
        
            
                
            
        

    Switched by the Amulet: Gender Swap
by Maureen Bellgard




Monty
We pushed our way through the throngs of people, brushing past every kind of person you could possibly imagine. Tall lanky men wrapped in different chains and covered in every tribal tattoo they could fit. Short squat women, adorned to the teeth with crystals and bracelets, the sheer amount of jewelry enough to add to the slight curvature of their back as they flitted through the crowd with the excitement of a child. I clutched Ziva’s hand as I tried to navigate through the crowd, pushing through each regally adorned person to get to the front of the masses.
“Occult Oddities,” I jerked a hand up towards the modest sign that hung off the front of the building, pointing at it for Ziva’s benefit. She squinted at the large curvy letters, the calligraphy of which was very old-timey, but somehow elegant and pretty. She let loose a tiny little squeal.
“Yessss. I can’t really make it out, but I can tell it is very pretty!” She bounced on the balls of her feet, barely able to contain the eagerness that had been building inside of her ever since we had parked a couple of blocks away. Her emerald eyes were still squinting at the sign.
“Ziva, you really should wear your glasses.” I groaned.
“Yeah yeah, shut up Monty. They make me look old.”  Ziva squeezed my hand.
“They don’t make you look old. You look hot, like some kind of sexy librarian.” I squeezed back before sliding through the gaps in the crowd, fighting against the flow of foot traffic to come up to the gilded front door of the building. It was all adorned with gold, and intricately carved in some kind of runes and sigils, something Ziva convinced me were for protection against evil spirits or some shit.
“After you,” I said, pulling the door open and gesturing into the building. Ziva bent her knees in some sort of mock curtsy before slipping past me inside the building. My breath caught in my throat for a second, as it always did whenever I took a second to appreciate her beauty. That light olive skin, barely contained in a light brown tank-top and denim that hugged every curve of her legs. Her dark hair cascaded down her back, falling to her hips where the waist of her jeans carefully cradled those sexy curves. 
I followed Ziva into the building. There was an odd spiced smell that hung around the room, something that caught in my nose and would not leave, a bright sharp smell. It clicked in my brain.
“Incense,” Ziva pointedly looked at me.
“Was I making a face?”
“Kind of,” she said, playfully jabbing a finger in my cheek before spinning around on her heel and her eyes going wide at the sight in front of her. Aisles and aisles of odds and ends sprawled before us. Majestic oak troughs were set across the room in sections, each one containing a bevy of assorted crystals, gems, and occult items. Chains sparkled where they hung on the walls, each one connected to an odd little cage that gently cradled whatever precious gemstone was held inside. Bookshelves towered over the troughs where they had been set against the wall, each one set to overflow with books on different occult subjects. Intricately designed covers sparkled from the shelves where they were about to spill out at a moment’s notice, a treasure trove of information on spirit guides, rune magicks, dark magic. It was an odd sight to me; I wasn’t really into the whole witchy thing.
“Ooh they have tarot cards!” Ziva jumped up and down for a split second before yanking my hand in the general direction of one of the trays, bobbing and weaving between other customers. I muttered as many apologies as I could as I bumped almost every stranger in that building before she brought us to the sight that had drawn her across the room. It was an odd little table, covered in an elegant tapestry, the colors mixed and swirled in something that I decided looked very much like a galaxy. 
Arranged across the table was a variety of different tarot decks, the lines of the art across the front of the boxes crisp warm and inviting. 
Ziva picked up one of the decks. It was a little white box, and across the front were beautiful brushstrokes, each one on its own seeming free-flowing and of its own mind. The brushstrokes had combined into the picture of a beautiful woman, laying on a plush red pillow, her right arm outstretched in an inviting gesture. I could she why she liked these. They were satisfying to look at. 
“Ziva, you already have five tarot decks,” I grumbled, thrusting my hands in my pockets as she turned the box over and over in her hands.
