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Ethan
I leaned back against my plush couch, groaning as I looked down at my phone. There was her picture and her number. All I had to do was press call. That was it. Leslie. Even her name sounded perfect, but I couldn’t bring myself to dial her number. Not for this. We had been best friends forever. Always close. I didn’t want to ruin that. But she made me crazy, just being around her made me want to be with her more than anything in the world. 
I had to find some way to make this work. I had to bring up the courage to ask her out. A bubbling rise of emotion threatened to overwhelm me. My finger shook as I neared the call button.
“Damn it!” I flung my phone away from myself. I just couldn’t do it. There was no way that I would ever be able to ask her out. I just didn’t have whatever it was that let people make such bold moves. How did people do it? How did men across the world ask women out on dates? It was just so… so scary. I couldn’t do it. I would not do it. There was just too much of a risk for rejection.
“No! Ethan! How many times has this happened?” I asked myself, jumping up to my feet, my fists clenched at my sides. “You have always told yourself that you would be the one to ask Leslie out!” I was getting into the swing of the speech, pacing back and forth in front of my plush couch. “You’ve totally got this. Easy. It’s just asking a woman out. It’s been done a thousand times before and it will be done a thousand times after you’re gone!” I jabbed a finger at my image in the mirror that hung from one corner of the room. My face was contorted in a serious and commanding look.
“Oh, but where would we even go?” I slumped down to the couch again. Resting my head in my hands, exhaling a heavy sigh that didn’t seem to make my body any lighter. Wait. There was something. An itch, a scratch. There was something that I had seen earlier that day. Something that I had thought that Leslie would enjoy. But what was it? I knew it had to be important, because my brain rarely got caught up on things like this unless it was a valuable piece of information. Usually. I racked my brain, rubbing my fingertips into my skin. I would figure it out. Suddenly, I remembered exactly what it was! I had seen an advertisement on my phone for some sort of occult store that had been opening up nearby. Supposedly they had all kinds of crystals, and odd stones and herbs. Different items that were supposed to encourage “positive” energies and whatnot. She’d love it. While it wasn’t something that I was enamored with, she loved shit like that, which is why it would be perfect. I had to call her.
Just don’t think about it.
I scrambled for my phone where it had fallen nestled between my couch and my end table. I jabbed at the call button underneath Leslie’s picture and waited. The phone rang. Once. Twice. Click!
“Hey, what’s up Ethan?” Leslie’s sweet gentle voice crackled from the receiver. I choked. It felt like there was something blocking the words as I tried to open my mouth and respond, but nothing would come out. No. Come on Ethan! Be better! “Anyone there? Hello?”
“L-Leslie?” I stammered out.
“Hey Ethan, how are you?” Her voice was like a gentle serenade to my ears.
“I’m good L-Leslie, how are you?” My voice was nothing like a gentle serenade.
“I’m doing well, what did you call me about?” Her voice prompted, sweet and understanding.
“I uh,” I was choking. I felt hot suddenly. I thrust one finger betwixt my collar and skin, trying to create some space for better airflow. I was burning up. Sweat started to bead on my forehead as I felt my nerves get the better of me. I was floundering. I became painfully aware of my stammering speech as I tried to find the right words to say what I wanted. “W-well I was uh, I was maybe thinking, that you uh-” Fuck! I was completely fucking it up. I couldn’t ask her out on a date. I just couldn’t do it. “I was wondering if you’d like to maybe go to this occult shop that’s opening up near me! I saw something about it today and it seemed like something you would like!” I was able to speak fine so long as it wasn’t anything about dating, my nerves always took hold of me whenever in a stressful situation like that. It was my downfall with women. 
“An occult shop? Hell yeah, you know that’s the kind of thing that I live for! What time do you want me to meet you over at your place?” Leslie sounded excited over the phone.
“Oh, uh, I don’t know, I was thinking around seven. Does that work with you?”
“I’ll be there! I can’t wait! I’ll see you later tonight!”
There was a low click as she hung up. I did it. Granted, she didn’t know that it was a date. But I knew. Maybe that would be enough. I sighed, falling down into the comfy couch, stretching my legs out. I would find a way to confess my feelings to Leslie soon enough. For now, my number one goal was to just have fun with her at the occult shop. And maybe from there… maybe there could be more. I gave out a yelp of excitement. Maybe this was the first step to getting in a relationship. I could only hope.




Leslie
I hung up the phone, trying to stay calm as I stepped across the room toward my bed. He did it. I mean of course he didn’t say it in so many words but… he asked me out. Ethan finally asked me out. I shrieked, jumping up and down as my mind raced. I mean there was so much to do. I had to get ready for the night out. Everything had to be perfect. Everything.
Ethan and I had hung out so much for so long that I wasn’t sure if he was into me, I figured that I’d just been friend zoned. But friends don’t get that nervous on the phone. Unless they’re asking someone out on a date.
I grinned, dancing around my room with glee, spinning around on the tips of my toes. I spun into the bathroom and quickly hopped in the shower. It was cold. I yelped as the water was first freezing, but quickly climbed into appropriate temperatures. The water ran down the length of my body, first splashing across the top of my head to run down my long red locks of hair, lingering there in the crook of my neck before running down my arms. The drops of water coalesced and separated as they made their way down the curvature of my chest to run across my perky nipples before tracing down the flat of my stomach.
I jumped out of the shower, quickly grabbing at a towel that was hanging next to my cute little bathroom sink. I quickly toweled off. I couldn’t believe that he remembered how much I loved witchy stuff. An occult shop? That’s like, one of my favorite places to go in the whole wide world. I grinned, a warmth spreading through me. It meant a lot. The fact that he thought of me when he heard of this shop opening. That he knew that I would love it.
I stopped in front of my closet where there was a myriad of dresses and different clothing options at my disposal. What to choose? I could go with some jeans and a nice low-cut shirt like I normally do, I eyed my skintight jeans that would hug every curve of my beach ball ass. Then I saw it. A lacy red dress. It was low-cut and would perfectly drape over all my curves and hug my perky silky tits. Ethan would love it.
I quickly pulled on my lacy black panties and my bra before slipping into the red dress. I charged into the bathroom, looking at the mirror on the opposite wall of the shower. Stunning. This dress made my tits look fantastic. He would love this! I was super excited.
I glanced at the time as I picked up my phone off my bed and froze. I was late. Rather, I was going to be late if I didn’t hurry the fuck up! It was already six thirty. If I put a move on, I might be able to make it in time. I dashed out of my bedroom and scrambled for the door. As I left my apartment, I slammed my front door closed and quickly locked it thanks to muscle memory. Jumping down the stairs two steps at a time, I made it to the parking lot and quickly jumped into my dinky little car. 
Mirrors. Check! I didn’t see anybody that I was going to hit. With a quick shrug, I slammed down on the gas pedal, whipping backwards, my tires squealing in protest as I reversed out of the tight parking spot.
“Oh hush!” I said, slapping the dash of my car. I slapped the gear shift into drive and peeled out of my apartments parking lot, making a beeline for Ethan’s apartment. He lived not that far from me, but traffic could be bad around this time.
After creeping through the different streets, the slow-paced traffic threatening to drive me insane, I finally reached Ethan’s apartment.
I ran up to his apartment door, apartment 3-A. My heart pounded in my chest. I hesitated; my hand raised as I was about to beat on the wooden door. My nerves were screaming. I clenched my fists, sick of this anxiety that I would get. Come on Leslie, get over it! I raised my right fist. My fist shook a little before I steeled myself and banged on the door. Once, twice, three times.
A few moments later I could hear Ethan moving around on the other side. The door opened. There he was, dressed in some formfitting jeans and a loose gray sweater that hung off his broad shoulders perfectly. His muscles bulged slightly underneath the sweater as he leaned to one side of the doorframe.
“You ready to go?” He asked.
“Um, yeah! Let’s go!”
We made our way toward his car. Ethan paused beside the passenger door, opening it for me to get in and closing it behind me. A true gentleman. I giggled as he made his way around to the driver side door.
Ethan opened the door and dropped into the seat, slamming his keys into the ignition and coaxing the thing to life. The car purred as it started up, engine turning over at last. Just like that we were off! He pulled out of the parking lot and began to head towards our destination. His eyebrows were furrowed in concentration, his eyes darting back and forth between the mirrors of the car and the road. I loved how he looked when he was concentrated. It was cute. He was trying to be as vigilant as ever to keep me safe, and I loved that about him.
“How long do you think it’ll take for us to get there?” I asked, unsure of how far away this new occult shop was.
“It shouldn’t take that long at all. It’s really close by, maybe ten, fifteen minutes?” he glanced over at me.
“Awesome!” I said, gleefully. I shimmied down into the seat, getting comfortable as I excitedly awaited to arrive at our destination.




