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Ann
I leaned back, my office chair squeaking slightly as I mechanically ran my hands over the keyboard, my fingers jabbing into the buttons with the speed of a practiced gamer. I had played video games ever since I was a kid. They were an escape from real life and a way to just let all of my stress melt away.
Currently, I was in the wilds of Farenvale, cutting a swathe of blood and gore through a horde of orcs. Their numbers dwindling to my mighty battle-axe.  Each kill was granting me triple experience points, due to an event the developers were running over the weekend. It was fun, but a little mind numbing. I had been playing The Hordes of Valenkyll for a long time now, and while the latest expansion had been a complete homerun, it was starting to finally get stale. They were supposed to have released some more content by this point, but the developers ran into some sort of roadblock. 
I sighed, my fingers running across the keyboard, sending strokes of keys that was interpreted by the game into sweeping axe strikes and massive overhead blows. I was over-equipped for this area, dressed in damn good gear for my level. These orcs had no chance. I found myself getting bored again, my mind drifting.
“Shit, I’m kind of lonely,” I muttered. Thinking of how much time I had sunk into this game, but after work I had no social energy to interact with people face-to-face. 
Suddenly, I noticed a blip in the lower right-hand corner of my screen, a light teal symbol that flashed rapidly. As it urgently blinked my heart started to skip. Finally! Something to brighten up my day. Damien was finally online. I moved my mouse pointer over to the corner and clicked on the icon, causing a new light blue window to open.
I hovered over the green “join” button and cleared my throat carefully. I didn’t want to sound funny when I first talked to him. I clicked on the button, eliciting a low tone as my name “Barbari-Ann” popped up underneath his.
“Hey Damien! How was your day?” I asked.
“Pretty okay. Work was a little stressful. We had a huge order of sandwiches right before closing, but I was able to get those taken care of without having to stay super late. But that’s why I wasn’t on at five. Stupid hungry customers.” His deep voice crackled over my headset. 
“Poor fella. I’m just over here slaughtering hordes of vile creatures. You know, the usual,” I said, trying to lighten his mood. I tried to focus on my pronunciation, I always seemed to get tongue-tied whenever I was in voice-chat with Damien. something about his deep voice made me so nervous. He was also gorgeous in real life. We met up for drinks or food every now and again, though it had been quite a while since the last time we met.
I thought of Damien’s strong broad shoulders, the way his shirts fit perfectly around the musculature of his chest. His gorgeous tanned skin and strong jawline did nothing but add to the allure of his body. It might be safe to say I had a little crush on him, which hit me especially hard today due to how lonely I was feeling. 
“Sounds exciting. Did you get that rare drop?” He asked.
“The Frost Cowl of Catherine? Yes! I had to kill so many ice elementals though, I burned through almost all my health potions trying to stay alive. I’m much stronger now though. I could take on an elite!” I said, puffing out my chest with pride.
“Ooh awesome! That’s really cool.”
“So, when are you hopping on? We could run some dungeons together,” I said. Damien and I would be able to crush through some dungeons with our combined might. He was a few levels lower than me, but it still wouldn’t be a problem, even though the dungeons were usually designed for parties with at least four to five members.
“Nah, honestly I’m not really feeling The Hordes of Valenkyll. Actually, I was thinking about booting up that new cooperative RPG game. You know the Shapeshifter Saga release? It’s supposed to have some crazy new mechanics never heard of. I’ve been digging trying to find something from one of their beta testers, but they’ve all been sworn to some sort of non-disclosure agreement, so there’s nothing out there on it. The only thing the company’s willing to say is that the game cannot be played solo. Speaking of that, would you want to bring your computer over and play it with me?” He asked.
“You mean, like an old-fashioned LAN?” I asked, my heart thumping in my chest. What do I say? What do I do? I have been really lonely, and I’d love to spend some time alone with Damien. But I was so nervous just from him inviting me. It couldn’t possibly go well.
“Yeah, something like that. I’ll even have snacks,” he tempted me in a sing-song voice.
I grit my teeth. “Yeah I’d love to,” I choked out against my anxiety. “What time?”
“Awesome! I was thinking sometime around 8. You know the way to my house, right?”
“Yeah, of course.” I had gotten his address a while back, and I’d been to his house a few times for different guild meetings or gaming events that he had thrown.
“Sounds like a plan. I’ll get everything ready, don’t forget to bring your computer! I’ll see you then actually, I’ve got to get off the computer for now and get those aforementioned snacks ready.”
“I’ll see you then!”
Click! Damien disconnected from the voice chat. I squealed in disbelief. A night alone with Damien? Anything could happen. Anything. All sorts of magic can happen at LANs. I had to be ready. I was a blur, ripping my headphones off and dashing to the shower.
I stripped, jumping into the shower in a blur of speed.
The water cascading down my long brown hair, and down my back, trickling over my perky breasts. I was a perfect machine of washing, making sure to cover every inch of my body with soap, rubbing a nice perfumed shampoo into my hair before washing it out and jumping out of the tub.
After toweling off completely I went through the rest of my routine, culminating in a confident and sexy woman. I was about to kill this date. Or well LAN. It could be a date though.
I ran into my room and looked at the big red words written across my monitor.
YOU DIED
Shit. I’d forgot to log out. The orcs won this day. I shrugged, oh well. I was about to go to a LAN with Damien, orcs be damned.
I unplugged the cords running into the back of my computer, shakily getting everything together for the night ahead of me.




Damien
I ripped my headset off my head and closed out of the voice program. I took a few deep breaths before I was able to fully realize what had just occurred. I had asked her out to a date. Just me and her. Well, I guess she thinks it’s just a LAN. But magic happens when there’s a LAN. My first one-on-one true interaction with Ann. She was adorable, the way that she got mad when she died in the game. Or how concentrated she sounded when going through one difficult battle. She was the perfect girl; I just wasn’t confident when it came to women. Fighting a hardened bandit king was nothing, but talking to women? Hardest task in my life.
I looked around my room. It was a disaster. Clothes were strewn about the room, culminating in little heaps of clothing and detritus that made my entire room look messy. My sheets were hanging off my bed to one side, and there was a growing number of energy drinks on my computer desk next to the two monitors. 
I had to clean this whole house before she got here. I glanced at the clock. Shit. I only had three hours to get everything done, but I’d be damned if this house and myself wasn’t spotless before she arrived. I also started downloading Shapeshifter Saga.
In a whirlwind of cleanliness, I spun around the room, tossing clothes into my laundry hamper. I picked up different odd items and straightened everything up. I tackled the sheets on my bed, forcing their unruliness into order as I tucked them down and made sure it looked nice.
“Energy drinks, ready or not here I come.” I swept all the cans into a big trash bag that I had gotten from my closet. I ran down the stairs of my house, grabbing the trash from the kitchen as well before heaving them out to the trashcans near the road.
That was most of the house already taken care of, but I still had a lot to do.
I stumbled back through the doorway, sprinting past my living room area and climbing the stairs up to my bathroom. I had to get cleaned. I jumped in the shower, fixed my hair, applied deodorant, and brushed my teeth all under thirty minutes.
I stepped into my bedroom and frantically began searching through my closet for an outfit that would be appropriate to wear. I searched and searched, finally deciding on a plain purple T-shirt that I felt accentuated my muscles in the best possible light, as well as a pair of dark jeans that I had been told made my ass look really good.
With this all done I looked at the clock. Oh shit. It was already fifteen minutes till eight. And I still had not made the snacks! I was running out of time. I started pacing. Think Damien think! Then it came to me. Pizza. Everybody loves pizza, there was no one in this whole world that didn’t like some form of pizza. And luckily, I knew exactly what Ann liked. Extra cheese and tomatoes, her favorite.
I quickly dial the number to our local pizza joint and made the order. They would deliver to my house and she would hopefully be pleased.
As soon as I put the phone back down the receiver, I heard a loud ding through the house. My doorbell! She was here. I dashed to the door, my heart pounding in my throat. This was it.
I cleared my throat, gathered my wits and pulled the door open. There she was.
Ann stood in the doorway, her hair was a gorgeous and curly brown, cascading down her back to frame her beautiful freckled face. She was wearing a low-cut red blouse that perfectly accentuated her curves. The best part of her outfit were the tight jeans she wore, the denim gripping every curve, her ass threatening to spill out of her jeans as she walked inside.
“Don’t worry, the party can now begin. I’m here!” She struck a pose. She looked so pretty.
“B-but where’s your computer?” I stammered out. She blushed furiously. 
“It’s in my car. I forgot to bring it in. The party can begin in one moment!” She rushed out of the doorway out toward my driveway. I heard the sound of her car door opening and closing, moments later she returned, her computer and a bundle of cords in her hands. She struggled with them through the doorway as I took the computer from her to help.
“I’ll go ahead and set this stuff up next to my computer.” I said, taking the heavy metal case in my hands, along with the assortment of cords.
“Okay, I just have to grab my mouse, keyboard and my headset out of the car.” She danced out the door again.
I lugged the heavy computer up the stairs to my room, now spotless, and set it up on my very wide desk, plugging all the cables into the spare monitor that I had as a backup. I also had another gaming chair, so she’d be comfortable.
Leaning back, I admired my handiwork. For a quickie, the cable management was looking on point. I turned it on, and it booted up fast. The screen flashed for a second before finally loading into her operating system.
“What do you think of my rig?” Ann asked as she edged into the room, her arms overflowing with more computer equipment.
“It looks pretty nice,” I said. “Have you downloaded the game yet?”
“Oh shit, I forgot,” Her voice got quieter. “It’s not too big is it?”
“No, it’s no problem at all,” I laughed. “Nothing to worry about, it’s really not that big, plus I have the fastest internet around here, so we should be able to get gaming in no time. I also have some pizza coming. Your favorite.”
“Tomatoes? Extra cheese?” She asked, smiling at me excitedly.
“Yes ma’am.” I grinned back as I hooked up all her peripherals. Mouse, keyboard and headset were quickly plugged in.
She wrapped her arms around me in a hug.
“Yes, I love pizza. I can’t believe you remembered my favorite!”
“Yeah I didn’t really have time to make snacks, so I figured pizza is a better alternative anyway.” I quickly maneuvered her mouse around, deftly clicking through her web browser to begin downloading Shapeshifter Saga. “This won’t take long.”
The doorbell rang again.
“Pizza!” Ann dashed out of the room to answer the door. 
She came back carrying a cardboard box, the smell of pizza wafting through the room. My stomach growling in hunger as the progress bar on her monitor ticked down the seconds until the game was completed downloading. It would only take about ten minutes to finish up, so we went down to the kitchen and dug into the pizza.
“This is great,” she said as she grabbed another slice of pizza.
I nodded, as I chewed, enjoying the delicious taste of the cheese and tomatoes intermingling.
We spent the next little while talking about our different character builds in the MMO we were playing together. I really loved listening to her talk about her character and her adventures with the orcs. She was just so knowledgeable and passionate about the game. Her eyes really sparkled when she got into a topic.
Once we finished eating, I took the leftover pizza and threw it into the fridge, making sure to clean up after myself as I went. I wiped the crumbs off the counter where they had fallen and excitedly looked toward Ann.
“Are you ready? I’m so excited for this game.”
“Yeah!” She grinned at me. “Let’s fuck some shit up!”
We went back up the stairs and sat down at our respective computers. I sunk into my gaming chair, wriggling as I got comfortable and donned my headset.
I wrapped my hands around my mouse and opened the game. Shapeshifter Saga flashed across the screen, a purple bar slowly inching forward as the game loaded. After a few moments, the game had loaded, and I was on the menu screen.  Moving the pointer of my mouse, I hovered over the button to start a lobby. Click! My screen flashed for a second before pulling up the party screen. I clicked through the appropriate menus and sent an invite Ann’s way.
“Alright. I’m loaded in now, and I just got your invite,” she said, moving to click on the notification that had popped up on her screen, inviting her into my game.
Moments later, her name showed up in my lobby. Alright. Here we go! I clicked on the start game button. There was a fanfare of music and a flashy animation as the menus twisted and turned, disappearing from sight as the game turned black. 
I was on the edge of my seat, my face reflected in the blackness of the monitor as I anxiously awaited the game to load.
“Is it supposed to take this long?” Ann asked.
“I’m not sure,” I said, clicking my mouse to try and goad it into loading. A few more moments passed before a new message spun out onto the screen.
- SUCCESSFUL SHAPESHIFT -
Welcome to Shapeshifter Saga! Enjoy the magical transformations that you are about to experience and undergo. Due to the nature of this game, and the servers, there is a small wait time before you can experience all that our new gaming experience has to offer. You only have 5 hours and 53 minutes left before you will be born anew.
“What’s this mean?” Ann asked.
I glanced over to her screen. She had the same message across her monitor as I did. I guess it was some sort of login queue, but I’ve never experienced a login queue on a co-op RPG game. 
“I don’t know why it’s like that, but I guess we have a couple of hours to kill before we can play the game. Do you uh, want to watch a movie in the meantime?”
“Yeah that’d be perfect! We can break out that leftover pizza later,”
She followed me down to the living room where my furnishings were decent. I had a modestly sized leather couch that sat in front of a widescreen TV. 
As she got comfortable on the couch, I turned on the TV and used the remote to find one of the on-demand streaming services that I had a subscription for. I clicked through all the movies, slowly, trying to find something that she would like.
“Ooh, Fists of the Kangaroo! That’s such a good action film,” She pointed at the screen.
“You like Fists of the Kangaroo?” I was astonished. It was such an old kung-fu movie. Very few people had heard of it, much less watched it, but it had some of the best choreographed fight scenes I had ever seen in my life.
“Uh, yeah! Let’s watch that!”
“You don’t have to tell me twice.”
I clicked on the title, and moments later we had ourselves a movie playing. I fell into the couch beside Ann and settled in for the movie. It wasn’t Shapeshifter Saga but it would still be a good time. Hopefully it wouldn’t take five hours for us to be able to play.




Ann
I startled awake. The lights were off, and I was wrapped in some kind of heavy blanket. I must have dozed off on the couch while we were watching movies. I was able to stay up for most of the kung-fu movie, but after that it was a little hopeless for me to fight off sleep. I yawned, forcing myself up to a sitting position, yawning as I stretched out.
“Damien, you there?” I whispered hoarsely. My voice sounded off. Deeper than normal. I pushed myself up out of the bed, blearily rubbing my eyes. I cleared my throat as I glanced around the room. Somehow, I had made it to Damien’s room. He must’ve carried me up here so I wouldn’t have to sleep on his couch.
Our two computers sat in the corner of the room; the screens long having gone dark to conserve energy.
Ding!
“Welcome to Shapeshifter Saga! Please enjoy the new reality that we have personally and painstakingly created for you. Don’t worry, it will not last long. Have fun!” A loud and feminine voice reverberated through the house. The source appeared to be from our computers.
“What the fuck?” I yelped. My voice was somehow even deeper. To say that I was concerned would be an understatement. I dashed to the bathroom, intent on gargling some water to try and get whatever the fuck was going on my throat squared away. 
I turned on the bathroom light, turned to the window and froze. There, in the mirror.
“Damien?” My lips moved in unison with the man in the mirror. I placed my hands on my chest, frantically searching for my perky tits, but instead all I found was hard muscle. Every movement was mimicked by Damien’s image in the mirror. 
Somehow, I was in Damien’s body.
“What. The. Fuck.” I said, lifting up my shirt to reveal my newfound abs. And in between my-. Wait. I thrust my hands down my pants and in between my legs. My pussy was gone. Instead, I felt a throbbing growing extension of myself, sensitive to the touch.
I gripped the edge of the bathroom sink, my breaths coming short and shallow. I couldn’t get enough oxygen. This couldn’t be happening. I wasn’t a woman anymore? What happened? Who the fuck did this? Was it? No, it couldn’t have been the game. A game couldn’t do this. This had to be something like alien activity, or some sort of supernatural curse.  Right?
I thought back to that odd message on my computer screen. Could a game do this?
“I’ve got to find Damien.” I ran out of the bathroom and jumped down the stairs, my new body fast and strong as I leapt into the darkened living room.
“Damien,” I hissed. “Are you in here?” I looked around, carefully moving around the room, trying not to make too much noise. I was still terrified, and I didn’t want any surprises.
The TV was off. Wait, there was something on the couch. A blurred bundle of something. I waited as my eyes adjusted and I could finally make it out. There my body lay on the couch, eyes wide open in fear, clutching blankets to its chest.
“Who the fuck are you? And why are you-. Wait.” My body moved rapidly, jumping up to its feet. Hands immediately wrapping around what used to be my perky tits. “I’m a woman?” That’s when it all fell into place. Somehow, me and Damien had swapped bodies.
“Damien! You’re in my body! I know it’s a lot, I don’t know how to explain it, but I think it may have something to do with that game we downloaded.” I raised my hands, trying to show that I didn’t mean any harm, trying to keep him from having a full-blown panic attack like I had earlier.
Damien sunk down to the couch, his hands running all over his body in disbelief as he tried to process this new reality. 
“Ann? I’m you? What in the world?” He kept grabbing my perfectly perky tits, trying to make sense of his new body. Damien ran his hands over his legs, even checking in between his legs like I had. Momentary horror flashed across his face as he realized his dick was gone.
“The game? It was the game that did this?” Damien said. “I heard that weird voice saying that the game had started, and right after that you came barreling down the stairs. I thought you were a murderer! Or you were barging in here to try and steal my computer.” Damien held his hands to his bosom, trying to control the rapid breaths from the shock.
Suddenly, Damien shot to his feet. He charged past me; his new feminine face screwed up in concentration. It was kind of cute. He jumped up the stairs, his firm ass bouncing as he climbed the stairs. Man, I was kind of fucking hot. 
We reached the top of the stairs and ran into Damien’s room. Frantically, he grabbed the mouse, shaking it wildly. The screens turned on and all that remained on the screen was a single message box.
Congratulations!
You have successfully joined the Shapeshifter Saga test environment! Enjoy the new experience that has unfolded before you. Your connection and transformation will be terminated and reversed within the next four hours. Enjoy!
“Well,” Damien sighed. “That explains that I guess. I mean, it IS revolutionary, but you think they’d give you some sort of warning. 
My eyes began to wander, looking him up and down. That slim feminine frame, with all the curves in all the right places. The sound of his voice. The way his body shifted and his hips moved as he clicked around with the mouse. There was something about it that sent tingles up and down my arms.
Suddenly, I felt something change. Something morphed in between my legs, growing bigger, the mere thought of Damien’s new body eliciting some sort of physical response. I couldn’t keep but from imagining that tanned skin bare to the world.
He leaned down over the keyboard, the low-cut shirt that he was wearing threatening to bust loose, his tits spilling out from the top. I was getting harder. I had the beginnings of a boner, and it was an odd feeling.
Damien turned to me and stopped, looking up and down, glancing between my face and my crotch.
Oops.




