
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
    WHOEVER YOU WANT TO BE 
 
    A TRANSGENDER EROTIC ROMANCE STORY

BY 
 
    NIKKI CRESCENT 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    KEEPING UP WITH 
 
    NIKKI CRESCENT 
 
    JOIN NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST! 
 
    Thank you for picking up one of my books! Chances are I’m in the process of working on another one! Hey—Did you know that you can read my whole catalogue for free if you subscribe to Kindle Unlimited? It’s true! If you aren’t subscribed, I would highly recommend it. 
 
    I have started this little newsletter to let all of my beautiful readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away EXCLUSIVE CONTENT FOR FREE. The sign up takes about four seconds (seriously). I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button. 
 
    CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP FOR NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST NOW! 
 
    Can’t open the link? Just copy and paste this link into your browser: 
 
    http://eepurl.com/O3CKz 
 
    Want to get in touch with me? It’s really so easy! 
 
    Email me at:  
 
    nikkicrescent@gmail.com 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    COPYRIGHT INFORMATION 
 
    This book is a work of fiction. All the characters in this book are fictitious and any similarity to any person, living or dead, is purely coincidence. 
 
    Published By Honey Wagon Books  
 
    Copyright © 2015 by Nikki Crescent 
 
    Model License Holder: Ollyy Sanderson (Shutterstock Inc.) 
 
    Background Image License Yoko-Onos-Balls (Shutterstock Inc.) 
 
    Cover by Fleet Lebowski 
 
    All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other non-commercial uses permitted by copyright law. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    NAVIGATOR 
 
    Begin Reading 
 
    Table of Contents 
 
    Newsletter 
 
    Copyright 
 
    About the Author 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    TABLE OF CONTENTS 
 
    NAVIGATOR 
 
    - 
 
    WHOEVER YOU WANT TO BE 
 
    CHAPTER ONE 
 
    CHAPTER TWO  
 
    CHAPTER THREE 
 
    CHAPTER FOUR 
 
    CHAPTER FIVE 
 
    - 
 
    ABOUT THE AUTHOR


 
   
  
 



 
 
    DEDICATION 
 
    To all of my readers  
 
    You have made everything possible 
 
    Thank you. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    WHOEVER YOU WANT TO BE 
 
    Travelling for business is a thing of the past, now that you can hop into your Avatar, a perfect replica of yourself, on the other side of the planet, in the blink of an eye. Being in an Avatar is no different from real life—you can still see, hear, feel, taste, and smell everything, as if the Avatar was your real body. 
 
    When Theo, one of the programmers behind the breakthrough invention, realizes there is a glitch in the system that could allow hackers to take control of any Avatar they want, he can’t help but try it out for himself before fixing the problem. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    I had a feeling people would abuse their Avatars ever since the day I was asked to help program the things. I was absolutely sure people would end up using them for everything besides their intended purpose, as soon as our bosses told us we were going to market early, before we’d even worked out most of the glitches. Of course no one was going to buy a thirty-thousand dollar Avatar just to go to business meetings. Give me a break... 
 
    That was the whole concept: the ability to be present anywhere in the world, with a replica body that you could control just like your own, except your real body stays back in the comfort of your own home, in bed, with a little helmet on your head. They were being advertised to big international companies, to save money on airfare, but as soon as the rest of the world caught wind of the invention, there was already people planning to buy themselves an Avatar for all of the wrong reasons. Before we launched, one of my co-workers even showed me a website devoted to Avatar orgy meet-ups. They say every invention finds its way into pornography eventually… 
 
    And of course, being able to control a different body, see through different eyes, feel through different skin, it was essentially bound to become a glorified sex toy. When I heard the Avatars would be completely ‘anatomically accurate’, I said to my co-worker, “Give it one year before these things are sold in sex toy stores.” 
 
    But I was wrong. The company I worked for, Bonham Industries, the company behind the Avatars, was strict in only selling the Avatars to major corporations, ensuring the replica humans didn’t end up in the hands of the perverts and the people who ran the Avatar orgy meet-up website. That website must have been disappointed when they failed to get their hands on the incredibly life-like robots. 
 
    Though I shouldn’t call them robots. They were essentially real humans, created in labs using stem cells and all that good stuff. They still needed to eat and drink and use the bathroom, just like regular people. Except when they weren’t being used, they just stood there, looking lifeless, blinking occasionally, without a thought in their heads. They weren’t conscious. That part of their brain was empty, waiting to be filled by their owner. The food and drink thing was easily mitigated with an IV feeding tube that stayed connected throughout the days they weren’t in use.  
 
    When you placed your order (once you were approved to place an order) you had to send in a DNA sample (a mouth swab or a strand of hair). They would use the sample to make your Avatar look just like you.  
 
    I have to say, I was shocked: a few years into their production and the Avatars really were just being used for business ventures. I even had one, that I got to use to attend meetings and conferences in Japan. Sometimes I would abuse my powers and take my unit out for sushi. Of course, eating sushi as an Avatar doesn’t make you any fuller than you were before, but my God, is there anything that tastes as good as authentic sushi?  
 
    One of my co-workers claimed he took his Avatar to a brothel and fucked a prostitute. He told me when we were out drinking at a bar one day. I didn’t believe him at first, because I knew for a fact Bonham Industries tracked all of the Avatars, to ensure they were only being used for their intended purposes. I helped design that very tracking software: a little chip that was implanted deep in each unit’s brain. “Before I took control of my Avatar, I went in and bypassed the tracking code,” he told me. Later, I made him show me how he did it, and sure enough, there was a very simple glitch that he’d found, that I’d missed, that made it very easy to switch off the tracking function without alerting Bonham Industries. As far as the tracking system could tell, the Avatar was just left standing in its hibernation unit. 
 
