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The Necklace – Part 2

​ There was no
concept of time in the red void. It could have been hours. Days.
Weeks. Occasionally he would sense Valentina’s presence as she got
closer to him, but despite Randal’s increasingly desperate
commands, she didn’t touch the necklace or, more importantly, the
red pendant where Randal’s mind was trapped. When Valentina came
near the pendant where it lay on the kitchen table, Randal could
sense the emotional turmoil within her. Her mind replaying the
sexual things she’d done to Madison – that Randal had made
her do while inside her – and then the consequences of their romp
going public: Her clients stopped calling. Work dried up. She was
living off savings.

The intense emotional turmoil within her seemed to
block Randal’s commands. At least from a distance. He needed her to
put the chain around her neck. Or, with the chain snapped, to touch
the red pendant itself. Valentina didn’t even do that. The necklace
and pendant remained on the table where she’d left it.

Every now and then he felt another presence. Another
mind. Slightly judgmental. He felt the criticism along with a sort
of vapidity, a lack of depth and an urge for cleanliness and order.
Monica. Valentina’s bubbly blonde roommate. It must be her. She was
the only other person who would be around so much. Monica’s mind
came and went, getting stronger whenever she remained near the
necklace for any length of time. And if he could sense her perhaps
he could influence her.

He reached out. Her mind was neat to the point of
emptiness. Not much baggage when there wasn’t much there to begin
with. That made it easier for Randal to slip in and try to
substitute his thoughts for her own. But he’d lost the bulk of his
power. He couldn’t command her in the necklace’s broken state. All
he could do was whisper suggestions without knowing whether they
even reached her conscious mind.

Fix the necklace. Fix the necklace. Randal
urged, concentrating on trying to beam his message into Monica’s
mind.

Every time Monica’s presence appeared on the edge of
Randal’s perception he tried. Fix the necklace.

It felt hopeless. At some point surely the necklace
would be swept into the trash and then where would he be? Stuck in
here forever?

Randal didn’t know how long he waited, how many times
he tried to beam his message out to Monica’s mind. But one day she
picked it up. Randal’s connection to her was suddenly much
stronger, though he wasn’t in her body. It felt like it did when
he’d pressed the pendant against Madison in the gym change rooms.
Her thoughts were open to him and his suggestions flooded in, but
he wasn’t seeing the world through her eyes like he’d done with
Valentina.

Randal could sense that Monica intended to fix the
necklace. She wasn’t exactly sure why – maybe as a gift to her
roommate to help her out of her depression? It wasn’t the worst
thing in the world and didn’t run contrary to Monica’s emotions.
Perhaps that was why Randal’s command was successful after so long.
Had he tried for something more against her character she may have
ignored his thoughts.

Instead, she dropped the pendant containing Randal
into her purse and banished him to the red void again, though he
felt her presence so close. Sometime later another person’s mind
snapped into sudden focus. A man holding the pendant, his thoughts
full of options on how to fix the chain. The jeweler Monica had
dropped the necklace off with. Randal got glimpses of the man
repairing the chain. Then it was complete and the man put him
aside. Then more nothing.

Nothing. Nothing. Nothing. Until Randal thought he
would go insane. Then, finally, Monica’s presence reappeared.

Her mind comforted him on the drive back home. He
hooked into her, soaking up her thoughts after so long alone.
Through her mind he picked up songs off the radio and her swearing
at other drivers. It was a long drive home and when they arrived
Monica thought that Valentina had once again locked herself in her
room. Hooked into her thoughts, Randal pushed as hard as he could
for her to go give Valentina the gift now.

Monica moved down the hallway, not sure whether she
should interrupt whatever Valentina was doing. But the steady
drumbeat of Randal’s commands urged her on. She knocked. A few
seconds later Valentina’s presence faded into view until it was so
bright. So there in front of him. He waited, unable to hear the
exact conversation, still willing Monica to convince Valentina to
put the necklace on.

And suddenly the world blinked back into existence.
His hands – Valentina’s hands! – behind his neck fastening the
clasp. Her gaze focused on Monica’s baby face. The welcome pull of
Valentina’s breasts on his chest. Her hips, her legs, her scent,
her presence surrounding him, even in the baggy clothes
she’d been wearing for days. Valentina was tired and stressed but
Randal sighed with relief at being back inside her, a sigh that
flitted out through Valentina’s own lips. He was back in control.
Hooked in like he’d never left. And he would be sure to never leave
again.

“Thanks, Monica, that’s so sweet,” Randal felt the
words spill from Valentina’s mouth. “I feel so much better.”

They hugged, Randal keenly aware of Monica’s enormous
tits pressed against Valentina’s own and the soft feeling sent a
shock of desire through him that took Valentina by surprise. This
was the strange feeling she’d been trying to escape. And now it was
back. Randal soothed her mind. It was so much easier to do when she
wore the necklace. He was in charge now.

The pendant rested against Monica’s shirt as they
hugged. Had it rested against her skin, Randal’s thoughts may have
been enough to send them both over the edge into a frenzy of
kissing and fucking. Randal was so glad to be back in Valentina’s
body he didn’t force the issue. Besides, Valentina was tired and
felt dirty. Depression had taken its toll and she’d not showered
for a few days.

That was Randal’s first improvement. With the
necklace on, he urged Valentina to strip naked and step into the
shower. He ran his hands along her body, over those wonderous
bouncy tits, across her plump ass, luxuriating over every inch of
her skin after such a long absence. Valentina had no idea why she
liked touching herself so much this afternoon, why it felt so good
to slide the suds up and down her thighs, across her tits, pinch
each little nipple, grab her breasts and squeeze, drag her hands
own across her buttocks and around to tease her slick entrance.

He stepped out of the shower and dried himself off
but remained wet between his legs. God, it felt so good to be back.
Valentina wrapped herself in a towel and returned to her room,
Randal feeding the vibrating itch in her core that needed to be
tended to. He urged her to grab a toy but found his face frowning
in disappointment. She didn’t have any. And yet he needed
something to fill himself.

Still wrapped in a towel, Randal commanded her to the
kitchen. Monica gave her a questioning look as Valentina rooted
around in the refrigerator wearing only a towel, but Randal ignored
her. He finally found something that would work: a cucumber. It
would have to do. If Monica had an inkling of why Valentina was
going back to her room with a cucumber in her hand she didn’t say
anything.

When Valentina was back in her room, Randal made her
untie the towel. It dropped to her feet and he urged her to look
down at her body, the pendant that contained his essence nestled
between her two succulent tits. His desire for her body melded with
hers, and he felt her surprise at how much she suddenly desired
herself. With a simple command from Randal she grasped one of her
own tits, fingers softly dragging around the contours as she hefted
it in her palm. Her light copper skin was warm, her breast slightly
firm but bouncy. Perfect beneath his fingers.