Damien
I was freaking out, frantically choking the mouse as I tried to wake up the computer in front of me. Somehow, Ann and I had switched bodies. Now I was trapped in her hot body! I mean… I guess that is every man’s dream, but still! I looked at my face reflected to me in the darkness of the monitor. Where there had been a strong jawline and handsome angular face, was now smooth lines and an oval profile. I had full red lips and piercing green eyes. My brown hair cascaded down my back and hung down the sides of my head in shimmering waves. I was gorgeous.
I read the message aloud to Ann that was on the screen.
“Well,” I sighed. “That explains that I guess. I mean it IS revolutionary, but you’d think they’d give you some sort of warning.”
I clicked around with the mouse, frustrated at this point with how sluggish the computer was running. I guess changing someone’s physical form took a little more processing power than your average video game. I leaned over the keyboard. I could feel my titties strain against my shirt, soft and supple, bouncing slightly with the movement. I felt odd, hunched over that keyboard. It felt like something was watching me.
I turned and met Ann’s eyes. Her eyes went wide, startled by my sudden movements. What was she doi-, oh. I looked up at her eyes and down at the obvious bulge that was growing in her pants. I glanced back at her eyes, her face blushing slightly as she realized that I knew what she was thinking. Odd. Her roaming eyes did something to me, along with those broad shoulders and strong swollen chest. Her muscles rippled as she crossed her arms. The fact that she was getting so aroused from the mere sight of me awoke a need deep within me.
Subconsciously, I bit my lower lip, the fire within me slowly ramping up as I started to really gauge the erection. Damn, was my cock that big?
“Well I mean, might as well have fun, right?” I joked, pointedly looking at her.
Suddenly, she was on me. Her strong hands curled around my feminine frame, grabbing, pulling, exploring as she pulled me into a long kiss. She pulled me into that embrace, her tongue gently intermingling with mine. Frantically, I needed all of her right now. I wrapped my hands around her neck as we kissed.
One of her hands gently slipped up my shirt and wrapped around one of my perky breasts, her fingers circling my nipple, sending little tingles of pleasure through my body. My nipples grew more pronounced as we intertwined. I could feel her manhood growing even pronounced through her jeans as she kissed my neck and dragged her fingertips ever so slightly across my breasts.
I was consumed with a burning need deep within as I pulled her closer and began to fumble with her belt buckle. Painstakingly slow, I was able to let loose her pants, the jeans falling to the ground along with his boxers to reveal her prominent rod, standing to attention.
I squatted down, wrapping my hands around the shaft of her penis and moving slowly back and forth. She moaned, her muscles twitching with every movement. As I moved up and down her cock, she somehow got even bigger, her massive throbbing erection warm to the touch and inviting. I had to have her in my mouth.
I leaned forward, gently pulling the head of her cock into my mouth, gently licking and sucking on the head of her delicious rod. My hands worked up and down her shaft, teasing and rubbing as I let my tongue tease and prod around her swollen head. I loved the taste of her in my mouth, the little moans she made as I tasted more and more, the way her legs started to tremble with each movement. Her cock jumped slightly in my mouth with pleasure as I went farther and farther down her cock. I lathered my tongue up and down her shaft as I started to take more of her cock in my mouth.
“Oh, fucking hell. This is what having a penis is like?” She moaned. “You guys have it made.”
I giggled before turning back to the task at hand. I pulled her cock out of my mouth, still dripping from the wetness of my mouth as I gently licked and sucked on her balls, each gentle tug eliciting another series of moans from Ann as her legs began to shake. I went back her cock, slurping up and down every inch of her shaft. my tongue slathering up and down as I took even more of her in my mouth. I wasn’t sure if I could fit all of her inside of my mouth, but I sure as hell was going to try. I went down on her, her rod filling my entire mouth as I took her down my throat. On the way back I let my tongue slide across the smooth skin, sucking gently as I came back off her dick. 
I bobbed up and down as I took all of her in my mouth repeatedly. I thought that this would be unpleasant, but it was oddly soothing as I sucked. Each pump of my head and each tremble of her muscles added more fuel to the fire burning inside me.
Her toes curled, her cock twitching inside my mouth as her moans got louder. She arched her back and I knew what was about to happen.
“I-I’m about to…” 
I started sucking even harder, my hands working in tandem with my mouth as I pumped up and down on that delicious cock. She squealed, her legs buckling slightly as hot ropes of cum filled my mouth, each spurt delicious. I took all of her seed in my mouth. 
Slurping down her dick, I made sure that I didn’t miss any drop as I pulled my head off her cock. Grinning as I swallowed every last bit.
“You- You drank all of that?” She looked down at me amazed.
“Yeah,” I said. “Impressed?”
She growled in excitement. Reaching down, she swept my legs out from under me and threw me onto the bed. Taking no time at all, she tore my shirt off and yanked my jeans down to reveal my plump shaven pussy. She crawled onto the bed after me, hungrily taking one of my perky tits in her mouth as she reached down, her hand moving slowly down my stomach, the trail of skin-on-skin contact sending ripples of pleasure through my body. She lingered near my entrance, languorously rubbing her finger around my clit. It was so sensitive, each movement sent shock waves of pleasure through my body. 
Her tongue felt wonderful as it gently flicked across my nipple, tasting and teasing as her hands worked magic down below. She lingered around my clit for a few long joyful moments before wandering down further. She pressed a finger against my entrance. There was a slight pressure before my pussy lips gave way to allow her finger inside me. I gasped. Each inch of her finger sending surges of electricity into my stomach. I could feel a pressure within me start to build as she pumped her finger up and down inside of me, the ridges of my pussy gripping and slipping around her finger. 
She leaned back from my breasts and pulled me into another long and delicious kiss. The taste of her lips, the smell of her, it was intoxicating.
As she pumped her finger in my tight hole, she added another one, stretching my pussy as she plunged deep within me over and over again. I let out a moan, her hand bucking back and forth into me as I moved my hips with the motion, she thrust deeper inside of me with each second.
I rode her fingers in desperation, hungrily humping her hand as I felt that pressure within me build and grow. My pussy lips slid across her hand as she fingered me.
She gently pulled away, her fingers exiting me, and it left me with a feeling of something missing as she grabbed my legs and pulled me toward her. She pushed my legs apart and leaned down, starting at the top of my clit, gently sucking as her tongue ran circles around my clit.
“Fuck yes!” I squealed in back arching, toe curling pleasure. She ran her tongue down across my pussy lips and back up to my clit. Each flourish of her tongue sent another spasm of pleasure through my body, my muscles twitching as I drove my hips forward with her motions. I wrapped my fingers in her hair, pushing her face against my pussy, her tongue slathering over every inch of that sensitive bundle of nerves. 
She ran her tongue over the edges of my soft shaven slit, the anticipation driving the pressure within me to build higher and higher before she suckled on my clit again.
“T-this is amazing,” I gasped. I didn’t know women were this sensitive. It felt amazing, each lick caused another shudder of ecstasy to run through my body.
“Oh, you don’t even know.” She said as she flipped me over on my stomach, pulling my hips back toward her. I could feel her pressing against my entrance with her warm mighty girth. There was a slight pressure before my lips parted and I could feel her stretch out my lips.
Ann gently entered me, sliding deeper within me, awakening a chain reaction of pleasure as she filled up my tight hole. Her girth somehow seemed to get bigger inside me, each inch giving way to a new spasm of pleasure. I squealed as she shoved my legs apart, pumping back and forth, slowly adding to the level of pressure building inside of me. I craved every inch of her cock as I bucked backwards with her, trying to drive her massive rod deeper inside of me with every thrust. We were in perfect unison; pleasure pulsing through me as she thrust inside of me.
Squeezing my ass, she bucked her hips into me, pulling me back onto her cock. Her strokes came faster and faster in a sensual rhythm. Each motion of her hips compounded the pressure inside. As my ridges slid over Ann’s shaft my lips gripped around her trying to keep her inside of me. Her breaths were coming fast and excited, hungrily pounding my pussy. Her hands wondered, sliding down my legs, squeezing my ass, completely using every bit of me. 
“You like that?” She growled, flipping me over to my back, hungrily spreading my legs wide, my wet throbbing pussy up in the air towards her massive dick.
“Mmhm,” I moaned as I wrapped my hands around my thighs, pulling myself open even more, hungrily waiting for her. She penetrated me, each inch giving way to more waves of pleasure, her shaft hot and warm inside of me.  As Ann thrust inside of me, I could see her body begin to tense, feel her swell inside of me even more. I knew that she was getting dangerously close to that edge.
Somehow the thought of her coming inside of me, her seed filling me up, drove me wild. The mere thought of me taking every drop of her seed made my need and fire burn white-hot.
“Yes! Yes, fuck me!” I begged, thrusting against her with fervor as she pounded away. She tensed up, her legs shaking as she came. Jerking inside of me, her cock shot out thick spurts of cum, filling me up. The warmth and thought of being completely dominated and filled was the last bit of pleasure that I needed to cause the pressure to break. I wrapped my legs around her waist, my entire body shaking as I rode that wave of pleasure. My toes curled as I wrapped my hands in the fabric of the bed, my back arching. That. Was. Amazing.
Ann fell on top of me, her chest heaving as she wrapped me up in her arms.
“That. Was. Amazing.”




Ann
I sat in my chair, mindlessly clicking on the army of orcs ahead of me, bored out of my mind. I sighed, leaning back in the chair. This just felt so mundane now. I looted the corpses of the orcs, clicking in the same practiced motion to move their loot to my bags. My phone ringed. I picked it up quickly and grinned at the name on the phone.
“Damien?” I held the phone up to my ear.
“Yeah, how’re you doing Ann?”
“Pretty well. Killing orcs. Kind of bored to be honest.”
“Well in that case, do you want to come over and play Shapeshifter Saga again?”
That’d be the third time this week. I grinned.
“Yeah I’d love to.”




Swapped by the Bartender: Body Swap

by Maureen Bellgard




Marcy
A yawn burst through my lips as I stretched my arms out above me, the loose silk of my tank top shifting lazily around my arms as I pushed myself up to a sitting position. Shit! It was already noon. I didn’t mean to sleep this late. I groaned, jumping up to my feet, the bare skin of my feet gently sinking into the curly fibers of the carpet, toes curling with pleasure at their fuzzy touch. I was already thinking of Dylan. His smooth broad shoulders, the way his shirts fit perfectly around all of his swollen muscles. I had wanted to get up earlier to plan out the day better. Maybe even… Maybe even ask him out on a date. But now I was on the clock. Today was the day and I had to make things happen. I shivered; my mind filled with images of his toned body.
The cool air of my apartment room gently swirled about me, brushing its cool fingers across my skin, teasing and pulling. Awakening a need deep within. Dylan.
“Fuck, I really need to get in the shower and cool off.” I sauntered past my bed, draped in purple finery, past my colorful fuzzy lamp and down the hallway. I spun around and stalked into the bathroom to prepare for the day ahead.
The water rushed over my head, cascading down my long black hair and slowing as it reached my shoulder blades. The water continued to pour, slower now, down my arms and gently over me.
After the luxurious shower, I stepped out of the water with one mission on my mind. One goal. Tonight was the night. Dylan and I were going to get together. Furiously toweling off, I sauntered out of the bathroom and into my bedroom. My heart began to beat in my chest as I reached for the phone. This is it. This was going to be the moment that would decide everything. My fingers froze mid-air, dangerously close to the call button on the screen. 
Am I crazy? What if he says no? I’d be crushed, and what the hell am I going to say?
“Hey Dylan, you want to go out on a date?” No that’s stupid, too risky. I can’t just ask him out on a date. I need to ease into it. A thought bubbled to the top of the chaos in my head. A name. New Experiences. It was the name of a bar downtown. I had heard nothing but great things about this place, supposed to be the premier spot to go hang out, and a fantastic dating spot. Yeah. I’ll invite him to that.
My fingers shook as I jabbed at the call button and shakily held it up to my ear. One ring. Two. Five rings. Click!
“Hello?” A sleepy sounding voice came out of the phone.
“Dylan? Were you still asleep?” I asked shakily.
“Yeah, what’s up Marcy?” His voice was slow and deep, the mere sound of it wrapping around my body.
“Get out of bed lazy-bones! Anywho, I was wondering if there was any chance you wanted to hang out somewhere tonight?” My heart was now full force swinging in my chest and beating my ribs to death.
“Aw, hell yes! Where’re we going?” He asked.
My breath caught in my throat, his words lingering in the air as my mind raced. He said yes. He said yes!
“Awesome! I was thinking we could go to that new bar. The one downtown, New Experiences.”
“Sure, sounds like a fun time!”
Warmth raced across my skin, my feet bouncing up and down as I felt more confident by the second.
“Pick me up at 8!” I almost squealed.
“See you then!” His voice rumbled through the speaker.
“Bye!” I replied. One clicking sound later and I was off the phone.
Okay. A sharp inhale through the nose and I was filled with energy. I had a mission. In order to accomplish that mission, I needed to be dressed to the nines.
I rifled through my closet, pulling out different lacy dresses and shirts. I needed something that was slutty, but not too slutty. “No. Nah. That’s wayyy too slutty. Wait,” I pulled out a lowcut T-shirt. Kinda frilly. But… “Maybe with those pants.” I kept rifling through my closet until I was able to pull out my tight-fitting dark jeans. Yes. That was definitely it.
I threw on the shirt and pulled the jeans snug, perfectly sliding over my ass. It was snug in all the right places. I hoped he would like it.
“Yes!” I let out one more squeal of excitement before starting the marathon that would conclude in the best dressed woman Dylan had ever seen.




Dylan
I jabbed my finger at the “end call” button on the phone and let out another massive yawn, my jaw cracking from the movement. I pushed myself up off the bed and looked around in horror. My room’s a fucking mess. I had a desk chair that had quickly turned into a laundry hamper. Well, maybe more of a laundry mountain at this point.
“What if she wants to come back to my place?” I muttered, looking at the chaotic assortment of items tossed around my room as if a hurricane had whirled through. Marcy would certainly not appreciate this mess. She was kind of perfect, and this was not perfection. Not in the slightest.
New Experiences huh? This is a date. Dylan,. It’s go time. I became a whirlwind, dashing to the corners of the room and tossing assorted trash and clothes away and neatly putting them up where they belong. I was an elegant combination of panic and speed, flinging rubbish and discarded items at the speed of a bullet train.
One trash bag and two loads of laundry later and the complete room was spotless, the carpet freshly vacuumed, and my sheets changed out with my best silky-smooth sheets. I lifted one corner to my nose and was impressed with the smell of my laundry detergent, very warm and clean. Marcy would be impressed.
I looked over, and my breath caught in my throat. Seven. It was seven o clock. Fuck! My heart pounded in my chest as I raced to the bathroom, quickly stripping out of the sweaty clothes I had been cleaning in and jumping into the shower. 
After rapidly washing myself, dressing and throwing on a spritz of cologne, I rushed out the door, hopped in my car and coaxed my car to life. The engine purring as I pulled off towards Marcy’s apartment complex without a moment to lose.




Marcy
I bit my bottom lip as I looked at myself in the mirror. I was about as hot as I could get, a light bit of makeup to help accentuate my natural features. I glanced down at the clock. It was almost time. I took one more look in the mirror. Satisfied, I nodded my head. A moment later, the doorbell to my house rang, a high pitched bell rang through the house.
“Oh shit, he’s here!” I ran out of the bathroom, hurrying down the hallway to the living room at the front of the apartment. I quickly unlocked the door and flung it open to reveal Dylan’s built frame. He was tall, and he filled out those old superhero t-shirts so well. The cloth wrapping around his swollen bulging muscles. My eyes slowly moved up the height of his body, taken in every inch of hard angles and muscular physique before resting on that cute face with the strong chin, his brown locks swept back from his face. Those piercing blue eyes were enough to almost make me melt right there in my living room.
“Hey,” I said.
“Marcy! Are you ready to head out?”
“Mmhm!” I nodded, grabbing my purse from a little end table near the door. He led the way out the door, gesturing ahead of me to his mustang sitting outside. It was a pretty car, I thought. Light blue, my favorite color. Like his eyes.
Dylan stopped beside the passenger door, pulling the handle and swinging the door open before gesturing toward the passenger seat.
“Welcome to your ride for the evening Ma’am. I’ll be your driver, Dylan. Refreshments will be served upon our arrival.”
I giggled a little at his goofiness before taking a seat.
Dylan shut the door behind me before making his way around to the driver seat and hopping in with one practiced motion. Even the way he moved was perfect, everything was with intention and smooth. He wrapped his hands around the steering wheel and turned to me. He winked. That wink sent flutters through my heart as he turned the key and took off down the road.
“So. New Experiences huh? I don’t think I’ve ever heard of this bar before,” he mentioned, carefully turning down a side street towards downtown.
“Yeah, it’s supposed to be a really cool bar with some really neat drinks. According to my friend, Stella, they do things with alcohol that you could only dream of. She couldn’t really explain it, but that it had to be experienced. Sounds crazy right?”
“Sounds like new experiences for sure,” Dylan laughed. “Well, I’m looking forward to it. You had me at alcohol.”
Fifteen minutes later we pulled into a parallel parking spot next to the bar. It was a small building decked out with all kinds of colorful atmospheric lights, casting odd and magical shadows across the exterior of the building. A giant sign with the words “New Experiences” wrapped around the outside of the building. I could see the mass of people inside, gyrating and moving to some unheard music. A very well-built man sat outside the door, patiently leaning against the side of the building.
“You ready?” Dylan asked, opening his door.
“Yes!” I nodded, opening my door and swinging my legs out of his mustang.
As we approached the bouncer he looked up at us and grinned.
“Well hello friends. Looking for a new experience?” He asked.
“Yeah, you could say that,” Dylan said, pulling out his ID.
I giggled with excitement as I dug through my purse, pulling out my license and presenting it to the bouncer. He took a few minutes to look at them thoroughly, glancing at our faces and the images. 
“Yep, that’s you. Go on in and have a blessed time,” he gestured to the door.
“Thanks,” I said to the bouncer as Dylan pulled the door open for me. 
The heavy beats of the music began spilling out into the street, the music hypnotic, my hips swinging along to the sound as I walked past Dylan into the bar. There was plenty of tables and seats off to the side, as well as a massive bar area comprised of some beautiful mahogany. The center of the room had been cleared to allow enough space for a large dance floor, a gyrating mass of men and women who looked like they were having one of the best nights of their lives. 
Dylan grabbed my hand, his fingers wrapping around my mine as he pulled me through the crowd toward the bar. We made our way through that mass of swinging and gyrating bodies before coming to the row of seats in front of the bar. Behind the bar an older African-American man stood, intently scrubbing at the flawless mahogany with a white rag.
“Hello!” I chirped up as I took a seat.
The bartender looked up, eyes meeting mine as he finished with the rag and tossed it to one side.
“You two having a good night?” He asked, his voice a slow luxurious rumble. 
“Yes sir, having a good one indeed.” Dylan glanced down at me. My heart fluttered as I turned back toward the bartender.
“Yeah, this place is awesome! I heard that you had some very interesting drinks here. We’re looking to have a really good time,” I said.
“Hey, get me one of whatever you get. I’m going to try and find the restroom in this place.” Dylan turned and weaved his way through the mass of bodies, quickly getting lost in the madness.
“You’re looking to have a good time huh?” The bartender leaned over the counter, resting his elbows lightly on the dark mahogany wood, locking eyes with me. His eyes were deep and mystical, as if they had seen everything and unlocked deep secrets of the universe. “How good are we talking? Do you want to try something new and exciting?” He absentmindedly drummed his fingers against the top of the bar, never breaking eye contact with me. Fingertips of electricity shot down my spine, an odd energy was heavy in the air. I couldn’t break eye contact with him, I just couldn’t bring myself to look away as I pondered his question.
“Yes, whatever your most unique and exciting drink is, I want two,” I whispered back, as if instinctively trying not to disturb that energy that surrounded me and the bartender. 
“I think I have just the thing. But be careful, it takes a little while to settle in, but once it does, it hits hard. It doesn’t last very long though,” He leaned closer. “You sure you still want it?”
“Yes! That sounds perfect,” I said.
The bartender shrugged and turned away from me for a moment. His hands blurred, quickly moving in practiced motions to set out two shot glasses and mixing an ungodly number of different liquids into two shots. Just as quickly as he begun, he was done, spinning around on his heels and slamming the drinks down in front of me. 
A bright purple liquid swirled around inside the shot glasses, reflecting the lights over the bar in some groovy and almost outlandish ways. I had never seen a shot like this before, and I was excited to try it.
Moments later, I felt something on my back. I turned and Dylan was there, his hand resting gently in between my shoulder blades. His tall frame made me feel safe. Secure.
“Ready to drink?” I asked.
“Hell yeah I’m ready to drink,” he said, grabbing his shot glass and raising it towards mine. Clink! 
The purple liquid sloshed around dangerously within the glass as I raised it to my lips and with one fell swoop swallowed the liquid. There was a strong sharp taste of alcohol yet mixed in below the surface was something sickly sweet and strange.
“Definitely uh, different,” Dylan said.
As we placed our shot glasses back on the bar, Dylan pulled some cash out of his wallet and threw it on the counter. He turned to me, a smile pulling up the corners of his mouth.
“You want to dance?” he nodded toward the mass of gyrating bodies.
“Uh yeah!” He pulled me off into the crowd of people, and all of a sudden there I was in the midst of all this music and energy, and everything seemed to fade away as I held onto Dylan and we lost ourselves to the music.