Ethan
I was nervous as I clenched my hands around the steering wheel, my eyes darting back and forth across the road to keep an eye out for any pedestrians or possible accidents. I didn’t want anyone to get hurt, especially not Leslie.
After about fifteen minutes of driving, we finally arrived at the occult shop. A dark squat building nestled between two coffee shops. It was an odd place for it to be. Such a tone change…
“Well, I guess that’s it,” I pointed at the flickering sign. Sigils & Sundries. The neon flickering sign spanned the front of the squat building, doing very little to illuminate the pavement in front of the store. It lazily tilted to one side. Whoever had put the sign up did not make it level. If it was a design choice, then it was a poor one. “You ready to go in?” I asked. Leslie nodded excitedly.
“Dude, you don’t even know how excited I am! I haven’t ever heard of this place before. You said it just opened up?”
“Yeah I saw advertisements about it and some of my friends were talking about it too. I think they opened their doors last week.” I said, swinging my door open as Leslie did the same. We approached the glass front doors. I glanced cautiously to my left and right, this area didn’t inspire much confidence in me. I didn’t want to get mugged.
“Stop worrying,” Leslie punched my shoulder and flashed a quick smile at me before skipping merrily up to the front doors and entering the store. 
“Wait!” She just went inside without a second thought. I sighed, Leslie was gorgeous but she definitely didn’t think everything through. This place looked seedy… I dashed to the doors, flinging them wide open and glancing around for Leslie.
“Leslie!” I whispered, looking to my left and right. All I saw were rows upon rows of dimly lit objects and trinkets. There were crystals and rocks of some sort that lined the shelves to my right.  To my left there were all kinds of different incense and herbs and spices. Hanging from one section of wall were these complex intricate dreamcatchers woven from some odd thread that I don’t think I’d ever seen before. Through the row at the back of the building was a massive glass case, and behind it stood an odd old man.
As I got closer, I realized something. This guy was Old. I don’t mean just a little, I mean even his wrinkles had wrinkles. His gnarled fingers were tapping patiently across the top of the glass case. Each movement slow, deliberate. He looked up and our eyes met. Those eyes were deep and all-knowing. Powerful. They drew me in as I walked toward the glass case.
“Well met, stranger,” his voice boomed across the room. His voice was deep and low, an ebbing and flowing voice that was infused with pure strength. “Is there anything in particular that you’re looking for? Something that ails you? Something I can help you with?” He asked, slowly shifting his weight as he leaned on the glass case.
“Oh uh,” I stopped in front of the glass case. My eyes were instantly drawn to the contents of the case. All kinds of jewelry were scattered about the different shelves within. Strange and alien jewels glimmered and winked at me from the case. How odd. Some of them drew me in with their magnetic power. It was bullshit. I had to remind myself that I didn’t believe in any of this witchy stuff. That was Leslie’s thing. Not mine. 
“I was looking for my friend,” I said, shaking my head to try and regain my clarity. “She just came in here. Have you seen her?”
“Oh she went off to go look at some of our wares,” the old man waved toward one of the corners of the room before folding one hand over the other. “But what, pray tell, are you looking for?” The old man arched an eyebrow at me, leaning toward me in a conspiratorial manner. 
“I’m not looking for anything in particular, I was just coming with my friend Leslie, she’s really the one that’s into these kinds of things, not me.” I said, attempting to back away from the glass case.
“Oh, I see. you may not be looking for anything that you know of, but I can sense your heart calling out for something. Crying out for a problem to be addressed, a heartache to be solved. I can guarantee that you will be satisfied, young one, if only you would open your heart and your mind to the possibilities at hand.” He waved a gnarled hand over the glass case. “There are many things of which you may not yet know. Wonders that you have never laid your eyes upon, just waiting to be gazed at and appreciated. Options and experiences that are just beyond your reach, only due to your lack of open-mindedness. All it takes is one step. One experience. Please, pray tell, what is it that you need?” His rumbling voice shook my very core.
“I-I… What do I need? What do I want? More than anything I want to fall in love. Unless you’ve got something for that…”
“Ah!” His eyes twinkled with glee. “Now that, we can fix. Was that so hard?”
The old man grunted as he bent down below the edge of the glass case, rifling around somewhere out of sight.
“No. Not this. That won’t do. Maybe… maybe this? No I don’t think that’ll- wait. Yes! I have just the thing.” He stood back up, straightening out his spine with a chorus of pops, similar to the sound of popcorn in a microwave. He threw out his hand. Cradled between his gnarled fingers, nestled gently betwixt them, was a curious object. A ring. It sparkled and shone in the lights of the store, the emerald gem on the top glinting at me conspiratorially. I needed it. I didn’t know why, it wasn’t a very logical desire, but I had to have it. There was no doubt in my mind.
“W-what does it do?” I stammered out.”
“That’s where things get interesting, ain’t it? All I can say, is that you put this ring on the hand of the person you fancy the most. If they feel the same way about you, then you’ll know. It’s magic.” He rumbled, his fingers now casually tapping against the glass case once more.
“What do you mean I’ll know? What’ll happen?”
“Can’t say. Listen, I’ll even let you have it for free. You seem like a nice fella. Remember, this ring will allow you to tell someone’s true feelings. Pop it on their finger, and if they fancy you too, you’ll know. It’ll be an obvious positive signal.” He winked at me before turning away to shuffle toward another corner of the store.
How oddly cryptic and unhelpful. I turned the ring around in my hands, examining the silver that curled in and around itself, writhing up to cradle a tiny emerald gem. Well it was free. Who was I to complain about free? I didn’t believe in any of this stuff, but if it worked, or even if Leslie just enjoyed the ring, it would be a win.
I turned toward the direction that the old man had waved earlier at and began to pick my way in between the shelves in search of Leslie. 
After turning a couple corners and weaving my way past oddly formed pendants and racks upon racks of incense, I finally found her. Leslie was looking at some tiny ceramic bowls of varying shapes sizes and colors. She was gorgeous. She looked up at me and grinned, the simple motion causing my heart to beat just a little bit faster.
“Did you find anything interesting?” She asked. I just shook my head as I stepped up beside her, leaning down to pick up one of these odd little bowls. They were quite pretty. The depth of the color was amazing.
“Not really, how about you?” I asked as I pocketed the ring. I’d wait for the right time to give this to her. Maybe later tonight.
“I mean there’s so much here, but I haven’t really found anything within my price range that I have to have right now. So much cool stuff to look at though, thanks for recommending this place.” She said as she gently lifted one of the ceramic bowls, gingerly raising it up so she could examine it.
I followed Leslie from shelf to shelf, content to let her explore the whole store at her leisure, absentmindedly playing with the ring in my pocket. Would it work?




Leslie
I wandered around within the store for a little while, looking around at the vast collection of unique bits and bobs. Ooh pretty crystals! I picked up one of the little shards of crystal, the purplish hue glittering and shining as I twisted it around in the light and admired it. It was very pretty. I put it back on the shelf and moved one, absentmindedly tracing my fingers across the dreamcatchers as I passed them. This shop was awesome. Ethan was so great for taking me to this place! I stopped in front of another shelf of incense. They had so much. I reached for one at random and brought it to my nose, taking a tentative sniff. The warm notes of cinnamon drifted into my nostrils. It smelled so good. My stomach growled as my mind went immediately to food. Specifically, churros. But I was also craving like, actual food, not just desert.
“Heh, you getting kind of hungry?” Ethan asked.
“Yeah,” I said, my face growing red. I didn’t realize it was that loud…
“If you want, we can go back to my place and I can order a pizza or something.”
I was excited. He wanted me to go back to his place? But… he hadn’t really acted like this was a date. What if he just wanted to hang out? Either way, I was hungry, and it would be fun.
“Sure! Sounds great to me.”
Ethan and I left the shop, getting back into his car and zipping through the streets back toward his apartment complex.
After we got to the apartment, Ethan ordered some Pizza and we ate. It was pretty good, but he was nervous throughout the whole thing. We just kind of sat at the table, nervously making small talk while we ate pizza. It was odd. It wasn’t like it normally was with Ethan. Normally everything was just so easy, but now… now it was hard.
“Well, I think that maybe I should head back to my house. You know how it is, I’ve got some chores and shit that probably need doing.” I stood up, taking my plate over to the sink and quickly rinsing it. I felt bad just leaving, but this was just so awkward.
“Wait, let me at least give you this first.” Ethan came toward me, shuffling around in his pockets for something. Moments later he pulled out some sort of small glittering object. It was a ring. It had little threads of silver wrapping again and again around each other to come up to a point, cradling a small glittering green gem at the top of the ring. There was something odd about it. I couldn’t take my eyes off of it.
“Where’d you get that?” I asked, leaning down to peer at the thing.
“I got it at that occult shop. I thought that maybe you’d like it.”
“It’s so pretty Ethan, thank you!” I thrust my hand out toward him. He gently took my hand in his and slipped the ring onto my ring finger. PHWOOM! There was a thunderclap that resounded through the air. The lights shut off, and darkness flooded the room for a second. I was scared. My entire body shook and quaked, vibrating. I reached out with my hands, trying to find Ethan, but I couldn’t find anything. I scrambled forward.
“Ethan!” I yelled, my voice oddly low-pitched as I stumbled forward, hands out groping for anything in this darkness. Something to hold onto. Something solid. I shuffled forward, footstep by footstep. Ah there! I finally felt something. I wrapped my hands around two soft silky objects. Whatever they were, they were very soft.
The room filled with light, the lights having turned back on. I froze. My hands were wrapped around two perky tits. I looked up and saw my own face staring back at me.
“What the fuck!” I jumped back, my hands raised in the air as I stared myself down. Wait. I glanced at my hands. They were oddly masculine. I looked down at my chest. No tits. Instead of my silky mounds, there was now hard swollen muscle. I wasn’t in my body anymore.
“Leslie, I uh, I think we switched bodies.” My doppelganger looked at me.
“What the fuck, Ethan is that you?” I asked, my hands going down the flat of my stomach, feeling the outline of my muscles underneath my shirt. I inched closer toward what used to be my body, curiosity getting the best of me.
“Yeah. It’s me Ethan. You’re in my body.”
“What!” I panicked, running out of the kitchen down the hall to the bathroom. I froze again. I stared into the bathroom mirror and Ethan’s face was staring right back at me. He was right, we had swapped bodies. I was in his, and somehow, he was in mine. I stalked back to the kitchen. “What the hell is going on? How do we change back?”
“Well uh, I uh. I got that ring from the occult guy right, and I didn’t think it’d work, and I didn’t know it would do this. He just said if I gave the person that I liked this ring, I would know whether they liked me or not back, he didn’t say anything about swapping bodies! I am so sorry Leslie.”
I was conflicted. Part of me was angry that we had swapped bodies, but another part of me felt warm and fuzzy. He liked me. All of this happened because he wanted to know if I felt the same way about him as he felt of me. My heart started beating a little faster in my chest as I moved toward him.
“Ethan? that’s what this is about? You just wanted to know if I liked you too?”
Ethan looked so cute in my body, embarrassingly shuffling to one side rubbing his arm absentmindedly as he nodded.
“Well I do. I like you too. I was kind of hoping today was a date,” I confessed.
Ethan looked up at me, his face lighting up in a wide outstretched grin.
“R-really? I wanted to ask you out today as if it was a date, but I was terrified. I didn’t know what you’d say, and we’ve been friends for so long.”
He looked so adorable in my body, unsure of himself, arms wrapped around what used to be my ample silky breasts. His skin soft and kissed by the sun. I felt something stir down below as I couldn’t stop looking at his silky chest, straining to be set free from that revealing shirt. I wanted him. I needed to take him, my mind was filled with visions of me grabbing him and tearing those jeans off his legs. I could feel my newfound manhood respond. It grew. My manhood strained against the fabric of the jeans that I wore, begging to be let free. A burning need was stoked deep within my stomach, a fire that ached for more. My body yearned for him. I felt my face get hotter as Ethan glanced between my eyes and my growing erection. It was obvious.
“Y-you look really cute,” I said.