Randal’s desire burned through her, growing the itch
in her core. He no longer needed to command her explicitly. Their
shared desire drove her on to touch herself, to tease her little
tan nipple, squeeze it gently between thumb and forefinger. Randal
let her lead, simply nudging her this way and that as she groped
herself, staring down at her naked body, her desire rising. She
pinched her nipple again, harder this time, the spike of pain
crackling straight to her core. She let out a long, slow sigh of
relief. It had been too long since she’d made herself feel good.
Didn’t she deserve this?

She adjusted the pillows on her bed and lay back,
propped up so she could look down at herself. Her long, brown legs
splayed out beneath her, so perfect and toned. Randal made her eyes
graze down her perfect thighs, her solid calves, down to her dainty
feet, the nails painted a deep burgundy. Having been cooped up
bodyless for so long he luxuriated in having form again.
Valentina’s form. He wanted to worship it.

Setting the cucumber down beside him he lifted his
right foot up in the air and grabbed it in both hands to guide it
to his face. Valentina was so flexible it was easy to run her toe
across his lips, teasing her. She wondered why this was turning her
on so much, why her foot was suddenly so attractive. Randal made
her sniff deeply, inhaling the scent of her. Then he commanded her
to open her lips and slid her big toe inside. He made her suck on
it, tongue dragging over the warm skin, grazing it with his teeth
in a way that made shivers run through her.

He sucked on each toe in turn, tongue teasing the
soft flesh, enjoying the salty taste of her skin. He ran his tongue
up from her heel to her toes, the warm ticklish sensation again
sending goosebumps across his flesh. Randal feel her pussy growing
wet, the rich pink lips unfolding, growing looser even as his
insides tightened with an exquisite tension. He sucked on her toes
again, Valentina moaning on her own as the desire for herself
intensified within her.

Randal knew she was strong and flexible. What were
her limits? What could she do? He pulled his toe out of his mouth
with a wet pop then lifted the leg behind his head. Then he did the
same with his other leg, easily clasping his feet behind his neck
so that he was nearly doubled over. His glistening pussy was right
there, spread wide to reveal the puffy pink lips. God, she was
amazingly flexible.

Randal gazed down past her tits into her velvety
folds. Grabbing the cucumber, he slid the rough vegetable across
his entrance, dragging it back and forth across his lips until it
was glazed with his juices. Valentina was transfixed by her own
body, strung tight with desire so that she was wide open to
Randal’s commands. His desires were hers. Her body was his to
control.

Randal made her position the head of the cucumber up
against her dripping slit. It felt so big, he wondered if he could
fit it inside him. Slowly, he pressed the head inside him, watching
his pussy lips spread as the head of the vegetable dipped inside
lightly before pulling out again. Next time he went deeper, gaping
down as the cucumber disappeared inside him, inch by inch,
reappearing glistening with his juices. Now it was halfway. His
pussy felt so tight with it inside. It pressed hard against the
walls of his wet cunt. So big inside him. Filling him. Pulling it
out made a whimper escape from Valentina’s lips. She needed this.
Needed to be filled.

Randal made her slide inside, again and again, deeper
and deeper until the entire vegetable filled her and her fingers
resting against her entrance. Christ, he was so delightfully full,
his deep pussy aching with a wonderful pressure.

He slid it back out, the glistening vegetable
reappearing briefly before he drove it back in. Valentina moaned as
he made her fill herself, over and over. With her legs behind her
head her pussy was spread wide and he forced her to gaze at
herself. The tension rose inside her, tightening, calling for a
maddening release and urging her to fuck herself faster.

Now she plunged deep, thrusting in, pulling out, then
thrusting in again, desperate to fuck herself hard and fast, toes
curling with each thrust. Cries escaped her lips as she plunged
deep, her voice rising in pitch along with the crescendoing tension
inside her. Her body wound tight and she continued plunging the
vegetable inside herself, ratcheting up the pressure, more, more,
until it released with a warm rush and she came. The orgasm roared
through her body, making her clench her eyes tight and cry out in a
strangled voice, her entire body shaking, cunt clenching around the
cucumber.

Her entire body quivered with blessed relief. It was
the first orgasm Randal had had in some time and he savored it,
forcing her to keep the cucumber inside her until her body cooled.
He slid it out of her pussy and made her bring it to her lips.
Valentina’s nose wrinkled at the musky smell of herself but Randal
overpowered her disgust as he forced her mouth open and made her
suck on it. The taste of her own pussy filled her mouth, Randal’s
delight overpowering her disgust, making Valentina love the taste
of herself as she sucked her juices off it.

He lowered her legs and rested on the bed, one hand
on the pendant, idly twirling it between his fingers. Now that he
was back, he needed to ensure he would never leave again.
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Valentina was out of a job. Randal supposed she could
get back into the digital marketing thing she’d been doing. Rebuild
her client base. Start over. But he had no interest in those sorts
of things. This was his life now, and there was no point in doing
something he hated. The question was now: what did he want
to do?

Valentina had some savings, which gave Randal some
time to think about his future. The first thing he did was try to
safeguard this body. He made Valentina touch the pendant
constantly, make sure it was still around her neck. Over the next
few days he turned it into an anxiety, ensuring she was never
comfortable unless she knew the necklace hung from her neck. He
reinforced the point continuously, hoping to drive the anxiety deep
enough into her own mind that if the necklace ever broke again she
would have to repair it as soon as possible in order to calm
herself. He made her stroke it for reassurance. Made her reach for
it throughout the day to ensure it was still there, forcing a sigh
of relief when her fingers clutched it.

Eventually he found her doing it on her own, reaching
for it multiple times a day, her chief worry that she would lose it
again. He rewarded her with comfort and confidence whenever she
touched it. Stoking her vanity as her fingers clasped it and he
pushed his thoughts into hers:

You’re gorgeous. Strong. Talented. Intelligent.

It was her talisman and soon Randal was as confident
as could be that, if it ever broke again, Valentina would be almost
unable to function until it was repaired and back around her
neck.

Valentina was restless from hiding in her room so he
started up at another gym (he couldn’t bear facing Madison again).
Slipping into Valentina’s workout routine was glorious. He enjoyed
her body as she lifted weights in the mirror until she was slick
with sweat and her muscles popped. He loved her strength, her
flexibility, her body.

Randal was lifting some free weights when he spied
someone filming themselves across the gym. They had their phone set
up against a bench and were lifting some weights in front of it. It
was so simple. Why hadn’t he thought of it?

He paused Valentina’s routine right in between sets
of shoulder presses and urged her to create an online account. He
took some time to swipe the red hair artistically across his
forehead and pull his top tight to show off her breasts before
signing in for a livestream. It was awkward and fumbling at first.
He didn’t quite know where to look or how to talk.

“Hi, today I’m doing some shoulder presses.” He
paused. What else was there to say?

Watching himself in the screen was nice, his body
moving gracefully, muscles flexing with each motion. He’d picked up
some stuff during his time working at the gym. Maybe he would just
narrate that.

“Just up and down like this. Nice and easy. I’m
focusing on reps over weights today for that toned look.”

