is squeezed tight by her wet warmth and he sinks faster, deeper, until with a groan they cum together. Mike spills his seed as Allison pushes Emma's ass back deeper, filling her stolen body with Mike's cum until he's empty and she's full. Afterwards, Mike collapses onto the bed and is asleep almost immediately.

		When Mike is finally able to get out to the address he found, the owner of the car has no idea what he's talking about. She seem like the kind who would be into spells, she wears mismatched socks and a shirt that's two sizes too big. She also seems a bit loopy and sometimes just lets her sentences trail off. Mike checks her trunk but there's nothing. She thinks maybe she took a box of some sort to a thrift shop but she really can't remember.

		When Mike returns home he once again hears moans coming from the bedroom. This time when he pushes open the door he finds Emma's body splayed out on the bed and some other woman—a chubby redhead with spiky hair and full arm tattoos—has her face between Emma's legs and licks with wild abandon as Allison convulses happily. The room smells of smoke and Mike traces it to the full ashtray by the side of the bed. Neither of them notices Mike until Emma gives one last orgasmic scream and opens her eyes. She doesn't even have the decency to be embarrassed. She just smiles at Mike.

		'You can go next if you like,' she murmurs.

		Mike kicks the redhead out of the house, ushering her down the hall even as she's still getting dressed. Then he returns to Allison.

		'You can't ruin Emma's life like that, you've got to pretend to be her.'

		Allison shrugs and lights another cigarette. 'Maybe she likes pussy.'

		'You can't smoke, put that out!'

		Allison stares at him insolently, a cold, hard look Mike's never seen in Emma's eyes before. For the first time he's scared, wondering what he's done to Emma, wondering if she'll ever come back.

		'It looks like this is my body, so I'm going to do what I want.' She says, taking a long drag on her cigarette.

		It just gets worse as the days roll on. Every day when Mike returns home he dreads what he'll find. Allison is slowly changing Emma's body. She cuts her hair in a wispy skateboarder style and dyes the tips red. A tattoo of a sword shows up on her arm. Some days her makeup is smudged, particularly her lipstick and Mike wonders what she's been doing. The realist in him wonders more specifically how many cocks she's put in Emma's mouth. Allison clearly doesn't care about treating Emma's body right. It's like she never plans on leaving.

		Emma's friends and family have gotten so worried they've even been talking to Mike, something they generally try to avoid. She wasn't hanging out with them anymore, wasn't speaking to her parents, she'd even got fired from her job after simply not showing up and not answering her phone for several days. Allison is ruining Emma's life, turning her into a slutty bimbo like it's a game and Mike can't do anything about it.

		The next Friday, Mike returns to the strip club to get away from Allison. Where once he tried to escape Emma's boring, predictable sameness, now he's scared off by Allison's wild abandon. But even here his escape is blocked as the DJ orders everyone to welcome Jade onto the stage. Mike stares up as Emma's body struts out onstage and soon dances her clothes off. The dollar bills fly fast and furious as Allison holds nothing back, showing off Emma's sexy body. She lets them fondle Emma's breasts and pinch her ass as Mike seethes silently.

		When she finally returns to the house, drunk and giggly, Mike is waiting in the living room. The chubby redhead is with her, her fingers already down Emma's pants as they walk in the door.

		'Allison, what the fuck do you think you're doing?' Mike growls.

		'Hey, Mike, I'm glad you're here. I've got news, baby! I found the spell book!'

		'What? Where is it?' Mike asks, his anger replaced by a faint ray of hope.

		'Ah, no, no, no. Finders keepers.' She sneers, twisting Emma's beautiful face into a grotesque grin.

		Mike advances towards her but she utters a string of words and his body freezes in place. He can't move a muscle no matter how hard he tries.

		'I used that little address you found and traced down the car's owner. She had the spell book. You were right. I had to do a little number on her to erase her memory and I might have gone a little too far, but it was worth it to keep this.' She motions to Emma's body as she circles around Mike like a snake ready to strike.

		'See, magic is mostly about willpower,' she continues. 'I didn't leave Emma's body because I didn't want to. Do you know how much I can get away with, how much more money I can make, how much more attention I can get, just because I'm a little blonde haired white girl? Racism's a bitch. So I decided to stay and I've done some studying. I know these spells now. I almost don't need the book. Except for one thing.'

		She pulls out the body possession spell from her purse.

		'You ever been possessed? Do you know if you lose control of your body? Do you just sleep and wake up later with no memories?'

		She plucks a hair from Mike's head. It stings but he can't move, can't react.

		'Maybe you can tell me someday.'

		She takes a strand of hair off the redhead's clothes and places both hairs in the circle on the page. Then she recites the words. Then the world disappears.

		 

		It's sometime later. It's dark and the room smells of stale beer and cigarettes. But Mike's back in his body. He knows it even though he feels different. Older, for one. Hungover, for another.

		He shuffles out of bed, his body aching and unfamiliar, and feels for a switch on the wall. Flicking it on he recognizes the room as his old bedroom, but trashed and full of empty beer bottles, smeared with filth and covered with bits of detritus. He barely has time to register that when he sees himself in the mirror. He approaches slowly, the shock registering as his image becomes clear.

		He's got long, wavy hair and a tank top that shows off his skinny body and hides two large, fake breasts. Surgery, makeup and estrogen have made his face more rounded and feminine but definitely his own. His pretty eyelids flutter as he registers the female body under his control. He stretches out his pants and looks down at his crotch. His manhood is gone, replaced with a clean shaven slit, no doubt done in Thailand, or some country where there are no questions asked. His manhood is erased and there's no turning back. That bitch ruined his body, had him slice off his own cock, turned him into a woman and then left him in his new life. He steps backwards, shaking his head trying to deny what his senses are telling him.