“I know,” she flashed a grin at me. “But look at it, it’s so cute, and she’s soooo pretty!” She held up the box for me to look even closer. I couldn’t be mad at her, she was right. And her child-like enthusiasm drew me in like some kind of magnetic pull.
“It is cute. I guess one more deck can’t hurt,” I laughed taking the box in my hands, and enjoying the crisp cool feeling of the thin layer of plastic wrapped around it. “Is this what you want?”
“I don’t know. You said I could only get one thing. If I could get more than one thing…”
“No. Only one thing, whatever you want though.”
“Fine,” Ziva grumbled, laying the tarot deck back on the table, pouting for a moment before I saw that glint in her eye again. She looked over my shoulder, transfixed by something.
“Oh no.” I said under my breath.
“Oh yes, this way!” She hauled me in the opposite direction of the tarot deck, taking me down another aisle of oddities to the other end of the room, where there were throngs of necklaces and talismans dangling from plastic hooks set on the wall. She began running her fingers through the long dangling chains, momentarily pausing to hold up a glimmering emerald or sapphire before moving on to the next shiny object that caught her eye. All of a sudden, she stopped. I saw that look on her face, her eyes sparkling and going wide.
“Ooh.” She squeaked, pulling on one of the chains to reveal some kind odd stone circle, flat on one side. It was polished and gleaming, hung from the wall by some thin black chain. The stone was a dark gray with a greenish tint, glinting slightly from dull lights hanging from the ceiling. Deep in the stone was several engravings of different runes and sigils. but what it meant I had no idea.
“I want it,” Ziva grinned, rubbing the stone gently with one hand as she pulled it off the hook it was hanging from. Those pleading beautiful eyes glancing between me and the stone as she caressed the surface of the stone. 
“One thing, Ziva,” I gently nudged her.
“Yeah I know. But I really like it… I choose this!” She held it out to me, proud of her discovery. I chuckled and nodded.
“Okay, that’s what we’ll get then.” I wrapped my arm around her shoulder and started guiding her through the aisles toward what appeared to be the checkout counter at the back of the store.
“But what about-”
“No Ziva, if you start looking around, we’ll never get out of this place.  You’ll start ooh-ing and ahh-ing over every little thing in this building.” I said, guiding her through the crowd and away from all the trinkets and stones. 
There was a slightly rotund man sitting behind the counter, his hair was black as a crow and dangled from his head in odd strands, eerily similar to seaweed in my mind. He had a pair of spectacles set upon his nose, which he peered over at us as we approached.
“Ah, hello! Welcome to my humble little store, is there anything that I can help you with today? Did you find everything okay?” His high-pitched voice was squeaky and grating on the nerves. He repositioned himself on the chair laboring underneath his weight as he leaned forward, placing both elbows on the counter as he tried to bring Ziva’s face into focus.
“Yep! What a beautiful store, I love your selection,” Ziva chirped, placing the amulet on the mahogany counter.
“Ah yes indeed, you have a wonderful eye. You see, you picked the amulet of change. That is a very strong and powerful talisman, of course someone with your energy would be drawn to it. It symbolizes the need for change and adaptation in your life. It can be a very potent energy, be very careful how you handle such a relic.” 
I just rolled my eyes. Potent energy. I glanced over at Ziva, bouncing up and down on her heels as she chattered away with the man. At least she’s having fun. I grinned.
“That sounds wonderful, I’ll definitely be very careful and make sure to cleanse it!” Ziva grinned, taking a small brown bag from the man, the weight of the amulet drawing the bag down in her hands.
“Of course, dear! No problem at all, please be sure to heed my warnings, however. That is a very potent artifact and could have unintended consequences if you are not extremely careful with its vibrations. Have a fantastic day and be sure to come back if you have any questions or require any other supplies. We have herbs too you know, for cleansing and whatnot!” The rotund man leaned back in his chair, plucking the spectacles from his face and gently wiping at them with a handkerchief he had magicked out from some pocket in his vest.
Ziva chirped back some sort of acknowledgement or platitude before turning to me and taking my arm in hers as we made for our escape.
What a loud of baloney. Vibrations? I shook my head and let Ziva pull me to the exit. But she was happy, and that was all that mattered.