Dylan
After knocking back that strange purple liquid, I felt shivers down my spine. An almost unnatural heat flooded through my body, rushing through me. It was invigorating! Whatever this drink was, I liked it.
I felt energetic and I had to burn off some of this steam somehow. I looked towards Marcy, she looked beautiful up under these lights.
“You want to dance?” I asked, nodding towards all the dancers out on the floor.
“Uh, yeah!” She responded as I grabbed her hand in mine and pulled her towards the dance floor. As we made our way into the plethora of dancing figures, she began to sway to the music and we began to dance, that shot giving me a bounty of energy to burn through as we moved to the music.
What seemed like seconds passed as we moved out on the dance floor. Even though realistically thirty minutes had easily passed as we danced. That heat began to ramp up more and more, getting hotter and hotter as we moved. I started to sweat.
“Hey, are you feeling okay?” Marcy asked, looking up at me, her eyebrows furrowed.
“Uh Y-yeah,” I said, my stomach turning to knots as I tried to focus on the rhythmic beats of the music rather than how hot I felt.
“Are you sure, you’re looking a little uh, red?”
“I. Uh- I don’t know. I think something with that shot’s giving me an allergic reaction,” I admitted. my stomach twisted tighter and tighter as we moved.
“Listen,” she said as she got closer to me. “If you’re not feeling well we can totally leave.”
“I-” My stomach spasmed, my face flushing with the temperature like that of red-hot lava. “I think that might be a good idea.”
Marcy nodded, she quickly put herself up under my arm, supporting me through the mass of people and to the doorway. I felt weak and sick, but I could drive. I wouldn’t let myself look THAT weak in front of Marcy. 
We made our way through the doorway, her body clutched against mine, her small feminine frame pressed against my side as we stumbled down the steps to where my car was parked. She helped me into the driver’s seat.
“You sure you can drive?” she asked.
“Yeah,” I grunted. Marcy slid into the passenger seat and shut the door, quickly buckling her seatbelt before I turned the key in the ignition to coax my car to life.
We zoomed out of the parking lot and back to her place. My knuckles turned white as I gripped the steering wheel, fire and ice alternating as they shot through my veins, sending convulsions through my body. Whatever was in that shot wasn’t anything to fuck around with.
After what seemed like a century, I pulled into the parking lot of her apartment complex.
“I’m so sorry, I feel terrible.” I choked out, one hand holding my stomach as my insides writhed.
“Seriously Dylan, it’s fine. Do you want to stay the night?  I don’t feel comfortable with you driving like this,” Marcy brushed her hair out of her face. 
I hesitated, not wanting to impose before another surge of pain shot through my chest.
“Yeah I think that’d be best,” I said.
“Come on.” She helped me out of the driver door and up the steps to her apartment complex. She dug around in her purse for a few moments before pulling out her keys and quickly unlocking the door.
I leaned on her as she helped me through her front door into the living room area of her apartment, gently helping me down onto her couch. I tried to mutter some form of thanks, but I didn’t have the energy to even do that. Moments later I felt her lay a blanket on me, but all I could do was grunt in appreciation. Then suddenly there was nothing but blackness.




Marcy
I wrapped a blanket around Dylan’s strong frame. He looked awful. His skin was pale, and his forehead was covered in sweat. He made some sort of noise as I finished wrapping the blanket around him, but I couldn’t tell what it was he was trying to say.
I don’t know what that shot had in it, but it was affecting him a lot more than it did me. I didn’t really feel anything at this point. Maybe a little tipsy right after I had downed it. 
I felt bad, I wasn’t sure if it was the alcohol or something else was in the shot that made him as sick as he was. Maybe I should’ve picked something else as our first drink. New experiences? Not so fun so far.
I started down the hallway, and only made about halfway before the symptoms started to kick in. A wave of fire and ice crashed over my body, alternating needles of pain and relief shot down through my nerves. My stomach began to twist and convulse, my chest feeling tight and my breath coming short. I stumbled, clutching the wall to keep my balance.
Something was wrong. Very wrong. I stumbled through the door to my bedroom, and practically launched myself onto my bed with the remaining energy that I had. I tried to reach for my cell phone in my pocket. Had to call somebody. Anybody. My fingers brushed up on my phone, but I was unable to fully grab the device with any pressure. All my strength was gone.
My vision started to blur, the borders of my sight turning dark and fuzzy as sleep, unbidden, came crashing over me.
Darkness.
Next thing I knew, I was floating in inky black space, suspended in the air as if by some magical and mystical will. This was a dream, but it felt thicker than a dream. More real somehow, vivid and terrifying. A voice rang out from the darkness, light and feminine.
“Do not worry child, no harm will fall to you in this space. This is merely a space and time for transformation. The effects are not permanent, only temporary. A new experience is what you asked, and that is what you shall receive.”
I tried to open my mouth to respond, but nothing came out.
“The pain and discomfort you have experienced so far is due to you trying to hold on to the past, to what has always been rather than what you can be. Do not try to talk, do not try to hold on. Just let go.”
I took a deep breath and like the feminine voice said, I let myself go.




Dylan
I forcibly blinked, trying to clear out the odd feeling that lay heavy on my chest. I felt like I had clawed out of some sort of extremely deep sleep. I had to fight the urge to fall back asleep, the siren call of the bed I was in as I pushed myself up to a sitting position. The heavy weighted purple blanket draping heavily across my chest. Odd. I didn’t remember Marcy laying me down in her bed, I had thought she’d sat me down on the couch.
I yawned, my eyes squeezing shut as I stretched my arms out. I felt much better than the night before. I didn’t know what was in that shot, but whatever it had in it was strong and gave me nothing but a horrible time. I opened my eyes.
I almost screamed. Something was very wrong. 
“What the fuck,” I choked out, my voice sounding higher pitched than normal. My body was… different. I had changed from solid strong muscle to delicate smooth skin. My chest was um… big. I had tits. They were smooth and firm, filling out the front of my tight white shirt.
I pulled the shirt forward, revealing the perky breasts, perfectly pink nipples. I ran one hand over my sensitive nipples, the motion causing a wave of energy to surge through my body. 
“This can’t be real.” I muttered, running my hands down my curves, wrapping around my perfect beach-ball ass. Then I noticed something. In between my hips, something was missing. I reached down and gently ran my hands in between the frilly pink fabric that clung to my hips right underneath my flat toned stomach. My fingers tentatively moved downward and met with a tight pink shaven slit. Where my throbbing manhood had once resided, now was a picture-perfect pussy. I wasn’t sure if this was a nightmare or a dream come true.
I leapt out of the bed, clambering to make my way to the bathroom. I slid to a stop in front of the mirror, my mouth agape at the sight.
I was in Marcy’s body. I was her. From the gorgeous hair, to the perfect perky tits, to the juicy thick ass. I was her. I was able to appreciate her figure even more in these simple clothes, the tight white shirt and frilly pink panties did nothing but accentuate her beauty. A tall figure with curves in all the right places. My legs and arms were toned, my titties straining against the fabric just begging to be let free. My face had changed from the hard angles that I was so used to, into the smooth oval shape of Marcy’s. My eyes were bright green and piercing, which looked perfect with my feminine red lips. I was a sexy woman. 
How’d this happen? Could it have been- the shot? My mind raced as I reached down between the frilly fabric and my smooth bare skin. Gently, I ran my fingers down the sides of my new plump lips. The soft touch of skin on skin sending spasms of pleasure deep within me. I languorously ran my fingers up and down that sensitive bundle of nerves near the top of my pussy, each motion awakening a need deep within me, stoking the fire that was blossoming. 
My hand lingered there, gently touching and teasing, my breaths coming short and fast as I experimented with the need that pulsed through my body. I inched downward over my clit, my palm barely brushing my clit, sending another surge of need through my body as I went lower. My fingers lingered near my entrance, hungry and excited before I slipped a finger inside me. My nipples were growing erect as the thought of fingering myself went from fantasy to reality. There was a slight pressure before I could feel myself give way and I slipped a digit inside.
“Oh fuck yeah,” I moaned, my ridges gripped and slipped around my finger as I plunged farther inside of myself, each pump giving way to waves upon waves of pleasure.
I slammed one foot down on the edge of the bathtub, my hips instinctively moving as I slipped another finger inside, stretching my tight pussy even wider. I gyrated steadily, pumping those two fingers in and out of my wet pussy. As I pumped back and forth, one of my hands wandered upward, pulling and teasing at my nipples, now at full attention with need and hunger. Humping my fingers faster and faster, I felt a pressure within me build and build, my need growing stronger with each motion. I moaned out, hungrily slamming my fingers deeper and deeper within me.
I reached down with my other hand, furiously rubbing at my clit, circling around and around my swollen clit, stroking it and awakening new feelings of pleasure.  My toes curled into the bathmat with ecstasy as I reached my breaking point. Oh god this felt amazing. My muscles began to tense and shiver as that pressure morphed and grew, multiplying tenfold. My back arched in ecstasy, eyes rolling back in my head, hips bucking wildly into my fingers, slick from my wet lips. Moments later that pressure released, my ridges contracting tight around my fingers as my legs gave way and I fell down to the ground, chest heaving as I lay on the ground, a pool of warm contentment spreading through my body.
I leaned back against the ground, grinning at the sight of my tits rising and falling with my breath. Those perfect perky nipples. Damn, this was what it was like to be a woman?
“What. The. Fuck?” My body stood in the doorway, hands on its hips.
“Marcy?”




Marcy
I woke with a start, my body drenched in sweat. That shot was something else. Truly an experience that I wouldn’t wish upon anyone else. I blearily rubbed at my eyes. I shifted to a sitting position, leaning forward with the weight of exhaustion as I looked around the room.
This was odd. I didn’t remember going to sleep in the living room. I looked around at my minimalist setup. There was an end table against one wall, with what I considered to be a decent TV, though my friends had said that it wasn’t good enough for viewing. I was proud of those curtains that covered the windows, they were purple, fuzzy and adorable. I was also proud of the blanket that I had given to- Wait. Dylan. He was here! I threw the blanket off me and froze. my body was… Different. My body was wrong. Where there had been smooth supple skin had been replaced with swollen muscles. Soft curved lines with hard angles and solid symmetry. This couldn’t be real. I ran my hands down my firm chest. What used to be soft supple tits had been transformed into hard muscle.  I took another pass over my body, testing and searching for anything familiar, but there was nothing, nothing familiar about this at all. 
I panicked, reaching up to feel my clean shaven but solid angular face. My chin was strong as hell. I frantically patted down the front of my body and my pants before hitting something long and swollen. It was in between my legs. I yanked on the belt of my jeans, quickly undoing them as I pulled them down to unveil boxers.
“This is not my underwear, what the fuck happened last ni-” I stopped. Time froze. Something was straining against my boxers, some sort of oblong shape. A dildo? I shoved the boxers down my legs to reveal that my sweet tiny slit was gone and replaced with a swollen manhood. I was a man. I had been turned into a man. 
My heartbeat was loud and pronounced. I jumped to my feet. This couldn’t be happening. Was it that shot from last night? Did that do this to me. Where’s Dylan? I sucked in breath after breath, trying to get enough oxygen, but it was like I couldn’t breathe in enough air. I stumbled down the hallway to my bathroom. I staggered into the room and froze. Everything seemed to slow down as my mind tried to process the scene in front of me. My body was on the ground, frilly pink panties pulled down to what used to be my ankles, pussy dripping, tits out. In the mirror I could see my new body. Or rather, Dylan’s old body. 
“What. The. Fuck?” I asked, just now noticing how deep my voice sounded. “Who the fuck are you? Dylan is that? Did you?”
“Uh, Marcy. I um,” he threw his hands over his soaking wet pussy, his voice high-pitched and apologetic. I felt a flurry of emotions rush through my body, but one above all stood out, and that was arousal. The bulge in my pants grew and swelled, responding to the sight of Dylan’s sweaty bare tits and gorgeous pink pussy. 
“No no no. You got to have fun with my body. That means I get to have fun with yours,” I snapped, throwing the jeans to the ground to reveal my growing erection.
“Marcy, listen I don’t know if-”
“Stop,” I said, my dick growing even harder. It was nice to be the dominant one for once. “Suck my cock.” I commanded, pointing down at my throbbing manhood.
Dylan looked at me for a moment, glancing between my face and my cock before crawling over to me. He wrapped his hand around my shaft. The mere touch of his soft cool skin against my warm manhood sent shards of pleasure through my body. 
Slowly and gingerly he began to move his hands up and down my shaft, each pump of his soft feminine hands causing me to grow a little bigger and harder. I moaned, my head tilting backward as he gently tugged and pulled. His soft oval face inched closer to my cock in curiosity, the corners of his smile turning up with a smirk as he leaned down closer, gently pulling my manhood into his mouth. The soft edges of his lips kissed the swollen head of my cock. He gently sucked me, sending shivers of pleasure deep within me.
“Mmmm, yes!” I moaned. He began to move more vigorously, going farther down my cock. his tongue wandering and tasting up and down my shaft. His head moved rhythmically as he licked the head, gently swirling his tongue around my manhood before going back down for more. With each bob of his head those plump feminine lips moved even further down my manhood. 
Dylan moaned as he moved up and down my cock, his eyes closing as he appeared to enjoy every inch of me before finally taking all of me inside of his mouth. I gasped. I didn’t know how sensitive men’s cocks were. He swallowed me whole, pressing his mouth all the way down the length of my cock. The softness of the inside of his mouth and throat gently rubbing every inch of my cock. The pressure inside of me was building and building as he slurped my manhood with those full sexy lips. He opened his eyes, staring up into mine as he diligently worked away. That pressure quickly rose. I bit down on my bottom lip, my toes curling, back arching, my whole body tensing in pleasure, as I felt that buildup inside peak and then break.
“I-I’m… oh god!” I screamed, the pressure breaking, pleasure spreading throughout my body as I came. Strings of cum squirting out into Dylan’s mouth as he kept sucking my now extremely sensitive cock, which sent more waves of pleasure through my body.
I looked down incredulous as he pulled my manhood out of his mouth and swallowed.
“You gulped down ALL of that?”
“Yeah, impressed?” He grinned, a beautiful proud grin.
“Yeah I am. Maybe I should give you a little reward,” I said, winking at him before pushing him down to the ground. I wrapped my hands around his plump juicy breasts. I gently circled his nipples with my thumbs before leaning down and gently sucking on his tits, taking his erect nipples in my mouth.
I looked up at him, he was subconsciously biting his bottom lip, leaning back, obviously lost in the waves of pleasure.
This really is a new experience. But it’s fun.




