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While heading up to his girlfriend’s house with a bouquet of cheap daisies, Colin daydreamed of the Spanish vacation they were saving up money for: the beautiful beaches of Barcelona, the clubs of Madrid, and the flamenco shows in Seville. For a week or two, they might actually be able to pretend that they were wealthy, cultured travelers and not broke college students. It was the dream, anyway. Beyond the shitty jobs and tuition payments. Maybe not even possible, but Mika was sure putting in the effort, saving up every penny and dime.

And in more ways...

Colin knocked twice. The door creaked open, and there she was. Sort of.

The Mika who Colin knew was slim, naturally beautiful, and usually had shoulder-length auburn hair. This version was blonde, surgically enhanced, and nearly bursting out of one of her towels. He gawked at her absurdly plumped lips, sharp-angled cheekbones, and those massive fake tits—easily deep into the alphabet. Below, her hips flared out dramatically, curving into an ass that looked like it could balance a champagne glass, or two. And she was covered in tattoos along her arms and legs, and probably more that he couldn’t see.

He was so shocked that he dropped the damn flowers. He scooped them up. “Mika? What the hell? You look...I mean, come on, this is cartoonish. What kind of pervert enjoys women with proportions like that? How much plastic...”

She rolled her eyes and stepped back, letting him in. Her long, claw-like nails kept her towel secure. “Save it,” she said. “You always complain.”

“I complain about never seeing my girlfriend.”

“I’m right here, Colin. What more do you want?”

Just the normal version, he thought, studying those big, round basketballs attached to her chest. She looked like she was at least forty years old.

About a month ago, Mika had enrolled in Swap Mate's FREE USE mode, one of those premium features that was basically like the prostitution version of DoorDash. When a person enrolled in the service, they gave consent to be automatically transformed into the fantasy lover of another person nearby, no matter who that person was, if they were subscribed to the service. All to be...freely used. Obviously, Mika wasn’t doing it for the sexual thrill; she received royalties and tips from the app-regulated platform, and she claimed she was doing it all to save up money for their Spanish vacation. But to Colin, it continued to be annoying. His girlfriend constantly morphed into someone else’s wet dream, and he had zero curiosity about what had happened earlier today, if she looked like that.

Mika dropped the towel without a hint of shame, showing her pale, inked MILF body, all surgically enhanced like she was some housewife with serious body-image issues. Luckily her parents weren’t home. And her pervert brother Daniel was gone too.

She sauntered into her bedroom. Her voice said from within: “What are you doing to save up? I’m doing all this and working at the bookstore. What about you?”

“Well, you know, it’s hard to...” Colin started, rubbing his neck.

“Uh-huh.” Fabric rustled. A door closed. “It’s no big deal. It’s like any other gig. If we were born into the families of billionaires, it’d be different, but I have like three other friends all doing the same thing. It’s fine. I’ve never had a bad experience.”

Still, it gave Colin the creeps. There were other men out there—and possibly women too—who were sleeping with his girlfriend. Probably dozens! In one week! He tried to shake it off, reasoning with himself that it was like dating a camgirl or a stripper, but it really wasn’t. They didn’t get freely used. Sex was supposed to be special. Something only for them, together, in private, the culmination of their attraction and intimacy. And now he had to contend with the fact that many strangers’ dicks and mouths had been in the same place as his.

Sure, it was her body, her decision.

But it just left him feeling weird...

Like antithetical to everything a relationship was supposed to be. Something he hadn’t signed up for.

Mika came out wearing a sundress. She acted like everything was totally normal. And when she kissed him, those blimp-sized lips of hers smooshed into his. He looked into her eyes, but even those were different. It was so bizarre. His hands wrapped around a body that was designed to be someone’s fucktoy.

“Just shut up about it for one evening,” she said.

Colin gulped. “Sure,” he said, realizing that they were going to their favorite Italian place with her looking like a porn star fresh off the set.

At least the restaurant was a slice of normalcy. Tonight, though, as they slid into a booth, there were definitely more stares. Probably most of them suspected the truth: that Mika was a free-use gig worker. Her ass practically swallowed the entire booth seat, and she rested her tits on the table like it was completely normal, with the menu laid out beyond a mile of augmented, canyon-sized cleavage. The young, lanky waiter couldn’t even speak with a steady voice when he took their drink orders. Mika ordered a glass of wine and wasn’t even carded for it.

She then adjusted her dress, making her cleavage even more exposed.

“What are you doing?” Colin asked.

“Seeing if I can get more free breadsticks,” she said. “Use ’em while you got ’em.”

While waiting for the main courses, they talked about their Spanish trip again: how they were going to travel, if they should rent a car, and what about those nude beaches? Certainly the idea stirred something inside Colin, if he could wander along a beach with a bunch of topless, Spanish women. But even the fantasy made him feel guilty. Clearly I have more of a conscience than she does, he thought, finding more reasons to be upset with her new side hustle. She would be prettier than any of those women anyway...if she was herself.

She got the pasta. He got the risotto. They chatted like everything was normal, discussing their options for hostels, rented rooms, or traditional hotels.

Mid-bite of garlic bread, her phone pinged. She glanced at it.

Colin recognized that sound. His stomach sank.

She hadn’t even logged out. Even on their damn date. Even when they were supposed to be enjoying a moment to themselves. He sighed in frustration and dropped his silverware right as her transformation began. The blonde hair snapped out of its ponytail style and darkened to black curls, with a curtain of bangs falling over her forehead. Simultaneously, her pale skin deepened to rich chocolate. Some of her curves changed. Her ass, already massive in every sense of the word, ballooned even more, with the booth seat groaning underneath her as her cheeks and thighs spatially expanded. Her tits actually shrank, but they remained pretty large. Different tattoos appeared, replacing the tattoos from her previous disguise. This time, there was a black star right atop her cleavage.

Colin stared. “Now? Seriously?” And he was already looking around for the culprit.

Mika pushed her hair back over her shoulder. Several bracelets jingled. “Relax, would you? Like I said, every cent counts. You don’t want us sleeping on the street when we fly overseas, do you?”

She had a point, but...

It still didn’t seem fair.

A moment later, a Black man appeared beside the table, showing his phone. Colin couldn’t even muster the courage to look up and see who was stealing his girlfriend temporarily. Then they went off, Mika’s massive ass sucking right out of the seat and shaking the whole table.

He finished the risotto.

Then he ordered and ate tiramisu while still grumbling to himself.

Twenty minutes later, Mika returned, sounding slightly short of breath. She looked, in the best possible description, thoroughly used: her hair disheveled, her dress askew, and her makeup smeared. There was some white residue near the corner of her mouth, which she promptly wiped away with a napkin after observing it in her compact mirror. Then she grabbed her fork and dug into what was left of her main course. “Damn, it got a little cold.”
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