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Part 1

​ Randal
sprayed down the workout bench and wiped it clean with a rag. He
tried to look as unobtrusive as possible so as not to disturb the
gym-goers lifting weights around him. Though he did shoot a
surreptitious glance through the mirror at Valentina, one of the
gym regulars on whom Randal had a massive crush. She was a curvy
Latina with fiery red hair.

She was doing squats with a small weight. Unlike most
of the other women in the gym who wore skin-tight leggings that
showed off their body, Valentina wore more modest, almost baggy,
sweatpants. But every time she squatted the sweatpants would
tighten around her invitingly pinchable butt and wide waist,
highlighting her curves.

Valentina caught his eye in the mirror and Randal
coughed and glanced away. He stood up straight, his back to
Valentina, and eyed the bench he’d been cleaning as if he was
inspecting his handiwork. He wished he could exude an aura of
confidence and mystique that would make Valentina fawn all over him
but, realistically, he knew he gave of the aura of what he was: a
shy, low paid gym associate. Not even a trainer.

It didn’t help that Randal didn’t have the brash
confidence of some of the beefcake guys in the gym. Nor their
physique. He’d tried lifting weights (it was one of the perks of
working at the gym that he got free access to the equipment) but it
had never quite taken. Randal couldn’t build up the motivation for
all the repetitive moves. His mind wandered. He lost focus. He was
built more for academics than strength. At five foot nine he wasn’t
exactly a towering behemoth. He best described his own physique as
‘stringy’. All in all he felt he was pretty ordinary.

Valentina finished her exercise and set her weight
down before picking up her towel and wiping her face. Her red bangs
were plastered to her head with sweat but she still looked
gorgeous. Plump lips. Friendly brown eyes. A body with more curves
than a mountain pass in Bolivia. The swell of her magnificent
breasts were tucked beneath a tight white shirt that hid all of her
cleavage.

Randal was steeling himself to say some banal nicety
just for an excuse to talk to her when someone called his name.

“College boy!”

Fuck. Randal stifled a sigh and turned to see Madison
waving him over from across the gym. She was his coworker and
nemesis. Constantly belittling him for his education like it was a
bad thing. Madison was a mocha-skinned amateur model with big tits,
a bigger ass and an even bigger chip on her shoulder. Unlike
Valentina, Madison was a walking advertisement for sex. She wore
the tightest, skimpiest outfits their boss, Carlos, would let her
get away with. Randal continually found himself doing her job for
her as she flirted with others at the gym.

Randal grabbed his spray bottle and headed towards
Madison. She watched him, one hand on her curvy hip, one side of
her mouth curled down. Her wavy black hair somehow still seemed to
be perfectly in place as it fell down her back in gentle waves.
When she wasn’t flirting, she spent her days in and out of the
changing rooms fixing up her hair.

“What do you want, Madison?” Randal sighed when he
reached her.

“What do I want? Pfft.” She rolled her eyes. “I would
like you to do your job and fix this,” she gestured to the weight
machine next to her.

“That’s not my job. I don’t fix the equipment. Just
put some tape on it and call Carlos.”

“Can you call Carlos for me?” She said, switching
suddenly to flirty mode and touching Randal’s shoulder.

Her fakeness took Randal aback momentarily. “No. I’m
busy.”

She immediately dropped the flirty act and tossed her
hair back imperiously, glancing him up and down. “Doing what? That
spray stuff?” She waved her hand vaguely at him.

“Yes. That spray stuff. Cleaning the equipment. You
know, part of our job.”

“Whatever, college boy.” She somehow seemed to turn
having a degree into an insult.

They were interrupted by a stacked Black guy who bent
down to adjust the weights on the broken machine. Madison put a
hand on his shoulder.

“This one’s broken, you can’t use it.”

The guy stood and looked at her. “Oh, damn.”

Madison smiled that predatory smile. “But come with
me and I’ll show you how to work something else.”

“Oh, yeah?” The guy quirked an eyebrow
suggestively.

Madison looked him up and down slowly and bit her
bottom lip. “Yeah. I know exactly how to make you sweat,” she
teased, before leading him away to another part of the gym, leaving
Randal to take care of the broken equipment.

Randal fumed inwardly as he stomped to the supply
closet to retrieve the black and yellow warning tape to string it
around the broken machine. Sometimes Randal wished he weren’t so
responsible but he couldn’t just let the broken equipment sit
there. Madison was constantly wiggling out of her responsibilities
using her sex appeal. She did it with clients. She did it with
their boss, Carlos, who was a bit of a sleaze anyway. She tried to
do it with Randal but he saw right through her fake bullshit.

It was ridiculous that Randal was even working at
this stupid gym. He’d chosen a sensible degree in computer science
so he could land a high-paying job at some start-up, make his
millions, and retire early to do whatever the hell he wanted.
Instead, he’d graduated in the midst of massive tech layoffs and
faced a ballooning education debt. He’d scrambled to find a job –
any job – and ended up at this gym on the outskirts of the
city.

After stringing warning tape around the equipment,
Randal returned to the reception desk to call Carlos. As usual,
Carlos didn’t pick up so Randal left a message telling him about
the problem. Carlos fancied himself a jack of all trades. No doubt
he would come out and fiddle with the machine a little before
declaring it permanently broken and call a real professional. With
a little research, Randal could have probably figure out what was
wrong and how to fix it. But he already did most of Carlos’s job
anyway and didn’t want to take on the added responsibility of being
the gym repairman. Once Carlos found out Randal could fix things,
he’d see it as a cheaper alternative than hiring someone else and,
once again, Randal’s responsibilities would balloon out past the
original job description. It was bad enough that with Madison’s
laziness, Randal felt like the sole employee.

Randal jammed the ‘end call’ button with his thumb
and dropped his phone back in his pocket.

“Hi, excuse me,” someone said. “Randal, is it?”

Randal looked up into Valentina’s gorgeous brown
eyes. She had her gym bag slung over one shoulder, the neck of her
shirt pulling down to reveal a white bra strap.

Randal wanted to be suave. He wanted to flirt with
her. Ask her out. Instead, he paused for a few blinks, collecting
his thoughts, before finally saying, “Uhhh, yeah. Uh, Valentina
right?”

Her smile lit up her face. “That’s right. Could you
tell me when the spin classes are?”

“Sure, yeah, there’s a brochure right here.” Randal
dug through the pamphlets beneath the reception desk and pulled out
the spin class timetable.

He handed it to her. “Thanks,” she said.

She took it and stepped back from the desk. She
remained standing there, reading the pamphlet, as if waiting for
something. This was it. This was Randal’s big chance. She was
clearly waiting for him to ask her out. He cleared his throat and
opened his mouth just as Valentina looked to her right.

“There you are, Monica. Ready to go?” Valentina
asked.

“Let’s go,” a blonde haired, blue eyed bombshell –
presumably Monica – replied.

Monica must have been about six feet tall and towered
over Valentina by at least a head. She had curves for days and
immense breasts that strained against her tight black workout
gear.

Randal couldn’t help but watch them leave, his eyes
locked on the sway of Valentina’s delicious ass. The two women
talked amicably about going to one of the spin classes tomorrow as
they went out through the doors. So…hopefully not lovers, which
relieved Randal even though he had no chance with Valentina.
Friends, maybe?

“Are you staring at her ass?”

Randal started and turned to see Madison grinning
wickedly at him. His face warmed. “No. Mind your own business.”

