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  Kathy


  “Come on it’ll totally work.” Beth nudged me laughing. “I’ve read all about this stuff, this ritual is guaranteed to make any man fall in love with you.” She pointed toward her computer monitor, a website was pulled up that explained in its entirety an ancient ritual performed by witches and sorceresses in the past to make men fall in love with them. What a load of bullshit. Beth however didn’t notice the look I gave her, as she scrolled through the website, pulling up different user experiences that swore by this method.


  “See! Read this one!” She gestured wildly at the screen.


  I leaned forward, squinting to make out the letters on the brightly lit screen.


  Worked like a charm. Met with this man late at night and convinced him to take part in this ritual. I told him it was all harmless fun. Had a little trouble sourcing some of the ingredients, but they all came together without a problem. Seconds later he was all over me. 10/10 -Seductress67


  “Seductress67? You would trust her over conventional wisdom. Over common damn sense? There is no such thing as magic and rituals. Even if there were, how would I get Glen to come over and participate? I can barely get him to pay any sort of attention to me in the first place. What do I tell him? Hey! I want you to fall in love with me, so please, lets do this ritual to bind you to my will?” I snorted.


  “Now Kathy, you just don’t understand it.” Beth sniffed. “Typical. Those not gifted often make fun of those of us with supernatural sensitivities.” She crossed her arms.


  “Beth,” I rolled my eyes “I’m not trying to discount your, uh, supernatural sensitivities. I just don’t think they’re going to help me out with my current situation. A man like Glen does not just hang out with a woman like me. Especially not after I creep him out by randomly calling him up asking if he wants to participate in a ritual.”


  Beth spun around, sending her brown hair flying in strands as she locked those hazelnut eyes with mine. Her mouth was set in a slight frown, arms tightening across her chest as she stared me down.


  “Listen. I say this as a friend. But what have you got to lose? At this rate, you and Glen will never happen. And the ingredients aren’t hard to come by at all.”


  A frown spread across my face. She wasn’t wrong. Glen and I had met through mutual friends, but we didn’t really talk all that much. Hell, only time we saw each other was if their was some kind of party we both got invited to, but he’d never approached me in any way. I had him added on Facebook, but that was about the extent of our friendship, he had never made any kind of moves on me. At times, I wasn’t sure he even knew I existed.


  “What do I have to do?”


  “Ha! I knew you’d come around!” Beth spun back to the monitor, pulling up a list of all the needed ingredients. I can’t believe I’m actually doing this. “There’s not a whole bunch that you need. You know, the usual stuff. Rosemary, two crystals charged with healing energy, eucalyptus leaves, dried mugwort, and a stone bowl.”


  “Bowl?”


  “Yeah, you throw all this stuff into a bowl. I’ve got most of the stuff you’ll need. Only thing I don’t have is the dried mugwort… Well, that shouldn’t be too hard to get. But first, you should call him.”


  “What do I tell him?”


  “I don’t know. Just make something up. Don’t tell him it’s a love ritual, say that… I don’t know it makes you stronger? Or smarter. Something like that. Somehow, I doubt he knows that you don’t use dried mugwort when you’re trying to get a strength ritual going.


  “Ugh. Fine.” I snatched the phone out of her hand and jammed the buttons, putting the number in fast so I couldn’t change my mind. Ringggg! Rrrrinnngg! Rrriii-


  “Hullo, this is Glen.” A deep voice rumbled out from the receiver.


  “Heyyyy Glen! It’s Kathy! How are you doing?”


  “Kathy! Nice to hear from you. I’m doin’ pretty well. How about you?”


  “Great! I was, um, wondering if you’d like to come over and help me with something.”


  “Sure, what do you need?”


  “Well, uh, it’s one of those uh, well I um… You know those ritual things you see online where it’s like, burn these candles at these times and good fortune will fall upon you?”


  “Yeah?”


  “It specifically says you need two people, and Beth is busy, so I was wondering if you wouldn’t mind coming over and helping me out. It won’t take long! I’ll even pay for your dinner afterward.”


  “Well…” Glen sounded hesitant. “I guess I can’t turn down an offer like that. Where and when?”


  “My apartment. Tonight. Come by around 6?”


  “Sounds like a plan. See you then.” Click.


  “Wow. I can’t believe that just happened.” I mumbled with pure disbelief.


