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Katarina Paige

A soft breeze blew against her skin as she and her boyfriend Roy walked along a dirt road littered with broken sandals and other garbage. The area around them felt hot and humid as the summer sun shined down upon them. Tall and thick palm trees lined the right side of the road while they enjoyed the fresh and green scenery that this part of the Philippines had to offer. She hated going through the impoverished streets of the nearby city, but when she was out in the less densely populated areas, she was excited to be there. The visit was more bearable. She could more easily forget about the poverty this way.
Katarina had visited so many different locations after being in the Philippines for only four days. It was an incredibly beautiful place with a lot of history behind every single corner. With Roy at her side, she felt safe and happy to explore. She eagerly held his hand as they walked through the jungles and took pictures with him for the world to see. For every single location, she had at least thirty photos per post for her friends. By then, she had hundreds of photos saved.
When her mom had told her that her Aunt Velma was willing to finance her vacation for two weeks, she jumped at the opportunity and flew to the Philippines as soon as she could. Her aunt was a rich and retired financial planner with nothing else to do now that her sickly husband was dead. It had been years since she had spoken to Aunt Velma since she had retired around a decade ago. Katarina was still in high school at the time. So, Katarina took her boyfriend Roy with her to give her aunt company and to mooch off her wealth. A two-week vacation in the Philippines, after getting laid off because of a manager who sexually harassed her, was the perfect way to cheer her up.
Nothing much had changed when it came to her aunt. Her appearance never really changed over the years. Aunt Velma regularly looked after her and the rest of her siblings when her mother and father were working. She attended mass and parties with Katarina’s family, having no children of her own but desperately wanting to be a part of the family. Her aunt had curly grey hair and lips that wore a color too red for her pale skin tone. Back in the United States, Aunt Velma would wear hideous blue or white dresses too large for her unshapely figure. They made her look like a grandmother, even though she was only in her fifties at the time. Now that she lived in a primarily warmer climate, she wore shorter dresses or shorts that showed thick calves covered with unsightly varicose veins. She had always been an ugly woman, but at least Katarina never talked about it with anybody. She loved her enough to not hurt her feelings with constructive criticism.
She had always told Katarina that she was her favorite niece when she was growing up. Katarina had two little sisters and an older brother, all of whom were also called Aunt Velma’s favorites. Despite the old woman’s lies, Katarina knew that she actually the favorite niece, because Aunt Velma always took her to places that her siblings never got to see. Katarina’s trip to the Philippines was the perfect example of that, having been the only person in the family to get the invitation.
“Say, how old exactly is your aunt?” Roy asked.
“Why does it matter?”
Roy let out a sigh. “There you go again. You’re always trying to hide something, I swear.”
“She’s seventy-three. Or seventy-six. Or maybe ninety.”
“You don’t even know.” Roy laughed.
“Shut up,” she said.
Katarina and Roy stopped at a plot of land surrounded by bushes and two towering coconut trees. The plot of land was slightly to the right of the road where she grabbed Roy’s hand and pulled him along. Garbage sat along the dry grass as they walked to a spot where the bushes were at their thickest and most numerous. 
Katarina carefully sat down while removing her panties. A seductive grin crept on her face when she lifted her skirt up. Her eyes cautiously darted side to side to make sure nobody was watching them.
“Hurry up,” Katarina whispered. “This place is good.” She could see Roy’s eyes scanning her from head to toe. She loved seeing him so thirsty for her. All the teasing that she did was so exciting for her.
“Y-you’re serious?” He asked.
“Of course. Now hurry up.” She ordered. “Eat me.”
Roy got down on her and planted his moist mouth on her juicy canal without any additional hesitation. She felt his hard stubble scraping against her tender skin. She moaned quietly and bit her lip, stroking his cologne-scented brown hair while he hungrily ate her up. He was so thirsty for her. Her lower body twitched while the waves of pleasure consumed her entire being. Her skin felt like it was crawling with life when she watched Roy from between her breasts. She felt so flushed with heat.
“God,” she cried. “Roy, fuck … yes, right there.” She could feel his tongue rubbing against her clit repeatedly.
The hot, steamy sun beat down on them, her moans growing louder and louder until finally her body jerked and came. A warmth spread across her body. He knew exactly how to please her whenever she demanded it. A strong tingle rocked her body when she started thinking about Darren, another man in her life who she kept a secret from Roy.
With her eyes closed, Katarina revisualized Darren’s strong body caressing her and eating her. Instead of Roy, she was looking down at Darren. Darren was a black male escort who regularly serviced Katarina for a good price whenever Roy was working late at night. She loved everything about the escort. Darren was an unbelievably handsome bodybuilder who knew how to please a woman. She could feel the waves of lust ravaging her tight body as Darren squeezed at her breasts and legs. No matter how hard she pushed him, Darren always overpowered her. Her inner thighs became wet the more he made her cum. She cupped her soft breasts and squeezed, the sound of her moaning becoming louder and more intense like when Darren had teased her.