Ethan
Leslie stood there in my body, her shoulders broad and her chest swollen with muscle. It was odd. Her usually smooth face was now replaced with hard angles and a jawline that could cut glass. I was kind of hot. I looked down in amazement. Shocked at the silky softness that filled my shirt, begging to be released. I looked up and froze for a second. Leslie was staring at my chest. I glanced down and saw that her manhood was swollen, straining against the fabric. Her face began to go red, her eyes widened.
“Y-you look really cute,” she stammered.
Something about the way she said that and the noticeable bulge in her pants did something to me. I ached for her. The sight of her growing aroused by my soft feminine body sent tingles of need and excitement through my body. I needed her. Instinctively I bit my lower lip, fantasizing about her dominating me. I inched forward, getting closer. With every step I felt the desire within me grow and expand. I knelt, slowly unzipping her jeans to reveal her blue striped boxers. Her prodigious girth strained against the sheer fabric. I gently touched it. Running my fingers around the outline of her throbbing erection, touching and teasing as I ran my fingers across her warm shaft. I pulled the waistband down. Her pulsating manhood was free, standing to attention, twitching with desire.
I knelt, my entire body now aching with need as I wrapped my fingers around her shaft. I stroked it. Pumping my hand slowly up and down her hot meat, her entire body tensing in surprise as I leaned closer, gently licking the head of her manhood with the tip of my tongue. She tasted amazing. I ran my hand up and down her cock as I gently licked back and forth over the head of her cock. I pulled her into my mouth. I sucked gently on her head, my hand still travelling up and down the length of her manhood as I slathered my tongue around the head of her throbbing heat. Leslie moaned. That sound sent another pang of need through my body, the only motivation that I needed as I traveled farther down her shaft. My mouth worked in tandem with my mouth as I pulled more of her down my throat. My tongue wandered, tasting and teasing as I pulled my head back off her cock. I sucked on her balls. Licking all the way up from her balls up her shaft before going back down on her. 
I trailed my fingers up and down her pulsating manhood as I took every inch of her down my throat. I moaned as I swallowed her, enjoying every bit of her prodigious girth and how it filled my entire mouth. Leslie moaned, legs quivering with pleasure. She was getting close. I bobbed up and down her shaft, taking every inch of her in my mouth with each pump, sliding my lips over her hot meat. Somehow, her cock grew even larger in my mouth. Leslie’s body tensed and I knew what was about to happen. She was about to cum. I wanted her sweet seed, I wanted to drink every bit of it.
“Yeah, that’s it, don’t worry I’ll take care of it.” I purred, taking a second to run my hands up and down her shaft. I ravenously swallowed her throbbing meat, pumping up and down her. Her legs shook, entire body quivering with pleasure as she tried to hold on in the throes of ecstasy. I didn’t care. I went even faster. She moaned, her cock twitching in my mouth, and then it happened. She came. Delicious ropes of cum exploded into my mouth. I gulped down every bit, slathering my tongue up and down her shaft to make sure that I got every drop of her delicious seed.
“Oh fuck!” She moaned, looking down at me incredulously, still coming down from the height of pleasure. I just grinned. This was fun.




Leslie
As Ethan came off my throbbing cock, still slick from his mouth, I felt a surge of pleasure and need shoot through my body. 
I raced forward, tackling him as I traced my fingers up and down his legs. I needed all of him. I pulled his erect nipples into my mouth, gently sucking on those soft and silky mounds, tongue searching and yearning for more. I wrapped my arms around his legs and pulled him up off the ground carting him to the backroom where his bed was. Gently, I laid him down, my fingers now searching and exploring every nook and cranny. I wandered ever closer to the apex of his mound, my fingers yearning to feel more of him. I traced my finger around the edges of his pussy, teasing. He shuddered with pleasure as I traced my fingertip around the edges of his swollen slickness. 
As I sucked on those plump sensual mounds, I brought my fingers to the apex of his crevice, gently teasing his clit. Each movement of my fingers sent shock-waves of pleasure up his body, his muscles tensing as I ran my fingers up and down his newfound womanhood. I brought my fingers back to his damp sweetness and ran them down that plump sensitive bundle of nerves before pressing against his entrance. There was a slight pressure before my finger slipped inside of him. His ridges slipped and gripped around my digit as I plunged into him slowly, his pussy lips separating to allow me inside.
I slid in and out of him, his tight pussy contracting around my finger as I bucked my hand inside of him. He moaned as I added another finger, Ethan’s hips moving in tandem with my hand to drive the fingers even deeper inside of him. He humped my fingers, I could tell that his need was growing as he bit his bottom lip, each moan that escaped his lungs added more fuel to the fire raging deep within me.
I licked all the way down from his perky newfound breasts, gently kissing him along the way as I came to the apex of his crevice. Lapping gently at his clit as I plunged my fingers in and out of his tight hole. The combination of the two sending spasms of pleasure down his body.
I gently pulled the apex of his soft sensitive bundle of nerves into my mouth, slathering my tongue up and down as he rode my fingers. He bucked his hips up and down, driven by pure need, rubbing his clit against my tongue as I thrust my finger in and out of his tight silky hole. 
I was panting, my heart beating rapidly in my chest now. The fires of lust stoked heavily again. The taste of him, the smell, it sent new shards of need throughout my body. Somehow, I was ready to go again, even though I’d always heard that it took men a lot longer to recover.
I spread Ethan’s legs apart, forcing them open to reveal his soft sweetness. My prodigious girth was now standing at attention, excited and ready to go again. 
This was going to be fun.




Ethan
Leslie spread my legs apart, her hands roughly squeezing my thighs to bare my engorged softness to the world. The wild abandon with which she spread me open sent a surge of need rushing across my skin and through my nerves. I needed her cock inside of me. She grinned knowingly, slowly pressing her engorged manhood against my entrance. There was an intense pressure against my entrance. My lips slipped around the head of her pulsating erection, my entire pussy aching with need for her to be inside of me. She felt impossibly big as she pressed her throbbing cock inside of me. She slowly slid in and out of me, her hands still pressing my legs apart as each stroke of her cock stretched my tight little hole out. Each thrust of her sent another shudder of pleasure through my body, my muscles quivering with need. I could feel that hunger growing inside of me, more ravenous by the second as I began to work in tandem with Leslie, my hips instinctively moving with each of her thrusts. My ridges slipped and gripped around her shaft as she pumped back and forth, in and out of me, my pussy clamping around her meat to attempt to keep her inside of me for as long as I could. Each second that she was inside me gave way to a new shudder of pleasure and delight.
Her hips undulated as she penetrated my soft sensitive flesh, my chest heaving as I tried to hang on in the wave of pleasure that was overtaking my body. My breaths were coming fast now, a tingling pressure settling down deep in my stomach, accompanied by the aching urgent need that I felt. As each second passed, the rhythm of her strokes increased, each one letting loose a moan from my lips, which seemed to encourage Leslie even more, as her strokes increased in pace and fury. She squeezed my ass as she fucked me, which made me want her even more. That fire deep within me was threatening to consume all of me as I tried to hang on in the wave of pleasure. My back arched, my hands gripping the bedsheets, knuckles going white.
“Fuck, Leslie. Yes!” I moaned. “You really know how to use that thing.” I panted out. Her hands wandered up and down my body, touching and teasing, each movement exploring a new part of my body, each sensation adding to the pressure of need and pleasure that had been building up inside of me. I needed her. I had to have her.
I purred, taking an opportunity to push Leslie down onto her back. I gently squatted over her, taking her hard cock in my hands and guiding it toward my tight throbbing entryway. My entire body ached with need. I slowly sat down on that prodigious girth, feeling the head of her cock split apart my pussy lips and sink in. I gyrated, slowly at first, riding her cock in slow movements, warming up to the motion. Each tiny motion sent another shock of euphoria through my body as I gyrated up and down on her cock, her hips moving in motion with mine. Her cock sinking even deeper inside of me with each thrust.
Another shock of euphoria through my body as I gyrated up and down on her cock, her hips moving in motion with mine. Her cock sinking even deeper inside of me with each thrust.
Leslie wrapped her hands around my beach-ball ass, pulling me down onto her pulsating manhood with every thrust, our bodies intermingling to create nothing but pure pleasure. Each thrust of her hips stoked the fire deep within, adding to the blaze that quickly threatened to reach critical mass.
I rode her cock, bouncing up and down, my ridges gripping and slipping as she slipped in and out of me. Her flesh against mine producing waves of pleasure that caused my muscles to quiver and tense as I rode her. I could feel her cock swelling now. She was getting close to that edge.
“Yes, cum inside me! Leslie I need you now.” I moaned. That was apparently all the encouragement she needed, thrusting her cock in and out of me, her pulsating erection twitched, shooting out hot strings of cum, spurting inside my tight little hole. Warmth spread through my abdomen, and the thought of her seed inside of me sent me over the edge. That pressure broke, and the fire inside of me quickly turned into a wave of ecstasy that rocked my body. I fell down on top of Leslie, shuddering as I rode the waves of pleasure. She wrapped her arms around me, comforting as I came down from that high.
“Well, that was fun,” Leslie giggled.
“Yeah it was.” I buried my head in her chest and drifted to sleep.