    I probably should have gone in the next day to fix the glitch, but I didn’t. I was curious to abuse the system myself just a little bit—just a wee, little, tiny bit, I swear. I’d always hated the feeling of stepping out onto the Tokyo streets, knowing I would get in huge trouble if I wandered too far away from the Bonham Industries building. There were restaurants I wanted to try out, culture I wanted to take in… And I would be lying if I said I wasn’t a little bit curious about the women. I certainly wouldn’t risk going to a brothel, like my co-worker had, but I would be interesting in seeing how I fared with Japanese women. I’d always had a bit of a thing for Asian ladies. 
 
    Besides, I’m not entirely sure how my co-worker went about paying for a lady at a brothel. I had a copy of my credit card with my Avatar—my real credit card, with my name on it. I suppose he could have simply taken cash out at an ATM, but with the insane amount of counterfeiting, who still takes cash anymore? Maybe brothels… 
 
    Before zipping over to Japan for a fun night out, I decided to look deeper into the code, and see if there were other glitches I might have missed. Turns out, there were plenty. This is what happens when you rush a product to market. I wondered if anyone else was aware of the glitches in the system. There was even one glaring flaw that would make it simple enough to hop into someone else’s Avatar. That could be potentially catastrophic, I thought. Can you imagine identity theft on that level?  
 
    I made note of all the glitches I’d found, intending to fix them all the next day, and then I slipped my helmet on and I lay on my back. With the press of a button, I was standing upright in a pod, in Japan, in my Avatar unit. My location tracking was turned off, thanks to my co-worker’s little glitch. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    It’s frighteningly incredible how easy it is to be outgoing and confident in a different body, even if it is a replica of your own body, using your own name, paying for drinks with your own credit card. Somehow, it still feels like you’re not yourself, and I suppose technically, you’re not. When you go up to flirt with a woman, there’s a strange sensation of freedom, as if there are no consequences for your actions. I could have made a huge fool of myself, and gone home without a worry on my mind. Strange, because I still sometimes thought about humiliating encounters with women from my high-school years, over a decade ago.  
 
    But in an Avatar, it was different. It’s a lot like being on the internet, and not like you’re in the real world. Everything has an artificialness to it. You can say or do whatever you want, and feel secured by the mask of anonymity. I’d never been much of a flirt before, but after a few drinks, I felt like the king of that bar. I found myself a nice chick who spoke pretty good English and seemed genuinely interested in me. We talked for a while, I bought her a few drinks, and then we ended up back at her place.  
 
    I never told her I was using an Avatar. She didn’t need to know. Besides, it made no physical difference to her. To me, there was hardly a difference. Occasionally, because the software was still new and sometimes the server lagged, I would slip back into my real body for a few seconds before returning to my Avatar. She didn’t seem to notice.  
 
    Fucking her was fun. I felt like I could try out things I’d always been too nervous to try. I was like an animal, doing whatever I wanted without a single care for her. Of course I didn’t hurt her or anything, but I can’t promise everything we did was legal according to Japanese law. She seemed to enjoy it more than I was enjoying it, which is saying something because I was having a blast. 
 
    I tied her to the bed, wrists and ankles, on her stomach. I fucked her in the pussy for a bit, but then I got curious. I’d always wanted to try anal, but I’d always been too afraid to ask. Now, I didn’t feel afraid at all. I didn’t even ask, technically. I just told her I was going to fuck her in the asshole, and she didn’t protest. She squirmed a bit as I penetrated her backdoor, but after a few deep plunges, she seemed to be enjoying it. She even started moaning louder than I’d ever heard a girl moan, once my balls were slapping her in the ass.  
 
    I don’t know why, but I was surprised when I came, not because my Avatar was actually fully capable of producing cum, but because I felt everything—every little tremble and warm jolt of euphoria. It felt no different than fucking in my real body, despite the fact my real body was thousands of miles away. 
 
    Even the memory, the next day, was as clear as if the experience was completely real. Was the experience real, if it felt totally real, looked totally real, even tasted totally real? I don’t see why not, but that certainly opened a whole slew of philosophical debates.  
 
    I went back to Tokyo again that night. This time, I had a different plan. I wanted to really see how real the experiences were inside of the Avatars. During work that day, I’d thought a lot about the difference between real and artificial. If an experience as an Avatar is real, then is a dream real? A dream doesn’t happen in the physical universe, so I suppose not, but all of the sensations in a dream seem real, so who’s to say, really?  
 
    I thought I would see what a drug trip was like in an Avatar. I went to a sketchy bar in my Avatar body, and I found a man selling acid. I’d done acid a few times in college, so I knew more or less what to expect. Acid had a big effect on the senses, but what I was interested in was its effect on the consciousness. When someone takes a hit of acid, they perceive the world differently, and they process the world differently. You see things you’ve never noticed before—things that are really there, but have never stood out. On acid, you tend to have profound thoughts, and sometimes you can even solve problems that you weren’t able to solve before because the drug helps you think in new ways. 
 
    But what if my Avatar took the drug? Would it affect the way I thought? Would that mean my consciousness was really moving over to another body?  
 
    I took the drug, with a couple of girls I met at the same bar. They were just interested in the recreation of it. I wanted to test the limits of my Avatar’s capabilities.  
 
    The experience was no different from what I experienced in college. The visions were similar, the shapes and colours I saw brought back memories of drug-fuelled adventures, and the thoughts that came to me were some of the more profound (and occasionally completely outrageous) I’d ever had. I had a real drug trip. So my consciousness really was shifting over my Tokyo Avatar’s.  
 
