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      I was hunched over the desk, my fingers frantically stabbing at the keys as I searched website after website. Pages upon pages of results scrolled past, a near futile effort to discover the secret hidden behind the rumor I heard earlier that day. Nothing. Not a single result. I poured over every article I could think of, searched every legitimate news source that I was aware of, I even looked through the library databases. I didn’t think that would work, but still.



    


  


  

    

      Why am I doing this? Deep down I knew why.  It was simple. I was completely and utterly dissatisfied with my life. I had spent eight years of my life completing and obtaining a master’s degree in philosophy. I had great hopes for the world. I was going to be somebody, I was going to be one of the great philosophers that you hear of and read about in all the books. Yet here I am, a two-bit librarian stuck in a dead-end position with no opportunity for advancement. Wasting my life way.



    


  


  

    

      “There’s got to be some truth to this,” I muttered under my breath. I was reading one of the older books in the library, a decrepit old biography by a man who once lived here in Beltsville. The book was not well written, in fact it had many typos and it was oddly written. It was more a stream of consciousness thing than a scholarly historical account. However, in it the man speaks of some sort of item that possesses mystical capabilities. Something that can unlock a person’s true desires, causing them to come true.



    


  


  

    

      “You’re just grasping for straws. Any boat in a storm I guess.” I let out a massive sigh as I continue to hunch over the flickering monitor. There were no patrons in the library at this time, so I continued to halfheartedly search. Nothing.



    


  


  

    

      “Hey, Colin, what’s going on man?” Brett came from behind me, placing both hands on my shoulders as he leaned over to glance at the screen.



    


  


  

    

      I jumped, I was so lost in concentration I didn’t even hear him sneaking up behind me. I opened a new tab in the browser to cover what I been searching, because I was a little embarrassed that I even believed that this could be a possibility. Some sort of magical artifact that could change someone’s life. If it even existed, it would’ve already been found way before now.



    


  


  

    

      “Hey Brett, just fooling around. Trying to kill some time, it’s been slow as molasses in here.”



    


  


  

    

      “Yeah,” Brett nodded his head knowingly. “I’ve been just trying to keep myself busy checking the shelves, but even those are tidier than normal. Slowest day ever,” Brett groaned and fell into the chair beside me.



    


  


  

    

      Brett slid his phone out of his pocket, and absentmindedly began to swipe at it. No doubt he’s looking at Facebook, as he’s want to do. He was not the most dedicated or hard-working employee, but he meant well, and sometimes that’s all you need.



    


  


  

    

      With Brett preoccupied, I continued searching. My fingers flashed across the keyboard, as I began to pull up anything related to Beltsville and ancient artifacts. Finally, I got some results. Three books came up, all related to ancient artifacts found in and near the town. Of course, none of them are checked out since no one really reads. The ones that do aren’t going to read these old stuffy books on artifacts near our small little slice of the world.



    


  


  

    

      I started to glance at the descriptions, and one in particular looked extremely promising.



    


  


  

    

      Beltsville is not known for tourism. There may not be many unique sites in our small town, but there are many unique things that we haven’t found. What many don’t know is that our town was originally known for its witch population. There was a consensus in the surrounding area that a witch coven had sprung up in Beltsville. Many were scared to venture close to our town for this reason. The ones that did always stated that they had weird feelings about the area, and some never returned. There’s no way to know how much of this is hokum, however, there are still strange things happening here today, and we’re finding more and more evidence that a witch coven did exist here every single day.



    


  


  

    

      The book was called Beltsville Horrors and Legends: An In-depth Study of Our Darker Past. It sounded like it was exactly up my alley, and if there was anything that was going to help me in my quest to find this ancient magical artifact, should it even exist, this book seemed like it would be the best possible fit.



    


  


  

    

      “Hey man, we still planning on hanging out Friday?” Brett asked crossing his arms underneath his swollen chest. He was an imposing figure, a man that never seem to miss a day in the gym. Although we didn’t talk about it 24/7 like some of the other gym rats, it was interesting to hear him explain his philosophy on working out. That’s probably one of the reasons we got along so well.



    


  


  

    

      “Yeah, of course,” I said absentmindedly as I jotted down the location of the book. I stood up, flashed Brett a curt nod and darted off between the shelves. I had the walk of a man who knew where he was going, I knew the shelves like the back of my hand. In fact, there are those here that would say that I could probably find any book blindfolded, given enough time.



    


  


  

    

      It did not take me long to find the right area, a collection of odd and end books haphazardly thrown together. They were kind of in order, and they were barely upright as each book slumped against the other. This was one of the shelves in the back of the library, one not often visited and very rarely straightened up, much to my displeasure.



    


  


  

    

      I ran my fingers along the books, stopping on one titled: Beltsville Horrors and Legends: An In-depth Study of Our Darker Past. I gingerly pulled it out of the stack, careful to make sure that the overall structural integrity of the shelf still held true.



    


  


  

    

      Cradling the book like a precious gift, I cracked the pages open and began to try and make sense of the odd phrasing and stilted language. Although the description was easy-to-read, the contents of the actual book itself were kind of cryptic in nature. Words and phrases bounced off each other in ways that didn’t seem to fully make sense, although the two sentences side by side may seem to make sense at first, within the context of overall paragraph things didn’t add up.



    


  


  

    

      “What the hell was this guy on?” I muttered to myself as I searched each page. He would bounce between ideas, like a lunatic. In one section he would be talking about the witch coven, and in the same section he would switch to ancient Egyptians, and their impact on our culture. None of it really added up.



    


  


  

    

      I was about to give up but decided to try one last page. I flipped the book over and pick the page out at random. There where I had opened the book there was an odd passage about a location in our small town. The reason it struck my mind was because I’d heard about it as a kid, it was a story we used to scare each other. An old urban legend. Something us kids always looked for, and went on adventures to try and find. I remember one time getting lost in the woods with my friends looking for this place.



    


  


  

    

      The cabin of the condemned was what many knew it by. However, scholars in the area have traced it back to the witch coven that once existed here. It was a cabin that existed deep in the woods, built long ago via black magic and cursed wood. Scholars here know it as Polovkia, which is what the location was originally called. It was a gathering place, for all who practiced in the same arts. We do not know what they practiced in the cabin of the condemned, and we do not know what significance it had. We do know from different historical accounts that there were rituals performed here, and scholars speculate that human sacrifice was common within the community. While it is true that we may never know, those who have been, including myself, all agree that it is a place of great power. Things don’t work the same there. Everything feels different. Darker. It is a place that I will never take anybody, and one that I hesitated to include in this book, as it is not for the faint of heart or for the weak of mind.



    


  


  

    

      Once again, the author breaks off on a long tangent about ancient Egyptians and how they may have had something to do with the founding of our little town. I ignore that part, instead focused once again on the passage describing the cabin of the condemned. There was some truth within what he wrote, a distinctive ringing of honesty that overlaid every word. I don’t know if it was wishful thinking on my part, or straight old-fashioned foolishness, but either way I had to know for sure.



    


  


  




  

    

      My heart started beating frantically as I saw the notification pop up on my monitor. It was a little gray box, one that excitedly proclaimed that I got an email. It is exciting for many reasons, but mainly that I just got a response in general was enough to send me over the edge. I had spent the entirety of the previous day researching the cabin of the condemned, and I was lucky enough to happen upon the email of the author of that book. Now I was kind of nervous. The kind of questions I asked could’ve been taken as prying, and there was a good chance that he was in fact a lunatic and was about to school me on the entirety of the ancient Egyptians.



    


  


  

    

      I took one deep breath, and I clicked on the box. The computer made a satisfied chirp as it brought open the message box. They are in black and white letters was the response.



    


  


  

    

      Hello Colin,



    


  


  

    

      I’m very glad to hear from you. I’ve not had much fan mail, especially not for this book, and especially not recently. I especially appreciate your interest in our little community. While I’m very enthused that you are curious as to the location of the cabin of the condemned, I’m hesitant to give you any information regarding this. I would feel terribly uneasy sharing this information and something happen to you. As I have detailed in my book it is a strange place, one that I would not recommend to anyone. I have never returned for a reason. However, I set out to share information, and it is my life’s work to reveal the dark secrets and interesting oddities that plague our world. In keeping with that mission, I am not able to withhold this information from you. However, I must advise you against visiting. The feeling of that space, and the oppressive pressure that one endures is something that cannot be explained, only experienced. You’ll find the coordinates attached, but again I caution you to be careful. I look forward to hearing about your experience and any oddities that you may find.



    


  


  

    

      Thankfully, Dr. Ilhov



    


  


  

    

      I almost fell out of my chair, I couldn’t believe my eyes. I had very little expectations going into this, and I especially didn’t expect him to provide me with actual coordinates for the cabin of the condemned. This is something that had been hunting force and I was a little kid. Who knows if it has anything to do with the rumors that I’ve heard, but even if it didn’t this would still be an adventure from my childhood. I was almost giddy.



    


  


  

    

      The next hour was a blur of packing supplies and readying a backpack filled with all sorts of different odds and ends, just in case. The packing was interspersed with flashbacks to my childhood, of me and my other peers who would tell ghost stories about the cabin of the condemned. A structure so evil that any kid who wandered in unawares was eaten whole. What a crock of shit.  Still, I was excited.



    


  


  

    

      Finally, I was done. I had a neat little collection of items. A knife, flashlight, a small little journal to document my findings, my paltry first aid kit, and of course a fine collection of pens and pencils. All of these were special to me in some way, they were all carefully wrapped and placed within a small rucksack that I have had for several years.



    


  


  

    

      I hoisted the sack on my back and headed out the door, making sure to lock my apartment up behind me. Giddy with excitement, I put the coordinates into my phone and began the venture.



    


  


  

    

      I weaved my way carefully throughout the town, making sure not to hit any of the many bumps and potholes of the roads as I went. I was patient, waiting for the GPS on my phone to dictate to me every turn, every twist, every bend. It was odd, as the phone kept sending me in different directions. it seemed in some cases it was making loops. However, it still did not take me too long to get very close. Eventually I found myself on the side of the road, my car haphazardly parked to one side. The sun was just beginning to set, and I found myself having second thoughts. Perhaps this wasn’t the best idea. Still, I couldn’t wait until tomorrow. And so, I rustled through the rucksack, fingers grasping around the flashlight that I had brought with me. I glanced on my phone, the screen’s brightness jabbing my retinas, displaying the direction of the woods. According to the application, my location was about a 25-minute walk away.



    


  


  




  

    

      I stumbled through the woods. The long branches of the trees reached out, clawing at my face without mercy. It appeared to get darker as I made my way farther into the forest. The foliage thickened, and the normal sounds of the forest faded away. It was odd, once I realized it. No bugs, no chirping, no sounds of movement whatsoever. It was… Unnatural. I felt an odd sensation settle in my stomach, a kind of heavy weight that increased the closer I got to the coordinates. I thought of turning back, albeit briefly, but I steeled myself and continued forward.



    


  


  

    

      As the forest got even darker, the branches seem to grow thicker. Long spindly branches tugged at my feet. I tripped and stumbled, barely catching myself time after time. Finally, I burst through the foliage into a small clearing. The clearing was about 20 feet in radius, which was odd, and in the center was a boulder. The thing was smooth from the weathering of time, at least at first glance.



    


  


  

    

      I approached the boulder, even more painfully aware of the weight in my stomach. On the surface of the boulder was a carving, a little arrow pointing out of the clearing, surrounded by intricate designs. The designs danced across the surface of the boulder, curling around each other and around themselves in almost unbelievable ways, something that would take a true artisan to create.



    


  


  

    

      “You’ve arrived at your destination.” My phone chirped out. I jumped, a chill running down my spine as the robotic voice of my phone app sounded eerily creepy in the dark forest. Shuddering, I swung my flashlight wildly at the darkness, each swipe cutting out swathes of darkness but revealing nothing.



    


  


  

    

      “Calm down you dunce,” I crept forward, trying to slow down my breathing with each deep breath. With each step, my flashlight lit less and less of the night. I slipped between two slender trees, and I happened upon a rough path. One that was almost gone due to the passing of time, and yet I could still see the traces of where it had been walked before.



    


  


  

    

      The trees began to gradually grow farther and farther apart. The trail with each step grew more noticeable and wider. I kept glancing around, trying to make sure that I had sight of all things around me just in case there was anything lurking out there.



    


  


  

    

      Icy fingers crawled straight down my back, goosebumps peddling my flesh as I stepped into a larger clearing. This is it. I strained to see, leaning my head forward and holding my flashlight out as far ahead of me as I could. The beam from the light cut a small slice out of the shadows, revealing some old decrepit wooden structure out in the middle of the clearing. This was it. It had to be. The cabin of the condemned. My heart was pounding. My hair stood on end as I crept towards the structure, and it began to slowly come into view. It was less of a cabin, and more some horrific amalgamation of the world’s worst building practices. The fact that the thing was still standing was in and of itself witchcraft. Every board, every plank seemed to rely on the other for its support, creating some sort of horrible Jenga building where one gust of wind should be enough to take it all down. One small section of the wood, barely a 4-foot opening, was carved out of the wall.



    


  


  

    

      I crouched down low, using the flashlight to peer deep within, but it was barely able to permeate the thick darkness. A heavy stench settled upon my nostrils as I entered the building, the ground seeming to give way slightly underneath my feet, and in doing so it sucked up at my shoes. It gave the unnerving sensation of the ground itself trying to pull me down.



    


  


  

    

      “Stop. You’re psyching yourself out.” There were no signs of anyone else having been there. No beer bottles from partying teenagers, no cigarette butts from moonlight lovers. I reached one corner of the room and couldn’t help but feel a little bit disappointed in the complete absence of items that I found. I shook my head, an unbidden sigh beginning from my lungs and then freezing. Crash! Something to my right. A shape! My breath froze in my throat, I tried to lash out at the thing with my flashlight, but suddenly it was gone. Another crash, this time behind me. I jumped forward, away from the noise. Pain shot through my elbows as I slammed to the ground, the flashlight skittering away from me and with a loud crack went dark. Shit! I scrabbled for purchase, propelling myself forward across the wet dirt floor.



    


  


  

    

      “Leave me alone!” I shouted, fingers grasping and searching, trying to find anything that could possibly be used as a weapon. I felt something. My fingers wrapped around a small object with sharp points. Cold metal.



    


  


  

    

      I flipped over onto my back, peering into the darkness, holding the makeshift weapon out in front of me. There was nothing. My chest heaved, adrenaline pumping through my veins as I searched the darkness. It was there. I swear I saw it. Nothing. I scrambled back to my feet, still holding the unknown object up, not even able to see my hand in the oppressive blackness. All of a sudden, I felt my feet hit something. I jumped, before bending down to realize it was just my flashlight. With a frantic click I was able to light the damn thing. Everything seemed much brighter than before. Just my imagination…



    


  


  

    

      I spun around, lighting up every inch of this damned cabin, but there was nothing, and nobody there. I started for the door, careful to check behind me every few steps. Finally I was free of the cabin, free of whatever abomination lay in wait. Or so I hoped. All of a sudden I became aware of a burning sensation in my hand, one that had been building for minutes, yet was ignored in the heat of the moment. My makeshift weapon! I was gripping the thing so tight my knuckles had turned white and the points were biting into my skin.



    


  


  

    

      It was an odd object, like a tiny metal cross, yet much more intricate and two of the segments were much longer than the rest. Something was inscribed on it, but in some language I didn’t understand. I held it up in front of me, and as I did something happened. An electric jolt came from the object, a crackling energy that reminded me of static shock. I felt a sharp pain and an odd feeling in my stomach, enough to send me running. I dropped the cross, and high-tailed it back to my car.



    


  


  




  

    

      I clutched my stomach as I stumbled up the stairs, my heart still pounding. The pressure didn’t go away, it only seemed to increase as I got farther and farther away from the cabin of the condemned. I know what I saw, even though I tried to dismiss it and explain it away. I leaned up against my front door, heaving breaths racking my body as I fumbled with the keys. My fingers shook as I tried to steady myself enough to insert the key. After three tries I was finally able to unlock the door.



    


  


  

    

      Falling into the apartment, I was able to stabilize myself against the wall. Using the wall to support my weight, I was able to inch my way farther and farther into my apartment, barely able to concentrate on each step as I made my way toward my bedroom. Pain shot through my stomach with each step, a spear of burning agony that increased intensity with every second. I swung wildly through the doorway of my room, flinging myself at the comfy refuge of my bed.



    


  


  

    

      I hit my comfy mattress with a loud flop, tumbling over like some drunken ballerina. My vision began to darken, dark edges closing in, that odd pressure spreading to my chest. I fought. I tried to push back the darkness. Another spear of agony rocked my body, and with one final twist of pain I was gone. Everything went black.