Dylan
I looked at her, standing tall and straight in my body.
“Suck my cock.” She commanded, pointing down at her bulging manhood. At first there was a flash of disgust, but that was quickly replaced with a burning curiosity. Her commanding dominant tone sent shivers down my spine and turned me on. There was something about not having to make the decisions that was so freeing. I crawled over to her and wrapped my hands around her cock. Hesitating for a moment before making up my mind.
I ran my hands up and down her shaft, coaxing and teasing her highly responsive shaft. She twitched with every motion as if unused to this feeling of pleasure. I leaned down, wrapping my lips around the head of her cock, gently sucking as I pulled the head of her dick into my mouth. I thought the taste would be something I wouldn’t like, but somehow it was soothing. I liked it. I started bobbing up and down, sucking farther and farther down her shaft. 
“Mmmm, yes!” She moaned as I pulled more and more of her into my mouth, languorously running my tongue up and down her throbbing meat. I licked the head of her cock in circles with my tongue before running back down her shaft for more. This feeling, it was so soothing and so exhilarating, feeling Marcy respond with every lick and every taste. I closed my eyes as I got more and more turned on. I had to have all of it in my mouth. I swallowed her, taking every inch of her dick within my mouth, and enjoying every second. I could feel her body respond as I bobbed up and down on her. Her every muscle tightening. I could tell that she was about to lose control.
“I-I’m… Oh god!” She moaned as she came. Ropes of cum filled my mouth, sweet to the taste as I gulped down every last drop. I slurped every inch of her cock as I pulled her out of my mouth, making sure not to miss any of her delicious seed. 
She looked down at me her mouth agape. “You gulped down ALL of that?”
“Yeah, impressed?” I felt proud as I grinned back
“Yeah I am. Maybe I should give you a little reward,” She winked at me. Next thing I know she had pushed me to the ground by my shoulders and took my tits in her hands. Her large practiced fingers rubbing across my nipples, adding fuel to the burning desire that had been growing ever since I took her dick in my mouth. 
She leaned down, gently clamping down on my right tit, her tongue gently circling around my nipple. Each flick of her tongue sent shards of pleasure through my body. This felt great, these things were sensitive! She sucked slightly, creating an intense pressure. 
“Fuck, yes!” I moaned.
“Oh, you like that?” She asked, rubbing absentmindedly at my other nipple. She craned her neck closer to me, lapping at my nipple, tantalizingly close, licking at the plump softness.  Her other hand began to venture downward, slowly exploring down my midsection, venturing farther and farther south as her fingers crawled downward. Each brush of her fingertips awoke a wave of apprehension within me. I shivered. I needed her inside of me suddenly. I needed it now, and with each touch that need grew even stronger.
She bit me lightly, wrapping her teeth gently around my shoulder before moving back to my tits, her left hand now reaching past my belly button toward my sopping wet pussy. I couldn’t wait.
“Please,” I moaned out.
“What was that?” She grinned mischievously. 
“Please, f-fuck me,” I said, feeling my cheeks grow warm and flushed, I wasn’t sure whether it was from the embarrassment or from the arousal. Her hands finally got closer to my slit, my plump lips anxiously awaiting her touch as she crept lower, gently and slowly rubbing in a circle around my sensitive clit. My back arched, head leaning back as she lapped at my nipple, fingers wandering around my clitoris in that circular motion.
Marcy leaned back, grinning as she shoved my legs apart, and pulling my hips up toward her.
“Ooh!” I squealed, my nipples somehow growing even more erect. She had the look of pure lust in her eyes as she leaned down, wrapping her hands around my legs. “Wait you’re not going to, oh. Oh I like this.” She licked at my clitoris, the texture of her wet tongue intermingling with my sensitive bundle of nerves adding onto the massive mounting pressure building within me. 
She looked up at me as she pulled my hips toward her, licking every inch of my clit, making little patterns, each one sending more shockwaves up into my body. I wrapped my hands around her head, pulling her into my hips. I wanted more. Don’t stop! She kept licking, that pressure reaching an all-consuming breaking point. I squeezed my legs tight, wrapping them around her head as my body began to shake, muscles tensing.
“Fuckkkk!” The pressure broke and I rode the wave of pleasure as it washed over me. I collapsed to the ground again, chest heaving. My legs slowly relinquished their grasp on Marcy, falling to the ground, my pussy splayed open, wet and engorged.
“That,” I said, almost out of breath, “was amazing.” 
“I’m glad you enjoyed that.” Marcy grinned, her strong body looking up at me.
I didn’t think I’d enjoy this whole body swapping thing at first, but this… this was amazing. I lay back, thinking of how good everything felt, how sensitive I was. The sex was amazing. Being dominated, I guess it was a kink I didn’t even know I had.
“Oh, don’t think we’re finished yet,” Marcy flashed a wolfish smile at me.
“I hoped we weren’t,” I admitted as Marcy crawled across the floor to me, placing one arm underneath my legs and another under my torso. She heaved me up from the ground effortlessly, my arms wrapped around her neck as she carried me from the bathroom to the bedroom, where my bed was in its purple finery.
She tossed me onto the bed with ease.  I lay splayed out on top of the covers as she looked me up and down my body, hungrily taking in the sight of my bare pussy and perky tits. Soaking it all in. She crawled onto the bed, gently but firmly pushing my legs apart once more.
“Let’s make sure you’re ready.” She said, gently slipping one finger inside of my entrance, my lips easily giving way to her prodding finger. My ridges gripped and slipped around her finger as she added another digit to my entrance, plunging deep inside me slowly but steadily. The burning desire was freshly lit, and the pressure began ramp up anew. 
Marcy plunged her fingers deep within me repeatedly, stretching my tight pussy as my walls slid over her fingers. With one long drawn-out movement she pulled her fingers out of me, hungrily licking them clean as she gave me another one of those looks. I spread my legs in anticipation. 
She leaned forward, her cock had fully recovered from earlier, throbbing and ready for round two. She pulled me toward her, gently guiding her dick toward my entrance. She pressed against me. There was a slight bit of pressure before I could feel my velvety lips open and her cock slid inside of me, each inch of her cock sending my sensitive pussy wild. All of a sudden, she was inside of me. All of her. Filling me up. She bucked her hips into me, slowly at first as she pulled my legs into her at the same time, ramping up speed. She thrust deeper and deeper, plunging within me with her manhood.
I bit my bottom lip in vain, trying to keep the squeal of pleasure from escaping to no avail. her hands wandered as she fucked me, squeezing my tits, grabbing my ass, touching, teasing. My toes curled, my hands clutching the purple fuzzy sheets as she thrust inside of me. Her strokes were now at a constant rhythm. Each motion of her hips shot electricity through my body, her rod plunging in and out of me, filling every part of me up and stretching my tight pussy wide. 
I moaned, muscles clenching as that pressure was reaching the peak faster than ever before. I was getting closer and closer. I reached down, rubbing furiously at my clit as she thrust away.
She pounded my pussy, wrapping her hands around my hips, firmly pulling me onto her cock. She got even bigger somehow inside of me and I could tell she was getting close, my lips gripping tight around her, trying to keep her inside as I could tell she was getting more and more excited.
Somehow the thought of her planting her seed inside of me making me even more horny.
She shuddered, her muscles contracting as her cock jerked inside of me. I squirmed in pleasure as hot ropes of cum filled me up. My back arched as that pressure finally broke again. I rode that wave of toe-curling eye-rolling pleasure as the warmth of her seed spread through me.
I fell to the ground, my skin shining slightly from the sweat. I was exhausted. Marcy collapsed beside me, pulling me close to her. It was very comforting. I let out a breath of contentment as I wriggled into her. She wrapped her arms around me, and all of a sudden, my eyelids grew very heavy.




Marcy
I woke up, Dylan’s arms wrapped around me. I reached up, wiping my eyes as I yawned and stretched. My arms. They were feminine again. I grabbed at my chest, relieved and kind of disappointing to find my perky breasts. We had switched back. The bartender was right, it didn’t last very long.
“You awake huh?” Dylan pulled me closer to him.
“Yeah,” I said, snuggling into his chest.
“I had a lot of fun. I mean a lot of fun,” Dylan said.
“Yeah? Me too.”
“You know,” Dylan rubbed my shoulder. “I think we should go out for a drink again sometime. You were right about New Experiences. That place was awesome.” 
“How’s this weekend sound? I can teach you all about my most sensitive spots,” I teased, craning my neck to kiss him on the lips.
“There are spots that are more sensitive?” Dylan asked.
“You don’t even know the half of it,” I giggled. The night had gone even better than I had hoped, and I was looking forward to many more nights like this one.




Switched by the Ritual: Gender Swap

by Maureen Bellgard




“Do you think this will work?” asked Kathleen as she watched Luke carefully.
“Of course it will work,” said Luke with a chuckle as he finished drawing the symbol on the floor of Kathleen’s bathroom with lipstick, replicating the image on the page in an old spell book. “I mean, I don’t know. I hope it will work.”
“I don’t know, the old lady that sold us that thing seemed pretty batty,” said Kathleen.
“Anything to improve our sex life without resorting to overpriced therapy or medications is worth trying in my book,” said Luke. “Okay, now take your socks off with me and stand in the inner circle.”
“Oh? Uhm, okay,” said Kathleen curiously as she stood up with Luke and pulled off her pair of fuzzy nighttime socks. The two were dressed in their nighttime attire, baggy shirts and sweatpants, looking like a couple that had lost the spice in their relationship. They stood barefoot together inside the ring of lipstick as Luke took her hands in his. Kathleen breathed out. “This is starting freak me out a little.”
“We’re supposed to form a bond within the circle, according to the book,” said Luke. “It said to form a bond with your loved one and the spell will invigorate us with new sexual energy.”
Kathleen looked at him curiously then at themselves in the mirror. The room was dark aside from a few non-scented candles Luke had lit to illuminate the tiny room. They both looked like a mess after a long stressful day’s work, having come home from their trip to the downtown flea market where Luke was convinced into trying out some ancient pagan magics of sexual wellness after an old woman told them they needed to reignite the spark in their love life. “Luke, I don’t know if this is-”
“Quick, take your shirt off,” said Luke as he pulled away and threw off his baggy shirt. “Maybe we need to be closer together? Skin contact?”
Kathleen sighed and nodded. She wanted her spark to be there with her husband again, as their time together had gotten more than stressful. Between balancing both of their careers and failed attempts at having a child, something just wasn’t there anymore. She reluctantly obliged to this silly thing so that Luke didn’t think she had given up hope for them entirely. She reached her arms up as she pulled off her baggy shirt, revealing her beautiful small frame hidden underneath that clothing. She was braless and the nippy air of the bathroom immediately made her nipples stand on end. She crossed her arms and rubbed them as Luke slowly brought her into his arms. The corners of her lips tugged upwards in a slim smile from the gentle touch. “Well, this is kind of nice,” said Kathleen in a quiet whisper.
“Shh, let the moment sink in,” said Luke as he ran his fingers through her long curly blonde hair, cascading in waves down her bare back. He breathed out heavily as Kathleen could feel his erection starting to form through his pants. She slowly moved her arms away from her breasts and wrapped them around her husband. Her bare breasts press against his chest, the skin soft and smooth. “Mm, yes, I like that now.”
“Do you think it’s working?” asked Kathleen as she tightened her hug around Luke’s waist. She stood just a few inches shorter than him, making the dynamic of their height seem like Luke was the dominant one, though Kathleen always felt like she was the braver person when it came to taking new initiatives. She was proud of Luke for trying this, because it let her know he still cared. She let her hands wander slowly under his pants and partially pull them down. Luke breathed out. “You think we could…?” Kathleen asked, tentatively.
Luke nodded and breathed out. “Yeah, I think we could,” he said with a hopeful smile.
It wasn’t that he wasn’t attracted to his beautiful wife. She was younger than he was, only 22, fresh out of college and working hard as a nurse. It was that Luke was only 25 and somehow the magic was lost. He watched Kathleen slowly move down on him, her breasts sliding along his flat, decently toned body. Kathleen got to her knees as she pulled down the pants and revealed Luke’s partial erection. She gasped in delight as it had been a while since she’d seen it like that. She took his cock into her hand and slowly stroked it. She smiled up at him before closing her eyes and going in for a taste. Luke breathed out as he did love the feeling of Kathleen’s mouth on his cock. What made him even more excited was that he thought the ritual may have worked.
Kathleen graciously sucked Luke for nearly a minute as he rubbed her hair lovingly. He then reached down and pulled her up to a standing position. Kathleen smiled at him curiously as Luke turned her around. He gazed down at his wife’s beautiful bare back all the way to the curvature of her perfect ass. He pulled down her pants and panties to reveal her asshole and plump, ready pussy lips. He breathed out and pushed his face into her and licked her holes and taint. Kathleen was immediately surprised and popped up a little in exasperated pleasure. Luke dipped his tongue inside of her and slowly moved up her taint and rimmed it around her asshole. Kathleen quivered in excitement as she readied herself. “You don’t have to do all that Luke, I just want you to fuck me,” she said in a happy loud whisper.
Luke nodded as he stood and rubbed his cock. Immediately he let out a frustrated sigh. Kathleen turned and noticed her husband frantically trying to keep on with his erection. “No no no, god damnit,” he growled as he tried to jerk his cock to get more blood flow.
Kathleen breathed out and sighs as she stood and pulled her pants back up. “Luke, Luke,” she said, getting louder to snap his attention to her. “It’s okay dear. You tried.” She smiled at him as Luke sighed and pulled his pants back up.
Kathleen flipped the switch of the light on and looked at the floor. “I’ll clean all of that in the morning,” Luke said as he sighed in his frustration.
Kathleen nodded and smiled as she grabbed her shirt and threw it back on. She walked out of the bathroom over to the bed and plopped down. Luke watched he and knew how disappointed she was from being so riled up only for him to not be able to perform. He looked at the spell book and scoffed. He felt so stupid to think such a thing would work. He pushed it off the counter into the trash next to the toilet as he blew out the candles.
Luke sluggishly walked his way to the bed in disappointment as he laid down next to Kathleen. “Good night, Luke,” she said to him as she curled up inside
“Good night Kathleen,” he said with a disgruntled sigh. He wanted to offer to do more to please her but he knew she would just shoot the idea down. Kathleen was never one to derive pleasure from Luke without pleasing him in return. Slowly but surely, both of them managed to fall asleep on opposite sides of the bed.




