

  

    
      
    

  




  

    Swapped by the Bartender: Body Swap


  


  by Maureen Bellgard


  




  Marcy


  A yawn burst through my lips as I stretched my arms out above me, the loose silk of my tank top shifting lazily around my arms as I pushed myself up to a sitting position. Shit! It was already noon. I didn’t mean to sleep this late. I groaned, jumping up to my feet, the bare skin of my feet gently sinking into the curly fibers of the carpet, toes curling with pleasure at their fuzzy touch. I was already thinking of Dylan. His smooth broad shoulders, the way his shirts fit perfectly around all of his swollen muscles. I had wanted to get up earlier to plan out the day better. Maybe even… Maybe even ask him out on a date. But now I was on the clock. Today was the day and I had to make things happen. I shivered; my mind filled with images of his toned body.


  The cool air of my apartment room gently swirled about me, brushing its cool fingers across my skin, teasing and pulling. Awakening a need deep within. Dylan.


  “Fuck, I really need to get in the shower and cool off.” I sauntered past my bed, draped in purple finery, past my colorful fuzzy lamp and down the hallway. I spun around and stalked into the bathroom to prepare for the day ahead.


  The water rushed over my head, cascading down my long black hair and slowing as it reached my shoulder blades. The water continued to pour, slower now, down my arms and gently over me.


  After the luxurious shower, I stepped out of the water with one mission on my mind. One goal. Tonight was the night. Dylan and I were going to get together. Furiously toweling off, I sauntered out of the bathroom and into my bedroom. My heart began to beat in my chest as I reached for the phone. This is it. This was going to be the moment that would decide everything. My fingers froze mid-air, dangerously close to the call button on the screen. 


  Am I crazy? What if he says no? I’d be crushed, and what the hell am I going to say?


  “Hey Dylan, you want to go out on a date?” No that’s stupid, too risky. I can’t just ask him out on a date. I need to ease into it. A thought bubbled to the top of the chaos in my head. A name. New Experiences. It was the name of a bar downtown. I had heard nothing but great things about this place, supposed to be the premier spot to go hang out, and a fantastic dating spot. Yeah. I’ll invite him to that.


  My fingers shook as I jabbed at the call button and shakily held it up to my ear. One ring. Two. Five rings. Click!


  “Hello?” A sleepy sounding voice came out of the phone.


  “Dylan? Were you still asleep?” I asked shakily.


  “Yeah, what’s up Marcy?” His voice was slow and deep, the mere sound of it wrapping around my body.


  “Get out of bed lazy-bones! Anywho, I was wondering if there was any chance you wanted to hang out somewhere tonight?” My heart was now full force swinging in my chest and beating my ribs to death.


  “Aw, hell yes! Where’re we going?” He asked.


  My breath caught in my throat, his words lingering in the air as my mind raced. He said yes. He said yes!


  “Awesome! I was thinking we could go to that new bar. The one downtown, New Experiences.”


  “Sure, sounds like a fun time!”


  Warmth raced across my skin, my feet bouncing up and down as I felt more confident by the second.


  “Pick me up at 8!” I almost squealed.


  “See you then!” His voice rumbled through the speaker.


  “Bye!” I replied. One clicking sound later and I was off the phone.


  Okay. A sharp inhale through the nose and I was filled with energy. I had a mission. In order to accomplish that mission, I needed to be dressed to the nines.


  I rifled through my closet, pulling out different lacy dresses and shirts. I needed something that was slutty, but not too slutty. “No. Nah. That’s wayyy too slutty. Wait,” I pulled out a lowcut T-shirt. Kinda frilly. But… “Maybe with those pants.” I kept rifling through my closet until I was able to pull out my tight-fitting dark jeans. Yes. That was definitely it.


  I threw on the shirt and pulled the jeans snug, perfectly sliding over my ass. It was snug in all the right places. I hoped he would like it.


  “Yes!” I let out one more squeal of excitement before starting the marathon that would conclude in the best dressed woman Dylan had ever seen.


  




  Dylan


  I jabbed my finger at the “end call” button on the phone and let out another massive yawn, my jaw cracking from the movement. I pushed myself up off the bed and looked around in horror. My room’s a fucking mess. I had a desk chair that had quickly turned into a laundry hamper. Well, maybe more of a laundry mountain at this point.


  “What if she wants to come back to my place?” I muttered, looking at the chaotic assortment of items tossed around my room as if a hurricane had whirled through. Marcy would certainly not appreciate this mess. She was kind of perfect, and this was not perfection. Not in the slightest.