    


  


  

    

      I was in the darkroom, and odd pressure dancing across my skin. The pressure increased, intensifying with every second, pressing down on me. It covered my body. Every poor my skin had an equal amount of pressure applied to it. I tried to struggle against it, but it did no good. Where am I?



    


  


  

    

      I was lying down, unable to move my neck or any of my appendages. Suddenly, a sickly-sweet smell filled my nostrils. The sweet smell and the pressure increased in tandem, each rising relative to the other, and each threatening a sensory overload. I let out a moan, some sort of verbal acknowledgment of the sensations wrapping around my body. I was sweating. Heat flashed through my body, collecting in pools and swarming up and down my arms. It was an odd sensation, one much akin to when one was embarrassed and their face heated up. Except this was over my entire body. I felt things… Change. My muscles groaned and all of a sudden they felt like they are shrinking. My hips began to tingle, and an odd feeling like fingers dragged down my chest. The warmth grew, responding to the increase in pressure. My body strained against these sensations, cried out from the stress, and yet I couldn’t break free of the invisible bonds. A humming filled the air, barely discernible amidst the other sensations, but I was still acutely aware of its presence.



    


  


  

    

      Again, I tried to move against the bonds straining against my skin. Tight wraps that seemed to keep me stationary. I tried to suck in air, but was unable to drag any in. The pressure increased. I couldn’t think straight. Dots floated in my vision as the pressure increased in leaps and bounds, threatening to force me unconscious.



    


  


  

    

      What is happening? My thoughts were slow and sluggish, brain slowly churning over as I tried to keep myself aware and awake. I squinted, trying with all my might to be able to see into the darkness, yet nothing came to sight. Was someone even there? Yes. There was something, or someone. I could barely see the edges of his or her figure, but I could tell that there was some entity in the room with me. I felt my mouth squeak open, barely able to move against the pressure.



    


  


  

    

      “What’s happening?” I was able to croak out before my mouth shut again. No response. My fingers were balled into fists, but I couldn’t open them out even if I tried. The figure moved slightly, as if in surprise that I was even able to vocalize a statement, but still nothing was done. It just stood there and stared at me. Or at least, I think it was staring at me.



    


  


  

    

      My breathing increased. I was now fighting to suck in breath after breath, chest heaving as a wave of heat shot through my body, flowering along my muscles, moving up my legs, through my chest and eventually surrounding my head. It was almost too much to bear, a horrible amalgamation of heat and pressure, a sensory overload that was driving me to the edge of sanity. Every muscle in my body tensed from the sensations that were not painful, just too loud. Too much. Too much. And then suddenly there was nothing but blackness. The heat and the pressure had faded, and all that remained was me, albeit slowly fading. Moments later I was gone to the wind as I sunk into what must have been sleep.



    


  


  




  

    

      I yawned, spears of light slanting through my eyelids and bringing me back to reality. I threw one hand up against the sunlight that was pouring in through the windows.



    


  


  

    

      “Ugh, go away sun.” I moaned, turning over to one side, and pulling the covers tighter around me. The covers wrapped around me easily, which was surprising, as I usually had to fight them to cover my larger frame. I stayed like this for a few minutes as my mind began to churn and the font of consciousness began to flow.



    


  


  

    

      With another exasperated moan, I pulled myself up to a sitting position and began to blearily wipe the sleep from my eyes, allowing me to open them to see my room and its entirety. It wasn’t great. In fact, it wasn’t even really clean. I mean, that’s not to say it was dirty, but there was quite a bit of clutter. Clothes were strewn to one side, and my desk was covered in sheaves of paper, research and other articles that I had received on my search for the supernatural.



    


  


  

    

      Another yawn escaped my mouth as I leaned forward, going through the daily debate with myself as to whether I should return to the sweet embrace of sleep. Suddenly everything fell into place, and the memories of the last night came rushing back. The cabin of the condemned, that odd pressure, the weird dream.



    


  


  

    

      “The hell was up with that?” I said aloud. I cleared my throat, as something was causing my voice to sound different than normal. It was higher-pitched than it normally was, and I couldn’t seem to clear my throat as well as I used to. Oh well, I threw the covers to one side. Then I froze.



    


  


  

    

      “W-What?” I muttered. I was in shock. My body had… changed. Where there had been nothing but sinew and hard muscle had now changed to delicate lines and thick soft curves. Where my underwear once wrapped around my hips were now loose, and the front of my… No, that’s impossible.



    


  


  

    

      I reached down to the band of my boxers and lifted up the band to find that even that had changed. Where I once had a throbbing extension of my manhood, now there was a small shaven slit.



    


  


  

    

      Frantically I looked at my arms. Gone were the slabs of muscle that I had cultivated via a healthy gym routine, now they were elegant and slender, albeit they still had a decent amount of muscle on them.



    


  


  

    

      Then there were my tits. I laughed hysterically. That’s right, I have tits. They were smooth and firm, filling up the front of my loose white tee that I had worn to bed. I pulled my shirt forward to reveal the two perky breasts that had grown while I had slept. Perfect pink nipples poked out of the two firm mounds of flesh.



    


  


  

    

      “What the fuck?” I was bewildered. I threw myself out of the bed, rushing out of my room and into the bathroom. This can’t be right. This had to be some kind of joke. I looked in the mirror with shock as I was able to appreciate my body in its entirety. A long lithe figure, with curves in all the right places. My face had changed too, and in it you could only see a slight trace of who I had been. The hard angles of my face had been replaced with soft lines and was more of an oval shape. My eyes were still the same bright blue, but my hair had completely grown out into long red flowing locks. My lips were full and red, and perfectly attractive. I had been turned into a smoking hot woman…



    


  


  

    

      My mind raced. What was this? What happened? How- wait. My mind flashed back to the cabin of the condemned. That figure in the darkness. The cross I had found on the ground. I was sure that they were related. It only made sense. Then I remembered what the author of the book had said, everything added up. Somehow, I had wandered into somewhere I wasn’t supposed to be, and now I had this horrible fate thrust upon me. I was a woman.



    


  


  

    

      “Wait a second. I’m a woman?” I looked down at my tits, a slight smile lighting upon my face. Might as well have some fun.



    


  


  

    

      I reached down between the soft cotton lining of my boxers and my shaved skin. Delicately, I ran my fingers down the sides of those plump new lips, prodding and teasing at that sensitive bundle of nerves. Each touch sent spasms of pleasure through the lower part of my body and up into my stomach, adding more fuel to a fire of pleasure that I felt deep within.



    


  


  

    

      Moaning and biting down on my lower lip, I returned to my bedroom, flopping down onto my bed as I played with my pussy, fingers rubbing and prodding, testing and touching. I ran my fingers down those plump engorged lips, then I allowed them to linger close to my new entrance, the thought of fingering myself sending me over the edge. My nipples hardened as I invaded myself with one finger. There was a slight pressure before I could feel myself give way and my finger slipped inside. My ridges slipped and gripped around my finger as I went deeper within myself, shocks of pleasure echoing through my body. Another finger.



    


  


  

    

      I moaned, my hips instinctively moving with my hand, rocking back and forth to drive my fingers deeper inside myself. I couldn’t keep myself from moaning louder and louder as I drove myself farther and farther along that edge. Languorously I pulled my hands away, my fingers covered in my own sweet juices. I licked every inch of the soft skin. That pressure increased in my stomach, a yearning ache filling my loins as I reached down and began to slowly and gently circle my clit. Each second driving another shard of pleasure up through my body, adding to the pressure building in my body. I arched back into the bed, my free hand grasping a handful of the sheets as my hips gyrated with me. My chest heaved with each breath as I tried to hold in the wave of pleasure that was building up. I could feel myself getting closer to coming. My own smell filled my nostrils, a sweet scent that itched a scratch I didn’t know I had. My muscles tensed, every part of me shaking as I plunged those fingers deep within myself again. Gently, the lips of my pussy gave way willingly to my fingers, probing deep within. The ridges inside slipped and hugged my fingers as I felt my mound grow more swollen. I was almost there, slit aching with need, my whole body writhing with pleasure. Suddenly, the ache was gone, and the pressure broke loose. A wave of warmth spread through my thighs and up through my chest, ecstasy shooting through my body as I fell back onto the bed.



    


  


  

    

      I panted, leaning my head back against the sheets in pure euphoria. I could get used to this. My chest rose and fell, those perfectly round tits swelling with each breath, when I heard something. I pushed myself into a sitting position. “What was that?” There it was again. It was coming from my front door. I jumped out of the bed and made my way through the apartment until I neared the front door. 



    


  


  

    

      Someone was knocking at the front door. Who in the world could that be? I asked, coming even closer to the door. I racked my brain, trying to figure out who the hell would be bothering me at this time. I had already paid my rent for this month, and nobody ever randomly showed up to my house. I was a man, uh woman who enjoyed my privacy. Another three knocks resounded on the door, a hollow thumping sound that let me know whoever it was must have been standing there a while.



    


  


  

    

      “Uh, who is it?” I tried to cast my voice loud enough.



    


  


  

    

      “You know, it’s me Brett. Open up Colin.”



    


  


  

    

      “Oh shit,” I mumbled under my breath. I completely forgot that we had agreed to hang out. He came over every now and again, and we’d watch movies or play some board games. “Give me a second.” I couldn’t open the door like this in my boxers. Quickly I ran to my room and pulled on some jeans of mine that didn’t really fit. It would have to do. I rushed back to the door and threw the lock to one side. Taking a deep breath, I opened the door and flashed Brett a smile.



    


  


  

    

      “Hey! Come on in!”



    


  


  

    

      “Uh, is Colin home? Sorry if I’m interrupting something.” Brett looked up and down my body, a mixture of surprise and confusion twisting his face into a funny picture. I was confused at first myself, but then I remembered. He was staring directly at my chest, and I was suddenly aware that my tits were extremely visible against the sheer white fabric of this shirt.



    


  


  

    

      “Yeah no he just stepped out,” I said, a tingling rushing over my body. I realized how strong and masculine Brett was. he was 6‘2 with a musclebound physique. He wore a tight gray T-Shirt that was straining against his broad shoulders, along with a pair of faded jeans that fit him in all the right places. What are you thinking? As if on auto-pilot, my mouth began to move.



    


  


  

    

      “Come on in, he should be right back,” I moved to one side and gestured him into the living room. Once I escorted him to a seat, I politely asked for him to wait as I retreated to the kitchen.



    


  


  

    

      Leaning against the kitchen table, I took a deep breath and tried to take stock of the situation. My head swam as I tried to figure out why in the world I had invited him in. I could’ve told him to go away. And yet… That goofy smile of his, and even the odd look of confusion awoken something within me. I couldn’t just ignore it.



    


  


  

    

      “Why did you tell him that Colin would be right back? You are Colin!” I hit the side of my head with the palm of my head, cursing my stupidity. I had to do something.



    


  


  

    

      “Hey, you alright in here?” Brett walked through the door and leaned against the door-frame, his eyes once again lingering on my chest.



    


  


  

    

      “Yes, I’m fine,” I said, trying to ignore the tingles that once again washed over my body as he appreciated my bosom. I turned to the counter and leaned down to pick up a wrapper off the ground, aware that my perfect beachball ass was now poised in the air. I could feel his eyes running up and down my body, undressing me. I liked it.



    


  


  

    

      “Do you need help?” His voice came from behind me. He was close. I could smell him, a mix of smells that were clean yet masculine, it awoke something deep within me. A burning desire. A need. I yearned to spin around. Thoughts flashed through my mind, unbidden. Kissing him, tasting him. No!



    


  


  

    

      “I should be able to manage,” I said sweetly as I stood back up, gently turning around to meet his eyes. A slight smile formed on his face as he met mine. How had I never noticed how cute he was before?



    


  


  

    

      “Would you like a drink while we wait?” I asked, turning toward the liquor cabinet.



    


  


  

    

      “Sure,” He sat down in one of my fancy kitchen chairs.



    


  


  

    

      I reached for the rum in the cabinet and brought it down. My head was swimming, my body burning with the desire to yank his clothes off. Shaking my head, I mixed the rum with some coke in two glasses and handed him one gingerly. I took mine and sipped at it slowly.



    


  


  

    

      Again, he looked me up and down as he drank from the glass.



    


  


  

    

      “So, how do you know Colin?” He asked, taking a sip of rum and coke.



    


  


  

    

      “We met in college. We’re just good friends, we wanted to compare some research. You know how it is between colleagues,” I said, slyly looking up and down his body.



    


  


  

    

      My turn. I looked him up and down, appreciating every hard angle of his fit physique. He had shapely legs and strong forearms, things that I had never appreciated before. I knew he could tell what I was doing, but I didn’t care. I sat down close to him, locking eyes as I downed the rest of my rum and coke.



    


  


  

    

      “Ah yes, of course. It’s just… Colin never mentioned you.”



    


  


  

    

      “Colin would have no reason of mentioning me,” I said, taking Brett’s glass and setting it to one side as I scooted the chair closer to him. “Him and I aren’t that close.”



    


  


  

    

      I reached down and rested my hand on his leg as I craned my neck down closer to his head. Our lips were now only inches apart. I slid my hand farther up his leg, towards the bulge now growing in his jeans.



    


  


  

    

      “You and I on the other hand,” I purred. “We could be.”



    


  


  

    

      Brett leaned forward, his hands gently cupping my chin as he pulled me into a kiss. Our lips touched, and sparks rushed down my body. He pulled away gently, biting on my lower lip as he did so. I let out another purr as I ran my hands down his chest and towards his jeans. I loosened his belt with ease, unzipping his jeans and throwing them down.



    


  


  

    

      Yanking down his boxers revealed his shaft, standing to attention eagerly. My heart started to race as I knelt, the smell of his cock teasing me. I had to taste it. I wrapped my hands around his shaft and took him into my mouth, gently at first. I circled the tip of his cock, enjoying his taste as I began to go farther and farther, my tongue slathering every inch of his hot meat.



    


  


  

    

      “Wait, shouldn’t we-”



    


  


  

    

      “Shh,” I raised a finger to his lips before turning to his rod, engorged with desire. I worked up and down his cock, the taste of him filling my mouth. I enjoyed every inch, working up and down his erect manhood. I could tell he was getting closer to coming, his back arching as his hips began to move in tandem with me. I worked my way down his shaft, allowing my tongue to spread around his shaft, leaning down suck gently on him before working my way back up.



    


  


  

    

      “Don’t come yet, we still have a lot to do,” I said playfully, pulling him up off the chair and leading him into the bedroom.



    


  


  

    

      “Oh don’t worry,” He breathed out.



    


  


  

    

      I shoved him backward onto the bed. Quickly he discarded the shirt, revealing every bit of his bare skin and his swollen muscles. I jumped on top of him and licked my hand before reaching down to tug gently on his dick before straddling him. I grabbed his swollen cock with one hand and helped guide it towards my eagerly anticipating entrance. He grabbed my ass with both hands as I shifted down his cock, the lips of my pussy spreading and giving way as he entered me. The ridges of my pussy slipped and gripped around his member as each inch gave way to another. He was so big, it was a much different feeling than my fingers as I sat down on him. He picked me up and slid me back down his cock.



    


  


  

    

      “Oh yes. Use me!” I moaned, each slow thrust sending pleasure hurtling through my body. His hips rocked in rhythm with his arms as he lifted me up and down his cock. I fell forward, using my hands to keep myself upright as each thrust came faster than the last, igniting a fire deep in my stomach. That ache filled my body once more, a fire fueled by pure need as he fucked me. My toes curled inward, as each thrust of his hips brought another moan from my lungs. I spread my legs wider, my body shaking as he pumped his hips. 



    


  


  

    

      He rolled forward, picking me up and laying me down on my back, still pumping his hips. He wrapped his hands around my legs, pulling me into him as he filled me up with his cock. I squirmed with pleasure as he shoved my legs apart and invaded me. That fire had grown to a blaze, my neck arching back as I tried to hold on, my pussy gripping his cock, begging him not to pull out. A throbbing pleasure pulsed through my body, growing more and more intense with each passing second, every inch of his rod giving birth to waves of pleasure. I wrapped my legs around him, trying to pull him inside of me. I needed his cock. I craved it. I needed him as deep inside me as possible.



    


  


  

    

      “Fuck!” I moaned, “Come inside of me!” I cried out. My breath caught in my throat, chest heaving as he plunged in and out of me. That blaze of pleasure in my stomach had turned into an inferno of need that could only be satiated by Brett’s rod. I begged for more, moaning with each thrust of his hips. All of a sudden, I could feel him tense up. He was about to come. He was about to fill me with his seed. With that final thought the inferno exploded, pleasure filling every neuron of my body, cooling the blazing need that I had felt, and in its place was nothing but pure euphoria. My body shook as I rode that wave of pleasure. As I did so, his cock jerked inside of me, filling me up with his seed. I could feel the long ropes of come filling me up. A warm glow of pleasure radiated through my body as I collapsed back onto the bed, barely able to catch my breath.