  Beth cackled with glee, beaming with pride. I could tell that she was restraining a very loud “I told you so”. That really couldn’t have gone any better. Will the ritual work? No, but I do have him alone for a few hours and we are going to dinner. The butterflies started to come en masse, my nerves increasing as I thought about everything that had to be done. What would we eat. What would I wear. Guess I better go get some dried mugwort.




  Glen


  I placed the phone back on the receiver, my heart beating faster than normal. I pumped my fists in the air and fell back onto my bed, elated that she had finally called me. Kathy and I had met a while back, but she never really had seemed into me, so imagine my surprise when she calls me. The first time I saw Kathy, I immediately felt my heart drop into my stomach. I couldn’t even think around her, much less talk. She had walked into the room, her chestnut hair cascading down the small of her back and perfectly framing that soft innocent look that she had about her. I followed that hair down her thin frame, breasts straining against the tight purple shirt, as if begging to be let free. Her skin-tight jeans revealed her ample amount of ass. Even her scent as she walked past me drove me insane, every inch of my body craving her. Of course, I wasn’t sure if she liked me that way or not, it was hard to tell with her. She had that mischievous smirk on her face that was hard to read.


  I’ve got to get ready! I jumped into the shower, flipped the handles as hot as they could go and felt all of my muscles relax as the waves of heat washed over my body. Not long after all the tension had left my body, I stumbled out of the shower, dried off and pulled on one of the dark jeans that I wore all the time. One dark gray T-shirt and a hoodie completed the outfit. I looked at myself in the mirror, taking one final check before determining if I was ready to handle the night before me. My brown hair was a little longer than normal, swooping down over one of my ocean blue eyes. As ready as I’ll ever be.


  I jumped down the stairs two at a time, grabbing my keys and swinging outside to where my car sat, parked in the driveway. It was a sleek Dodge Charger, black of course. I had new rims, and had the whole thing shined up. That car was my baby. Shit, I bought that thing after saving up for months, and even then the thing hadn’t run. I nursed Lamar back to health, got him some shiny new Bridgestone shoes and a nice paint job. My pride and joy. I tugged at the handle and slid in, gently starting the car and pulling out of my driveway and onto the road. Lamar purred, zooming down the street with ease, driving like a dream. I flicked the radio on and turned it to one of the many rock stations available here in Illinois, letting the guitars sooth me.


  The riffs of the guitar sent me into that mode of driving where I was immersed in pure zen, taking lefts and rights with ease, of course I knew these roads like the back of my hand. It hadn’t been long before I smoothly pulled to a stop In front of Kathy’s house, one of those new age houses in one of the higher class neighborhoods. She had an ungodly amount of shrubbery, how in the world would you even mow the lawn with all of that? It looked good though, and well kept.


  “Well. Here goes nothing.” I locked the charger up behind me and tried to quell my nerves as I walked up to the door. I raised a hand, sucked in a deep breath, and knocked on the heavy wooden door three times. Then I waited.


  “Coming!” I heard her voice ring out from beyond the door. There was a jangle of keys and footsteps that got closer to the door, moments later the door swung inward, and my heart stopped. There she was, leaning against the door-frame, beautiful chestnut hair dangling down to her hips, threatening to escape from those skin-tight jeans. This time she wore a crop top, revealing hints of her lacy black bra underneath. Damn. I cleared my throat.


  “Hey, you ready to get this thing started?” Smooth.


  “Yeah, come on in!” She gestured grandly inside.


  “Thanks.” I said, sliding past her and into her living room. It was much larger than mine, and the eggshell white walls were populated with a variety of paintings, all depicting landscapes. She had one of those massive TVs, a flat screen. My old tube TV should be ashamed of itself. “Nice place you got here.”


  “Oh no, it’s nothing.” Kathy grinned at me. “Just the essentials, can’t live without my shows!”


  “You’re right about that!” I laughed, following her up the stairs that ran up from the living room to the second floor. She led me down another one of those eggshell white hallways and into her bedroom. I was almost taken aback by her room. It wasn’t exactly what I had expected. The walls had been painted a dark purple and were littered with posters of different bands.


  “You’re a fan of rock music?” I asked, incredulous. Inspecting the variety of posters she had Very good tastes. I glanced back at her, she blushed as i did so and nodded. “Awesome! None of my friends even knew about Veltica, they’re like my favorite band in the whole world, tragically underappreciated.”


  “Yeah.” She giggled. “They truly are inspired. I’ve always loved rock music, I’m glad to hear you’re not a stick in the mud that listens to pop music. Or worse- country music.”