Leslie
It had been several days since the incident with the ring. After we um… well, banged, we woke up in our proper bodies and we hadn’t really talked since. I don’t know if the situation made Ethan uncomfortable. I mean, it was very different… but still. Suddenly, my phone started to vibrate in my pocket. I pulled it out and glanced at the screen. Ethan. I jabbed at the screen to pick up the call.
“Hey Leslie… Would you be down to try that ring thing again?”
I grinned. Oh would I…
The End




Switched by the Song: Gender Swap

by Maureen Bellgard




Peter
We stepped up to the cold creepy house squatted on the hill. It was surrounded by a chain-link fence, long and forbidding, the very soul of the property seem to be dreary and dominating. It was the perfect place. I had asked Jenny to go with me to this haunted house, expecting her to bow out, but surprisingly enough she had enough balls to go. I was excited, because I knew what was going to happen. She was going to get scared by some little thing, and then I would step in to save the day. By showing off my pure masculinity Jenny would quickly fall in love with me. At least, it would be nice if that actually happened. Either way, I just loved urban exploration. You never knew what you were going to find.
“So that’s the place?” Jenny asked. Her arms crossed underneath her ample bosom. I tried my hardest not to stare at it as I turned towards her.
“Uh, yup. That’s the place. Supposed to have been haunted since the 1800s.” I quickly glanced down her body, taking notice of her lightly tanned skin, and perfect beach ball ass. She was gorgeous. I turned back to the house on the hill, the old wood stretching out three stories high the mere sight of it imposing to the eye.
“So what are we waiting for? Are you scared?” She teased, giggling as I crossed my arms. I turned to her, gave her one little wink before running at the chain-link fence. With one smooth motion, I gripped the chain-link fence and swung myself up to the top where there was just a metal bar running across. I sat on the edge of the metal bar, swinging my legs back and forth as I waited for Jenny.
“Are you coming? Or perhaps, you are the one who is scared?” I teased back.
Jenny narrowed her eyes at me, giving me one disdainful look before taking a running start at the chain-link fence. I got to give it to her, she tried to climb up, but struggled with gaining purchase. I held out a hand to her, which she ungratefully took. Bracing myself with one hand on the metal bar, I swung her up and over the chain-link fence.
“You’re welcome.” I called out as I jumped off the chain-link fence and into the yard surrounding that cold and unfeeling house.
“Yeah, I just let you help me,” Jenny laughed as she walked towards the house. I followed behind her, letting her lead the way so long as she was still brave enough to do it. We finally came up to the entrance of the house. We climbed up the creaky wooden steps, finally coming onto a porch area where long decayed rocking chairs have rotted away to pretty much dust.
I followed Jenny up to the door, a large grand old thing, with all kinds of rooms and sigil’s carved into the frame. It was kind of cool. She reached for the door handle.
“What! Jenny what are you doing? Don’t you know that it’s rude to just enter a house without knocking?” I hollered, interrupting her and causing her to jerk her hand back from the handle. She shot me a nasty glare before turning back to the door. She raised her fists and knocked once, twice, three times. We froze, listening for any sort of response. None came.
“Happy now?” She snapped. I could tell that the overall creepy vibe was starting to get to her. Perfect.
“Yeah sure, go ahead and open the door now if you want.”
Jenny slowly pushed the door open, its rusty hinges creaking ominously as it swung inward. Once opened, the doorway revealed a creepy long hallway that led into nothing but pure darkness. It was an inky black darkness, the shadows seeming thicker than normal. Jenny began to venture forth, carefully placing each step as I followed behind her. I reached into the backpack that I had slung around my back and pulled out the flashlight. Best to be prepared. I flicked it on, and the light began to cut a swath through the inky blackness.
The house was a mess, the floors decrepit and quickly turning to ruin. Ancient tables and cabinets had been flung to the ground due to miscreants and urban explorers such as me. However, I made sure to leave whatever I found the way that I had found it. It’s more fun that way.
We crept even further into the house, tiptoeing around the detritus that was flung around the floor, slowly sinking deeper and deeper into that inky darkness. As we reached the end of the corridor, there were doors to our left and to our right, one leading to a stairwell. Jenny and I looked at each other, somehow conveying information with just a single glance. We were going to go up the stairwell.
Taking the stairs two steps at a time, we kept moving, scared that if we stop the creaky steps may give way beneath us. Finally, after what felt like climbing forever, we came up to a little wooden landing. There was an interesting cabinet in one corner of the landing, and a door opposite that which led out to the rest of the second story.
Jenny started to look at the cabinet, taking an interest in the ancient figurines that were strung about the inside, as if some great beast had picked up the cabinet and shook it from side to side. As she looked through the figurines, I made my way through the door opposite the cabinet, peeking around the corner into the strange darkness. Something seemed to call to me. I could see my vision start to blur and my thoughts start to come sluggish. I couldn’t think right. I moved toward the darkness, Jenny calling out to me behind me. She was saying something, I just didn’t know what.




Jenny
I leaned over the cabinet, peering through the smudged glass at the figurines that littered the shelves. They were all flung about as if something had come through and thrown them left and right, but they were adorable. Each one was very distinctively carved out of light wood, each one bending in some form of dance. I pulled the cabinets glass doors, the hinges creaking as they rotated outward. As I leaned closer to the figurines scattered about the cabinet, the light in the room started to diminish. I glanced toward the door and saw Peter’s back disappearing through the doorframe, taking the flashlight with him and steeping me in darkness.
“Peter!” I yelled, staggering towards the doorframe. “This isn’t funny! You better come back here right now!” I brought my hands up to my mouth to amplify the sound of my voice, as I walked through the doorway. Peter kept walking away, as if he didn’t even hear me. “Peter! Come back!”
Peter just kept moving down the hallway, stopping occasionally to peer in one of the doorways before continuing to shamble on. It was as if the man had gone deaf. I swear to God, if this is a fucking joke… I raced after Peter, as he kept traveling deeper into the shadowy darkness of the hallways.
Finally, Peter stopped outside one of the doorways, and slowly he turned on his heel to face inside this room. He took two steps inside and disappeared from my eyesight. My heart was beating out of my chest now, this was not funny. I started walking faster, almost breaking out into a run as I chased him down the hallway. I spun on my heel outside the door that he just went through and squinted trying to make out his form within the inky blackness that filled the room.
All of a sudden, there was a bright blinding light. Peter had turned the flashlight back on again. His stare was blank, his face expressionless.
“Peter! You better not be fucking with me.” I said, crossing my arms in front of my chest. Peter said nothing, he just kept staring off into the distance. Like he was examining some sort of specter that I couldn’t see.
Suddenly, I heard the tinkling of bells and some sort of odd somber sound. The somber sound swelled and expanded to fill the space, sounding eerily similar to a violin. The sound grew and grew, and everything around me seemed to fade as the music swelled and amplified. The notes rising with every second. It was a cacophony of grace and beauty.
That’s when I heard something else. A voice to accompany the music. That of a woman.
“The world spins and grows, yet many are young within. Trespassing as you ought to know, is a vile sin. As you have stepped inside my house of pleasures, let me impart with you, one of my secret magical treasures, as I switch and change you two.”
The song was soft and sweet, each note filling my ears. 
I stumbled, barely catching myself from falling to the ground as the music swelled louder and louder. Each note sent shivers down my spine, the edges of my vision beginning to crumble and crack as I tried to hang on in the swelling chorus. Everything seemed to get darker, the shadows of the room morphing and expanding, growing to fill the room. Then, as quickly as it came, it left. The shadows shrunk to their normal sizes, the music left the room and my vision returned. I stumbled against the doorframe, clutching the wood as I held my body close to the wall. I looked up, and I saw that Peter’s blank stare had given way to an expression of concern and bewilderment. He was back.
“Peter, what the fuck was that?”
“I don’t know, but we need to get out of here as fast as fucking possible.” Peter made a mad dash for the door, grabbing my hand on his way out and yanking me through the doorways. We passed the weird little cabinet and started down the stairs, jumping down them as quickly as we possibly could. My heart was throbbing in my chest, my breath coming fast and ragged. What really threw me over the edge is Peter’s voice, I have never heard him sound so scared before in my life.
We came out into the oppressive dark hallway and threw ourselves at the front door. It wouldn’t budge. We banged on it, yelling and screaming as we fumbled with the handle. No matter how hard we pushed or pulled, the thing just wouldn’t give way. Peter slammed his shoulder against the door, which rattled it but didn’t do much good otherwise. I pulled on the door handle frantically twisting and turning as I try to gain some sort of superior purchase on the doorframe.
Suddenly, the door swung open, the hinges angrily yelling as it let us leave.
Peter and I staggered across the front yard, not looking back as we raced towards that ominous chain-link fence. Peter didn’t even break his stride as he approached the fence, swinging himself up with one smooth motion. He paused for a moment at the top, swiveling around to make sure to provide me with a waiting hand to assist. I took his hand in mine, squeezing fearfully as he yanked me up and over the fence. I fell to the ground on the opposite side of the fence where Peter joined me just moments after.
“What the fuck happened to you?” I yanked my neck back to stare at that creepy fucking house.
“I-I don’t know. I was fine, but suddenly it was like I couldn’t think. I couldn’t move. it was as if I was a passive observer in my own head. I could see myself moving through the house, but again I had no idea what was going on. It was as if it was all just a dream and I couldn’t wake up. And then I heard that voice, that song.” He said, shivering.
“You heard that too?”
“Yeah. What do you think it meant?”
“You know what, I don’t care. Fuck this place, and fuck you for taking me here. Now, let’s just go back to your place and watch some sort of movie so that I can calm down and stop freaking out.” I said, grabbing Peter’s hand and pulling him toward his car where it was parked on the side of the road. All the while, trying to drive the thought of that song out of my head.




Peter
After that horrific incident at that creepy house, we got my car and made the 15-minute drive back to my apartment complex. I was still shaking as we pulled into the parking lot. I stumbled out of the car, gingerly closing my car door as I tried to calm my nerves.
I walked up to the front door of my apartment, and shakily jammed the key into the lock. With one awkward twist I was able to unlock the door and throw it open for Jenny to walk through. I made sure to lock the door behind me.
“So, what you want to do?” I asked, closing the window blinds around the living room. I was trying to keep the shadows out. I went around the room turning on every light that I had, so as not to leave any portion where darkness could grow.
This little front area of my apartment was the living room, where I had a decent amount of furniture. A nice leather couch in one corner, a 50-inch TV in the other off to the side was a little dining table next to the door that would lead to my kitchen area. It was a humble abode, but it was mine.
“Honestly, I don’t really feel comfortable going home Peter. I’m still kind of fucking scared. How about we watch a movie. It’s just too dark out there,” Leslie peered through the cracks in the blinds.
“Okay, whatever you want to do. Honestly, it would make me feel better to have someone else in the house tonight. That is, if you want to spend the night. I’ll sleep on the couch.”
“Let’s just see how the movie goes first. If I still feel creeped out by the end of it, I will stay here for the rest of the night.” Jenny said, making herself comfortable on my leather couch.
“Alright,” I shrugged, making my way over to the leather couch. I sank down into one of the comfy cushy seats, putting my legs up on the coffee-table that sat in between us and the TV. I leaned toward the coffee table and pulled the remote up off the table. With the practiced motions of a man that had watched many hours of television, I began to flick through the different channels, until finally stopping on something that seemed interesting. It was some sort of old science fiction movie. Good enough. Just something to keep Jenny and I out of our thoughts.
The hours passed fast, with Jenny and I watching movie after movie, neither of us willing to go to sleep. Finally, Jenny started to yawn, and I could feel my resolve starting to weaken as well. For some reason I had a deep unease about going to sleep, but I was going to need to get some rest one way or the other.
“You ready to hit the hay?” I asked, ignoring the flickering TV that was displaying a massive wall of credits that was scrolling down the screen.
Jenny turned to me mid-yawn and nodded. She was going to be out like a light.
“Alright, you can sleep in my bed.” I stood up from the couch and led her down the hallway to my bedroom. It was a cozy little room. There was a decent size bed in one corner, draped with gray sheets, and then I had my little dresser and TV stand opposite of that. A smaller TV than the one I had in the living room sat on the TV stand. I gestured towards the bed.
“All yours. Sleep well.”
Jenny just yawned in response as she made her way over to the bed and collapsed on top of it. I closed the door behind me as I made my way back to the living room and fell into my comfortable couch. I snuggled into the leather and quickly drifted off.