When he finished he promised more to come and turned
it off. As a first attempt it was awkward and certainly wouldn’t
get him a lot of followers. But he liked watching Valentina’s body
on the screen and he was sure others would, too. It just needed
some finesse.

On the drive home he stopped at a tattoo parlor on a
whim. Overcoming Valentina’s hesitance, he walked her inside. She
was hot but she looked so soft. So innocent. Randal wanted
something harder.

The tongue ring was painful as hell but he
livestreamed the whole thing, showing it off to the camera as tears
streamed down his face. He filmed the after care, the saline rinse,
the checking for any infection. His first followers joined him that
day as he stuck his tongue out and swiveled it around suggestively,
laughing at the funny faces he was making.

“Thank-th for following!” He chirped, still adjusting
to talking with the stud in his tongue.

Randal got better at talking to the camera, at
editing his videos on the fly, at finding fun things to do. People
seemed to just like watching Valentina’s life, similar to how
Randal enjoyed watching her. He knew what they wanted to see but he
held back the full show. He teased his followers with Valentina’s
body, angling the camera slowly down himself sometimes to check out
his newest workout outfit, his tits pressing hard up against the
sports bra, the nipples at sharp attention. And if the camera just
happened to head straight down her top, well, that’s what people
wanted.

A week later he broke two hundred followers and
celebrated by getting both nipples pierced on camera, a silver stud
in each one. That video nearly got him banned but earned him
another two hundred followers before it was deleted. He started up
on another site, posting content daily, sexing up Valentina’s
normally banal life. People watched him brushing his fucking teeth
just because he wore nothing but a bra and let the camera linger on
his wondrous breasts.

That night he got his first message request for a
topless pic and quickly responded with a figure he didn’t think
anyone would pay. One hundred dollars. Seemed a lot for one picture
of tits but thirty minutes later the money was in Valentina’s
account and her cheeks were flush with enjoyment and shame. She
couldn’t believe she’d just sold some stranger a picture of her
tits.

As it turned out, the price was way too low. As
people started requesting more, Randal started raising the price.
Lots of people paid good money to see various shots of his feet. He
didn’t mind. When he mentioned on a livestream that he could suck
on his own toes the offers came streaming in. One picture sold to
multiple people earned him more than he’d made in a week working in
the gym back as himself.

Randal’s confidence and pride radiated through
Valentina so that she came to enjoy selling pictures of herself and
showing off her routine to complete strangers. Valentina’s
roommate, Monica, hated it. She would leave the room with an eye
roll whenever Valentina set up the camera and they had several
conversations about how Monica absolutely did not want to be
filmed.

“Too many weirdos online,” Monica said, wrinkling her
dainty nose.

“Yeah, but they pay,” chuckled Valentina, scrolling
through more requests for photos. “They’d pay more for the two of
us if you ever change your mind.”

“That’s fucking gross,” Monica said, picking up the
remains of her dinner and storming down the hall to her room,
slamming the door behind her.

“Her loss,” Valentina muttered to herself.

Scrolling through the internet for more ideas on what
to do, Randal found some massage videos and he was instantly
reminded of Naomi, the Asian masseuse. Flipping to Valentina’s
messages, he found they hadn’t texted since Randal had last been in
Valentina’s body.

Randal fired off a quick message: Hey sry its been
a while. Family stuff. How are you?

It took a while for her to text back. So long that
Randal was beginning to think she was just ghosting Valentina. When
she did reply it was short to the point of curtness.

Ok

That was it. A few more texts didn’t yield much else.
Naomi was unwilling to engage. Clearly Randal’s influence had worn
off. He hadn’t had a chance to sear Naomi’s attraction for
Valentina into Naomi’s mind. Was she still ashamed and embarrassed
about touching Valentina on the massage table? Just thinking about
it set Valentina’s heart racing and made her tingle inside. God,
Naomi was so fucking hot. She’d look even hotter with her face
between Valentina’s thighs.

Naomi had an available massage slot the next day so
Randal booked it using a fake name. He didn’t want to give her the
chance to avoid him. That night he made another video for his fans,
dolling himself up in a cute nightie and sitting just so on his
bed.

“Hi guys,” he said, giving a cute little wave to the
camera. “I’ve got a massage tomorrow with this girl I really like.
I think I’m going to ask her out. I don’t know if she likes me or
not so this could either be super awkward or the best thing I’ve
ever done. What do you think?”

It was just a teaser video, and Randal spent the next
hour responding to Valentina’s six hundred fans, reading off their
questions and describing Naomi: how they met, how Naomi made her
feel, how she dreamed of being touched. All the while, Randal
making Valentina’s hands slowly creep up to her tits. He put on a
show for his fans, twisting his nipple rings beneath his nightie
until sharp pain shot down into his core to mingle with the growing
pleasure until he couldn’t hold back anymore and told everyone he
had to sign off so he could masturbate. He did just that, touching
himself until he was warm and slick and Valentina’s little cries
spilled from her lips as he slid her fingers in and out of her
glorious pussy.

The next day, Randal sat in the waiting room for his
appointment. When Naomi came out and saw him her eyes widened in
surprise and she hesitated. He could no longer hear her thoughts as
he had when she’d touch the pendant last. Whatever connection
they’d made had faded to nothing.

“Come on back,” Naomi finally said.

Randal followed her down the hallway and she stopped
at the door to a room, gesturing for Valentina to go inside. Randal
stopped just outside the doorway and made Valentina twiddle her
pendant in front of Naomi’s face.

“Last time was incredible,” Valentina gushed.

Naomi tried to smile and then looked down, avoiding
Valentina’s eyes. She was nervous. Maybe even prepared to get
someone else to do the massage. Randal leaned forward suddenly and
pushed the pendant against Naomi’s cheek.

You’re attracted to me. You’re attracted to me.
You’re attracted to me. He forced into her mind, watching her
fingers rise to push Valentina away and then stall in the air. She
lifted her head, her brown eyes wide with want and licked her
lips.

You want me. You need me. You’ll do anything for
me.

Naomi leaned in just slightly, her lips parting
fractionally. Valentina smiled and stroked Naomi’s cheek gently
with the pendant, then dragged it down over her chin, tracing the
shape of her face sensually, maintaining contact with her skin so
her words had power.

“Save it for my happy ending,” Valentina said, her
voice husky with need.

Naomi followed her into the room. “You can put your
clothes there,” she gestured to a side table. Randal could feel her
mind vibrating with want, tinged with surprise that she felt this
way about a woman. “And, uh, I’ll come back when you’re ready.”

Randal made Valentina stop her, gently grabbing her
arm. “Stay.”

Naomi paused, a hand on the doorknob. Randal sensed
her propriety fighting with the yearning he’d just instilled in
her. Valentina locked eyes with Naomi and Randal made Valentina
slip her shirt off. Pulling it off over her head she brushed her
silky red hair out of her eyes. Then Randal made Valentina hook her
thumbs into her tight leggings and wiggle them down her long, lean
legs. Naomi watched, entranced, as Valentina stepped out of her
leggings. She held up her hair and turned her back to Naomi.