    Best of all, when I transferred back over to my real body after the initial high wore off, I got to dodge the after-acid hangover that I remembered all too well. Incredible, I thought. I didn’t even know what to do with this new information I’d discovered. I felt like I needed to find a scientist to come and study the phenomenon, but there was so much I still wanted to know, and I didn’t want to expose the fact that I knew about so many little glitches in the system. 
 
    Moving consciousness was not necessarily a new phenomenon. A few years before, they’d created special cameras that people could access with VR helmets, where you could see into different parts of the world, and look around freely, as if you were really there. The Avatar was really just an upgrade from that. Some televisions even came with diffusers that diffused real smells into your home, taken right from the sets of cooking shows, or whatever you were watching. It wasn’t exactly the teleporting of consciousness, but it was the teleporting of senses.  
 
    During my drug trip, a strange thought occurred to me. It was while I was getting a blowjob from one of the girls I was with, who was extremely high herself, and very horny. She had her hand between her bare thighs, and she was rubbing her exposed clit. “I’m so wet,” she said, and I couldn’t help but wonder, ‘What does that feel like?’ What is it like to be horny as a woman? What does it feel like to be wet? What does it feel like to have an orgasm as a woman, or just sex in general? I watched her carefully when I penetrated her. I watched her head roll from side to side as she squirmed and moaned with a big smile on her face. It looked like absolute heaven, so much more than what you get as a man during sex: a lot of work and then a quick moment of pure bliss. 
 
    And then I got to thinking, how could I feel the same thing? Surely, with all the new sense replicating technology, there must be some way to imitate that feeling as a man, and really learn what it’s like… Then it hit me. 
 
    I remembered that glitch in the software, the one that made Avatars vulnerable to being hacked into. With a simple line of code, I could have hopped into any Avatar that I wanted to, including a female Avatar, as long as I could find the serial number, which wouldn’t be too hard seeing as I had access to the Bonham Industries databases.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    There was a very pretty girl who worked one floor above me. Her name was Katelyn. She was a petite blonde, with small tits and big, shining eyes. She always reminded me of a movie star, but I could never put my finger on who. It had always bugged me. 
 
    I saw her at a bio-technologies convention in Tokyo once, the day after I’d seen her around the office, so I knew she had an Avatar, unless she hopped on a red-eye before the convention and then got back in just as much of a hurry, but that seemed unlikely, especially since Bonham Industries provided employees with Avatars for that very reason. 
 
    I will admit that I’d always wanted to see her naked, though that wasn’t much of a shocker. I think most of the guys in the office would have liked to see her naked. Most of the girls that worked at Bonham Industries weren’t exactly beauties. They were all boyish nerds, all with unflattering glasses and an unhealthy appetite for fast food. Some of the girls who worked downstairs in administration were okay—actually, there were a few hotties downstairs—but I knew none of them had Avatars. Why would they? Their job was to answer the phones. They didn’t need to be in Tokyo or Moscow or on the goddamned moon to answer the phones. 
 
    I thought for a while of how I could get her serial number. Serial numbers were tattooed on the back of each Avatar’s neck, but the Avatars were all stored in separate, locked rooms, so unless I knew where the key to her particular room was, going to Tokyo to get her serial number was out of the question. 
 
    It turned out, it was much easier than that. I was able to find a list of Avatar serial numbers and their owners in the Bonham Industries database. The first few numbers were blacked out as a security measure, but because there were so few Avatars in circulation, it was easy to determine the missing numbers by analysing the algorithm and deducting a solution. My college thesis was on complex algorithms, and the one being used by the Avatars was far from complex.  
 
    The only thing left to do was to go into my helmet’s software and change a single line of code, replacing my serial number with Katelyn’s. I felt a sense of warm pride as I flicked the helmet onto standby, and the little screen read in green letters, “All systems ready.” It only said that if it could establish a connection with the Avatar, which meant I had the right serial number (unless, by some wild fluke, I’d entered in the serial number of a totally different Avatar, which was astronomically unlikely).  
 
    Yet despite the green, reassuring text, I was afraid to press the button and enter into her body. What if it wasn’t as simple as swapping the serial number? What if I’d missed something, and the moment I pressed the button, my consciousness got lost in some ether and I couldn’t get it back? The anxiety sounds absurd, but if consciousness can travel thousands of miles in a millisecond, who’s to say it can’t get lost halfway?  
 
    My hand trembled as I reached for the button. Was it really worth the risk? Did I really want to experience being a woman that badly? And what—would I go and find a man to fuck me? How would I be able to go through with it? Even in Katelyn’s Avatar body, I would still have the consciousness of a straight male. I would still only be interested in women. Maybe I could find a nice lesbian to eat me out… Japan was, after all, filled with lesbians.  
 
    Before I had the guts to press the little button, I went back to my computer and I looked back into the coding. There were millions of lines of code—I would never be able to get through all of it, scanning for flaws. It was written by a team of one hundred programmers, in a unique coding language that I hardly understood. But I did scan through a couple hundred lines, and I couldn’t find any other changes that needed to be made in order to go to a different body. 
 
    I found myself back on my bed, on my back, with the helmet on my head. The thought of my Japanese date squirming in ecstasy as I fucked her came to the front of my mind. I would be missing out, I thought, if I didn’t give it a whirl. I’d be the only man alive who could say they’d experienced a female orgasm. I think every guy, at some point in their life, wonders what it would feel like to have your clit stimulated.  
 
    I took a deep breath, bit my tongue, and then I pressed the button. There was a flash of light. I felt my heart as it started to race, for just a second before I suddenly felt calm. I opened my eyes and I was staring at a white wall: I was in a pod room.  
 
    I looked down quickly, my eyes landing immediately on a naked female body: my body. The code change worked, I was in Katelyn’s Avatar. I ran my fingers down my skin, of course feeling my breasts first. Katelyn’s breasts were bigger than they looked in clothes, but she was just as fit. Even her Avatar seemed oddly fit, as if she put on her helmet just to exercise her Avatar.  
 