Ziva
I was shaking in the car the whole way home, clutching the brown paper bag to my chest until we had pulled into the driveway of our home. Bounding up the stairs I barreled through the door after Monty unlocked it, making a beeline for my room, where I had all of my supplies. It was a modest sized room with a massive mirror set against one wall. Opposite of the mirror sat a short table with clawed feet, covered in my beautiful purple tapestry. There were two candles patiently waiting for me on the table, along with my tarot deck and a couple different jars of herbs. I squealed as I turned the brown paper bag over and saw the talisman fall onto the table. This would be perfect. 
I took the amulet in my hands and turned it over and over, gently caressing the thing.
“Hey little guy,” I spoke to it. “I know it’s weird I’m talking to you, most people don’t I’m sure.” The talisman didn’t say anything back, of course. “But, I think it’s always good to talk to your tools and instruments. Everything has a soul right?” I asked, as I took it over to the wall where many necklaces hung from the walls, similar to the display in the store. If I ever wanted to, I could probably supply a whole store with inventory from all the shit I had bought.
“I know, you’re wondering why I got you.” I said, hanging the amulet up on the wall. “Well, I heard you were an element of change and well, it’s kind of embarrassing. Monty and I-. Our sex life’s just been boring. I can tell he’s getting tired of it, there’s just not that thrill anymore. But maybe… Maybe having you in the house will change that? If you could help, in any way that’d be fantastic. I dragged my fingers across the front of the talisman one more time, flashing a grin at it before spinning around and skipping out of the doorway. I closed the door behind me and made my way down the hall to the kitchen, where Monty was quickly whipping up some delicious smelling food. He had already thrown strips of chicken in a pan with all kinds of different vegetables and spices.
“You know that’s why I love you,” I said, gently walking up behind him and wrapping my arms around his broad muscular chest, laying my head against the warm curvature of his back.
“Why?” He asked, shaking the pan slightly to redistribute all the ingredients.
“Because you can cook like a goddamn chef,” I giggled, squeezing him tighter in my arms.
“I am a goddamn chef.” He declared, throwing some more seasonings into the pan. “Bam! That right there is going to add that extra spice.” He announced with a flourish.
I let him go after another light squeeze and started making my way to the laundry room. I held the sigh inside. There was a time when if I had hugged him like that, he would have stopped everything he was doing and would have taken me right there in the kitchen. I couldn’t keep my mind from drifting to the thought of it. Monty’s strong arms, bulging as they gently held me against the table, frantically yanking my leggings off with a ravenous hunger I had not seen from him in a couple months. My breath was coming fast, a stirring of desire burning deep within my abdomen. My nipples strained against my shirt, excitedly responding to the scene in my head.
“No Ziva,” I shook my head. He’s not in the mood.




