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About This Book

Lucky men find themselves in the bodies of the sexy women they lust after.  Granted complete control, these men set about exploring their new form in sinful ways, sometimes with the bodies of their former selves!  It’s body swap and gender swap at its finest, with naughty finales that’ll leave you drooling!  Contains Bodyswaps books 9 – 12, featuring: ‘Virtually My New Reality,’ ‘New Desires,’ ‘Sex With Myself As My Boss,’ and ‘The Sex Process.’
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“Come fuck me,” I begged of him, and I fell back to the forest floor and let my mini-skirt reveal my sodden panties.

I pulled the crotch aside and the thief stared at the glistening petals.  “I’ve never known a woman so pretty act like this,” he marveled.

“Then I urge you not to waste the opportunity.”

He wiped a hand down over his mouth, as though he was thinking of what to do next.  He looked at his surroundings, perhaps checking that this wasn’t some kind of honey-trap.  Even in the throes of passion his instincts were attuned to the wilds.

“Eat my pussy,” I demanded, and just hearing Candace’s voice say the words made me melt.

The thief moved stealthy into place like a prowling cat, looking up my body with menace in his eyes.  I felt excitement and danger all at once, and then I felt that delicious stubble of his grazing its way inside my thigh.

His hot breath struck my wetness and I tightened up.  When his lips finally swallowed over my puss, I let out a burst of excited tension that caused the birds around us to erupt skywards.

“Yes!” I cried, holding his head on me.

I felt his tongue move my flesh, parting it gently and rocking against the smooth skin.  My clit swelled and the thief tended to it masterfully, barely moving over it but touching it just enough to make me shiver with excitement.

He played me like an instrument, getting a tune out of me that I didn’t even know I could make.  My breaths raced and my voice called out in joyous moans into the silent forest.  The thief smacked his lips and ate from me like it was his last meal.

He introduced his finger inside me, and I actually felt something enter me.  It was like unlocking a new part of myself, having him inside me like that.  I’d only ever been the person to enter someone before.  I now knew what it felt like to be entered.

He drove his finger deep and I remember thinking how I wished it was thicker.  But then he moved it in incredible ways, pushing down inside me and causing my pussy to squeeze him.  When it did, he relaxed his fingers and then found a rhythm, sucking my clit with his mouth while fucking me with his digits.

I defy anyone to stand that for as long as I did.  My breaths raced from me so fiercely that I almost passed out.

I held his face on me and then I started to come.  All the same muscles were being used as when I’d come in real life, but somehow the sensation just soared.  I was able to coast on it, sucking a breath and fueling the release for longer than normal until I’d experienced several quick waves of release.

“You joyous rogue!” I cried, getting into the spirit of things.  “You tongue me like pussy is your native language.”

He pulled back and wiped his face with a smirk.  “Maybe it is.”

“Fuck me,” I begged of him.  “Give me your cock, now!  I want to feel it!”
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My virtual reality headset had been an absolute revelation.  It was easily the best three-thousand dollars I’d ever spent.  To me, it was the future, and I was an early adopter.

I worked a good job so my free time was important to me.  Early on in life I developed an interest in technology, and after I saw my dad begin to lose touch, I vowed never to get left behind by any advancements in tech.

Virtual reality was the new frontier.  It was getting so lifelike now, and a new game that had been released had me particularly curious.  It was called aVRtar, and the selling-point was that you could create your own character that was detailed and varied enough to look like anyone on the planet.

At first I was skeptical, but after watching some online videos where people had created lifelike celebrities, I was more than keen to try my hand.

On top of this, I also kept a keen eye on mods.  For the uninitiated, mods are a way of modifying a game that changes it in some way.  They’re often unofficial but are somewhat supported by the initial game itself.  aVRtar had a mod that was unlike anything out there, and it had garnered a ton of attention.

The game itself was designed to be a role-playing-game, but thanks to the underground mod, it had now become a kind of sex adventure.  I’m not kidding!  People created their characters and went out into the world, only now the game had been modified to allow sexual interactions with every person you came across.

It had become an overnight sensation online and also sparked some heavy debates into the ethics of it all.

I wasn’t so concerned by any of that.  I wasn’t out to exploit anyone.  I just wanted to grab the game and enjoy it in the comfort of my own living-room on my day off.  Was that so much to ask?