It was early the next morning that Luke woke from a restless night of sleeping. He grumbled and groaned as he rubbed his eyes and sat up. It was the weekend and neither he nor Kathleen had to worry about work. With a heavy sigh, Luke stood up and stumbled his way to the bathroom. Immediately he noticed something was off as he walked straight there from Kathleen’s side of the bed. He turned back and rubbed his head in confusion. His hair felt very tangled and nappy as he rubbed his fingers through it. He noticed the lump of Kathleen sleeping on his side of the bed completely under the covers and shrugged, wondering if maybe neither of them lied in their usual spot due to last night’s frustration. He made his way into the bathroom and opened the door to behold the mess he made with Kathleen’s makeup on the floor. He sighed and shook his head at how stupid he thought he was for what he did. As he turned and looked in the mirror though, the moment hit him.
Staring back at him was his beautiful wife, gasping just as he did in an attempt not to be too loud. Luke realized he was looking at a reflection of himself as he leaned in to get a better look. As the thought of what happened came to fruition, Luke stood up and looked down at himself. He pulled back Kathleen’s shirt to see her perky breasts were now his. He gasped as he then pulled out her baggy pants to see the cute sheer pink panties she likes to wear when trying to be sexy for him. Luke found himself at a loss for words, as it was at that moment he immediately started to feel the blue balls he had given Kathleen from the night before. The overwhelming sensation of pure need was surprisingly potent to him, more so than he would have expected.
Not wanting to wake Kathleen and scare her with what he believes to be his body, Luke decided to help her out the best way he could. He closed the door and started up the shower. After taking time to clean up the makeup symbol on the floor, Luke stripped to the nude. He paused to stare at his wife’s body in full in the mirror. He was taken aback at how poorly he had treated such a beautiful figure, and how lucky he was to have a wife so beautiful. Kathleen had relatively small but perky breasts with beautifully round and dark nipples. Her stomach was flat and her hip bones were clearly defined. She was an all-natural blonde, and though she shaved her pussy often, her little blonde hairs were something of a favorite for Luke to see. He rubbed his fingers through them as they caressed over her clitoris. Luke felt the immediate shock of pleasure such a sensation brought to him. He smirked as he stepped into the hot shower and let the room steam up.
Luke enjoyed watching the shower water run down his bare chest. He slowly rubbed his hands over his now erect nipples and quivered from the touch. He was blown away by how sensitive she was, as it was something he never felt before. He proceeded to rub and pinch at those perfect nipples and gasp as he started breathing heavier and heavier. He wondered now if she masturbated often because he couldn’t please her. The sensations slowly overcame him as Luke guided his now slender and feminine fingers down between his legs and he started rubbing his clit. He moaned, completely in the throes of pleasure. He rubbed her fingers down past the clit and to his pussy. He noted how wet he was down there, and it wasn’t from the shower. He pushed his fingers up inside his body as he took in the glorious sensation. In an attempt to pump his pussy he placed his foot up on the side of the tub, guiding his fingers deep inside.
Luke couldn’t help but go all out, as he rubbed his fingers against his tender asshole as well. Luke had never let his wife try anal on him before, but he knew she was a fan of it from time to time. He wet those slim delicate fingers with pussy juice a few more times before plunging deep within his asshole. Luke gasped at the overload of sensations as he fingered his cunt and asshole at the same time. He was at a loss for words for how beautifully the sensations meshed together to create such ecstatic harmony. He began to finger more vigorously as he felt his whole body shaking and tightening as the wave of pleasure grew. He loved the feeling. He understood what his wife felt now and how much she yearned to feel like this more often. His toes clinched as Luke could feel the orgasm coming swiftly. His back arched as the orgasm swept over him.
Luke’s newfound pussy throbbed as his muscles tightened and he fell backwards in the shower. The thud was loud as Luke could barely feel the pain through the overloading release of a long pent up orgasm. He arched back and continued to furiously rub his clitoris as a second wave of orgasmic pressure overtook him. Luke couldn’t help squealing in as he came hard on the floor of the tub, the water washing over him like a hot sprinkling waterfall. He gasped for air as he slowly lifted his newfound feminine frame up off the tub. The sound of movement outside the bathroom came rather fiercely as the door slammed open. “Who’s in here with you Luke!?” yelled Kathleen in Luke’s voice followed by an immediate gasp of shock and horror as she realized she sounded like him.
Luke pulled the curtains of the shower back to look at Kathleen as she stood tall in his body. “It’s just me sweetheart,” he said in her voice. “I was uh, pleasuring you, since I couldn’t last night.”
Kathleen’s eyes widened as she realized her husband was in her body as she turned to the mirror and saw she was in his body. “Oh my god,” she gasped. “Oh… oh my god?” She began to feel her chest and crotch in surprise as it was clear she was beginning to change her mind on the situation. “Is this real? Is this real right now?”
“It definitely felt real,” said Luke as he pulled back his long wet hair. “Come get in the shower. We can uh, continue to talk about it.”
“You’re living for this right now” said Kathleen as she watched herself in the mirror slowly undressing Luke’s body. “Is this… the spell? Is this permanent?”
“Hell if I know,” said Luke as he stood there naked with the water running over his body. “But uh, I can say I’m kind of hot to look at.”
“Yeah, you are,” said Kathleen as she dropped her pants to reveal his manhood was erect with excitement. “You have always been so hot to me.”
Luke bit his lip and turned his head to take in his body. He thought he might have been a narcissist by how turned on he was at the thought of playing with himself as Kathleen. “C’mere,” he said with a smirk. “Let me have a good look at myself.” Kathleen smirked as she walked over to her husband staring at her hungrily. She found herself surprisingly turned on at seeing her own form naked and wet. Luke grabbed Kathleen by the fullness of her fully erect cock as she stepped into the shower and closed the curtains. “Maybe this was what we needed, a real shake up in the experience,” said Luke.
“Maybe you’re a little bit gay?” laughed Kathleen as she noticed how into stroking his own cock Luke was.
“Maybe,” said Luke with a smirk as he slowly got down on his knees in the shower and let the water run over them. Kathleen breathed out in curious anticipation at what having a dick would feel like. Luke breathed out in curious anticipation of what a dick would taste like. “We’ll have to just see, won’t we?”
With that, Luke slowly took in the fullness of her cock in his mouth. He was surprised at the girth and length that Kathleen had to work with. He rather enjoyed the taste and texture mixed with the droplets of shower water. He started moving his tongue across the bottom ridge of the shaft, moaning some from the overall stimulated pleasure that was just the thought of sucking his own cock. Kathleen watched as she could feel the pleasuring sensation of his tongue softly caressing the fullness of her girth in his mouth. The over complicated thoughts of the experience seemed to drive her more to accepting it, wanting to fully take advantage of this experience, seeing as she was able to keep Luke’s cock fully erect with her own turn-ons and desires for intimacy.
Luke started to really find himself getting into it. He started sliding his mouth up and down her cock with glee as he looked up at her. Seeing himself look back down was strangely hot. Feeling the water of the shower roll through his long locks of hair, down his back, and over his open pussy was even hotter. Luke continued to suck with great vigor, really taking in the full length of her cock down her throat. He enjoyed the taste of precum as it seeped out with each long thrust. Curiously, Luke began to play with her balls, hearing Kathleen moan, her body tighten. Kathleen started to thrust back, really enjoying the sensations that could overwhelm a cock being sucked so graciously.
Kathleen boldly took some initiative and pulled on his hair to look her husband in the eye. “Finger me,” she demanded. “Now.” Luke breathed out as normally he would be very nervous, but now he realized how good it felt to have his ass played with, he had no right to question his wife now. He ran his hands around her ass before pushing a finger into the tight hole and slowly fingered in and out. Kathleen was gasping like she always did but, in his body, making the reaction slightly amusing. Luke smirked at seeing this as he let his tongue play on the tip of her cock and tease the hole. Kathleen was shaking with pleasure at this point as the feeling of her prostate being played with gave her an epiphany. “This is something you should have let me do to you a long time ago,” she moaned out, looking down at her husband staring up at her with her bright blue eyes.
“I should say so,” Luke said. “You stiffened even more.” He grasped the fullness of her cock and pulled out so he could run his tongue up from the balls all the way over the shaft and over the very sensitive head. “I do see why you enjoy this.”
Kathleen nodded as she felt Luke find the perfect point inside her ass as she gasped and clinched her body. Luke noticed this familiar gesture as he grabbed her cock and let the cum flow out into his mouth. He was taken aback by the taste as it was something, he didn’t think he’d enjoy. He drank it down as Kathleen moaned like she always did as stringy ropes of cum spurted into his mouth. “Oh god, oh god,” she said as she breathed out looking down at herself taking in all her semen. “God I’m jealous of you getting to taste that filling load.”
Luke breathed out and stood as he wiped the last but from her lips and smirked, pulling the showerhead off the wall to spray over his face. “Look at you talking dirty,” he said. “You never talk dirty like that to me.”
“I guess I like talking dirty, I just didn’t think it seemed right with you being such a big boy and all, but I guess I was wrong.”
“Well I admit, I like hearing it.” Luke admitted.  He embraced his wife as they held each other together lovingly for several long minutes before deciding to finish actually cleaning themselves up and getting out of the shower.
“Water bill might be a little higher this month,” Kathleen laughed.
“Yeah, I think so,” said Luke as they stepped out and looked at each other in the mirror just smiling the whole time they got ready. Kathleen ended up having to show Luke what it was she did with her hair to make it so fine and curly after getting a shower. Neither of them wanted to get dressed as nearly thirty minutes later Luke noticed Kathleen still had him standing at a full erection. “Do you really turn yourself on that much?”
“I think its just seeing you as me, and being you, it kinda really gets me,” Kathleen admitted.
“I think that might be the same way for me,” said Luke. “Still not used to sounding cute like you do.”
“Not used to sounding so gruff like you,” laughed Kathleen. Luke breathed out looking at his wife with his eyes and he leaned in kissing her passionately on the lips. Kathleen was surprised but welcoming to kiss her husband, even if it was with their bodies swapped. They walked naked but clean together over to the bed as Kathleen tossed Luke onto the mattress and chuckled. “I don’t have to ask you if you’re ready for another round,” she said with a smirk.
Luke gasped as he watched his wife get a little rough, something he never expected to be in her. Kathleen spread open Luke’s legs and looked down at how tight and beautiful her pussy really was to look at. She got down on his knees and proceeded to let Luke know what it felt like when he ate her out. Luke was beyond surprised at how much stronger the sensation was than when he let her suck his cock. The clitoris was where Kathleen spent the most time, flicking her tongue and sucking it into her lips to toy with. Luke writhed and whimpered from the pleasure he felt as Kathleen stimulated his body the way she knew it felt best.
Kathleen then pushed her fingers deep into him and spread them along the tight wet walls. She found she really enjoyed the way she tasted even more from the source than just off her own fingers. She dipped her tongue in between his plump lips and sucked out the juices as she pushed her fingers in and out with ease. Soon after getting Luke to arch her back in pleasure, Kathleen pulled a surprise on him by pushing her pinky into her asshole. Luke let out an audible groan of pleasure, realizing how much better it felt to be done during sex as opposed to simple masturbation. Kathleen thrusted her fingers and her tongue in and out of his pussy and asshole with vigorous intent as Luke felt a much stronger climax coming on.
“Oh fuck, I think I’m about to really cum hard,” said Luke.
“I know you are,” said Kathleen. Luke convulsed as his whole body convulsed and Kathleen watched as he came so hard he squirted. She took it in and sucked on the wet convulsing cunt to take it in and enjoy the moment. Luke was so taken aback that he didn’t even know what to think. He loved feeling dominated by his wife as opposed to just her passive demeanor. Being in his body seemed to have given her that sort of confidence she needed, and it woke him up to realizing how much he liked her to be like that. As well as how much he liked her having a dick. Luke laid back and breathed out as Kathleen crawled up onto the bed and lifted his slender, feminine legs. Luke watched as Kathleen took his cock and rubbed it against her soaking wet clit. He could feel the surge of even more overpowering sensations overtake him. “Are you ready dear?”
Before he could speak, Kathleen pushed her cock into his pussy and Luke’s breath was taken away. The filling sensation of her cock inside of his body was unlike anything they’ve done previously. Luke was overwhelmed as he started grinding against her cock. Kathleen held her husband by his legs and clinched her tight ass as she figured out the best position he could take to fuck him hard. She started experimenting with long, deep thrusts and harder, faster thrusts, finding the right position of tightness from his walls that felt perfect sliding against her dick.
Luke was howling loudly with pleasure as Kathleen was pinched and pulled at his nipples, letting Luke feel how wonderfully more sensitive his breasts were.  Luke couldn’t help but play with himself and rub his clit as she fucked him, just to understand every bit of the powerful feelings of ecstasy they can have together.
Kathleen continued to thrust hard as she started pushing her body weight onto his delicate frame and Luke found himself at a shortness of breath. He gasped and looked at is feet dangling helplessly over Kathleen’s broad shoulders. He liked feeling this helpless and submissive as Kathleen was practically punching his cervix with his cock. She pounded harder and harder as they both broke out in hot, steamy sweat.
Eventually, Kathleen pulled back and grabbed Luke by his waist and flipped him around with ease. Luke could barely catch a breath as Kathleen pushed his face down into the blankets and propped his ass up for her to behold. Kathleen licked her lips as she performed one of her favorites: she licked over his clit, lips, taint, then asshole in one fell swoop of the tongue. Luke’s body was weak from the constant muscle spasms as he let Kathleen move him around however she wanted. Kathleen slowly positioned herself to push in again and slid her cock deep into him once more. Luke moaned loudly with pleasure as Kathleen held tight to his small waist and used Luke’s strength to really fuck hard and relentlessly.
Luke could barely clamor away from the intensity as Kathleen fucked hard, deep, and fast. The sensations were what he had expected from a power machine designed to fuck woman, and not from his own body. He was overwhelmed with pleasure as he could feel her whole body tighten again. Kathleen breathed heavier and heavier still as the feeling of her tight pussy clinching to Luke’s cock was getting to be a lot more than she could handle as it was still so sensitive from cumming before.
Luke squealed, his voice full of pleasure as he fucked back, riding out another wave of orgasm that had him cumming all over her dick. Kathleen felt a constriction in her balls as she drew closer and closer. She squeezed his ass hard and pushed her cock all the way up inside his body as she felt the release of semen deep inside her body. Luke breathed out in ecstasy as he could feel the cum filling up inside of him. Kathleen’s legs were shaken from the exertion of activity as she gave in and fell on to the bed next to her husband. The both of them curled close together in embrace, feeling the soft smoothness of each other’s sweaty skin.
“I uh, I think we might need another shower after that,” laughed Luke as he cuddled up to her.
“Maybe after a nap,” laughed Kathleen as she sprawled out in his body.
Luke nodded and cuddled her, enjoying the feeling of warmth to be wrapped in such a big strong body. “I think I understand you better now, because of all this,” he said with a smile.
“I think I understand you and myself a bit more after this as well,” chuckled Kathleen. “You think you’d be mad that, if this never works again, I should buy a strap on?”
Luke laughed. “I think that would be a very good idea to spice things up, yes,” he said in her meek little voice. “I think it will be worth it though if we never swapped back.” His voice trailed off as he nuzzled into her.
The two of them laid there in embrace as they dozed off well into the later afternoon hours. Kathleen was the first to open her eyes as she looked around and realized she was lying nestled in Luke’s strong arms once again. Realizing she was in her own body she slowly stepped up from where he still slept and crept to the bathroom. She curiously looked around and found the book sitting atop the empty trash can. She picked it up and opened through it curiously and smiled. She looked back at herself in the mirror and rubbed over her body, checking to make sure she was really herself again before returning to the pages of the book. She found the page on the couples reversal spell that Luke had performed and immediately grabbed up what she could of candles and makeup in order to prepare the living room for another ritual and make it work quickly so they could enjoy a hot and sexy night together once more.




Switched at the Festival: Gender Switch

by Maureen Bellgard




I walked down the cramped narrow pathway between the orange tents, pennants fluttering in the wind, the screams of excited people echoing in the distance as they experienced the mighty Mega-Coaster. My hands were thrust deep into the pockets of my hoodie. I was bored, tired. Sick of everything. I had a dead-end job flipping burgers for the local burger join, didn’t pay well at all. I was still working through my college courses, but my grades suffered greatly. I kicked one of the many tin cans littered around the joint. There were calls from different vendors all around the fair, shouting their wares, but I paid them no attention as I continued on my way, head down, hood up.
The wind whistled through the fair, dragging with it more and more chatter, which became difficult to ignore. I turned a corner, and in front of stood a massive Ferris wheel that reached to the sky, rotating lazily as the sun began to set. The Ferris wheel had an eerie orange glow to it, the dim lights that had been strung across the structure diffused out onto the ground.
“Ah, what the hell.” I said, brushing my hair from my eyes. I started toward the Ferris wheel. Suddenly, I heard someone yell out my name.
“Stephen!” A voice echoed out from one of the alleyways. My best friend Jake came out of the alleyway, a beautiful girl’s arms wrapped around him. “What are you doin’?” He slurred, drunk out of his mind.
“Bout to go on the Ferris wheel. Somethin’ to do you know?”
“Sounds kind of lame bro.”
“Whatever.” I started to walk away from him, a flicker of anger roaring through me. Jake had it so easy. He had rich parents who gave him everything he had ever wanted. That’s how he got all these ladies and fancy job offers. If I was in his situation I would do so much more with my life. Instead he wastes it, and still all the women go for him.
“Why don’t you just get a girlfriend you creep?” Jake’s girl taunted me.
“Excuse me?” I said, turning around to look at the bitch. “I’m sorry that I’m not a slut like you. You have it so easy, all you have to do is flash your tits, and all of a sudden you’re a hot commodity. Just goes to show that you don’t even have to be that attractive, look at you!” I snapped back, red hot anger glowing through me. She stood shocked, hand raised to her mouth, eyebrows drawn together as she yelled at Jake to do something about it. I snorted, walking away, that deep seated anger still emanating throughout my body.
Bitch had it so easy. When you are an attractive woman like that there’s no stress. You had your pick of the litter, the whole world eating out of your hands. If I were a woman, my whole life would be different. Instead I was expected to be the man of the family. Put bread on the table. That was such bullshit.
The Ferris wheel now loomed in front of me. Lazily, the giant spokes rotated, carnival music playing from the speakers mounted every couple of spokes. The wheel’s flickering orange lights added to the general pumpkin hue of the entire fair. It towered over the rest of the attractions, reaching out to the stars above. It looked peaceful, relaxing, which was exactly what I needed. I approached the operator of the wheel, a man around my age, short hair, cleanly shaved, surprisingly well-built for someone operating the machines here at the festival. He flashed a blindingly white smile at me before holding out his hand.
“Thanks,” He said as I slapped one of the tickets I had into his hand. The man gestured me onto one of the seats of the Ferris wheel. I climbed into one of the little buckets hanging off the spokes of the Ferris wheel. The buckets had red leather seats that sat opposite of a steel bar that kept people from falling out. Of course, if one really wanted to jump off, they could find a way. I fell into the chair, the man closing the little sliding door behind me. The stars above rotated as I got higher and higher in the air, the little bucket that carried me was swaying in the wind.
As the wind whistled through the spokes of the ferris wheel, I leaned over the railing to look out across the sprawling festival.
“Man. I need a change. Whatever powers exist out there-” I paused, swallowing slightly, hands shaking as I tried to pour out all of my feelings into the inky black sky. “Please, I need something to change. Anything. This life is so boring, it’s not going my way. Make things better!” I hesitantly asked the stars. Nothing. I leaned back, a frown growing on my face. Suddenly, I saw a burning bright trail through the sky, a shooting star. I clasped my hands together and wished with all of my might for a change. Make this better, everyone else has it so easy. Especially that dumb bitch from before, all of her problems are solved because she’s a beautiful women. I wish more than anything for my life to change. Make everything less shitty. Suddenly there was nothing but blackness.




Seconds later, I came to, staring down in confusion. Wait what? I looked down to find that my fingernails had been painted a bright pink, and there on my chest were two glorious mounds of flesh, erect nipples poking through the front of my tank top.
“Where’s my hoodie?” An extremely feminine voice came out of my throat. What the hell? I reached down, trailing my fingers down to the tight yoga pants that had replaced my skinny jeans. I had a tight hot body, slim and muscular. My large tits strained against the fabric of my white tank-top, my ass had grown exponentially to resemble that of a beach ball. Where’s my dick? Oh. My hand brushed across where my dick had been, sending intense feelings of pleasure through my body. Oh my god. I thrust my fingers down between the sheer yoga pants and the pink panties that had magically appeared on me. I had a pussy! I touched the smooth skin around my velvety slit, curious. I plunged my fingers into myself, parting the lips as I thrust my fingers deeper and deeper into my entrance.
“Fuuuuck!” I moaned, pulling my fingers out of myself, licking each and every inch, the sweet tasty liquid satiating an intense need in me that was growing by the minute. I yanked down at my tank top, revealing two giant silky pink young breasts. They were smooth but supple, bouncing as my right hand plunged back down into the yoga pants to invade my velvety lips. Instinctively, my left hand began to touch and tease at my breasts, tweaking the nipples, little jolts of pleasure shocking through my body as I played with myself - it was incredible.
“This isn’t exactly what I asked for, but I’ll take it!” I moaned, my fingers thrusting deeper and deeper inside of me. I could feel my insides grip and slip around my fingers as I rocked my hand back and forth with increasing intensity. Moments later I brought my left hand down to my clitoris, sending shocks of pleasure rocking through my body. I furiously massaged my clitoris, an ocean of pleasure let loose inside of me. My toes curled, back arching against the back of my seat as I felt my mound throb with pleasure.
My hips bucked in unison with my fingers, driving the wave of pleasure growing through my body, a wave of warm wetness spreading down my hot slit.
What if someone sees me? I pulled my hand from my pussy, sitting up for a second in fear as I looked around. The Ferris wheel had a little while longer to spin, and the way the spokes were arranged, none of the other riders could see me. My pussy pounding with need, wanting nothing more than to be filled up completely. Fuck it! I rubbed my clit in slow circles, building up a wave of pleasure that grew and grew, a strange pressure that got more and more intense within me. I pulsed up and down on the seat, my body drenched with sweat, feet up on the railing as I slammed my fingers in and out of myself. All of a sudden, I felt the pressure release, all of my muscles contracted at the same time. I screamed out in pleasure, back threatening to break in half as I leaned against the seat behind me. I sucked in breath after breath, my heart felt like it was about to beat out of my chest. Fuuuck. This rocked.
At this point the Ferris wheel had come all the way around and I hadn’t even noticed, my tits still exposed, fingers thrust deep within me as I came to a stop. The man who had taken my ticket at the start of the ride looked at me, wide-eyed. Damn, he was cute. He had a strong chin and muscles that rippled and quivered under that tight blue shirt. Languorously I pulled the tank-top back over my tits and stood to walk off the ride.
I winked at the man as I walked by. I licked my lips slowly as I walked past him, tongue traversing over every inch of my lower lip. I looked him up and down, that pang of need emanating once again, building as I looked at the man.




“Do you want to fuck me?” I asked, stepping closer to him, touching his rock-hard pecs. I glanced down to see his massive member straining against the fabric of his pants, just begging to be let free. “Oh, I see you do.” I winked, pulling him closer to me. “What’s your name?” I whispered in his ear, causing his cock to grow even larger in his pants.
“M-Michael?” He said, a tone of confusion that quickly turned to confidence as he leaned down closer to me. “I-I don’t know about this.”
“Oh, come on Michael.” I purred, moving my hand lower down his body as I whispered into his ear. “Don’t tell me you didn’t see me on the wheel, I know you did.” I inched down into his pants, fingers wrapping around his rapidly growing rod.
“I did see you.” He stammered, unable to think as I slowly massaged his cock, hand running up and down the length of his extension.
“Yeah. Don’t you want to taste me? To fuck me?” I asked, now speeding up, my hand pumping up and down his cock.
“Girl, you don’t know the half of it.”
I threw back my head and laughed, pulling him down the alleyways, away from all the ruckus. I led him farther and farther away from the center of the fair, until he grabbed my hand and yanked me in an opposite direction.
“This way!” He shouted, pulling me down alleyway after alleyway, weaving our way in between the haphazardly constructed attractions and tents. It looked different from before, the night had a kind of static in the air that ran across my skin. Michael pulled me into a small tent near the outskirts of the fair, one that had been hidden from the general public, far away from the center of the attractions. Inside was a wide mattress, covered in blue and white covers. He turned toward me, spreading his arms wide.
“Casa de Michael.”
I didn’t care about the place. There was only one thing on my mind, and it was straining to be freed from his pants. I fell to my knees, pulling his pants down low to reveal his hard staff, erect and massive. God he was hung, which only made my lust intensify that much more. I kissed the tip of his cock, playfully licking its swollen head. He moaned, his eyes closing as I wrapped my fingers around the base of his cock, licking around the tip. He tasted so good; I couldn’t believe it. Inch by inch, I began to go deeper and deeper, taking as much of him into my mouth as I could, sucking as hard as I could. I moved my hands up and down his shaft, causing his dick to grow and grow. I swallowed his extra member, working farther and farther down the base as I went until I had all of his limb in my mouth. I bobbed up and down his shaft, slathering my tongue all over his cock in an attempt to taste all of him at one time. I thrust one hand down into my yoga pants, stroking my clit to shockwave after shockwave of pleasure and need.
His hand wrapped around the hair cascading down my back and pulled me backward off of his cock, a smirk on his face.
“Now it’s your turn!” Michael pushed me down to the ground, yanking the yoga pants off of me. In moments my girly pink panties went the same way, revealing my wet velvety slit. He reached down, fingers reaching between my thighs, crackling energy shooting through every nerve as he invaded me. One finger. Two fingers. Those long shapely fingers thrust deeper and deeper into me as he leaned down to pull my tank top down with his other hand. He sucked on my nipples, each flicker of his tongue sending micro-tremors throughout my body. He playfully sucked on my tits as he rocked his fingers deeper and deeper inside of me, exploring every inch of me.
With a growl, Michael pulled a glistening hand out from my entrance, fingers covered with the juice of my lust. I grabbed his fingers and sucked them clean, loving the taste of my own liquid.
“I want a taste.” He pushed my legs apart, pulling my lips apart with his fingers to reveal my pink entry hole. He leaned down, slurping at my slit, tongue taking place of the fingers from before. I grabbed a handful of hair in each hand, back arching against the floor as I pushed him down further into me, as if trying to drown him in my pussy.
“Yes! Yes!” I moaned, squirming with pleasure, as his tongue came up to circle my clit a couple times before venturing back inside of me. All of a sudden I felt a pressure at my back entrance as he slipped a finger inside of me in a mixture of pleasure and pain that sent my body shuddering with ecstasy. My hips now began to buck into him as I pulled him even deeper inside of me.
“Fuck me!” I shouted. He stopped for a second, looking up to wink at me. He spread my legs even wider, and guided his rod into my entrance. Each thrust inside of me was met with shocks of pleasure as my insides gripped and slipped around his massive staff. His strokes grew faster and faster as he delved deeper and deeper inside of me. The muscles inside my slit grasped his hot meat, begging him not to pull out. His hands wrapped around my legs, pulling me into him, his penis filling me entirely. “I am all yours, do whatever you want to me!” I moaned. Michael pumped even harder, wanting nothing more to plunge his cock even deeper inside me. All of a sudden, Michael flipped me over onto my stomach, face against the floor and ass up in the air. He slipped back inside of me with ease, pushing more and more. He grunted as he continued to pound my pussy, his cock somehow becoming more engorged inside of me. A wave of burning desire washed over me, as I imagined him cumming inside of me. For a second Michael hesitated, starting to pull out of me, the small muscles in my slit tightening, begging him not to go.
“No! Cum inside of me!” I said, the thought of him planting his seed inside of me making me even more horny. I sensed a slight shudder from Michael as I said that, his strokes speeding up once more, bucking his hips into me. I screamed with pleasure, my heart rapidly beating as his cock jerked inside of me. Every muscle in my body contracted at that same moment. I squirmed, screaming in pleasure. His cock spurted out ropes of hot sticky cum inside of me, filling me up with his warm sticky seed.
I collapsed against the floor, every nerve in my body fading from screaming ecstasy to contentment. I purred as Michael fell beside me, wrapping himself around me. His warmth was comforting, and before I knew it sleep had taken me.