“Unclasp me,” Valentina said.

Randal felt Naomi’s hands on Valentina’s bra and then
the pressure against his chest released suddenly. He turned to face
Naomi, holding the cups of the bra against his tits as he slowly
slid one strap off his shoulder, then the other, finally letting
the bra drop down to the floor. Naomi gazed at Valentina, eyes
gliding up and down her body with an intensity Randal could feel.
He rolled his panties down his legs and kicked them aside. Now he
stood naked in the massage room, inches away from Naomi. Randal
stepped Valentina’s limber body forward and took Naomi’s hand,
slipping the pendant against her palm and wrapping her fingers
around it. Valentina said nothing, just stared into Naomi’s eyes,
tracing the light freckles across her nose, as Randal burned his
commands deep into Naomi’s mind.

You want me more than you’ve ever wanted anyone. I’m
the most beautiful woman you’ve ever seen. You want to kiss me. You
want to touch me. You want to hear me moan your name.

Randal gently unfurled Naomi’s fingers and freed the
pendant. Leaning close to Naomi’s ear, he whispered, “Make me feel
good.”

Valentina withdrew with a wicked smile and slipped
under the covers on top of the massage table. Naomi went around to
her feet and oiled up her hands. Her fingers closed in on
Valentina’s foot and she paused, gazing down lustily. When she took
Valentina’s foot in her hands it was Naomi who gasped, filled with
sheer delight at touching her perfect lover.

Naomi’s hands were nimble and welcoming, making long,
slow strokes up and down Valentina’s feet, her calves, her thighs.
Each time Naomi folded the towel up slightly more, her hands
dragging up Valentina’s legs and coming slightly closer to her sex.
Now Naomi’s fingers slid up to the top of Valentina’s thigh, now
just to the edge of her groin, now she slipped the towel up higher
to reveal Valentina’s dark bush. Naomi skated her fingers across
Valentina’s coarse pubic hair, teasing her as she stroked down the
other thigh, then back up.

Now her fingers stroked Valentina’s entrance, no
longer massaging but tickling, teasing. Randal’s desire linked
tight to Valentina and she sighed as Naomi traced her entrance up
and down. Something inside Valentina stirred, growing restless.

Naomi bent down and began kissing her way up the
inside of Valentina’s thigh. Her lips were warm and fluttery, each
one sending sharp shivers up Valentina’s body, concentrating the
restlessness within her. Naomi let her tongue skate out gently,
licking Valentina from mid-thigh up, up to her groin. Naomi pressed
her face between Valentina’s legs, her mouth across Valentina’s
pussy, and released a breath of hot air that made Valentina
moan.

Naomi kissed her way up Valentina’s entrance,
inhaling her musky scent. Randal stared down Valentina’s body,
watching the Asian masseuse lick her cunt. Naomi raised her eyes
and met Valentina’s gaze. Her lips curled into a smile. She opened
her mouth and stuck out her tongue, licking Valentina from the
bottom of her slit to the top, staring into Valentina’s eyes all
the while. Her hands clutched Valentina’s thighs and she licked
again, gently flicking her tongue into Valentina’s rapidly
slickening pussy.

Valentina hissed as Naomi’s tongue found her clit and
pressed firmly against it. The pressure was incredible, roiling
Valentina’s core. Naomi pressed her tongue harder before using just
the tip to flick against Valentina’s clit. She drew mysterious
symbols across Valentina’s bud as Valentina moaned, her body
wiggling as she filled with heat and desire. Now it was Randal
along for the ride.

For someone who’d never been with a woman before,
Naomi was incredible at eating pussy. She sped up, her tongue
gliding expertly into Valentina’s rich pink folds, bringing up her
fingers to help tease Randal’s cunt apart. Her tongue dragged up to
Valentina’s clit and then there was a pressure against her
entrance. Naomi slid two fingers gently into Valentina’s pussy.
Randal felt her pressing apart the walls of his cunt. It was
magnificent. He made Valentina reach up to clutch her own tits,
mouth dropping open.

Naomi pulled away momentarily, leaving Randal
whimpering with emptiness. But it was only for Naomi to shuck off
her clothes before she crawled, naked, onto the massage table,
planting her face firmly between Valentina’s thighs. She licked and
sucked and fingered Valentina’s delicious pussy. Now straddling one
of Valentina’s legs, Naomi dragged herself up and down Valentina’s
knee.

Randal felt Naomi’s pussy as it dragged a trail
across his leg, her wetness combined with the coarse pubic hair
made him ache. Naomi feasted on him as she dragged herself across
his body, pleasuring herself as the restlessness within Valentina
grew brighter and brighter.

Randal was moaning now, Valentina’s voice rising in
desire. The slick sounds of Naomi’s tongue in Valentina’s pussy
filled the air. Naomi’s lips and chin were glistening with
Valentina’s juices. Her tongue worked faster against Valentina’s
clit while those magical fingers slid in and out of Valentina’s
pussy, stimulating every inch of Randal’s borrowed body. Naomi
fingered her faster, licked harder, following the rhythm of
Valentina’s body as Valentina’s breathing quickened and the
restlessness spilled out of her, making her wiggle, thrust her
thighs up to Naomi’s hungry mouth, drag her knee across Naomi’s
dripping pussy until she could contain it no longer and the orgasm
exploded through her.

Randal clutched Valentina’s tits and cried out as he
came, entire body shaking, eyes clenched shut as Naomi’s perfect
tongue and fingers slid in and out of his slick pussy. Naomi
pressed against him, holding him in that bliss as long as she could
as Valentina’s body tensed and then released, pleasure nearly
whiting out Randal’s vision.

“Oh fuck that was nice,” Randal made Valentina
whisper.

Naomi lifted her face from between Valentina’s legs.
She smiled brightly and crawled up Valentina’s body until she lay
completely pressed against Valentina’s naked form. The pendant lay
trapped between them, allowing Randal to drive more desire into
Naomi. They kissed, fingers entwining through each other’s hair as
the divine musk of Valentina’s pussy filled her nose. Naomi’s
tongue snaked into Valentina’s mouth and she sucked on it, savoring
the taste of her new lover. For there was no doubt that Naomi was
her lover, and Randal burned that thought deep into Naomi’s mind as
they made out, bodies entwined.
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Naomi became a regular fixture at Valentina’s
apartment. She would come over after work and they would cook
together. Naomi was a much better cook than either Valentina or
Randal. She taught them how to properly chop vegetables, how to
test noodles to see if they were done, how to slice meat. They had
fun in the kitchen, laughing as they cooked and shared a bottle of
wine. They stayed up long into the night talking and fucking and
talking some more.

Randal loved kissing Naomi’s broad nose. Grabbing her
hips. Smacking her ass. Tasting her inside and out. He loved the
way she giggled and blushed red when she became embarrassed. The
way she talked to herself while concentrating. The way she stroked
Valentina’s hair while Valentina lay her head in her lap as they
watched a show on Valentina’s laptop together.