Monty
Ziva gave me a light squeeze before wandering off somewhere else in the house. I sighed. I knew what she wanted. What she was thinking. I shook my head, intently trying to focus on the food in front of me. The culinary task I had set myself to. I had been trying to keep my mind off of it, keep myself busy so that I’d always have an excuse. I just didn’t feel it anymore. It used to be that the feeling of her soft perky tits grazing against my back would have sent waves of desire through my body. It’d be all I could do to make myself turn the stove off before I ravenously dominated her. But now, every time we touch it just feels so normal. It was boring, monotonous. There was none of that excitement and adventure that I had felt when Ziva and I had met two years ago. I shook my head, trying to concentrate on the sizzling and popping of the vegetables as I shook the pan.
“Oh shit,” my mind had wandered, and I had stopped paying attention to the heat. Some of the vegetables were starting to blacken. I quickly yanked the pan off of the heat and scraped the contents into a container. I winced as I held up the container to the light. It was a little overcooked. It wouldn’t be inedible. I groaned, setting it down on the table. Just another thing that went wrong. 
My mind went on autopilot for the rest of the day, mired in the monotony and routine. Dinner. Shower. Watch TV for a few hours with Ziva. The same thing I had done every day for what felt like forever. I wasn’t even paying attention to our conversations; I gave dull answers that barely fit the conversation but was enough to satiate her need for social engagement. It all just felt so automatic. Was I even alive anymore? Did I love her? I had decided yes. I guess sex just eventually gets dull. The physical aspect dies, that’s what everyone always said. It was as if something was missing, some little puzzle piece that I had lost, and I was struggling trying to find it again.
“Did you hear me Monty?” Ziva asked, craning her head up to look at me from where she was laying on my chest. 
“Oh, yeah. You were talking about how excited you were that you got that thing from the store.” I mumbled back, acting as if I was engrossed in whatever the hell was going on in the movie we were watching. Something about a secret agent and nuclear warheads. Your usual action-spy bullshit.
“Yeah,” She smiled. “You should take this stuff more seriously. It’s no joke. What I bought was an amulet of change. I think it could be very useful, it won’t be long before its energy begins to fill the house and start to lead to little changes. Maybe bring some excitement to our lives.” She said in a low sultry voice, her fingers moving up and down my chest, a gesture that not long ago would’ve awoken a deep hunger inside of me. 
“Yeah maybe.” I tried not to roll my eyes, she hated that.
Ziva let out a massive disappointed sigh, which made my chest tight, but I understood. She was frustrated. I was frustrated. Why wasn’t that feeling still there? What had changed? She sat up and flashed a sad smile at me before pushing herself up off the couch and toward the stairs.
“I think I’m going to take an early night tonight. You coming to bed soon?” She asked, craning her neck back to look at me before ascending the stairs.
“Yeah, I’ll be up there soon.” I said, turning to force a smile her way, but she had already started up the stairs. Why? Why was I like this? Why couldn’t I feel that need? I sighed, jabbing at the power button on the remote, turning the TV off.
“Amulet of change.” I shook my head. What absolute garbage. They’ll make anything these days in order to make a quick buck. I pushed myself up off the couch. I felt myself drawn to Ziva’s witch-cave. I navigated through the hallways of the house until I came to the door to her supply room. I wasn’t actually supposed to go in here, but what she didn’t know wouldn’t kill her. I pushed the door gingerly open, peeking inside at the copious amounts of odd and end trinkets she stored inside. Honestly, if I didn’t know any better, I would say she had a problem.
“She does have a problem.” I whispered under my breath, my eyes flickering from gemstone to crystal, honestly it looked like the rotund man had condensed all his “oddities” and stowed them in this room. Finally, my eyes lit upon Ziva’s earlier purchase. The odd circular stone, dangling from a chain on the wall. I stepped up to it, looking at it curiously. I reached out with my finger and rubbed the front of the stone. I jerked my hand back. The stone was cold to the touch, far colder than the room. It surprised me. I reached back out and felt it again, it was slowly warming up from my touch.
“So, you’re the damn thing she keeps going on about huh?” I said. “Well, if you want to change something go ahead, I really wish I could change it myself.” I shook my head. I needed to go to sleep. I put everything back the way it was and headed back to the couch, my eyes starting to grow heavy.
I flopped down onto the leather cushions and felt my eyelids begin to droop.
Maybe something will change.