  New Experiences huh? This is a date. Dylan,. It’s go time. I became a whirlwind, dashing to the corners of the room and tossing assorted trash and clothes away and neatly putting them up where they belong. I was an elegant combination of panic and speed, flinging rubbish and discarded items at the speed of a bullet train.


  One trash bag and two loads of laundry later and the complete room was spotless, the carpet freshly vacuumed, and my sheets changed out with my best silky-smooth sheets. I lifted one corner to my nose and was impressed with the smell of my laundry detergent, very warm and clean. Marcy would be impressed.


  I looked over, and my breath caught in my throat. Seven. It was seven o clock. Fuck! My heart pounded in my chest as I raced to the bathroom, quickly stripping out of the sweaty clothes I had been cleaning in and jumping into the shower. 


  After rapidly washing myself, dressing and throwing on a spritz of cologne, I rushed out the door, hopped in my car and coaxed my car to life. The engine purring as I pulled off towards Marcy’s apartment complex without a moment to lose.


  




  Marcy


  I bit my bottom lip as I looked at myself in the mirror. I was about as hot as I could get, a light bit of makeup to help accentuate my natural features. I glanced down at the clock. It was almost time. I took one more look in the mirror. Satisfied, I nodded my head. A moment later, the doorbell to my house rang, a high pitched bell rang through the house.


  “Oh shit, he’s here!” I ran out of the bathroom, hurrying down the hallway to the living room at the front of the apartment. I quickly unlocked the door and flung it open to reveal Dylan’s built frame. He was tall, and he filled out those old superhero t-shirts so well. The cloth wrapping around his swollen bulging muscles. My eyes slowly moved up the height of his body, taken in every inch of hard angles and muscular physique before resting on that cute face with the strong chin, his brown locks swept back from his face. Those piercing blue eyes were enough to almost make me melt right there in my living room.


  “Hey,” I said.


  “Marcy! Are you ready to head out?”


  “Mmhm!” I nodded, grabbing my purse from a little end table near the door. He led the way out the door, gesturing ahead of me to his mustang sitting outside. It was a pretty car, I thought. Light blue, my favorite color. Like his eyes.


  Dylan stopped beside the passenger door, pulling the handle and swinging the door open before gesturing toward the passenger seat.


  “Welcome to your ride for the evening Ma’am. I’ll be your driver, Dylan. Refreshments will be served upon our arrival.”


  I giggled a little at his goofiness before taking a seat.


  Dylan shut the door behind me before making his way around to the driver seat and hopping in with one practiced motion. Even the way he moved was perfect, everything was with intention and smooth. He wrapped his hands around the steering wheel and turned to me. He winked. That wink sent flutters through my heart as he turned the key and took off down the road.


  “So. New Experiences huh? I don’t think I’ve ever heard of this bar before,” he mentioned, carefully turning down a side street towards downtown.


  “Yeah, it’s supposed to be a really cool bar with some really neat drinks. According to my friend, Stella, they do things with alcohol that you could only dream of. She couldn’t really explain it, but that it had to be experienced. Sounds crazy right?”


  “Sounds like new experiences for sure,” Dylan laughed. “Well, I’m looking forward to it. You had me at alcohol.”


  Fifteen minutes later we pulled into a parallel parking spot next to the bar. It was a small building decked out with all kinds of colorful atmospheric lights, casting odd and magical shadows across the exterior of the building. A giant sign with the words “New Experiences” wrapped around the outside of the building. I could see the mass of people inside, gyrating and moving to some unheard music. A very well-built man sat outside the door, patiently leaning against the side of the building.


  “You ready?” Dylan asked, opening his door.


  “Yes!” I nodded, opening my door and swinging my legs out of his mustang.


  As we approached the bouncer he looked up at us and grinned.


  “Well hello friends. Looking for a new experience?” He asked.


  “Yeah, you could say that,” Dylan said, pulling out his ID.


  I giggled with excitement as I dug through my purse, pulling out my license and presenting it to the bouncer. He took a few minutes to look at them thoroughly, glancing at our faces and the images. 


  “Yep, that’s you. Go on in and have a blessed time,” he gestured to the door.


  “Thanks,” I said to the bouncer as Dylan pulled the door open for me. 


  The heavy beats of the music began spilling out into the street, the music hypnotic, my hips swinging along to the sound as I walked past Dylan into the bar. There was plenty of tables and seats off to the side, as well as a massive bar area comprised of some beautiful mahogany. The center of the room had been cleared to allow enough space for a large dance floor, a gyrating mass of men and women who looked like they were having one of the best nights of their lives. 


  Dylan grabbed my hand, his fingers wrapping around my mine as he pulled me through the crowd toward the bar. We made our way through that mass of swinging and gyrating bodies before coming to the row of seats in front of the bar. Behind the bar an older African-American man stood, intently scrubbing at the flawless mahogany with a white rag.