Michael was pulling on his pants and shirt, leaning back to a chorus of pops from his back as he looked up and down my naked body, his giant white smile widened as I looked up at him. I purred, squirming in his bed, covers wrapped all around me.
“Well, I’ll be back soon Stephanie, don’t get too excited without me.” He flashed a wink at me before running out of the door. I gathered up the sheets around and me and walked out to the entrance, where sunlight was slanting into the tent. I had been traveling with the fair for the past couple months with Michael, and it had been the best time of my life, no stress no worries. Nothing but fun. I looked out and watched him walking away, a feeling of contentment spread through my body as I found myself hoping that it stays like this forever. I hope nothing changes. I spun on my heel and got back into bed, pulling the covers tightly around me.




Switched by the Necklace: Gender Swap

by Maureen Bellgard




Lindsey
I sat in the bathtub, letting the warm water gently soak my body as I leaned back. I needed this. Everything had been so stressful lately. Just the mere thought of work elevated my heart rate and sent my blood pressure skyrocketing. When they said stress was killer, they weren’t over-exaggerating. 
I rubbed my feet together, reaching for my frilly loofah that sat on the edge of the bathtub. I dipped it in the warm soapy water and rubbed across my sun-kissed skin, gently going up and down my long legs.
“Lindsey you still there?” Jess’s voice crackled through the speaker of my phone, precariously balanced on the edge of the bathtub. I mean, I had a waterproof case, but still.
“Yeah,” I sighed, leaning back into the water.
“So, what were you saying earlier?” She asked.
“Well,” I shifted closer to the phone. “I was saying how work was literally going to be the death of me if things keep going as they’re going. Ted won’t shut up about those fucking tax reports, and I’m buried under paperwork. Right now, this new audit committee is driving me up the wall with their constant requests. I think I’m going to tear out my hair.”
“Listen sweetie, your job has always been like this. I know you. There’s got to be something more. Also, Ted’s a son of a bitch.”
“I know,” I sighed. “It’s just. Well, it’s Grant. He’s been kind of distant lately, and it’s not just that. It’s my fault too. With the long hours of my job and the new job he has, it’s like we never get to see each other, and when we do its wrong.”
“What do you mean by wrong hun?”
“I don’t know it’s like something’s changed. There’s just no spark anymore. Like, we haven’t had sex for weeks. Weeks, Jess! I’m about to lose my fucking mind.”
“Ouch, that’s killer.”
“Yeah you’re telling me,” I paused. “I just don’t know what to do anymore. I’ve had relationships where the love died out, but there was always a good reason. In this case… I still love him. I know he still loves me, it’s just like something’s not there anymore sexually. We still spend time together and have a great time, just neither of us feel like fucking. Even though I’m horny as fuck right now.”
“Honey, I’m about to hook you up,” Jess’s voice grew serious.
“What? Please be serious,” I begged.
“Oh I am. I’m dead serious. Lindsey, what you need to do is go down to that new store in the strip mall. Ophelia’s Oddities. They have everything anyone could ever need but they especially have a love section. I’m telling you, that shit works. Ophelia’s going to hook you up with something to reignite your love life. She gave me this new perfume and let me tell you I’ve been getting hit on left and right.”
“I don’t know Jess.” I sunk lower in the tub, wrapping my arms around my knees as I pulled them to my chest. “I don’t think Grant would go for it.” 
“I think both you and him would both be grateful if it worked. He may not like the sound of it at first, but he might be willing to give it a shot just to bring some spice back into your relationship.”
“Yeah. I’ll think about it. Thanks for the advice Jess, I’m going to try and enjoy my bath now. Soak and all that, you know.”
“Hell yeah girl, enjoy some relaxation. But seriously though, try Ophelia’s Oddities. I think you’ll be pleasantly surprised.”
“Okay Jess. Thank you,” I waited for her to hang up before groaning and sliding farther down into the tub, my face barely above the water. Why couldn’t things be easy? An oddities shop? There was no way anything they had would be able to rekindle the relationship. It was just some malarkey that Jess fell for.
I dozed off in the tub, letting my mind drift as I lay there, warmed by the water. It was nice to just take a break and not have to worry about anything, even if only for thirty minutes.
Finally, I decided that it was time to get out of the tub and stop feeling sorry for myself. I drained the tub and toweled myself off, making sure to dry my long red hair. 
After I had gotten dry and dressed, I left the bathroom and made my way to the bedroom in my apartment. It was a modest room, a decent sized Queen bed in one corner outfitted with silky gray sheets and more pillows than I knew what to do with. 
I sank down into the bed and pulled my phone out of my pocket, my fingers flashing across the screen as I pulled up Grant’s contact information. I pressed on the screen, eliciting a dial tone from the phone as Grant’s picture popped up on the screen.
“Lindsey! How’s your day going?” Grant’s voice crackled from the speakers of the phone. He sounded so tired; this new job was really putting him through the wringer.
“So far so good! It’s nice to have a day off for once. I um, was wondering if maybe you wanted to hang out tonight? Maybe eat dinner together?” I asked, hesitating because I knew how exhausted he must be.
“I’d really love to Lindsey, but I’m really backed up here at work, and honestly I’m about to fall asleep standing. I just don’t know.”
“Come on! It’ll be fun I swear.”
“When you put it like that, how can I refuse. I’ll let you know whenever I get out of the cube farm.”
“Sounds good. I’ll see you tonight!”
“Yeah.” I heard the click of our call being disconnected.
I chewed on my bottom lip. This wasn’t good. He was already really tired, and if something didn’t break soon I wasn’t sure how long our relationship could last. I started pacing. I could wear some sexy underwear, but I had tried that before. It wasn’t enough. I had to do something drastic. Something crazy. I was going to have to try Jess’s suggestion.




Lindsey
I got out of the car, looking around at the dilapidated parking lot around me. In the middle of the strip mall in front of me, there was a dim section with a sign hanging over it that said proudly Ophelia’s Oddities. The sign didn’t really inspire confidence. In fact, it was kind of dingy. The other lots in the strip mall were either completely unoccupied or were filled with thrift stores or bargain marts. It seemed this entire strip mall saw very little business. 
Slamming the car door shut behind me, I started to stalk toward the glass door set in the front of the building. Jess, this better be worth my time. Throwing the glass door open, there was a little jingle of some sort of bell as I stepped inside. This place was a trip. Dream catchers hung from the ceiling, scattered about with various designs and sizes. The floor was carpeted with a fuzzy purple material that filled the entire store. My eyes were immediately drawn to the wall of incense and herbs. On one side of the building there was a wall dedicated entirely to rocks and crystals, the lights shining off their many facets and causing them to glimmer. 
I walked towards the rocks, gently lifting one off the shelf to get a better look. It was dark black and solid. Obsidian, I think. As I rotated it in the light, something about it was drawing me to it. I couldn’t stop looking at it as I twisted it around in my fingers, rotating it under the lights.
“See something you like dear?” A scratchy voice came into existence right behind me. I freaked out, clutching the obsidian crystal to my chest as I spun around. There was an older woman, wrapped in a dark shawl, hunched over as she peered at me. An old pair of spectacles adorned down the sides with gold was perched precariously on her hawkish nose. Her eyes were sharp and piercing, looking deep within my soul. 
“Oh uh, yeah. T-this crystal is pretty cool I was just looking at it.”
“That’s obsidian deary, it’ll protect you! Good to keep in your home, ward against evil, you know how it is.” She gently took the crystal from my hands before placing it on the shelf. “But that’s not what you’re looking for, is it dear?” She shuffled toward me, never breaking eye contact. 
“No not exactly. I-I’m actually looking for, well my friend Jess has been here before and she was telling me of a… um…” I wasn’t sure how to put this. It felt so odd talking to this person. She just seemed different. 
“Say no more dear. I know exactly what you’re looking for. The love has gone, correct? Or rather, the love is there but the spice, the passion is not,” she cackled. “That can be fixed dear, that is nothing to worry about. Come, this way.” She began to shuffle toward one corner of the store. 
She took me past these beautiful dyed tapestries and shelves upon shelves of odd trinkets and knick-knacks. There was a whole shelf dedicated to different scented incense and candles. One shelf had all kinds of odd-looking figurines.
“Lots of power those, too much for what you’re looking for.” The lady noticed me eyeing the figurines, stuck in some kind of frozen dance up on her shelf. 
“Oh, okay.”
“I’m Ophelia, by the way,” She called back as she shuffled deeper into the store, past glass cabinets filled with unknown oozing material and old tattered parchment. She rounded a bookshelf, packed to overflowing with dusty tomes and books that looked like they haven’t seen the light of day for centuries.
Finally, she approached an area with an old glass case, the white insert faded from the passage of time. Resting on the yellowed insert inside the cases were all kinds of different pendants and necklaces, and other forms of jewelry. One of the sapphire rings caught my eye. I reached down to pull it out of the case and THWACK! Pain erupted through my hand. I yanked it back with a yelp.
“Careful dear, you don’t want to mess with these things.” Ophelia had slapped my hand out of the way before it had even made it halfway to the case. 
“Ouch, okay…” I said, nursing my stinging hand as she began to root through the glass cabinet. She picked up necklace after necklace, muttering herself with each one.
“That’s not right. No, too heavy. Not charged enough. Oh, that just won’t do. Maybe. Maybe this. Yes,” She picked up a thin silver medallion on a silver chain. It bobbed and twisted in the air as she held it up to the light to examine. It was very pretty. etched into the surface of the silver were ancient sigils and glyphs that seemed to twist with the light, each one mystical and unique. “This will do quite nicely. Come over here dear, take a look.”
I inched closer, mesmerized by the spinning piece of silver, the etchings of the silver reflecting the light in magical ways. I hesitated before reaching out for it, remembering what had happened before. Ophelia gave me an almost imperceptible nod as I took it in my hands and ran my fingertips over the cool silver. There was something about it that spoke to me. I didn’t know why, but for some reason I really felt like it might actually be able to help.
“W-what will it do?”
“Listen carefully dear, this is a strong one, but I guarantee it’ll bring some spice back into your love-life,” she cackled. “All you have to do is get your boyfriend to kiss one side of it, while you kiss the other. It may take some time to take hold, or it may simply happen instantly. I’m not sure with this one. It has… odd magic.”
“How much is it?” I asked, carefully draping the silver chain around my neck.
“Listen dear, I’ll let you have this one on the house, see how you like it first. If you decide to come back, I can recharge it, and only then will I charge. It’s good for business!” She cackled again.
“What’s it going to do?”
“Oh, you’ll see! Will that be all dear? I really must get back to tending my shop.”
“I guess so. Thank you so much,” I gently rubbed the surface of the medallion.
“I’m here to help! Now, follow me, I’ll show you where the entrance is. It’s easy to get lost in here! Believe it or not I’ve gotten lost in here myself!”
I followed her hunched body as she picked her way through the store towards the entrance. I clutched the medallion, wishing with all my might that it would work. It had to work. I’ve tried everything else. 
“It will work.” Ophelia’s creaky voice erupted from her slender frame as she stopped by the entrance and gestured me out toward the parking lot of the strip mall. I stood out in the parking lot, frozen, in awe of what just happened and honestly a little scared. Did she read my mind? I shook my head, breaking free of that paralysis before hopping into my car and heading towards Grant’s house.




Grant
I hung up the phone and sighed, turning back to the computer in my cubicle. This was truly soul sucking work. I pulled up another assignment. A five-thousand-word blog post on puppies. I loved puppies as much as the next guy, but I didn’t want to write five thousand words about it.
Getting this job was great at first, but I was growing to resent it. It was just constant work, and the clients were horrendous. They paid our firm, and then were never satisfied with the product, even though it was specifically written to their specifications. I’m sure there’d be something wrong with the puppy names I chose for this blog post and I’d have to change it later.
I sighed again, my fingers flying over the keyboard as I pumped out the words onto the screen. I racked my brain, trying to think of everything that could possibly be said about puppies and how cute they were.
The worst thing about this job was how much it was affecting my relationships. Lindsey and I had been growing farther and farther apart. There just wasn’t any passion anymore. By the time I got home all I wanted to do was relax and it was hard to find the energy to put towards our relationship, even though I still love her. 
“Something has to change,” I groaned, letting my fingers fly. I’d be done with this puppy piece soon and could go home I hoped. So long as nothing new came down the pipe before this project was done. I urged my hands and brain to go even faster, trying to beat the inevitable last-minute assignment that was a regular occurrence at my job. 
As the clock ticked away the minutes, I got closer and closer to my goal, my hands starting to cramp from the rapid-fire typing. Finally, I was able to wrap up the post and send it through our system back to the client. No doubt, they would have a copious amount of comments and revisions when I came back in the morning, but I would burn that bridge when I got to it. I quickly rose from my chair, grabbing my jacket off the back of my chair and heading out of my little cubicle.
“You done for the day?” Jerry called from his cubicle.
“Yes sir, I’m heading home for the night. See you tomorrow Jerry,” I called back. He grunted some sort of acknowledgment as I jabbed at the button for the elevator.
I was able to make it inside the elevator without anyone stopping me and finally I could breathe a sigh of relief. I was safe. No one could stop me now.
I’m coming Lindsey.
I made my way to my car in the parking lot and pulled out onto the street, making it home in record time today. I pulled into my driveway at six o clock, which was a rare occurrence. I’d actually have time to clean up a little today.
I unlocked the door, and threw the door open to my home to reveal my living room area, which was more than a little messy. There were clothes strewn about and old cups that had been there for ages. I hadn’t had any time to clean in about two weeks, and it showed.
After cleaning everything up, I was able to even take a hot shower before Lindsey got here. I was feeling much better. Ding! The doorbell rang through the house.
“Coming!” I yelled as I got up off the couch, now dressed in a plain black t-shirt and tight black jeans. I ran to the doorway and turned the lock, pulling back on the doorway, revealed Lindsey. She was wearing a cute red blouse and those sexy blue jeans that hugged every curve of her perfect sun-kissed body. Her warm brown eyes meeting mine as I drank in the sight of her. That beautiful brown hair cascaded down her back in waves, gently swaying as she turned her head. She was perfect. So why don’t I feel that spark anymore?
“Come in,” I gestured toward the living room. 
“I have a surprise for you!” She said as she bounced into the room.
“Oh yeah?” I arched an eyebrow at her as I locked the door back and flung the heavy wooden door closed.
“Yes. I have ordered your favorite,” She grinned at me, standing on her tippy-toes. “Pizza from Kavari’s.” They should be here any second, if my calculations are correct!”
I laughed.
“That sounds good, I am starving. I didn’t get to have a lunch today.”
”Again? They can’t just keep letting you starve like that.” She got close to me, poking at my stomach in concern. 
“I’ll be fine.” I said just as the doorbell rang again. I turned and opened the door to reveal a scrawny teenager wielding a pizza box in one hand.
“Here’s your pizza sir! Please sign here.” He held up a little clipboard. I quickly jotted down my signature and took the pizza.
“Thanks,” I slipped him five dollars before closing the door and carting the pizza into my kitchen. The delicious cozy smell of the pepperoni pizza sent spasms of hunger through my stomach as I laid the box down on the table. “Seriously Lindsey, this is really sweet.”
“I know, I’m kind of the best.” She grabbed us both plates before sitting down at the kitchen table. She divvied up the pizza, placing two slices on my plate and two on hers as we sat down to eat.
The flavor blossomed in my mouth as I took a big cheesy bite, quelling the savage beast growling in my stomach. 
“So,” Lindsey said, toying around with her pizza.
“Oh no, you’ve got something on your mind,” I said, taking another bite of the pizza.
“Yeah. I’ve got something a little odd to ask you,” she looked up at me worried. Whatever it was, I could tell what she was feeling. That was her please-don’t-make-fun-of-me face.
“Don’t worry about it, just ask me.”
“Okay,” Lindsey perked up. “I know things have been a little difficult lately because of work, and it’s just been hard between us. And I went to this weird store with this crazy lady, which is a whole other thing, but she gave me this necklace. I don’t know, she said that if we both kissed this necklace on opposite ends at the same time it would you know, reignite our passion so to speak. I thought it might be fun…” She said, losing confidence as she spoke. I mean it all sounded ridiculous, but I wasn’t going to say that. I didn’t want to take the wind out of her sails.
“Yeah, that sounds awesome. Do you uh, want to do it now?” I asked, half of a slice of pizza hanging out of my mouth.
“Maybe we should wait until after the pizza,” She giggled.
We joked around for the rest of the night, finishing off our pizza and watching some old movies on TV.
I yawned, stretching my arms out as the credits rolled on the screen.
“I’m about ready to go to bed. What about you?” I asked.
“Oh yeah, I’m very ready.” Lindsey said with a smirk. “But first,” she held out the necklace she got from the crazy lady. It would make her happy, and if there was even a chance that it would work, I had to take it, I pulled her close to me as our lips met on either side of the medallion hanging from the silver chain. We stayed like that for a moment. I tried to feel if there was anything different, but I certainly didn’t feel any different.
“Did it work?” I asked. 
“I don’t know. Maybe?” She wrapped her arms around my neck, letting the necklace fall to hang between her breasts as her lips met mine. I pulled her close, gently locking lips with her, caressing her face as we explored each other. I tried to stoke the fire within, tried to tap into that deep primal hunger, but I couldn’t find it. Again. I couldn’t find it again. 
“This isn’t working, is it,” she whispered, her voice low and hurt.
I wrapped her up in my arms, my chest tight as I searched for the right words to say. It wasn’t her fault. It was nobody’s fault. Something just wasn’t there between us.
“I don’t know what’s wrong Lindsey,” I kissed her on the top of the head. “Let’s go to bed.”
We made our way to my bedroom and snuggled under the covers. I wrapped my arms around her as I drifted off to sleep, comforted by her presence.