“Damn, college boy. You a perv.” She folded her arms
beneath her heavy breasts and smirked at him.

Randal wanted to retort that she was the one dressed
like a ho but he didn’t want to deal with the backlash and all of
Madison’s crap at the moment.

“You take front desk, I’m going on break,” he said,
moving away without waiting for a reply.

“Don’t break those skinny little arms of yours,”
Madison laughed as Randal slunk away.

Randal let the door to the break room close behind
him and settled into one of the cheap foldable chairs around the
small table. He rubbed his eyes. His whole life sucked. In his
mind, he was suave and daring, saving women from peril and ending
up in their beds. If he did half the things he fantasized about
he’d probably never be single again. The problem was his lack of
confidence held him back. He didn’t feel like he was the type of
person to ask someone out. Especially one of the gym customers. It
felt weirdly creepy. Madison didn’t seem to have a problem with it.
But, then again, Madison was Madison.

In the break room, pushed to the back wall, were
still some boxes left from the previous owner of the place. It had
apparently been some sort of weird museum. The owner had left
suddenly and all the belongings had been packed up, sitting in the
break room waiting for the previous tenant to claim them for the
past three years. Carlos sure wasn’t in any hurry to do anything
about them.

To take his mind off of feeling sorry for himself,
Randal began picking through the boxes. It was something he did
when he was bored. If the boxes had come from a museum, it had been
a strange one. Weird rocks. Cheap looking goblets. Ugly
figurines.

Randal was slowly working his way through them,
taking pictures of the weirdest finds, like the hourglass that
never needed to be turned over, or the heavy glass bubble that
glowed in the dark somehow. Rummaging through one of the boxes,
Randal pushed aside some papers and discovered a thin gold-link
chain. Unlike the rest of the chintzy garbage, this looked
expensive.

Randal pulled the chain out and held it up. It was
necklace. Attached to the thin chain was a small blood-red teardrop
pendant. The gold shined in the light, looking rich and decadent.
Maybe it was worth something. The pendant caught the white light
from the buzzing LEDs overhead and twinkled bewitchingly. His eyes
were drawn to it. Almost in a daze, he hung it around his neck and
fitted the clasp. His entire body shivered and he gasped in shock,
as though he’d been plunged into an ice bath. Just as quickly as
the sensation appeared, it was gone. Randal picked the pendant up
and twirled it, examining it right in front of his nose. It was
warm and mesmerizing, seeming to grow bigger as he stared. He felt
almost as if he was being pulled into it.

A noise from outside brought him back to reality.
When he glanced back at the pendant it was just a tiny ruby again.
He unclasped the necklace and stuffed it into his pocket just as
Madison came in the door.

“Randal, get your skinny ass out onto the floor.”

Randal, still in a daze, left without a word.

The necklace burned in his pocket, calling his
attention. When he went home that night he slipped it on again.
There was no sudden shock this time. Just a deep calm. He slept
with it on, and it was the most peaceful sleep he’d had in years.
The next day, he kept the necklace on when he went to work at the
gym.

“Look at the bling on bean pole here,” Madison said,
peering at Randal’s stolen necklace. “You gonna go creep on some
more women?” She laughed, but her eyes kept coming back to the
necklace, as if she felt the same attraction to it that Randal
did.

Later that morning, Valentina arrived for her spin
class. Randal found excuses to hover around the glass wall of the
spin room, watching Valentina’s thicc Latina ass up in the air, her
strong thighs pounding the pedals of the bike, her tits bouncing as
she moved her body. Today was the day he would ask her out. For
sure. Definitely.

He waited anxiously at the reception desk after the
spin class ended. He twiddled the pendant of the necklace nervously
as he tried to think of the best way to ask her out. Finally, she
appeared, a towel around her neck which she was using to mop her
brow. Her white workout top stretched tight over her breasts and
Randal willed himself not to look at her chest.

“Hey, Valentina,” Doug said. “Enjoy the spin
class?”

“Yeah, it was exhausting, though,” Valentina
laughed.

Ask her. Ask her. Ask her. Doug willed
himself. His heart thumped madly in his chest. His mouth was dry.
No sound left his lips. After a beat, Valentina glanced down at the
pendant that Randal was still twirling between his fingers.

“That’s pretty,” she said, moving towards him, her
hips wiggling bewitchingly. Her brown eyes were locked on the
ruby.

“Yeah…it’s…um…you want it?”

“What?” She looked up at him, her perfect brow
quirked.

Randal was aware of how odd that made him sound and
he quickly sought an excuse. “I…uh…it belongs to an ex-girlfriend,”
Randal lied, his palms beginning to sweat as he fumbled with the
clasp. “Nobody wants to buy it and I don’t really want to keep it,”
he said, casting about for a reasonable excuse to be giving such a
thing away. He held it up for her, the pendant glinting in the
light. “You want it?”

“Uh huh,” Valentina said. She was staring at the
pendant, entranced, barely listening. She reached for it and Randal
handed it to her.

“Try it on,” Randal urged. He was reluctant to hand
it over, but he was even more reluctant to be seen as
desperate.

Valentina flipped her towel aside and rested the
pendant on her chest, clasping the slender gold chain behind her
neck. The instant the clasp closed, Randal’s body spasmed with
sudden shock and cold.

Then he felt nothing at all.
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Randal floated in a blood red nothingness. Floating
was the wrong word for it. He just was. His mind was awake
and aware but he felt no physical sensations. Saw nothing. Heard
nothing. His bodyless mind panicked.

What the fuck is going on? What’s happening?
His thoughts shouted into the blood red void.

Nothing happened. Then more nothing happened. Nothing
continued to happen for a little while, though how long Randal
couldn’t say. There didn’t seem to be any measurement of time in
this place. His panic gradually faded as he realized there was
nothing he could do. He didn’t seem to be dead. Or alive, for that
matter. So what was he? Slowly, he became aware of a deep bass
thumping.

Lub-dub. Lub-dub. Lub-dub.

It was the only thing that had changed in this place
and he concentrated on it. It grew louder, closer. As it did so,
blurry shapes began to trace the air. They were moving in no
discernible pattern but things gradually sharpened up, like a
camera coming into focus. He could make out the reception desk of
the gym, though he now seemed to be standing on the other side of
it. Shapes that turned out to be paramedics moved around behind the
desk, ducking down, their attention focused on something on the
floor hidden from view. As the picture came into focus, it was
joined by the sounds of the room: a murmur of people talking. The
crackle of a walkie talkie. The lub-dub, lub-dub grew louder,
closer until with a final boom Randal was fully back to life.

He was standing opposite the reception desk watching
two paramedics work. There was a gurney beside them. They ducked
down and lifted up a body. Randal’s body.

Wait, what’s happening? He wanted to cry, but
no sound left his lips.

“Oh my god,” he said instead. But he hadn’t
said it. And the voice wasn’t his even though he felt his lips
move, felt his tongue form the sounds.

Now that he was aware again it became apparent that
his body felt wrong. Off balance. Something silky tickled down his
back. He wanted to reach back and grab it but his body refused to
respond. His eyes were moving around outside his control, focusing
on one thing, then another, making him dizzy. And then, when his
eyes happened to glance slightly down he caught sight of himself. A
white top clung to his chest, the top distended by the unmistakable
bulge of two modest breasts. He was a woman.

“What happened?” Someone asked, and Randal’s view
swiveled to reveal Madison, looking shaken.