Ziva
I yawned, turning over, trying to find a comfortable position, but I couldn’t get comfortable no matter which way I turned. I cracked my eyes open, stretching my arms out with another massive jaw-popping yawn. Flickers of the dream I just had ran through my head like flashes of very vivid colors. I could’ve sworn that amulet I had bought was in them.
“Wait.” My eyes went wide. I was in the living room. How did I get down here? I was on the couch. I looked around for any sign of Monty, but he wasn’t here. My mind started to race, where was Monty and- WHERE WERE MY TITS? My hands immediately jumped to my chest, instinctively reaching out for the soft supple mounds that perkily jiggled from my chest, but instead my calloused fingers met with nothing but hard muscle. My biceps bulging and tensing as my hands flew up and down this alien body, no longer finding soft supple skin and curves, but hard muscle and rough angles.
“No, no, no. This cannot be happening. I glanced down at the loose sweatpants that hung off my hips. With a shaking hand I shoved my hands down into my pants, expecting to find my soft shaven womanhood, but instead my hand met with a prodigious meaty girth, hanging down from where my pussy used to be. I-I was a man. 
A blood-curdling shriek came from upstairs, turning my blood cold, sweat beading on my forehead as I used my newfound strength to fling myself off the couch and up the stairs. It was dark but my eyes had adjusted as I swung around the corner and past the bathroom. I shoved the bedroom door open to a scene that made every hair on my body stand straight in attention. There on my bed was my body, my perky tits barely restrained by my favorite lacy pink bra, soft sensitive skin spilling out at the corners, matching the pink panties that barely covered my shaven slit. There I was, right in front of me.
“W-what the fuck is going on?” I stammered, trying to make sense of everything I was seeing in front of me.
“Z-Ziva?” My body asked.
“Monty, is that you?” I asked, taking a single cautious step toward him as my-his hands started to search and explore, touching and testing each area. His hands wandered up to my soft tits, gently touching my cleavage before moving down my tanned flat stomach. He thrust his hand between the frilly pink fabric of what used to be my panties and shaven skin. His face turned a bright red as he looked up at me in pure confusion.
“Ziva, what happened? Why am I you?” His voice came out strangled and in a higher pitch than I had ever heard. It wasn’t exactly his voice, but it also wasn’t mine either. His eyes went wide. “It’s that fucking amulet isn’t it? Amulet of change, that’s why I had that weird ass dream. Ziva what the hell did that thing do? Change me back!” 
“I-I don’t know I mean-” I frantically searched my mind, trying to find anything that would explain anything that had happened between us. “Different objects have different energies and properties, I guess this one thought that this was the change we needed. We have to do something in order to get it to change back, the changes shouldn’t be permanent.” I said, unable to keep my eyes from drifting to his pretty emerald eyes and those luscious tits, just begging to be let free from the fabric imprisoning them. I felt a stirring below and a rush of energy, a hunger stirring deep in my stomach. A need. 
“Yeah? but what do we have to do?” He pleaded, trying to lock eyes with me, but I paid no attention as I voraciously looked him up and down, taking in every bit of the beautiful tanned skin, that I had never thought was beautiful, but from this perspective was so pretty and tempting. 
“I know what I want to do.” I said matter-of-factly, emboldened by the fact that his nipples were now protruding out, straining against the fabric. He could feel it too. I took another step toward his slim feminine frame. 
Monty raised his hands toward me, fingers bent as if to ward off my advances, elbows tucked in, only emphasizing the size of his breasts.
“Ziva, what are you doing?” He arched an eyebrow, his eyes going wide as I took another step toward him. He looked so cute with that perplexed look, instinctually beginning to chew on his lower lip, his pearly white teeth seductively pressing against that luscious red lower lip.
“Monty, I think you know what I’m doing,” I grinned, taking another step toward him. Monty tumbled backwards, his foot catching on the edge of the bed as he tried to walk backward, sending his slim frame tumbling back on the bed. Those luscious tits bounced as he lay there, mouth agape in shock. “Monty, you wanted a change. I know things haven’t been exciting lately. But this. This is exciting.” A nervous energy began to cascade through my body, sending electricity jumping through my body and that pure need bursting inside of me, spreading to every inch of my body. I was ravenous. I wanted him. I was going to take him. I began fumbling with the drawstring of my sweatpants with an urgency I had never felt before. It didn’t take me long to drop the sweatpants revealing my newfound manhood. A massive rod that hung out, engorged and ready to be used. Ready to be sucked.
“Come here,” I commanded, pointing a finger down at the floor in front of me. A surge of confidence flooded through me as I saw him gingerly start to get off the bed, hesitantly falling to the floor in front of me, his eyes darting seductively between my engorged cock and my eyes. 
“I-I don’t know about this Zi-”
“Suck it,” I said, pumping my hips in front of him. He gently took my plump cock in his hands, running his fingertips across my shaft, each brush of his fingertips sending pulses of electricity through my body. He took my shaft in his hands, his face turning determined as he leaned forward, gently tasting the head of my cock. Pleasure surged through my body as he licked across my engorged slit. It was so sensitive. 
“Yeah that’s it, be a good little slut,” I purred, my voice spurring him to go even further, running his tongue up the underside of my shaft, the feeling of his soft little tongue adding to the pressure building inside of me.
This was going to be fun.