Jenny
I stood in a nondescript gray room. 
The walls were blank and devoid of any sort of decoration. There was nothing. This room was completely empty, and there were no doorways in or out. It was as if I was sealed in some sort of coffin or tomb. Strangely enough, I wasn’t freaking out. I felt oddly calm. Slowly, I began to run my hands across the smooth cold surface of those gray sterile walls. I felt along the plaster, looking for some kind of seam or joint. After all, there must’ve been some way that I got to this room.
Suddenly, there was a flash of light and a thunderclap of noise. In the middle of the room there was a floating light. The strange mystical glow bounced lazily in the air as I inched ever closer.
“You heard the song. This treasure I give to you. Though the effects are not permanent, may you find joy in it within the next eight hours.”
A voice bounced around the room, the source of it seeming to be the glowing light in the middle of the room, still bobbing up and down lazily.
“What do you mean?” I got closer to the source of the light.
“It will be easier for you to experience rather than for me to explain. Awaken my child.”
Suddenly, the wall started to shake and crack, pieces of plaster and dust began to fall and splinter upon contact with the floor. Everything seemed to vibrate, and then there was nothing but darkness.




Peter
I yawned. What an odd dream… I was stuck in some sort of sterile like room while some kind of bobbing sphere of light spoke to me. Maybe I needed to cut out all those science fiction movies. I blearily rubbed at my eyes trying to knock the sleep out of them as I pushed myself up to a sitting position. I stretched my arms out and yawned.
Wait a second? I was in my bedroom. In my bed. I could’ve sworn that Jenny had went to bed in here and I went to sleep in the living room. I shook my head, trying to wake up a little bit more as I threw the covers off my body. I looked down and froze. I had tits.
“What the fuck?” I said, grabbing at my chest, my hands wrapping around those perky tits, barely contained by a frilly pink bra. Long gone was my hard muscle, replaced with silky mounds. I jumped out of bed, shrieking. I looked down and instead of my blue boxers I was now wearing tight frilly panties. And my bulge, where was my bulge? I thrust my fingers down between the frilly panties and my smooth-shaven skin to find… nothing. My dick was gone! In its place was a pink freshly shaven slit. I… I was a woman.
“Jenny!” I yelled, running out of my room at breakneck speed. I sprinted down the hallway, a blur as I made my way to the living room, screaming at the top of my lungs. “Jenny! Where are you! I-I’m a…”
There on the couch, there was a figure wrapped in some blankets. It shifted, the covers falling to the floor. It was me. My body was laying there on the couch, rubbing at its eyes.
“What’s wrong Peter?” My body swung its legs off the couch and started to stand. It took one look at me and promptly fell back onto the couch.
“Jenny? I-Is that you?” I asked, backing away from what used to be my body.
“Peter, what in the flying fuck? Wait, WHAT?” She looked down at her chest. Her hands went up down what once was my toned body, her hands wandering over the hard muscles that had replaced her feminine curves. 
My mind raced, thinking back to that odd dream I had, and the song in the house. How did it go again?
“The world spins and grows, yet many are young within. Trespassing as you ought to know, is a vile sin. As you’ve stepped inside my house of pleasures, let me impart with you, one of my secret magical treasures, as I switch and change you two.” I recited from memory; the words still somehow stuck in my mind.
“What?” Jenny yelled.
“The song, the one we heard in the house. I guess it was literal. Switch and change you two. It was talking about us. The dream said that it wasn’t permanent,” I explained.
“Wait, did you have the dream, in the like hospital-gray room? And the light?” Jenny walked up to me and grabbed my shoulders forcefully. The feeling of her skin on mine sending tremors of electricity through my body.
“Y-Yeah, I did.” I said, trying to keep from looking up and down Jenny’s physique. Her swollen muscles awoke something within me, I could feel a throbbing from deep within my abdomen. A sense of need the likes of which I had never felt before. The sense of need grew and grew, morphing into a burning fire as I poked out a finger, trailing it down Jenny’s chest. She froze.
“W-What are you doing Peter?”
Something about her rock-hard body was driving me insane.
I needed to have her. All of her. I needed to experience this while I had a chance.
“Listen, Jenny. Just like the dream said, this isn’t permanent. Shouldn’t we enjoy it while we can?” I asked, running my fingertips down her arms. I instinctively bit my lower lip, seductively. Then I looked down and grinned. There was a bulge growing in her pants. She was getting turned on. “What’s that about?” I asked, nodding toward her growing erection.
“Maybe I wouldn’t be aroused if you weren’t all over me with those perky tits!” She snapped, her face now beet-red.
I grinned, squatting down low as I grabbed her sweatpants and yanked them down to reveal my blue boxers. I could see the outline of her pulsating erection, straining against the blue fabric, just begging to be let free. I traced around her bulge, running my fingertips up and down her hot meat through the fabric. Finally, I pulled the boxers down, revealing her massive hungry cock.
“W-Wait Peter, are you s-sure- OH!” She gasped out, reaching out to grasp the edge of the couch as I took her throbbing cock in my mouth. I sucked gently on her head, my tongue flickering up and down. I took several quick tastes, darting in with my tongue every so often to slide around her throbbing manhood. The taste of her, the smell, it was exciting. It sent electricity up and down my skin, a tingling feeling that seemed to ramp up the intense wanting that was growing within me.
As I licked up and down the head of her cock, my hands instinctively began to work in tandem with my mouth. I wrapped my newfound delicate feminine fingers around her cock, pumping up and down in rhythm with my mouth. 
Jenny’s breath was coming fast and ragged now, she had to brace her whole body against the couch as she fought to hang on in the sea of pleasure that I knew was washing over her. I breathed her in, the scent of her warm cock sending fingers of need deep within my body, driving me to go even further. I took more of her in my mouth, slathering my tongue up and down her throbbing erection. 
She couldn’t contain herself, moaning with pleasure as I took all of her in my mouth and down my throat. I loved the way her cock filled up my mouth. The sensation of it sent shudders of ecstasy through my body. Her legs quivered as I sucked her off. My tongue retreated across her hot meat; her rod still slick from my mouth as I went to gently lick her balls all the way up to the tip of her engorged girth. I ravenously swallowed her, each moan that escaped her lungs was fuel to the passion that I was lost in. I could feel her starting to tense, her legs buckling as I bobbed up and down, her cock somehow growing even bigger in my mouth.
Jenny was nearing the edge, her entire body tensing in the ocean of joy that was overcoming her senses. I could sense it, she was about to cum. The thought of her filling my mouth with her seed sent tendrils of desire coursing through me. I needed it. I sucked even faster, my head now rapidly going up and down her cock as I licked and dragged my lips along the full length of her manhood. She cried out in pleasure, her legs giving way, entire body quivering with ecstasy. Her cock twitched in my mouth, shooting out sweet strings of cum. The sweetness filled my mouth. It was delicious. I kept sliding her throbbing erection in and out of my mouth, swallowing every bit of her cum. I slathered my tongue up and down every inch of her hot meat, making sure not to miss any of her sweet essence. 
I pulled her cock out of my mouth and swallowed the rest of her seed, looking up at her with a grin. She just stared at me in disbelief, frozen.




Jenny
Peter sat there, licking his full feminine lips. His tits looked full and succulent as he leaned back on his heels. The curvature of his body as he looked up at me drove me crazy, sending throbbing echos of need and hunger resonating through my body. I tackled him down to the ground, frantically tearing off that frilly bra and those lacy pink panties, tossing them to one side as I took his silky mounds into my mouth. He tasted delicious. My tongue ravenously flicked up and down his erect nipple as I trailed my fingers down his thigh toward his engorged womanhood. I traced my fingers up and around his swollen lips.
Peter moaned, falling down onto his ass, as I planted little tiny kisses down his stomach. I brought my fingers back up to the apex of his crevice, letting them linger around his clit. I rubbed my fingers slowly up and down that sensitive bundle of nerves, each minor movement sending his muscles shaking with pleasure.
“You like that?” I asked, moving a little bit faster now, tracing around his clitoris with my index finger. He just moaned in affirmation. I moved back up to his tasty silky chest, taking a puffy pink nipple in my mouth. I reached down and gently pressed my finger against his entrance. There was a slight pressure before his pussy lips let my digit slip inside. his lips gripped and slid around my finger, the inside of his entrance soft and silky to the touch as I slid inside. I added another finger, stretching his tight little hole out as I rocked my hand back and forth, each motion sending spasms through his body.
Peter’s legs closed around my hand, his entire body shuddering with the throes of pleasure that was shocking his body. His breath was coming out ragged, hips writhing against my hand.
I languorously pulled my fingers out of his slick softness and brought them up to my mouth. I gently sucked on them, the taste of his nectar driving me insane. I needed more. I shoved Peter’s legs apart, baring his swollen mound. I leaned down, gently sucking on his clitoris, tracing the edges of his lips up and down, every inch of his womanhood sweet and inviting. I ravenously traveled up and down his pussy lips, tasting and teasing. My tongue moved of its own accord, writhing and slathering every inch of his bare shaven skin. He writhed against my tongue, his body tensing, legs quivering. Every lick sent another spasm through his body.
Peter squealed, panting heavily as he collapsed on the floor.
“Oh god, fuck yeah! Jenny, I need you inside of me.” He begged, biting his bottom lip as he spread his legs wide.
I smirked, I could feel myself getting ready for round two, and his encouraging words just sent another spasm of need through my body.