  “Hello!” I chirped up as I took a seat.


  The bartender looked up, eyes meeting mine as he finished with the rag and tossed it to one side.


  “You two having a good night?” He asked, his voice a slow luxurious rumble. 


  “Yes sir, having a good one indeed.” Dylan glanced down at me. My heart fluttered as I turned back toward the bartender.


  “Yeah, this place is awesome! I heard that you had some very interesting drinks here. We’re looking to have a really good time,” I said.


  “Hey, get me one of whatever you get. I’m going to try and find the restroom in this place.” Dylan turned and weaved his way through the mass of bodies, quickly getting lost in the madness.


  “You’re looking to have a good time huh?” The bartender leaned over the counter, resting his elbows lightly on the dark mahogany wood, locking eyes with me. His eyes were deep and mystical, as if they had seen everything and unlocked deep secrets of the universe. “How good are we talking? Do you want to try something new and exciting?” He absentmindedly drummed his fingers against the top of the bar, never breaking eye contact with me. Fingertips of electricity shot down my spine, an odd energy was heavy in the air. I couldn’t break eye contact with him, I just couldn’t bring myself to look away as I pondered his question.


  “Yes, whatever your most unique and exciting drink is, I want two,” I whispered back, as if instinctively trying not to disturb that energy that surrounded me and the bartender. 


  “I think I have just the thing. But be careful, it takes a little while to settle in, but once it does, it hits hard. It doesn’t last very long though,” He leaned closer. “You sure you still want it?”


  “Yes! That sounds perfect,” I said.


  The bartender shrugged and turned away from me for a moment. His hands blurred, quickly moving in practiced motions to set out two shot glasses and mixing an ungodly number of different liquids into two shots. Just as quickly as he begun, he was done, spinning around on his heels and slamming the drinks down in front of me. 


  A bright purple liquid swirled around inside the shot glasses, reflecting the lights over the bar in some groovy and almost outlandish ways. I had never seen a shot like this before, and I was excited to try it.


  Moments later, I felt something on my back. I turned and Dylan was there, his hand resting gently in between my shoulder blades. His tall frame made me feel safe. Secure.


  “Ready to drink?” I asked.


  “Hell yeah I’m ready to drink,” he said, grabbing his shot glass and raising it towards mine. Clink! 


  The purple liquid sloshed around dangerously within the glass as I raised it to my lips and with one fell swoop swallowed the liquid. There was a strong sharp taste of alcohol yet mixed in below the surface was something sickly sweet and strange.


  “Definitely uh, different,” Dylan said.


  As we placed our shot glasses back on the bar, Dylan pulled some cash out of his wallet and threw it on the counter. He turned to me, a smile pulling up the corners of his mouth.


  “You want to dance?” he nodded toward the mass of gyrating bodies.


  “Uh yeah!” He pulled me off into the crowd of people, and all of a sudden there I was in the midst of all this music and energy, and everything seemed to fade away as I held onto Dylan and we lost ourselves to the music.


  




  Dylan


  After knocking back that strange purple liquid, I felt shivers down my spine. An almost unnatural heat flooded through my body, rushing through me. It was invigorating! Whatever this drink was, I liked it.


  I felt energetic and I had to burn off some of this steam somehow. I looked towards Marcy, she looked beautiful up under these lights.


  “You want to dance?” I asked, nodding towards all the dancers out on the floor.


  “Uh, yeah!” She responded as I grabbed her hand in mine and pulled her towards the dance floor. As we made our way into the plethora of dancing figures, she began to sway to the music and we began to dance, that shot giving me a bounty of energy to burn through as we moved to the music.


  What seemed like seconds passed as we moved out on the dance floor. Even though realistically thirty minutes had easily passed as we danced. That heat began to ramp up more and more, getting hotter and hotter as we moved. I started to sweat.


  “Hey, are you feeling okay?” Marcy asked, looking up at me, her eyebrows furrowed.


  “Uh Y-yeah,” I said, my stomach turning to knots as I tried to focus on the rhythmic beats of the music rather than how hot I felt.


  “Are you sure, you’re looking a little uh, red?”


  “I. Uh- I don’t know. I think something with that shot’s giving me an allergic reaction,” I admitted. my stomach twisted tighter and tighter as we moved.


  “Listen,” she said as she got closer to me. “If you’re not feeling well we can totally leave.”


  “I-” My stomach spasmed, my face flushing with the temperature like that of red-hot lava. “I think that might be a good idea.”