Monty
I slowly and gently took the head of her newfound manhood in my mouth. My eyes went wide. It tasted… So good! I couldn’t believe it as I felt my entire body turn to lava, a ravenous hunger awakening deep within my abdomen. A pressure driving me to go further.
“Yeah that’s it, be a good little slut,” Ziva growled. The pressure got even sharper. I pulled her long rod up, allowing me to lap at the underside of her cock, enjoying every inch of her delicious pulsating erection.  I slathered my tongue across every inch of her cock, not wanting to miss even just a little bit of the delicious taste. She moaned. I took the head of her cock in my mouth again, gently flicking my tongue back and forth across her slit. She grunted again in approval. I wanted all of her. I pressed farther, feeling her throbbing meat fill up my mouth, and then my throat as I pushed farther, wanting all of her inside my mouth. I slathered my tongue across her cock, trembling with pleasure inside of my mouth and throat as I pushed to the end of her shaft, gobbling all of her up in my mouth. It felt right. I felt full, and each inch that I had swallowed had awoken a portion of need deep within me.
“Yeah that’s right, like that,” Ziva encouraged as I pumped my throat along her cock, feeling her meat slip and slide inside my mouth, a satisfying feeling. The manly scent of her body intermingled with that of the perfume I was wearing, and the sweet smell of sex was intoxicating. I wanted more. I pumped faster. My heart was racing. I glanced up at her, and saw she had her eyes shut, trying to hang on in the throes of pleasure that I knew she was currently undergoing. The little grunts she was making only made me hornier as I pumped faster and faster. Her cock slipping over my tongue, her sweet taste blossoming inside my mouth as I let her member slide in and out of my mouth, my tongue lustfully darting back and forth, trying to maintain contact with every single bit of her shaft that I could. 
Ziva tensed, her cock swelling inside my mouth, growing even bigger. She was close. She tried to say something, but I paid no attention. Every fraction of my mind was entirely dedicated to her cock. I moved even faster, spurred on by the thought of her cumming inside my mouth. If this was how good she tasted, then how sweet would her seed taste?
Ziva’s cock started to tremble inside my mouth, and suddenly, a sweetness blossomed in my mouth. Long spurts of cum shot down my throat, warm and filling as I gulped down every drop. I continued to bob my head up and down on her dick, my tongue searchingly rubbing all over her shaft. I had to make sure I didn’t miss any.
“How was that?” I purred, pulling her out of my mouth and grinning up at her. Her eyes were wide, mouth slightly agape. “That was amazing. That’s what blowjobs are like? No fucking wonder you always want one.” She winked at me. “But we’re not done my little slut,” Ziva growled, squatting low. She was so close now, her breath hot and sweet as I inhaled that delicious scent. Her strong arms wrapped around me, lifting me off the ground. A squeal burst from my lips, unbidden, as she tossed me. I fell backward onto the bed, sheets billowing out from the impact as I lay on the bed, legs spread. Vulnerable. Chills ran down my spine as she stalked closer, a predatory look in her eyes. 
Ziva stalked even closer, squatting beside the bed and giving me a look. Her eyes were full of hunger and desire.
“Tell me,” She said.
“Tell you what?” I stammered out, a slight tinge of fear elevating my lust and desire.
“Tell me,” she slowly walked her fingers up my thigh, coming dangerously close to where the pink fabric of my panties barely covered my pink plump lips. “Tell me how badly you want to be fucked.” she whispered in my ear, her hands ripping my panties free, baring my glistening womanhood to her voracious gaze. 
“Please Ziva, I want to be fucked. Please fuck me.” I pleaded, biting my lower lip and watching her slow careful movements, her muscles rippling as she leaned down to press a kiss at the apex of my mound. The mere brush of her lips on my clit sending a cascade of energy through my body. She took her time, slowly kissing my thighs and the top of my pink slit before unclasping my bra and flinging that to the side too. My nipples were protruding, aroused by her slow dangerously exciting movements.  She gently pressed her tongue against my nipple, gently cupping my soft sensitive cleavage, each tiny movement adding another log to the burning fire that had been raging inside of me.
Ziva moved back between my legs, her strong hands stretching my legs wide as she pressed a flurry of kisses against the crown of my pussy. Her tongue gently imparting soft touches every second. My toes curled as she ran her tongue around the edges of my lips, awakening sensitive spots I didn’t even know a woman had. Her tongue lapped hungrily at my womanhood. Tasting. Teasing. Sucking on my clit, the mere pressure of it setting off an orgasmic chain reaction through my body as my back arched and my chest heaved. It was everything I could do to hang on in the sea of pleasure that was crashing against me.
“That’s not all, slut. You’re going to take every inch of this,” Ziva pointed down at her cock and pressed it against my entrance. There was slight pressure as her engorged head pressed against my pussy lips before parting my plump center and invading me. I could feel her inside of me, my ridges slipping and gripping her rod. Each inch sent another wave of pleasure shuddering through my body. Ziva took her time, gently guiding her pulsating member inside of me.  The warmth from her inside of me sent pangs of pleasure and desire through my body. She began to pump her hips, slowly at first. The feeling of my ridges inside craving after her, tightening in an attempt to keep her inside of me for one second longer, thrilled me. I started bucking my hips with hers, trying to drive her thick cock farther inside of me. I craved that feeling. That feeling of being completely and entirely filled. 
She pumped back and forth, spreading my legs wide as she dominated me. Invaded me. Sent every synapse in my brain to a full-on pleasure center. Her forceful hands squeezed into my thighs, the ravenous hunger in her eyes driving me even more wild. I was lost. Everything faded and the only thing I was aware of was the pure pleasure washing over me with every thrust of her hips. My own body responding automatically. There was no thought. Only hunger and the primal need to be dominated. Ziva’s fingers dug into my plump toned ass, leaving marks but I didn’t care, the pleasure and pain combined into some kind of form of ecstasy that had me hooked.
“Yes, yes yes! Oh more, Ziva! More!” I moaned, my chest heaving with each quick panting breath, my entire body hot and primed, my back arching into the sheets. My hands searching for something, anything to hold onto in these tidal waves of pleasure. I grabbed two fistfuls of sheets as she pulled me toward her, rocking me back and forth, her throbbing erection driving deeper and deeper inside of me. Her hips undulated even faster, rising in intensity as she pumped her cock into me over and over again, her hands wrapping around my hips, guiding me. My soft slickness was getting so wet as she plunged deep inside of me. My entire body tensed with need and desire.
Ziva pulled herself out of me, leaving me wanting more. Luckily, that’s exactly what I got. With a growl, Ziva flipped me over onto my stomach, pushing my face down into the soft covers and yanking my ass towards her. She entered me again. Her massive member met no resistance against my now sopping wet pussy, invading deep within me, her hands still wrapped around my hips to guide me back and forth on her cock. I bit the sheets, my eyes squeezing shut as I tried to maintain my sanity in the ruthless onslaught of orgasmic ecstasy. Her hips bucked into me, the tops of her thighs slapping into my ass cheeks, causing them to sting but I liked the pain. I liked being taken like this. I could learn to love it.
I could feel her cock begin to swell again just like before, growing impossibly bigger inside of me. She was approaching that edge of pleasure. She was about to cum inside of me. Driven by the sheer need of her seed filling me. The sheer thought of her creamy warmth filling my tight little hole was enough to shatter whatever semblance of sanity I had left. I ravenously slapped my ass against her, driving her dick inside of me at a rapid rate, my hips undulating with hers in the perfect rhythm. Suddenly, she tensed and her cock jerked inside of me, long ropes of cum shooting directly into my tight pink ridges, the thick hotness filling me up. Warmth radiated throughout my lower half as the pressure finally broke and I rode wave after wave of orgasmic explosion, my legs quivering with pleasure as I let out a loud breathy moan into the sheets. I was filled with warmth as I collapsed into the sheets. I grinned from ear to ear as Ziva took me in her arms and kissed me all over.
“This was great.” I said.