Peter 
As she languorously thrust her fingers in and out of my warm wetness, each inch of movement sent shudders of pleasure throughout my body. Jenny wrapped her hands around my thighs, the brush of her skin against mine sending tendrils of electricity rushing across my thighs, rippling up through my abdomen, setting off another chain reaction of pleasure. She shoved my legs apart, baring my wet slit, leaning down to gently take the apex of my mound in her mouth, gently pulling, releasing a wave of ecstasy that bent my back and curled my toes. Involuntarily, I could hear my self moaning and gasping with pleasure, back arching to combat the intense euphoria building up inside of me, and the fire of a need that had been gradually but steadily building. She traced the edges of my plump pussy gingerly with her tongue, each prodding motion sending electricity up into my abdomen.
She moved up and down, tasting and teasing, gently pulling little bits of em into her mouth and letting them go, the gently tugging of my pink slit driving me wild with need. I squealed as I collapsed in a heap, unable to control my body.
“Oh god, fuck yeah!” Jenny, I need you inside of me.” I pleaded, biting my bottom lip as I grabbed the inside of my thighs and spread my legs. I could feel my warm wetness grow even slicker with anticipation. She smirked, her eyes running up and down at my clear excitement.
“Oh my god you are soaked. You really want it?” She asked, kneeling, to lock eyes with me. Her eyes burned with an intense need that I felt mirrored inside of my core. A burning lust, a raging inferno that needed to be quenched at whatever costs.
“Mhmm.” I moaned, gently reaching down with my hand to rub at the slick softness, the sound of my fingers toying with my wetness sending visible shivers of desire through her body. I had her. With a growl she spread my legs farther apart as she guided her prodigious girth towards my tight little hole. Slowly she teased, the head of her cock gently rubbing up and down my slit before eagerly pressing against my entrance. There was a slight pressure before my lips parted and let her manhood slide inside of me. I could feel her inside of me, every inch moving hungrily inside, each second that passed was an eternity of bliss spreading through my chest.
“Oh god,” I moaned as she invaded me, burying her dick so far inside of me, farther than I thought it would go. It felt right having something in there.  Each inch gave way to new explosions of toe-curling pleasure, my back arching with pleasure into the floor as she gripped my ass with her hands, pulling and pushing me across her cock. It felt right to be dominated in this way, to fill someone use me like this. It was so freeing. Her hips bucked into mine, faster and faster, her rhythm increasing as she penetrated my soft sweetness. She felt impossibly big as each thrust of her throbbing cock stretched my tight little hole out. I could feel that ravenous hunger growing with each thrust, my hips responding in tandem with her, driving her farther inside of me with each pump of her hips. My ridges slipped and gripped around her shaft, craving each and every inch inside of me. My entire body shuddered with lust, each thrust of her cock driving me wild with ecstasy, I couldn’t control the little squeals and moans of pleasure that kept escaping my mouth.
Her hips continued to undulate, now even faster, my chest heaving with pleasure as I tried to hang on in that burning fire of need and ecstasy. Each second that passed her rhythm increased in intensity, a ravenous hungry pace that ate away at my self-control with every second, her actions emboldened by every delicious moan that her thrusts could elicit from my body. Her hand roamed up and down, tenderly pausing to brush her fingertips across my skin, each bare little bit of contact eating away at the little bit of control that I had left. She squeezed my ass as she fucked me, which awoke a primal pleasure deep within my core. That all-consuming fire of need threatening to wash me away as my back arched, toes curling.
I couldn’t control it anymore, I moved in a flash, pushing her down onto her back. Then I quickly took the opportunity to guide her throbbing cock back into my pussy. My hips moved on their own, undulating up and and down on her cock as I rode her right there on the floor, her cock splitting me into, my body aching with pure distilled need. I gyrated, moving up and down, each pump of my hips driving her farther inside of me, the tiny motions sending waves of euphoria throughout my body. Jenny placed her hands on my hips, guiding me up and down on her cock. 
I rode her cock, my soft slickness slipping as I bounced up down, her throbbing meat growing somehow even bigger inside of me. I could feel it swelling inside of me, growing even bigger and twitching with anticipation. My muscles quivered with euphoria, my entire body screaming with pleasure, the thought of her cumming inside of me sent another shockwave of pleasure down my spine.
“Jenny, cum inside of me, I need it. Now.” I moaned, giving her the extra encouragement, she needed. Her throbbing manhood twitched, spurting out hot ropes of cum, the thick creamy warmth filling my tight little hole, a sense of calm euphoria spreading throughout my abdomen. The pressure inside quickly dissolved and a thunderclap of pleasure rocked my body. My entire body quivered and shook as I fell on top of her, my muscles jerking as I rode each tremor of pleasure. 
Her arms wrapped lovingly around me as I lay there, the warmth of her seed still radiating through my body.
“If we swap back… We’re going to have to go to that house more often.” I whispered into her ear.
Jenny smirked, “Definitely.”
The End




Switched by the Spirit

by Maureen Bellgard




Jessica
I stood at the edge of the property, nervously glancing up at the wrought-iron fence. It hunched over the edge of the sidewalk, the spikes formed at the top of the fence curved up wickedly, glinting in the little bit of sunlight left.
Did I really want to do this?
“Come on now Jess, don’t be getting cold feet now,” Jake teased, hunched over beside me, his hands stuffed into his pockets in an attempt to conserve warmth.
“You look like the one with cold feet,” I fired back, looking pointedly at his chattering teeth and steamy breath that escaped his lungs.
“Yeah, yeah, let’s get this done with. Unless you’re too scared.”
I shot him another look before stalking around the edge of the fence and onto the grass, peering between the iron bars as I walked the perimeter of the fence. Chained inside the fence was a giant rickety old house that sat in the center of the property, leaning dangerously to one side as if it could collapse at any time. It was horrifying strictly from a residential safety point of view, not to mention the supernatural implications. Of course, that was all complete bullshit.
I led Jake around the perimeter of the fence, covering ground fast, the grass crunching underneath our feet as we made our way to the back of the fence. It wasn’t long before we came up to the opening, steel bars that had been pried apart just enough for someone to slip through and go on a tour of the old Hendrickson house.
“Okay Jake, we’re going in, and we’re getting out. I’m not going to jail for trespassing, no way no how.” I shot him a look, that way he knew I was serious. He just rolled his eyes and slipped in between the bars, squeezing through onto the other side.
“Listen Jess, you’re getting all worked up about nothing. No one ever comes out here and checks on this house, even if they did the ghosts would take care of them,” Jake teased, stumbling forward away from the fence.
“There’s no ghosts Jake,” I said, scrambling through the fence after him. I didn’t want to be left alone out here.
“Oh yeah? Guess we’ll find out,” He grinned back at me, stalking up to the front of the house, where the rickety wooden stairs slumped into the ground, looking seconds away from collapsing. One of us was going to end up breaking a leg doing this stupid thing. I followed him up the stairs, the wood groaning underneath our weight, but surprisingly holding as we came up to the giant rickety wooden door set in the front of the house. The wood was chipped and cracked, but still stood strong, sporting an old brass claw as a knocker.
Jake looked back at me and grinned.
“Don’t you da-”
Jake laughed wrapping his fingers around the brass claw knocker and slamming it loudly into the wall once, twice, three times.
“Well if there were any ghosts, you’re sure to have woke them up.” I said, trying not to let the fear in my chest creep out into my voice. He ignored me, pulling on the door handle. The door slowly swung outward, creaking in protest, the rusty hinges barely functioning as it opened, revealing a massive entry room. It was so dusty.
We stepped inside, looking up and down the length of the room. I stayed close to Jake. The floors and walls at one point must’ve been very elegant and pretty, but now it was just run-down and quickly being reclaimed by nature. Weeds shot up through the cracked and dust covered floor, the paint long having peeled off the walls. Jake pulled a flashlight out of the backpack he had slung around one arm and clicked the switch, cutting a beam of light through the darkness.
We delved deeper into the house, walking past ancient old pots that somehow were still intact on old broken-down stands that were chipped and caked with dust.
Jake led me to the back of the first room and down a hallway into a little center room where there were ancient faded paintings hanging haphazardly on the walls, a set of stairs coming down the side of the room.
“Ooh lets go up there,” Jake pointed at the stairs, leading up into the darkness. I shook my head. “Come on Jess, if we’re going to do this thing, let’s actually do it. Don’t be a chicken.”
“Jake, why do we have to go up there, let’s just save the second floor of the house for another time,” I tried not to let my nervousness slip into my voice, or it sound too much like begging.
“Nope, come on, or be left behind.” Jake started climbing the steps, each footfall awakening a creak and groan from the rotten wood beneath. I followed him, because what choice did I have? I kept my hands away from the banister, clutched safely across my chest and away from all the dust that was caked on the banister. As we reached the top of the steps, there was something odd about the landing. It was a small room, but for some reason it seemed to be less dark somehow.
“Jess,” Jake froze, his hand outstretched towards something in the darkness.
“Quit playing Jake, stop trying to scare me, I’m not in the m-” I saw it. Deep in the darkness was a tiny pinprick of a glow, a small ember that began to burn brighter and brighter, swelling and growing with emerald light. What is that? It grew bigger and bigger, swelling and morphing as it pulled in more of the surrounding darkness and replaced it with its own eerie green glow. I started to turn around, but I couldn’t. I couldn’t move. My muscles seized, and I could do nothing but look on as the eerie light grew in intensity.