“I don’t know. He just passed out,” Randal’s voice
responded, again without his control. It wasn’t. even his voice. It
was a woman’s voice.

Randal hadn’t just become a woman. He was trapped in
a woman’s body. He could feel everything, from the loose sweatpants
that covered his wide hips, to the air whispering across his
sweat-slick skin, to the weight of the breasts on his chest. But he
couldn’t move. Couldn’t react. He was a passenger in someone else’s
body.

As the paramedics wheeled Randal’s real body out the
door, the body he was in turned and moved towards the exit. He felt
his wide hips swaying, his tits bouncing, his thighs swishing
together at each step. As this body approached the glass exit doors
the ghost of his reflection came into view. A Latina with flowing
red hair and a curvy figure. A blood red pendant nestled gently
just above her cleavage.

He was inside Valentina’s body! He could feel
everything. All the things he wanted to stare at and touch and
taste. He had complete access to it all. But he had zero
control.

Jesus this was weird. He felt her move as though her
body was his own. Saw her hands and arms and breasts out of her
peripheral vision, the fantastic hips as she looked down to hunt
for the keys in her purse, feeling with her fingers as she grasped
them and clicked her car unlocked. He had no access to her
thoughts, though. Only her senses. The physical sensations of the
outside world.

Randal found himself calming. Maybe it was because
Valentina was calming, her heart rate slowing. Her body
influencing his mind. As she drove to wherever she was going, she
clicked the radio on and sang along to a few lyrics. How lovely to
hear her voice, even if it came from his lips.

After a short drive she pulled into the underground
garage of a modest apartment complex. She heaved her body out of
the car, Randal feeling the gloriously wide expanse of her hips and
breasts. She tossed her hair back and took the elevator up to a
third floor apartment. Unlocking the door, she walked inside.

Randal only got a quick look at the apartment as she
passed through it down the hallway. A peek of a cluttered living
room, the furniture well-worn. A kitchen that was slightly dated
but clean. White and blue tiles lining the sink splash back. A few
prints on the wall of bands Randal had never heard of.

Valentina opened one of the doors onto what appeared
to be a small home office. A faux wooden desk sat against the far
wall, a laptop sitting closed on top of it. Valentina set her purse
down and eased into the chair before opening up her laptop and
logging on. Randal watched from behind her eyes as she typed,
checked her email, turned to a half-finished word document. It
looked like she was some sort of business consultant. Her clients
were all around the country.

As she worked, Randal grew bored. He didn’t
understand her business. Her documents looked like meaningless
business jargon to him. God, would he be helplessly stuck inside
her body forever? Now way to control his life? What had started as
a curse, then seemed like a blessing, now definitely seemed like a
curse.

Randal wanted to move. To stand. To stretch.
Something!

In the middle of a sentence, Valentina stopped
suddenly and stood, pushing the chair back behind her. She remained
standing for a few seconds, then sat back down and resumed her
email. Randal felt the tiniest twinge of hope. Had he made her do
that? He tried something else to be sure.

Pat your head. Pat your head. Pat your head.

Randal focused his command, repeating it over and
over, until Valentina lifted one hand from the keyboard, raised it
up, and patted her head twice. She paused, looked at her hand,
snorted quiet laughter to herself, then resumed her email.

Randal was overjoyed. He could influence her. What
else could he make her do?

Valentina finished her email and then logged onto a
conference call with a large group of people. A meeting about some
sort of project. Her computer was on mute and with a little effort
he made her reach up and switch off her camera.

Grab your tits. Grab your tits. Randal
commanded, imaging her raising her hands and clasping those
delicious breasts.

Her left arm rose, glorious mocha skin creeping up to
his chest. His vision swerved, dipping down to Valentina’s chest.
Her fingers spread out and she grabbed a handful of her tits,
wobbling them as Randal commanded her on. He could feel the tits
beneath his hands, could feel them on his chest jiggling. Fuck,
that was hot. Randal had always wanted to do that. He made her do
it again, bobbing those wonderful tits up and down beneath the
clothes. Plugged into her senses, he savored the sight and sound of
her, the scent of her floral perfume that associated with
her. Randal became aware of a warmth between Valentina’s
legs, the slightest spark of desire deep within her. Was that his
influence, too? Now that was interesting.

Someone called Valentina’s name online and she
dropped her arm to turn her camera on and introduce herself. But
Randal’s thoughts remained with the scent of her body even as her
voice spilled from his lips with her business-like introduction.
Her heart pounded with him and as soon as she finished speaking she
put herself on mute, clicked off the camera, and grabbed her tits
again. Randal kept pushing. Now he wanted to see them bare. Those
magnificent tits needed to be freed.

He felt her hand creep down to her belly, fingers
gripping the workout top. There was some resistance. His fingers
paused. Perhaps Valentina’s own thoughts kicking back in. Randal
redoubled his efforts, willing her to remove her top. Finally, she
peeled the white top off herself and dropped it to the floor. Her
sports bra clung to her chest, making mountains of her bouncy
breasts. Randal willed her to look down, and soon his eyes were
gazing straight down the deep valley of her cleavage.

Now the sports bra. This was more challenging.
Valentina fought back. Going topless on a business call was not
something she found easy to do. Randal pushed his thoughts into
her, willing her to reveal her tits.

Take off your bra. Take off your bra. He
repeated, joining with it his own yearning to see her naked.

Slowly, slowly, she gripped the hem of the sports bra
and then tugged it off over her head. Her magnificent tits bounced
down her chest and she swept her red hair back out of her eyes.

Randal turned her attention to her tits and willed
her to reach up and grab them. Her hands crept closer, fingers
stretching out to wrap around the wide expanse of each breast. They
finally made contact and she squeezed herself, Randal sighing in
contentment, a sigh that rippled through Valentina’s body and
concentrated in her core. Jesus, her tits felt good as she fondled
herself, bouncy and full and so fun to squeeze. She skated her
fingertip across her skin, head down, eyes focused on each tit as
the nipples jumped to attention.

Now he felt a twinge of surprise and disbelief at
Valentina’s sudden desire for her own breasts. Valentina’s thoughts
gradually seeping into Randal’s consciousness. It was easier now to
get her to squeeze herself, as the spark between her legs grew
brighter and their minds deepened their connection. He willed her
to keep her eyes locked on her tits, admiring her body, as he made
her fondle her bouncy breasts, squeeze them up against her chest as
they ballooned out into huge mounds, then dropped them to watch
them bounce back together.

Randal willed Valentina to drop her head, dip her
hand beneath one tit and push it as close to her face as she could
while she stuck out her tongue. She could just lick her nipple, and
the bright taste of her flooded his tongue as he ran it across her
breast. Now Valentina wrapped her fingers around each tit of her
own accord, thumb and forefingers poised around each sharpened
nipple and she squeezed. The rush of heat jumped inside him, fed by
the wonderful sharp pain as she squeezed herself, rolling each
nipple lightly between thumb and forefinger.

Her head dipped back, eyes closed as she squeezed her
nipples. A fluttering sigh escaped her lips and a restlessness
filled her body. She wiggled in the chair, legs squeezing together.
A new feeling made itself known between his legs, the familiar
tension of arousal accompanied by a strange sort of loosening. Each
pinch of her nipples sharpened the tension within her body and
Randal shared it all. She felt so good to touch, to pinch, to hear
as little sighs spilled from her lips.