“You’re so hot.” Roy whispered while kissing her naval.
“I didn’t tell you to stop.” Katarina said spitefully. “Shut up and get back down there.”
His strong finger slid into her slowly. Katarina closed her eyes again, Darren’s incredible fingers taking Roy’s place as they fucked her. She was panting, her heart racing after her last orgasm. She could feel her face twisting in loving agony, Roy’s wet tongue slithering along her neck and chest. She cried loudly while looking left and right to make sure nobody was nearby. The wonderful heat of her pussy twitched with yearning. Roy was fingering her leaking flower while he prodded her smooth bud with his tongue. “Oh fuck…” Katarina moaned.
Roy, like Darren, was loudly exploring every inch of her folds. She let out a shivering moan from her gaping mouth again, her heart racing even faster than before. Katarina felt so dirty down there now as Roy began sticking a second finger into her. He was worshipping her musky wetness without hesitance. She placed a hand on her left breast and squeezed it, her body coming to life when an orgasm built up again within her core and made her tummy quiver with delight.
Katarina shivered when he gently flicked her clit. Within seconds, Roy pinned her to the ground and kissed her mouth and neck. She felt helplessly trapped as she wanted Darren’s massive cock inside of her again. She wanted Darren’s touch. She wanted Darren to keep making love with her in secret. It was a massive fantasy turn on for her. And she wanted Darren’s cock right now. Having Darren and Roy fucking her without them knowing gave Katarina a lot of delight. From the way they both looked at her to the way they pleasured her, Katarina truly felt wanted with unconditional love. If she had to settle between the two boys, she would always settle with Darren, though. Darren was stronger and could please Katarina in ways that Roy could only dream.
A smirk spread across her face when she felt his stiff cock pushing against her slit. Compared to Darren, Roy was a much smaller man. She grinded against his hardened manhood and laughed.
“You naughty boy.” Katarina purred. “Get off of me.”
“But babe…”
“Get off of me.”
“You look really pretty,” Roy said. He was starting to unbuckle his pants. “I can’t stand it.”
“You’re so perverted,” she spitefully said while playfully hitting his shoulder. He rolled off her as she got up. “Somebody could walk by at any moment. You can wait a few weeks, can’t you?”
“A few weeks? Are you serious? I just ate you out! Outside! Anybody could have walked up to us while I ate you!” He cried.
“You need to control yourself,” she said. “You’re too wild. Look, I’ll let you put sunscreen on me. I’ll let you give me a massage. I’ll let you do all sorts of things. But not sex. I’m not in the mood.”
“Kat, please,” he begged. “You’ve been driving me crazy. I can’t help but watch you. Seriously, my balls hurt way too much.”
“It is a nice dress,” she agreed while pulling up her damp panties. “But still, that doesn’t mean I’m going to have sex with you just to make you feel better. You have to earn it.” Roy stared at her with an open jaw. “Besides, I want to see how big of a load you’re going to have after all of this. Don’t you think it’s more rewarding by waiting?”
A sly smile stretched across her face. She enjoyed making Roy suffer. She knew he was a sex maniac, so she used this to her advantage to get what she wanted from him. Ever since they landed in the Philippines, however, Roy seemed crazed about sleeping with her. Maybe it was her short skirts, maybe it was her dresses. Maybe it was even her feet in flip flops or sandals. Whatever it was, his intense desire flattered her, and as his girlfriend she felt obligated to at least satisfy him eventually, yet seeing him writhe in lust made waiting a lot more enjoyable. She decided that waiting was better.
“It’s been like three weeks…” He said sadly. Katarina could feel a heavy hand wrapping around her waist.
“We’ll fuck when I say so.” She plainly said before breaking free and running ahead of him. She turned to face him again and stuck her tongue out. “Besides, you cheated. It’s been a week since you came. I was in the room when you jacked off, remember?”
“N-no I didn’t,” he insisted.
Katarina and Roy lived in the same apartment building, and that particular day they had decided to go to bed early. They spent the entire day packing their bags for the trip. The summer sun was barely starting to set after eight when she had stripped down completely naked and fallen asleep on her side of the bed. She could hear Roy on the other side of the bed watching her, the very side that Darren would rest on when he made love to Katarina. She could hear his pants unzipping and his skin flapping as Roy had let out a wonderfully intoxicating grunt before going to the washroom. She had giggled to herself while she relished the poor man’s longing for her. It felt good to be desired.
Katarina laughed. “You didn’t think I was awake. I knew the entire time.”
They finally reached Aunt Velma’s house after exploring what the rest of the village had to offer. Her aunt’s house was surrounded by a tall concrete wall that hid most of the house from view. Walking through the metal front gate, the actual house came into view. It was a large, rectangular-shaped building made of red bricks with a blue, pointy roof. It was a short one-story building with a large basement that was accessible from the side of the house. Compared to the metal shacks and other cement buildings that the neighbors inhabited, Aunt Velma looked like she was living a luxurious life among the Filipinos.