		Before he can wonder how long it's been, what other surprises are in store for him, two powerful arms wrap around him and a hard bulge presses against his butt.

		'Hello, beautiful,' an unfamiliar and deeply masculine voice whispers in his ear, 'Allison told me to take good care of you.'

		A hand pulls down the elastic of Mike's pants and the thick head of a cock presses against his quivering, strange pussy. For the first time, Mike is the one taken from behind.

		 

		* * *

		

	
		Taking a Stranger

		If there's one constant in life it's Chicken Teriyaki. No matter how big or small the town I go through on my latest book tour, I can always rely on the local Asian restaurant to deliver consistent quality. I especially appreciate the small towns, like the one I'm in now, because they're not yet full of chain restaurants. This town isn't much more than the college and a small strip of shops and restaurants, the trendiest of which seems to be Kabuki, the Asian joint. It's tastefully dark and outfitted in the red, white and black motif of American-Chinese restaurants everywhere The chicken teriyaki tastes the same in these small places, but I feel better eating it, knowing I'm not shoveling my money to the big companies that are slowly strangling the struggling small business owners.

		I feel for those small businesses because I am one myself. Businesses don't get much smaller than an author. A poetry author at that. Ten people showing up at my last reading was quite a crowd, the audience members didn't each have a row to themselves, but close to. But they were appreciative so I can't complain. Though sometimes I still do, as the song goes.

		It's late for a meal, about 9 at night, and I consider what to do next. I've never been a big party person, and it's especially unappealing to consider that every bar around here (all three of them) will be packed with students. I just can't handle their energy right now. Maybe I'll look for a little dive bar and have a drink or two before returning to my hotel room. People understand me in dive bars, we're a community of mournful drunks that just want to be left in peace, or have an easy lay.

		I motion for the bill and my eyes fall on one of the most gorgeous women I've ever seen. She has the face of an angel, with sparkling blue eyes, a gorgeous oval face and a slight ski-jump of a nose. Her wavy blonde hair frames her face and spills down to about her mid-back. She's wearing blue patterned yoga pants and a long-sleeved top, both of which cling to her body, revealing her full, luscious curves. It's a modest workout outfit but at the same time it serves to highlight her perfect form. The yoga pants stretch tight against her legs and I can practically see the contours of her solid calves.

		My eyes flick over to the guy sitting across from her. Possibly her boyfriend. I make him out as a typical frat guy, with a boyish face and broad shoulders. Not quite of the douchebag mold, maybe more of a Ben Affleck-type preppy frat guy. At any rate, by the way the girl is leaning back and avoiding eye contact while he talks she's just not that into him. Not a good sign for their relationship.

		I watch them surreptitiously as I sip my water and pretend to enjoy the remainder of my meal on my now mostly empty plate. Her legs are crossed—and God, what legs!—and she answers him in monosyllables. If this is a first date it's not going well. If this is a relationship it's almost over.

		But her body, her face! I have to have them. I need to hop her, it's a deep, primal urge to become her, to meld with her and feel her from the inside.

		He asks for the bill and she's already on her feet ready to go. I quickly count out some money and throw it on the table. The waiter's getting hefty tip because I need to get outside before she does.

		I throw open the door and quickly look around for witnesses mere seconds before she follows me through it. The restaurant is tucked away in a little alley and there's no one around. I approach her, she looks at me warily, and I hop.

		In a microsecond I burst into a billion particles and stream towards her, entering her body through every orifice, instantaneously filling her up with myself. In a blink I'm looking out of her eyes towards where I once stood. I look down at my new body, my wonderful curves clasped by the tight fabric. My two breasts push out from underneath my top, forming a perfect, full mountain range across my chest. I'm shorter than I was, about 5'10” and I can feel the muscles of her athletic body rippling just under her lightly tanned skin. I can't wait to explore...Natalie is her name.

		The guy I was sitting across from—according to Natalie's mind his name is Troy and it was their second date—pushes opens the door and smiles when he sees me.

		'Hey, Nat,' he says with a broad grin, 'Wanna come to the club with me and my buddies?'

		My immediate reaction is the same as Natalie's: Fuck no.

		'Maybe another time,' I say in Natalie's slightly husky voice, 'I've got to get up early tomorrow.'

		'Ok,' he says, his smile fading slightly.

		He goes in for a kiss and I dodge to the side so his lips land on my cheek. Natalie is mine and mine alone and when Troy finally slinks off I return to her place alone to enjoy myself.

		 

		I arrive at Natalie's apartment just as her roommate, Erica, clicks through the living room on her high heels. Erica's a cute looking, full bodied woman with wide hips,a big bubble butt and large breasts. She's jammed herself into a tight pair of jeans and a blue top with ruffles on the short sleeves and which swoops down to reveal the deep valley of her cleavage.

		'Whoa, I didn't expect you back so soon,' Erica exclaims.

		'Yeah, well, date number two wasn't much better than date number one,' I reply, using Natalie's memories of the first, less than stellar, dinner and a movie.

		'Oh, well. I'm meeting Vanessa and Maddy at Club 21. you wanna come?'

		'I think I'll pass, I'm a little tired.'

		'Ok. Don't wait up!' She laughs as she heads out the door.

		I race to Natalie's room and shut the door. I gaze down at my new body and bring my slim fingers up to my heavy chest. I fondle my breasts beneath the tight athletic top, bouncing them up and down gently, exploring their heft. I brush Natalie's wavy blonde hair behind one tiny ear, then slide my hands over my waist, my butt, caressing myself softly, introducing myself to my new form. I turn around and look at Natalie's ass, held tight by my yoga pants. I give it a light smack and watch my ass wobble deliciously.