Randal worked on both Valentina and Naomi, making
Valentina needy for the necklace and Naomi needy for Valentina.
Randal had to work hard to overcome Naomi’s hesitance to admit she
had feelings for a woman. Naomi was worried that it all seemed so
sudden but Randal assured her it was natural, just as he stroked
her with the pendant to force into her head that she wanted this.
Gradually, her hesitance died out and something like love
blossomed. His commands seemed to be sticking and after a while he
no longer needed to touch the necklace to her every time they got
together.

The first time Randal made Valentina ask Naomi to
workout on a livestream with her, Naomi demurred. She didn’t like
attention. This despite the fact that Randal had sexed up Naomi’s
wardrobe, made her crave the tighter, shorter clothes to show off
her hot little Asian body. Surprisingly, he was able to talk her
into it without resorting to the necklace. They set up twin mats
outside in a park and Randal led the way, introducing his five
thousand followers to his new girlfriend. Naomi blushed beet
red.

The workout video was a success, bringing in hundreds
of new followers, and Randal brought the videos into the rest of
their lives, filming at home, the dates they went on, the trips
they took, the clothes shopping they did, the cooking, the eating,
the restaurants, the kissing, the holding hands, the swimsuits. And
then, of course, fulfilling the fan requests.

Randal had long since gotten used to them, but Naomi
was shocked when someone first offered to pay her two hundred
dollars for the panties she’d been wearing in the latest workout
video. It didn’t take too much convincing, because Randal did the
work sealing it up in a plastic bag and mailing it out. The next
request was for Naomi to show her tits.

“No way,” she said, when Randal made Valentina first
approach her about this.

“It’s just a topless shot,” Randal tried. “I’ve done
dozens of them.”

“You’re different. You’re…you. You love showing off.
I’m a private person. Or…I was.”

Naomi sometimes got this way, seemingly on the
precipice of realizing that her recent life was all a lie
instituted by the necklace’s magic. Randal pressed the necklace
against Naomi’s arm and connected directly with her mind.

You don’t mind selling a topless photo. He
urged.

“But…I guess I could do one,” Naomi
agreed.

One became two, then three, then more. Each one made
it easier to convince her to do the next one. The money didn’t
hurt, either.

Their followers skyrocketed and in a matter of weeks
they started to make a decent living out of everything. Naomi cut
down on the amount of hours she worked at the massage parlor so she
could spend more time preparing videos. It was work but it was
worth it.

It was a small step from topless photos to full
nudity. Shy Naomi finally spread out on the bed while Randal
adjusted her this way and that so that the covers fell just so over
her body, teasing the delicate shape of her ass and her perky
breasts.

“Good, now move your hand,” Randal said, circling her
and snapping photos on his phone. She did as he asked. “Great. Now
touch your pussy.”

“I don’t know,” Naomi said, suddenly unsure.

Randal leaned forward and pressed the pendant against
her forehead. Touch your pussy for the camera.

“But I guess just this once,” Naomi said.

Randal snapped photos as Naomi’s hand dipped between
her legs, fingers finding her inviting pink folds. He kept shooting
as she slipped deeper inside herself, as she spread her legs, as
her body tightened and her mouth dropped open, as she shuddered in
orgasm.

They celebrated their hundred thousandth follower
with champagne on a vineyard outside town and a long slow fuck in
the woods that they filmed in preparation for their move to porn
videos. Randal thought their bodies were too good looking to keep
cooped up for his own personal pleasure. The world needed to see
them. And Naomi, under Randal’s commands, now agreed. He made her
touch the necklace several times a day, until her presence in his
mind was continuous and she was practically an extension of Randal.
Soon he could sense her thoughts when she was nearby, even when she
wasn’t touching the necklace, like he was now constantly tuned into
her.

The shared emotions were most fantastic during sex.
Naomi now eagerly dived between Valentina’s legs, bringing the
camera close. At these times, Randal tuned into Naomi’s thoughts,
her delight at eating Valentina’s pussy making Randal hornier,
which in turn fed on Naomi and made her hornier in a virtuous cycle
that never failed to end in roaring orgasms from both of them.

Randal and Naomi bought all sorts of sex toys and
experimented on each other in new and fantastic ways. They became
sex toy afficionados, cutting deals with the manufacturers to try
out their products on camera. The orgasms were never faked. Even if
their current product didn’t do it for him, their twin desires were
enough.

Randal continued to change Valentina’s body to fit
his wants. Naomi accompanied him when he made Valentina go get her
clit pierced. He squeezed Naomi’s hand as the piercing woman
prepped him and slipped the metal stud into his most sensitive of
areas. Randal was able to enjoy it two weeks later when he was
healed enough for Naomi to go down on Valentina. As she played with
the little stud with her tongue, Randal enjoyed a rippling orgasm
that made him howl with pleasure.

Everything in Randal’s new life was perfect. Except
for Monica. Valentina’s roommate obviously hated the whole
transformation and she lost it one day when Randal and Naomi took
up the living room for one of their aerobics videos.

“Do you have to take over the whole house with this
streaming shit?” Monica said, blue eyes blazing with barely
contained rage.

“Whoa, sorry, Monica,” Randal said. “I didn’t mean to
upset you.”

“This is all you do now. I feel like I’m constantly
on camera.”

It was then that Randal realized he’d been neglecting
Monica. He’d ignored her in his desire for Naomi, not even
bothering to force any new commands into her mind. And now she was
a blank slate to him. He considered touching her with the necklace
right then and there but he had some nagging doubts. Would he be
able to control both Naomi and Monica at the same time? What if the
necklace’s power was limited and he lost all the control he had
over Naomi?

“So, uh,” Randal said, turning to Naomi sheepishly.
“I should probably talk to Monica. Why don’t you go into our room
and quietly masturbate yourself to sleep?”

“I’ll enjoy that,” Naomi purred. She kissed him and
then slipped out of the room.

Valentina knocked on the door of Monica’s room. “Hey,
Monica? I think we should talk.”

“Are you recording this?” Monica asked from behind
her closed door.

“No.”

The door opened and Monica peaked out, glancing back
and forth. When she saw no sign of a camera she visibly
relaxed.

“Can we have a night, just the two of us? Like we
used to?” Valentina asked. “I’ll provide the wine.”

With some cajoling, Monica came out of her room and
the two women set up on the couch in the living room. Valentina
brought out a bottle of expensive wine—a gift from an online
admirer—and two glasses.

They sipped wine and made small talk. Randal managed
to get a chuckle out of her. Finally, on the second glass of wine,
Monica broached the subject of her discomfort.

“I didn’t expect any of this from you when we first
moved in,” Monica said.

“Any of what?”

“The…piercings and the tats. Which is fine, okay, I
mean, you can obviously do what you want to your own body. But also
the influencer stuff. Like, you were so shy. I thought maybe you
had a brain tumor or something that changed your attitude.” Monica
laughed nervously.