    


  


  

    

      “That was… Great.” I breathed out, my eyes closed as I absentmindedly stroked my stomach, letting out purrs of contentment.



    


  


  

    

      “Yes, it was.” Brett pulled me into his arms, the warmth of his body only adding to the residual pleasure I had felt. “Do we need to leave before Colin comes back?”



    


  


  

    

      “Don’t worry about that,” I said. I don’t think Colin is ever coming back. I was content to remain like this… possibly forever.



    


  


  




  The End


  




  

    Swaperation: Gender Swap


  


  by Maureen Bellgard


  




  I sat down at my desk, fiddling with the array of pencils and sticky notes to one side of my monitor. The monitor occasionally flashed to show new customer support tickets, accompanied by a dreaded ding that caused me to groan every time. I moaned, hand moving slowly toward the mouse as I opened the next support ticket, every minute of this dreadful day passing by slower and slower. Typical boring day at this hell-hole.


  “Hey Leonard, what’s going on?” Samantha asked, leaning up against the entry to my cubicle. She looked at me, her body wrapped tightly in a skin-tight mini skirt and professional looking blouse that wrapped around her accentuated breasts, the buttons threatening to pop as she leaned forward, her brunette hair cascading down her back. She tucked the hair behind her ear, waiting for a response.


  The words came slowly to my mouth, as I couldn’t stop staring at her perfect beach-ball ass, threatening to bust out of the plaid miniskirt that she wore.


  “You working hard?” She asked, putting an odd emphasis on the word as she looked me up and down.


  “Uh yeah, Samantha, just working on clearing out that queue, you know how it is.” I stammered, out trying to tear my eyes from her lithe and curvaceous body, instead locking eyes with her, staring deep into those emerald green pools. She was gorgeous.


  “Well keep up the good work,” She winked at me, her slim face lighting up with a bright white smile as she turned and proceeded to walk off.


  I exhaled a breath of relief I didn’t realize I was holding as she left. She always made me so nervous, with her gorgeous smile and her body which fit that of an Instagram model. I couldn’t believe she was working here. With me.


  I went back to working on the slew of open tickets, a nervous energy trailing up my arms as I thought of her hips swaying as she walked away, exuding nothing but pure confidence.


  I went back to working on the slew of open tickets, a nervous energy trailing up my arms as I thought of her hips swaying as she walked away, exuding nothing but pure confidence.


  I settled into my workflow, trying to keep the idea of her tight body out of my mind, when a shout completely broke my concentration.


  “Leonard!” A loud shout rang above the cubicles, completely breaking my concentration. I spun around in the chair, papers flying off to one corner as I recognized the gruff voice. I stumbled up out of my chair, heart racing as I started to weave between the cubicles, heading for the corner office that lay claim to the big boss. Shawn. I hesitated at the slightly open door, choosing to knock before heading in.


  “Shawn, what do you-” I stopped in my tracks. Samantha was perched on his desk, her ample chest threatening to spill out of her blouse. “Need.” I gulped.


  “Take a seat Leonard,” Shawn gestured to one of the two empty chairs that sat in front of his desk. “I got a job for the two of you. Turns out there’s a new company the head honcho wants us to be looking’ at. See if it’s worth acquirin’ and that means supportin’. Samantha here’s got a great head for business, and you understand the needs of the support group, meaning you are the two best people for this job. Now, I’ve already given Samantha all the details. She’ll fill you in on the way over. Take a company vehicle, and be back after the weekend. Your hotel’s been paid for.”


  “O-Okay,” I stammered out, my mind already racing. A business trip. Alone. With Samantha? This was like a gift from the gods. She turned, her lightly sun-kissed skin was smooth and flawless as she winked at me.


  “Leonard and I will take care of it,” She purred.


  “Alright, clear out that queue before you leave Leonard. Time is money,” Leonard snarled at me, making a pushing motion with his hands.


  “Y-Yes sir.”


  I stumbled back to my desk in a daze, pure shock apparent on my face, barely paying attention to the tickets I was closing as I thought of Samantha.


  




  The car ride was silent. We had only been driving for about fifteen minutes now, but I couldn’t help but keep glancing over at her. She had changed out her miniskirt for tight jeans that hugged every curve, and instead of that blouse she wore a tight graphic t-shirt depicting some kind of superhero. The edges of her shirt slid up as she giggled at something on her phone, briefly revealing edges of her sun-kissed stomach.


  “So,” She purred. “Are you excited for this business trip?” She asked, turning up from her phone to look at me.


  “This is pretty big for me, I’ve never been asked to go analyze a new acquisition before. So basically, yeah, very excited!”


  “I was pretty sure you’d be a good fit,” she giggled as she shifted to one side. “That’s why I recommended you.”


  “What?” My jaw dropped. Why in the world would she have recommended me for this business trip, or try to get me to go with her? I wasn’t that great of a support representative, and even then, I don’t know that I had these analytical skills that she somehow convinced Shawn that I had. I was at a complete loss for words.


  “Come on, you’re going to be fine. I know you’re one of the only ones who haven’t been invited to go on one of these before, and everyone deserves their chance to be able to show their worth.” She looked at me, her eyes lingering for what seemed like longer than normal before turning back to the road.


  I nervously laughed, suddenly feeling the pressure even more than before, my hands gripped around the steering wheel in some kind of death grip. Now the trip had gotten even more stressful. I was already absolutely terrified of messing it up with this gorgeous lady sitting beside me, but now it seemed even worse now that SHE was expecting something out of me. If it was just Shawn I could handle it, I had disappointed Shawn dozens of times. However, I really didn’t want to mess anything up with Samantha.


  “Stop,” I whispered to myself, shaking my head out of those thoughts. She’s probably married, or has a boyfriend. There’s no way that she’d want to be with you. You need to focus on this business trip and making sure that everything goes to plan. Keep your head in the game.


  The countryside quickly passed by as I tried to keep my thoughts centered around this new company.


  “So, Samantha,” I started to say.


  “Hmm?” She turned to look at me, her breasts threatening once again to spill out of her top. “What is it Leonard?” She put her phone down in her lap.


  “What is this company that we’re going to assess. I mean I don’t even have a clue about any of it. Their name, what they do, anything. Do you think that you could catch me up on some of it?”


  “Of course Leonard, sorry,” she laughed. “I didn’t mean to leave you high or dry or anything, I just kind of forgot. So, let’s see here… Ah-ha!” She pulled a manila envelope out of her purse labeled with some kind of odd symbol that I barely caught a glimpse of as she flipped the envelope open. “They are called The Swaperation. It’s a pretty clever title once you understand their core competency. It’s truly cutting-edge technology, and there is going to be quite a big fuss between lawmakers and government due to the sensitive nature of the technology, but it could also mean a lot of money. You see The Swaperation was founded about ten years ago by the genius Randall Tetler in his garage. He has a vast background in biochemistry and programming, an odd combination but one that has worked out fantastically for this company.” Samantha said, flipping through the manila envelope,.


  “Yeah, but what do they actually do?” I asked, still unsure of the actual mission of the company. I needed to know what this Swaperation actually was so that I would know whether or not we could even support the damn thing.


  “Well, it’s new technology, but they’ve found a way to transfer consciousness. Rather to swap it between two hosts. This has a plethora of different use cases, hence why it’s so exciting. However, it has its fair share of risks. According to the press packet they gave us, they hook up the two subjects to a big machine. Then after about an hour-long process, they fire it up. Next thing you know, boom, you’re in the body of the other subject. This could be great for all manner of different reasons, but there are also ethical concerns. For example, it could be used to surpass the normal lifetime of a human being. Serious medical concern? Just swap me out with another person, pay the family off to keep them quiet. That’s where there could be major roadblocks.”


  “Wow, that’s incredible. But where’s the market? I mean, obviously we’re not going to support eternal life, that’d be very fucked up.”


  “Are you telling me that you never wondered what it would be like? To be a woman?” She laughed a deep throaty laugh as my face quickly turned red. I could feel my cheeks heat up as I searched for something, anything to say, but all that came out was some weird jumble of noises that collectively was not a part of the English language.


  “Don’t worry Leonard, you may get your shot on this trip.” Samantha giggled at me. “All I’m saying is that I wouldn’t mind being a man for a day, and I’d be willing to pay for it too. I think a lot of people would do the same.”


  At the bequest of the GPS we pulled off the interstate, and it wasn’t long before we pulled into the parking lot of a giant cement building. I parked the car in one of the available parking spots and craned my head up at the giant illuminated sign hanging off the front of the building.


  It proudly proclaimed “The Swaperation - maybe it’s time for a change”


  “Well shit, I guess this is it,” I said, stepping out of the vehicle and making my way toward the glass doors set in the front of the building.


  I glanced at Samantha for a moment before taking a deep breath and entering the building.


  




  We had gone through an extensive and pretty informational tour of the facilities. A pudgy researcher had walked us through their various departments and research facilities within the building, explaining each one’s specific focus and how they all came together to aid in the overall mission of The Swaperation.


  “And this,” The researcher led us through another pair of doors into a large round antechamber. “Is the swapper itself. It does all the work. All of our research has culminated in this right here. As you see, there are two different pods for two willing individuals. After we run through the checklist to ensure that the two are indeed compatible, and that the bodies will be able to handle the swapping process, we run one final check and flip the switch. After that, the magic happens. Next thing you know, you’re in a new body. Doesn’t matter male, female, whatever.”


  “That’s very exciting.” Samantha said, jotting down notes in her little leather-bound journal.


  I was struck in awe of the machine, looking down at the two glass sealed pods that were hanging off the machine, bundles of cables running from the pods to the machine.


  “Indeed.” The man led us across the room to a control panel, flickering with lights. The panel was covered with an array of switches and dials with all kinds of different labels that seemed like complete and total gibberish to me.


  “Perhaps you would like a test?” He asked, turning toward us. My cheeks immediately began to burn, the thought of swapping bodies with Samantha seemed wrong. Images flashed in my mind of being alone with her body. I felt something stirring deep in my gut, my member below responding in earnest to the thought. I quickly shoved the thought of Samantha’s body out of my mind before I had to walk around here with a raging boner.


  “Sure, it’d be a great idea to test out the product itself before we make an offer,” Samantha chimed in before I even had a chance to say anything.


  I tried to choke out a response, but Samantha was already lying down in one of the pods. I followed one of the beckoning assistants to the other pod. Is this a dream? There’s no way this is happening.


  I clambered into the pod, and tried to calm down as the assistant began strapping me down into the machine, slapping different sensors onto my exposed flesh.


  The machines chirped as they came to life, reading out the different measurements that each machine was collecting from my body. The assistant pulled heavy straps over my chest, buckling them down quickly, restraining my movement within the pod. My body was shaking, and I could feel the perspiration start to bead on my forehead.


  “Don’t worry, everything’s going to be okay buddy, we’ve done this thousands of times at this point,” The assistant said, looking down at me as he finished pulling the straps tight.


  I nodded, trying to swallow the heavy ball of nervousness that had appeared in my throat.


  Finally, he was done, stepping back from the metal pod and raising a thumb to one of his colleagues at the control panel. Moments later, a low hum filled the air as the upper glass half rotated down into place on top of me, locking me inside of the pod.


  Once locked down in place, everything went deathly quiet. Gone were the protestations of the machines that filled the air and the low murmur of the Swaperation employees going about their business. In their place there was nothing but pure silence. I started to feel restless.


  For what seemed like forever, I lay there in the pod, trying to keep from fidgeting too much.


  A hollow thud boomed within the small space, I jerked my head up to see the assistant banging his hand against the glass covering. The man held one thumb up to me. Shoving aside all my doubt and worry, I nodded to him. Here we go.


  A low hum filled the space within the pod, slowly ramping up higher in both pitch and volume as time went on. Some of what I thought were sensors starting to tingle with energy as the hum got louder and louder. A surge of energy shot across my chest and toward my head. My eyes snapped shut against my will. In the darkness I tried to move my arms or my legs, but I couldn’t. I couldn’t do anything. It’s like I was paralyzed.


  I felt a deep warmth blossom deep in my stomach, the heat spreading down through my legs and up into my chest. Tendrils of warmth wrapping around my midsection and gently traversing their way up, wrapping themselves around my shoulders and down around my biceps. The heat flared hotter and hotter, nearing the edge of pain where it stopped, and was almost uncomfortable. I felt my body slowly fade away, all sensation of the sensors stuck to my skin and the pressure of the restraints had faded away to near nothingness. I was unsure if I was numb, or if I was in the stages of the transformation or not. I struggled to open my eyes, to pry them open, but there was nothing to see. Nothing but inky blackness.


  “Hello!” I heard my voice boom loudly inside my head, but there was no response. “Hello is anyone there? Is this normal?” Nothing. I tried to force myself to calm down, they hadn’t told us how long the operation might seem, and for all I know I’d only been in the machine for a few minutes at most, even though it had felt like a true eternity.


  All of a sudden, the warmth wrapped around my body began to ramp up, growing even more in intensity, very quickly and exponentially growing out of hand. There was a flash of light and a thunderclap of energy as I fell back into the padded pod.


  “Fuck!” I breathed out, struggling to pull in gasps of air as my arms fought against the restraints holding me down. Writhing in pure panic, I looked up and almost screamed at the wide-eyed man in the labcoat staring down at me. Then it all came rushing back. Where I was. What was happening. The Swaperation.


  I forced myself to calm down, taking slow deep breaths, in through the nose and out through the mouth.


  “It’s okay. Are you calm? Do you need medical assistance?” The man in the lab coat droned out as if he had done this a million times. I shook my head.


  “No. I-I’m fine.” I said, initially noticing that my voice was different. Wait. Did it work? I craned my neck down, and my eyes grew wide. There laying on my chest were two mounds of petite flesh, perfectly cupped and perky, the tops showing through the low-cut neck. I felt so different. This light agile frame, and of course I noticed something missing down below.


  The man in the lab coat nodded as if in understanding before reaching down and undoing the straps that held me in. Methodically, he began removing the different electrodes and sensors that were hooked up to my skin. The different components being stored carefully away before they finally beckoned me outside of the machine. I clambered out gingerly letting myself down to the ground where another man dressed in a lab coat was waiting with a large mirror.


  My mouth dropped. I had believed it, but it was still different to truly see it. There I was. Long chestnut brown hair, rounded face, perfectly luscious lips that harmonized perfectly with my new face. I had a tight low-cut t-shirt stretched around petite breasts that were firm and hung perfectly off my chest. Pulled snug around my hips was a pair of dark jeans that perfectly accentuated my beach-ball ass. I was in Samantha’s body. I giggled, a strange sound to be coming out of my mouth, but I kind of liked it.


  I glanced across the room and stopped. There I was-or I guess she was now. Samantha was in my body. Decently athletic, but not too muscular, a dark shirt stretched across my frame, along with jeans and some red sneakers. She grinned at me across the room, her jawline now well defined, every soft edge turned into a hard angle.


  “Well…” She chirped across the room. “What do you think.”


  “I’m pretty impressed,” I said, stretching my arms out above me and enjoying how lithe my body felt. “How soon do we have to turn back?” I asked, carefully trying to keep the excitement from my voice.


  “At least a day,” Our guide chimed in from across the room. “You see, the Swaperation, while almost a near perfect swap, still takes a certain toll on the body. One that is quickly resolved within 24 hours. However, an additional swap within that timeframe carries with it additional risk. Hence why all clients are required to wait a full day before booking another procedure.” A smile spread across my face, unbidden. I have a whole 24 hours. I smirked, glancing down at my chest again. This was going to be fun.


  




  Hours later, we found ourselves at the Langston Hotel, near The Swaperation, where we had decided to stay the night. The rest of the day had been spent sampling different foods and enjoying the different experiences that brought. For example, I’d never liked broccoli, but Samantha loved it. Once I tried it in Samantha’s body, it was like a whole new world of flavor I had never experienced. It was like trying pizza for the very first time. It was amazing. She also really liked buffalo wings in my body. We had even gone to a bar, where I got hit on by multiple guys until she put her arm around me and pretended that we were together. It was a big relief, and at the same time it made my heartrate quicken.


  We stumbled into the hotel lobby later that night, around eleven, quickly taking our keys from the receptionist and staggering into the elevator. I swiped my card and headed up to the fourth floor.


  After making our way to our rooms, we stood in the middle of the hallway saying our goodnights, because our rooms were right across from each other.


  “Take care of my body.” Samantha winked at me.


  “Don’t worry,” I giggled. “I will.” I turned the knob to my room and slid into the dimly lit room, dropping all my things to one side. swinging the door behind me, I made my way into the bedroom.