It took almost no effort for Randal to get her to
touch herself. Their desires were entwined and she let one breast
bounce free as the hand slid down her trim tummy and ducked beneath
the elastic of her workout leggings. Her fingers followed the path
of her coarse hair down to her waiting pussy, fingertips landing on
the damp lips, already spreading for her touch. Randal felt her dip
inside herself for the first time, an alien feeling of something
inside him bringing with it another ratcheting up in the tension
coursing through him. Valentina stroked herself, fingers gliding
across her slickening folds. She leaned back in the chair so she
could spread her legs and work her fingers in deeper to her pussy.
Feeling her from outside and in was glorious, and when she
shuddered lightly Randal didn’t know whether it was his desire or
hers.

They both needed more. Valentina stroked herself up
and down, following the line of her slit while she continued
working her nipple. Her fingers dragged up her cunt, sinking in to
the second knuckle, pressing the inner walls apart and her release
a whoosh of a sigh. Randal felt her body needing this touch,
so horny now. The meeting droned on in the background as Valentina
fingered herself, driving her two fingers up through the slick
walls of her, Randal sharing in the pleasure speeding through her.
He was glad the microphone was off as otherwise the lewd sounds of
her fingers in her wetness would have drawn attention. Her pussy
was slick now and her fingers moved in a steady rhythm, plunging in
and out as she squeezed her tit, the tension rising. She bit her
lower lip and moaned, a low, needy sound that made Randal even
hornier to hear it. It was just as he’d fantasized about.

Her fingers moved faster, hand clutching her breast
tighter. Seeing her finger herself, listening to her sigh, feeling
her spread herself apart all doubled Randal’s pleasure. She leaned
forward, desperate for release, the tension winding higher with
each thrust of her fingers into her rich hot until suddenly she
exploded. The tension snapped and she gasped, throwing her head
back as pleasure filled their shared body. Her legs clapped
together as her body rumbled with orgasm and she released a tiny,
high-pitched cry as she came around her fingers.

Randal came back down to someone calling Valentina’s
name. She dropped her tit and unmuted herself, leaving the camera
off.

“I’m here,” she said, hoping they didn’t hear the
tremor in her voice.

The man on the other end gave some instructions.
Valentina whipped out a pad of paper and jotted down some notes.
Her other hand came up to her face to lean her chin on her finger
but she paused as the acrid scent of her pussy filled her nose from
her sticky fingers.

Yes, Randal cried from inside her head.
Yes! Yes! Yes!

Her hand stuttered, and then she leaned her head on
her hand, fingers poised just below her delicate nose so that the
musky scent of her cunt was all she could smell. For Randal, it was
utter bliss.
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As the meeting droned on, Randal caught glimmers of
what must have been Valentina’s thoughts. Sometimes full sentences.
Sometimes words connected to ideas or feelings. Sometimes just a
sensation. Knowledge jumped unbidden into his head while
Valentina’s inner monologue whispered just at the edge of Randal’s
perception.

Randal considered his position in Valentina’s body.
Now that he could control her, it wasn’t so bad. He wasn’t very
proud of his own life. What had he really lost, anyway? His
body was probably lying in a hospital somewhere waiting for his
mind to come back whenever he was ready to return. It was false
comfort, but comfort nonetheless. It allowed him to stretch out in
Valentina’s mind. Luxuriate in being her. He didn’t have direct
control, but he could influence her. So he tried out his new
skills.

When the online meeting ended, Valentina put her top
back on and went out to the kitchen. Despite Randal’s best efforts,
he couldn’t overpower her sense of embarrassment. It took a few
tries to find what she was embarrassed about and he got flashes of
another woman. A baby-faced blonde with huge, bouncing breasts.
Monica. Valentina’s roommate. She could be coming home any minute
and Valentina didn’t want to get caught topless.

Valentina grabbed a glass of water and a granola bar
as a snack. Some crumbs dropped on her shirt and she brushed them
off, making her tits bounce as she stroked them with her hand. The
touch of her breasts made Randal desirous of her again and her hand
slowed, gradually coming to rest atop one breast as she looked down
at the white shirt stretched across her chest. Under Randal’s
influence, her fingers curled around a tit, fondling it gently.
God, he was already horny again.

Valentina laugh-snorted at herself but kept stroking
her tit, watching her nipple spike out beneath the fabric. She
thought that Randal’s desires were hers, that his lust for her body
was her own. Her granola bar was forgotten in the other hand as she
stroked and squeezed herself, enjoying her breasts far more than
she ever had.

This is good. This is right. He encouraged.
You’re so hot. It’s okay to touch yourself.

He watched from her eyes as she stroked herself,
feeling her breast beneath his fingers. A hint of warmth made
itself felt between her legs. Randal began urging her to strip off
her top, intending to get her to finger herself right there in the
kitchen. But the lock on the front door jiggled and Valentina’s
instincts pushed Randal away. She dropped her hand from her top as
Monica came in through the front door.

Randal felt the little spike of Valentina’s jealousy
at Monica’s incredible body. At the way men threw themselves at
her. At how easy her life was. But they were friends and roommates.
The jealousy was a small, petty thing Valentina strove to bury.

Under Randal’s influence, Valentina’s eyes swept down
Monica’s body. Her tight fitting black dress pants hugged a
perfect, round ass. Her green blouse clung loosely to her figure,
her huge breasts tenting out the top. Monica turned her huge blue
eyes to Valentina and swiped back a lock of her shiny blonde
hair.

“Hey,” Monica said.

“Hello,” Valentina replied.

Monica sighed. “You would not believe what Tim
did today.”

She launched into the story, Valentina’s thoughts
providing the backstory of who Tim was—an idiot coworker at the
café Monica worked at—and why he was the subject of so many
stories—he was an idiot. Valentina nodded and chimed in, laughing
at the appropriate times and shaking her head. Then it was
Valentina’s turn to share what had happened at the gym. How ‘some
guy’ had just passed out and they had to call the ambulance.

That evening, as Valentina went through her routine,
Randal sat in her head, straining to fully connect to her thoughts
in the hopes that maybe he could fully control her body instead of
just nudge her this way and that. But no luck. It got even worse
when Valentina stripped to take a shower. Just as Randal was
preparing to push her to finger herself again, she unclasped the
necklace.

The world snapped to a blank blood red nothingness.
He could somehow feel the necklace he was trapped inside as it was
placed on a hard surface. Valentina’s presence flitted around
nearby, strong at first but fading as she—presumably—moved farther
away until he couldn’t sense her at all. Randal felt her when she
came back into the room but no matter how much he called out to
her, she didn’t put the necklace back on that night. Her presence
lay tantalizingly close but Randal spent the night in the blankness
where time was meaningless. Nothing changed and he seemed incapable
of sleeping in this form. There was nothing to do but plot and go
over the day, again and again and again until he thought he would
drive himself mad. If only he’d learned to meditate maybe this
wouldn’t have been so hard!

Uncountable hours later, Valentina’s presence neared
him. He felt the necklace lifted into the air. The warmth of skin
as he rested against her chest. And then the world flashed back
into existence. He was once again looking out from behind
Valentina’s eyes, her hands in the air, just finished clasping the
necklace around her neck. The transition from nothing to Valentina
was instantaneous this time. And Randal realized he was connected
back in to her mind, with her inner monologue still a susurration
that he strained to make out.

As she primped in the mirror, Randal eyed her outfit.
Conservative and plain. Baggy black pants and a flowing top that
hid her body. She worked remotely so there was no need for office
attire.