“No, nothing like that. I just…I don’t know, I felt
like I needed to open up a little and experience life. You know?
Like, sure I could just stay as I was but why not try new things?
And I found out that I liked a lot of new things.”

Randal could sense Naomi’s desire rising in the other
room as she approached an orgasm. Her ghostly desire flitted
through Valentina’s body. Randal tried to tune it out but they were
so connected it was difficult. Her feelings resonated through him
and, if he concentrated hard enough, he knew he would be able to
feel the physical sensations of Naomi’s fingers gliding through her
own wetness.

Randal tried to ignore Naomi’s feelings and said,
“And…this is going to sound kind of crazy. But it’s also this
necklace.” He pulled the necklace out from beneath the neck of his
shirt and showed it off. “It’s, well, magic.”

“Okay,” Monica said incredulously.

“Well,” Randal said, scooting closer to Monica and
holding up the necklace in front of Monica. “Just…touch it. See
what you think.”

“Okay.” Monica repeated, reaching up to stroke the
necklace.

As her fingers touched the red pendant, Randal felt
her awareness pop into existence within his own mind. But it seemed
to be entangled within the remnants of Naomi’s. He had a hard time
telling which was which. He was horny and wary and curious but he
didn’t know who’s feelings where whose. Where did Valentina and
Naomi stop and Monica start?

As Monica’s fingers briefly stroked the necklace,
Randal tried pushing a desire for Valentina into her mind but
missed and instead found Naomi’s desire ramping up with thoughts of
Valentina, which immediately fed back into Valentina’s body. A
shock of pleasure pulsed through Valentina’s body, instantly
drenching his panties.

Randal pulled away from Monica and bit his lip before
a gasp could escape. Monica’s fingers briefly snagged the necklace
when Randal pulled away and for an instant he thought it would snap
again, but the clasp held. Monica looked at him curiously, but with
no hint of the desire he tried to push through her mind.

“You okay?”

“Yeah, just…the wine,” Valentina mumbled, her cheeks
blushing red. God, she was so wet already. She wanted to join
Naomi, tumble into bed together and lick her cunt until she howled.
Even so, the ghost of Monica’s mind was still somewhere inside him,
though too tangled up with Naomi for Randal to do anything. “Did
you feel anything?”

“I mean…maybe it was a little warm,” Monica said,
clearly not wanting to hurt her friend’s feelings.

“The magic works best if you let it touch your skin
for a few seconds. Do you want to try?”

“When did you start believing in magic?” Monica
deflected.

“Just humor me. You’ll see.”

Monica allowed Valentina to take her hand. She
pressed the pendant against the back of Monica’s hand. Randal again
felt Monica’s awareness pop into existence. As Monica fixed him
with her pale blue eyes, Randal closed his eyes and tried to sort
through the myriad of thoughts that were Naomi and Monica. It was
both easier and harder now that Naomi was approaching climax. Her
thoughts were focused on her oncoming sexual pleasure, an intensity
and singlemindedness that made them easy to identify but hard to
ignore. They spiked the desire within Valentina’s body, making her
pussy lips slick and ready. Randal so wanted to dive into Naomi’s
cunt, but with an effort he focused on Monica.

Monica’s thoughts must be the non-sexual ones, he
reasoned. The curiosity. The doubt. Randal followed them back,
separating the threads until he had a clear path back to Monica’s
mind.

You’re attracted to me. You’re attracted to me.
You’re—

The link was broken as Monica pulled her hand away.
Randal opened his eyes. Monica’s cheeks were slightly blushed now,
her pupils wider.

“What was…what was that?” Monica asked.

“What was what?” Randal asked, Valentina’s lips
curling into a sly grin.

Monica licked her lips. Looked down. Back up. She
suddenly seemed nervous in Valentina’s presence. “Did you do
that?”

“Do what? What do you feel? It’s okay. It’s
natural.”

Randal scooted closer but Monica stood suddenly and
backed away. She couldn’t meet Valentina’s gaze. “I just had this
thought but…it’s crazy.”

“What?” Randal asked, standing and approaching
her.

“It was like someone else was in my head for a
second. And they told me…” She trailed off. “And I felt it,” she
finally whispered to herself, eyes wide.

“Hey, it’s okay,” Randal said. He tried to take her
hand but she slipped away.

“I need to go to bed,” Monica said, hurrying down the
hallway and closing the door to her room behind her.

It was not at all what Randal had expected. She’d
heard his command but recognized it as someone else’s voice. The
attraction he’d tried to force into her seemed to have partially
worked. She obviously felt it even as she realized it wasn’t
hers.

This would require some more work. But for now,
Randal wanted to make sure Naomi was still his. He made Valentina
return to her room where Naomi was just gasping out another orgasm.
She was laid out naked on his bed, and Randal couldn’t help but to
launch himself onto her, sating both their desires. Naomi was
definitely still his.
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Monica’s desire for Valentina seemed to sit
unsteadily in her mind. The next morning, when they slipped by each
other in the hallway, Randal saw her hesitate. Felt her yearning to
reach out and grab him. But she held herself off.

Randal grabbed her arm and brought his face closer to
her own. Monica gasped but didn’t pull away, her eyes wide with
need as they gazed into each other’s eyes. His gaze flitted across
her soft features. She was so fucking adorable and her mind seemed
so much stronger than any he had yet tried to conquer. It just made
him want her more.

Monica licked her lips. He slowly pressed the pendant
against her chest. You want to fuck me. You want to fuck
me.

Monica inhaled sharply, her mouth opening and closing
but no words coming out. Finally, she gasped, “Valentina,” her
voice breathy with desire.

Naomi came out of the bedroom at that exact moment
and the spell was broken. Monica disappeared into her room as Naomi
rounded on Valentina.

“What are you doing?” Her words seethed with barely
contained jealousy.

It was completely unexpected. He’d primed Naomi to
show herself off for strangers, to take nude photos, to degrade
herself for Valentina’s pleasure. Despite their public intimacy on
the internet, it seemed Naomi wanted Valentina in real life all for
herself.

“Were you hitting on your roommate?”

Naomi’s strong feelings steeled her mind against his.
Randal tried his best to push calming thoughts into her but he was
repelled. It was the same block he’d felt when the necklace had
broken and Valentina had lost her job. He couldn’t get purchase in
Naomi’s mind. Maybe strong emotions like rage were an armor,
blocking Randal’s control.

“Naomi, come here,” Randal said, moving Valentina to
embrace Naomi, intent on pressing the necklace against her for more
direct control, but Naomi batted him away.

“No, what is this? What’s going on between you
two?”

“Nothing. We’re just friends.”

“I saw how she was looking at you. And how you were
looking at her! I’ve done so much for you! I’ve changed my whole
life for you! What the hell do you think you’re doing?”

“Naomi,” Randal tried to assuage her, stepping
forward but Naomi shoved him back.

She was strong. Randal lost his balance and banged
against the far wall. For an instant Naomi looked apologetic and
her armor dropped, but before Randal could take advantage her brow
furrowed and the rage blocked him from her mind once again.