Lindsey
I rubbed my eyes, yawning as I shifted around the bed. I sat up slowly, still feeling drowsy as I tried to kick-start my body into waking up. I got out of bed slowly, trying to make sure not to wake Grant. I was a little wobbly as I stumbled to the bathroom, still trying to clear the sleep out of my eyes as I leaned over the bathroom sink. I looked up and froze.
There was a stranger staring back at me.
“Wait what?” my voice was deeper than normal as I realized that it wasn’t a complete stranger staring back at me, but Grant. I raised a hand to the mirror, the fake grant raising his hand to mimic mine perfectly. What was this? I placed my hand against the glass, seeing the mirror me raise its hand perfectly to match mine.
This was… wrong.
“Am I dreaming?” I asked the man in the mirror. His lips moved with mine but didn’t emit any sound. This felt too real to be a dream. Panicking, I grabbed my arm and bit the strange thick forearm. Ow! It hurt. What the fuck, this wasn’t a dream. Somehow, I was in Grant’s body.
I frantically panted down my chest, hands meeting hard solid muscle. My perky breasts were gone, and as much as I liked the look of these broad muscular shoulders on Grant, they didn’t make up for my gorgeous tits. 
“This is so weird.” I pulled my trousers forward and bit my lower lip at the sight. There, instead of my shaven pink slit was Grant’s sizable manhood.
I leaned back against the wall, suppressing the urge to freak the fuck out, instead trying to wrangle all the thoughts that were coming fast and hard in my mind. If I was in Grant’s body it had to be due to the necklace thing I got from Ophelia. It was the only thing that made any sort of sense. But, if I was in Grant’s body, then who the hell was in mine? Did we… Did we somehow swap?
I tiptoed my way back into the bedroom, eyeing the bundle of covers on the bed. There was someone in there, I could see their chest heave with the slow breaths of a sleeping person.
“Grant,” I whispered in my new masculine voice. “Wake up!”
“Huh? No I want to sleep.” The bundle flipped over in the dark, emitting a high-pitched feminine voice. 
I reached over and yanked the bundle of covers, my newfound strength pulling the sheets off of the bed in one fell swoop. Lying curled up on the bed was my body. My gorgeous skin! My perky tits! Grant was in my body.
“Wake up!” I snapped in my commanding voice. Reaching down to gently nudge Grant awake.
“Ahh! Who the fuck are you?” Thwap! A thunderclap filled the air, leaving my cheek stinging and red from where Grant had full on slapped me across the face. I grabbed Grant by the arms and pinned him to the bed.
“Calm down! It’s me, Lindsey! Grant! Jesus Grant, stop!” I said, trying to avoid his flailing limbs as I attempted to calm him down. 
“What?” He started to lose steam, confusion flashing across his face, his eyebrows pinching together as he squinted, analyzing my now masculine face. “Lindsey. You’re… I’m. What? What happened!” He shrieked, looking down at his new feminine frame. 
“We’ve uh, we’ve swapped bodies,” I stammered, blushing as I noticed exactly how cute Grant looked in my body. His concerned look was cute, and the closeness of him, his tits and smooth supple skin was doing something to me. Even the smell of him was intoxicating, causing something to happen down below. I could feel my newfound manhood grow in response to the proximity of him. 
His hands immediately went to what used to be my tits. Gently squeezing the soft sensitive skin, he stared at me agape.
“Yeah, I uh, I think that the necklace I got from that store probably caused this to happen… It’s the only thing that makes sense.”
“Holy shit. I didn’t think that this would uh,” He paused, his cheeks growing bright red. That’s when I noticed his nipples poking out from those two beautiful supple breasts through the sheer shirt I wore to bed. I knew what that meant. My nipples always went hard when I was getting turned on.
“Oh, so you like this?” I grinned.
“N-no. I’m just not used to this.”
“Oh yeah?” I smirked, leaning down to pull him gently into a kiss. Our lips touched, his soft and delicate. I ran my tongue gently over the surface of his lips, enjoying every taste as I groped at his soft sensitive breasts, gently running my finger in circles around his nipple.
“You like this?” I asked, his breath hot and heavy as his body betrayed him, his back arching slightly, panting softly as I gently squeezed his ripe flesh. I ripped his shirt off his curvy body, tossing it to the side as I knelt down over him, holding his arms down as I gently took his silken fruit in my mouth, sucking on his pink erect nipples.
I moved down his body, gently running my hands in between his soft supple thighs to where the real treasure awaits. I gently ran my fingers up and down his swollen lips, every trail left behind by my fingers sending another shudder of pleasure through his body. Grant was speechless as I brought my fingers back up his lips toward the peak of his swollen mound where his most sensitive bundle of nerves was. I gently rubbed his clit with my index finger, each slight motion causing him to gasp and tense with pleasure, his legs twitching from each pulse of ecstasy. 
My rod was straining against my pants now, swollen in need and hunger as I continued to suck on his plump breasts, running my fingers up and down his mound, stopping occasionally to give him special attention at that sensitive area at the apex of his womanhood.
I could sense his eyes staring hungrily at my bulge now, that need built up inside him, a need I knew all too well, unlike the alien hunger I felt deep inside, each moan of his adding more fuel to the embers roaring inside of me.
“This is going to be fun.” I giggled.




Grant
“Yeah, I uh, I think that the necklace I got from that store probably caused this to happen… It’s the only thing that makes sense.” Lindsey pinned me down to the bed, quelling my panicked heart throbbing in my chest. 
“Holy shit, I didn’t think that this would uh,” I paused, my cheeks flushing as a warmth spread through my cheeks. My face burned as she pressed her body against me, I could feel her swelling strength, her broad muscles through her shirt and the smell of her. That masculine smell. Being pinned to the bed awoke something deep within me, some kind of deep primal hunger that craved nothing but more of her. My nipples on my two soft beautiful mounds began to grow, a lingering electricity jolting through my body as she subconsciously shifted her weight on top of me. 
“Oh, you like this?” She grinned leaning down closer to me. The intensity of her presence washing over me. 
“N-no. I’m just not used to this,” I said wriggling against her arms, trying not to make it so obvious how much the pressure was turning me on, every movement sending another wave of anticipation through my body.
“Oh yeah?” She smirked, her deep voice sending fingers of need raking across my flesh.  She leaned down, her breath warm and inviting as she pulled me into a kiss. Our lips met in a clash of pure pleasure, the feel of her lips on mine, her tongue searching and tasting across my lips. Her hands wandered, reaching down to grope at my soft and sensitive chest, her fingers running gentle yet exciting circles around my pronounced nipples. She ripped my blouse off, throwing it mindlessly to one side, my entire body aching with need as she pulled one of my swelling tits in her mouth.  She suckled at my pink erect nipples, gently tasting, her tongue wet and energetic against my smooth lush skin. Each flick of her tongue sending shards of pleasure through my body adding to the intense fire I felt deep within. I leaned back against the bed, trying to hold on in the waves of pleasure that racked my body. My breath came hot and heavy as she moved down my body, her hands gently descending between my soft supple thighs to my engorged mound. She ran her fingers up and down my soft sensitive lips, her fingertips awakening another blazing fire of need.
I opened my mouth, trying to find my words as she brought her fingers back to the apex of my swollen womanhood. She cautiously rubbed my clit with her index finger, each movement causing another shudder of energy through my body. A feeling of intense pressure gripped my body, my legs twitching from each pulse of ecstasy driven by her wandering fingers.
She continued to suck on my plump breasts, her fingers tantalizingly pressing against the peak of my lips, causing my body to tense. I could see her bulge begin to grow, her engorged manhood excitedly straining against her pants. My entire body ached with need. I needed her cock more than anything. 
Ah! I was so sensitive. Was this what it was like to be a woman, I thought. I tried to hold back the moans that were escaping my lips as I began to move my hips along with her fingers, grinding my bare flesh against her hand.
“This is going to be fun.” She giggled.
Her breathy words sent me over the edge. I needed Lindsey, and I needed her now. I hungrily pushed her to the side on the bed, fumbling with her pants as I pulled them down to reveal her bulging erection. Her fullness was growing larger by the second, excitedly awaiting me as I wrapped my hands around her shaft. I placed my lips against her manhood, gently taking the head of her cock in my mouth. It didn’t taste like I thought it would. It tasted… good. I ran my tongue around the edge of her swollen head, taking the tip of her rigid shaft in my mouth.
“Mmm,” I moaned as I flicked my tongue energetically against her warm bulge. Each inch of her pulsating manhood adding to the pressure within as I sucked farther down her cock. I pulled her throbbing mass out of my mouth, still dripping from my tongue as I suckled at her balls, my hands running up down her shaft. She moaned, her legs twitching as my hand gently pumped up and down her warmness. With that encouragement, how could I stop? I licked up from the bottom of her shaft, slathering my tongue across every inch of her dick, craving her back in my mouth. I took her swollen head between my lips, gently sucking as my tongue flashed back and forth across her sensitive masculinity. 
“Yeah just like that.” She gasped as I took more of her in my mouth, needing every inch of her in my mouth as I took more of her in my mouth, letting my silky lips grip and slide along her cock, my tongue slathering every bit of her. I went down on her, bobbing up and down her erect manhood, enjoying every taste, every lick as I worked my way down her rod. Her cock twitched in my mouth, overexcited from my efforts. I doubled down, taking all of her in my mouth, my tongue searching down her shaft as I took her entire warmness down my throat. On the way back I let my tongue slide across her skin, sucking gently as I came back off her cock. Her eyes squeezed shut, mouth wide open as she moaned out in pleasure.
I bobbed up and down, taking all of Lindsey into my mouth, plunging up and down on her pulsating erection over and over again. Every pump of my head and twitch of her muscles added another layer of pressure to the intense energy building inside of me. Her toes curled, back arching as I pumped up and down her cock. Her moans getting louder now, encouraging me to go even faster, my hands working in tandem with my mouth as I worked her manhood. Her cock grew slightly in my mouth, and I could sense her entire body starting to tense as she tried to control herself, but I knew what was about to happen.
“I’m about to-” Lindsey stammered.
I purred in encouragement, her warmth radiating down my throat as I worked even faster now, my hands gently accompanying every motion of my head, my tongue ravenously tasting every inch of her cock. Her legs shook as her cock twitched in my mouth, shooting out hot ropes of delicious cum. I gulped down every last bit, slurping up and down her cock just to make sure I didn’t miss any drop. I pulled off of her cock, slathering my tongue across her warm flesh, her body shaking with aching pleasure. I looked up at her before swallowing the mouthful she had given to me, her seed sweet to the taste.
I grinned. 
She just looked at me, surprised that I had sucked down every last bit of her cum. 
My body still ached for her as she looked me up and down, not even the taste of her seed enough to quench the mighty hunger that I felt deep inside, a burning fire that lusted for her pulsating manhood inside of me. Lucky for me, she wasn’t done.
Lindsey growled ravenously, pushing me down onto the bed, spreading my legs forcefully to reveal my throbbing wetness. My pulsating core was aching for her, throbbing with need as I lay there, my legs spread anxiously awaiting her to enter me. She gently pressed against my entrance, a slight pressure building before my soft flesh gave way to her throbbing manhood. She entered me, each inch of her rod sending shudders of pleasure through my body as she penetrated my slippery softness.
I moaned, my chest heaving as I tried to hang on in the mind-blowing sensations that were shooting through my body. She gently began to rock back and forth, each thrust of her hips stoking the fire deep within, my ridges slipping and gripping around her meat as she began to move even faster, her hips undulating with a tantalizing rhythm. Her cock felt massive within my tender flesh, her shaft sinking deeper and deeper into my warmth with every stroke. 
She grabbed my hips, pulling me down onto her pulsing rod, her hips bucking into me as she filled me up more and more, my body responding in kind. I let out a squeal of pleasure, that pressure inside of me growing even more intense, the energy building into a crackling mass of excitement, just aching for sweet release.  She thrust in and out of me, my lips gripping her cock as she pumped her hips. Her strokes grew deeper and deeper, awakening a chain reaction of ecstasy as she stretched my tight hole. Her girth seemed unbelievably to get even bigger within me, her hands squeezing my ass as she bucked her hips toward me. I undulated against her, driving her deeper within me, my breaths coming fast and excited as I hungrily rode her cock. I grabbed her hips, pulling her into me with each movement, Lindsey sliding in and out of me. I was reaching that edge faster and faster, that pressure inside threatening to break loose and to break me with it.
“Yes, that’s it!” I moaned, her throbbing manhood rubbing me in just the right way, stretching my sensitive ridges to their max. Her hands wandered up and down my body, gently trailing across my legs before reaching up to squeeze my breasts, using every bit of my body, her muscular frame writhing against mine. I pulled my legs wider, spreading myself even more open as she impaled me, her cock sliding into my soft silky sheath.
Lindsey’s muscular chest heaved with each breath, hungrily plunging her girth all the way inside of me. The feeling of having every inch of her cock filling me up made me crazy, that all-consuming blaze inside threatening to carry me away with it.
“I’m yours Lindsey! I’m your fucktoy, use every bit of me!” I squealed, biting my bottom lip as I wrapped my fingers in the sheets of the bed, my toes curling. Lindsey never slowed, her thrusts now coming fast, leaving me no time to think as the pressure built and built. Her whole body started to tense, waves of pleasure shuddering through my body.  I could feel her swell inside of me, her pulsating erection brushing dangerously close to the edge. 
“Yeah babe, don’t stop now, we’re almost there.” I whispered breathily, frantically grinding against her cock. Her entire body tensed, legs buckling as she came. Her cock spurted out thick strings of cum inside of me, the warmth filling me up. That warmth spread through my slick softness, and with her final thrust, I felt that pressure break. Suddenly, the thought of her dominating me and filling me with her seed sent me over the edge, my legs wrapping around her hips as my back arched. That building energy shot through my body, carrying with it a mind-shattering sense of euphoria, my toes curling as I let out a scream of pure unadulterated pleasure. Every muscle in my body pulsed as I wriggled against her, letting out little noises of pleasure as I came down from that amazing high.
“That was what we were missing. For sure.” Lindsey choked out, falling down beside me.
“Yes ma’am.” I purred.




Lindsey
I clutched the steering wheel, gently leading the car down the road as my phone buzzed. Pulling slowly up to a red light, I reached for my cellphone, quickly glancing down at the screen to see what kind of notification I had gotten. Oh, a text from Grant. I was kind of worried. Last night was one of the oddest experiences of my life. We had switched back bodies when we’d woken up. Grant didn’t really say anything to me before I left the house. It was an odd experience… but it was also kind of hot.
I opened the text message and grinned at what he’d sent me.
Lindsey, lets eat dinner again tonight. Don’t forget to go by Ophelia s Oddities ;D
That spice was back in our relationship, and I couldn’t wait to get home.




Switched by the Trinket: Gender Swap

by Maureen Bellgard




Beatrice
I bit my bottom lip, looking at the assortment of powders and pills that littered the stall in front of me. Each one was wrapped in packaging that depicted a muscle-bound Greek god with perfectly cut abs. Maybe one of these would work? I lifted one of the packages, flipping it over to read the back. It promised to increase sexual happiness and to increase longevity. Interesting.
“No babe, that shit don’t work.” Alex took the pills from my hand, flashing me a grin as he placed them back on the wooden shelf of the vendor’s stall we were standing at. I looked down and put on my best pouty face.
“Don’t worry. We’ll find something. Lance told me that this was the best place to go,” Alex said, gently guiding me away from all of the various pills and powders.
“I know… I just want something new! I feel like we’ve been doing the same thing in the bedroom every single time we fuck. I want new. I want exciting,” I said, letting him lead me through the throngs of people. There were dozens of vendors set up with all kinds of different wares for sale. Not all of them sex-enhancers, but it was one of the main focuses of this pop-up market. They had set up the night before for one day only for all the adventurous couples out there like me and Alex.
“Don’t worry. We’ll find something good for you,” He smirked, his eyes gently running up and down my body, sending electricity through my spine. I was excited. It took some convincing, Alex wasn’t super comfortable with the idea, but over the past couple months I had convinced him to try something new in the bedroom. And honestly, it sounded like he was kind of excited too.
As we moved through the throng, the crowd swelled and pulsed around us, growing thicker as we fought against the flow of passerby. Many of them clutched plastic bags to their person, as if preciously safeguarding the treasures within. To me, that was a great sign. The smell of food whirled through the passageways, tempting me as we passed by the vendors who were frantically making hot dogs and funnel cakes for hungry passerby. Either way, this was a great date.
The racket of people was loud and almost scary but exciting, an intense energy running through the entire mass. It was a pretty big market, nestled in between the skyscrapers that reached for the heavens all around us. It was as if we had been teleported somewhere alien and invigorating. 
Suddenly, Alex’s phone rang in his pocket, emitting a tinny sound as it vibrated. He reached down and with one smooth motion brought it up to his ear.
“Hi, this is Alex,” he winked at me. “Oh, hey Lance. Yeah, we’re over here. Beatrice is with me. We’re just looking around, trying to find something good. You got any suggestions?” Alex paused for a moment, standing still in the throng of people, reaching down with his free hand to intertwine his fingers with mine. “Really? That sounds interesting. Yeah, Beatrice would love it. Where is it? We’re right by there. Yeah, we’ll definitely check it out. Thanks, bye.” Alex hung up the phone before returning it to nestle into the pocket of his jeans. 
“What’d Lance have to say?” I asked.
“Well, he was telling me about this street vendor that he went by earlier. It’s over there,” he jabbed a finger towards a mass of people, where the crowd had been getting even thicker by the moment. Whatever it was must have been popular. “He said they have all kinds of cool bits and bobs. Magical artifacts.” He said with a slightly mocking tone in his voice.
“Ooh yes!” I said, excited. I loved things with a little bit of magic in them. Alex just rolled his eyes at me. He didn’t believe in any of my magic stuff, but I knew that not everything was obvious to the eyes. Some forces were at work in this world, it couldn’t all be explained with science. “I know you don’t appreciate any of my witchy stuff, but I still thank you for knowing that I’d love it. Can we please go look?”
“Oh alright,” Alex groaned.
I hopped with joy as he let me drag him off toward the crowd. I guided him through the huddled mass of people, slipping in between different couples of all shapes and sizes. The noise of the crowd increased, a loud aura of murmurs and conversation filled the air, a constant but sort of comforting chatter. Finally, we burst out of the crowd into a small space in between the throng of people and one of the stands.
In front of the stand was a giant lit up sign that says Mark’s Magicks. I dragged Alex up to the stand where there were all kinds of shimmering amulets and gemstones that littered the front of the stand. Resting in giant glass boxes were large chunks of different types of rocks and crystals, the lights from the sign glimmering off their many facets. 
A rotund and frivolously dressed man sat behind the counter, his arms crossed as he gazed out over the mass of people. All of a sudden, his piercing green eyes met mine and he leaned toward me.
“Hello there dear, what brings you to my many magical items on this day?”
“Well, hello Mark. We’re looking for something new and exciting, if you know what I mean.”  I said, leaning up against the counter. Alex eyed the guy up and down but didn’t say anything.
“I think I know exactly what you’re looking for,” the rotund man said as he jumped off his chair and ambled toward the back of the stand. “I can see it now. Every night the same as before, doing the same old thing. The routine becoming too consistent. Too rote. Ah, but I have just the thing to illuminate your nights, and your days. Yes, something to tickle your fancy, to shake up the norm, to break the foundation of your routine and rebuild it anew. A trinket, a treasure, both for fun, both for pleasure.” He said in a sing-song voice as he rummaged in a bin at the back of his stand.
After a few minutes of rummaging around, his hands roughly pushing past all kinds of trinkets overflowing out of the bin, he was able to pull out some sort of odd little object. Light glittered off the thing as he brought it up to the counter. It was a tiny little bauble, a trinket really. A tiny green gem wrapped in a twisted silver claw.
“This right here is what you need. That’s the Mark’s Magicks guarantee.”
“Why? What’ll it do?” Alex asked, his arms crossed in front of his chest. 
“Well, my friend. Have you ever wondered what it would be like to wake up in a woman’s body?” He asked, gently rubbing at a spot on the counter as he locked eyes with Alex.
“Yeah I think every guy has.” Alex responded.
“Well this will allow you to enjoy that experience. All you must do is shake someone’s hand. With this artifact between each of your palms, your souls will be transferred between you two, and you can have something new and exciting. Just like you asked.”
Alex looked at me, raising one eyebrow in disbelief. I however, was very interested. Alex would just take a little convincing.