    I ran my fingers down, between my thighs, over my pussy. At first, it was a gentle touch, just skimming my plump lips. I expected more of a sensitive jolt, but it didn’t really feel like anything at all. Then, I went for a second pass, pressing down harder, slipping my finger between my pussy’s lips. As my fingertip ran down my length, I immediately felt my clit. Ladies weren’t kidding: it’s a sensitive little spot! It didn’t exactly feel like an incredible jolt of pleasure, but it was definitely sensitive—uncomfortably so, after a few strokes.  
 
    I looked around for a mirror. There was one in the closet, where Katelyn kept her Avatar’s wardrobe. Avatars had to be hibernated naked, so that the health scans (that I helped design), which happened once a night, could function efficiently. The Avatar health scan wasn’t much different from the regular health scan you get at a doctor’s office—just slower and more thorough, which was possible because the Avatar didn’t move at all when the scan was underway.  
 
    I felt a giddy excitement as I stepped through the room, feeling my tits bouncing slightly. Having no cock between my legs was certainly a strange sensation. It felt like there was something missing, even though I knew exactly what; it was still very strange.  
 
    I watched myself in the mirror as I grabbed and squeezed my tits. I felt naughty, as if I was doing something I wasn’t supposed to be doing (and I was doing something I wasn’t supposed to be doing, and seeing something I wasn’t supposed to be seeing). The naked body I was staring at was biologically identical to the real body of Katelyn, which meant I was seeing Katelyn naked. She looked good. 
 
    I opened her closer drawers. Everything was perfectly organized, and I wasn’t surprised, knowing how meticulous Katelyn was. I once borrowed a pen from her desk, and all of her pens were perfectly evenly spaced, and they looked as though they’d been polished. She claimed they hadn’t been, but I have my reservations. 
 
    Her top drawer was filled with panties, all identical white cotton panties. I was slightly disappointed that there wasn’t anything more exciting, like a lacy thong, or some crotchless lingerie, but putting on panties was exotic enough. Even though I was in the body of a woman, I still felt like I was indulging in some weird cross-dressing fantasy that I didn’t have.  
 
    Putting on a bra wasn’t as easy as I thought it would be. My first instinct was to put it on straight, but I quickly realized it was a pain to clip on, reaching around my back. Then I remembered how girls did it after I’d fucked them. They always put it on backwards, tied it up, and then spun it around. I tried it that way, and it worked fine. 
 
    I went through a few drawers and found nothing but boring blouses and business pant suits. Nothing had any spice to it. 
 
    And then in the next drawer, I found a number of dresses. My heart rate accelerated. Finally, I thought, something a little bit racy. I figured if I was going to go out as a woman, I might as well have fun with it, live on the edge just a little bit. Presumably, the dresses were reserved for functions and fancy business dinners. There was one dress that I thought was even a little bit too racy for any special functions or fancy dinners. It was red with a very short skirt and an open back. I tried it on. 
 
    I loved the way it felt against my bare skin. The fabric was impossibly soft, feeling like I was wearing nothing at all until I moved and could feel the light dress moving ever-so-slightly. I had to keep looking down to make sure the dress hadn’t slipped off—I don’t think I would have noticed if it had. 
 
    I looked in the mirror again, turning gently from side to side, watching the skirt of my dress floating as it swayed. A nervous excitement filled my body. I suddenly felt like I was taking overly-controlled breaths as I looked to the door, which would take me out into the real world, filled with real people. It was strange. In my regular Avatar, I never fought any nerves. It never felt like I was real, like there were any consequences. If you feel pain in your Avatar, you can always just jump back to your regular body until the pain subsides. If you fall off of a building, sure your Avatar will splat against the ground, but you will just wake up in your bed, as if nothing but a bad dream had happened.  
 
    Maybe it was because I was helming someone else’s identity—I was responsible for their reputation. That was one thing that wasn’t safe when you went out in your Avatar: your reputation. Avatars look just like their human counterparts. If you decide to rob a bank with your Avatar, it’s still your picture that ends up on the evening news. I don’t know why I cared less about my own reputation than I cared about Katelyn’s, but I did. I was terrified of running into someone she knew, or worse, being seen by one of our bosses, out on the town, where we technically weren’t supposed to be taking our Avatars. 
 
    Katelyn had a naturally beautiful face with big, shining eyes, but it seemed strange to go out on the town with a sexy red dress and not a flick of makeup. I found a very organized makeup kit in one of the drawers. I dug through it carefully, making sure to keep it just as organized as when I’d found it. I wasn’t sure what most of the stuff was for, so I stuck to what seemed straight forward enough, starting with eyeliner. I remembered watching my mother do her makeup, when I was very young. She would lean over the sink, with her face just inches from the mirror, and she would move very carefully with each little item. When she was out of the house one day, I got into her makeup kit and tried to see what I could do. I tried to mimic her usual routine, starting with the flesh-coloured cream, and then using the little black brush on my eyelashes. Then, I tried really hard (it took a few tries) to draw perfectly straight lines along my eyelids with the little black marker. I stepped back and was mesmerized by how big and bright my eyes were. I was quick to wash it all off before my mom got home. 
 
    Now, I was doing the same thing, with a little bit more finesse. I didn’t want to overdo it. I always cringed a little bit when I saw a woman with makeup as dense as a clown’s. I dated a girl once who loved to use a lot of blush, but I always thought it made her look like a cartoon character. For my night out in Katelyn’s Avatar, I wanted to look sexy, but I didn’t want to overdo it. I didn’t necessarily want a ton of attention drawn my way, seeing as I was going out in a town filled with Katelyn’s bosses and co-workers. I had nothing against Katelyn and I didn’t want her to get into any trouble. Besides: any trouble she got in was trouble for me. As soon as she claimed she never went out on the town, it wouldn’t be long before they started looking into the source code, and looking up who had the access and the knowhow to meddle with it. 
 
