Of all the bodies I've been in, this is one of the nicest.

On a list of “thoughts most people have never thought”, that would place rather high, wouldn't it?  This isn't a story about a normal person, however, as normal people are by definition boring and unremarkable.  Debatably , it isn't even a story about a person, although this isn't exactly a proper forum for such existential discussion.  

You see, the protagonist of this little vignette used to be a person.  That isn't debatable, it's the current state of their being that's in contention.  Anyway, a few hundred years ago there was a young woman named Elizabeth.  Sorry, that isn't helpful.  You could probably make a similar deduction, it's rather broad.

What there were not many of, is people named Elizabeth who lived a few hundred years ago and died in a horse riding accident and instead of ceasing to exist, took on the existence of her sister Katelyn.  Now that's too specific, and I made a botch of that sentence.  This story writing business is hard.

Anyway, I suppose some clarification is in order.  If you've ever seen the Matrix, this will be easier to understand.  If we imagine Elizabeth as Agent Smith, and her sister as a random bystander, then instead of dying when falling from a horse (or being thrown into the path of an oncoming train, for the purposes of the analogy) she “takes over” the body of her sister, only without changing her appearance like in the movie.  Whether or not Elizabeth will be able to create multiple copies of herself or exists as a malevolent computer program remains to be seen.

Now, in the above paragraph I referred to the protagonist as Elizabeth, although for all intents and purposes both legal and familial Elizabeth has been dead for some time.  This is because what one might refer to as the soul of Elizabeth lived on.  I will also be referring to her as female, although she has inhabited several male bodies in the past.

Now, initially Elizabeth was only able to transition souls upon death, and she couldn't choose who to transfer too.  As she became more skilled in the arts of transition, she could choose who she wanted to switch too, and even switch before death, provided there was physical contact.  

Since that fateful day, (I've always wanted to say that) she was wandered the Earth, searching for someone like her, or a purpose, or whatever she feels like searching for.  She's a free agent like that.

Now I feel it is time to introduce the other key player in our sordid little tale.  This one is far easier to define, being a person, albeit one with a rather strange ability and a beautiful figure. Seriously, she's like smoking hot, with nice blonde hair, curves that go on forever and a great rack.  Schwing material, is what I'm saying.

Her name is Amy, and she has been alive for slightly more than twenty years, by my estimation.  It hadn't come up in conversation in the time I knew her, and she isn't much for talking now.  Because she's dead.  Oops, spoilers.  

Anyway, her aforementioned strange ability is to devour something her size or slightly bigger whole, and safely digest just about anything.  For those of you with your proverbial hands in the air, (for those of you with your physical hands in the air, put that down, people are staring.  Unless you're reading this in private, which you probably should be.  Regardless, put it down) this is a learned ability, that can be achieved by anyone with enough flexibility and with enough practice.  This will be important later.

And without further ado, excepting for this sentence, our tale begins in earnest.  

Elizabeth was, at present, residing in the body of a professional model.  No, seriously. In order to further paint a picture, she had long, light brown hair and beautiful doe eyes, with small yet perky breasts and a rather slim physique. She liked to pick nice bodies, because then she could do whatever she wants in them with no consequence, because it wasn't hers.

The model was currently in the body of TV news anchor currently embroiled in a scandal regarding her calling another anchor a “massive throbbing cock-face” and dumping her coffee on his head.  No points for guessing whether or not a certain protagonist was involved in the incident.  

The model wasn't taking the combined experience of suddenly being someone else and all the media presence, and was currently drifting off to sleep under the effects of thirty-odd ambien.  Meanwhile, the original anchor is watching her decades long career slowly crash, burn, and commit suicide from the body of a paraplegic whose friends all died in the same mysterious explosion that took her limbs, a story that she herself reported on and is now being blamed for as her grip on reality slowly fades.  But the story isn't about the repercussions of rampant body-swapping and madcap hijinks heretofore unseen outside of Nickelodeon.  

Now, with her usual disregard for aforementioned consequences, Elizabeth was off to the grocery store to eat all the cookies she could grab, almost gleeful at the prospect of ruining some presumably bitchy model's body.  

At the same time, our parallel protagonist was also headed to the grocery store, with similarly amoral intentions.  She was looking for a meal, and before you question the amorality of heading to the grocery store for food, I feel I should add that she was looking for a live meal, specifically “a chick with a nice body” as she put it.  Possibly an act of jealously, possibly of lust.  It's not for this narrator to say, although he will say that both parties had good figures, so the outlook on the bizarre lesbian fantasy front was pretty good.  

In what would appear to be a contrived bit of drama in a work of fiction (which this is most assuredly not), the two arrived at the store at the same time, although the cinematic beauty of the moment was spoiled by Amy trying to go through the exit door, and then trying to force it open, before finally noticing the entrance.  She hung her head hoping no one noticed, but it was a busy day and the image was already being submitted to fail-blog by a bored thirteen year old.  The image didn't fare well in comparison to a picture of a redneck pre-catastrophic explosion or a cat falling off a counter, and sank into obscurity.  

Not that Amy would ever notice (hint: foreshadowing).  Almost immediately, Amy noticed Elizabeth heading towards the cookie aisle and followed in hot pursuit, with both meanings of the word in full display, at least to this narrator.  

Just before Elizabeth could reach for her favorite cookie (those little frosted ones with sprinkles), Amy placed a hand on her shoulder and whispered into her ear “Meet me in the bathroom in five minutes” before walking off, displaying all the tact one would expect of a person whose primary ability is swallowing others whole.  Elizabeth, seized either by lust or curiosity, followed her, much to the pleasure of a certain narrator.