		I glide one hand between my legs and pull up, pressing the blue lycra fabric into myself. I rub Natalie's hand back and forth slowly between my thighs, pressing hard up against my nether lips. My body warms to my own touch and I feel myself opening. My other hand returns to my tits as I fondle myself, mouth gaping open, breath coming faster. I press deeper into myself, fighting the stretchy fabric, it holds me back and drives me wild with thwarted desire as my wetness increases, the pleasure flaring through my body. I squeeze my breasts harder, grabbing them and pressing them against myself as my other hand pounds my clit through the tight fabric of the pants. I gasp, 'Oh!' as a light thrill of pleasure runs through me. I re-double my efforts, forcing my hand up as far inside me as it will go, held back by the yoga pants I'm still wearing, roughly rocking my whole hand back and forth against my budding clit faster and harder until, with a long moan, I cum.

		'Ooooh' I sigh as pleasure floods my beautiful body.

		I flop onto the bed, needing more. I raise my beautiful ass in the air and rub my fabric covered pussy hard against the edge of my hand. My other hand comes to my face, brushing the soft contours of my new nose, my cheeks. I bite my little finger as the ecstasy floods through me. My blonde hair drops over my face, into my mouth but I don't care, every inch of my body is screaming in a rising, pent-up tension. I'm sopping wet as I ride t he edge of my own hand hard, my voice rising in pitch as I near the top of the wave of pleasure and then suddenly I'm cresting.

		'Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuuuuuck!' I moan in Natalie's throaty voice as the orgasm surges through me, washing away all thought in a tidal wave of bliss.

		When it's done I roll over, one leg in the air, and messily swipe the hair out of my eyes. A half giggle escapes me, a final release of tension. I raise my head and look down at Natalie's buxom body. My yoga pants are soaked through. I flop my head back and lie on the bed for a few minutes more.

		Eventually I rise and go to the bathroom. Natalie's flushed face stares back at me. God, she's even more beautiful when she's been worked out. I strip out of my clothes slowly, watching Natalie's body in the mirror as I peel off her outfit. Slowly, Natalie's smooth, golden form is revealed, dotted with the occasional mole or scar. The imperfections only serving to highlight her beauty rather than detract from it.

		Now I'm wearing only a bra and panties. I reach around and unclasp the bra and shrug it to the floor. An immense relief fills me as my breasts are freed. They sway down in front of me and I pick them up in my hands to examine them from Natalie's perspective. The large, pink areolae coalescing into tiny nub of a nipple. Her breasts are soft and warm in her own hands and I run my fingers lightly underneath them, gently massaging them after a full day tucked inside a bra. I watch in the mirror as I make Natalie's perfectly sculpted body bobble her own tits and smile, my face breaking into an unbearably beautiful grin. A woman who's muscular and has full breasts? I don't see that very often.

		I slip my panties down off my thick thighs, over my taut butt and down my long, powerful legs, revealing the dark triangle leading to my womanhood. It's so lovely seeing my own slit, knowing the power I possess, the power I can explore.

		I step into the shower and wash the day's sweat off me. I caress Natalie's body gently with her peach scrub, making sure to slide my fingers over every inch of my new body. When I'm done I step out feeling clean and fresh. I want to go out, show off.

		I wrap the towel around me and blow dry my hair, then style it until it drapes down in light waves around my face and over my shoulders. Using Natalie's memories I apply my makeup, highlighting my cheekbones and accenting my clear, blue eyes. When I'm done I look like a catalog model.

		I throw off my towel and return to my room, reveling as my form bounces and sways from side to side. I throw open Natalie's closet and search through it for the perfect outfit. I eventually settle on a frilly white skirt that makes me feel girly and sexy. It rides high up on my thighs, revealing my wonderful legs. I add to that a dark pink blouse that leaves my arm bare and arches over my breasts, presenting an amazing view of my deep cleavage. I wiggle my tiny, manicured toes into some matching dark pink sandals to complete the outfit. I text Erica and tell her I'm on my way to join her.

		It's time for a girls night out.

		 

		I gently elbow my way through the crowded club towards where Erica told me she was going to be. Sometimes I press my breasts up against the sexier men on “accident” as I sneak by, sensing their lecherous looks, their hunger for my body. It's one of the things I love about being a woman, at least a temporary woman. I never stick around long enough for it to get old.

		I finally reach Erica and her friends, three other girls dressed up in the typical college sorority style with too-short dresses, barely-there tops and the darkly lined eyes that are so in vogue at the moment. Though, I suppose I can't really talk with how I've dressed up Natalie. Erica stands out as the most casual one. Maybe she has some residual shame because she's the thickest of us girls. She's chubby but not fat, with wide hips, an expansive bust and a rounded face that makes her look somehow sexy and adorable.

		'Nat!' She cries and embraces me. I can't help but notice her soft breasts press against mine as I hug her back.

		'Erica!' I return her cry.

		For the next few hours it's just us girls. Erica has us practically rolling on the floor in laughter through the night. As I drink, the evening seems to sparkle and everything seems just right. We end up dancing in a group, the other girls peeling off to dance with boyfriends or new acquaintances until it's just Erica and me left. We don't care. We let the beat take us, bumping our bodies together and laughing as though we're the only two on the floor. We don't want men tonight, we have each other. The dance floor is packed and the crowd around us forces us closer together until we're dancing nearly cheek to cheek.

		She reaches out to push an annoying strand of my blonde hair out of my eyes. Her warm hands brush against my cheek. We're so close I can see myself reflected in her mirthful brown eyes as the music pumps through us. I mirror her dance moves, our hips swaying together, our hands occasionally touching, sometimes more often than simple chance would allow. The rest of the night at the club blurs together in an orgy of lights and music and laughter.