  Marcy nodded, she quickly put herself up under my arm, supporting me through the mass of people and to the doorway. I felt weak and sick, but I could drive. I wouldn’t let myself look THAT weak in front of Marcy. 


  We made our way through the doorway, her body clutched against mine, her small feminine frame pressed against my side as we stumbled down the steps to where my car was parked. She helped me into the driver’s seat.


  “You sure you can drive?” she asked.


  “Yeah,” I grunted. Marcy slid into the passenger seat and shut the door, quickly buckling her seatbelt before I turned the key in the ignition to coax my car to life.


  We zoomed out of the parking lot and back to her place. My knuckles turned white as I gripped the steering wheel, fire and ice alternating as they shot through my veins, sending convulsions through my body. Whatever was in that shot wasn’t anything to fuck around with.


  After what seemed like a century, I pulled into the parking lot of her apartment complex.


  “I’m so sorry, I feel terrible.” I choked out, one hand holding my stomach as my insides writhed.


  “Seriously Dylan, it’s fine. Do you want to stay the night?  I don’t feel comfortable with you driving like this,” Marcy brushed her hair out of her face. 


  I hesitated, not wanting to impose before another surge of pain shot through my chest.


  “Yeah I think that’d be best,” I said.


  “Come on.” She helped me out of the driver door and up the steps to her apartment complex. She dug around in her purse for a few moments before pulling out her keys and quickly unlocking the door.


  I leaned on her as she helped me through her front door into the living room area of her apartment, gently helping me down onto her couch. I tried to mutter some form of thanks, but I didn’t have the energy to even do that. Moments later I felt her lay a blanket on me, but all I could do was grunt in appreciation. Then suddenly there was nothing but blackness.


  




  Marcy


  I wrapped a blanket around Dylan’s strong frame. He looked awful. His skin was pale, and his forehead was covered in sweat. He made some sort of noise as I finished wrapping the blanket around him, but I couldn’t tell what it was he was trying to say.


  I don’t know what that shot had in it, but it was affecting him a lot more than it did me. I didn’t really feel anything at this point. Maybe a little tipsy right after I had downed it. 


  I felt bad, I wasn’t sure if it was the alcohol or something else was in the shot that made him as sick as he was. Maybe I should’ve picked something else as our first drink. New experiences? Not so fun so far.


  I started down the hallway, and only made about halfway before the symptoms started to kick in. A wave of fire and ice crashed over my body, alternating needles of pain and relief shot down through my nerves. My stomach began to twist and convulse, my chest feeling tight and my breath coming short. I stumbled, clutching the wall to keep my balance.


  Something was wrong. Very wrong. I stumbled through the door to my bedroom, and practically launched myself onto my bed with the remaining energy that I had. I tried to reach for my cell phone in my pocket. Had to call somebody. Anybody. My fingers brushed up on my phone, but I was unable to fully grab the device with any pressure. All my strength was gone.


  My vision started to blur, the borders of my sight turning dark and fuzzy as sleep, unbidden, came crashing over me.


  Darkness.


  Next thing I knew, I was floating in inky black space, suspended in the air as if by some magical and mystical will. This was a dream, but it felt thicker than a dream. More real somehow, vivid and terrifying. A voice rang out from the darkness, light and feminine.


  “Do not worry child, no harm will fall to you in this space. This is merely a space and time for transformation. The effects are not permanent, only temporary. A new experience is what you asked, and that is what you shall receive.”


  I tried to open my mouth to respond, but nothing came out.


  “The pain and discomfort you have experienced so far is due to you trying to hold on to the past, to what has always been rather than what you can be. Do not try to talk, do not try to hold on. Just let go.”


  I took a deep breath and like the feminine voice said, I let myself go.


  




  Dylan


  I forcibly blinked, trying to clear out the odd feeling that lay heavy on my chest. I felt like I had clawed out of some sort of extremely deep sleep. I had to fight the urge to fall back asleep, the siren call of the bed I was in as I pushed myself up to a sitting position. The heavy weighted purple blanket draping heavily across my chest. Odd. I didn’t remember Marcy laying me down in her bed, I had thought she’d sat me down on the couch.


  I yawned, my eyes squeezing shut as I stretched my arms out. I felt much better than the night before. I didn’t know what was in that shot, but whatever it had in it was strong and gave me nothing but a horrible time. I opened my eyes.


  I almost screamed. Something was very wrong. 


  “What the fuck,” I choked out, my voice sounding higher pitched than normal. My body was… different. I had changed from solid strong muscle to delicate smooth skin. My chest was um… big. I had tits. They were smooth and firm, filling out the front of my tight white shirt.