Now, as I mentioned before, this was a rather busy day, and the bathroom wasn't entirely empty.  The pair waited around awkwardly for everyone to leave, jamming the door shut when the last was out.  

“Alright, now we can get down to businAAAAHH!!” Elizabeth said, her stripping interrupted by Amy swallowing her head, much to my disappointment.  She could have at least let it go on for a little bit further, but no, she had to eat her right now.  In my professional opinion, bitch got what she deserved.  Ahem, spoilers.  

Anyway, Amy grabbed Elizabeth's thighs and hoisted her into the air, swallowing her in just a few gulps, which I guess is kinda hot.  Just before the final swallow, she whipped Elizabeth's shoes (stylish yet practical, although the color could use some work) off, without even untying them or anything, I suppose they were loose?  Makes sense though, they'd probably taste gross and giver her indigestion, but that just brings me back to how she should have let her strip a bit more.  

Amy's shirt barely contained her gargantuan stomach, surrendering everything below the belly button to the air.  Supporting her gut with both hands, Amy plopped down on the toilet (with the lid down it's like a little chair), smiling briefly as she did.  She leaned back, then immediately forward, wanting to touch as little of the public bathroom toilet as possible. For a few minutes, she just played with her belly, feeling Elizabeth move about inside.

Somewhat impatiently, Elizabeth asked “Aren't you gonna ask how it feels in here?”  

Perplexed, Amy responded “So, uh, how does it feel in there?” 

Elizabeth, apparently waiting for this moment, practically shouted “Why don't you find out yourself!” Amy's face barely had time to register confusion before there was a barely audible swoosh and the situation became infinitely more confusing in regards to naming conventions.

Amy, err, Elizabeth now, I suppose, laughed haughtily.  “So, how does it feel, bitch!”

“I don't know, I should ask you!” There was a pause.  A muttered “damn!” was heard.  Another pause.  “I guess it's okay.  It's really cramped, and moist, but you probably now that.  I think the worst part is- OH CHRIST IT MOTHERFUCKING BURNS!” Elizabeth's belly let out a *glorp* with surprisingly good comedic timing.  There was another pause as Amy thrashed about, visible even through Elizabeth's shirt.  Amy let out another scream for good measure as Elizabeth drummed her fingers on her belly absentmindedly.

With yet another well timed yet difficult to transcribe into words noise (blurble?), Amy was gone.  Elizabeth stood up and stretched, her belly noticeably rounder and slightly smaller than it had been.  She had come here to wreck the model's body, and that she did.  She waddled over to the mirror, checking herself out.  

Through the wall, a voice was heard.  “Hey, are you okay in there?” Thinking quickly, Elizabeth splashed some water onto her pants.  

“I think I'm giving birth!” she screamed, doing her best to grunt like a seven pound baby was ripping it's way through her genitals.  With an audible clanking noise, a burly store worker smashed open the door.  I had thought their barricade was rather flimsy looking, but I digress.  “Oh shit, yeah, your water's broken!” Thank you, Gynecology Man, for that excellent deduction.  With adrenaline pumping through his muscles (or veins, whatever.  I failed Anatomy class) he scooped up Elizabeth and sprinted through the crowd, knocking over some carts in the process.  Surprisingly, everyone managed to restrain themselves from making a “clean-up, aisle nine” joke, despite aisle nine actually needing a clean up.

Gynecology Man (I never got a glimpse of his name-tag, so it's gonna stick) sprinted to his stylish, yet practical car (although the color could use some work) and (hey, that's the second time that phrase has come up.  Cool) fiddled with his keys a bit while Elizabeth tried out some different variations of groaning and screaming while clutching her belly.  When he finally found the right key (there were like four, but he tried all of them, the dumbass) he yelled “I'm taking you to the hospital!” as loud as he could, probably taken by the drama of the scene.  

He was halfway down the street and more than halfway too one hundred miles per hour when Elizabeth realised what he just said.  “Wait, no, I'm having a home-birth!”  she screamed.

“SHIT!” yelled GM, doing a rather impressive u-turn.  

“Actually, that was still the way to my house.”

“FUCK!” yelled GM.  Thirty seconds of reversing, turning slightly, going forward, reversing again, later, they were pointed the right way and headed off.  After a few minutes of angry and dramatic driving, GM realised he didn't know where to go, and asked her.  Neither did Elizabeth, because the key's to the model's house were currently digesting inside her stomach.  Thinking quickly, she remembered there was a house of someone else she had inhabited in this area, and he had always left his keys under the doormat like some kind of idiot.  

“Uh, Jefferson Street!” she said.  It was definitely one of the founding fathers.  After no luck on Hamilton, Madison, or Franklin Streets, they struck gold on Washington Boulevard.  Muttering something about pregnancy hormones, she got out, thanked GM profusely, and let herself in.  The place had fallen apart since it's owner's mysterious shooting spree and mass orgy on the I-95 a few weeks ago, but hadn't yet been foreclosed on by the city.  

Elizabeth plunked down on a chair and stretched.  She laid her hands on her belly and sighed.  “At least I won't have to find any food for a few days...” she muttered, possibly debating who to swap bodies with next, possibly wondering if the house would still get HBO.  What, I can't read minds.  You think I'd be writing some shitty story if I could?  No, I'd be playing the fuck outta some poker, or becoming a magician.  Maybe if the range was good enough I could be a general or master criminal.  The point is, I can't, and if I could I'd be using it for more self-serving purposes.  But that's a story for another time, ladies and gentlemen, and no one is willing to pay me for it.  Or this one. 

Shit.

The End, bitches.