They entered through the front blue door to get to their room, but they first had to make their way through Aunt Velma’s tidy living room. The room reeked of mothballs. At the center of the room was a black painted coffee table with a few photo albums sitting there. On each of the room’s four sides were clusters of black and white photographs of Aunt Velma and her husband when they were younger. Katarina could see her baby photos beside pictures of both her mom and Aunt Velma at parties in the 70s and 80s. Across the room was a hallway leading to two bedrooms, the kitchen, and the washroom.
Navigating through the narrow hallway, they eventually got to the first room and opened it. It was the refurnished bedroom where her uncle used to do his writing work before he passed away. It was a cozy room with a wide window giving them a wonderful view of the tall cement wall. Beneath the window was a comfortable bed with thin, golden bedsheets. Straight across from the bed and window was a dresser with a large mirror that faced Katarina and her boyfriend as they relaxed on the bed.
Katarina had untied the top straps of her black and white dress for her boyfriend to see more of her skin. She seductively pushed the top portion down while Roy slowly applied sunscreen to her back and shoulders. She savored the warm and strong touch of his fingers as he dug along her smooth back. She let out a soft moan when she felt him kissing her slim neck. “Stop it,” she whispered. “I told you no.” Katarina felt his fingers lingering around her toned tummy with a layer of sunscreen slathering along her skin.
“Please,” he whispered. He kissed her shoulders repeatedly. “Please. This isn’t fair.”
“No.” She flatly said. “Keep putting on more sunscreen.”
“Kat…”
“No.”
Katarina kept fantasizing. The memories of fucking Darren flooded her mind as Roy kissed and squeezed her body on the bed. It was a week before she had left with Roy to go to the Philippines, and the male escort was massaging her body from head to toe with coconut oil. Roy was working that night and would not be home for at least another two hours.
“I’ll miss you,” Darren said with his deep, dreamy voice.
The smell of the oil lingered in the air when he helped her body relax. Every sensual touch by Darren made Katarina drip with anticipation. It was so naughty doing this in the bed that she shared with her boyfriend. She gripped the white towels covering their bed and did her best to contain her sexual excitement. Every kiss, every prod, and every squeeze of her round curves made her purr with steamy exhilaration. Darren wanted her, and Katarina knew she was the perfect woman for any man to have in a bed.
By the end of the massage session, she was ready with her legs spread out. Darren’s massive black cock slid against her lusciously slippery canal. She watched him putting a clear condom on before he seized her by the hips and pulled her closer. She giggled incessantly and watched him twisting and pulling at her nipples before sliding his dome into her wet folds.
He watched her face writhe in agony. He pushed forward, giving every single inch of his cock to Katarina, and repeatedly delved inside of her. His thick cock felt wonderful beneath her tender legs. He let out a satisfied groan and looked possessed when he aggressively slammed into her. He had become her bull. She whimpered with sweet enjoyment as the pain and pleasure surged through her body. Darren’s cock was the only one that could successfully fill her up completely. It drove her crazy as she became limp and submissive. She could feel him biting into her neck, completely out of control, until one final plunge allowed him to cum hard. Katarina felt the man’s seed trying to burst through the condom when she had slithered off him.
When Roy finished applying her sunscreen, and after Katarina refused to put sunscreen onto him, they immediately went back outside in the sun and wandered Aunt Velma’s backyard. Katarina was still wet from her fantasies and memories with Darren, her wet thighs sliding against each other as if they were lubed. They navigated the winding hallways again and walked into a yard full of coconut trees and bushes where Aunt Velma was digging a hole for a new plant she had purchased.
Plants lined the concrete wall where she worked. She was in a white T-shirt and blue shorts sweating in the golden sun. It looked like Aunt Velma was struggling with the physical work. She had always loved gardening for some reason, but her older age made physical work more difficult. Katarina could never understand why. Tightly holding Roy’s hand, the two approached the older lady as she smiled at them.
“How was checking out the ocean?” Aunt Velma asked.
“Beautiful,” Roy said. “The water made my legs itchy, though. Kat didn’t want to go in. It’s like she knew what was going to happen.”
“I told you to stay out of the water.” Katarina said.
“Yeah, that happens,” Aunt Velma said. “A lot of pollution is around the bodies of water here. The place still looks beautiful, though. Did you two get to see a lot of the jungle?”
“Yeah,” Katarina said. “It was alright. There’s a lot of garbage everywhere. We also saw a lot of snakes. That was terrifying.”
“Are the two of you planning on going anywhere else this afternoon?” Her aunt asked.
“Babe, what do you think?” Roy asked.
“I think we saw most of what the village had to offer,” Katarina said. “Do you know of any good places to eat?”
Aunt Velma was beaming. “I know the perfect place. It’s on the outskirts of the village just beside the city. Do you still like Asian cuisine, Kat?”




Aunt Velma

Katarina was a wild girl that her mother could barely control. She was a white girl with long brown hair and light brown eyes. Her pink smile could make any man fall for her as she walked around the restaurant lobby in her black and white dress. She moved quickly and elegantly alongside the older woman until they reached a nearby waiter. He seated them immediately and got their wrinkled menus.