Jake
I stood, frozen, my muscles refusing to respond, my feet planted and immovable as I stared into the darkness, forced to watch as whatever this thing is grow in strength. Could it have been? Was Jess right? A ghost? The nucleus of the ember now blazed white, hot, and bright, sending all darkness out of the room, all that was left was an eerie green glow. It bobbed lazily in the air, as if taunting us as we stood, unable to move. I couldn’t even open my mouth to make any sort of sound. I was its captive.
“You have entered that which does not belong to you. For such a transgression, you two shall pay the penance.” A voice blossomed inside my head, deep and loud. It wasn’t coming from anywhere in the room, it was as if it had somehow wriggled its way into my brain. Fuck, fuck, Jess was right, we shouldn’t have done this!
The glowing orb began to contract, pulling all of itself to the center, green light overlapping on greenlight until it squeezed itself into an even brighter pinprick. There was a moment of calm right before a loud thunderclap of sound shook the room, the light disappearing amidst a shockwave of green light and creepy green sparks. The room was once again plunged into darkness. My hands shook as I turned to Jess, eyes wide as I looked at her. Tears filled her eyes, her hands clutched desperately to her chest.
“Let’s get out of here,” I shakily said, grabbing her hand and pulling her down the stairs. I was not staying in this creepy-ass house one more second. We flew down the stairs, our feet slapping against the creaky panels without care, a chorus of groans and moans coming from the stairs as we passed over the boards. We careened our way into the entry room, my heart starting to slow once I saw the door. It was still open. We burst out of the house and off the porch. We flew through the field, going at an all-out run through the grass to where we made our entry through the metal bars. I pushed Jess through first, and quickly slid my body through the bars after her.
My breaths came hard and ragged as I leaned down, hands on my knees, begging my heart to stop thudding so hard in my chest. Jess paced back and forth near me, unable to speak, her face pale as a bedsheet.
Shit, I didn’t want to become haunted tonight. All I wanted was to take Jess out for a fun time. Maybe she got scared and hung onto me. Maybe we went home together tonight. I had been wanting her to be my girl for as long as I knew her. But I certainly didn’t want to have to contact a church and get some sort of fuckin’ exorcism.
“What the fuck just happened?” Jess turned around and looked at me, her skin still pale from the shock.
“I dont… I don’t know, I-I didn’t think… Are ghosts actually real Jess? Is that what we just fuckin’ saw? Some kind of spirit? The legends weren’t lying, that house is haunted and they need to raze that damned thing down to the ground,” I panted out, running out of breath several times. My thoughts churned inside of my brain as I kept replaying that moment through my mind, over and over again.
“You have entered that which does not belong to you. For such a transgression, you two shall pay the penance.” What did that even mean, what even was that thing? 
“I don’t know Jake,” Jess’s entire body was shaking now, her pacing growing faster and faster. “I don’t like it, I don’t like this. We should never have come here!” She flung her hands out in front of her, her words running together as she whipped herself into more of a panic. I stood up and walked calmly over to her, taking her shoulders in my hands.
“Listen, Jess. You need to calm yourself down. We made it out of there. We’re fine. We’re okay, everything’s going to be just fine. If you don’t feel comfortable going home tonight, you’re more than welcome to come over and crash on my couch.” I said looking her deep in those pretty sparkling blue eyes and waiting as each breath came slower and slower.
“Yes, you’re uh,” Jess pushed a strand of hair back behind her ear. “You’re right. A-Are you sure you don’t mind me spending the night?”
“Of course not. To be honest, I’d like someone else in my house tonight too, it’d just be too creepy stuck there all by myself. Too quiet. I think I’d go insane.”
“O-Okay.” Jess nodded, her body still trembling, but her breaths now coming much slower and at a reasonable pace. I walked her down the sidewalk, away from that creepy fucking house. I felt like I could feel something watching us as we walked away, but every time I turned back to check, there was nothing there.
We crossed a couple streets, finally coming to the place where I had parked my car. I unlocked it, and Jess quickly scrambled into the passenger seat, locking her car door behind her. I guess it helped her feel a little bit safer while I stowed my backpack in the backseat. I jumped into the driver seat, slammed my key into the ignition, and pulled out as quickly as I could. The farther we could get away from that horrible house, the better I’d feel.
I navigated the streets, barely able to keep my anxiety from causing me to break the speed limit, Jess and I remaining in complete silence the entire way home. My mind raced with the thoughts of that eerie ember. That weird green light that writhed and swelled. Those words that it spoke into my brain sat there, as if they had been etched into my soul, constantly repeating on a loop as I tried to make sense of it.
I didn’t want Jess to be frightened, but I was terrified.




Jessica
My hands still shook as Jake pulled the car into the driveway. I just couldn’t stop thinking about that horrifying sight, the ember growing and writhing before my eyes. Not to mention those dreadful words that had come to life inside my head. I didn’t like it one bit.
I told him. This was a mistake, but he wouldn’t listen.
A flash of anger shot through my body, followed quickly by a tinge of sympathy. I let it happen though, and it’s not his fault. Ghosts usually knock over a couple things, or fuck with you a little bit. Not this shit.
Jake turned in his seat, looking at me, his eyebrows pinched together with concern as he glanced down at my still-trembling hands.
“You okay? Ready to go in?”
“Y-Yeah, let’s go.”
Jake nodded, throwing his door open with ease and coming around to my side to open my door for me. I clambered out of the car, looking up at Jakes home. It was a modest home with a nice cement lane that went all the way up to the house. It was decently sized, and he had a lot of yard for a house like this, which was very nice.
Jake led me up the driveway to the steps running up to the front door. I pretended not to notice as he fumbled around in his pockets, shakily taking his keys out and struggling to enter them into the keyhole. Finally, he got it, slamming the key in and turning it, a satisfied click coming from somewhere within the door as it unlocked. He swung the door open and immediately hit the light switch on the inside, illuminating the hallway.
“That right there is the kitchen, fridge’s a little sparse, but help yourself to whatever you can find. I got water and soda,” Jake said, gesturing to a door on the right as we passed it. He led me farther into the house into his living room area, spreading his arms wide before him. “This right here, this is your castle, you’re more than welcome to sleep wherever you want in here, but the couch is really comfortable, and I’ll get you some blankets and pillows before you go to sleep. The chair looks comfortable, but trust me, you will wake up with a crick in your neck.”
“Jake, thank you,” I said, turning to him. “I’m not really ready to go to bed just yet though… I don’t think I could sleep.”
“Yeah of course, I was thinking I’ll make some popcorn and we can just chill and watch a movie or something, until we get tired?”
I nodded, moving over to the couch and falling into it, the leather molding to my body and cradling me in its comfortable embrace. It was very comfortable.
Jake made his way into the kitchen, disappearing for a few minutes before coming back with a giant bowl full of popcorn, and two glasses of coke. He fell into the couch beside me, passing the bowl of popcorn over to me. I picked at the food, tossing some of the salty puffs into my mouth, the crunching sensation helping to calm my nerves as he reached for the remote. It didn’t take him long to navigate the remote and put on some sort of little action flick. We both kind of paid half-attention to it as we sat there. My mind just kept running through the events from before, over and over again.
We sat there in a stunted silence, comforted only by the noises of the TV until finally the movie clicked off, and Jake stood up. The popcorn in the bowl had dwindled to nothing but kernels, I was just nervously shoving the food in my mouth as I sat there. Jake ran his hands over his jeans absentmindedly as he turned to me.
“Alright, I’m about to head to bed, if you’re ready?” He asked, moving to the doorway to the hall. “I’ll go ahead and grab you some blankets and pillows if that’s cool?”
“Yeah that sounds good to me,” I said hesitantly, still a little nervous, but hell we had to sleep at some point. He just nodded and grunted some form of affirmation, disappearing through the doorway and coming back with a load of pillows and blankets clutched to his chest. He brought them over to me, laying the pillow at one edge of the couch and jerking his head towards me to lay down. I twisted around on the couch, laying my head down on the surprisingly soft pillow as he wrapped a fuzzy blanket around my chest. He started going to tuck the blanket up under my feet but I shook my head.
“No, not my feet,” I said, stopping him in his tracks.
“Not your feet?” He looked at me, puzzled.
“No, I don’t like my feet being covered. Then I feel claustrophobic and I get hot.” I said matter-of-factly. Jake laughed.
“No covering the feet then. There, you comfy?” He said, stepping back to admire his handiwork. 
I grinned at him as I settled into the couch, snuggling down into the comfy warmth of the furniture. This was surprisingly a pretty good setup, I’ve slept on many a couch in my life, but never one so comfortable as this.
“It’s perfect. Thank you Jake, for getting me the blankets and for letting me spend the night.”
“Of course, thank you for staying over, it makes me feel so much better. Goodnight!” Jake walked through the doorway and out of sight, presumably to his room. I wriggled even deeper into the embrace of the couch, turning over so that I was facing the back of it, completely enrapt in the warmth and cozy comfort. My eyelids grew heavy, the sleepiness pulling at me and dragging me under. Moments later I was asleep.




Jake
I stumbled into my bedroom, my eyelids heavy with drowsiness as I flicked off the light switch by the door. I made my way to my bed, its gray sheets more inviting than ever. I fell into it, not even bothering to strip out of my jeans. My head hit the pillow, and it wasn’t but a few moments before the drowsiness took complete control and I was asleep.
Next thing I knew I was surrounded by darkness, levitating in the thick shadow as if it was some sort of fluid. I looked all around me and there was nothing, no one. Nothing to break the monotony of just darkness. I tried to move my arms and legs, to move about this inky space, but they wouldn’t budge. only my head could move. What kind of dream was this? All of a sudden, I saw it, a glowing green ember off into the distance, growing bigger by the second. It was just like the thing in the house. It got closer and closer, the pinprick turning into a dot and then an orb, and then it was right in front of me, a blazing supernova of green crackling energy.
“I told you. A penance would be paid. You ran? No matter. Do not be afraid dear mortal, the penance is not an expensive one, nor a permanent one. Just something to remind you not to take what is not yours, to invade upon someone else’s property. Enjoy your time, your penance can be quite… pleasurable under the right circumstances.” The voice invaded my mind again, beating against the inside of my skull with its volume. I couldn’t speak or say anything as it grew even brighter, just like before. The entity blazed and swelled, growing unfathomably larger with every passing second before exploding in a shower of crackling green energy.
I jolted awake, my entire body shaking as I sat up. What the hell was that? I cracked open my eyelids, my body sluggishly responding to my desires, still craving the warmth of the bed. I looked over and froze. My living room table. Why was my living room table here, in my room? Then everything else kind of fell into place. Somehow, I was in my living room. Even though I distinctly remembered falling into my bed. Maybe that was also a dream. I threw the blanket off my body and glanced around, but Jess wasn’t anywhere to be seen. What is going on? I scratched my head and froze. My hair was… long. I looked down and almost screamed. I was wearing a t-shirt that was not mine, and the scariest part was how it hung around my new-found soft delicate mounds that swelled out of my chest. Hands trembling, pulled at the neck of my shirt and peered down it, utterly shocked to see two luscious milky tits, barely restrained by purple fabric. I had breasts. Frantically I reached for the jeans I was wearing and pulled at the waist, revealing a frilly pair of panties, and no bulge. 
“What is going on?”