  I fell onto the fluffy bed that had been placed against one wall of the room. It was a large king-sized bed, with ornate covers, but I wasn’t too concerned with those at the time.


  Quickly I pulled the lowcut shirt off over my head and looked down at my new tits, held in place by a lacy black bra. The perky breasts begging to be let out of their prison. I wrapped my hands around them, slowly kneading them. Trails of electricity ran up through my stomach. My muscles began to tighten, my breathing speeding up slightly as I gently rubbed the smooth skin, my hands venturing, daring to go even farther as I slipped them underneath the velvety bra, skin brushing smoothly past skin as they explored. I could feel my nipples respond, hardening as my middle fingers lazily circled those tiny erect bundles of sensitivity. The need grew, a desire that had slowly been building up was now threatening to explode.


  I reached behind me now, scrambling to let the sun-kissed skin free, fumbling with the clasp until suddenly, they were free. Two beautiful teacup-sized breasts fell slightly, still firmly defying gravity, causing me to grow even more curious. I ran my hands all over them, greedily searching as I moved and played with them, my hands going farther down. I reached down over that smooth flat stomach, fingertips trailing the skin as I ventured down towards the skintight jeans so perfectly pulled up over my legs, leaving a small gap between my thighs. My fingers trailed the edge, hungrily waiting as I slowly slipped them down between the skin and fabric, toward the gap. I reached down between the tight fabric and soft shaven skin, down between my legs where my dick had used to be, but was now gone.


  There was a creaking sound from somewhere in the hotel room, but as quickly as I noticed, the thought dissipated.


  I brushed up against two plump lips that came together up over my entrance. As my fingers brushed past that sensitive bundle of nerves, I felt electricity quake through my body, pleasure shooting up through my stomach.


  I propped myself up on the bed, my fingers tracing the edges of those plump velvety lips, searching, touching, playing. Each small movement sent a small quake of ecstasy rocking through my body as I rubbed gently around my edges, my lips growing wetter by the moment.


  Then I heard something else. Footsteps as Samantha entered the room, her eyes widening for just a second as she saw my on the bed. I panicked at first, starting to remove my hands from my jeans when I saw her smirk. I must have left the door open.


  “Don’t stop on my account.” She winked.


  The thought of her watching me invade myself, of putting myself on display sent shivers through my body. I wanted her to see.


  I began to squirm, my hands on auto-pilot, succumbing to the massive wave of desire building up within me, my fingers began to search deeper and deeper, one of my hands coming up to play with my breasts, brushing against my erect nipples. My hand slid deeper inside my panties, searching for my entrance before coming back up to my clit. I circled my clit, spasms of pleasure shaking my body as I arched my back into the sheets.


  My moans began to grow louder and louder as I rubbed furiously at my clit, the wave of pleasure crashing over me.


  “Yes, yeeeessss.” I moaned.


  “Oh you’re not through yet. I still have to have some fun too.” Samantha said, sauntering over to the bed, towering over me. The thought of her wrapping those strong arms around me caused the burning need to intensify.


  “Samantha are you sure-” I felt myself say unconvincingly, trying to muddle through the intense need pulsing through my body. I just heard her make a hushing sound as she grabbed my belt loops and began pulling my jeans slowly off my body. She knelt down, her lips brushing my stomach as she began to nip at my breasts, taking my nipples inside of her mouth. With each passing second, I felt my mound swell and pulse with desire, as she ripped the jeans off my body, revealing matching lacy black panties.


  “I want every last bit of you.” She whispered in my ear, her hand cradling my slit as she began to invade me, slipping one finger inside of me. I felt my two warm lips separate as she slipped another finger in, plunging deep within me, the ridges of my tight pussy gripping and slipping around them as she rocked her hand back and forth. This was like something I’d never experienced before, my body arching to her touch as she delved deeper and deeper inside of me.


  She came closer, the space between us dwindling as her head craned down to lock eyes with mine. Her lips brushed mine. A small touch, a light spark, and moments later an inferno as her tongue gently ran over my lips, eliciting another moan from my new feminine body. We melded together as one, her fingers slipping in and out of me faster and faster, my pussy tightening around every digit.


  Samantha pulled away from me, leaving bare inches between our lips as she languorously withdrew her fingers from my dripping entrance. Slowly, she brought her fingers to her lips, each slick with my essence. She licked her fingers, tasting me, taking each drop of sweetness. I felt another wave of heat pulse up through my stomach as I watched her taste me, lick every bit of my sweet liquid off her fingers. I squirmed in the sheets, my toes curling at the sight. With each pulse of pleasure through my body, I felt an intense need awaken deep within my stomach. A raging desire that was growing by the second.


  “I can’t wait any longer, take me,” I breathed out.


  She smiled, quickly discarding her jeans to one side, standing there over me in only her boxers, her rod straining to break free of the plaid fabric. She slowly slid her boxers down, revealing her massive cock, hard and standing to attention.


  “I’m about to make you feel really good Leonard. Be prepared for something you have never experienced before,” Samantha slowly stroked her cock, precum dribbling from the tip. Her manhood somehow growing even bigger. I wriggled in anticipation as she knelt down over me, one hand guiding her rod toward my entrance.


  There was a slight pressure as I felt the head of her manhood pressing against my opening, then all of a sudden, I felt myself envelop her cock. The ridges of my pussy tightening longingly around her meat as she entered inch by inch. Tremors of pleasure quaked through my body as she entered me, filling me up with her cock. As she entered me, I felt the desire and need change to an inferno of pleasure, as I began to rock my hips back and forth impatiently. I needed all of her inside of me, my synapses firing with ecstasy. She spread my legs wider, placing her hands on each of my thighs. The ridges of my pussy slipped and gripped around her meat, as she began to speed up. Samantha plunged in and out of me, my chest heaving with excitement as I tried to catch my breath.


  My toes curled, back arching into the bed as she spread my legs wider apart. She hit her stride as she invaded me, each thrust of her hips matching mine in harmony as a new pressure built in my stomach. It was low and building, coalescing and spreading all throughout my body as I begged for more. My entire body quaked with need as I instinctively writhed with her, driving her farther inside of me as I took every inch of her.


  “Yes! Yes! More!” I cried out as I reached down with one hand, furiously tracing the edges of my clit, sending pulses of pleasure through my mind.


  “You want more? You really are craving for it aren’t you?” She growled, flipping me over with one hand. I landed onto my stomach as she wrapped her hands around my hips and pulled me toward her, re-entering me with vigor. I thrust myself backwards with her movements, driving me farther and farther to the edge, pressure building within me with each passing moment.


  As she penetrated me, pulling me over her cock I squealed with pleasure, each inch of my body wanting to be closer to her, my back arching to push her even farther within me, a wave of electricity running over my body, that pressure beginning to multiply and multiply. I lost myself in that sea of pressure, my only thought and desire to be dominated by her.


  “Don’t stop!” I begged Samantha as my ridges gripped her shaft.


  Samantha pulled me over her cock, the rhythmic motion of her hips increasing pace as I felt myself closer to the edge than ever before, the pressure that had been building inside me now threatening to break. My breaths were ragged and uneven, my heart pounding as I bit my lip. Don’t stop. My toes curled, my whole body contracting in pleasure. Don’t stop. I wrapped my fingers in the sheets, trying to hold on to that edge with every fiber of my being. Don’t stop.


  I could feel her cock harden even more inside me, my legs spreading wide as I felt her sink deep within me.


  “Yes! Come inside me!” I moaned, her cock jerking inside of me as warmth spread through my body, her cock spurting out long strings of her seed, filling me up. That pressure broke, and an explosion of pleasure shot through my body. I tried to hang on in the wave of pleasure as my muscles contracted, my whole body shaking as I orgasmed, slumping into the bed.


  “That,” I breathed out. “Was very different.”


  Samantha fell down beside me and pulled me into her arms, stroking my long hair.


  “Yeah, and amazing.”


  




  We had finished our assessment of The Swaperation, after being swapped back into our original bodies. It was a long ordeal, where they asked us what seemed to be a gazillion questions before allowing us back into the sleek metal pods with the glass tops. We had to wait for all the tests and everything to give the all clear before they were able to swap us back.


  I gripped the steering wheel, my thoughts flashing back to the night before. I glanced over at Samantha, a twinge of sadness going through my body as I recalled how wonderful it had been. Something I would never experience again. Things had been kind of awkward afterward, once we had parted ways to take our showers, there hadn’t been another word. Now we were on our way back.


  “So,” I tried to break the silence. “What’s the verdict? On The Swaperation?” I asked.


  “I think it’s a smart acquisition,” Samantha cleared her throat. “I’m going to recommend that we go through with it. What about you, what’d you think?”


  “I thought… I thought it was amazing and that it’s definitely a smart move. Something that we should do again.”


  “The acquisition… Or?” She asked hesitantly, looking up at me through her eyelashes.


  “Both.”


  Her face lit up in a sly grin as she nodded.


  “I’m sure there’ll be a lot of tests in the acquisition process. And as the tech that went along with me…”


  “I’m more than happy to help.” I laughed.


  




  The End


  




  

    Switched by the Bell: Gender Swap


  


  by Maureen Bellgard


  




  Nathan


  “We should go back.” Sarah crossed her arms underneath her ample bosom, staring straight at me.


  “Why? Are you scared?” I asked in a teasing tone. “It’s just a house.” I said, gesturing toward the rickety old house on the corner. It was held together by rusty nails and rotten wood, a testament to the passing of time. In all of my recollection, no one had ever lived in this old decrepit house for many years, and it had received quite a reputation over time. Was it haunted? Of course not, that’s just some old rumor someone made up to have a little bit of fun.


  “I’m not scared I just have a little bit of common sense,” She stammered out, trying not to look at the horrific old house.


  “Legend says that long ago a witch lived there, and when she died she cursed the house and her murderer’s spirits to be trapped inside of it forever,” I tried to instill as much ominous intent into my voice as possible.


  “Stop it Nathan.”


  “I guess if you’re too scared…”


  “Fine,” She said, jumping over the tiny fence that surrounded the property and stalked over to the front entrance of the house. An old entryway with double doors crafted out of an old wood that must have at one time looked fabulous. Now the doors just looked decrepit, complete with rusty metal knockers shaped in the fashion of a lion’s head. A shiver ran across my body as I looked up at this monstrosity of a house. The thing looked like it had come straight out of a horror movie. It didn’t matter. Brad told me that the only way I was getting a girlfriend was if I was able to impress her, and he said that women loved a brave confident man. If that’s what it takes…


  I followed her over that fence, trying not to appear too tense as we walked up to the front door. Moonlight drenched the house, covering it with its eerie glow, the wind trailing its icy fingers across my skin. I resisted the urge to pull my jacket tighter as the house creaked and groaned, the sound of rotten wood against rotten wood. I inched up behind her as she stared at those decrepit doors, hesitating. Can’t back down now. Another chill ran up my spine, sending goosebumps spreading all across my arm.


  “I mean, if you’re not able to do it, that’s alright. I understand if you’re too chicken, I’ll escort you back home,” I said, secretly hoping that she would say yes. Her hips, snug in those jeans, swung one way as she glanced back at me. Oh no.  Her face was set in that all-too familiar look. She was determined. Internally I sighed, whenever Sarah got her mind set to something she considered a challenge ,she would see it through, come hell or high water.


  “No. Let’s go inside,” Her tone was ice cold. She turned back to the door and raised the knocker, letting it slam back down to the door with a resounding crash once. Twice. Three times she let it fall to the door with a thunderous boom, and each time had the same result nothing.


  “Guess nobody’s home,” I let out a dry chuckle. Sarah reached for the handle, slowly wrapping her fingers around the cool metal and twisting. There was a minute click from within the door. A heartbeat later and she started to ease the door towards us. The hinges screamed as they moved, unused to the action, but eventually giving way to Sarah’s insistent pulling. The door opened onto a dimly lit hallway that sent chills up my spine. I could only see a couple feet in front of me. Sarah went first, creeping down the hallway. It was lucky I had charged my phone before tonight, otherwise I wouldn’t have been able to pull it out of my pocket and use the flashlight app to send the shadows skittering down every hall and corner. It didn’t completely alleviate the shadows, but at least I could see a little bit in front of me. The room we were in was tiny, more of a small receiving room than anything else. To one corner of the room was a mahogany table, with an old vase to one side. Hanging over the vase was one of those stereotypical paintings that you see in every horror movie. A creepy old bastard with wrinkled skin whose eyes seemed to follow you everywhere.


  Everything was covered with cobwebs and copious amounts of dust, although the floor had footprints where other intruders had skittered about. It was a pretty popular spot. Brad took chicks here all the time. The hallway stretched farther forward, rooms to be explored open on both our left and our right. There was also a staircase in one corner of the little receiving room that must have run up to the fancier rooms of the house.


  “What’s up there?” She asked, pointing up at the ancient mahogany staircase.


  “Oh, no, let’s not go up there, we’ve got all these rooms down here to look at,” I said.


  “Look who’s the chicken now? Too scared to go up there huh? I understand. If you want to leave so you don’t pee your pants. I guess I can escort you back home.” She taunted me in a singsong voice. Well, she called my bluff, no backing down now.


  “Oh yeah, up the staircase? Sure, I ain’t no little bitch, but we’ll see what you’re made from once we get up there and you start seeing all the weird stuff happening,” I said, putting on my most ominous voice.


  “Oh, shut up!” She said, slapping my arm. I laughed, making my way up the stairs of the house, taking care not to touch the grimy banister.


  Now we reached the top floor of the house, another long creaky hallway, complete with old-ass doors that looked as if they would crumble to the touch. We walked down past the doors to the end of the hall, where another one of those portraits were. This one was of a woman, dressed in a tight-fitting black smock, a scowl barely noticeable on her face as she sat in some kind of cushy armchair, one that looked like it belonged in my grandma’s house.


  I resisted the urge to shiver, and instead I forced myself to move a little closer to that portrait.


  “Naaaathan!” I snapped my head back, peering past Sarah into the darkness of the hallway.


  “Are you alright?” Sarah placed a hand on my shoulder as she looked up at me.


  “Y-Yeah, did you call my name?” I asked.


  She shook her head in response. I could’ve sworn I heard a woman cry out my name. Must be my mind playing tricks on me. Still, I didn’t want to take any chances, it was time for us to leave this spooky place. A joke is a joke, but I was all laughed out.


  “How about we get out of here,” I said in my most pleading tone.


  “Oh no, we were just getting started. About to have so much fun!” Sarah said in a sarcastic voice. I knew she wouldn’t just drop it.


  “Come on, let’s not do this here. I’m not scared or anything, I just think that it’s time for us to leave, before the cops come or something like that.”


  “Sure, that’s what it is, you’re not just a little scared?”


  “No,” I said, crossing my arms.


  Suddenly there was a tolling of a bell ringing out in the darkness, the sound of the bell echoing through the halls, every toll sending shivers running through my body. Something about it sounded wrong and distorted, and it was way too close to be something outside.


  “What’s that?” Sarah cried out, wrapping her arms around my body, staring back into the darkness of the hallway, the tolling coming closer and closer. A gust of air came from down the hall, carrying with it a sweet outlandish scent that grew stronger with each peal of the bell. Something was out there. An inky blackness moving in the darkness, something even darker than the shadows around it. Ding! Dong!


  “Stop!” I yelled, pushing Sarah behind me, her arms still wrapped around my torso. The thing came closer, the shadow pulsing as it came closer and stopped. I could see a distinct line where the dark creature faded into the shadow, a giant humanoid creature that stopped and waited.


  “Intruding is the crime, and for that you must pay. An infraction for every second you stay. The curse is in place, the punishment bewitched. To provide justice, you two shall be switched.”


  A thunderclap filled the air, a crackling wave of energy trailing its fingers over my skin, brushing over every inch of my body. I shuddered, throwing one hand forward. The shadow nodded once, then blurred. Then it disappeared, the space that it was hovering in now completely empty, the tolling of the bell no longer to be heard.


  Sarah’s arms loosened, her head whipping back and forth, searching the darkness. I was speechless.


  “T-That was a ghost… What do you think it meant?” Sarah stammered out the words, her whole body shaking. I stepped forward, eliciting a creak from the wooden floor below. I jumped.


  “I don’t know. Let’s get the hell out of this damn house.” I said, pulling her behind me as we raced down the stairs. That creepy portrait stared at me as I yanked at the front door. I pulled and pulled. Nothing. That creepy old bastard in the painting seemed to smile, gloating in my misery. Fear shot through my body as I yanked the door handle, using all of my strength. It wouldn’t budge. We were locked in.


  “Push it you idiot!” Sarah shrieked. Oh. I leaned against the door with my shoulder and it swung forward, allowing us to burst out onto the front yard. We jumped off that decrepit front porch and raced over the fence. My chest was heaving as I sucked in breath after breath, feet hitting the pavement as I pulled Sarah behind me.