  I pulled the shirt forward, revealing the perky breasts, perfectly pink nipples. I ran one hand over my sensitive nipples, the motion causing a wave of energy to surge through my body. 


  “This can’t be real.” I muttered, running my hands down my curves, wrapping around my perfect beach-ball ass. Then I noticed something. In between my hips, something was missing. I reached down and gently ran my hands in between the frilly pink fabric that clung to my hips right underneath my flat toned stomach. My fingers tentatively moved downward and met with a tight pink shaven slit. Where my throbbing manhood had once resided, now was a picture-perfect pussy. I wasn’t sure if this was a nightmare or a dream come true.


  I leapt out of the bed, clambering to make my way to the bathroom. I slid to a stop in front of the mirror, my mouth agape at the sight.


  I was in Marcy’s body. I was her. From the gorgeous hair, to the perfect perky tits, to the juicy thick ass. I was her. I was able to appreciate her figure even more in these simple clothes, the tight white shirt and frilly pink panties did nothing but accentuate her beauty. A tall figure with curves in all the right places. My legs and arms were toned, my titties straining against the fabric just begging to be let free. My face had changed from the hard angles that I was so used to, into the smooth oval shape of Marcy’s. My eyes were bright green and piercing, which looked perfect with my feminine red lips. I was a sexy woman. 


  How’d this happen? Could it have been- the shot? My mind raced as I reached down between the frilly fabric and my smooth bare skin. Gently, I ran my fingers down the sides of my new plump lips. The soft touch of skin on skin sending spasms of pleasure deep within me. I languorously ran my fingers up and down that sensitive bundle of nerves near the top of my pussy, each motion awakening a need deep within me, stoking the fire that was blossoming. 


  My hand lingered there, gently touching and teasing, my breaths coming short and fast as I experimented with the need that pulsed through my body. I inched downward over my clit, my palm barely brushing my clit, sending another surge of need through my body as I went lower. My fingers lingered near my entrance, hungry and excited before I slipped a finger inside me. My nipples were growing erect as the thought of fingering myself went from fantasy to reality. There was a slight pressure before I could feel myself give way and I slipped a digit inside.


  “Oh fuck yeah,” I moaned, my ridges gripped and slipped around my finger as I plunged farther inside of myself, each pump giving way to waves upon waves of pleasure.


  I slammed one foot down on the edge of the bathtub, my hips instinctively moving as I slipped another finger inside, stretching my tight pussy even wider. I gyrated steadily, pumping those two fingers in and out of my wet pussy. As I pumped back and forth, one of my hands wandered upward, pulling and teasing at my nipples, now at full attention with need and hunger. Humping my fingers faster and faster, I felt a pressure within me build and build, my need growing stronger with each motion. I moaned out, hungrily slamming my fingers deeper and deeper within me.


  I reached down with my other hand, furiously rubbing at my clit, circling around and around my swollen clit, stroking it and awakening new feelings of pleasure.  My toes curled into the bathmat with ecstasy as I reached my breaking point. Oh god this felt amazing. My muscles began to tense and shiver as that pressure morphed and grew, multiplying tenfold. My back arched in ecstasy, eyes rolling back in my head, hips bucking wildly into my fingers, slick from my wet lips. Moments later that pressure released, my ridges contracting tight around my fingers as my legs gave way and I fell down to the ground, chest heaving as I lay on the ground, a pool of warm contentment spreading through my body.


  I leaned back against the ground, grinning at the sight of my tits rising and falling with my breath. Those perfect perky nipples. Damn, this was what it was like to be a woman?


  “What. The. Fuck?” My body stood in the doorway, hands on its hips.


  “Marcy?”


  




  Marcy


  I woke with a start, my body drenched in sweat. That shot was something else. Truly an experience that I wouldn’t wish upon anyone else. I blearily rubbed at my eyes. I shifted to a sitting position, leaning forward with the weight of exhaustion as I looked around the room.


  This was odd. I didn’t remember going to sleep in the living room. I looked around at my minimalist setup. There was an end table against one wall, with what I considered to be a decent TV, though my friends had said that it wasn’t good enough for viewing. I was proud of those curtains that covered the windows, they were purple, fuzzy and adorable. I was also proud of the blanket that I had given to- Wait. Dylan. He was here! I threw the blanket off me and froze. my body was… Different. My body was wrong. Where there had been smooth supple skin had been replaced with swollen muscles. Soft curved lines with hard angles and solid symmetry. This couldn’t be real. I ran my hands down my firm chest. What used to be soft supple tits had been transformed into hard muscle.  I took another pass over my body, testing and searching for anything familiar, but there was nothing, nothing familiar about this at all. 