You’re so incredibly sexy, Randal thought to
her. Show off your body.

She paused briefly, and Randal continued forcing his
thoughts into her mind. She bit her lower lip, eyes flitting up and
down her outfit. Then she turned back to her closet and flipped
through the hangers for something else to wear. Randal cast his
judgement on all her outfits.

Too big. Too conservative. Not enough skin.

Her wardrobe definitely didn’t suit her sexy body.
Randal would have to change that. As she hunted through her chest
of drawers for something to pique Randal’s interest, he spied her
two-piece bathing suit.

The bathing suit, Randal urged.

Her fingers clasped it and her thoughts flooded
Randal’s mind. She’d bought it on a whim on a day she’d felt good
about her body but had then stuffed it away in her closet, never to
be worn. She was ashamed of her body, especially when compared to
Monica. Monica was hot, Randal thought, but not Randal’s
type. Valentina had the curvy hips and perfect breasts and sweet
smile that Randal sought. He pushed those thoughts into Valentina’s
head, encouraging her to feel good about her body. To show it
off.

With Randal’s encouragement, Valentina stripped out
of her clothes and pulled the top over her breasts and the bottom
up sung against her crotch. Randal matched her embarrassment and
shame with gentle encouragement as she looked at herself in the
mirror.

You’re so hot. So sexy. Look at you. I’d fuck you so
hard.

Valentina snorted at herself and Randal heard an echo
of his last thought push deep into her mind, taken up in her own
voice. She’d never thought about fucking herself before and the
idea was funny and interesting in a way that brought a little hint
of heat to her cheeks.

When Valentina joined Monica in the small kitchen
that morning, Monica did a double take.

“Whoa, Valentina, skipping work to go swimming?” She
asked, a playful smile on her cute lips.

Valentina swiped her red hair back out of her eyes
and said bashfully, “No, just felt like trying on my suit. It’s not
like I have to go into an office,” she laughed, avoiding Monica’s
eye, still slightly worried about Monica judging her looks.

As Valentina flitted about the kitchen, she kept
readjusting the top around her breasts and crooking a finger
through the bottoms to pull them out of her ass. They felt so small
to her and she feared she would spill out of them at any minute.
When Monica left for work, Valentina returned to her room and
opened up her laptop, ready to start the day. As she began typing,
Randal drew her attention back to her body.

Those tits. Those legs. That ass. Those hips.
Driving his desire into her mind until his desire was hers.

Valentina’s fingers stopped mid-email. Her hands rose
to grasp her breasts and she sighed as she touched herself. She
did feel good.

Before she could get too carried away, Randal had a
thought.

Go into Monica’s room.

It took some urging but Valentina soon stood and
opened her roommate’s door. Randal felt Valentina’s hesitance at
violating her roommate’s privacy but he overwhelmed it, making her
creep to the dirty clothes pile and find a pair of Monica’s
panties. Valentina grabbed one, and it took Randal a tremendous
effort to make her lift them to her nose and inhale Monica’s
delicious scent. Valentina closed her eyes and inhaled, the soft
cotton panties pressed against her face, Monica’s faint musk
lighting the fire in her belly thanks to Randals desire.

Valentina returned to her room and Randal commanded
her to toss off her swimsuit. She did, then held Monica’s panties
to her face and inhaled as she grabbed a breast with her free hand.
Her fingers circled her tit as her nipple swelled out. She fondled
herself, the sweet scent of her roommate’s cunt in her nose.

One hand still on her breast, she slid the panties
between her legs and began rubbing herself with the cotton fabric.
Her body was already alight with pleasure and she was wet in no
time, spreading her juices on Monica’s panties. A delightful
tension filled her as Randal urged her on. She used her roommate’s
panties to stroke herself, dragging the panties up and down her
slickening entrance until it was damp with Valentina’s own
juices.

Slowly, slowly, Randal made Valentina tuck the
panties inside herself, pressing the fabric into her dripping cunt,
fingers sliding in, pushing the cotton inch by inch into herself
until they were just barely visible. The sopping wet panties felt
so good inside, making Valentina so weirdly full.

She stroked her slit with two fingers, other hand
still stroking her breast, fingers now greedy for her skin, taking
huge handfuls and jiggling, shaking. Randal’s desire flitted
through her mind, melding with her until it was impossible to tell
where his desire stopped and hers began. Now they were both horny
for her body. They stroked, gripped, touched, squeezed every inch
of skin while Valentina continued stroking her clit in fast
circles. The panties inside her rubbed up against the walls of her
cunt and she moaned, moving faster, gripping herself harder.

She dropped her tit and ran a hand down the curve of
her body to land on her ass. Randal commanded her on, making her do
the things he’d fantasized about. She leaned over and smacked her
ass, watching her butt wobble. Fuck, that felt good. He made her
slap her ass again, the resounding smack reverberating through his
body and echoing in the room. Again and again he made her spank
herself while he continued working on her clit. The tension twisted
inside her, her insides red hot and desperate for relief. Her
fingers circled faster, dipping in to meet the panties inside her
while her ass stung with each slap until she exploded. Valentina
howled, clasping her legs together and crying out in a high-pitched
voice as the orgasm roared through her. Randal delighted in it, her
whole body releasing the pent-up tension and filling him with a
deep relief and pleasure, pussy quivering as it tightened around
the panties inside.

Valentina’s body cooled slowly. Her natural
embarrassment began to creep back up but Randal tamped it down. As
long as he was inside her she would no longer be the shy
wallflower. She had a body to die for and she needed to be proud
and show it off.

At Randal’s urging, Valentina left Monica’s panties
inside her and resumed her seat at the keyboard, still naked. The
panties were soaking wet, and made Valentina tingle in a good way
every time she shifted. Randal only let her pull them out late that
morning. He slipped two fingers inside Valentina’s pussy and
dragged out the sopping wet panties that contained the mingled
juices of Valentina and her roommate.

It took a lot of urging, but Randal made Valentina
slowly raise the drenched panties to her lips, open her mouth, and
stuff the pussy-soaked panties inside. Her own spicy musk filled
her mouth as Monica’s panties landed on her tongue. Her urge to gag
was overcome by Randal’s bright desire. He felt Valentina’s
astonishment at being so turned on by sucking on her dripping
panties, mouth full of her own deliciously acrid juices as she
sucked.

She just had to return to her bedroom and masturbate
again, touching herself, sliding her fingers deep inside as she ran
her tongue around the panties in her mouth, savoring her own
delicious musk until she came with a muffled moan, Randal
luxuriating in her orgasms. They were coming easier each time as
his mind deepened its connection with hers.

Randal spent the rest of the afternoon growing
Valentina’s attraction for herself. Under her influence, she took
breaks throughout the day to touch herself. Her hesitance
evaporated more each time until the shame she’d felt had almost
completely disappeared.

By the time Monica arrived home that evening,
Valentina was completely comfortable strolling through the house in
just a bra and panties, watching her own tits bounce at each step.
Monica seemed a little taken aback, questioning Valentina’s choices
in a joking way that didn’t quite hide her discomfort. Randal
understood that Monica didn’t like confrontation, so she never
directly asked Valentina to get dressed. But Randal caught her
questioning glances. Heard the tone in her voice. The veiled
hints.

“It’s empowering to walk around like this,” Randal
had Valentina explain. “Why should I hide my body just because our
male-centric society says I should feel ashamed of my sexuality? I
own it.”