Velma could see Roy trailing behind Katarina. His eyes locked on to her gorgeous figure as he watched her movements. It must have been nice to have such an attractive boyfriend chasing after her. Tristan, Velma’s husband, never looked at her the same way Roy looked at Katarina. There was a hunger and thirst in Roy that she rarely saw in couples around her.
“This place looks awful,” Katarina said. “None of the seats and tables look the same.” She raised the white tablecloth for their table before looking at the one beside them. “It looks like they buy their furniture from a liquidation store whenever a sale comes on.”
“Babe, you’re being loud,” Roy said. “The place is fine. It smells really good in here. I can literally hear the food speaking to me.”
“Kat,” Velma snapped. “This is one of the best places to eat. You’ll love the food. Don’t judge a book by its cover. This place is good.”
“Whatever,” she told her aunt. “I’m sure we could’ve gone to a better place. Did you read the Google reviews on this place?”
“No, what was the score?” Roy asked.
“There was no score,” Katarina said. “That’s how unknown this place is. I hope the food’s actually good.”
“It will be.” Velma promised.
The Red Sands was Velma’s favorite restaurant to dine in. Located on the outskirts of the village, it was a popular tourist attraction that she first visited when she was a teenager. For generations, the restaurant thrived and served the local community. It was her weekly food stop when she finally retired, and the staff knew her very well. It was a small concrete building with white painted walls and cheap furniture throughout the restaurant, but Velma saw it as a historically beautiful establishment. There was a lot of history behind its walls.
Katarina pulled her bangs to the side so she could get a better look at the menu. The girl was so perfect that it made the older woman jealous. Velma nor her sister had ever been blessed with the same beauty that Katarina had. She had a cute look to her that made her look so youthful despite being in her early thirties. Yet Katarina was among the least deserving of her looks.
“There’s no pineapple juice,” she quickly told the waiter. “I don’t see it anywhere on here.”
The waiter was a small man with a balding head. He had brown skin and a wonderfully sharp smile. However, his usual smile was gone at this point, and it was clear to Velma that he did not understand what Katarina was complaining about.
“She’s wondering if she can have pineapple juice.” Roy said.
“That’s unfortunately not served as a drink, I’m sorry to say. I can perhaps suggest a fruit cocktail.” The waiter looked at Velma with a confused look over his face. Velma had to look away out of embarrassment. “We have a wide variety of other drinks available. Great wines. Great liquors. We don’t have pineapple juice.”
“Whisky sounds really good. You like whisky, don’t you?” Roy said.
Katarina let out a loud sigh. “You sell a chopped pineapple salad.” She tapped at the salad portion of the menu with her white painted nail. “Are you seriously telling me that you can’t crush some slices and give me some pineapple juice?” She squinted at the nametag on his white dress shirt. “Marcus?”
“Miss, please,” the waiter said. “I don’t mean to sound rude. It’s just something the chef doesn’t really do.”
“I could squeeze some pineapples myself if I had some,” she said. “But I’m here to eat and drink. I’m the one paying you to do your job. You’re the one selling us some god damn customer service, Marcus.”
“I’ll return right away.” The waiter weakly said. “I’m sure the chef can make an exception.”
“Before you go, I think we’re ready to order our actual food.” Katarina said. “I want chicken fried rice and a seaweed salad. And my pineapple juice, Marcus. Do you understand?”
“Yes, miss.”
“I’ll have chicken fried rice and a Guiness, please.” Roy said.
“And I’ll have the barbeque pork and rice, please,” Velma said. “Could I get some red wine too, please?”
“Yes, Madame Velma,” the waiter said. Velma loved it when Marcus said her name with his Filipino accent. He pronounced the V as a B. He wrote the order down on his clipboard. “I will return shortly.”
The waiter darted away from them and went straight to the kitchen while Velma stared at Katarina with a horrified look over her face. Roy did not seem phased by the girl’s outburst. Velma could not believe how rude this girl was to people. She had seen it regularly in the past, yet Velma thought that the years would have softened her temper.
“Katarina,” Velma said with embarrassment. “You didn’t have to be so rude. People are looking at us.” She looked around at some of the Filipino families having lunch together. They talked amongst themselves while staring at Katarina.
“Let them,” Katarina said with her cute smile. “It’s not my fault the customer service here sucks. You’re forgetting that we’re customers. We’re the ones with money. They’re the ones who are working for our money. We need the best service. I don’t know why he was putting up such a fuss.”
“Seriously, Kat, you can’t be doing this with anybody. It’s disrespectful and belittles these people. I’ve been living here for a while now. I’ve watched their customs. I’ve eaten their food. They’re incredibly hard-working people. It’s not fair for you to act like this. Why are you being such a brat?”
“Aunt Velma, I’m not being a brat.”
“Yes, you are.” Velma snapped.