Ziva
I grinned as I picked up the phone, my slender feminine fingers cradling the phone as I saw his number flash across the screen.
“Hey Monty,” I said, speaking into the slender device. “What’s up?”
“Well Ziva. I’ve got a problem.” I heard his deep masculine voice coming through the other end of the phone.
“And what’s that?” I purred, twirling my hair with one hand.
“Well, I’ve always wondered what it’d be like to be a girl for a day, if only there was some way I could find out.” Monty let out an overdramatic sigh on the other end of the phone. I couldn’t help but giggle.
“So, what I’m hearing is it’s an amulet kind of night?”
“Amulet kind of night.” Monty confirmed over the phone. I giggled excitedly again. The amulet had easily been worth the purchase, and now I couldn’t wait to get home, rub the amulet with Monty and wake up in each other’s bodies. And fuck. Always fuck.




The End




If you liked Switched by the Amulet: Gender Swap you may also like Switched by the Trinket: Gender Swap
“I think I know exactly what you’re looking for,” the rotund man said as he jumped off his chair and ambled toward the back of the stand. “I can see it now. Every night the same as before, doing the same old thing. The routine becoming too consistent. Too rote. Ah, but I have just the thing to illuminate your nights, and your days. Yes, something to tickle your fancy, to shake up the norm, to break the foundation of your routine and rebuild it anew. A trinket, a treasure, both for fun, both for pleasure.” He said in a sing-song voice as he rummaged in a bin at the back of his stand.



When Alex and Beatrice decide to try something hot and adventurous, they go looking for something that would facilitate their newfound adventure. Although Beatrice is excited when they find someone willing to sell them a magical trinket, Alex is a little anxious. Will Alex be unable to handle the change, or will he find the transformation to be everything he never knew he wanted?










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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