    It took a good thirty minutes, but in the end, I thought I’d done a pretty good job. I’d maybe gotten a little bit carried away with the eyeliner, drawing it on thick. I’d always liked girls with thick eyeliner. It gave a certain mysterious, sexy look that always got me going. Plus, it was popular in Japan, and when in Rome… 
 
    I found myself unable to open the door. I held my hand on the handle, my body tense and cold. I had the strangest fear in my head, that someone would look at me and recognize me—recognize my male self through Katelyn’s Avatar. It was, of course, impossible, but recognizing the impossibility didn’t seem to make the fear go away. 
 
    I took a series of long, deep breaths, and then I opened the door, revealing the long, empty hallway that led down to the busy streets of Tokyo.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    People say that men and women think differently, and there has always been a lot of debate as to whether thought is part of consciousness, or if it’s something that happens inside of the brain. For the longest time, people wondered whether consciousness was something that existed inside of the brain, or if it was something that was more metaphysical or spiritual, if you subscribe to that train of thought. With the creation of Avatars, I think it’s safe to say that consciousness was proven to exist outside of the brain—maybe not proven, but one could make a strong case for the matter.  
 
    With my little experiment, I think I created a whole new debate. As a woman, I didn’t just feel different, but I was quickly realizing that I was thinking differently, too. I was incredibly conscious about the way I looked. At first, It thought it was just a consequence of trying to blend in, so I wouldn’t draw too much unwanted attention to the fact I was hijacking someone’s body. But then I started realizing it was much more than that. I wanted to look good. I checked myself out whenever possible, in every available reflection. I looked closely at myself to make sure my posture was good, my hair was perfect, my makeup was unflawed, and so on. I stopped at a bathroom (Avatars, for whatever strange reason, seem to need to use the bathroom much more than regular people), and found myself perfecting little strands of hair in the mirror. 
 
    I also noticed that I wasn’t getting distracted by every beautiful woman that passed me. It wasn’t until I made an effort to look at the people around me that I realized there were beautiful women in my vicinity. Usually, I wouldn’t have been able to help myself—I would be staring at every hint of cleavage, every big set of tits, every tight pair of yoga pants. But it seemed like I couldn’t notice those things unless I tried.  
 
    Instead, I found myself looking at flattering, cute outfits. I would see dresses that I imagined myself wearing, or shoes that made my legs weak. Shoes? Since when did I give a damn about shoes? There was one girl, sitting on a park bench, wearing a pair of black shoes with red soles. No matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t look away from the things! Even when the stranger was out of sight, it was all I could think about.  
 
    There was a calmness to my mind that I wasn’t used to. All of my thoughts seemed so clear and distinct, despite the fact I was still as nervous as hell. When something like a pair of nice shoes distracted me, my thoughts weren’t interrupted. As a man, when a set of perky, braless tits walked by, every thought in my head would come to an abrupt halt. 
 
    When I stopped outside of the bar I intended on hitting up, I suddenly didn’t want to go inside—not because I was nervous, but because it suddenly seemed like a nasty place, filled with gross, horny men. I wanted to go somewhere more classy, somewhere more elegant; maybe somewhere with nice curtains, and a nice, pleasant colour scheme… 
 
    I couldn’t believe myself. 
 
    I ended up at a nice, quiet bar a few blocks away. Instead of the old classic rock playlist, there was some soothing jazz coming through the overhead speakers. I took a seat at the bar, and had the strangest craving for something sweet. I ended up ordering a strawberry martini—something that would have made me gag as a man. But a girl a few seats down had ordered the same thing, and I thought it looked so delicious.  
 
    There was only one explanation to my experience as a woman: the male and female brain are very, very different. Otherwise, it seemed impossible that I was suddenly interested in the girliest things, wanting to drink girly drinks, admiring shoes and giving a shit about how my hair looked.  
 
    The most strange—and the most disturbing—change to my mental state was my sudden attraction to men. An American man entered the bar and I found myself staring at him whenever I had the opportunity. He was tall, with broad shoulders, and short brown hair. It wasn’t his physical stature or his face so much that made him so enticing, but it was the way he carried himself. He seemed so confident and so interesting. He ordered a drink with a smile on his face. He had a deep voice that made all of my thoughts seem to float away. My God, who knew a voice could be so sexy? 
 
    But I tried my best to resist the urge to stare at him, which was easier said than done. I didn’t like men—at least, I hadn’t liked men until I was in Katelyn’s Avatar. But the moment I saw the tall American man, I felt like a teenaged boy, obsessed with the cute new girl in class. I got a strange head rush of what I can only imagine was adrenaline, and I felt like I was floating, his face unable to leave my mind. Every time he opened his mouth to speak, my heart would jump in my chest. When I let my defences down, I would start fantasizing about him: him coming to sit next to me, him running his big hands down my sides, and so on. I loved how tall he was—there was something so alluring about his height. 
 
    As I was looking his way, he looked over at me. I should have looked away, but instead, I froze. He smiled, and then after a delay, I smiled back. God, he was handsome. He seemed to command the whole room’s energy, as if he was some kind of celebrity.  
 
    He got up with his drink and took the seat next to me. “American?” he asked. 
 
    I nodded stupidly. “Yeah,” I said.  
 