“Seriously,” Katarina said with her cheeks reddening. “It was his fault for making a big deal out of this. He gave bad customer service over some pineapple juice. He’s the one who reacted poorly. Not me.”
Velma decided to drop the argument entirely since she knew how bad of a temper the girl had. This was a common problem for Katarina when it came to her overall attitude in life. No amount of lecturing or punishment could steer Katarina in the right path. Velma had offered her sister a free vacation for Katarina to see if two weeks in the Philippines would help calm her down.
Katarina always had a fiery temper, and the people around her unfortunately had to endure a lot of abuse. A lot of her jobs let her go due to the verbal abuse and bullying that she was known for. Despite losing so many different positions, Katarina was adamant that she was the real victim. If there was no reason for why she was let go, she would make it up. She would have been the perfect person if she could just control herself.
Velma herself had been living in the Philippines for nearly a decade after retiring. She spent her entire life planning retirements for ordinary people before finally settling the last part of her life in what seemed like paradise. While there was a lot of poverty throughout the islands, she saw freshness and nature everywhere. Compared to her old city home, there was not as much cement. Her money also went a long way here, so she decided to stay even after her husband died. It was cheap to live in the Philippines.
Before their food arrived, the waiter returned with a large glass of pineapple juice for Katarina and an empty wine glass for Velma. He poured a cheap red wine into her glass before scurrying away again. Katarina disgustingly stared at the floating bits and pieces of pineapple. She still drank it, but seeing the girl struggling with something so basic made Velma laugh to herself. After waiting for around ten minutes, the waiter returned with their meals on wooden plates. He carefully set them down on the table. The smell of the fresh food made Velma’s mouth water as the waiter scurried away.
“Do you like it?” Roy asked.
“I hate it.”
“I’m sure it’s not that bad.” Velma said.
“This is alright,” Katarina finally said with rice in her mouth. “I may have overreacted. But, it’s a little dry. The chicken tastes overcooked. The juice is also too sweet. They should’ve added water.” Katarina’s face only looked disgusted, but she still ate the rest of her plate.
“It’s fried rice,” Velma said with a spoon full of rice in her mouth. “It’s supposed to be a little dry. A little crunchy.”
After eating lunch and paying for their meals, the three of them went to the nearby city and started exploring the different market vendors that littered the busy streets. Motorcyclists drove loudly down the concrete roads while waves of students flocked to restaurants for lunch. Young children walked by carrying pots of water and tried selling the two American women flowers and other goods. They ignored them and evaded other sketchy establishments before finding a cluster of tents.
Velma showed Katarina and Roy the tents where they could buy knockoff brand name clothes and safe snacks to take home. This was something Katarina excitedly looked for. Despite being a spoiled girl who loved expensive things, she loved how cheap a lot of the knockoff brand names were and how closely they resembled really prestigious brand names. While Katarina was checking out a souvenir stall with her boyfriend, an older woman waved to Velma from across the street. From far away, Velma could barely recognize them.
Velma was smiling at the older Filipino woman when she got closer. She was significantly shorter than she was and had very dark skin. She wore a yellow sundress and a yellow bandana over her white hair. Velma recognized the woman as a frequent and familiar member of the community, but her name had escaped her. She had seen the woman attending church every Sunday. All she knew was that everybody called her “Lola.”
“Yes?” She asked when she reached the old woman. A palm tree shaded the two of them as they conversed.
“I heard the commotion that girl of yours was making,” the old woman said. Her English was fluent without any hint of an accent. “Is she your daughter?”
“No,” Velma said. “She’s my niece. I’ve just been showing her around. I’m ashamed for her commotion, I think she has a problem. I’m hoping she’ll calm down by the end of this trip.”
“I own the restaurant that you two just came from,” the old woman told her. “My grandson Marcus had to take the day off because of her.”
Velma froze. “I’m so sorry.”
“He’s a good boy,” the old woman said. “He’ll get over it. But … this problem with your niece. I believe it needs to be taken care of immediately. She’s too old to be acting like a child.”
“Like I said, I’m trying my hardest,” Velma said. “It’s been a hard road. She’s always been like this. After growing up spoiled and rich, her personality has become really ugly. I think she’s on the right path, though. She’s starting to become kinder. She just has those occasional outbursts like in the restaurant.”
“Would you like to speed up the process?” The old woman asked suddenly.
“What do you mean?”
The old woman smiled. “My name is Francesca. While I own the restaurant, I am also a spiritual medium with many years of counselling practice. I’ve seen a lot of children similar to her and know how to deal with them. Many parents take their children to me to fix them.”
“How should we deal with her?”
Francesca reached into a bag around her shoulder. She was fumbling around frantically for something mixed in her assortment of products. “I have a small potion that I’m going to give to you. Place a drop in one of her drinks, and place a drop in your own drink. Consume the drinks with her. When you both fall asleep, this potion will make it so that the both of you switch bodies.”
“Wait,” Velma said. Her heart was racing. “How would this help her calm down?”