Monica agreed hesitantly, arms crossed beneath her
tremendous breasts. “You do you, Valentina,” she said, forcing a
smile.

That night Randal worked on reinforcing Valentina’s
connection to the necklace, urging her to never take it off. He
never wanted to be separated from her again. Too much chance she
wouldn’t put the necklace back on if she took it off. So Randal
went to sleep that night in Valentina’s body, dreaming Valentina’s
dreams.
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Over the next several days, Randal reinforced
Valentina’s attraction to herself. She took breaks during her work
to stare down at her body in disbelief and awe at her narcissistic
sexuality. How could she resist touching these tits? Stroking this
pussy? Slapping this ass? Each time she came just reinforced how
hot she thought she was, how incredible her body was.

She thought this new outlook was entirely her own,
and spent some happy hours on the weekend shopping for a new
wardrobe. Tight fitting jeans. Dresses. Mini-skirts. Crop tops.
Clothes she would never have been caught dead in last week suddenly
seemed appealing and perfect for her body.

At the gym she wore her new outfit and Randal
couldn’t help but smile as others checked her out. She was dressed
as skimpily as Madison, her workout gear tiny shorts that were
nearly underwear and a low-cut top. It felt so good to be wanted.
To be sexy. Valentina’s eyes were locked on herself as she lifted
weights, the sweat sheening her forehead. She delighted in her own
scent, her own touch, her own taste.

Using Valentina, Randal tried to tease information
from Madison about his own body. More out of curiosity than any
desire to go back. He learned his body was in a coma in the
hospital.

“Probably more useful there than he was here,”
Madison snorted.

A brief spark of rage flitted through Valentina from
Randal. She didn’t know where it came from, just that she suddenly
thought Madison was a useless bitch.

Madison’s gaze glanced down to the necklace around
Valentina’s chest where Randal’s essence resided. “Ooh, that’s
pretty,” she said, reaching out and taking hold of the red pendant
uninvited.

The instant she touched the necklace, Randal felt a
sharp jolt. Alien thoughts bubbled into his head, abstract images
and flashes of envy and pride that amounted to: I’m a sexy Black
goddess and this dumb Hispanic bitch has nothing on me.

When Madison released the pendant the thoughts
vanished and Randal was once again swimming in Valentina’s mind.
But now Madison was more vibrant. More there somehow, and
Randal could faintly hear the patter of her ugly thoughts,
emptyheaded and petulant, like a toddler. Before Randal could
experiment more, Carlos called Madison away. Madison’s thoughts
faded with distance until they disappeared. Valentina finished up
her workout, showered – masturbating briefly in the hot spray – and
returned to her home office.

Randal grew bored with Valentina’s work, and his
boredom filtered through to her. He couldn’t stand the corporate
speak. The planning for useless things. The arguing. The chasing up
payments. He made Valentina take more and more breaks to touch
herself, trying out various positions and toys, but always with
that same desire to watch herself humming with orgasm.

Randal eavesdropped on Valentina’s life, getting to
know her family and friends, changing those aspects of her to suit
his needs. Monica continued to hold her tongue as Valentina dressed
ever more scandalously around the apartment, and began going out in
public in ever sexier clothes. Randal enjoyed the attention,
enjoyed that Valentina had a hard time keeping her hands off
herself, even in public.

As she and Monica sat a booth in a bar with some
other girlfriends one night just talking and laughing, Valentina’s
hand slipped down between her legs, her tiny skirt easily sliding
up to give her access to her bare pussy. She absently fondled
herself as they talked, growing wetter and wetter. Randal didn’t
even have to do much encouragement as she fingered herself silently
beneath the table, clamping her lips together and shaking quietly
as a small orgasm pulsed through her.

Randal opted to shake up Valentina’s gym sessions one
day with some high intensity exercise on one of the group of
pelotons in the gym. Sandwiched between two women about Valentina’s
age, she took off, pedal pumping. Valentina’s pink Lycra-clad legs
pushed faster and faster. The sweat gathered on her forehead and
her breasts bounced beneath the matching pink crop.

As Randal pushed down his groin slid forward and a
brief but familiar spark blinked into existence. The seat felt so
good beneath Valentina. Randal goaded her into dragging her groin
along the seat again with each thrust of the peddle. The spark
intensified each time as the hard seat rubbed wonderfully against
her pussy. God, he was getting so wet already.

The two people either side didn’t seem to notice as
Valentina’s mouth dropped open and she moaned, turning it into a
grunt of effort to hide the pleasure it announced. Randal made her
wipe the sweat dripping from her forehead onto her forearm, then
surreptitiously licked it as he continued peddling. The salty taste
of Valentina combined with the magnificent pressure of the seat on
his wet pussy to make his body burn.

He was getting so horny and no one had any idea.
Randal grew more brazen, urging Valentina to lick her armpit
quickly, inhaling the deep musk of herself before gripping the
handlebars once again. The woman to her left glanced over at her,
then away.

Randal made Valentina drag her cunt across the seat
harder, grinding down as her pussy lips opened. He felt every inch
of her slick pussy as she humped the seat. Her legs continued
pumping, the rhythm stuttering every now and then as pleasure
flitted through Valentina. Her legs were burning now but she felt
so good. Randal couldn’t make her stop now. Not when she was so
close.

He grinded harder and he imagined he could smell
Valentina’s thick musk wafting through the air. The sopping wet
Lycra clung to his thighs, gripping him tight, revealing the tight
lips of his cunt as outlines in the pink fabric. He forced her on,
dragging her back and forth, licking the sweat whenever he could
until he came. Valentina threw her head back, grunting, “Oh god!”
as she quivered atop the peloton, shivering and shaking with orgasm
in front of the entire gym.

Her legs stopped pumping as the orgasm burst through
her and she released the handlebars to clutch her tits, heedless of
the people around her, who had stopped to stare. Randal made her
fingers dig into her tits, made her drag her cunt back and forth
across the seat until another orgasm spiked through her and she
cried out, closing her eyes tight as she came. Randal shared in the
pleasure as her body shook and wetness dripped down her thighs.
Strangers stared and laughed, the two women on either side pausing
in their pedaling to give her disgusted looks.

Valentina’s shame made Randal’s orgasm that much
brighter. Her body deserved to be seen, heard, felt. He made her
clutch her tits until the pleasure evaporated. Then she slipped off
the peloton, leaving the seat dark and damp, and walked to the gym
showers, her outfit squishing with her juices. He made her strip,
shower, finger herself to another quivering orgasm, then get
dressed again.

Madison confronted her on her way out the door. “Um,
hold on, Valentina.” It was the first time Randal had ever seen
Madison unsure of herself. “We got some reports…I mean, some people
said…” She licked her lips, stuck her hand on her hip. “Girl, did
you just cum on the peloton?” A smile flickered across her
lips.

Randal must still have had some sort of connection to
Madison from when she touched the pendant because when she got
close he heard the whisps of her thoughts. Amusement. Laughter.
Disgust. Pride.

Randal hated Madison. That smug look on her face.
What he wouldn’t give to see her pretty Black face between
Valentina’s thighs.

Randal felt that thought travel up through the line
of Madison’s thoughts. Saw her eyes flicker as she considered it,
her smile wavering, turning with what looked like disgust. Randal
seemed to have a connection to her thoughts. On a whim, he pulsed
more of his desires back towards Madison.