  “Oh I love country music. I’m definitely the back road Bud Light kind of guy.” She laughed again, this time seemingly less nervous than before. “So, what’s this about a ritual? You said it’d bring us some good luck right? I could definitely use some of that, we don’t have enough running around these day. Pretty sure all my luck goes into keeping my Charger running, none left for myself.”


  “Oh yeah, Here we go.” Kathy slid open one of her wardrobes drawers and began to pull out a myriad of devices and utensils. First came a heavy bowl seemingly made of stone, then bags and bags of different plants and leaves. Finally she pulled out a small smooth round stone, and then closed everything back up, spreading all of her satanic tools in the middle. Wow, she’s really into this stuff, huh? I didn’t want to make fun of her cause I knew a lot of women who were into this stuff, you know, Wicca and shit, but still I found it kind of silly. Nonetheless, I slid down to the ground, crossing my legs and waiting as she rifled through all of the bags, pulling out supplies left and right. The herbs came out in small neat piles, different amounts, almost chaotically and yet there was also a sort of organization to it. Kathy slipped a small sheet of paper from her back pocket, mumbling underneath her breath as she organized the piles as I’m guessing the instructions told her to.


  “Alright, are you ready?” She asked.


  “Yeah, I guess.”


  “Volkum Vai Xynaipho” She stumbled through the renunciation of the strange words. Then she turned to me. Oh shit.


  “Uh, Volkum Bye Xyla-. Wait I’ll get it. Volkum Vai Xynaiphoo”


  “Close enough” Kathy looked back down at her list, then haphazardly began throwing handfuls of herbs into the stone bowl, every other leaf she stopped to use the smooth stone to pack the plants down deeper into the stone bowl. A couple minutes passed as Kathy added more to the bowl, then she turned to me and began to chant one more time.


  “Volkum Vai Xynaipho.”


  I repeated after her, stumbling over the words again, but she just nodded her head and turned back to her instructions, hands absentmindedly tucking in the strands of her hair that had gotten loose over the course of the ritual. Cute. She added the remaining herbs and looked down at the list again, clucking to herself with a sense of satisfaction.


  “Should be it. Alright one more time, except this time we have to say it at the same time. You ready?” She asked.


  “Yeah, let’s do it.”


  “Three. Two. One.” We both recited the words one last time. My muscles tensed up in anticipation, and Kathy’s brow furrowed in intense concentration. Waiting. Still waiting. Nothing.


  “Well. That was anticlimactic.” Kathy’s chest started heaving up and down. Laughter rolling out of her, building up higher and higher as she fell backward. Her peals of laughter sent me to laughing, realizing how silly we both had looked. Tears sprang my eyes, my stomach hurting as I tried to stop laughing but found that I could not. Our laughter feeding off of each other like some sort of insane feedback loop, that made it hurt to laugh, but at the same time I hadn’t wanted to stop. After what seemingly stretched into hours, I wiped the tears from my eyes, laughter finally slowing enough for me to be able to breathe.


  “That was awesome. Well hey, maybe it did work? Who knows, maybe we’ll find a couple pennies on the ground or something. Or perhaps my nonexistent acting career will take off.” Kathy said.


  “And maybe pigs will fly and I’ll get a promotion.” I pushed myself up off the ground, coming to a wobbly standing position. I felt a strange pressure in my head, like the onset of a migraine, but as soon as it had came it was gone. I turned to Kathy and held out a hand, helping her up to her feet as well.


  “How about that dinner?”


  “Uh.” Kathy’s eyes seemed to glaze over for a second. “Oh, yeah of course! Let’s go, I’ll drive!”




  Kathy


  The ritual didn’t do anything, but I at least got him to dinner and that in and of itself was worth it. Over the course of dinner I felt myself falling for him, he just had that easy way of talking that made me feel comfortable with him. Not to mention those muscles that bulged and flowed underneath that gray hoodie. There were a couple times during our dinner however when I got the oddest sensation. Like something wrapping around my forehead and squeezing with all its might, but just as quickly as it came it would go. Every time it started I thought I was getting a headache, but then it would just disappear. I shrugged. Must be nothing.


  “So how’d you get the Charger?” I asked, sipping at the steaming hot cup of coffee in my hands, looking up through my eyelashes at Glen as he sat across from me in my kitchen.


  “I worked two jobs, flipping burgers and washing cars. All my other time was spent studying for my college courses. Every dime and cent not spent on tuition and books went into that thing. Runs like a charm… most of the time. What about you, what’d you do to get all of this.” Glen gestured all around him, showcasing my house.