  We were several streets away from that cursed house when I finally had to stop running. The stitch in my side pulsed with pain as I wheezed, doubled over. Sarah wasn’t as bad off, but she was breathing heavily as well. She looked up at me through those long eyelashes, face pale with fright.


  “What was that?” Sarah shouted, glancing around nervously, her arms wrapped around her body. A cold wind was picking up now, adding to the chills cascading through my body. I just shook my head, unable to force out any words in between the rapid breaths.


  We continued to walk around for a little while, waiting for our heart rates to slow and for our minds to become clear. Eventually, we left for our respective houses concluding that the house is haunted, and that we would never go there again.


  As the day slowly and seamlessly merged into night, an impending sense of dread settled over me. Once I had eaten dinner, I got ready for bed, stripping down to my boxers and climbing into the long bed fitted with great big covers.


  I tried to push the thought of that shadowy dark creature from my mind as I wriggled underneath the covers and tried to get comfortable. Tossing and turning, I shoved the fear away from my mind long enough for sleep to grab hold. It wasn’t long before I was submerged within the inky blackness of sleep.


  




  Nathan


  I was submerged in an ocean of blackness, unable to move, unable to breathe. I struggled against the blackness, muscles straining but refusing to move even an inch. The darkness went on for miles and miles, seemingly endless. A thunderclap filled the air, followed by the ringing of the bell. Ding! Dong! The bell was slow and methodical, tolling out a death march, coming closer with each passing second. The air was filled with that familiar scent from the house, sweet and different, a scent unlike anything I had ever smelt before, like that of a Moonflower and yet entirely different. I could see it now. The shadowy form, approaching, calm and collected as it approached. The intensity and volume of the bell increased as it came closer.


  I opened my mouth to scream. Nothing. The scent of the alien Moonflower was now suffocating, sickeningly sweet as it forced its scent up my nostrils and down my throat.


  “Intruding is the crime, and for that you must pay. An infraction for every second you stay. The curse is in place, the punishment bewitched. To provide justice, you two shall be switched,” it repeated, over and over again. it droned on, each successive incantation and rhyme rolling off the shadow’s tongue faster than the last.


  A heavy blanket of pressure folded over my body, pressing down into my body, growing with the shadows insistent droning, now furiously repeating itself, each repetition blurring together into one long stream of words.


  Another thunderclap resounded through the air, an earsplitting sound that released all of the pressure at once.


  “Intruding is the crime, and for that you must pay. An infraction for every second you stay. The curse is in place, the punishment bewitched. To provide justice, you two shall be switched,” The shadow said, pronouncing each word methodically and slow, placing emphasis on each syllable.


  Everything went black.


  




  Sarah


  I woke up, my eyes still closed against the light spilling into the room. I wriggled underneath the covers, rolling away from the light and pulling my blankets closer around me. I had one of the weirdest dreams, I was suspended in darkness, and there was something about a…. a bell? I shivered just thinking about it. I will never let Nathan take me to another haunted house for as long as I live. If he wants to go, he’ll be going by himself.


  I yanked my feet underneath the covers, shivering slightly. It was much colder than normal. I tried to shove the blankets farther down with my feet so that it would cover my entire body, but somehow my feet always poked out of the end. Groaning, I just assumed somehow my sheets got all switched around, and instead I pulled my feet inside the warm haven of these sheets. Wait, am I not wearing a bra? I reached up to where my tits were and found bare hard muscle.


  My eyes snapped open. This wasn’t my room. These weren’t my sheets. I glanced around, my mind not able to process the fact that I was in a room with white eggshell walls, and a computer desk in one corner, a far cry from my purple explosion of a room.


  “No. No. No,” I muttered desperately, eyes lingering on the football jerseys hung on the wall. One belonged to the Littleton Rams. Huh, Nathan used to play for them when he was in high school. As quickly as that thought had come, it had fled, my eyes scanning the room for answers. There was a massive widescreen TV in the corner, and that completed this sensible room. I threw off the covers. My mouth dropped. Moments later my lungs caught up to my brain, and I let out a blood-curdling shriek that had been building up in my chest.


  I goggled at my new-found body, a figure of muscle and broad shoulders. I had abs! Hesitating, I reached down to my abs, tracing the hard edges of those muscles. There, below my abs were plaid boxers, a massive bulge standing straight to attention, and pitching a tent in my boxers. Frightened, I reached down between the waistband of the boxers and my skin. All of a sudden, my fingers ran into a throbbing hot shaft. My throbbing hot shaft. A little shriek slipped out of my mouth as I wrapped my fingers around my dick, a crackling energy shooting through my shaft and up into my stomach.


  A wave of pleasure washed over my body, crackling energy running down my shift, trailing behind the tips of my fingers as I ran them up this massive cock that this body had. As I reached the top, it got more and more sensitive. I bucked my hips into the air as I circled the head of my rod with my fingers, my hot meat growing even bigger and harder in response. I wrapped my hands around the shaft, moving slowly up and down, increasing in speed as the waves of ecstasy washed over me.


  With one hand I yanked down the boxers, revealing that long shaft as I moved my hand gently up and down its surface, legs spread wide apart, moans slipping out of my lips. I tried to stifle them, biting down on my lower lip, unable to control myself. I writhed in the sheets, my hand gripping the side of the bed as I pumped up and down my cock, that pressure filling me. Fuck yeah!  I bit down on my lower lip.


  Boom! A resounding crash came from somewhere outside. All of a sudden, I could hear frantic furious knocking coming from what I assumed to be the front of the house. Someone was trying to knock down the door. I pulled the boxers back on and crept toward the sounds of someone wailing away on the front door. I made my way through the doorway into a living room type area and made my way toward the front door. As I got close to the door, I noticed a little table near the front door. On top of the table were a bunch of little picture frames. I leaned a little closer and saw that one of the pictures had a picture of Nathan, standing on a beach somewhere. Weird. Wait. No. My mind raced a thousand miles a minute but was quickly interrupted by the door shaking from the blows it was taking, and a high-pitched voice from beyond the door called out.


  “Let me into my damn house!”


  




  Nathan


  I groaned, sitting straight up, eyes still closed as I leaned forward. I despised mornings. But the thought of last night’s ghost encounter, and the dream I had the night before… It would be kind of hard to go back to bed, no matter how early it was. With my eyes still closed to the world, I searched my memory, trying to grab hold of the quickly fading dream that I had. I distinctly remembered the bell, and that incantation. What was it? Something about being cursed or bewitched or something like that. Between the adrenaline rush and my general inability to remember dreams, there was no way I’d remember what happened.


  “Oh We-,” I stopped, eyes wide open with my mouth following close behind it. “Holy shit this isn’t my room!” I said, jerking my head to left and the right, surprised to find a room that looked like someone had taken a large paint bucket filled with purple and threw it everywhere. The walls, the bed, the dressers, all were some shade of purple.


  You know, Sarah’s favorite color is purple. I thought to myself, before realizing that I had bigger problems than Sarah’s favorite color. I was in a stranger’s house, and I didn’t know why. I was being weighed down by a fluffy purple blanket. Angrily, I threw the covers to one side and stopped. What in the world? I looked down and found that I was, uh, different. In place of my muscles was slender feminine skin, and in the middle of my chest were two pink young succulent tits, barely being restrained by a bra. My bra was matched by a lacy pair of panties. Gone was the tell-tale bulge of my dick, which had me worried. I reached down in between the lacy purple fabric and soft shaven skin, and was surprised to find that my dick was gone. Instead I felt two plump lips which came together to form an entrance into my body. As my fingers brushed that little bundle of nerves, I was shocked at how sensitive they were. Electricity leapt through by body, bearing with it a wave of pleasure that crashed over my body.


  I was in a woman’s body. I was no longer a man, no longer myself. I touched my face, rubbing all the smooth angles and hairless skin that twisted around to form what I assumed to be a very feminine face. I ran my hands through my now long flowing locks that cascaded down my back. I looked down again, those perky breasts taunting me, begging to be touched. I reached behind me and let them free, smooth pink skin, nipples erect. I ran my hands over my breasts, middle fingers lazily circling my areola, building a wave of pleasure within me. I thrust one hand into my panties, rubbing gently at those plump velvety lips, growing wetter by the moment. A tiny moan was dragged from my body as I fell back into the bed, squirming in the sheets as I played with myself.


  Each movement sent a cascade of ecstacy rocking through my body, causing my back to tense, arching back into the sheets as I rubbed furiously at my clit, it responded with spasms of pleasure. I let another moan slip loose as I slipped my fingers down between my two warm lips, separating them as I invaded myself, plunging those fingers deep within. I felt the ridges of my tight pussy grip around my fingers as I rocked them back and forth, already unbelievably wet.


  “Oh my god,” I breathed out, pulling my fingers out of my pussy and bringing them up to my mouth. I smelled that sweet liquid and my nipples hardened in response, a kind of nervous energy washing all over my body as I brought them closer to my mouth. Taken by need, I sucked every inch of that liquid from every digit, savoring every second. Once I had taken every drop of my own sweetness into my mouth I thrust my fingers back inside of me, my other hand rubbing furiously at my clit.


  Electricity shot through my legs, jumping up through my thighs, and sending a warm pulse through my stomach. I could feel myself reaching that edge, about to be overcome by sheer pleasure. Fuck! I pulled and played with my pussy, approaching climax fast. Yes! Yes! My toes curled, legs pulling together, body shaking uncontrollably as I was rocked by a wave of ecstacy crashing through every inch of my body.


  “Damn, this is what it’s like being a chick?” I gasped out, tangled up in the sheets of the bed, surrounded by my own scent, each breath sending another shock of arousal chasing down my body.


  Chest heaving, I lost track of time, laying there in that warm feeling before finally getting up the energy to push myself off the bed. I jumped to my feet, crossing the room to one of the purple dressers, rummaging through the drawers for something that may fit me. Finally, I had found a red dress that looked pretty good on me, I didn’t want to stand out. After pulling the frilly red dress on, I shot out the doorway and left her apartment. I was determined to get my body back, and if I was in Sarah’s like I expected I might be, then there was a good chance she was in mine.


  




  Sarah


  Frantically I pulled my boxers over my shaft and stumbled toward the door. The banging only increased, the door shaking with each hit, and some sort of high-pitched shriek coming incessantly from behind the door. I reached for the doorknob, hesitating slightly as my fingers wrapped around the brass. Who could it possibly be? What was this insane fever dream? I had hoped I would wake up by this point, but every fiber of my being was screaming at me that the was not a dream. I glanced back at the end table, my mind racing furiously as I looked up and down the pictures that were halfheartedly strewn about the table. There were pictures of Nathan’s family, even a touching picture of his mother and his dog. No. Fucking. Way. I looked up above the pictures where a smooth ceramic mirror hung just above the knick-knacks and the souvenirs.


  “No way,” I muttered, reaching up to my face, brushing the hard angles of my new face. My fingers danced across the surface of chin, trailing lightly up to my piercing green eyes. Each touch sent an odd sensation through my body, something that came with the realization of who’s body I was in. Of the sneaking suspicion I had turning into unalterable fact. I was in Nathan’s body.


  BAM! BAM! BAM!


  “SARAH! YOU IN THERE?” A yelp escaped from my body, though it was a thousand times more masculine than I had ever believed a yelp would sound like. I quickly unlocked the door, shocked to find… myself?


  There I was, short slender body, wrapped in one of my frilly skintight dresses that perfectly accentuated my perfect tits and every curve of my body. It was one of my favorite dresses, but it was for more, um, nighttime play.


  “N-nathan is that you?” I asked, leaning down to look into what was once my eyes.


  “Yeah it’s me, what the hell are you doing in my body?” He crossed his hands underneath his tits, accentuating them even more. They threatened to pop out of that red dress, which excited me even more. Instinctively I bit down slightly on my lower lip, eyes tracing every sumptous curve. This was something i had never expected.


  “Oh my god Sarah, I don’t know what to do. That stupid house must have done this! I-I never should’ve took you there” His mouth quivered, eyes beginning to swell with tears as he stepped toward me. He was decidedly feminine, even in the way that he moved, hips swaying as he walked toward me.


  “Nathan calm down, it’s okay. Now you know what it’s like to be a woman.”


  “I want my body back.” He started to cry, tears spilling from his eyes and down his face as he buried himself into my arms. This sent my body screaming. The scent of him filled my nostrils, a sweet flowery scent that burned like electricity up my nose and into my brain, every cell of my body screaming at me to fuck him, his tight little body wrapped around me even tighter as he cried, his hips brushing the head of my now engorged shaft.


  Electric need crackled across the surface of my shaft, straining to be freed from what was once Nathan’s plaid boxers. Nathan leaned away from me for a second, a question on his face as he made eye contact. I could feel the tension in the air before he glanced away and down at the bulge growing in my boxers.


  “Oh, Sarah?” He asked.


  “Yeah, Nathan?” I responded as nonchalantly as I could, heart racing as my eyes drank in every curve of that body, imagining how nice it would feel to slip those clothes off his body.


  Nathan bit his lip softly, edging closer. I could feel those fingers of electricity rush across my skin as his breath came across the surface of my neck, he was getting closer and closer. I could feel my girth beginning to grow, begging to be freed from its fabric prison, every inch yearning to collide with his body. Tears still streaked down his face. I found myself reaching out for him, wrapping my now big and muscular hands around his slim frame, pulling those luscious breasts into me, his head resting on my shoulder. My hands wrapped around that red fabric, I fought the urge to rip it right off of his body, my brain seemed to slow as I breathed him into me. The flowery smell of his skin washed over me, exciting the neurons in my body, another wave of arousal washing over me. He wrapped his arms around me, pulling me closer, and I could feel his nipples erect through the sheer fabric of the dress.


  Nathan looked up, those sparkling eyes meeting mine, a touch of hesitation still left within them. I couldn’t take it anymore. I pulled him into me, our lips meeting as I ran my hands down his back and grabbed handfuls of his beach-ball ass. His tongue gently brushed mine, the taste of him filling my mouth. I was lost in a wave of need, desire filling my every sense as I played with his hair, pulling him into my chest. His hands reached down into my pants, searching until they found my throbbing manhood, softly touching and teasing, hand slowly finding its way down this new appendage, each inch sending waves of euphoria and ecstasy rocking through my body.


  Slowly, gently he wrapped his fingers around my new feature, rocking his hand back and forth down my shaft, an odd crackling energy building up from within. I could feel myself tighten and tense, as that energy grew and grew, driving me closer and closer to insanity. That crackling energy continued to rise within me, a driving force of pleasure and need that seemed to fill up every pore and fiber of my being, screaming at me with want as Nathan’s slender fingers touched and prodded, gently caressing and circling my engorged member, each touch causing me to be even more and more sensitive. I rocked back and forth on my heels, my head leaning back in pure ecstasy, toes clenching the ground, trying in vain to hold on to the edge of euphoria without going over the cliff. I was on the precipice of losing myself in a vast ocean of euphoria as Nathan began pumping harder.


  A string of cum gently dribbled out of my cock, a pleasurable feeling. Nathan knelt down, taking me inside of his slender lips, his tongue wrapping around my shaft. He moved up and down my cock, tongue flickering across my sensitive tip, his hand still pumping up and down, aided by his saliva. It felt amazing. A moan escaped my lips as he continued to move up and down my shaft.


  “Surprised?” He murmured, looking up at me through very feminine eyelashes, that high pitched voice was adorable, and somehow made me even harder. I was on the edge, about to jump, I couldn’t even vocalize a response. I merely nodded, biting down hard on my bottom lip as I began moving with him, my hips responding with vigor. Nathan pulled back for a second, glancing up at me for a moment.


  “I know, it feels good. I guess this is both of our’s first blowjob.” He giggled, biting his lower lip before leaning back down and going back to work. His lips parted slowly, dragging those soft and delicate edges down my throbbing meat, pulsing with pure unadulterated need. Instinctively I wrapped my hands around the back of his head, wrapping my fingers in his hair, bucking my hips slowly and rhythmically with his hands and mouth, enjoying every second of it. This feeling was something unlike anything I’ve ever experienced, it was a need like no other, a driving force that took all thought and all intelligence away. It was a screaming siren in my head that drowned out all else, my only thoughts were the curves of Nathan’s feminine body, and the desire that he not stop. That he not slow down, that he keep going. YES! 


  I could feel myself now on that edge, teetering, barely able to hold on as he continued to taste and take all of me within his mouth. Languorously his tongue moved up and down my shaft, tasting and testing, those eyes peering up at me. An ache filled my rod, a burning need that was only soothed by the continued stroking of his tongue as he continued to move it up and down, tracing the veins of my engorged member.