“The experience will make her afraid of losing herself again,” Francesca told her. “If you can successfully scare her, then she may change as a person. It will make her realize how insignificant some of her problems are. Don’t worry, this potion doesn’t make it permanent as long as you don’t allow the seed of another man to plant itself within you. In every other circumstance, the swap is only temporary.”
“For how long?”
“At most a day,” Francesca said. “By then, you will have swapped back. Are you interested?”
“I’m not so sure,” Velma answered. “How exactly does this potion make us swap bodies?”
Francesca stepped forward and looked deeply into Velma’s eyes. “It is the elixir of an angel,” the old woman said. “Those who drink the potion will allow their souls to briefly leave their bodies during rest. Bodies marked by this elixir through consumption will pull the released souls in, allowing the swap to occur. Over time, the bindings that set you in your temporary body will release, and your soul will naturally return to your previous form. Impregnation will bind you permanently, however.”
A lot of doubt seeped through Velma’s conscience. Assuming this were possible, the thought of forcing the spoiled girl to be temporarily trapped in her body was a terrible thought. She hated seeing people suffer. However, at the same time, Velma saw this as a necessary evil if she were to help her niece become a better person. Deep down, she wanted to see the young girl feel punished for her poor attitude. She was getting desperate since all of her other attempts had failed.
“Yes,” Velma said. “I am.”
“Good,” Francesca said. “I’m glad that you’re willing to set her straight. It will be good for the people around her.”
“How much do I owe you?”
“That will be ten thousand pesos.”
Velma’s jaw dropped, but the thought of teaching Katarina a lesson made her impulsively buy the potion. She examined the clear vial covered with an old cork. A pink liquid was inside of it. She opened her wallet and handed ten one thousand pesos bills to the woman and hurried back to Katarina and her boyfriend.




The sun was starting to set when Katarina, Roy, and Velma returned to the house. Katarina sat and cuddled on the couch with Roy in the living room after a long day of sightseeing. They had spent at least five hours shopping together. The smell of seared steak filled the air as Velma cooked them dinner.
The messy kitchen felt cramped and was an absolute disaster to navigate while she prepared their meal. In the past, she never had to cook for so many people, yet these past four days revealed her poor organizational skills. Empty dishes from breakfast littered every one of her black marble countertops. By the time she had finished, even more dishes began piling up. Forks, knives, and spoons were all over the place.
Carrying the plates of steak, she struggled to place them on the wooden table at the center of the kitchen. Nearly dropping them, she placed the three plates around the steak before placing a large bowl of white rice at the center of the table. She carefully scooped rice and placed a slab of meat on to each of their plates before calling the couple into the kitchen. They walked into the kitchen with their hands intertwined.
“That smells so good,” Roy said. “I think it smells way better than the restaurant, don’t you think?”
“Auntie Velma always makes great food,” Katarina said while she lowered herself on to the nearest seat. “It’s why I hated that place so much. The food was mediocre. At least Aunt Velma has standards.”
Roy cut into the steak after he sat down. “Wow, it’s medium rare.”
“The meat at that place was way overcooked,” Katarina said. “Auntie Velma used to be a cook before she started doing finance.”
Velma smiled warmly and remained quiet, turning and walking to the fridge to grab bottles of water for them. She looked over her shoulder and watched Katarina and Roy talking amongst themselves and carefully opened one of the plastic water bottles. She had left the spiritual medium’s potion in the fridge and uncorked it. She put two drops inside of one of the bottles before bringing the three bottles to the table. She placed the drugged bottle in front of Katarina, and left the two safe bottles for herself and Roy.
As the three of them ate, Velma watched Katarina drinking from her bottle without any complaints of suspicions. She was actually surprised, since the concoction tasted like blood when Velma consumed it, yet the young girl did not criticize the taste. With a mouth full of food, Velma observed the lovely couple leaning into each other affectionately and smiled.
Velma and her husband were very much the same. They spent years together holding hands and enjoying life through the years. They shared so many different memories, yet their trips to the Philippines were what cemented their desire to live their last days together in paradise. She enjoyed the intimacy, even into their later years together when they completely retired to the Philippines for good. Velma thought that she was going to have at least another few decades with her husband, yet his declining health and his smoking habits interfered with this.
Roy finished eating first when he got up to put his plate away. By the time he got back to the table, Katarina had finished too. She handed him her plate and giggled when he let out an annoyed sigh. He brought her dish to the sink and grabbed her hand. “Goodnight, Aunt Velma,” Katarina said as she was pulled away. “I’m going to bed early. We’ve been out all day. I’m tired.”
“Goodnight, dear,” Velma answered. She watched the two walking away together and laughed when she saw Roy lightly slap his girlfriend’s butt. “What an absolute perv.”
“Not here,” she whispered angrily. “What the hell are you doing?”
Smiling, Velma put her own plate away and looked out of the window. Her heart was racing when she heard Katarina’s door close and incessant giggling. If this was going to work, it would mean they would swap bodies by the time they woke up. If it did not work, then it was a waste of money. She saw the skies darkening before she began walking toward her bedroom. She walked by a portrait of a young Velma and sighed before entering her room.