  “Well, I actually draw for a living. I was bit by the artistic bug, so to speak, and have been drawing ever since I was a kid. Drawings didn’t get me far, but then I got into illustration and graphic design. Once all that took off, well it gave me a lot of freedom.” Brnnnggg! The alarm clock on my counter began to emit a supersonic screech to let me know that it was 9:00. Frantically, I reached over and smacked that thing with all my might, begging it to shut up. It took me three times to hit the right button, finally silencing the dreadful beast. Glen shot me a curious look, his eyebrows raised as if to say “What the hell?”


  “Yeah, I’ve got that set to remind me that even the greats need sleep. Sometimes I forget.”


  “I’m more of an early morning riser myself. However, your alarm is right, it has gotten late, I guess I better get going.” Glen slid the chair back where it had been, and slipped his hoodie back on. “It’s been a lot of fun, we should do this again.”


  


  “Definitely!” I said, my heart sinking as I watched him walk to the door. His muscles rippled underneath the hoodie, sending pangs of desire down every nerve ending. I followed him to the door, leaning against the frame as I watched him walk down the driveway to where his sleek black car sat. He waved at me once before sliding into the driver seat. Moments later the Charger roared and sputtered, and then stopped. Maybe the ritual did give me good fortune. Again, the car snarled and sputtered, fighting to come to life, but once again dying down. It wasn’t going to start. Glen opened the door and walked back up the driveway, hands thrust in his pockets.


  “So much for that good fortune.”


  “Yeah, so much for that.” I grinned. “Well, I guess you’ll just have to stay here tonight.” Oh well.


  “Are you sure? I mean I can always see if I can’t get this thing towed to a mechanic.”


  “This late at night? I don’t think you’ll have much luck with a mechanic. No it’s fine, come on in, stay the night and then you can figure out how to get all this stuff done with a mechanic tomorrow.”


  “Well, if you insist!” Glen flashed one of those bright white smiles at me that made my knees weak. “You got pillows and blankets?” Glen walked into the living room, settling down onto the couch, stripping off his hoodie and laying it down on the coffee table.


  “Yeah I’ve got some extra.” I went over to one of the cabinets and wrestled out a dark brown fleece blanket and one of the pillows that I kept for guests. I tossed first the blanket, pillow following soon after. He expertly caught them both and fashioned a little bed in minutes. My eyes couldn’t help but be drawn to the shape of his muscles, bulging and straining against the shirt he was wrapped in. Another pang of desire washed over me, like electricity running up and down my arms. I cleared my throat, and turned toward the stairs.


  “Let me know if there’s anything you need.” I went up the stairs and into my room. Flinging myself onto the bed I found it hard to sleep at first. It wasn’t long before a strange feeling took over me and sleep tugged at my eyelids, pulling me into fitful and strange dreams.




  Kathy


  Sunlight peeked in through the windows, slanting down at the perfect angle to filter through my eyelashes and awaken me. I writhed away from the light, confused. What the hell kind of light is this, I rolled away from the light, coming up against something soft and fluffy. I wrapped the brown fluffy flannel around me and settled back into the bed. Wait, flannel? My eyes shot open at this revelation. The sunlight was coming through the blinds of the living room windows. I was in the living room. In fact I was lying on the couch, which is what I had rolled up against. I glanced down and noticed my breasts, or lack thereof. What? My hands raced over my chest, patting and searching for any remnant of femininity that I had.


  “What the fuck!” A deep basso tone rumbled out from my chest. I stumbled out of the bed, off-balance as I ran straight for the mirror in my background. I ran through the living room like a tornado, knocking over chairs and knick-knacks on my way to the bathroom. My sudden stop sent hand sanitizer and my makeup kit flying but I didn’t care. I looked into the mirror and saw Glen’s angled face looking back at mine, those piercing eyes staring back into mine. Wait. They were my eyes. “What the hell?” Glen’s-My hands reached up, pulling at my eyelids with pure disbelief. I closed my eyes, letting out a shaky breath.


  “You’re dreaming Kathy. You gotta be, just wake up.” I blinked forcefully, sending every shred of mental fortitude I had toward trying to force myself to wake up. “Wake up!” Nothing. Oh I know! I reached over with one arm and pinched myself as hard as I possibly could. “Ouch!” A sharp pain emanated from the spot, but I did not wake up.