  “Yes.” I breathed out, my head leaning back, muscles tensing as I pulled his head farther down my shaft. I tried to hold on in that wave of euphoria, trying to withstand the intense pressure that filled every essence of my being, I fought against it as Nathan slowly leaned his head back, taking care to slather my cock as he withdrew. He leaned back a smirk on his face, he must’ve sensed the need within me, the pressure that had built up. I could barely think straight, my legs shaking as I peered down that edge. He ran his tongue slowly over those full lips, a small gesture that threatened to break my concentration, his fingers still slowly tracing patterns up and down my hard longing shaft.


  “I-I’m about to-” I stammered out.


  “Shh” He whispered. “I’ll take care of it.” He grinned, then those gorgeous lips parted once more and he started tasting me again with vigor. He plunged down onto me, taking all of me in his mouth and pumping up and down my cock. I wrapped my fingers in his hair and pulled with instinctive need every intelligible thought gone to the wind, only desire remained. I found the rhythm and my hips moved of their own accord, a frantic urgency that had to be met. I couldn’t stop myself now even if I wanted to. Oh my god! I could no longer stifle the moans from within, my muscles tensing as that pressure broke and I went hurtling over that edge. Ecstasy. I was filled with ecstasy as my body tensed and shook, that desire and need soothed. That ache left me, and in its place blossomed a pure unadulterated pleasure. With each shudder of my cock I let out a moan, long ropes of cum spurting out with each jerky motion, filling Nathan’s mouth. He let out a kind of purr, taking my seed in his mouth and swallowing every drop. Every muscle ached with pleasure, shaking as I pulled away from his mouth, strings of my seed still dripping off my rock-hard shaft.


  “Mmm, you taste… Amazing.” He purred, licking his lips as he swallowed every bit of my juices, which excited me even more. “Don’t worry, I’ll clean the rest of it too.” He whispered, leaning back down to lick every inch of my cock, cleaning off any residue, which felt even more amazing. This excited some primal part of my brain, scratched an itch that I didn’t even know that I had. Just like that I was hard and ready to go again. Nathan smiled, his teeth shining a bright white in a perfect smile. Fuck. Again, I was over the edge, I had to have him right there, again, I grabbed him, lifting him up off the ground. I tasted his lips, softly at first and then the need drove me insane. I had to have him. He wrapped his legs around me, stoking the fire that was rushing across my skin.


  I stumbled through the house, throwing him onto the bed unceremoniously. He looked up at me with those fuck-me-eyes and I was more than happy to oblige. I tore that red dress off his body needing to see every inch of that tight petite body. He sprawled on the bed, another lusty moan slipping through his lips as he spread his legs, unveiling his wet slit.


  “Already?” I said, biting my lower lip. Leaning down I had to taste every inch of him. I spread his legs apart, leaning down between those thighs. I gently kissed the inside of his thigh, and hearing him respond, I moved closer down toward his entrance. The smell of him was intoxicating, it made my head swim with desire, every reasonable logical thought leaving my mind as all I could think about was how he must taste. I spread him apart and gently circled his clit with my tongue, letting the taste of him excite and tantalize my mind. He writhed with pleasure, his legs wrapping around me as I gently ran my tongue over his clit, needing to taste every bit of it. He let out a moan which excited me even more. I let my tongue slather every inch of his flower, his scent and taste filling my every thought. I grew harder with each passing moment, my hands wrapping underneath his legs and pulling him into my mouth, tongue now furiously licking every inch of his clit,


  “This is amazing,” I said.


  “Am I your first?” He breathed out.


  “Yes.” He was my first, in every sense of the word.


  “Am I yours?” I breathed out before going back down on his shaved entrance, tongue tasting and testing, wanting to enter inside.


  




  Nathan


  As I moved up and down her shaft, I felt the taste of her cock fill my mouth, the scent of her body driving every part of me wild with lust and desire. At first, I didn’t think that I would feel this way, but her sheer body, and the way she was looking down hungrily at me, her fingers wrapped in my long hair, pulling me toward her. I went willingly. Far too willingly. My mind raced and tried to keep up with the sensations that my body was feeling. Pure lust. Desire raced across my skin, an electricity that ebbed and flowed but with each crescendo drove me more insane. I could smell her, a strong masculine smell, something that awoke some primal part of my brain, making me horny. My nipples, small nubs on perfect round tits that grew with each thrust of her throbbing manhood. I wanted to taste every inch of her, despite how wrong it initially felt.


  No you shouldn’t do this. You’re still a man, you need to stop this and figure out how to switch back! I hesitated only briefly before that thought was gone, and all that remained was that arousing energy cascading up and down my body. Where I used to be nothing but hard angles and supple muscle, I was now soft skin and smooth curves, and somehow that made all the difference. I could tell she was about to come, and I couldn’t wait for her to. I hungrily awaited her seed, to fill my mouth with that sweet juice.


  “Shh, I’ll take care of it.” I said, looking up through my eyelashes as I worked up and down her cock, the taste of her filling my mouth as I pulled more and more of her inside of me. My tongue licked out instinctively and I could sense her coming to the edge of what she could take. After all, it used to be my body, and I took full advantage of that knowledge as I took all of her inside me. Moments later she shuddered, letting out a moan that amplified the electricity rushing across my skin, the juices of her filling my mouth. Her taste blossomed through my mouth, sweet and delicious. I couldn’t help myself echo her moan with a purr as I swallowed her seed, licking my lips in anticipation for more.


  “Mmm, you taste… Amazing,” I said, grabbing her hips to keep her from moving. “Don’t worry, I’ll clean the rest of it too,” I whispered, pulling her toward me again as I licked up and down her still erect manhood, searching for every last drop of her precious seed. I worked up and down her shaft, till every inch of her was sucked clean.


  All of a sudden, Sarah looked down at me, a fire burning in her eyes. She picked me up in her arms, craning her neck toward mine in order to taste my lips. She pulled me into a deep and sensuous kiss that only stoked the fires burning within my own new body. She drunk deeply of my lips, carrying me through the house to throw me onto the bed, her eyes burning with pure desire. She spread my legs apart, the sheer force of it taking the breath from my lungs. My heart started pounding with excitement, my slit tingling with anticipation as she leaned down, hungrily glancing at my entrance.


  Next thing I knew, she was circling my clit with her tongue, each slight movement sending tremors of pleasure up my body and through my muscles. My head craned back against the bed, toes curling as she expertly flicked her tongue over my clit. I was panting, my hips gyrating as I lost myself in a wave of pleasure. My body was screaming with ecstasy. I wrapped my legs around her as tremors of ecstasy rocked my body, soft moans bubbling from my lips as I felt her gently slide her tongue up and down my slit.


  All of a sudden, I felt a pressure against my entrance. There was a brief pause as she invaded me, slipping one digit expertly inside of me, pushing as I felt her caress the ridges within. I moaned, hips gyrating slowly as my fingers splayed out against the bed, each inch of his finger causing fire to wash over my body, sharp and distinct. She moved deftly, massaging me, using me, each movement causing the fire to grow hotter. Expertly she withdrew the finger, now soaked. Sarah raised the finger to her lips and sucked on it.


  “You liked that?” she asked.


  I nodded in agreement.


  “What’s that? You want more?”


  “Yes,” I tried not to beg. She traced designs right above my entrance, teasing me with her fingers.


  “I’m sorry what was that? What do you want me to do?”


  “Fuck me!” That fire was raging across my body, a kind of ache running deep inside of me begging to be satisfied.


  Sarah threw back her head and laughed, playfully tugging on her cock, which stood to attention ready for round two. Every second felt like eternity as I wriggled in anticipation. She painstakingly brought her hand up to her mouth, licking it slick. Reaching down, she gave it a few good tugs, slicking the surface, a sly grin on her face as she pressed it inside of me. I felt myself envelop her cock, each inch slowly pushing deeper, my body accepting her dick inside of me. Each inch sprang forth new tremors of pleasure. With her inside of me the hurt faded and turned to pure joy, an explosion of pleasure rocked my body, driving every synapse wild.


  I rocked back and forth impatiently, trying to drive her deeper inside of me as she took her sweet time. Again, she just smiled as she fully penetrated me, filling all of me with her cock. Then, just as slowly as she entered she left, inch by inch. The ridges of my pussy gripped and slipped around her rod, trying to keep her inside of me.


  She plunged into me, no longer content to tease me, rocking her hips back and forth, penetrating me repeatedly as my lips stretched over her. I let out a breathy moan as she rocked back and forth. I could feel myself getting close to that edge, a deep-seated warmth spreading up through my body. My toes curled, back arching into the bed as she spread me apart, pumping her hips with masterful ease. My breath caught in my throat as she rocked me back and forth, filling me up with her long delicious cock.


  “Yes!” I moaned, “Come inside of me! I want all of you!” I cried, craving every inch, every drop of her inside of me. I wanted everything she had to offer, every atom of my body wanting to be closer to hers, to be dominated by hers. I felt her cock grow inside of me somehow, becoming even more excited. The scent of her covered everything I knew and all of a sudden, I couldn’t think straight. A strange buzzing covered my skin, a pressure that began to multiply and multiply, a dull throbbing of pleasure weaving out from beneath. Each pulse drove me more and more insane. I bit down on my lip, instinctually voicing encouraging moans, begging for more. The pressure was thick and heavy, and suddenly it broke. F-fuck! An explosion of pleasure rocked my body. The pressure had disappeared and my body began to shake as I orgasmed. I wrapped my legs around her, body spasming with ecstasy, my entrance gripping hard around her shaft. Sarah leaned her head back, eyes closed as her cock jerked inside of me, spurting out long streams of seed, filling me up. I could feel it, a warm calming feeling spreading through me, comforting and oddly reassuring as she fell beside me, stroking me absentmindedly.


  “That. Was. Great.” She breathed out.


  




  Sarah


  “So, what do we do now?” I asked.


  “I don’t know. I feel like there must be some sort of way that we can turn ourselves back. But…” Nathan trailed off.


  “What?”


  “Well, I’m not sure how are going to be able to be switched back. I mean, this isn’t something that’s fucking common. We went back to the house and there was nothing. No shadow creature, no fucking bells, no nothing. How in the world are we going to track this thing down?” Nathan asked in a kind of matter-of-fact tone.


  “You don’t sound very concerned.” Upon hearing the statement, Nathan turned around in his chair slightly way for me, seeming at odds with himself, or I guess I should say herself.


  “Well, it’s not that I’m unconcerned… I just kind of like being this way.” Nathan turned back towards me, raising his angular feminine head to look at me. Our eyes met, and in the moment, I understood how fragile he was.


  “Well,” I wrapped him up in my arms. “We can stay like this as long as you want.”


  




  The End


  




  

    Switched by the Gem: Gender Swap


  


  by Maureen Bellgard


  




  Sean


  I reached forward, hand coveting the gem that stood right in front of me, clasped by three stone talons. The gem flickered in the candlelight, green motes drifting lazily off the powerful artifact. I had hunted this gem for decades, searching near and far for any glimmer of its existence, a mystery that had long since been lost to time and space. It seemed that my journey had begun so long ago. I heard it first as a whisper, a rumor spoken underneath drunken breath in a bar not far from 23rd avenue and one of the many subway stations.


  I had caught barely a whiff of the conversation before they began to quiet down, casting pensive glances toward my wandering ears. Turning back toward my beer, I calmly sipped at the frothy bubbly ale. I chased that fever dream, the hushed whispers of a gem of transformation so strong that it would change the wearer into a being of pure strength.


  “Yeah, I’ve ‘eard that it’ll turn ye into a powerful fae, grant any wish,” the man rasped, hands tightening around a stained napkin, leaning precariously over the beer covered table.


  “Bullshit.” One of his companions leaned back, arms tightening around his chest, a malevolent glint in his eye.


  This was one of the many different forms the rumors of the gem had spawned. I had at last finally found a drunkard with loose lips.


  “So you’re *hic* looking for the gem huh? Well it doesn’t exist, let me tell you. I searched ‘errywhere,” he leaned across the table at me, his torso draping against the wooden table.


  “Yes, I’ve done all the research and followed all the clues. Even found this ancient relic. I was sure it had the answers.” His voice shook, hands shaking as he placed the book on the tabletop.


  Gnarled fingers grasped warily at the worn leather binding, struggling to even open the damn thing. Finally, he had spread apart the pages, each sheet attempting to cling to each other, only to be separated by the man’s shaky drunken fingers.


  “See,” he said, head hung low, eyes cast down as a heavy sigh shook his body. “Fucking worthless.”


  The pages were… well gobbledygook. The pages had a bunch of scrawled hieroglyphs covering each page. Some of the writing was smeared and unkempt, as if written in haste. Each hieroglyph seemed alien, like nothing I’ve ever seen, curly strokes of ink, intricately curling around each other, even when smeared it appeared beautiful.


  “Can’t make sense of any of it?” I guessed. A slight bob of his head confirmed my question. It made sense. I don’t know anyone who would ever be able to decipher this kind of language, unless they were lucky like me and had eight years of lingual training. Training that required one to network and socialize with esteemed professors and researchers who deal with dead and dying languages every day.


  “Where’d you find it?” I asked, gently pulling the book from his fingers to carefully flip through the pages. As I waited for the drunkard to collect his thoughts, I let my fingers ever so gently curl up one page and gently flip to the next, revealing another indecipherable wall of unknown figures.


  “I-uh, I guess it can’t hurt-” He downed the rest of his beer, shakily setting it down with the extreme prejudice of a man who doesn’t know quite how drunk he is. “There’s a place, deep in Egypt,” the man slurred, leaning heavily on the table, his feeble attempt at whispering booming out through the room.


  “Careful!” I hissed. “We don’t know who we can trust.”


  “Oh,” the man peered around the room, an eyebrow arched, his right hand reaching for something at his hip. Perhaps a handgun that had long ago been sold for booze and rumors.


  “You’re right.” He lowered his volume a few decibels as he leaned even lower over the table, threatening to lose his balance. Wobbling slightly, he began the story.


  “I was in Egypt right? Chasin’ after the stories that I’d heard. Hushed whispers, rumors, fuckin’ horseshit most of it. I wandered from “archeologist” to “swindler”, each as trustworthy as the other. Kept sendin’ me on a wild goose chase. Each one had their own “tomb of unknown treasures.” Unknown to me perhaps, but they well knew what was in them. Absolute shit. I was running low on cash, bout to completely be out of finances when I heard rumor of a man who had seen the stone himself. Been warnin’ folks to stop chasin’ after it. Sounded like somethin’ may be worth checkin’ out. Anywho, I found this fella holed up in a small village. Met with the guy, who swore up and down that the stone was evil, and that to seek after it would be pure tragedy. Sounds like someone trying to keep the riches for hisself, am I wrong?” He paused for a half-beat. I opened my mouth to respond, but the drunkard charged on. “So’s anyways. I follow the guy. I wait outside his building until he comes out to his car. He gets in, drives off. I follow, not too close of course. Long story short, the guy ends up leaving the town, going for miles, until finally he stops on the side of the road. I hide my car, jump out, and follow him. There he is, heading to some kind of ruins on top of a hill. Anyways I left. Didn’t want him to see me. I came back and investigated the ruins. Wasn’t much,” He let out a massive belch. “Same typical Egyptian bullshit. Half-eroded hieroglyphs, didn’t tell you shit, but I noticed that in one corner of the ruins, something seemed disturbed, A stone tablet looked like it had been touched, There this book was, right behind it. I was sure it had the answer, but who the fuck knows.”


  “Yeah, who the fuck knows,” I nodded and pushed forward another beer. This drunkard nodded and slurred some form of assent as he upturned the drink and begin a long draw that half drained the glass, leaving suds of beer still clinging to the sides. Almost there.


  I waited patiently, feeding the man more and more alcohol, until finally he was pushed past the breaking point. With words slurred and eyes unfocused, his head drooped to one side, not-so-gently slamming into the side of the table. His body quickly went limp, long ragged breaths sucked in and out, his body automatically doing what it could to keep the poor sucker breathing and alive.


  Now’s my chance


  I reached across, the table, fingers wrapping around the old book, pulling it closer to me. I kept a wary eye on the slumbering hulking figure, but it didn’t stir as I slipped the cracked bound book into a heavy backpack I left at my side.


  I sent a furtive glance around the room, trying to surreptitiously gauge whether anyone had noticed the poor hand I just dealt the bar patron. Luckily, it had seemed that no one had been interested in the tale of an overly drunk patron, and were wrapped up in their own raucous discussions, or in goggling the scantily clad women that seemed to drift through the bar, looking for someone to share the night.


  I stood, careful to scoot my chair back without making a noise. Winding my way through the crowd, I left the cacophony of the bar behind, one clue richer.