		 

		Erica and I walk into our apartment, still giggling over something. Erica snorts, which sends me into fresh gales of laughter. I start to walk down the hallway but she grabs my hand and I let myself be pulled back, let the momentum carry me into her arms and our lips meet. Her breath is hot and tangy with vodka as I slip my tongue into her mouth and we kiss deeply, passionately, unleashing our lust for each other. My nose presses against her soft cheek and I sniff in her faint flowery aroma. Her hands hold me close, our bodies interlocking as one, our dual softness pressed together as we explore each others bodies with our hands.

		I brush her brown hair behind her ear and caress her soft, plump cheek. I slip my fingers through her hair, behind her head and pull her close. I hunger for her, my body already growing warm as she presses against me. Held together, neither of us wanting to let go of the other, we sidestep our way to the couch. Erica pushes me onto the cushions and my tits bounce up and down as I flop on the couch. She spins me sideways and kneels on the couch before spreading my legs. My skirt slides up my knees and she slips her fingers against my panties, pressing into my clit. She leans down on top of me and kisses me some more as she continues gently exploring the sensitive space between Natalie's legs with one hand. Erica's breasts fall heavily on my chest, so full and soft. I sink deeper into the couch as her fingers find their way beneath the elastic of my panties and stroke my already swelling slit.

		I arch my back and sigh as I open for her, letting her long fingers stroke inside me, rubbing up against my clit. My own wetness drips down my thighs. Erica pulls her head away from my mouth and kneels between my legs. I look down, over Natalie's wonderful cleavage, to my spread legs as Erica's head disappears beneath my skirt. Her breath is hot against me, then her warm, wet tongue is inside me, drinking my desire as I twist and turn. She works my clit gently, flicking with her tongue as her fingers sink ever deeper inside. Her teeth nibble my clit and an intense pleasure-pain burns through me. I moan and feel her press even deeper, sliding inside me and I'm so incredibly, impossibly full and I realize it's because her whole fist is inside me. She turns this way and that, driving me wild, ecstasy sparking through me as she drives her fist inside. Then she opens her fingers wide and I cum hard. My thighs thrust up towards her, forcing her impossibly deep as pleasure burns through my veins.

		'Oh, oh, oh, oh!' I moan, losing myself in the throes of orgasm. Just when I think I can't take it any more she lets go, pulling her hand out with a wet plop and smiling down at me. Through my drunken haze I can hear Natalie's confused thoughts. Is this just a college experiment or is this something more? She loves Erica but is she in love with Erica? I let her ponder this on her own, I owe Erica something.

		It's my turn to push Erica back. She doesn't resist. She helps me peel off her jeans, revealing her thick, gorgeous legs. A thin line of coarse hair leads down to her nether lips, which are even now revealing themselves. I smile Natalie's knowing smile and lower Natalie's head to her friend's pussy. I inhale her moist, dank smell as I lick long and slow, tasting her. She's delicious. Part of the sexiness comes from knowing this is how I smell, how I taste in Natalie's body. We're twin sisters of the pussyhood, which even now I lick. I press my tongue hard up against her clit and take long, slow licks as she moans above me. I fill my mouth with her desire, forcing Natalie to swallow her friend and roommate's juices. I slip Natalie's long fingers inside Erica's pussy and she writhes in pleasure, helping me sink deeper inside her wet warmth. I stroke her clit with my tongue as I curl my fingers up and against the dimpled nub of her G-spot. She moans loudly. Christ, I'm getting wet again, I'm already ready for more. I love being a woman.

		I reach my other hand between my own legs and finger Natalie's swollen pussy. It takes me a few seconds but eventually I get a rhythm with both fingers and tongue, working both our bodies as our breath rises in tempo. Erica's moans grow louder, too, rising in pitch. My body tenses with hers and we crest together, me crying out my pleasure inside of her, she crying out to the room as we orgasm. Our bodies are one, our pleasure shared, the juices of our lust spread across and inside each other as we cum hard. I rub faster, following the rhythm of our orgasm, extending the cresting ecstasy until, at last, it fades and I rest my head against her thigh.

		I watch her unfolded lips, dripping with desire, her folds mere inches from Natalie's tiny nose and Erica's smell is delightfully strong. Let Natalie and Erica worry about their future tomorrow, tonight we just have each other.

		I crawl up and rest my head against Erica's tremendous breasts. She cradles my head and strokes my cheek softly.

		'Oh my god,' she whispers, in amazement or relief or surprise I can't tell. 'Oh my god.'

		 

		I manage to get undressed and slip into Natalie's bed, where I wake the next morning. The sun fights through my pulled curtains and I roll over, feeling the soft flop of my breasts. I cradle them gently, fondling myself awake. I flip down the top half of the covers and look down at my chest, watching my hands caress them gently as I think about what I've done to Natalie's life. Last night probably wouldn't have happened if Natalie had been in her own body. Although, who knows? Flitting through her mind I find she always shares that sense of flirtatious fun with Erica, where they sometimes dance on the edge of friendship and romance. And what else is college for but exploring and finding yourself? I need to bring some sort of closure to Natalie and Erica. But first, I need to bring some closure to myself.

		I slip my hand under the covers and between my legs. My skin is warm and tender, the light hair of my bush slightly coarse beneath my questing fingers. I toss the rest of the covers away and watch Natalie's naked form as I spread her feminine lips, revealing her pink folds. This will be my last time in Natalie's body and I want to watch everything. I let two fingers sink inside me and press gently against my clit. A warmth sparks beneath my fingers, clearing my thoughts.