  I craned over the sink, both hands bracing against the porcelain, a sense of nausea washing over me. Twisting the sink handle released a torrent of water that I refreshingly splashed upon my face. A shrill scream erupted from upstairs, causing me to jump backwards, sending me off balance and tumbling toward the bathtub. Some sort of instinct took place, and my strong arms shot out, one grabbing the side of the doorframe and the other bracing against the bathtub wall. What was that? I stumbled out of the bathroom then stopped in my tracks. There my body was, taking the stairs two at a time, turning to look at me with wide eyes.


  “Wait… Glen is that you?”


  “Kathy?” My body responded.


  “Yeah.”


  Glen ran his hands through his now long hair, his petite hands going through each strand, that body of mine with only a lacy velvet bra and panties to cover. I felt some stirrings and a new member I hadn’t had before started to grow.


  “Uh-, We must have switched bodies somehow.”


  “Somehow? I know how, it has to have been that fucking good fortune ritual. A lot of good fortune, just heaps.” He angrily crossed his arms, accentuating the size of his breasts. Damn, are guys this horny all the time? I felt my cheeks heat up as I tried to will my eyes away from his chest. He was onto something though. We must have done the ritual wrong, there’s nothing else it could’ve been. Or maybe we did it right, hell that wasn’t what was advertised. I’m gonna kill Beth, say goodbye to any chance I had with Glen. I said I LIKED his body Beth, not that I wanted to be trapped in it!


  “You’re right, we must’ve said the words wrong. I can fix this, let me call Beth, she’s the one who told me about all this stuff.”


  “Okay.” Glen fell down to the couch, instinctively spreading his legs wide as he did so, his flower straining against the lacy black panties, sending micro shudders of need through my musclebound body. I gotta get out of this room. I ran up the stairs, hands thrust down to hide the bulge in my pants that was growing bigger. I grabbed my cellphone off the dresser in my room, pulling up Beth’s contact number. The damn thing rang and rang, but no answer.


  “Beth, wake your ass up!” I dialed her home number. Please answer…


  “Hello.” A soft voice came out through the speaker heavy and slow with sleep.


  “Beth listen to me.”


  “Oh, Glen is that you?”


  “Not exactly… This is Kathy. We switched bodies. That ritual that you had me do, it made us switch bodies.”


  “Yeah right, hilarious. Put Kathy on the phone.”


  “Listen to me carefully, I AM Kathy. I need your help, I’m in Glen’s body and he’s in mine!”


  “Seriously, I’m going to call the cops if you don’t let me talk to Kathy.”


  Shit. My mind raced, I had to find a way to convince Beth that I was who I said I was. I searched every scrap of my mind, dredging up every memory I shared with Beth searching for something that would change her mind.


  “Beth. You remember that time, on your 21st Birthday? We got drunk, and you ended up banging the clown?”


  “What? How in the he-”


  “Yeah, what was his name, George or something like that right? And you were so into him, because you were so drunk. You regretted it so much that you came over to my house and you just ghosted all of his texts and calls. Didn’t you tell me that you had met him cause he was the balloon artist at your kid sisters party?”


  “Wow… It really is you Kathy. What. The. Fuck. You switched bodies?”


  “That’s what I’ve been trying to tell you.”


  “Alright um… Let me do some research, I’ll be over there with a fix as soon as I find something.”


  I hung up the phone, not feeling reassured in the slightest. I made my way back downstairs to the living room announcing loudly that everything was going to be okay.”


  “Don’t worry Beth is looking into it!” I stopped, my eyes grew wide at the scene unfolded before me.


  Glen was sprawled out onto my couch hands massaging his breasts, playfully pinching at the erect nipples. This sight sent a shockwave of energy throughout my body coalescing down toward the lower half of my body, awakening a part of my body, a new part. I opened my mouth to say something, my hand reaching down toward the growing bulge in my jeans. Glen reached down his bare stomach, thrusting his right hand underneath the lacy black panties, fingers tenderly exploring his velvety slit.


  The bulge in my pants grew unbelievably bigger, now desperately straining against the blue fabric, begging for the pressure to be relieved. My hand instinctively plunged down into my pants, wrapping around the throbbing base of my cock, sending shudders of pleasure throughout my body.


  Glen turned and froze for a second, startled by my appearance, but I couldn’t even think to say anything, stroking my elongated member entangled my thoughts and sent pulses of pleasure down my body. A slight smirk lit on Glen’s face as he prowled over to where I stood.