  




“Well, it’s definitely old,” she leaned over the worn and cracked pages, examining every stroke of every hieroglyph with an almost comically sized magnifying glass. Her hair was pulled back into two pigtails, as it always was.


  She murmured to herself gently as she went over the lines, checking every curve, and every line. Every so often she would reach for a book, checking the lines in her book against the one that I had.


  I tapped my feet, my arms instinctively crossed while I watched her.


  “If you’re going to keep doing that, you can wait in the lobby,” She muttered, not looking up from the ancient tome in front of her. I bit back a sharp remark and forced myself to be still. “Whoo,” She leaned back, cleaning off her glasses before turning and looking back at me. “What you have here is a pretty interesting book. Where’d you get it?”


  “Around town,” I said dryly.


  “Mhmm. Well, it’s something special for sure. It seems to be some ancient Peruvian text. It may have what you’re asking for…”


  “Really Hailey?” I asked, cocking my head to one side. She always does this, trying to withhold information from me as a game.


  “No, I’m serious this time, I really think it does.”


  “Well then tell me.”


  “Ooh, sorry. I really wish I could. In fact, I don’t think I’ll be able to translate it here for you.”


  “The hell you mean you won’t be able to translate it for me?”


  “I really wish I could,” Hailey had a sickly-sweet smile plastered across her face as she handed the book back to me. She shook her head at me.


  “This is some bullshit.” I growled.


  




  Hailey


  In fact, the Peruvian text is pretty easy to read. For someone like me, who have studied dozens of languages, the Peruvian language is not too difficult to decipher. However, I was sick and tired of Sean coming in here and demanding that I read this crap repeatedly, with nothing to show for it. This was the last time I was going to just do it for him, this time I wanted to go with him.


  “See Sean, the one thing about that is that I am going with you. No, hear me out,” I said, reaching out for him as he began to turn away. “You need someone to watch your back, and I need a little adventure in my life. Please, take me with you.”


  Sean hesitated, turning on his heel to stare me straight in the eyes. Indecipherable thoughts flashed behind his eyes, assessing the situation. I thought my chances were good, he never seemed privy to the idea before, but perhaps this time he is willing to take the risk. Finally, he let out a groan and gestured for me to come closer.


  “All right, but you have to listen to everything I say. If I say jump you jump, if I say run then run. If you don’t do what I say, I’m leaving you behind. Also, whatever rewards we get are mine. If you end up helping, and we end up making some money, I might cut you in. Deal?”


  I cross my arms and cocked my head to one side. This wasn’t exactly the deal that I wanted. Especially after all the hard work I’ve done, but still it was better than nothing. I’m just sick of being in the same place all the time, doing the same thing over and over again. Now, I would rather have the possibility of making some money on an actual adventure, than being surrounded by stuffy books and demanding clients.


  “Fine. I will do what you say, so long as you promise to bring me on. I hope we make a little bit of money…”


  “Don’t count on it,” He snorted. “So, where we going? That little book give you any idea on what we’re supposed to do?”


  I flashed a quick smile, glancing down at the pages. This shouldn’t be that hard. I opened the book out in front of me, and started to run my fingers down the lines of the pages.


  “It’s quite easy actually,” I bragged. “As you see here it’s all cipher. There’s encryption, even in the old ages. The ancients who had written this took great care to keep the secret. Lucky for them, the passing of time always takes away from our accomplishments. It’s quite a simple cipher, at least nowadays. And here there are coordinates of the sort. But they’re relative to a certain location. I have an idea of where we have to begin, but I’m not 100% certain. If you give me a little bit more time, I should be able to give you a definite answer.”


  “You have one day, we leave tomorrow at noon. I’ll be here to pick you up, but you better have a location ready.”


  “All right, sheesh.”


  After Sean left, I began to get to work. I grabbed every dusty tome, every old relic that I could that had anything to do with ancient relics in Egypt. I also grabbed whatever subject matter I had on the Peruvians, and also made sure to grab a couple tertiary books on cryptology, just in case I missed something.


  Haphazardly strung about, the books were organized just to my liking, even though to any other person they would’ve seemed like a disorderly chaotic mass.


  Pages went everywhere, glasses half hanging off my face as I continued to search through the pages of the ancient tome. Seconds turned to minutes, and minutes turned hours as I continued to bang my head against the problem of the source location. The book kept referring to the starting point as the holy point. What the hell does that even mean? If I could figure out where to begin, I would’ve solved the puzzle. The book has instructions within for where to go once one has found the starting point. The hard part was finding it.


  After hours of research, I was ready to throw that damn tome out the window. Collapsing into one of the office chairs, I cursed Sean and his stupid adventures. Why does he always make things so difficult? Absentmindedly, I bit down on my lower lip, arms crossed as I contemplated giving up. I’d never had such trouble solving a puzzle or figuring out a riddle. But this. This was almost impossible. There were no clues, no logical path to follow. No. I would not give up, I would not let Sean keep me out of this venture.


  I jumped out of the chair and got back to work. This time I dragged even more books from my shelves, anything that was even remotely close to the Peruvians. I also started to do research on anything that had to do with the holy point. Ancient cultures, anything religious. And I cross-referenced the two, hoping that I would get matches.


  I had to be getting closer, I knew it. I would figure this out before tomorrow.


  




  Sean


  I rolled up around 11:55, driving my trusty steed. An old beat up Pinto from God knows when. This thing had seen better days for sure, and I wasn’t too confident that it wouldn’t break down on me at any second. But that’s what I had. I knew that things would be different once I got the gem.


  I waited a couple minutes before started blowing the horn. Hailee better get her ass out here, as I didn’t have time to wait. The thing was, I wasn’t the only one looking for this thing. I’ve had quite a few run-ins with the other gym hunters, and they weren’t the ones that played nice. In fact, I’ve gotten my fair share scars from those fuckers, and I’d be damned if I let them get to the gym first.


  a moment later, she came stumbling out of the building, a near avalanche of books clutched to her chest, as well as an oversized purse slung behind her. Not one to pack light, huh? She strode across the parking lot, making a beeline straight for my Pinto. She had a determined look set across her face, like when someone is triumphant and confident. As much as I hate to admit it, she is probably one of the few good partners one can have in a mission like this. She was determined, and she was smart. The level of book learning that she had would augment my skills very well, which would be helpful.


  She opened the door and shoved all her stuff in the back seat before sliding into the passenger seat.


  “Glad you could make it,” I said, shifting the Pinto into drive. “You figure out where we going?” I asked, but I already knew the answer. Hailee wasn’t the type to give up, and she also wasn’t the type to not be able to figure something out. Although, there were bags around her eyes, so I knew she had problems. She threw an exasperated look at me before responding.


  “Of course I figured it out. You take me for some kind of dumbass? You see, the book is referring to some sort of holy point that will take you to the correct location. Every single instruction in this damn book rely solely on you knowing where the fuck this holy point is. Lucky for you, you got a grade a genius on your team now. I had to do so much research, but I was able to find out where the supposedly holy point is.”


  “All right grade a genius, where is this holy point?” I asked, trying to keep from laughing.


  “Oh no, I’m not telling you where it is,” Hailee said matter-of-factly as she laid her oversized pocketbook down before the car. “If I tell you that, there’s a good chance you’ll just leave my ass behind. I know you Sean, that ain’t happening. Don’t worry, I’ll give you directions.”


  I looked at her in awe, surprised that she had the tenacity and forethought to withhold that information from me. I figured that was she was on board she would’ve figured that she could tell me everything. She would be a good partner indeed.


  “That’s fair. Lead the way,” I said, pressing down on the accelerator. Just like that, we were on our way. A perhaps unlikely duo, but I had a feeling that this would work out as she began to settle down into the seat and gesture me out of the parking lot. After giving me some broad instructions, we were well on our way. She said it’d be a long drive. When is it not?


  




  Hailey


  I stumbled out of the car, my legs aching and shaking as I tried to work out the kinks. We had been stuck in that damn pinto for well over nine hours. Sean acted like he wanted to keep going, but I knew that he must’ve been aching to stop, he was just too stubborn to show it. I rolled my neck to a loud chorus of pops and I watched as Sean stumbled off toward the little bar that we had stopped at. I admired him from afar, enjoying the shape of his muscles underneath his compression shirt. As much as he pissed me off, he was not a bad looking man. Some would even say that his traits were, endearing.


  We already stopped at some of the sites mentioned by that ancient tome. Of course, each one was just a waypoint, a means to an end. That holy spot they mentioned, was an ancient monastery, one that had been long demolished. However, it still gave us a place to start. According to the text, we only had a little way to go before we would reach our objective. The resting place of the so-called transformation gem that Sean had been searching for. At least, that’s what I was led to believe from the text.


  I leaned against the pinto, arms crossed as I waited for Sean to return. I already used the restroom before now. I was just happy to just stretch my body and move a little bit. I tried to relieve the tension that comes with a long car ride by doing a few of the yoga poses that I knew.


  I closed my eyes, letting my mind drift and wonder as my body slowly stretched out underneath the stars. My muscles stretched with slight pain as they woke up. With each slow and controlled movement, I let my breath come and go, promoting a sense of ease within my body and within my mind. I felt myself drift off in space and reclaim some of the sanity that been lost in that car ride.


  “You alright there? What’s with the funky kung-fu?” Sean’s gravelly voice penetrated my concentration. Completely ruined my zen.


  “It’s called being limber. Also known as not having a stick up your ass. You should try it sometime,” I snapped back, opening my eyes and coming back into my body. All of a sudden, the tension was back. “Thanks asshole.”


  “Yeah, yeah. Whatever. Let’s get back on the road.” Sean slipped into the car, sliding his key into the ignition and starting vehicle. The Pinto roared to life, sputtering and squealing as a chorus of pops and bangs came from its engine.


  With a groan, I slid back into the passenger seat. I was not looking forward to being cramped back into that fucking Pinto. Still, I was excited to get back on the road and to the next waypoint. According to my calculations, and this damned tone, we shouldn’t be that far off from the goal by this point.


  “Well get going then.”


  




  Sean


  The sun had long set by the time we pulled up to the final point. Late-night radio murmured from the console as I fought the urge to sleep. My eyelids fell every few seconds, but then I jerked my head back and blearily rubbed at my almost numb face.


  I glanced over to my right, watching Hailee’s chest rise and fall. She had succumbed to the overwhelming blanket of drowsiness long before now. Then again, I couldn’t blame her for it as she wasn’t on the road 24/7 like me. Luckily, she had finally trusted me enough to give me the final location without arguing. I guess it made sense though, if I hadn’t ditched her yet, chances are I wouldn’t.


  Surprisingly enough, I enjoyed her company. She was pretty quick on her feet, didn’t argue all that much, and when she did, she usually had a valid point. It was something that I appreciated and proved that she really knew her stuff. She also knew me well, after our many years of having dealings with each other. She was right to not trust me, and that once again showed signs of her intelligence. I was one to leave a partner behind in the dust, should they not be pulling their weight. I also was a selfish man. But then again, she knew all that.


  The GPS turned me down some long-forgotten road, the estimated time to arrival steadily ticking down as a smooth slow country song began to wheedle out of the radio. These were the times I liked most. They were simple, no other cars on the road, no worries in the world. All you had to do was mellow out and keep an eye on the road. Perfect.


  As we got closer, I nudged Hailee’s leg. She began to stir, finally, first slowly rotating her neck and stretching out as much as she could within the confined space. Finally, she opened her eyes, rubbing the sleep out of them gently before letting out a bone-rattling yawn.


  “Where are we?” She smacked her lips as she wiped at her eyes. “We almost there?”


  “Yeah. Ten more minutes. I hope this grade A genius didn’t fuck me on this one,” I gave her a pointed look, primarily as a joke.


  “You’d still be lost and confused if it weren’t from me. Wouldn’t know this book from your own ass.” She snapped back, her quick jibes not even slightly dulled from the weariness in her voice. It brought a smile to my face as I coaxed the pinto down the road toward our final destination point, the vehicle bouncing and jostling us as it went over a series of bumps in the road.


  Finally, it came into sight, massive obelisks that rose out of the ground to tower over their surroundings, surrounding a smaller stone structure. Each obelisk had rows upon rows of hieroglyphs carved out of the stone.


  I pulled close to the small structure, parking my car near one of the giant stone obelisks that rose out of the ground. I quickly switched off the vehicle, gesturing at Hailee to get ready. I opened the car door, swinging my legs out and quickly pulling a flashlight out of the center console. I flicked it on, sending a wide beam out across the structure. The flashlight cut a large swath of shadow away, revealing the structure. It was built of the same stone of the obelisks and was of moderate size. It leaned precariously to one side, and you could tell that it had been untouched for a long time.


  “All right genius, what the hell do we do next?”


  “Well, about that,” she trailed off, slowly exiting the vehicle. She crossed her arms, shivering slightly from the brisk nighttime air. “The book didn’t really specify what would be here. At least, it didn’t mention what we’re supposed to do. Instead, it just said that this is where we needed to be. It’s up to you to find whatever the hell you’re looking for. Hopefully something valuable.”


  “Wow, very useful,” I muttered as I advanced toward the small stone structure.


  As we approach the structure, I found that a strange chill ran up and down my spine. Icicle fingers seemed to slightly caress my skin, awakening a score of goosebumps up and down my flesh. I tried to shake off the feeling as I got closer, that uneasy pressure settling heavily down on my shoulders.


  The stone structure rose in my sight, the dilapidated ruins seem to grow bigger in the darkness as I approached. Hailee followed, albeit a little bit farther back than I would’ve liked, although I didn’t want her to know how on edge I felt.


  “Scared?” I put on a tone of false bravado as we came closer to an arch that was cut out of the stone.


  “Little bit, not gonna lie. You are the one who does this shit normally, so why are you acting so scared?”


  I just snorted in response as we finally reached the entryway to the ruins. I peered inside, into the darkness that seemed to coagulate and grow even denser. I thrust my flashlight out in the murky atmosphere, which sent the shadows flying around the corners and down the hall. Well, here goes nothing.


  As we traversed the ruins, slowly creeping down the ancient stone hallways, I felt that pressure grow even worse. The feeling of weight settled harder in my shoulders, causing me to almost want to hunch my back, and I wanted to chalk it up to excitement, but I knew that this was something else.


  After stalking down the ancient hallway, the passage quickly widened into a large antechamber. It was the kind of spherical room that been cut out of the stone. In the center was a stone slab, jutting up out of the ground, carefully cradling some sort of object that glistened whenever my flashlight’s beam washed over it.


  My fingers itched to wrap themselves around the object, my pulse quickening as I inched forward. This had to be it. It had to be the gem of transformation.


  “Is that it?” Hailee asked with hushed tones. “Because it kind of looks like what you’re talking about.”


  I just nodded as I inched closer to the slab, carefully watching my step just in case there were any traps or uneven footing that would send me crashing to the ground. I had been in enough ruins to be wary, and I glanced behind me to make sure that Hailee was following the same procedure.


  I was close to it now, a shining gemstone cradled by the stone pedestal. Motes of chromatic almost eerie green light drifted up from the gemstone, glowing slightly. This had to be it. Every rumor, every story that I had read had mentioned this gemstone, and they always described it as an emerald.


  I reached for it, my fingers wrapping around the cold and almost cruel looking gemstone. I pulled, the gemstone separating itself from the pedestal with a clean crack as the stone gave way. The moment my skin touched the stone, I felt the shock of energy cascade through my body. My hand grew dreadfully warm, intensifying to a blaze as streams of fire rushed through my nerves and my body.


  “What’s happening?” I choked out as I fell to my knees. every muscle in my body tensed, straining to hold on the wave of searing agony that crackled through my body. I was on the ground now, barely aware of my surroundings. Writing on the floor, I tried to release the gem, tried to relieve the pain, but my body would not respond. An ache settled through my body, starting in my hips and spreading out through my chest. The fire had turned into a blaze and was now transitioning into an inferno. My head arched back, and I was barely aware of Hailee’s screams as she tried to force me to let go of the gym, but there was nothing she can do. I couldn’t hold on any longer. I let go. Blackness.


  




  Hailee


  As soon as he grabbed the gem, I could tell something was not right. Instantly, his face contorted, and he grew rigid.


  “Sean?” I said, stepping toward him as he began to shake slightly. He didn’t make a sound. Slowly, he fell to his knees, knuckles growing white as he clutched at the gem, the flashlight falling from his hands.


  I reached down, wrapping my hands around his shoulders and tried to keep him from hurting himself as he writhed across the floor.


  “Sean? Sean!” I yelled, my heart racing as I tried to clamp his arms down, but he was fighting me with every inch of his strength, his muscles bulging underneath his clothes as he bucked and bowed. His face went white, teeth gritted as he flailed around. I panicked. What do I do? What do I do?