Eat Valentina’s pussy. You’re so horny for her. You
want to taste her.

The disgust evaporated and Madison took a step back,
breaking their connection. The look on her face was one of
confusion. She licked her lips nervously.

“I…uh…never mind. I’ll see you next time.” Madison
turned and hurried away, wondrously fat butt jiggling
hypnotically.

Randal kept Valentina’s eyes on Madison’s ass, his
thoughts about Madison eating Valentina out flitting through
Valentina’s head and making her feel tingly and fuzzy.

After the post-orgasmic haze, Valentina was still
tense from her workout. There was a massage therapist’s office in
the same complex as the gym and Randal nudged Valentina to stop in
on a whim. The waiting room was cool and smelled like massage
oil.

“Do you have any appointments available for right
now?” Randal prompted Valentina to ask the man behind the front
desk.

He consulted his computer and pursed his lips.
“Maddy’s available in about twenty minutes.”

As Valentina was giving her information to the
receptionist, one of the masseuses stepped out of a nearby room. A
tall Asian with a curvy build and wide, grabbable hips. Her long,
dark hair fell either side of her kind face. Her wide brown eyes
drew Randal in. Valentina had seen her at the gym a few times,
where Randal had admired her solid feminine arms and the taut
curves of her body.

Now Randal stared through Valentina’s eyes,
dumbfounded. Something about her in that moment was incredibly
seductive. Maybe the confident little smile on her lips. The curve
of her nose. The sway of her hips. Whatever it was, Randal’s
yearning spilled through into Valentina’s mind and suddenly
Valentina wanted her, too.

“Sorry, just a minute,” the Asian masseuse said to
Randal, interrupting her conversation with the receptionist.

Valentina nodded dumbly and waited for them to finish
their conversation, trying not to stare. When the masseuse returned
to the room, Randal made Valentina speak up.

“Who was that? Does she have any appointments
available?”

“Oh, Naomi? Let’s see…she’s booked up until
two-thirty.”

Randal prompted Valentina to make an appointment and
come back. They returned home and managed to sneak a little work in
before Randal got bored. He knew this was becoming an issue.
Valentina was falling behind in her projects and risked missing
some deadlines. Randal kept sidetracking her, and today it was
imagining Naomi. Naked. Rubbing her. The idea was so hot Randal
needed to figure out how to make it happen.

They returned to the massage therapist’s rooms at the
appointed time.

“Valentina?” Naomi said when she appeared. “Come on
back.”

Randal followed her down the hall, watching the sway
of Naomi’s hips, imagining grabbing them, spreading them apart and
diving in to taste her delicious cunt. Valentina’s core tingled
with anticipation as she shared in Randal’s fantasy.

Naomi showed Valentina the room, then stepped out to
let Valentina undress. Soothing flute music played and a gentle
sandalwood scent filled the air. Randal had Valentina remove
everything except the necklace, then she slipped naked under the
top cover of the massage table.

Naomi returned a minute later and oiled up her hands
before beginning work on Valentina’s back. From this angle, Randal
couldn’t see her, but her hands were magical. He couldn’t help but
moan softly as Naomi worked her back in a pain that bordered on
pleasure. He had to have her.

When Naomi finished with her back, she raised the
sheet and looked away so that Valentina could turn over onto her
back. Randal lay the pendant flat on his chest between Valentina’s
breasts. Naomi lay the sheet back down and before she could resume
her massage, Randal nudged Valentina to sleepily speak.

“Look at this new pendant I got,” Valentina said,
pulling the necklace out from beneath the covers and holding it up
to Naomi.

It was apropos of nothing, but Randal bet that Naomi
would go along with it. After all, what harm was there?

“Very nice,” Naomi nodded, though she clearly wasn’t
interested.

“Touch it,” Valentina urged her, letting the pendant
dangle from her fingers.

Naomi tittered nervously, a glorious sound. “Um,
okay,” she said, humoring Valentina.

Randal was prepared this time. The instant Naomi’s
fingers touched the pendant her thoughts connected to his. Faintly,
as if from a long distance, he sensed her feelings and flickers of
her thoughts. Businesslike. Thinking of the next area to massage.
When she was with a client she played a part, turning herself off
so the client could relax.

When Naomi released the pendant, Valentina tucked it
back up against her chest beneath the covers and Naomi resumed her
massage. The sheet covered Valentina’s groin and up to her breasts
while Naomi worked her legs. Naomi started down by Valentina’s
legs, working the feet, the calves, the thighs. Christ, it felt so
good as her nimble fingers eased the tension from Valentina’s sore
muscles. With Naomi so close, Randal remained faintly connected to
her thoughts. As Naomi slid her fingers up Valentina’s left thigh,
Randal reached out with his thoughts and urged her fingers to move
higher, higher.

Slowly, with each rub, Naomi’s fingers ducked beneath
the sheet, moving up past Valentina’s thighs, skating ever closer
to her entrance until, with a final rub, Naomi’s fingers slid
gently up to the coarse hair of Valentina’s pussy. Valentina sighed
softly and wiggled. Randal felt Naomi’s instant shame and
confusion. Why had she done that?

Naomi pulled her hands away and covered Valentina’s
leg again before turning to Valentina’s other leg. Again, Randal
remained connected to Naomi, urging her higher and higher up
Valentina’s body. This time her fingers found Valentina’s pussy,
teased her several times, dragging her fingertips across
Valentina’s entrance, over the coarse pubic hair. Randal felt
himself opening up, his pussy growing moist at Naomi’s expert
touch.

And then, just as suddenly, Naomi’s business-like
demeanor closed in and she forced herself to stop. She covered
Valentina’s leg and moved up to give her a head and neck massage.
The rest of the session was divine but uneventful. Valentina now
shared Randal’s desire for Naomi’s touch, while Randal was also
hooked in to Naomi’s confusion. She’d closed herself down. Focused
on the task at hand. Hoped that Valentina wouldn’t report her.

When Naomi finished, she left to get Valentina
dressed. As the door closed and the distance between them
increased, Randal lost the connection to Naomi. But when she
returned a few minutes later, he could once again just barely sense
her thoughts.

“Did you…enjoy it?” Naomi asked, playing with her
dark hair.

She was nervous. Scared she’d done something wrong.
Violated the client. She had no idea Valentina wanted her touch.
That Randal had made her do it.

“Your fingers were wonderful,” Randal made Valentina
say with a sly smile. “I’d love to experience them again.”

Naomi blushed and looked down. God, she was cute when
she was nervous. She looked back up, regaining her professional
demeanor. “You can make an appointment for next week if you
want.”

“Do I have to go through reception? Or can I make an
appointment just with you. Maybe for dinner?” Valentina said.

Randal focused, concentrating on the slender link
between his mind and Naomi’s forcing his acceptance down into her
mind, past the reluctance, past the thoughts that this was a bad
idea, past the question as to whether she was attracted to
women.

Naomi finally nodded. “Okay,” she said meekly.

Valentina put Naomi’s number into her phone. “I’ll
call you,” Randal promised with Valentina’s lips.

Naomi just smiled again. That smile was adorable.

Randal left the massage therapist’s office with
relaxed muscles and an unfulfilled desire. Naomi’s touch had
sparked something inside him and he needed to finish it. He headed
towards his car, intending to finish Valentina at home with her own
fingers, but got a better idea. He encouraged Valentina to swerve
and return to the gym.