“Don’t ‘Naomi’ me.”

Randal had never seen her this angry, this jealous.
They were still mentally connected, though his influence had waned.
He shoved himself against Naomi’s mind, trying to get back inside,
searching for the tiniest crack. He needed to calm her down.

“Monica told me she had feelings for me but I was
telling her that would never happen,” Randal made Valentina insist
as he scrambled to get a toehold into Naomi’s mind. “I only want
you. You’re the only one I need.”

Naomi wanted to believe, and for just an instant she
dropped her guard. Randal found her thoughts and latched on,
focusing so intently he could feel her body as if it was his own
and for a second he inhabited both Valentina and Naomi at once.
Then Naomi’s anger spiked again before he could issue a command,
slicing off his awareness but leaving a part of himself lodged
inside her. Naomi turned and banged on Monica’s door.

“Monica, get out here!” Naomi yelled.

“Naomi,” Valentina said, touching Naomi’s
shoulder.

Naomi whirled around and slapped at Valentina’s hand.
Randal grabbed the necklace. His only chance was to press it
against Naomi’s skin. She saw him advancing and, perhaps sensing
the necklace’s purpose, grabbed his hand and held him off. They
grappled with each other, grunting as Monica opened the door and
gasped at the two of them.

“Get…off…me.” Naomi grunted between motions as Randal
tried desperately to press the pendant anywhere against Naomi.

“The necklace!” Monica gasped in sudden
realization.

Then she joined the fray. Both women struggled with
Valentina. Monica snagged her fingers through the chain and pulled,
yanking as hard as she could until the necklace snapped off. Randal
was plunged back into the blank red void. Only this time it wasn’t
completely blank. He saw the world overlayed through two sets of
senses and it took him a few seconds to separate the two.

In one, he was Valentina, looking down at the
now-broken necklace in her hand as all the changes Randal had made
swept through her, along with the sudden realization that none of
it had been her doing. In the other vision, he was Naomi, her
nightshirt clinging to her light form as she kept her fingers
wrapped around Valentina’s, trapping the necklace beneath
Valentina’s grip as her own realization of the profound changes
she’d made to her life swept through her. He saw the world through
both their eyes, heard through the ears, felt through their skin, a
tangle of two different bodies moving, controlled by two different
people.

“What…what’s happened?” Valentina cried, her angst
filtering through to Randal. He heard it through both Naomi and
Valentina’s own ears, a confusing medley of different timbres.

Randal’s vision tilted dizzyingly as Valentina looked
up at Naomi. The memories of all the raunchy things they’d done
together flooded her thoughts and made her cringe with
embarrassment and disbelief. What had made her do such things?

As Naomi, Randal felt her disgust at what she’d done
with Valentina, her wonder that she’d been dating a woman. That
she’d enjoyed it so thoroughly when now, clear-headed, she
felt no attraction to Valentina.

Randal floundered inside both their heads, trying to
get a grip on any thoughts and pull himself back inside one of
them. Every time he got close the pressure of the blank void yanked
him back into the pendant. He couldn’t control Valentina or Naomi.
He was a passenger in their bodies, a voyeur on their thoughts. And
yet he was definitely still in their heads. All this time inside
them had planted a seed in their minds that wouldn’t dislodge so
easily.

The three women talked and Randal tried to right
himself in this jumble of sensations.

“We need to get rid of this thing,” Monica was
saying. “Destroy it.”

The others agreed and Valentina held the clasp
gingerly in her fingers out in front of her, as if it would bite
her. She laid it on the walkway outside their apartment and Monica
appeared with a hammer.

Randal struggled inside Valentina and Naomi, fighting
to convince them of anything.

No! No! No! Touch the pendant! Touch the
pendant!

Valentina paused, hammer in hand. She began reaching
down to touch the pendant. She was inches away when Monica grabbed
her hand.

“What are you doing?”

Valentina shook her head, dislodging what little
control Randal had managed to achieve. The blank red void filled
his senses, sucking him back down into its emptiness and yet still
he clung to Valentina and Naomi’s minds. Valentina raised the
hammer as Randal jabbered for her to stop, desperate to stay her
hand, and then she slammed the hammer down on the pendant.

There was an ungodly crack, like being inside a
thundercloud, and the red disappeared.

Randal opened his eyes and a split second later
realized that he had eyes to open. He was kneeling on the floor
above the pendant, which had been smashed into fragments. He
wielded a hammer in one slender hand. Dropping his gaze, he found
Valentina’s magnificent tits beneath the neckline of the white
shirt that she was wearing. His hand shot to his chest, just above
his tits, and he gasped like a woman coming up from the water for
air.

I’m Valentina! He marveled, just as another
voice – a twin voice – said in his head, I’m Naomi! And a
third, more frantic, What’s happening?

Randal looked up and met Naomi’s gaze. Her eyes were
open wide in wonder. It was then that Randal realized he was in
complete control of his body. He didn’t have to nudge Valentina. He
was Valentina. The second voice was his own, but in Naomi’s
body apparently. And the third voice was her own, her mind now
trapped helpless in her own body.

“Did it work?” Monica asked from behind Randal. “Are
you free?”

Don’t tell her I’m still here, Randal thought
hard at Naomi. He saw her mouth the words and knew she’d caught his
thought.

“I…I think so,” Naomi said, standing unsteadily.
Randal was catching the storm of thoughts thundering through her
head: Holy shit I’m Naomi! Look at these tits. Am I also inside
Valentina’s head? Oh god, Naomi is even hotter from inside.

Randal? Randal thought, concentrating on
Naomi. Naomi turned to him and Randal smiled. I’m Randal, too.
There’s a copy of me in both women.

He saw the Randal inside Naomi had realized the same
thing at the same time. There was still a pull from the necklace. A
power still remaining even in its broken form. As Naomi distracted
Monica, Randal reached down and plucked the tiniest sliver of red
crystal from the shards on the floor, not much more than a
splinter. He stood and turned to Monica, the shard pinched between
two fingers. He took Monica’s arm.

“Thank you,” he said, still pretending to be
Valentina.

And then he shoved the splinter into Monica’s
forearm. She jumped and swore, yanking her arm back.

“Sugar!”

But it was too late.

Kiss me. Kiss me. Kiss me. Randal urged into
her mind.

Her furrowed brow straightened and the drumbeat of
Randal’s commands was too much. She jumped forward and kissed
Randal-Valentina, wrapping her arms her. Monica’s kiss was hard and
desperate, her entire body thrown against Valentina, trying to
press up against her everywhere. Her hands slid against Valentina’s
face as they made out like new lovers. Monica slipped her tongue
into Valentina’s mouth, tasting her.

You want my tits. You want my tits. Randal
commanded.

Monica pulled away and dropped to Valentina’s chest,
her hands greedy for Valentina’s breasts, squeezing them as she
kissed her way across the tee shirt. Her hot breath brushed against
Valentina’s sensitive nipples, clinking against the studs and
sending a sliver of pleasant pain down Valentina’s body. Monica
scrambled to take off Valentina’s top and bra before burying her
blonde head between Valentina’s swaying tits. She squeezed both of
them, licking, kissing, desperate for them, filled with a man’s
longing for breasts.