  I panicked, reaching up to feel my clean shaven but solid angular face. My chin was strong as hell. I frantically patted down the front of my body and my pants before hitting something long and swollen. It was in between my legs. I yanked on the belt of my jeans, quickly undoing them as I pulled them down to unveil boxers.


  “This is not my underwear, what the fuck happened last ni-” I stopped. Time froze. Something was straining against my boxers, some sort of oblong shape. A dildo? I shoved the boxers down my legs to reveal that my sweet tiny slit was gone and replaced with a swollen manhood. I was a man. I had been turned into a man. 


  My heartbeat was loud and pronounced. I jumped to my feet. This couldn’t be happening. Was it that shot from last night? Did that do this to me. Where’s Dylan? I sucked in breath after breath, trying to get enough oxygen, but it was like I couldn’t breathe in enough air. I stumbled down the hallway to my bathroom. I staggered into the room and froze. Everything seemed to slow down as my mind tried to process the scene in front of me. My body was on the ground, frilly pink panties pulled down to what used to be my ankles, pussy dripping, tits out. In the mirror I could see my new body. Or rather, Dylan’s old body. 


  “What. The. Fuck?” I asked, just now noticing how deep my voice sounded. “Who the fuck are you? Dylan is that? Did you?”


  “Uh, Marcy. I um,” he threw his hands over his soaking wet pussy, his voice high-pitched and apologetic. I felt a flurry of emotions rush through my body, but one above all stood out, and that was arousal. The bulge in my pants grew and swelled, responding to the sight of Dylan’s sweaty bare tits and gorgeous pink pussy. 


  “No no no. You got to have fun with my body. That means I get to have fun with yours,” I snapped, throwing the jeans to the ground to reveal my growing erection.


  “Marcy, listen I don’t know if-”


  “Stop,” I said, my dick growing even harder. It was nice to be the dominant one for once. “Suck my cock.” I commanded, pointing down at my throbbing manhood.


  Dylan looked at me for a moment, glancing between my face and my cock before crawling over to me. He wrapped his hand around my shaft. The mere touch of his soft cool skin against my warm manhood sent shards of pleasure through my body. 


  Slowly and gingerly he began to move his hands up and down my shaft, each pump of his soft feminine hands causing me to grow a little bigger and harder. I moaned, my head tilting backward as he gently tugged and pulled. His soft oval face inched closer to my cock in curiosity, the corners of his smile turning up with a smirk as he leaned down closer, gently pulling my manhood into his mouth. The soft edges of his lips kissed the swollen head of my cock. He gently sucked me, sending shivers of pleasure deep within me.


  “Mmmm, yes!” I moaned. He began to move more vigorously, going farther down my cock. his tongue wandering and tasting up and down my shaft. His head moved rhythmically as he licked the head, gently swirling his tongue around my manhood before going back down for more. With each bob of his head those plump feminine lips moved even further down my manhood. 


  Dylan moaned as he moved up and down my cock, his eyes closing as he appeared to enjoy every inch of me before finally taking all of me inside of his mouth. I gasped. I didn’t know how sensitive men’s cocks were. He swallowed me whole, pressing his mouth all the way down the length of my cock. The softness of the inside of his mouth and throat gently rubbing every inch of my cock. The pressure inside of me was building and building as he slurped my manhood with those full sexy lips. He opened his eyes, staring up into mine as he diligently worked away. That pressure quickly rose. I bit down on my bottom lip, my toes curling, back arching, my whole body tensing in pleasure, as I felt that buildup inside peak and then break.


  “I-I’m… oh god!” I screamed, the pressure breaking, pleasure spreading throughout my body as I came. Strings of cum squirting out into Dylan’s mouth as he kept sucking my now extremely sensitive cock, which sent more waves of pleasure through my body.


  I looked down incredulous as he pulled my manhood out of his mouth and swallowed.


  “You gulped down ALL of that?”


  “Yeah, impressed?” He grinned, a beautiful proud grin.


  “Yeah I am. Maybe I should give you a little reward,” I said, winking at him before pushing him down to the ground. I wrapped my hands around his plump juicy breasts. I gently circled his nipples with my thumbs before leaning down and gently sucking on his tits, taking his erect nipples in my mouth.


  I looked up at him, he was subconsciously biting his bottom lip, leaning back, obviously lost in the waves of pleasure.


  This really is a new experience. But it’s fun.


  




  Dylan


  I looked at her, standing tall and straight in my body.


  “Suck my cock.” She commanded, pointing down at her bulging manhood. At first there was a flash of disgust, but that was quickly replaced with a burning curiosity. Her commanding dominant tone sent shivers down my spine and turned me on. There was something about not having to make the decisions that was so freeing. I crawled over to her and wrapped my hands around her cock. Hesitating for a moment before making up my mind.