		I rub gently in a circular motion, urging the warmth onward. It grows, bringing with it a tightening throughout my body, a wonderful tension of expectation. I flex my tiny toes and sink deeper into the bed, sighing happily. I dip my fingers down deeper between my legs, into my wetness. I rub my juices up against my clit and it unfolds under Natalie's soft fingers. A deep sigh escapes me as my legs flex and close, the tension building inside me as I continue pleasuring myself.

		This is my body, my breasts, my trim stomach, my thick thighs, my smooth legs. I love every inch and watching myself play with myself makes me burn hotter. I press harder and faster against my clit in rhythm with my breath as the waves of warm tension flow through me. My legs are tight together now. The wet slurp of my finger inside me reaches my ears as my musky desire hits my nostrils. I'm so horny for this body, for myself and then the tension breaks slightly and I cry out 'Oh! Oh!' and I chase it, wanting it, needing that feeling again. I press three fingers against myself as my other hand comes up to my breasts. I pinch a fat nipple in my fingers and the pain melds with the pleasure as I sink faster into myself. I hit the crest, my body tensing as I approach the precipice and with one final squeeze of my tits I cum, my thighs flexing, pressing together as my ass rises off the bed to meet my fingers coming back down. Natalie's body is so light, a stream of pure erotic energy, and her pleasure burns through me. I cry out as I fall, chasing my orgasm, writhing my sexy body on the bed as I cum hard.

		'Oh! Oh! Oh!' my girlish voice cries out to no one as I work myself hard and am rewarded with a pounding surge of blinding pleasure. I float within Natalie's body as the orgasm rocks me, blissfully full of myself, my sweet body finally sated.

		I pull my fingers out of myself, still sticky with my desire and bring them to my lips. I lick my delicious muskiness off my fingers, forcing Natalie to swallow her own lust until she's clean. She tastes so good. I'm going to miss her.

		I shower and put on some light makeup before making my way to the kitchen and grabbing some cereal. Erica enters with some toast of her own and sits beside me. We chew slowly, avoiding eye contact.

		'How's the toast?' I ask, just to break the silence.

		'Good. Your cereal?'

		'Good.'

		The silence descends again.

		'About last night...' I begin, but Erica cuts me off.

		'We don't have to talk about it.'

		'No, I want to. I liked it. Not just in the moment, though that was good, too. Thinking about it now, I liked it.'

		Erica looks over at me with her big brown eyes. 'Really?'

		I reach out and grab her hand and squeeze gently. Erica squeezes back, then leans forward and kisses me on the lips, slowly, lovingly. It's what Natalie wants as well. Maybe not always, but for now. And now is enough.

		 

		* * *

		

	
		Taking a Crush

		[This is a sequel of sorts to a story in Hopped. You don't need to have read the original to appreciate this one. Though you can! -M]

		 

		Tom didn't usually go back and hop someone he'd hopped before, but Noelle was different. Tom couldn't get her out of his mind: The way he'd moved as her, the way he'd felt when he explored her body with her, taking her to new heights of pleasure, teaching her things about her own body. He wanted her again but was worried that returning to her body might not be as good as he remembered it; like trying to relive such an experience would only cheapen it. So he continually put it off, hoping in time the memories would fade. It was his bodyhopper friend, Alex, that finally pushed him into it.

		Alex was the first bodyhopper that Tom had ever met and until then, he'd thought himself alone. He'd read stories about hoppers but thought they were all made up, based on a wish fulfillment fantasy. But a few weeks after leaving Noelle, Tom learned the truth.

		Tom was at a dance party in a downtown loft, attending in the body of a Puerto Rican hunk. When Tom saw Alex enter the room—inside the body of a petite redhead—Tom felt an immediate presence he'd never known before, like a spotlight was pointed on her while everyone else was dulled. Her piercing emerald eyes locked on his immediately from across the room, as if she felt the same towards him. Tom didn't know it at the time, but that was what one bodyhopper felt like to another; they could sense each other like a beacon.

		Alex dropped her date's hand and sauntered through the dancing crowd, her hips swaying with each step as the thumping bass of the music seemed to mesh with Tom's pulse and he stared, mesmerized. She was gorgeous but, more than that, she was oddly familiar. Tom racked his body's memory but this girl wasn't there. He didn't realize it but it was the hopper's presence that felt so intimately familiar.

		She reached Tom and grabbed his head in her slight hands and gazed into his eyes.

		'Who are you?' She asked.

		'I am Sebastian-' Tom began in his slight Spanish accent.

		'No,' she shook her head, her wavy red hair curling around her shoulders, 'You're in Sebastian's body, like I'm in Angela's body. What's your real name?'

		'Tom,' he admitted.

		Her freckled face lit up in a smile. 'Hi, Tom, I'm Alex. You've never met another hopper before, huh?'

		Tom shook his head, too stunned to speak.

		'We're going to have some fun.'

		And they did. For the next few months they were inseparable, both in their real bodies and while hopping others. Alex had a more carefree attitude than Tom; he was always cheerful and upbeat. Alex told Tom some of the stories of the only other bodyhopper he'd met as they ran around the city, hopping bodies at their leisure and experimenting inside all ethnicity and genders with each other. Alex had tendency to hop older women; he liked their maturity and their poise, not to mention they usually had more money.

		Alex taught Tom how to disappear inside someone's head and become a passenger, able to take control at a moment's notice; how to reduce the anxiety and inhibitions of the bodies they'd taken over; and how to make everything they'd done to their borrowed bodies seem like a dream to the owners upon hopping out.

		Tom would occasionally mention Noelle, but he didn't realize how much he talked about her until Alex called him out on it one day. They were strolling down the street in their normal bodies—Alex was a tall, sandy haired blonde in his mid-thirties—when Alex spoke up.