Turn around and kiss me, Randal heard a
command echo through his head, the voice directed at Monica.

She obeyed, pulling her lips off Valentina’s tits and
turning to kiss Naomi. She sighed as their lips met, her body
trembling in yearning. The two Randal clones in their new bodies
directed their lust through her so she felt their lust as her
own.

As Naomi made out with Monica, Randal hurried
Valentina’s body to the kitchen and pulled a squeeze jar of honey
from the cupboard. By the time he returned, both women were
topless. Monica had enormous tits, the pink nipples already erect
as she dragged her chest against Naomi, both of them still making
out like long lost lovers.

The Randal in Naomi was connected to the Randal in
Valentina, so Naomi twined her hand through Monica’s blonde hair
and pulled her away. Monica’s blue eyes were wide with lust and she
whimpered as Naomi held her head and brushed her cheek with her
thumb. Monica’s body was thrumming now. Randal held the squeeze jar
of honey above Monica’s chest and squeezed out a thin line of
honey, moving back and forth across her glorious tits, showering
sweet clean Monica with sticky honey. Then Randal tossed the bottle
aside and leaned in to lick Monica’s tits. Naomi joined in, licking
from the other side.

Monica’ moaned and cradled the two women to her as
they licked the sweet honey off her pale skin. Randal used
Valentina’s tongue to trace gooey patterns in the honey, circling
Monica’s swollen clit before popping it into his mouth and sucking
on it as he grazed it with his teeth. The two Randal clones kept up
a steady drumbeat of commands to make Monica helpless with
lust.

You want to fuck us. You’re horny for us. You’re so
wet.

Randal kissed away around her tits and raised her
arm, burying his nose in Monica’s armpit and inhaling her deep
scent. He ran his tongue along the inside of her arm, up her
armpit, savoring the salty taste of her. Naomi did the same on the
other side, both Randal minds using her for their own pleasure as
they kept up their mental commands.

You love fucking us. You love eating pussy. You’ve
always wanted to eat Valentina’s pussy.

Monica whimpered again and looked down at
Valentina.

“Please…” she begged. “Can I eat your pussy?”

Randal grinned. “Of course.”

They threw their clothes off, desperate and horny for
each other. Randal lay Valentina’s body down on the couch and
Monica dove between her legs. Monica inhaled deeply, savoring
Valentina’s rich musk before sticking out her pink tongue and
licking Valentina’s slit from bottom to top. She closed her eyes,
savoring Valentina’s flavor.

“God, I’ve been wanting to do that forever,” Monica
sighed.

She dipped her head back down and licked, tongue
slipping into Valentina’s pink folds and sending shivers through
Randal’s body. Then Naomi threw one leg over Valentina’s face and
straddled her. Suddenly Naomi’s cunt was hovering just in front of
Valentina’s nose and Randal slipped his tongue out and licked her.
She was wet and delicious, and she sighed as gripped her ass,
holding her close as he set about making tight patterns across her
swollen pink clit.

Naomi moaned on top of him, driving herself harder
against him. She was sopping wet, dripping into his mouth as Randal
licked her while Monica did the same to his own pussy. Naomi bent
back and grabbed Valentina’s tits from behind her fingers curling
around the little studs in Valentina’s nipples. She pulled them
lightly, just enough to make the beautiful sharp pain stab through
Valentina’s body. Randal moaned into Naomi’s cunt, his tongue
pausing briefly to savor the pain before resuming his ever more
frantic licking.

Naomi rode him, humping his mouth as she gently
twisted his nipple rings. Her head was thrown back, mouth agape as
she sighed with each caress from Valentina. Randal felt Monica
bring in two fingers and spread him apart, dipping into him,
sliding up to fill his tight pussy as her tongue pressed hard
against his clit. Randal felt her fingering him, sliding deep into
Valentina’s tight pussy, curling up around to the dimpled nub of
his innermost pleasure. Valentina’s body felt amazing to be
fingered like this, Monica thrusting in and out, wiggling her
fingers inside to the rhythm of his body.

Surrounded by Naomi’s musk, nipples tweaked by Naomi,
Monica’s fingers and tongue dancing across and into him, Randal
came. Valentina’s body shivered, gasping as pleasure made him
rigid. His tongue paused inside Naomi as he shuddered in utter
desire, the orgasm ripping through him.

He heard Monica crying out as she came just from
eating pussy. Her cries were muffled in Valentina’s cunt, the
reverberations making Valentina’s body sing, driving the pleasure
back up through her. Randal’s body hummed again as Naomi grinded on
him, her own cries growing higher, quicker, until she came with a
thundering, shuddering cry. Randal joined her, moaning into her
rich pussy as they came together, the second orgasm even better
than the first.

When they finished they swapped positions. Now it was
Naomi’s turn to be eaten out by Monica as Valentina rode Naomi’s
sweet face. They swapped again and again, forcing Monica to
pleasure them in a variety of ways, their cries ringing through the
room, until they were all worn out and sopping wet.

The three women lay in a tangled heap on the couch,
breasts rising and falling as they recovered from their orgy.
Randal in Valentina plotted with Randal in Naomi, both of them
exploring this new psychic connection between themselves, savoring
this complete control over their new bodies, and over Monica.

She’d done them a favor by splintering the necklace.
Randal’s power had grown to the point where he didn’t need it to
survive. He lived in his new bodies. But each shard of the necklace
could be used to control someone new. Whoever they wanted. As many
as they wanted.

He would never be without a body again.

# # #


Thank you!

​ I hope you
enjoyed reading this twisted little tale as much as I enjoyed
writing it. If you liked it, please leave a review. They really
help. Also, be sure to check out some of my other stories
below.

Yes, I do commissions! You can always email me at
bodyswapstories@gmail.com
or visit my website for more info and pricing, plus weekly body
swapping and transformation captions at https://www.bodyswapfiction.com






Thanks!

M


Also by M. Wills

​ Visit www.bodyswapfiction.com
for weekly captions and the latest stories or to hire me to write a
story for you.

If you enjoyed this book, you may also enjoy my
other erotic stories, available through my author page on
Smashwords:
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Corporate
Bodies 3

Oliver, Jacob and Amir go wild, copying their
minds into whoever they desire and enjoying their delightful
feminine bodies.
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Occubus

 


A mean-spirited sorority girl is possessed by an
occubus, a demon that takes over a person and thrives on their
sexual energy, its demonic male essence gradually turning her body
masculine while she remains helpless inside.
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Corporate Bodies 2

 


Oliver and Amir experiment with expanding their
consciousness into other bodies, controlling multiple people at the
same time to explore their sexy new bodies.
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The Necklace
(Part 1)

 


A young man who works at a gym finds a magic
necklace that sucks him into the body of one of the clients, a sexy
Latina, and slowly learns to control her.

 


 


And many
more!
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