Anyway, Saturday finally came around.  I’d installed the game beforehand, just so no time was wasted in the set-up.  I even skipped breakfast so I could get into the game-world faster, but I was met with the almost immediate hurdle of creating my in-game avatar.

I thought of all the celebrities that I’d like to see naked, or the bodies that I’d have loved to inhabit, but then someone much closer-to-home came to mind.

You see, since moving into my house a few years ago I’d quickly noticed that one of my neighbors was an absolute smoke-show.  She was a divorcee, about twenty years older than myself, somewhere in her mid-forties.

She introduced herself as Candace, and she was one of the nicest, cutest older women I knew.  She had a real homely charm about her, you know?  When she found out I’d split up with my ex-girlfriend a couple of years back, she started to drop in left-overs of things she’d recently cooked.

For whatever reason, I never made any advances.  I don’t know why.  I guess the age difference was a concern, and if I was rebuffed then it’d be kind of awkward living next to her like that.  So, I just kept it friendly, you know?  But not a week went by when I didn’t fantasize about Candace, and how she might look outside of those ass-hugging jeans of hers.

I took off the virtual headset and peered out of the front-window.  As luck would have it, Candace was out mowing her lawn.  She pushed the mower around, swinging it over the grass.  Her big breasts bounced beneath a thin, cashmere sweater.  She moved her blonde hair from off her face, tucking it demurely behind her ear before continuing.  Her face was bright and approachable as always, and her cheeks were slightly red from the effort.

I didn’t know it then, but I later discovered Candace had similar feelings for me.  Back then though, I didn’t know a thing about it.  All I knew was that I lusted after her beauty, and that aVRtar might offer me a chance to sate my desires.

I made a mental-note of Candace with all her curves and imperfections and I donned the headset once more, navigating to the character creation screen.

Well, I spent around an hour or two carefully sculpting an image of Candace that I could be proud of.  Every so often I’d return to the window, peering outside to ensure that I’d made her hair the correct shade or length, and that I’d given her ass the appropriate cushioning.  I felt like Michelangelo sculpting David.  Finally, the game began.

I started in a dungeon-like room.  I looked around, noting the surroundings.  It appeared to be someone’s dressing room, complete with huge, wooden wardrobes filled with every item of clothing you could think of.  I put my hands out in front of me and looked down.  My long nails were colored red, the same hue that Candace wore now in the garden next door.

I realized though that my arms were bare.  In fact, most of my body was.  I wore only a pair of white panties and a matching bra.  As I wandered the room, I found a mirror I looked to it, noting my reflection.

“Perfect,” I said aloud, staring at the character I’d given life to.

It looked exactly like Candace.  I felt a terrific surge of arousal burst inside me, and I realized that I was sating a different desire that I was only now realizing I had.  To become a woman.

Now, since the game’s release, I’d been hearing rumblings of existential crises and deep, impactful messages that permeated throughout the game, but I hadn’t anticipated facing one within the opening two minutes of gameplay.

I stood there as Candace, spinning in the mirror and running my hands over my curves.  Reality started to blur, and I no longer felt like I was playing, but being.  It’s such a surreal sensation, but the joysticks in my hand turned to nothingness, and the weight of the headset disappeared.  I became one with my creation, imbodying Candace in every sense of the world.

I could feel her body.  I could feel the smooth skin of my arms, or the way that momentum took hold of my breasts if I turned too quickly.  I felt the bounce of my ass when I took a step.  I felt ... like a woman.

I hadn’t expected to warm to the sensation so quickly, but the second I became another gender I realized that it was something I’d been keen to explore for a longer time than I’d care to admit.

Candace was usually so pure and innocent, with only the odd smirk to hint at her inner sexuality.  But now, in her likeness, I could explore the deeper, darker sides of her character—of my character.  I could become her, and have untold things done to me in the process.

Despite my curiosities I managed not to undress further.  Instead, I selected a daring, plaid mini-skirt and knee-high socks, with a white shirt and cutesy little bow-tie.  In aVRtar you could be anything you liked, and I decided I was going to be a sultry, older minx that used every ounce of her sexuality.  Something about putting a forty-five-year-old woman in that outfit made me melt, despite how out-of-place it was in that medieval world.  Now I just had to find a character to explore my new self with.
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