		'You talk about Noelle a lot, why don't we go visit her so you can introduce me?'

		'Well...' Tom paused, part of him was afraid if he hopped her again he'd overstay his welcome and get stuck in her body, the other part thought an attempt to re-live the experience couldn't possibly be as good and would tarnish the memory.

		Alex must have sense this line of thought because he broke the silence first.

		'How about this, if I sense you fusing with her I'll jump in and push you out? I just really think you need to get her out of your mind, and the best way to do that is to go back for one last big hop.'

		Tom didn't need much convincing and a couple days later they were outside Noelle's apartment door. Tom's hard was pounding and his palms were sweaty. He was filled with an unfamiliar nervousness, as though he were on a first date.

		The two hoppers looked around, making sure the corridor was empty when Tom knocked. If Noelle was with someone, Alex would hop that person. If Noelle was with two someones, they'd pretend to be Jehova's Witnesses and come back later. Footsteps could be heard behind the door, followed a few seconds later by the sound of the knob turning. The door opened slightly. Noelle's lovely face peeked out from behind the half open door, her dark eyebrows beautifully offset by her blonde hair, which was pulled back in a ponytail. Her small, gracefully curved nose was half hidden in the shadow of the door. Tom's heart jumped in his chest and his body followed, evaporating into pure energy and streaming into Noelle's mouth and nose, filling her with his essence. The world disappeared for a second, and when it returned he was on the other side of the door looking at Alex.

		His new body was clad in a frilly, white blouse that just hid the soft curves of his breasts. A tight, black skirt hugged his waist and clung to the taut contours of his butt, ending just above his knees, revealing Noelle's long, golden legs. His tiny feet were bare, the perfectly pedicured toenails painted a dark red. Tom felt lively and full of energy as he opened the door wide for his friend, leaning against it and flexing his toned arm, the delicate contours of his body hiding Noelle's muscles.

		'Come on in,' he said in Noelle's lovely voice.

		Alex entered and Tom shut the door behind him. Alex gaped at Tom as he danced Noelle's body around in a circle, showing off his new form, wiggling his new butt and giggling a soft, cute giggle.

		'Wow,' said Alex, 'No wonder you were infatuated with this girl. She's amazing.'

		Tom brushed a loose strand of hair behind one dainty ear as he sorted through Noelle's memories, delighted to find she'd become more comfortable in her own skin after Tom had helped her out last time. The only thing she hadn't done again, because it still somewhat scared her, was play with herself in public like Tom had done last time on her porch. Even though she liked it, there was an element of embarrassment she wasn't ready to chance.

		Alex wrapped his arm around her waist but Noelle's mind made Tom push him away.

		'No, she's not ready.' He told Alex.

		'You're the hopper, you can tell her she's ready.'

		'Yes, but...' Tom didn't want to, he enjoyed Noelle, respected her too much to overpower her disinclination to have sex with a random stranger. Noelle's body didn't want Alex inside her, but Tom had a better idea.

		'You are smitten with her,' Alex raised an eyebrow.

		Tom placed a slim hand on Alex's chest and guided him towards the chair in the living room. He pushed Alex into it and leaned over to whisper into his ear, letting Noelle's blouse hang down in front of Alex's eyes and giving him a glimpse of her perfect breasts.

		'You can't have her like this,' Tom whispered, 'But you can watch.'

		Alex sat back and grinned as Tom stood up and made his way to the couch. He smoothed his skirt as he sat down, naturally, like he'd done it all his life, running his hand down the smooth contours of his ass and crossing his silky legs, one over the other. Then he woke Noelle's mind.

		Where am I? Who's that? Noelle whispered.

		It's me, again Tom replied. Tom sensed her recognition. It was hard to forget someone who could take your body. That's my friend, Alex, he wants you to show off for him.

		Tom ran Noelle's fingers under the top of her blouse, pulling it out and looking down at her wonderful cleavage. He squeezed his breasts lightly and stretched down the top for Alex, revealing the beautiful golden valley between his two soft tits.

		I don't want to, she replied.

		You like it when strangers watch you, don't you? Tom knew it to be true, he had encouraged that. He sensed Noelle's hesitation abate somewhat.

		I'm a little nervous.

		It's okay, I'm in charge. And besides, she had no choice.

		I don't want him to see me naked.

		Yes, you do, teasing him turns you on, Tom commanded.

		Yes, I want him to watch as I fuck myself. His lust is making me so horny.

		And it was true, Tom felt her body relaxing and warming as the thought flitted through his mind.

		Tom leaned forward and pulled Noelle's blouse off over his head. Then he undid her ponytail and shook his head, letting the long blonde hair cascade down his shoulders. He felt so feminine, so free, so beautiful. Alex's undisguised lust was making Noelle's body warm. He unzipped his skirt and thrust his pelvis off the couch. Wiggling his tight butt back and forth, he slowly pulled the skirt off and threw it to the floor. Now Noelle's body was clad only in her white bra and panties. Her long, silky legs tapered down towards the silky fabric of her panties. Tom ran his fingers along his smooth skin, tracing the muscles of his legs down towards his panties, the patch of his dark colored bush just visible beneath the sheer fabric.

		Tom undid his bra and shrugged out of it, letting his breasts fall free. He clasped them, one in each hand, and looked down. They were perfect, so lovely and warm, the small areolas crying out for attention. He lightly pinched his nipple, sending a small shiver of anticipation through his body. A few more pinches and his nipple stood out, his body aching for more as a warm tension built inside him, winding his body tighter.