  “Snap out if it!” I shrieked, slapping him with my right hand. It just made a hollow sound, and he showed no visible recognition. He was gone. Shit! I grabbed at his wrists and tried to pry the emerald gem from his grasp. The veins were popping out of his forearms as he struggled, maintaining a death grip on the artifact. Damn stubborn, he wouldn’t let go. “Come on Sean! Let go!” I yelled, working my fingers in between his to try and grab at the cursed thing.


  The second my skin touched the thing, I felt myself tense. The room faded away, and an odd jolt of energy shot through my skin, flooding my muscled fibers without mercy. It was an odd feeling, but not exactly one of pain. It felt…. Different. I wasn’t truly conscious, but I knew that I had hit the floor, and that I was draped over Sean’s body, but I only knew that for a brief second before everything went black.


  




  Sean


  I was drifting through the darkness, my body suspended in that murky pool of shadow. I couldn’t really think, my brain felt sluggish, and every few seconds I kept sensing… something. However, it was too muted for me to hear it. I tried to struggle against the darkness, but nothing happened.


  Suddenly, I felt the shadow twist and distort around me, an odd feeling that I couldn’t see, but I still knew it was happening. It was as if my body was rotating within the space so that I was straight up, if there even was an up in this place. I struggled to open my mouth, but my lips refused to part to let out my screams.


  A tiny pinprick of light bobbed and bounced in front of me, a single spark of green that drifted lazily to the left and then back again to the right. What is it? BOOM! An explosion of color. The tiny spark gave birth to a wave of color, an explosion of bright green light that spread out in front of me, pooling and collecting with the darkness to form a spectral shroud of dark green light. Slowly, the streams of light twisted and writhed around each other as they reached around my suspended body. The tendrils of light got closer and closer, wrapping itself around me. It was oddly comforting, and I suddenly grew very relaxed as the spectral shroud wrapped itself even tighter around me.


  As it wrapped around me, I felt my body grow warm where it lay across my skin. However, it was not an uncomfortable warmth, it felt rather nice. Soothing. I could get used to this.


  I leaned back in the darkness and gave myself to the spectral shroud. It could do whatever it needed, at this point it didn’t matter to me, as I was so gone to that pleasant warmth that I didn’t care what happened next.


  Tendrils of heat ran up through my muscle fibers and down my body, pooling and collecting where my muscles were, as well as dancing quickly across my stomach. A good feeling. Suddenly, I felt even more peculiar. I opened my eyes and realized that my muscles had disappeared. Where there had been hard angles and swollen muscle, was now soft and pleasantly rounded. What? I glanced down at my chest, surprised to see that two pleasant mounds of flesh were growing.


  Long gone were my hard pecs and in their place were swollen breasts that seemed to grow bigger as my waist shrunk, my hips growing wider with each passing second. What the hell is going on?


  In all the rumors, all the stories, I had never heard anything such as this. This transformation was not what they had said. It was supposed to turn one into a figure of power, one of ultimate strength, and yet… I was turning into a woman.


  “Agh!” I yelled, my back arching as the warmth again morphed into pure agony, and all I could see in my mind was Hailee, drifting in the same darkness, undergoing similar changes, her body forming decidedly masculine features.


  




  Hailee


  My mouth felt like it was filled with cotton. I groaned as I rolled over, trying to work my tongue over the roof of my mouth and moisten the inside of my mouth. The remnants of sleep were heavy over my body as I tried to force my eyes open, blearily rubbing the sleep out of them. I let out a massive yawn as I pushed myself up to a sitting position, throwing each arm out in a wide stretch.


  I looked to my left and my right, and everything came rushing back. The gem! Sean? Where was he. I frantically looked left and right, but he was nowhere to be found. Light filtered in now through slits in the ceiling, illuminating the stone slab that was in the middle of the room, although now devoid of any ancient mystical artifact. My mind flashed back to the darkness that I had been enveloped in, and that satisfying warmth that had spread through my body the second I had touched the gem. What the hell happened?


  I shook my head, realizing that my head was now pounding.


  “That was some trippy shit,” I muttered aloud, trying to determine whether I was still stuck in some sort of dream or not.


  Pushing myself up to my feet, I looked around again, able to more fully appreciate the antechamber in the light, although it wasn’t much to look at. The stone jutted out from the floor at an odd angle and sloped to meet at the ceiling, forming this rough circular room. It seemed like it had probably been hastily built.


  There was an itch between my shoulder blades, an uncomfortable feeling. It was as if someone was… watching me. I spun around on my heel to see a figure blocking the way out of the antechamber.


  “W-Who are you? What do you want?” I yelled, my heart racing, body tensing as if in anticipation of a fight. The figure just stood there for a second before stepping forward into one of the streams of light that were filtering down from the ceiling. It was… me? “What the fuck?” I mumbled, trying to make sense of it. A lithe body wrapped in skin tight jeans and a loose-fitting but cute shirt that perfectly accentuated my breasts. My long hair was in disarray, but still looked pretty as it fell down behind my shoulders. It was me. But, if that was me, then…


  “Hailee. Look.” My body raised one arm, revealing a blackened stone, dull and lifeless. The gem. My mind raced, but I still couldn’t make sense of the whole situation. “It… It did what it said it would. Stone of transformation,” my body snorted, but there was no mirth in it.


  “Who are you, and what have you done with Sean?” I yelled.


  “Hailee. Come on, you’re smarter than that. I am Sean. Take a look at yourself.”


  What? I looked down and froze. Where I had soft rounded curves were hard angles of pure muscle. My chest was swollen with hard muscle, and my arms were much larger and stronger. I reached up around my face and felt a hard-strong chin and square face where there had once been a soft smooth oval.


  We had switched bodies.


  I frantically ran my hands over my face, over my body, trying to understand. Trying to wrap my head around it. Sean just waited patiently as I came to the realization that he was right. That this wasn’t a dream.


  “This wasn’t what I wanted. Everything that I’ve ever researched, everything that ever looked at is wrong. My whole life, I’ve been researching this artifact and it’s all been a lie.” Sean’s voice began to shake and tremble. “This isn’t what I wanted. I’m so sorry, Hailee.” Tears began to stream down his face, down from those pretty eyelashes and dripping off his chin.


  I crossed the antechamber, making my way toward his now slender frame. My heart went out to them, I couldn’t just stand by while he was in such distress. I wrap my arms around him, making comforting noises as I pulled him close.


  “It’s okay Sean, no one could’ve predicted this. Nothing that book ever mentioned had anything to do with a swapping of bodies. Something must’ve went wrong.”


  He didn’t say anything, but instead buried his head in my chest. I could feel his supple breasts through that blouse, pressing against me. The heat of his body. Electricity shot through my chest and down my body, a crackling sense of pleasure.


  I felt myself stirring down below, a new appendage responding to his touch. A feeling that I had never felt before. My pulse quickened as I held him tighter, his arms wrapping around my chest. His mere touch exciting some hidden beast within me that craved him. images flashed through my head of that body, soft and delicate, naked. My new appendage responded in kind.


  I tried to restrain myself, but the thing had a mind of its own, growing with each passing second. adding fuel to the burning desire growing inside of me.


  Sean pulled back, looking up at me, his eyes locking with mine. The vulnerability in his eyes, the sweet way that he rubbed my arm, as if trying to comfort me as well. I longed to rip those clothes off him.


  “Hailee,” he whispered.


  “Yes Sean?”


  “I kind of…” He hesitated, stepping closer to me.


  “You kind of what?” I whispered back.


  “I-I.” He was so close now. I could smell his scent, a soft and flowery scent that excited me. I tried to breathe him in, to take in that exhilarating fragrance.


  I couldn’t stop myself. I grabbed his head with both hands and pulled him into a deep kiss, fireworks exploding in my head as I tasted him. Delicious.


  




  Sean


  I had woken up long before her. I had tried to come to grips with what had happened. I was trapped in her body. The transformation gem had done something I had never heard of nor anticipated. It had caused us to switch bodies. But even with the amount of time I had, I still couldn’t believe it. I had spent my whole life chasing after this thing, this mystical artifact that was supposed to change my life for the better. That was supposed to transform me into whatever I was supposed to be, someone with the ability to change the world. Instead, all I did was fuck Hailee over.


  Tears streamed down my face, my cheeks growing warm as I buried my head into her chest. I was even more embarrassed that she had to comfort me, but I didn’t want her to stop. Attribute it to my own weakness, but I kind of liked how she wrapped her arms around my body. It was… soothing.


  She pulled me even closer. I could smell her now, a strong masculine scent that excited me, that awoke something within me. I could feel her tense up underneath her shirt, those muscles responding to something. Responding to me.


  “Hailee,” I whispered. Fingers of energy trailed up and down my skin, a wave of arousal that traveled up and down my nerves as she held me close. I couldn’t help but picture that musclebound body naked, which of course I had seen a dozen times, but now… now it was exciting. There was something about it that wasn’t there before. A curiosity. A need.


  “Yes Sean?”


  “I kind of…” I stepped closer to her now, barely able to resist the urge to lock onto those full lips.


  “You kind of what?” She whispered back.


  “I-I.” I was so close to her now, our lips barely inches apart, the space between us slowly shrinking. I had to have her, and yet, some part of me couldn’t bridge the final gap. Suddenly, she reached up, cradling my chin with one hand, the other caressing the side of my face as she pulled me into a deep kiss. My head spun as I tasted her, biting down on her lower lip and gently pulling back as we came apart, and back together. I needed her. A strange pressure settled over my body as my hands went up and down her body, exploring, tracing every line of every hard muscle as she gently kissed me, her hands wrapping around my beach-ball ass, squeezing. Each squeeze sent pulses of pleasure emanating through my stomach.


  Next thing I knew, my fingers were unbuttoning her shirt as she pulled my blouse off, our tongues gently tasting each other as we stripped down. I reached down into her pants, unbuttoning those jeans and sliding them off her legs, revealing her sheer boxers, barely able to contain the growth inside. Her rod was straining to be let free, and I was more than happy to oblige. I slipped the fabric down, revealing her shaft. Wrapping my fingers, I looked up at her as I gently began to take her inside of my mouth, my tongue gently circling the head of her swollen manhood. The taste of her filled my mouth, each lick driving me wild.


  I had to taste more. I inched down, slathering my tongue over her swollen manhood, slowly licking every centimeter. I worked my way down, making sure my had a taste of every bit. then I worked my way back up to the swollen head, licking every curve. She grabbed the back of my head for stability as I began to rock back and forth, taking all of her into my mouth, increasing my tempo. Somehow, her cock grew even bigger in my mouth, which only made me more enthusiastic.


  She was getting closer to coming, her back arching as a slight moan came out of her mouth. I worked down his shaft again, stopping to suck gently around the base of her shaft before slowly pulling my head off her cock.


  She looked down at me, chest heaving with desire as she knelt down and pulled me into another slow kiss. Pushing me down to the ground, she began to suck on my sensitive nipples. She gently pulled on my erect nipples as she sucked. My toes curled with excitement as she slowly trailed her fingers down from my breasts toward my legs, gently pausing right above my entrance. As she pulled my nipple into her mouth, her other hand slowly caressed the inside of my thigh, driving a jolt of pleasure through my body, and a surge of static filled my body.


  I writhed in anticipation as she took her time, her fingers searching and playing as they moved toward my crease. Gently she traced the edges of my entrance, driving my senses wild. She paused for a second, the corners of her mouth twisting up in a mischievous smile.


  “Tell me how bad you want it.”


  “You can’t be serious,” I said, eyeing her, unconsciously biting my lip as I thought of her rock-hard shaft invading my body.


  “Come on, say it.” She whispered, her fingers now tracing the outline of my flower. I wanted her inside of me.


  “I-I want it. Badly.”


  She threw her head back and laughed. Languorously, she invaded me, her finger slowly slipping inside of me without much resistance. I could feel the ridges of my pussy slip and grip around her finger, each inch giving birth to another pulse of pleasure as she slipped another finger inside my pool of moisture. My back arched, toes curling as her fingers slid in and out of me, little jolts of electricity shooting up through my womb and into my stomach. My hips instinctively began to move with her fingers, rocking back and forth with her.


  “Oh yeah, I knew I brought you along for a reason.” I moaned out.


  




  Hailee


  I slipped my finger inside of his entrance, relishing in the wetness of it as I invaded him. His entrance excitedly opened for me, his lips gently slipping around my knuckles as I entered him. His taste and scent was intoxicating as I circled his erect little nipples with my tongue, the mere taste causing my already swollen manhood to become even more erect.


  “Oh yeah, I knew I brought you along for a reason,” he moaned, his hips even more eagerly pumping along with my fingers, begging for me to go even deeper inside of his center.


  “Right. You’re about to find out how lucky you are I decided to come with you,” I slowly withdrew from his inner lips, enjoying the way he writhed with every inch.


  My swollen manhood stood to attention as I grabbed his hips with both hands, my fingers biting into that beach-ball ass of his, lifting him up as I guided my cock toward his center. The head of my hot member pressed against his slit. His entrance resisted for mere seconds before opening, his ridges slipping around my shaft. He arched back, biting down on his lower lip as I invaded. His toes curled as I pressed deeper, my hips driving forward, his lips wrapping around my package eagerly as I plunged in and out of him, pulling his hips toward me with every thrust. My hips pumped faster and faster, chasing that edge of ecstasy that grew with each passing moment. An ache settled deep in my cock, that kind of pleasurable warm feeling that grew and grew as my hips swung back and forth.


  “Who’s pussy is this?” I asked, whispering to him as I plunged in and out of his moist pussy.


  “Y-Yours,” He breathed out, his hips responding to mine, bucking into mine with fervor, craving every inch of my shaft.


  “That’s right.”


  




  Sean


  The second she invaded me, that pressure grew a thousand times stronger, those tingles of electricity growing even hotter as her shaft pressed into me. She wrapped her hands around my ass, a tight squeeze that gave birth to pangs of pleasure that pulsed through my body as she used me, pulling me toward her, my lips wrapping around her big cock. She plunged in and out of me, filling me up with her cock, each thrust coming faster than the last. That ache spread through my womb, filling the lower part of my stomach and adding to the inferno of need and desire that I felt, a solid block of pressure that could only be penetrated by her shaft.


  “Who’s pussy is this?” She whispered, her voice sending me over the edge, my nipples growing even harder as she fucked me.


  “Y-Yours,” I breathed out, giving all of myself to her. I was hers, for whatever she wanted. I wrapped my legs around her, craving every inch of her rod. Pulses of pleasure rocked through my body as her hips pumped in unison to mine, my pussy gripping her cock, as if to keep her inside of me. That throbbing pleasure grew more and more intense, the pressure multiplying and growing with each second.


  Her cock began to swell inside of me, I could feel the anticipation in her body as she was about to come. My mind began to drift to thoughts of her coming inside of me, her seed filling me up, the mere thought driving me insane, adding more fuel to the fire raging within.


  “Come inside of me,” I begged, my hips pumping up and down, and then all of a sudden the pressure broke. Warmth washed over my body, my legs tightening around her as pleasure rocked my body in awe-inspiring, toe-curling ecstasy.


  Hailee’s head jerked back, her muscles tensing as her cock jumped inside of me, shooting out ropes of come, filling me up. My body spasmed with pleasure, a warm calming feeling spreading through me as she fell down beside me.


  “Mystical artifact. Definitely worth it.” Hailee, breathed out, her chest heaving as she fell down beside me.


  




  Sean


  I leaned against the side of the doorframe, watching her work as she flipped through the pages of the ancient book. It was one that we had ordered online, one of those shady auction websites. It looked very similar to the ancient tome that I had got from the guy in the bar. She ran her hands through her short hair, leaning back to think, absentmindedly biting down on her lower lip. It just didn’t look right in my body.


  “Listen, you gotta stop biting your lip. It’s too feminine, very unattractive,” I said.


  “You’re one to talk, manspreader,” she snapped back, leaning down to peer at one of the pages. “Ah ha! Here we go. Another mystical artifact, another gem of transformation. This time, in Asia. Worth a look?”


  “Of course,” I said, looking her muscle-bound body up and down. “Maybe it’ll allow us to change back.”


  “You ready to go now?” She asked.


  “I don’t know, I think we have a little bit of time for… additional study,” I grinned, hitting the light switch next to the door.


  




  The End


  




  If you liked Switched By The Bundle #1: 4 Gender Transformation Stories you may also like Switched on Tauryen 7 (Book 1 of the Switched in Space Series)


  I was merely passing through space when I got dangerously close to a spatial anomaly. Next thing I knew I had to set down somewhere, closest planet was Tauryen 7. The landing went a little too rough, and next thing I knew I woke in the body of a man- and he had control of mine! I have a feeling it will be a long and dreadfully hard process to switch our bodies back.


  


  



   


  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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