  “G-Glen?” I said.


  “Shhh.” He said, slowly grabbing my hips. He grasped two fistfuls of the fabric, then yanked down, revealing my shaft. Damn thing was huge. He wrapped his lips around the head of my cock, tongue playfully licking across the tip. Each flicker of the tongue sending shocks of ecstasy through my body. He ventured farther and farther down the shaft, swallowing me completely, taking all of me in his mouth and expertly flicking his tongue up and down, building up this strange crackling energy, a pressure building up in my cock. I bit my lip in vain to hold off the moans that came in unison with each pump of his head.


  Oh god! Every part of my being screamed with need. All of a sudden I couldn’t think straight anymore. Primal urges took over. I gathered Glen up in my arms, throwing him onto the couch. I yanked his panties off, grasped each thigh and pushed his legs apart, revealing a beautiful shaven pussy. I leaned down, craving it, needing to taste it. There was a crackling energy in the air as I ran my tongue around those beautiful lips, Glen’s slit responding as he tried to stifle the moans coming out of his mouth.


  Oh this was going to be fun.




  Glen


  This was a strange feeling, being in a different body, and yet all I could think about was Kathy inside of me. With my legs stretched apart before her, my slit engorged with burning desire, I just wanted her more than anything. My back arched, toes curling as I moaned, my body shaking with pleasure as she invaded my entryway. One finger. Two fingers.


  “Fuck me!” I cried out. Kathy’s hands moved up my body, fingers leaving trails of crackling energy that peaked as they wrapped around my tits, her head coming down playfully to nip up and down the skin, each bite contributing to the vast ocean of need building up inside me, her massive cock standing at attention.


  She growled, pushing my legs wider again, guiding her extension into my entryway, languorously pushing inside of me, each inch giving birth to waves of toe-curling pleasure. My eyes rolled back in my head as she pulled her hips back slowly before plunging even deeper, filling me to the brim. My hips responded in perfect unison with hers, driving each thrust deeper.


  “Oh fuck yes!” I moaned, hands reaching around her back, pulling her into me as she plunged into me over and over. I felt her cock begin to somehow swell even more inside of me, pleasure now screaming from every pore.


  “I’m cumming!” I was somehow able to gasp out. Kathy just grunted, the frequency of her thrusts peaking. I gasped, her cock jerking inside of me, a geyser of hot cum filling me. I cried out in surprise, euphoria rolling over me as an explosion of ecstasy rocked through my body, toes curling even harder then before, my back threatening to break in half as I pushed my head back down into the couch’s seats.


  “Wow.” I spluttered in between heaving breaths. “That was amazing.”


  Kathy leaned over me, hand caressing my cheek as she placed her lower lip between mine and pulled me into a kiss. It was like fireworks going off, the icing to the cake. That long kiss seemed to reach into my soul and last forever, my arms wrapping around her as we lay there, interlocked. A calm sense of security washed over me, and somehow I felt safe, her wrapped around me.


  The minutes stretched into hours.




  Kathy


  Say what you want about the love ritual, it damned seem to get the job done. Glen and I had made the best of our time, exploring each other’s bodies for the rest of the day, until Beth had called. She had a fix, which involved the same ritual, just a little bit different words.


  Glen and I sat across from each other, that same stone bowl in between.


  “I look forward to being back in my body, to see what that side of things feels like.” I winked at Glen.


  “Fuck yeah.” Glen flashed another grin at me.


  I pulled out all the herbs and began to throw the different leaves and plants together in the stone bowl.


  “Balkum Kai Vidu.” I glanced at Glen, his eyebrows pursed together in concentration. He recited after me, making sure not to mess it up in the slightest. I nodded, throwing some other herbs into the mix, as well as the infamous Mugwort.


  “Balkum Kai Vidu.” We both recited one after the other. Then I used the smooth stone to pack the rest of the herbs deeper down into the bowl. I shot him a look as if to say “You ready?” Glen nodded back to me.


  “Balkum Kai Vidu.” We said at the same time. There was a flash of light followed by a thunderclap. Blackness.


  Seconds later I found myself looking down at a beautiful pair of tits if I may say so myself. My tits. The ritual had worked!


  “Glen, we did it!” I squealed, wrapping my arms around his neck, those strong arms wrapping around my waist.


  “You’re right we did. Now what do you say we finish what we started.” He lifted me up off the ground, carrying me to the bed in the center of my room.


  Oh this was going to be fun.
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