    He smiled. “My name is Dave. Nice to meet you,” he said. He made me feel weak in the best way possible. Everything about him was so much bigger than me, including his aura. I don’t know why, but I wanted him to dominate me so badly. I wanted him to hold me down and do whatever the hell he wanted to my body. I wanted to taste his big, hard— 
 
    I bit my tongue. My heart was racing. I was losing sight of myself. I was letting my new female emotions take over my own consciousness. Everything about what I was doing felt wrong, but unless I focussed as hard as I could on resisting, I was only floating further and further away from my sensibilities. But who could blame me? I was being chatted up by the most handsome man I’d ever seen! I felt like I could see through his dress shirt: his big pecs, his hard abs, his thick biceps. I wanted to reach out and feel his body, but at least I had good sense enough to resist doing that.  
 
    He bought me a drink. Every time he looked into my eyes, I slipped away further, slowly surrendering to him, and to Katelyn’s firing hormones. It must have been hormones. I’m sure if Katelyn had entered into my body, she would suddenly be attracted to women. It wasn’t like I was suddenly gay or something, right? 
 
    Besides, was this not the whole reason I went into Katelyn’s body? To experience the sexual pleasures of being a woman? 
 
    But if I experience those sexual pleasures with a man, would that mean I’d had a gay experience? Once I was back in my real body, with my real brain in my head, would I remember the incident and gag? As a woman now, did I look back on my previous encounters with women and gag? I couldn’t remember… I couldn’t take my attention away from Dave for long enough to bring back memories of my previous sexual partners. 
 
    When Dave complimented me, I felt incredible and somehow validated, as if my hour in the hibernation room, picking out an outfit and perfecting my hair and makeup was somehow worth it.  
 
    The drink was harder on me than I’d expected, making me lightheaded and warm all over. I thought at first the bartender had screwed up and maybe put a little too much liquor in, but then I started to think that maybe it was my body. Katelyn was a small girl—probably a lightweight when it came to drinking. In my nervousness, I’d slammed the drink quickly, and I could feel it flowing hot through my veins, working quickly into my system.  
 
    My second drink hit me even harder. After just a few sips, I realized drinking it was probably a bad idea, in terms of keeping myself sensible. But as Dave and I chatted, I kept finding my hand creeping towards the drink, bringing it up to my lips. By the time I realized what I was doing, it was too late. I would tell myself I would do a better job controlling myself, and then it would just happen again, and again. 
 
    Before I knew it, I was in his hotel room. I went up with him to “see his suite,” but we both knew perfectly well what that meant. I couldn’t remember what he’d said he did for a living, but it must have been lucrative. The suite was one of the biggest I’d ever seen in Tokyo, with enormous windows encircling the whole thing, looking down at the glowing Tokyo skyline.  
 
    He kissed me when I wasn’t expecting it (though I should have been expecting it, why else did we go up to his room?). I surrendered immediately, my heart racing fast. I wrapped my arms around him and held on tightly, finally getting my chance to feel his hard, chiselled body.  
 
    A dampness started to form in my panties. It already felt like we were fucking, a pulsing euphoria growing in my groin. So this is what it feels like, I thought, when girls are horny. It was so much different, so much more emotional. It wasn’t his physical touch that was driving me crazy, but the fact that he wanted to touch me. It sounds so strange to put into words, like something that just can’t be explained.  
 
    I was obsessed with his body, and he had a pretty good one. Before, I’d never understood why women liked hard bodies. Now, I got it completely. He felt so strong, so powerful, like he could do anything to me and I would be completely defenceless. I liked being completely defenceless. I got so wet when he threw me onto the bed and crawled over me, his huge presence consuming me entirely.  
 
    I could feel the bulge of his big dick through his pants. I rubbed myself against it, feeling it getting bigger and harder. I couldn’t wait to get it out, but I did my best to be patient—I wanted to play a little bit hard to get, though I’m sure he could feel the wetness of my panties as his fingers slipped down between my legs. I did nothing to stop him from rubbing my damp slit, over my panties. I even spread my legs for him, so he could get his whole, big hand in there. Fuck, it felt good, like every stroke of my cunt was its own little orgasm. I found myself melting deeper and deeper into his bed, my breath stuttering, my heart rate somehow increasing.  
 
    He seemed to get my dress off without any effort, and my bra came off before I even realized he’d reached around my back. I couldn’t tell if it was the liquor or the euphoria that was making me so naïve, but I didn’t care. Even when those thoughts started creeping in—that I might regret every second of this when I was back in my real, male body—I didn’t care. How many men could say they’ve experienced sex in the body of a real, biological woman? Zero, until now. I was the only one!  
 
    When he reached down for my panties, I was quick to raise my hips off of the mattress, so it would be as easy and painless as possible to get me naked and exposed, ready to be fucked. With each passing second, I was getting over the desire to play hard to get. I just wanted to be fucked, and fucked hard. I wanted to feel what it felt like to be stuffed and pumped, to have his hard dick rubbing against my clit. I wanted to feel what it felt like to have an orgasm as a woman, though I felt like I’d already had a few since being tossed on the bed like a glorified sex doll.  
 
    He slipped down his pants, letting his big, hard rod slip out. I reached down without wasting a second, wrapping my fingers around it, feeling his pulsing veins and his rigid ridges. He was so big, I wasn’t entirely sure it was going to fit—and I had a good feeling that it was going to hurt at first, but I was so desperate to be fucked that I didn’t even care. I stroked his length a few times and then lined his bulging tip up with my damp hole. “Fuck me,” I said with a soft sigh, as if it was all I was able to muster up. 
 
    He pushed in. I was right—it did hurt. But even once the pain kicked in, I didn’t want him to stop. It was incredible how sensitive my pussy was. I could feel him throbbing against my vaginal walls. I could feel every slight bump and ridge of his hard, manly cock as he slid in deep.  
 