		By now, Alex had pulled down his pants and was stroking his cock, the head already glistening with his pre-cum. Tom's body thrilled at the sight, knowing Alex's lust was directed at him. He felt powerful, sensual. He slipped off his panties, running his hands all the way down his lean legs as he did so. He spread his beautiful legs, revealing the dark triangle of coarse hair, his nether lips already trembling with anticipation. He slipped two fingers into his mouth, soaking them with his saliva, then pressed down against the top of his mound, his fingers sinking inside his own pussy, across the moist smoothness of his folds. His fingers felt so warm inside himself as he rubbed gently, back and forth across the hood of his clit as it pulled back.

		Oooh, Noelle's mind whispered from deep inside as the tips of her fingers brushed over her sensitive bud, sending another shock of pleasure through her body.

		Tom gasped with her, rubbing harder now, building the growing pleasure.

		His other hand came back to his breast, rolling the soft warm weight around his fingers, pinching and squeezing. Faster and faster his fingers worked inside his wet warmth until with a grunt and a gasp he came, pleasure filling Noelle's body.

		'Ohhhh,' he sighed in her soft voice, as her mind mirrored him—Ahhh—and he continued the eager massage of his new body.

		He licked his lips, so soft and plump, biting them in his desire as his eyes closed and he writhed and moaned in Noelle's body, his fingers pressing harder, faster and he felt his own wetness dripping down his thigh until he reached the apex of his pleasure and came hard again.

		Oh! Oh! Oh!

		'Yes, oh yes! Oh, yes!' he cried out, twisting his head this way and that, the blonde hair whipping against his shoulders as his fingers plunged deeper inside himself, pressing every last wave of pleasure from his sexy body as he came hard and continued circling inside himself gently as he came down.

		Tom opened his eyes and saw Alex staring at him. Alex's cock was now flaccid in his hands, his fingers dripping with his cum.

		'Sorry about the carpet,' he murmured, slipping his cock back into his pants.

		Tom just smiled lazily and waved a perfect hand. He felt so euphoric and dreamy. It was good to be back in Noelle's body. He sent her mind to sleep, still coming down from her ecstatic high.

		'Come on, you have to let me have a chance with her,' Alex said.

		Tom didn't want to give Noelle up, and he didn't want to let her down. Nor did he want to run around and desert her. Not to a person Noelle didn't know, anyway. But he had a better idea.

		Tom pulled the address of Noelle's friend, Jen, from her mind and told Alex the address.

		'Bring her back,' He told Alex, 'And we can have a little fun.' He slapped his still naked ass and opened the door for Alex.

		'I'll be back in an hour,' Alex said as he left.

		 

		Tom busied himself with cleaning his apartment. He remained naked, of course. A part of him, the Noelle part, wanted the house clean for her visitor. He cleaned up Alex's wet spot and vacuumed the rug, then placed a few scented candles here and there, wanting to get Jen's body in the mood.

		That done, he turned on the shower, leaving the curtain open so he could periodically look out at the mirror and watch the water run down the body of the blonde bombshell he inhabited. Tom shaved Noelle's legs, taking extra care to not cut a single inch of the miles of creamy, golden skin. He rubbed the sweet scent of the honey bodywash over himself and ran the floral shampoo though his blonde hair. When he finally stepped out of the shower he smelled so fresh and feminine.

		He wrapped the towel around his body and rubbed the fog off the mirror until Noelle's smiling face appeared. Tom used Noelle's knowledge to apply her makeup, doing so only lightly. She didn't need much, just to highlight her natural beauty. A little blush, some eye-liner and she looked amazing.

		He took the time to admire her features: the little curl of her nose, the high cheekbones, the shining blue eyes. God, she was cute. A part of him wanted to stay inside her forever. He wanted to be her, to walk through life as this perfect image of beauty. Tom had been in many women, but Noelle was the only one who made him feel this way, so right and pure. After a few minutes of simply staring at his reflection, drinking her in, Tom blow dried her hair and combed it out until it fell down over his shoulders in long, shimmering waves.

		Afterwards, Tom sauntered languidly into Noelle's bedroom to look for something to wear. He dropped the towel on the floor and searched through Noelle's chest of drawers, enjoying the feel of the cool air as it hit his naked butt. He found a black bra and matching silky, lace panties that Noelle's mind told him she looked good in. Tom decided to see for himself. He stepped into the lacy undergarment and pulled it up his smooth legs until it nestled against the dark triangle of hair between his thighs. Then he shrugged into the bra and adjusted it before turning to face the full length mirror hanging from the closet door. He made Noelle's body strike a pose, with one leg bent and her hand on her hip. The dark bra and panties contrasted nicely against Noelle's tanned skin. The gentle curves of her breasts were snuggled beneath her bra and her taut ass was mostly revealed by the thin panties. Leaving a little to the imagination was somehow almost sexier than being naked.

		Tom returned to Noelle's clothes, where he soon found a small pair of shorts. Very small.

		Too small, Noelle's mind insisted. But Tom thought too small was just right. He pulled them on. They just barely covered his panties and revealed the start of the golden curves of his ass. To this he added a white belly shirt. When he looked in the mirror he saw an amazingly—Slutty, Noelle thought—sexy woman. The shirt clung to the top of his breasts and hung down partly over stomach, revealing Noelle's slightly visible abs. His arms and legs were bare, showing off her toned muscles. It was an outfit Noelle would never wear outside, but Tom had no intention of going anywhere.

		Tom smiled at his perfect image and watched Noelle's beautiful face light up. He held up one arm and flexed, watching the hard muscle bulge beneath the tender skin. Just then there was a knock on the door; his guest was here, and not a moment too soon. Tom almost thought he'd have to start without Alex.