Madison was alone in the locker rooms, leaning over
the sink to stare in the mirror and check her makeup. Randal was
getting to be an expert in making Valentina do what he wanted with
mental nudges. He made Valentina march up to Madison, grab her
shoulder and spin her around.

“What--?” Madison began, before Randal made Valentina
grab a handful of Madison’s thick black hair and shove their lips
together.

“Mmmph!” Madison mumbled as Valentina’s tongue shot
into her mouth.

Madison froze in astonishment long enough for Randal
to make Valentina clasp the red pendant and press it hard up
against Madison’s neck.

You want this. You want this. You want this.
You’re Valentina’s bitch. Her slave. You’ll do anything to please
her. Randal powered his thoughts into the sliver of connection
between him and Madison.

Madison stopped struggling. Gave in. Pushed forward
and stroked Valentina’s cheek as they made out. Madison’s hot
breath filled Valentina’s mouth as their tongues danced together.
Randal encouraged Valentina to reach down and strip off Madison’s
top so that only her black bra stood between them.

“Take off your bra you dirty slut,” Valentina
growled.

With Randal’s encouragement in Madison’s mind,
Madison unclasped her bra and dropped it to the floor. Her tits
bounced down solid and round and gorgeous. Randal made Valentina
reach for Madison’s hand and wrap it around the pendant. As long as
they touched it, he had control of both of them.

Madison’s tits fit neatly in Valentina’s hand and she
squeezed them, Randal pinching hard until Madison’s bit her lower
lip and hissed with pain but did nothing to stop her mistress. With
Valentina’s fingers, Randal squeezed until tears streamed from
Madison’s eyes and she tried to step back but her plump butt hit
the sink. She was trapped as Valentina pinched her dangling tits,
Randal enjoying the control he had over his bitchy coworker.

He smacked Madison’s tits. Watched them wobble.
Smacked them again, laughing now as Madison hissed with pleasure
and pain. Randal had to continuously overcome Madison’s mind with
thoughts of pleasing Valentina, popping the resistance that bubbled
up every now and then. His job was made easier by his integration
with Valentina. She had his desires. Even if she didn’t know
exactly why she wanted to torture this hot Black bitch, it made her
happy to do so.

Randal made Valentina yank her leggings down,
followed by her dripping panties. Her hand still gripping Madison’s
hair tight, she forced Madison to her knees and jammed Madison face
up against her pussy. Madison still had one hand in the air,
clutching the pendant.

“Lick my pussy you bitch,” Valentina hissed.

Tears still streaming down Madison’s face from the
pain, she stuck out her pink tongue and slid it up Valentina’s
delicious entrance. God, it was hot seeing Madison’s face
sandwiched between Valentina’s mocha thighs. Randal had Valentina
bend her knee and lift it up to rest on the sink, trapping
Madison’s head between the counter and Valentina’s dripping pussy
as she spread herself and thrust up against Madison’s face, using
Madison’s tongue to fuck herself.

“Fuck yes,” Valentina hissed as she humped Madison’s
face.

Madison licked as best she could, dragging her face
across Valentina’s wet pussy until her nose and cheeks and chin
were streaked with Valentina’s juices. Her tongue was incredible as
it thrust deep inside Valentina, Randal enjoying the slippery
pressure as it slid through Valentina’s folds. Randal made
Valentina yank her top up so one breast spilled out and she
clutched it, fondling herself as she continued to thrust her
dripping cunt up against Madison’s face. Randal gazed into the
mirror, admiring the curve of Valentina’s body, the bounce of her
breast, as he used Madison to pleasure himself. He was vaguely
aware of people somewhere in the locker room but he was way beyond
embarrassment. His body was tense with anticipation. He needed to
cum.

Madison’s head was trapped against the sink counter
while Valentina thrust her pussy against her face. All she could do
was lick as Valentina thrust again and again, fucking that bitch’s
face while the delightful pressure built up inside. Madison reached
up, clutched Valentina’s ass and pulled her closer. Madison’s hand
tightened around the pendant. Madison squeezed Valentina’s as she
licked and Randal concentrated on keeping her servile as the
tension snapped in Valentina and she came.

The orgasm was powerful, lighting up Valentina’s
thighs, making her head snap back and a long moan escape her lips.
Her body quivered and she took a step back. The necklace snagged in
Madison’s fingers, pulled taut as Valentina’s long orgasm shook
her. And then the clasp snapped.

Randal felt his connection to both women loosen. He
was still touching their skin so it didn’t disappear entirely, but
he no longer held sway in Valentina’s mind. He felt her snap back
to herself. Embarrassment. Humiliation. Astonishment. What was she
doing humping someone in a public changing room?

Her face burned with embarrassment and she awkwardly
untangled herself from Madison, still wet and horny from all that
had happened. Madison, too, looked up from between Valentina’s legs
with astonishment. Breathing hard. A dazed look on her face as
though she’d just woken from a dream.

The necklace dropped to the floor and Randal’s mind
disappeared into the ruby red.

No! No! No!

A little later – seconds? Minutes? – his connection
to Valentina reasserted itself, though he couldn’t entirely control
her. She was holding the necklace, having just picked it up off the
floor. Randal had a vague sense of her body and he was still
plugged into her mind, but everything was dulled, muddied, like
hearing underwater but for all Valentina’s senses.

Valentina was dressed. Still embarrassed. People had
come in while she was being eaten out. Taken pictures. Posted their
deeds on the internet.

Randal couldn’t even really enjoy Carlos chewing
Madison out and firing her while Valentina collected her things. He
was too busy focusing on Valentina’s other thought: the necklace
was broken.

Valentina was banned from the gym. She walked out to
the car, dropped the necklace in the passenger seat, and Randal was
banished to the blank ruby void. He had a vague sense of Valentina
near him. Experienced the turmoil in her thoughts. She had no idea
what had come over her these last several weeks. This was unlike
her. Randal attempted to command her to pick up the necklace but it
was lost in the cacophony of her other emotions.

His connection snapped back when she picked him up to
take him inside to her apartment, lost scrolling through her phone
as he life fell apart. In the time it had taken to drive home, her
picture had made its way around the internet. She lost her
contracts before she made it back through her front door. She was
confused. Unemployed. Scared.

She reached out the hand with the necklace and
dropped it on the kitchen table. Randal was back in the ruby red
void, Valentina’s presence fading as she moved further away, her
thoughts turning to whispers before disappearing altogether.

Randal was alone. Trapped in the broken necklace.
Unable to influence Valentina in her current state. Breaking the
necklace’s clasp seemed to have broken the power. Without it,
Randal was trapped in there. Helpless. Bodyless. A prisoner in
solitary unless chance or fate intervened.

To be continued…
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Trick and
Treat

Three friends eat
a magical treat that transforms them into sexy female versions of
the costumes they wear.

 


 


[image: tmp_eeb5c8257b4e2d2b4283c53bb743fae5_KiklEo_html_m326e8cf1.jpg]

Pills to Pay
the Bills

A husband and wife use special pills to
transform themselves and carry on secret careers in the porn
industry.
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Instaswap
3

 


Charlie and Devin are closer than ever to
cloning their minds into Jasmine's beautiful body, and it helps
that the next level up on the Instaswap app gives them the ability
clone themselves into two bodies at once.
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Chipped

I'm using a special
microchip to alter the mind of the woman I've been lusting after
for years, creating an alternate persona that wants me. And then
I'll use the chip's other option to take over her body for
myself.
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