    The sensation was completely consuming, totally overwhelming. At one moment I thought I was still in control, and then the next, I realized I had absolutely no control whatsoever. I was only able to thrust my hips upwards, to get more of him into me. I couldn’t even stop doing that, even when I tried. It was like my body wanted more of his cock, so it took away the controls. I was moaning, maybe even screaming, my head rolling from side to side.  
 
    In my state of pleasure, my eyes wanted to shut themselves, but I didn’t want to look away from his chest, his muscles flexing and bulging. It was a sight to behold! He was more of a man than I knew possible. 
 
    A wetness began to pool at my ass. It took me a moment to realize that I was squirting, warm fluid gushing out of my pussy, being pumped out of me by his big, thick cock. 
 
    I gripped the bed sheets tight and pulled them in towards me. I couldn’t hold back. I started screaming like an insane person, moaning as pulsing euphoria consumed me. “I’m going to come,” he said with a grunt. 
 
    “Come in me, baby,” I said, and then I felt his hot load filling me up, adding another notch onto the intense pleasure in my body. It took a good five minutes after he rolled off of me before I had enough control of my body to roll over. It was a strange feeling, laying on my back, feeling his warm creampie trickling out of my cunt, down the curve of my ass, into a small pool on the mattress. I stared blankly at the ceiling, the euphoria now beginning to subside. I wasn’t sure what I’d just done, whether I’d just experienced one of the greatest experiences of my life, or if I’d just made a huge mistake. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    At first, I wasn’t sure what to think about my night as Katelyn. Then, as a few days went by, I started to regret it deeply, not because I was worried I’d done something ‘gay’, but because I wanted more, and I knew it was dangerous to keep slipping into someone else’s Avatar.  
 
    I tried to resist, but I ended up going in again as Katelyn, finding another man at a bar, going home with him, getting fucked senseless. The man I was with ended up getting Katelyn’s phone number when I was in the bathroom. “I’ll text you later,” he said when I was leaving. 
 
    “But you don’t have my number,” I said. 
 
    “I got it out of your phone,” he said. 
 
    My heart stuttered and I felt sick. I didn’t even realize that the little clutch I’d been carrying around that night had Katelyn’s phone in it. I snapped, and made my one-night stand delete my number. He became pale as I snatched the phone from his hands, to make sure that he really had removed the number.  
 
    I needed to be careful—what if Katelyn took her Avatar out and one of these guys recognized her? It wouldn’t take much confusion before there she complained to Bonham HQ and there was an investigation launched. I could get jail time—it was technically identity theft. I went online and checked what kind of sentence I could get for that: ten years. I wasn’t built for ten days in prison, never mind ten years. 
 
    But still, I couldn’t help myself. Though I decided it was too risky to go around Tokyo, where Bonham Industries’ head office was, using the Avatar of a Bonham Industries employee, so I cracked into the database and found a few serial numbers that belonged to women in other companies—companies that used Bonham Industries Avatars. I wrote the serial numbers down on a list and I took them home, intending to try out a few different ones.  
 
    I was essentially gambling. If someone was using their Avatar when I tried to connect, that could have been bad. It was anyone’s guess as to what could happen. Would someone get trapped in limbo? Me? Them? Both of us? Could it be deadly? Or would we both gain control of the Avatar, our combined consciousness blending into one, reading each other’s minds? I was hoping I wouldn’t have to find out, but that didn’t stop me from taking the risk. 
 
    The first serial number I tried belonged to an Ashley Carrington in London. I went into the code, swapped out the serial in my helmet’s programming, and then I pressed the button, jumping over to London. I was disappointed to find out that Ashley was a man—I suppose the name is unisex. 
 
    The second serial number I tried got me an older woman who was a bit thick, with terrible smoker’s lips. I decided not to take her out for a spin, knowing I wouldn’t be getting much bang for my buck. I always thought that was weird, that they didn’t fix flaws when creating Avatars. Why wouldn’t they make the poor woman’s Avatar thin? Why wouldn’t they give her more youthful lips? 
 
    I’d never been a smoker, but for the minute I was in the older woman’s Avatar, I was desperately craving a cigarette.  
 
    The third serial number I tried got me a cute little blonde, with a short bob and great legs. She was stationed in Paris. I’d always meant to visit Paris, so there was yet another reason to take her out for a spin. 
 
    The fact that I had no idea who the Avatar belonged to made it easier to cope with the stress of using someone else’s body. It was hard to understand the consequences when I didn’t even know what the consequences were. As far as I knew, her company allowed her to take her Avatar out wherever she wanted. If one of her bosses saw her on the streets, they might not even care. Besides, Paris is a big, dense place—the chance of being recognized is astronomically small (though I guess the same goes for Tokyo).  
 
    I got my hair all nice, my makeup perfect, and a great outfit picked out (she had way more options than Katelyn, which was nice). I spent the day wandering around Paris, taking in the sights, admiring the scenery. The town was even more beautiful than I’d imagined it to be. The old, rustic buildings were so vibrant, and the people were so full of energy. I could feel their warm auras as I passed them in the cobblestone streets. 
 
    I stopped for a coffee at a little café, and the cute, young man behind the counter gave me my coffee on the house. He smiled with red cheeks as he handed it to me. “You’re very pretty,” he said. I couldn’t help but blush, even though it wasn’t technically a compliment to me. It was a compliment to the woman who owned the Avatar. But still, I couldn’t help but feel flustered.  
 
    I felt the eyes of many watching me as I made my way down the streets. Being noticed was nice. It wasn’t something I was used to as a man. In fact, I couldn’t remember a single time in my life where people stopped and looked my way, just to admire the way I looked. It was refreshing, and I hated the thought that it wasn’t real—they weren’t looking at me, they were looking at the body I was taking out for a test-drive.  
 
    But what was the difference? What difference did it make if it wasn’t my body? It’s not like the girl who owned the thing had created the body—it was just something she was born with. It wasn’t some sort of accomplishment by any stretch of the imagination, unless you consider the fact that she kept herself thin and fit an accomplishment. 
 