		Tom opened the door and found Noelle's friend, Jen, leaning against the door frame on one elbow, her dainty hand tousling her long, brown hair. She wore a yellow dress that clung to her small breasts and ended just above her knees, and had one leg crossed behind the other, showing off her toned and tanned calves. Her yellow, open toed sandals matched her dress and showed off her pretty toes, the toenails also painted yellow. Jen's narrow face was alight in an impish grin. In her small, dark eyes Tom saw the sparkle of Alex's spirit.

		Tom stood aside and let Alex waltz into the room. As she passed, Tom caressed the round curve of Jen's ass, hidden beneath her dress. Alex turned to face him, her purse dangling between her legs from the strings as she tossed her straight brown hair behind her shoulder.

		'I don't know about you,' Alex began in Jen's voice, 'But I feel amazing. This girl must work out every day because I feel ripped. Feel this.' He flexed one of Jen's biceps, the muscles rippling up from seemingly out of nowhere. Tom ran his fingers along Jen's arm as Alex took in Tom's new outfit.

		'That's, uh, some outfit,' he said.

		'Isn't it, though?' Tom agreed, looking down at his barely clad borrowed body. 'It looks great on me, but I was hoping I wouldn't be wearing it too long.'

		Tom flashed a smile at Alex.

		'That makes two of use,' Alex said, stepping closer to Tom. Alex slipped one of Jen's warm hands against Noelle's soft cheek and their lips met. Tom could taste Jen's fruity lip balm as he opened Noelle's mouth to her probing tongue. The two made their bodies kiss, Tom's tiny nose pressed against Jen's cheek, her floral scent invading his sensitive nostrils until he was full of her and still he wanted more. A warmth flared between Tom's legs as Alex pressed Jen's body against his, let her fingers run down Noelle's back and over her bare skin. Each tiny caress sent a wave of goosebumps through Tom's body.

		Deep in his mind a part of Noelle groaned, aghast at the idea of making out with her best friend even as her body grew warm with lust.

		Tom pulled away and took Jen's hand, so warm in his own. He lead her down the hallway to Noelle's bedroom. There, he pulled off his belly shirt and tossed it aside, then smoothed out his blonde hair. Alex turned and raised his hair up, allowing Tom to unzip the yellow dress. It fell to the floor as Jen stepped out of it and turned back to look at Tom. Jen's body was clad only in a white bra and panties. Her legs were shorter and thicker than Noelle's, not fat but heavy with muscle. Tom eagerly eyed the small breasts hidden beneath the bra, the nipples already perky with desire.

		The two friends looked at each other and smiled as they moved without speaking, unclasped their own bras, stepped out of their panties, until they faced each other naked. Alex brought Jen's hands to her breasts, staring down at his borrowed body in delight as he tweaked his nipples, wrapping and unwrapping his fingers over the meaty weight.

		Tom felt Noelle's body warming as he watched Alex enjoying himself, nearly giddy with excitement at her young body. Jen's hands danced around her body as Alex admired the muscular curves of his ass and legs. His wandering fingers slipped down over his mound and ran through the coarse strip of hair between his legs, the dainty fingers circling his womanhood as the lips softened at his touch. Jen lay back on the bed, her knees in the air, as her finger circled her opening lips and finally slipped inside herself as she gasped lightly.

		Tom came closer, sat on his knees at Jen's feet as he watched her velvety lips spread open, revealing the dark pink folds of her desire. Tom made Noelle continue to kneel over her friend as she played with herself, the finger moving faster and faster, the wet sounds proof of her lust as her pussy grew wet with her lust. Alex was having fun and Tom wanted to join her.

		Tom lay down next to her, their warm bodies touching, as he, too, ran a hand between his legs, over the scratchy hair and dipping inside himself, feeling Noelle's warm lips from the inside. His finger dipped and glided up and down over his clit as his body warmed, the wonderful tension building like a rubber band pulling tighter and tighter. Jen gasped beside him as Alex hit her clit and Tom turned to watch her. Her eyes were closed in concentration, her little nose wrinkled as she gently writhed this way and that, building the tension within her body. Tom watched her, watched himself as the hoppers made the two women, the two friends, masturbate next to each other. Alex opened his eyes and stared at Tom, desire written across Jen's sharp features. Their gaze connected as they continued sliding their fingers in and out of their own bodies, joined together in mutual lust.

		Jen came first, closing her eyes again and drawing her legs up as she seized with a series of hitched sighs. Hearing her, watching her, feeling his fingers deep inside Noelle's body, Tom came as well, the tension snapping slightly s he mounted a small plateau of pleasure and a moan escaped his soft lips.

		'Mmmm.' He shut his eyes now, listening to Jen's quickening breath, the wet sounds of Noelle's finger in her pussy—in his pussy—wound him tighter, higher. He curled his fingers around and sunk deep, deep inside, pressing up against his g-spot and suddenly the tension snapped. He came hard, pleasure overwhelming every sense and he cried out—'Ohhh!'—as his thighs grew slick with his lust, Noelle's uncontrollable horniness finally relieved in an an orgasm that shook her from head to toe. Jen quickly joined him, cumming hard and loud in a quick series of gasps—'Ahh! Ahh! Ahh! The two women moaned in ecstasy, their bodies joined together in mutual satisfaction as the pleasure flowed through and out of them, until each was spent and they lay on the bed, panting.

		Instinctively, Alex rolled over and Tom spooned her, Noelle's body pressed up close against her friend's back, one hand clasping Jen's breasts, lazily circling the nipple. Tom's head was half propped on a pillow and he could see their two beautiful forms reflected in the mirror. The two friends lay there, spooning, their spent bodies feeling particularly warm and delicate.

		Tom kissed Alex's smooth back and she shivered, pulled her hands up to her chest and sighed softly in contentment.

		'Maybe we should keep these bodies,' Alex murmured, sleepily.

		Tom smiled. He'd been thinking the same thing.
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