As Velma slept in her room that night, she could hear moaning through the walls and a deep voiced man’s grunting. Confusion fluttered through her mind. Her body twitched and shivered. Odd colors and objects floated through her dreams. She could hear voices she had never heard before, and boys she had never seen before.
“I love you so much,” she could hear Katarina whispering.
“I know.” A man’s deep voice said loudly.
She continued to twist and turn in her sleep when she felt Roy getting up and leaving the room. Her head was pounding when her eyes opened. Her mouth tasted like blood as she sat up on a bed with golden sheets. Surprisingly, she felt no pain in her joints. Suddenly, her heart started racing when she saw long brown hair flowing down her heavy chest. She immediately rose from the bed and looked at herself in the nearby mirror. The morning sun was starting to rise as she gawked at herself, the light pouring into the room and illuminating her young body. She brought her soft fingers up to her face and stroked her clear skin. She pulled her hair back to get a full view of her new body. She could not believe how unbelievably perfect her niece was.
Velma stared with a sly smile over her face. She slowly removed Katarina’s dress, revealing a large chest supported by a black bra. Sliding the dress down her body halfway, she observed the way her body flowed so smoothly. Her skin was soft and toned with muscle as she turned around to look at her firmly round ass. She pressed her breasts against each other and admired the deep cleavage that Katarina possessed. She understood why so many people stared at her when she walked through the streets.
And now her perfect body was hers.
Now half naked, Velma unclipped her bra, allowing it fall to her feet as she stared in awe at what Katarina was hiding. Her breasts were perfectly round. She squeezed her firm tits and absolutely adored the suppleness. She could not believe that they were real.  She could feel a mole just to the right of her right breast and poked it playfully. Everything about Katarina felt supple and soft. Her toned tummy and overall athletic physique made Velma realize that she had been unhealthy her entire life.
She breathed more easily in Katarina’s body.
She moved more easily in Katarina’s body.
She liked being in Katarina’s body.
Velma moved across the room to lay in her bed. She turned over and smelled. It was an overwhelming scent when she buried her nose against the golden sheets. The scent of her old body’s perfume lingered in the comforter, and the smell seemed overwhelming in this body. A smile crept on her face as she grinded her lower body against the sheets, her white pillow beneath her now as images fluttered before her eyes.
Her imagination kept thinking of a muscular black man fucking her silly. The thought of him taking hold of her sweet ass and sliding into her doggy style made her stolen body leak with excitement. It was so unbelievably lewd to Velma. A tingle crept along her tummy when she began grinding the pillow faster. She humped against the pillow furiously until the pressure within her built up and exploded. Her body shivered, her young body’s orgasm feeling so illicitly powerful.
Her old body had never been this horny. Her panties became moist as she reached into them with her right hand now. Her fingers began exploring for her sweet nub, and when she found it, she began to slowly circle her fingers around it. Her free hand roughly grabbed the sheets as she let out a loud, droning moan while the sheets flooded with her musky wetness and sweat. She felt like she had just peed the entire bed.
Velma was breathing loudly when Katarina’s boyfriend walked into the room. At first, there was a shocked look over his handsome face, and then finally a faint smile appeared.
“No, stay there,” he said. “Don’t move. I like how you look.”
Velma giggled. “Is it my breasts?”
“Everything.” He whispered.
He walked up to the bed and sat down beside Velma when she sat up to cover her breasts with her hands. Roy took her hands and lowered them, pulling the girl close to him and planting a warm kiss against her lips. Her desire to defend herself faded away. She felt his magical tongue pushing against hers, a quiet moan parting from their lips as she wrapped her hands around the man to pull him even closer. Velma could feel her legs wrapping around him to hold him in place. It felt like her body was doing everything on its own. Her body was way too sexually stimulated.
“God, it’s about time,” he whispered. “I’ve been blue-balled by you for way too long, you know.”
A smile stretched across her stolen face when she broke away from Roy’s mouth. For a moment, their brown eyes stayed locked until she could feel his hands pulling at her underwear. She released him from her grip when he took both of her shapely legs and lifted them above his head. Her feet rested on his broad shoulders as he pulled her underwear off her legs in an upward motion, throwing it somewhere in the room before he sucked on her left foots toes.
Velma almost pulled her foot away, but she realized that she liked how it felt. Watching Katarina’s boyfriend worshipping her white nails got her excited. Roy kissed at her soles before moving down her leg. She giggled at the sensations until he planted his mouth against her cunt.
“Oh, you’re hungry,” she cooed. “How long has it been since we fucked?”
“It’s been too long … I feel like it’s been three weeks,” he said. “Why do you do this to me?”
“Sorry,” she said. “You’ve been so good at controlling yourself. I think it’s time to reward you.”