Alex
I crossed my arms, leaning back in disbelief at the portly man that was trying to sell my girlfriend some sort of snake oil. A magical trinket? That was a bunch of bullshit.
“Come on Alex, it’ll be fun. And look at it, it’s so cute.” She grabbed at the little trinket, gently raising it toward me. I could tell by the way that she was looking at it that she had already made up her mind. I guess it’s better than the alternative, something crazy like a massive dildo. Or worse, pegging.
“Fine, whatever makes you happy.”
Beatrice squealed with glee, bouncing up and down her tippy toes as she turned back towards the rotund man. She held out her hands toward him and exclaimed “we’ll take it!”
“Fantastic choice, I believe it will make all the difference.” The man took the money the Beatrice offered, hastily stuffing it away below the counter. Grinning, he took the trinket from Beatrice’s hands and carefully wrapped it in an odd shimmery red paper.
“All right, are you happy? Can we go now?” I asked, trying not to let my discomfort show. I didn’t much like this whole pop-up market they had going on. Beatrice was unhappy with our current sexual relationship, and I wanted her to be happy. However, I liked our current comfortable routine. It was simple. Easy.
I was lost in my mind as I led Beatrice towards the parking deck on the edge of the pop-up market. It was hard to untangle the rising massive feelings that I felt my chest. I really wanted Beatrice to be happy and have fun too, I just wasn’t as adventurous as she was.
“What are you thinking?” Beatrice asked, squeezing my hand as she did so. Her eyes sparkled underneath the lights from the street vendors. She was so breathtakingly gorgeous.
“Just thinking about this trinket thing, that’s all.”
“You don’t believe it’s going to work, do you?”
“Listen, Beatrice.  Don’t you think that if there was magic at all, much less magic potent enough to swap people’s bodies, that we would know about it? It’d be all over the news, it would fundamentally change the way that we live. No one could be trusted.”
“I think that you my friend, are just a skeptic. Either way it’ll be a little bit of fun to mess around with. Please, just do this for me and I promise I’ll make it worth your while,” she teased, giving me that cute little smirk that sent my heart racing. With a proposition like that I could hardly say no, and so I begrudgingly agreed. It wouldn’t work, but what’s the harm in making her happy?
Finally, we reached the parking garage and made our climb to the second story where my red mustang waited patiently for us to return. I opened the passenger car door for her, gesturing for her to get inside. She made some sort of remark about how chivalry isn’t dead as I made my way over to the driver’s side.
Strapping in my seatbelt, I turned the key in the ignition and began our short drive back home.
After a short fifteen minutes, we pulled into the parking lot of our modest but nice apartment complex. I locked the car doors behind us as we climbed to apartment 3B. In one practiced, almost mechanical motion driven completely by muscle memory, I put the key into the lock and turned, gently pushing the door forward. There was a certain sweet spot I had learned to hit, causing the door to swing open to reveal our small but well-adorned living room. There was a big TV along one wall resting along a solid black entertainment stand. Opposite of that was our dark grey leather couch, honestly one of the most comfortable couches I had ever sat on, and the guests we had in the past had verified that claim.
Beatrice closed the door behind us, making sure to lock it before heading over to the dining area. She laid her purse on the table, taking a seat on one of our cushy dining chairs.
“So, do you want to go ahead and try it?” Beatrice pulled the bundle of red shimmery wrapping paper out of her purse, carefully unfolding the trinket and gently placing it on the table.
“I don’t know, do you want to eat first?” I asked, feeling a little bit hungry.
“No. I say we do this. Either it works, and we fuck, or it doesn’t, and we fuck,” she bit her bottom lip seductively, knowing full well what that did to me.
“Alright, let’s do it. Either way I get to have fun with that sexy body of yours.”
She excitedly grabbed the trinket in the palm of her hand and brought it over to me, her eyes locking onto mine in anticipation.
She raised her hand toward me in a handshake motion, the trinket resting lazily in her hand. There was no way this would work.
I reached out and clasped her hand with mine in a solid firm handshake. Nothing. The silence grew heavy.
“Well I guess you were right. I’ll-” Beatrice froze. Suddenly there was a thunderclap that filled the room, followed by harsh green rays of light, spearing through the cracks between our fingers. The ghoulishly green light spilled out into the room casting odd twisting shadows. It pulsed slowly, the frequency between pulses getting shorter by the second as I tried to find my words again.
“Beatrice? What the fuck is going on?” My voice shakily screeched. 
“Magic.” She looked up at me, a giant excited grin stretching the corners of her mouth. 
Magic…




Beatrice
The pressure around my body grew more intense as the moment between pulses grew shorter. Suddenly there was no more pulsing, instead the light just grew brighter, emitting a high-pitched shriek as the light grew more intense. It felt like I couldn’t breathe, the air around me seemingly heavier with each passing second. There was another thunderclap, this one was loud and startled me.
Moments later there was nothing but blackness. I drifted around in the blackness, feeling lost and cold.
Suddenly, I felt something call to me. My energy was being called somewhere. I felt myself move and morph in that space, my chest burning, my shoulders swelling. The fire that spread through my skin was warm but oddly pleasurable.
In the blink of an eye I snapped back into the physical realm. 
There I stood in the middle of the living room, my hand wrapped around a slender feminine hand. It worked. I reached towards my chest, running my fingers across my swollen muscular torso. My perky tits were gone and were replaced with strong solid muscle.
I looked over and saw my feminine frame, head tilted down towards the trinket still held in what was previously my hand.
“Alex, honey. You okay?”
“What the fuck? It worked?” He whispered, looking up at me, his eyes wide. “I didn’t think it would work.” He reached up and grabbed his new lush tits, gently trailing his fingers across the swollen ripe skin.
“What do you think?” I smirked. “Do you like having my tits?”
“They feel so sensitive.” He breathed out, lost in thought and sensation as he traced the contours of his breasts and moved his hands down the flatness of his new stomach. He looked so cute, standing there in awe as he explored the sensations of his new body. 
As he languorously moved his hands down his stomach I couldn’t but admire every curve of his body, the motions of his hands causing those swelling tits to jiggle, setting off a fire deep in my stomach. A burning need to have him. All of him.
I reached for his hand, grabbing it before he could slip those fingers in between his jeans and soft shaven skin. “Not yet.”
I pulled him into a kiss. I could feel him hesitating at first, before completely melting in my arms, his lips interlocking with mine. My hands went down his back, feeling every inch of his soft supple skin before firmly wrapping around his firm ass. I let my tongue gently run up and down his luscious lips. He tasted so sweet.
I squeezed his ass with one hand. My other instinctively reaching for one of those milky white tits, my thumb lazily trailing circles around his pronounced nipples that were straining against the sheer fabric of his t-shirt. He whimpered slightly as he wrapped his arms around my neck.
“What’s wrong?” I giggled.
“They’re just so sensitive.” He said.
“Well why don’t we give you a break then.” I stepped away from him and began to undo my belt, freeing my pulsating erection from the denim and the boxers that Alex normally wore. “Suck my cock.” I commanded, pointing down at my throbbing manhood.
“Beatrice, I-”
“Less talking, more sucking.”
He got down on his knees, gently taking my shaft with one hand. Hesitantly, he began to run his hand up and down my cock. As he got more and more confident, he began to increase the pace, his hand smoothly going up and down, applying the perfect amount of pressure to my newfound manhood.
“Go on, have a taste,” I giggled. “It won’t bite.”
“Okay,” he said, still hesitant as he reached down and wrapped his lips around the swollen head of my manhood. His soft lips brushed gently over my swollen and sensitive appendage, tongue gingerly licking up and down in short quick tastes He took more of me into his mouth, sucking gently as his tongue went from hesitant to hungry, lapping up and down the tip of my manhood.
He took more of my meat in his mouth, his hands working in tandem with those luscious lips, sending surges of need through my body. 
“Do you like that? Do you like how I taste?” I asked, loving the feeling of his tongue running across my warm manhood.




Alex
“Do you like that? Do you like how I taste?” Beatrice asked as I lapped hungrily at her pulsating cock. There was a little voice in the back of my head saying that I shouldn’t enjoy this as much as I was, but the taste of her, the smell, it was intoxicating. Every inch of her cock was delicious to the taste.
“You taste amazing,” I confessed, coming back up for air. I went back to work, taking more of her into my mouth as I sucked, my tongue ravenously running up and down her shaft as I felt my lips slip down her cock. My nipples grew more pronounced as I sucked, the whole thing turning me on even more, each taste of her adding another log to the swelling fire I felt between my loins. The amount of need was astounding. I didn’t know chicks could get this horny.
She moaned as I flicked my tongue energetically against her swollen bulge, her cock responding with every movement as I slathered my tongue up and down her prominent erection. I felt my heart race faster and faster as took more of her in my mouth, enjoying every inch of Beatrice’s prodigious girth. With each lick and taste her body responded, legs shaking, her throbbing meat quivering with every flick of my tongue.  
Bobbing up and down on her erect manhood, I worked my way down her cock, taking almost all of her inches in my mouth. Her moans were getting louder, her breath coming fast as I worked up and down her shaft with my hand. I pulled her dripping cock out of my mouth, her throbbing bulge still slick and wet from my mouth as I was intoxicated by the thought of taking her balls in my mouth.  
I gently sucked on her balls, pulling the soft delicate skin into my mouth as I enjoyed the taste, slurping up and down her balls, occasionally licking near the base of her throbbing manhood. I licked all the way back up her balls and up her pulsating erection back to the head of her cock.
I trailed my fingers up and down her cock, looking up and gazing into her eyes as I put her back in my mouth. I took all of her, every inch down my throat. I moaned as I swallowed her, enjoying how she filled my entire mouth up. Beatrice chewed on her bottom lip, legs buckling as she tried to hang on in the throes of pleasure as I moved up and down her cock, taking it into my throat repeatedly.
Each pump of my head sent another wave of need rushing over my body and settling down in my swollen slickness. I hungered for her. I needed to be closer to her burning intensity. To be as close as two people could be. I took her out of my mouth, letting my hand slowly move up and down her slick cock.
“Oh, you want to be fucked don’t you?” Beatrice asked, looking down at me with a knowing look in her eyes. I blushed, my face growing very warm. But I didn’t care.
“Yes.” 
“Yes, please.” She prompted, placing her hands on her hips as she looked down on me with a commanding glare. There was a sharp pressure of intensity from her commanding voice.
“Yes, please.” I begged, my throbbing warmness aching for her with pure need.
“I think we can take care of you.” Beatrice leaned down, sweeping one arm up under my legs and picking me up with ease. She carted me into our little bedroom and threw me onto the bed, all of a sudden consumed by ravenous need. She ripped off my jeans and shirt with ease. She spread my legs wide, pressing them apart to reveal my slick softness. She leaned down, tantalizingly close, pausing inches away from my warm damp entrance. Each second that she waited sent pang after pang of need throughout my body.
Slowly she began to trace the edges of my lips, gently trailing her fingertips around and around. I shuddered with pleasure, each momentary touch not lasting long enough before she moved to the next spot. She leaned down, now, tracing my wet pussy lips with her tongue, moving up and down, each flick of her tongue setting off a chain reaction of pleasure in my body. I couldn’t stop the squeals of pleasure from escaping me even if I wanted to. 
Her tongue slathered up and down my softness before moving up to the apex of my lips, gently taking my clit in her mouth and sucking gently. Even that slight amount of pressure sent shockwaves of pleasure shuddering through my body. 
“Oh fuck,” I said, my body quivering as she took that sensitive bundle of nerves in her mouth, sucking with fervor, her tongue tasting every inch of me, flashing in little circles around my clit.
She languorously trailed her fingers down my lips to my entrance, taking her sweet time. I needed her inside of me.
“Tell me what you want.” Beatrice asked, that damned smirk on her lips again.
“I want you inside of me,” I pleaded. “Please fuck me!”
Suddenly, there was a pressure against my entrance. My lips slipped and slid around her finger, as she slipped a digit into my tight hole. My whole body shook with pleasure as she slowly penetrated me with her finger. It felt impossibly large as she went deeper inside of my wet pulsating core. She slid in and out of me, my ridges slipping and sliding around her finger, contracting to try and keep her finger inside of me as she pumped her hand back and forth. Another finger. Fuck, it felt so massive inside of me. My walls stretched from her fingers as she bucked her hand into me. I was overcome by that ravenous hunger, my hips moving in tandem with her hand as I humped her fingers, begging her to go deeper inside me. 
“Oh you’re ready for even more aren’t you?” She pulled her fingers out of me at a luxurious pace, her fingers still wet from invading my slick wet heat. She held her wet fingers out to my mouth and I was overcome by the sweet delicious smell of my own juices. I sucked on her fingers, the taste of my own pussy adding fuel to the inferno of need blazing within.
Beatrice spread me wide open and pressed her cock against my entrance. It felt so massive compared to her fingers, the pressure intense as my pussy lips slid around her cock, my ridges gripping and slipping around her pulsating manhood as each inch gave birth to another shudder of pleasure. 
My soft flesh gave way willingly to her prodigious girth, her hips slowly undulating as she thrust inside of me, penetrating my sensitive center. My chest heaved as I tried to keep up with the sensory overload of pleasure racing through my body and mind. 
The rhythm of her strokes sped up with each second, my lips gripping around her cock as she plunged in and out of me. Each thrust of her hips adding another layer of pressure deep within me, building upon the massive ache that I felt inside.
“Yes, yes, yes!” I panted, her cock stretching my tight hole as it seemed to swell and grow even bigger inside of me. I grabbed her hips, pulling her inside of me. I ached for her, the need mounting to a breaking point as I bucked against her, matching her rhythm to drive her cock even deeper inside of me, taking every inch of her wonderful shaft inside of my slick smoothness. 
She wrapped her hands around my thighs and pulled me toward her with each thrust, our bodies intermingling in a passionate display of need and pure ravenous hunger. Her hands wandered up and down my body, each lingering touch adding to the all-consuming blaze building quickly within, rapidly reaching the breaking point.
My muscles quivered, my entire body shuddering against her with pleasure as she penetrated me, pounding my sensitive pussy. I could feel her cock swell even bigger inside of me, her breaths were coming fast and ragged now. Beatrice bit her bottom lip. I knew enough about that look to know that she was about to cum any second now.
The thought of her filling up my tight hole with her cum, dumping all her seed inside of me was a surprisingly massive turn on. The thought of her using me and coming inside my silky tight crevice broke the limit of my blazing need, driving me insane with need.
I rode her cock, my hips bucking into hers as she plunged in and out of me.
“Yes, cum inside me. Yeah baby, please give me everything.” I begged.
Beatrice redoubled her efforts, moaning with every pump of her hips. Her cock twitched jerked inside of me as she gasped. Her pulsating manhood twitched inside of me, shooting out hot stringy ropes of cum, filling up my tight little hole. As the warmth spread through my silky softness, the pressure broke, and a surge of ecstasy spread through my body. I shuddered against her body, my muscles tensing, my pussy contracting around her cock as I rode the waves of pleasure. I fell still, the warmth still spreading through my body, settling down into my skin with a sense of euphoria.
Beatrice fell beside me, still panting heavily as I wriggled against her, purring in pleasure.
“Well. That just happened.”
“Yeah, it did,” I said, trying to process how good it felt to fuck in Beatrice’s body. It was an entirely different experience for a woman. Everything was just so sensitive. I really liked it.




Alex
I leaned back, yawning on the couch. The movie was interesting, but it wasn’t my first choice. I looked at Beatrice, curled up next to me underneath one of our plush blankets. She looked gorgeous under this light, her tits full and perfect. We had switched back after we cleaned everything up and decided to watch a movie. Her eyes were closed, she had fallen asleep at some point in the middle of the movie.
I got up, turning off the TV and cleaning up the little bits of popcorn that had fallen out of Beatrice’s hands when she fell asleep.
After I had gone through the motions of cleaning everything up, I started to think back to just a few hours before. Why had I been so squeamish about trying something new. There was something intoxicating about being purely and utterly dominated. About being a woman.
I turned the water faucet on, quickly rinsing the dishes in the sink before getting to work with a little elbow grease to clean them from the pizza we ate earlier.
Would Beatrice want to do it again? I don’t know if I could ever go back to a normal relationship again after this. There was just too much pleasure in it. We hadn’t really talked about what happened, but I hoped that she enjoyed being me just as much as I enjoyed being her. If not, then…
“Hey babe,” Beatrice walked into the kitchen, the blanket from the couch still wrapped around her shoulders as she yawned. She watched me clean off the dishes, still trying to fully wake up.
“Hey, how’re you feeling?” I asked, my heart beating in my chest. What would she say? What if it made her feel terrible?
“I feel,” she paused, wiping the sleep blearily from her eyes. “I feel great!”
“So would you- I mean, if you want to we could,” I stammered, trying to find the best way to broach the subject.
“Oh yeah. You’re my little slut now. I’m ready for round two, let’s go.” She held out her hand toward me, the trinket from before glittering in her hands.
Yes!
“Oh, I’m ready for round two.”
“What do you say?”
“Please fuck me,” I grinned, taking her hand in mine. A flash of light and a thunderclap of magic followed. Our relationship was very different now, but I couldn’t wait to see where it went.
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