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One

“Boring. Lame. Next.” I let out a long sigh. 


Looking for something to occupy you on a lonely Saturday night while all your friends were out partying was a drag. There was nothing to do but browse Twitch streamers and see if anything fun was happening. Or, hopefully, some drama.


Unfortunately, neither looked like it was happening tonight. That was, until I happened upon a hot girl with platinum blonde hair and an amazing figure. 


I was immediately drawn to her, even while dismissing the fact that she was most definitely wearing a low-cut top to advertise her wares—wares being her OnlyFans account, most likely. 


Still, I couldn’t pass up a quick ogle for myself. It was better than any of the other options, and I was more than a little curious and horny. 


It had been far too long since I’d been with a girl, and even longer since I’d been with one in the way I wanted to be—with her firmly in charge.


I yearned for a girl to dominate me. To make me her bitch. To fuck me with a huge strap-on, and make me come over and over while sobbing and begging her for more. 


Fat chance of that happening. My ex had done it a few times, but she wasn’t as into it as I was and claimed it was far too difficult to get into character, dominating me. I couldn’t blame her. 


At over six feet tall and with the width and weight to match, I wasn’t exactly a pussycat. I’d been a linebacker in high school due to my size, and the girls who were into me wanted me to dominate them, never the other way around. 


My ex had only entertained it for my birthday and Christmas, but it had never been a regular part of our sex life. Pity. The two times we’d tried it, I’d climaxed so hard it made me emotional. It had also made me crave it even more. 


The memory of her bending me over and fucking me hard with a strap-on while calling me her ‘good girl’ flashed through my mind, sending a fresh jolt of blood to my crotch and interfering with any sense of reason. 


Despite my better judgment, I messaged the streamer. Her name was ’Trixy.’ I didn’t think it was original, or that she would be the one to dominate me—not with her tiny, petite frame, but boredom and arousal were a dangerous mix. 


I wasn’t expecting her to reply. I wasn’t expecting anything, except maybe to get a rise out of her, and entertain myself for a moment or two. 


“Hey sexy, nice tits. Great advert for your OnlyFans, I’ll bet.” 


I sat back, content to lose myself in the expanse of skin on show as she shifted her position, revealing the smallest pair of booty shorts ever. Damn, she had nice thighs, too. 


“Do you find that line works a lot? Or ever?” She hit back almost immediately.


I smiled. I knew I was being a douche, but at least I had her attention. 


“First time trying it. Looks like it worked.”


I was a little smug and more than a little turned on.


“Wow, it really did! I’m ready to run away with you now. Your talent for negging has worked!” 


“Aren’t you going to send me your OnlyFans link now?”


“I never said I did OnlyFans. You just assumed I did. Y’know, cos of the nice tits.” 


I took a moment to refigure out what I was going to say and how I was going to play this. I’d never been the best at talking to women, either online or in real life, and this whole approach was new to me.


“Okay, I’ll bite. What is it that you do?”


“You’ve already assumed I do porn, so should I send you some clips to confirm that fact?”


I knew she was teasing me, but my cock still hardened at the thought of watching that body do all sorts of kinky, sexy shit. 


“I’m not going to lie, I would love that.”


“Hold on. Let me just move us into a private chat room.” She clicked a bunch of buttons, and her camera went black for a second. She reappeared instantly, looking much more relaxed and letting her thighs spread just a tiny bit more. I noticed, but didn’t say a thing. 


“There, that’s better. I’m guessing you’re wanking yourself off right now? To either my tits or thighs?” She leaned forward to show me more cleavage and ran her fingers along the soft skin of her pale, curvy thighs. 


“I’m not wanking yet, but I’m feeling pretty inspired right now.” I messaged back without a second thought. 


I had to admit that her frankness, her honesty, and how comfortable she was in her body were turning me on a lot. 


“Not inspired enough to whip it out for me? Let’s see what I can do to change that.” She sent over a clip and sat back in her chair, a huge smile curling those gorgeous lips of hers.


“What’s this?” 


“Open it and find out.” She continued to smirk, lazily running a finger along the skin of her chest. 


I clicked on the link and was immediately thrown by the image of her being railed from behind. Oh, that got my attention.


My cock was aching now, but I still wasn’t willing to get it out for fear that she might be filming me and I’d end up on the internet as some random wanking dude. 


“Still not inspiring enough?” She looked disappointed that I wasn’t touching myself. I shook my head, but before I could type anything else, she hit me with something I wasn’t ready for. Something that would tilt my world on its axis. “What if I told you that it’s not me in that clip, but some lucky boy I let use my body?”


I was stunned, confused, and horny. It was a potent and dangerous combination. 


“What the hell do you mean, use your body? You mean the guy fucking you, right?”


“Nope.” She didn’t elaborate further, choosing to continue stroking her chest and looking straight into the camera, straight into my soul. “I mean that we swapped. He’s in my body right now, enjoying the feeling of having a pussy. Well, a pussy with a big dick inside it.”


“How?” My hands were shaking now, imagining it was me in her pretty, petite body getting railed. 


“A little witchcraft, a little Trixy technology, and bam! Body swapped. Would you like to try?”


My fingers hovered. I didn’t know what to say. I’d gone from super horny watching her thighs and tits and being fucked hard from behind, to imagining being her. The latter thought was even more appealing than watching her. 


“How do I know that you want to try it? That you yearn to be a pretty girl getting fucked?”


“Yes.” I reluctantly typed, adjusting my now painfully hard cock just out of shot. She still caught the gesture and smiled. 


“Call it intuition. It’s always the big, dumb, insulting ones who really want to know what it’s like to have a pretty pussy instead of a cock.”


She slipped her hand between her thighs, into her tight shorts. Fuck, I was sweating, I was so turned on. 


“Wouldn’t you love to know how this feels?” Her mouth opened as she let out a breathy gasp. 


“Yes,” I admitted without a second thought. 


“I thought so.” Her fingers continued working away while she typed. 


“So, what’s it going to cost me?” I found myself replying, even though I doubted every word she was saying. 


“Nothing. There’s nothing I enjoy more than breaking in a new girl. I might take some pics or vids for content, and it’ll be you in there, but no one will know it’s you, because you’ll look like me. Got it?” 


“I think so.”


“Great! I just need access to your computer and a click to confirm you consent to this, and I’ll make all your dreams come true. Well, not all of them. But definitely the kinky ones you don’t dare tell anyone about.”


I don’t know why, but I didn’t resist. I didn’t think, ‘this is the stupidest, most dangerous idea ever. I’m giving a stranger access to my computer, and hitting agree to something I haven’t even read.’


I suppose my blood wasn’t in the right place to be making sensible decisions. That part of me didn’t even care if something bad happened; I just needed something to happen. Anything. 


I did as she asked, clicking allow for her access and hitting yes to several questions she sent over. 


“Wow. That was fast. Did you even read any of them, or are you just so willing to put everything you have in my dainty little hands?” 


“I trust you.” I typed back without thinking. 


“That bodes well for what happens next. Put your hands on your keyboard, please.” 


“Okay.” I frowned, but obeyed without question. What was this strange power she held over me?


“Good boy. Okay, you’re going to feel a little tingle.”


She hit a bunch of buttons, and a prickling feeling shot through my fingers. Not unpleasant, but not pleasurable, either.


“All done. Well done.”


“What happens now?” I felt more than a little let down that nothing appeared to have changed.


“Nothing, for now. I’ll see you tomorrow. Or, more accurately, you’ll see me.” 


She clicked out of the private chatroom and disappeared, making me question everything, especially the decisions I made when I was horny.