  I ran my hands up and down her shaft, coaxing and teasing her highly responsive shaft. She twitched with every motion as if unused to this feeling of pleasure. I leaned down, wrapping my lips around the head of her cock, gently sucking as I pulled the head of her dick into my mouth. I thought the taste would be something I wouldn’t like, but somehow it was soothing. I liked it. I started bobbing up and down, sucking farther and farther down her shaft. 


  “Mmmm, yes!” She moaned as I pulled more and more of her into my mouth, languorously running my tongue up and down her throbbing meat. I licked the head of her cock in circles with my tongue before running back down her shaft for more. This feeling, it was so soothing and so exhilarating, feeling Marcy respond with every lick and every taste. I closed my eyes as I got more and more turned on. I had to have all of it in my mouth. I swallowed her, taking every inch of her dick within my mouth, and enjoying every second. I could feel her body respond as I bobbed up and down on her. Her every muscle tightening. I could tell that she was about to lose control.


  “I-I’m… Oh god!” She moaned as she came. Ropes of cum filled my mouth, sweet to the taste as I gulped down every last drop. I slurped every inch of her cock as I pulled her out of my mouth, making sure not to miss any of her delicious seed. 


  She looked down at me her mouth agape. “You gulped down ALL of that?”


  “Yeah, impressed?” I felt proud as I grinned back


  “Yeah I am. Maybe I should give you a little reward,” She winked at me. Next thing I know she had pushed me to the ground by my shoulders and took my tits in her hands. Her large practiced fingers rubbing across my nipples, adding fuel to the burning desire that had been growing ever since I took her dick in my mouth. 


  She leaned down, gently clamping down on my right tit, her tongue gently circling around my nipple. Each flick of her tongue sent shards of pleasure through my body. This felt great, these things were sensitive! She sucked slightly, creating an intense pressure. 


  “Fuck, yes!” I moaned.


  “Oh, you like that?” She asked, rubbing absentmindedly at my other nipple. She craned her neck closer to me, lapping at my nipple, tantalizingly close, licking at the plump softness.  Her other hand began to venture downward, slowly exploring down my midsection, venturing farther and farther south as her fingers crawled downward. Each brush of her fingertips awoke a wave of apprehension within me. I shivered. I needed her inside of me suddenly. I needed it now, and with each touch that need grew even stronger.


  She bit me lightly, wrapping her teeth gently around my shoulder before moving back to my tits, her left hand now reaching past my belly button toward my sopping wet pussy. I couldn’t wait.


  “Please,” I moaned out.


  “What was that?” She grinned mischievously. 


  “Please, f-fuck me,” I said, feeling my cheeks grow warm and flushed, I wasn’t sure whether it was from the embarrassment or from the arousal. Her hands finally got closer to my slit, my plump lips anxiously awaiting her touch as she crept lower, gently and slowly rubbing in a circle around my sensitive clit. My back arched, head leaning back as she lapped at my nipple, fingers wandering around my clitoris in that circular motion.


  Marcy leaned back, grinning as she shoved my legs apart, and pulling my hips up toward her.


  “Ooh!” I squealed, my nipples somehow growing even more erect. She had the look of pure lust in her eyes as she leaned down, wrapping her hands around my legs. “Wait you’re not going to, oh. Oh I like this.” She licked at my clitoris, the texture of her wet tongue intermingling with my sensitive bundle of nerves adding onto the massive mounting pressure building within me. 


  She looked up at me as she pulled my hips toward her, licking every inch of my clit, making little patterns, each one sending more shockwaves up into my body. I wrapped my hands around her head, pulling her into my hips. I wanted more. Don’t stop! She kept licking, that pressure reaching an all-consuming breaking point. I squeezed my legs tight, wrapping them around her head as my body began to shake, muscles tensing.


  “Fuckkkk!” The pressure broke and I rode the wave of pleasure as it washed over me. I collapsed to the ground again, chest heaving. My legs slowly relinquished their grasp on Marcy, falling to the ground, my pussy splayed open, wet and engorged.


  “That,” I said, almost out of breath, “was amazing.” 


  “I’m glad you enjoyed that.” Marcy grinned, her strong body looking up at me.


  I didn’t think I’d enjoy this whole body swapping thing at first, but this… this was amazing. I lay back, thinking of how good everything felt, how sensitive I was. The sex was amazing. Being dominated, I guess it was a kink I didn’t even know I had.


  “Oh, don’t think we’re finished yet,” Marcy flashed a wolfish smile at me.


