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Breaking Up is Hard to Do
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By M Wills

M loves erotic body swaps and transformations—explicit, sensual and intense. It's about exploring the idea of control, the freedom of becoming someone else, inhabiting their body and doing things they would never do on their own. 

Haven't we all wanted to be someone else? To have your lover's body? To do the things you've always dreamed of doing and experiencing it all from the other side?

In this short story a guy agrees to swap bodies with one of his female friends in order to break up with her boyfriend but things get a little more exciting than he expected.

––––––––
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I downed the rest of my beer and thumped the empty glass onto the table. “All right, my round. Who needs a drink?”

“Another of whatever this was,” Meg said from beside me, wiggling her empty cocktail glass.

“That was quick, Megumi,” her boyfriend, Pascal, said with a raised eyebrow her way.

She laughed mirthlessly. I knew she hated being called by her full name and sometimes Pascal would do it sometimes just to tease her. Meg leaned forward and picked up a conversation with my girlfriend, Hailey, who sat across the table from her. I didn’t know if she was pointedly leaving out Pascal but he didn’t seem fussed.

I pointed around the rest of the table. A few of my friends spoke up with requests they had to shout over the noise of the bar.

“You want to play some darts?” Pascal asked Meg, breaking into her conversation with my girlfriend.

By now I had about five orders to remember and Meg sat back on her stool. “You go. I’ll help Evan bring the drinks.”

Before Pascal could answer, Meg hooked her arm beneath mine and pulled me back towards the bar. She was about a head shorter than I was but when she was determined to do something no one could stop her. I didn’t know what was going on with her tonight but I knew she’d tell me in her own time. We’d been friends since high school, back when I used to have a crush on her. My parents had just moved states for dad’s job so I was the new nerdy White kid in school. She was the cool half-Japanese girl who made friends effortlessly and took me under her wing for some reason.

Meg was cute in a girl-next-door kind of way, with big brown eyes, delicate features and a wicked figure. She was a runner, and somehow convinced me to join the track and field team where I eventually won a silver medal in shot put at the state competition. Being on the team was great for me. I lost my baby fat and put on some muscles. Girls complimented my arms for the first time ever! I had Meg to thank for putting me on the path to that amazing physical transformation that changed my life.

Meg was still cool even now, four years after graduation. Way cooler than me. The right side of her head was shaved short and with intricate patterns while the rest of her hair swooped over and fell down as a silky black waterfall to her shoulders. Several ear piercings. A nose piercing. Her clothes were often mismatched thrift store finds that just seemed to work. She’d improved my wardrobe as well and I gladly let her drag me to the thrift store and play dress up every now and then. It also served as a kind of therapy session for the two of us. 

My simple crush had evolved into a deep friendship and we confided in each other. She gave me advice on my girlfriend—and occasional boyfriend—problems, and I helped her out with her own relationships.

Meg was everyone’s friend. A people pleaser. But she went through a new boyfriend every couple of months.

I followed her as she made her way to the bar, sliding through and around clusters of people, leaving a cluster of desirous glances in her wake. Meg had on tight, black leather pants that hugged her hips and long-sleeve sheer top that barely hid her black bra. There was a gap between the top of her pants and the sheer top that highlighted her incredible hourglass figure and I followed the sway of her hips up to the bar.

We ordered the drinks and as the bartender prepared them I turned to Meg. “So, how’s Pascal?” I asked, knowingly.

She puffed air out in a sigh and bobbed her head theatrically. “He’s always there. I mean, sometimes I just want some time by myself. God, I just don’t know.”

“It’s not like you’ve moved in with him or anything,” I replied. “Just don’t go over to his place when he calls.”

“Ugh, but then he thinks I’m ignoring him.”

“Does he actually think that or is that something you’re projecting?”

She shot me a look that made me chuckle. “Don’t analyze me, Evan.”

“Sorry, sorry,” I said, raising my hands in surrender.

I figured as much. This was pretty standard for Meg. About six months into any relationship she started to get antsy and began looking for a way out. But as soon as she broke up with someone she would dive back into another relationship. It was like she couldn’t stand to be alone and constantly measured her own self-worth based on how much she could please someone else. I’d hinted at my conclusion several times but tonight was not the time to sit her down for some reflection.

“So, next week will be a year for you and Hailey, huh?” Meg asked, changing the subject.

“Yeah. I think I’ll keep her a little bit longer,” I joked.

Hailey was the kind of woman who would never have been attracted to me when I first started high school. She was a cute blonde with legs for days and a cutting wit. But I’d kept up the fitness routine I first started on the track and field team and, thanks to Meg’s sartorial help, even dressed sort of cool.

By now the drinks were lined up on the bar. I paid for them and we collected them and returned to our table. Pascal and some of my other friends had found a free dart board and were shooting darts badly. Hailey accepted my drink with a quiet ‘thanks’ and Meg slid back onto her stool beside me.

The three of us settled into conversation but I could tell Meg was distracted. She fidgeted and laughed too loud. When Pascal and the others returned to the table, Meg excused herself to go to the bathroom and nudged me with her foot beneath the table.

“I gotta go, too,” I said, slipping off my stool.

We went around towards the toilets but before we got there Meg snagged my arm and veered us off to the outdoor patio. It was quieter and cooler out here and two people sitting at a small table in a darkened corner were just getting up to go as we arrived so we snagged their table.

“Ok, what’s up?” I asked her.

She pushed her dark hair back out of her eyes and sighed. “I think I have to break up with Pascal.”

“Ok,” I responded evenly, unsurprised.

“But, god, I don’t want to.”

“So what’s wrong?”

“I mean, look, the sex is great. Amazing, really. Incredible...”

“Okay, didn’t need to know that.”

“Like, unbelievably fantastic...”

“All right, all right, I get it.”

“But I feel suffocated.”

I knew better than to try to analyze her right at that moment. “Okay. So if you want to break up with him then break up with him.”

“Oh god. It’s not that easy. How are you still in a relationship with the same person for so long?”

“I don’t know,” I shrugged. “We like a lot of the same things. She makes me laugh. I like who I am when I’m around her.”

“And?” Meg said, looking up at me with a wry grin.

“And, yes, the sex is good,” I laughed.

“Can you break up with him for me?”

“What?” The sudden turn threw me off. I ran my hand up and down my scratchy cheek. “Uh, you want me to break up with Pascal for you?”

“Yes. Please.”
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