Velma let out a surprised gasp while she looked down at the brown hair exploring the area between her legs. She could feel his hot tongue prodding every inch of her inner folds. Every pleasing lick made her eyes close, her wonderful body lost in her horny, lustful desire while she gently squeezed his head with her legs. “Roy…” The orgasmic buildup began again, and soon her entire body arched upward on the bed as she screamed. “Roy, fuck, you’re amazing!”
Roy pulled off his white T-shirt and jeans, and for once in Velma’s life, she understood what Katarina saw in him. Besides his good-looking face, his athletic body was chiseled with hardened muscle. If there was ever a textbook with the male body’s muscles accurately named in front of her, the book would have had a picture of Roy shirtless. Every muscle was distinct as he moved and took her legs to pull her closer. She remained on her back with a sly smile.
A wonderful cock sprung out from his underwear as he removed them. Velma stared at it in awe. Besides seeing her dead husband naked, she had never seen somebody so physically perfect in her entire life. Roy was like a Greek god to her. When she felt his tip sliding against her canal, Velma let out an achingly slutty moan that made her pulsing pussy beg to get fucked.
“Roy,” she whispered. “Go.”
A burst of arousing waves of simmering heat tingled through Velma’s stolen body when Roy’s cock entered her folds. He entered easily with her wetness engulfing his thick cock. He was huge. She could feel every movement and twitch of his cock. Her mouth opened when the man started to circle her clit with his left hand, their locked eyes never faltering. She wanted to cry.
Suddenly, he flipped Velma over so that she was on her hands and knees facing away from him. He slapped her left ass cheek, a pain surging through her tight body as she giggled delightfully. He slapped her again, except this time he entered her from behind at the same time. Strong hands wrapped around Katarina’s stolen hair as Velma felt a rough tug. Her head arched backwards as he fucked her from behind. Each time his cock plunged into her, she let out an excited grunt while she bounced back into him with every swing. Velma rubbed at her swelling nub and nearly collapsed when she came again.
“Oh my God,” she said. She wiped at her forehead, her body completely drenched in a layer of shimmering sweat. Her body jerked again and again. “Roy, oh God, Roy, that’s so good.”
“You’re so fucking beautiful,” Roy cried. “Holy shit. You were right. The wait is worth it, Kat.”
The sheets beneath her were completely drenched after she came once more. She could hear her heartbeat while she collapsed. Her legs and arms felt so weak. She turned over and looked up at Roy who was now sitting on the bed cross-legged, her body satisfied and aching for more pleasure. Velma sat up from the bed and planted kisses against his neck as she sat on his lap. She felt his cock grazing her tummy when she started looking for it with her left hand.
“I want it inside me again.” Velma whispered.
She took hold of his cock and positioned it against her wet and open folds. A bubble of clear precum dripped down the veiny manhood. She sank over it, the full length of his cock pushing through against her cervix until she was feverishly full. She swung her hips into him and watched his face strain. Velma could tell that he was enjoying it just as much as she was.
A sudden feeling of guilt seeped into Velma’s mind. While she had been lost in the youthful pleasures of her new body, she remembered the old woman’s words about a person cumming inside of her during the swap. If a man were to successfully plant his seed within her, then the swap would be permanent. The thought of leaving Katarina inside of her old body made her pity her. It would mean living the last few years of her life suffering the pains of arthritis and other ailments of old age. It would mean watching Velma steal her life.
She could feel him reaching for hips to push her off, but she wrapped her arms around his neck and planted another kiss. “Kat, I’m going to cum,” he whispered weakly. “Fuck, slow down, I’m going to cum.” Suddenly, Velma no longer cared. In her mind, Katarina deserved all of this. She deserved to suffer the way she made other people suffer. In a way, this was the fairest and best punishment that Velma could think of.
“How close are you to cumming?” Velma asked.
“Kat, please, slow down.”
It was in that moment when she decided that she was going to keep Katarina’s body forever. She wrapped her strong ankles behind his back and continued riding. She was moaning loudly at this point. Katarina must have been sleeping in her body this entire time, but now there was no way that she could not hear the two young people fucking each other silly. Velma wanted Katarina to hear what she was missing out on. She could see a look of fear and satisfaction from Roy’s handsome face as she placed her forehead against his.
“I want you to cum inside of me,” she purred loudly. “I want you to fill me up!”
“W-wait,” he said. “Kat, what?”
“I said I want you to cum inside of me!”
“Oh, God, Kat, are you sure?” Roy asked. There was confusion all over his face.
“Of course,” Velma said happily. “This is what I’ve wanted for so long. It’s about time I treated you. I want to feel your throbbing cock inseminating me. I want it to drip out of me. Now … cum. Fill me up.”
“Oh, fuck,” he cried.
Roy held her body against his as she felt his cock twitching and swelling violently. Velma let out one final triumphant moan when his cum erupted inside of her. He let out an incredibly loud groan as she felt strong bursts of cum hitting the back of her pussy. Velma could feel an enormous flood of his seed dripping out of her when he finally pulled out of her.
Roy had planted his seed inside of her as frantic knocking came from their door.
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