  “I hoped we weren’t,” I admitted as Marcy crawled across the floor to me, placing one arm underneath my legs and another under my torso. She heaved me up from the ground effortlessly, my arms wrapped around her neck as she carried me from the bathroom to the bedroom, where my bed was in its purple finery.


  She tossed me onto the bed with ease.  I lay splayed out on top of the covers as she looked me up and down my body, hungrily taking in the sight of my bare pussy and perky tits. Soaking it all in. She crawled onto the bed, gently but firmly pushing my legs apart once more.


  “Let’s make sure you’re ready.” She said, gently slipping one finger inside of my entrance, my lips easily giving way to her prodding finger. My ridges gripped and slipped around her finger as she added another digit to my entrance, plunging deep inside me slowly but steadily. The burning desire was freshly lit, and the pressure began ramp up anew. 


  Marcy plunged her fingers deep within me repeatedly, stretching my tight pussy as my walls slid over her fingers. With one long drawn-out movement she pulled her fingers out of me, hungrily licking them clean as she gave me another one of those looks. I spread my legs in anticipation. 


  She leaned forward, her cock had fully recovered from earlier, throbbing and ready for round two. She pulled me toward her, gently guiding her dick toward my entrance. She pressed against me. There was a slight bit of pressure before I could feel my velvety lips open and her cock slid inside of me, each inch of her cock sending my sensitive pussy wild. All of a sudden, she was inside of me. All of her. Filling me up. She bucked her hips into me, slowly at first as she pulled my legs into her at the same time, ramping up speed. She thrust deeper and deeper, plunging within me with her manhood.


  I bit my bottom lip in vain, trying to keep the squeal of pleasure from escaping to no avail. her hands wandered as she fucked me, squeezing my tits, grabbing my ass, touching, teasing. My toes curled, my hands clutching the purple fuzzy sheets as she thrust inside of me. Her strokes were now at a constant rhythm. Each motion of her hips shot electricity through my body, her rod plunging in and out of me, filling every part of me up and stretching my tight pussy wide. 


  I moaned, muscles clenching as that pressure was reaching the peak faster than ever before. I was getting closer and closer. I reached down, rubbing furiously at my clit as she thrust away.


  She pounded my pussy, wrapping her hands around my hips, firmly pulling me onto her cock. She got even bigger somehow inside of me and I could tell she was getting close, my lips gripping tight around her, trying to keep her inside as I could tell she was getting more and more excited.


  Somehow the thought of her planting her seed inside of me making me even more horny.


  She shuddered, her muscles contracting as her cock jerked inside of me. I squirmed in pleasure as hot ropes of cum filled me up. My back arched as that pressure finally broke again. I rode that wave of toe-curling eye-rolling pleasure as the warmth of her seed spread through me.


  I fell to the ground, my skin shining slightly from the sweat. I was exhausted. Marcy collapsed beside me, pulling me close to her. It was very comforting. I let out a breath of contentment as I wriggled into her. She wrapped her arms around me, and all of a sudden, my eyelids grew very heavy.


  




  Marcy


  I woke up, Dylan’s arms wrapped around me. I reached up, wiping my eyes as I yawned and stretched. My arms. They were feminine again. I grabbed at my chest, relieved and kind of disappointing to find my perky breasts. We had switched back. The bartender was right, it didn’t last very long.


  “You awake huh?” Dylan pulled me closer to him.


  “Yeah,” I said, snuggling into his chest.


  “I had a lot of fun. I mean a lot of fun,” Dylan said.


  “Yeah? Me too.”


  “You know,” Dylan rubbed my shoulder. “I think we should go out for a drink again sometime. You were right about New Experiences. That place was awesome.” 


  “How’s this weekend sound? I can teach you all about my most sensitive spots,” I teased, craning my neck to kiss him on the lips.


  “There are spots that are more sensitive?” Dylan asked.


  “You don’t even know the half of it,” I giggled. The night had gone even better than I had hoped, and I was looking forward to many more nights like this one.


  




  If you liked Swapped by the Bartender: Body Swap you may also like Switched by the Ritual: Gender Swap


  

    

      Luke and Kathleen’s relationship has gone cold and limp. Convinced that there must be something that can be done, Richard is convinced by a flea market witch to participate in an ancient ritual in order to reinvigorate their relationship.



    


  


  

    

      What will the ritual do? Will Luke be able to reconnect with his gorgeous wife, or is he in for an even greater surprise? Their relationship will be forever changed by the transformation to come…



    


  


  


  




  Want to keep up with any new releases? Would you like to be notified any time one of my books go on limited time deals or are offered free for a limited time? Subscribe to my mailing list by clicking here!
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