    I wandered into a park and looked down at the water. There were flower petals floating downstream. As a man, I don’t think I would have been able to see the beauty in the sight of the shimmering water, carrying the pink petals slowly down the river. But being a woman, things just seemed to be more beautiful. Life seemed to be more vibrant. 
 
    I made my way up to the top of the Eiffel Tower and I looked down. It was as I was staring down at the city of Paris that I realized: I want to be a woman. It suddenly seemed so obvious, but the thought scared me. It seemed to just come out of nowhere, and it was a huge decision. I’d only spent a day and a few nights out as a woman. It was still so fresh and exciting. Once the novelty wore off, would I still want to be a woman? 
 
    I tried to push the thought away, knowing it was dangerous thinking. It was unnatural. I was put on the earth as a man and that was the way I was supposed to stay, right?  
 
    If people were meant to stay the way they were put on the earth, we would still be living in caves, beating our chests at sabre-toothed tigers, freezing to death during the long, cold winters. Things are meant to change and maybe people are meant to change, too.  
 
    But how could I even become a woman? Was such a thing even possible? Sure, I could get the surgery, take the hormones, and dress the part, but would that really make me a woman? Maybe to some people, but most people would just see a man in disguise. I didn’t exactly have the most feminine figure, or the most feminine face. Even with the hormones, I would probably have to shave twice a day to keep my five o’clock shadow from my face.  
 
    But what about with an Avatar? Could I not steal one and live in it forever?  
 
    I thought about it. Technically, there was nothing stopping someone from entering into an Avatar and remaining in it for any amount of time, as long as the original body stayed alive. What if I hooked my natural male body up to the hibernation pod, with the tubes all attached and the helmet on? All I would have to do is keep my old body hidden.  
 
    I looked at myself in a window reflection. The body I was in now—I could steal it, but that would make me a thief (though I suppose I already was one, technically). And I’m sure the girl who owned it didn’t want someone running around in a replica of her body. So where could I get a female Avatar of my own?  
 
    My eyes lit up as soon as the thought occurred to me. I could easily access the Bonham Industries databases and put in a fake order. I could even hack into the administrative system and mark the order as approved. All I would need is a DNA sample from the woman I wanted to become. Then, all I would have to do is sneak the Avatar out from the building and get it to wherever I wanted to live out my new, female life. Before hopping bodies, I could hack back into the system and scrub the order from the database, as if it never happened at all. 
 
    I looked around the Parisian streets at all the beautiful women. Getting a DNA sample would be easy enough. I just needed a single strand of hair. I could stop someone and tell them there was something stuck in their hair, pluck a single strand, and they would be none-the-wiser. My heart began to race as I looked around. I could become whoever I wanted to become.  
 
    But how was taking a stranger’s identity any different from just stealing the one I was in now? Sure, I could get away with it much easier, but that didn’t make it right—I would still be committing identity theft. Was there no way I could just become myself?  
 
    And then the thought occurred to me: I could just become myself. All I would have to do is upload my own DNA and change one Y-chromosome to an X-chromosome. Then, when they grew the body in the lab, they would get me, but as a woman. The Avatar would look like the twin sister I never had: similar features, but feminine. It would be me, if I was born a woman. 
 
    That very night, I went into the system and added in my order, putting in a fake female name—my new name. I put a few strands of hair into a vial and slipped it into the mail box, destined for Bonham Industries. When they got the vial in the mail, they would see my order in the system and no one would ask any questions. I knew I had a few days after they analysed the DNA sequence before they would start building the body: a few days for me to hack in and change my gender.  
 
    While I waited, I will admit that I took the cute, little blonde out around Paris again, stopping in at a few restaurants and cafés, watching the sunset over the old city skyline. I ended up meeting a guy at one of the cafés who took me back to his house after a nice, long conversation, and fucked me until I came all over his big, hard dick. I didn’t get much sleep that night, wanting to fuck again as soon as I was physically ready. I loved the feeling of being stuffed and plunged—the feeling of a big, rigid cock rubbing the walls of my tight pussy. I couldn’t wait to experience it with my own body. 
 
    I also learned that a woman can nearly orgasm by having her nipples sucked and her tits fondled just right. The guy that took me home had me moaning before his big erection was even inside of my warm, wet cunt.  
 
    Once I had my new Avatar, and before I even took it out from the big, heavy box it came in, I quit my job at Bonham Industries—not before scrubbing the entire history of my order, of course. If I was going to live my life as a woman, I wanted to have a completely fresh start. I couldn’t have been more excited. 
 
    My heart pounded ferociously against my ribcage as I opened the box, revealing the long, white pod that the Avatars came in. I hesitated before pressing the button on the side of the pod that would reveal what I would have looked like if I was born a woman: the body that was going to be mine for the rest of my life. I took a deep breath and pressed the button. 
 
    She was beautiful. When I saw her, I knew I’d made the right decision, and I knew something else as well: that I really was meant to be a woman, not a man. Maybe there was some glitch in the universal code when I was born. Or maybe I was supposed to live part of my life as a man, so I could truly appreciate being a woman when my opportunity finally came.  
 
    I laid my new Avatar down on my bed and then I stripped down, stepping into the hibernation pod myself. What I was doing had never been tried, as far as I knew, but theoretically, there was no reason it shouldn’t work. Avatars were, after all, physically identical to humans, minus the consciousness. So by placing my consciousness into my new Avatar’s body, did that not make her human? Did that not make my original, male body the Avatar?  
 
    I put on the helmet that came with the Avatar, and I didn’t hesitate in pressing the button which would mark the beginning of my new, exciting life. 
 
    THE END 
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