Jessica
I was suspended in a vat of darkness, hands held up above my head, unable to move them at all. I tried to kick my legs out into the darkness, but they wouldn’t respond either. I was trapped in some kind shadowy room, the darkness stretched out for miles and miles. As I hung there, suspended in the inky blackness, everything started to fall into place. I was in a dream. I could recognize these things pretty quickly, as I had dreams most every night. I started to squeeze my eyes shut and then force them open in the dream, the momentum usually driving me out of whatever nightmare I had found myself in. I did it again and again, and yet, I couldn’t force myself to wake like I normally could.
The darkness grew even thicker, wrapping tightly around my body, writhing and twisting to form thick shackles out of the dense shadow. I was held there, suspended in the air, when all of a sudden I saw it. The spirit from before. The green ember ignited out there in the darkness. The emerald light spearing through the darkness, twisting and morphing in the air, overlapping in on itself as it grew brighter and brighter. The intensity of the light growing with each passing second as it came closer and closer. The emerald green light began to beat back the darkness as it got even closer to me, the radiant light sending waves of heat brushing across my skin. I couldn’t speak, nor move as it bobbed even closer to my body.
“Just like I told your compatriot, a penance shall be paid by the two of you. You trespassed across my land, daring to enter my domain and as such there is a price you are required to pay. Do not be scared, the penance is only temporary, something to remind you to never trespass across my land, to invade my dwelling without even an offering in hand. The penance can be pleasurable, if taken in the right frame of mind…” The voice from before blossomed in my head, quiet and soothing. It was almost reassuring as it spoke directly into my thoughts. The spirit began to vibrate within the darkness, the intensity growing and swelling. Suddenly, the green light reached critical mass and imploded in a shower of sparks and a crackling energy wave that washed over me.  I closed my eyes against the heat.
I jolted awake, dazed and confused, my eyes barely cracking open, unable to make sense of anything that was in front of me. My chest heaved with frantic breaths as I looked around, trying to make sense of what was going on. I was no longer in the living room. I was in… I was in Jake’s bedroom? What happened? I was covered in those gray covers he had, his dresser looming over me from the edge of the room. This made no sense.
I threw the covers off my body and froze. My luscious chest was gone and in its place was swollen muscles. My entire torso was shaped differently, hard angles and solid muscle. I panicked, standing straight up and almost screaming as my hands wandered all over my body, feeling all these strange new lines and angles that I had never had before. My hand brushed against my crotch and I stopped. What was that feeling. I thrust my hand down in between my waistband and toned stomach, to find that I had a bulge down there. It reacted, jumping with tremble of excited pleasure.
I jumped up off the bed and ran out into the hallway, ducking into a bathroom and staring at myself in the mirror. I… I was a man. And to make matters even more confusing, I was trapped in Jake’s body. I bent over, leaning forward to look at myself in the mirror. A young man, short cropped brown hair, a jawline that could cut steel, piercing green eyes. Everything that used to be soft rounded angles was now hard lines and muscle. My torso bulged and writhed with powerful pounds of muscle. I screamed.
Suddenly, I heard footsteps coming from down the hallway. I turned, trembling, throwing my hands out in front of me as they got closer and closer.
“What the fuck?” I heard an odd voice come through the doorway. It was Jake’s voice… but higher somehow. There in the doorway, walking out of the shadows, was my body. “Jess? Is that you?” Jake’s high-pitched voice was shrill with disbelief.
“D-Did we switch bodies somehow?” I asked, trembling as I walked forward toward Jake, tracing the outline of his face with my finger, my mind struggling to comprehend what was going on.
“T-This must be the penance. Did you have that strange dream too?” He asked, turning to look at himself in the mirror, running his hands up and down his face, trying to make sense of his new persona.
“Yeah,” I said, turning to the mirror as well. This was a lot to take in.
I turned to Jake, standing there in his newfound feminine body. I couldn’t help but have my eyes drawn to the soft feminine curves of his body, the softness of his newfound tits. It excited me. I felt shivers of desire run down my body, the feeling of lust running throughout my body. Jake looked at me, his eyes growing nervous as I stepped closer to him.
“The penance can be pleasurable…” I said softly, approaching him.
“J-Jess what do you mean? You had that dream too?”
“Get down on your knees,” I said, a confident thrill surging through my body. Jake was nervous and hesitant, but I could see it in his eyes, he felt it too. That electric static that hung in the air, that burning desire that was suspended within my gut. I needed him. I don’t know if it was whatever curse had been placed on us by that spirit, or just the natural horniness of a human male, but my newfound member was thick with desire. Jake got down on his knees, his feminine eyes looking up into mine. I took another step towards him, quickly undoing my belt and stripping to reveal my newfound sex.
Jake looked up at me his eyes wide, mouth moving but no sound coming out as his eyes flicked between my throbbing erection and my eyes. 
“Suck my cock,” I commanded, gesturing down toward my new shaft. He leaned forward, almost hesitantly at first, but I could see the fire burning in his eyes. He reached out with a soft feminine hand and wrapped the fingers around my hard shaft. He leaned down and took me into his mouth, his tongue lapping hungrily over my meat, sending tremors of pleasure throughout my body.
Is this what it’s like for dudes? This feels wonderful.




Jake
I wrapped my fingers around her shaft, hesitating as I took her throbbing meat in my mouth, the warmth of it as I wrapped my tongue around her sent shivers down my spine. Am I really doing this? I was gripped with a lust, a need, to have her in my mouth. Something about the way she talked to me, the way she commanded that I suck her cock sent shivers of desire up through my stomach, a warmth settling down inside of me. I was horny. I hungrily lapped at her, taking the head of her cock in my mouth, swirling my tongue around her engorged sensitiveness. She tasted… delicious. I voraciously consumed her, working my way down her shaft, running my tongue over every inch of her pronounced manhood.
As I took her in my mouth, I reached down and thrust my hand in between my frilly panties and my bare shaven skin, dipping my finger into my newfound folds. They were drenched. As rubbed my fingers across that sensitive bundle of nerves shards of desire shot up through my abdomen. Fuck, that felt so good. I never imagined a situation like this turning me on so much. My tongue wrapped around a massive cock, my fingers tentatively penetrating myself. I rocked back and forth on my fingers, driving spasms of pleasure through my body, my tongue gently caressing her cock as I consumed all of her, going down and pulling all of her inside my mouth.  
I pulled her out of my mouth, leaning down to run my tongue across her balls, gently sucking in the soft skin, enjoying the taste and the way it filled my mouth as I worked back up her shaft. My tongue ran small little circles across every inch of that shaft. Jess’s body tensed as I devoured her new-found manhood, I could tell she was getting close to the edge now, her cock swelling and jerking in my mouth in response to the pleasure I knew she was filling.
“Now now, you’re not going to come just yet, are you?” I grinned.
“Nah, don’t think you’re getting out of this that easy,” She growled, pulling her cock out of my mouth and reaching down, sweeping her arms up under me and hoisting me off to the bedroom. Jess threw me onto the bed, her display of dominance sending chills and desire ravaging through my body. She ripped off my jeans and shirt, placing the pad of her thumb at the apex of my slit. The pad of her thumb dug into the pink frilly fabric and pirouetted in a small little circle, sending jolts of electricity through that soft bundle of nerves, my back arched in pleasure. It was so sensitive. My toes curled as she kept circling on my clit, driving me wild, all thoughts gone as a moan escaped my lips. 
“Oh, you like that, you dirty little slut?” Jess asked, pulling my panties down and tossing them to one side. 
I moaned in affirmation, my thoughts coming slow and sluggish, unable to string together words as she thrust my legs apart, revealing my slick glistening sex. I craved her, I needed her. I quivered in anticipation of her massive member entering me. Jess’s cock entered me, my drenched wetness eagerly accepting her throbbing meat. I felt her invade me, her long member defiling me, my entire body quivering as it slowly sunk in. My ridges slipped and gripped along the length of her as she filled my tight pink hole up. My back arched into the sheets, my hands reaching out to wrap my fingers into the silky sheets, trying to hang on in the storm of ecstasy that had seized me. She languorously pulled out, my folds tightening around her, trying to keep her inside of me as Jess built up a steady rhythm, bucking her hips into me.
“Oh Jess!” I moaned out, my hips instinctively moving in tandem with hers, wriggling to try and drive her deeper inside of me, her pace quickening. The smell of her, musky and masculine filled my nostrils, the mere scent driving me insane, adding to the burning fire as she impaled me, her throbbing hardness thrusting deep between my thighs.  She placed her palms inside both of my thighs, thrusting them apart, allowing her to drive her pulsating erection deeper inside of me, sheathing and re-sheathing her cock at a rapid intensity. Each thrust of her hips awoke another spark inside of me, adding on to the massive fire and pressure I could feel growing within. A storm of pleasure that was writhing and swelling deep within my abdomen.
“Yeah?” She grunted, her hand wandering over to the apex of my newfound womanhood, her thumb circling my clit. That sensitive bundle of nerves ached with pleasure, each stroke of her thumb and her cock awoke pleasures tremors throughout my body. I clutched the sheets hard, my knuckles growing white, toe’s curling, back arching into the bed. I could feel her cock swell and jerk inside of me. Jess was close. Images of Jess releasing her seed inside of me filled my mind.
“Yes Jess, come inside of me!” I choked out, barely able to make the words in between the heaving gasps and moans. That sent her over the edge, her cock twitching inside of me, spilling out long sticky strands of warm seed. I moaned, the pressure broke, and the world exploded. My legs quivered in the waves of pleasure that washed over my body, falling limp to the bed as I felt her warmth spread through me. “That. Was. Amazing,” I breathed out, melting into the bed, unable to move a muscle.
Jess fell into the bed beside me, wrapping her arms around my body, kissing me on the shoulder.
“Yeah it was. I want to stay like this forever,” She said.
“If not, we can always go back to that house,” I said wriggling backwards deeper into her embrace. I kind of liked being a girl. Even if we changed back, this wouldn’t be the last time. Of that, I was sure.
The End




Switched by the Specter

by Maureen Bellgard




Sidney
I stood in front of the gaping maw of the tunnel, the darkness stretching out in front of me for what seemed like miles. I paced back in forth in front of the entrance, my nerves causing my entire body to shudder and shake. This was a horrible idea, wasn’t it? There’s a reason these tracks were never used, and the construction of this tunnel never finished right? It was haunted. I knew it. I swore that Nathan knew it too, but he refused to admit it due to his need for bravado.
“Can’t we just skip this, go to the movies or something?” I asked, turning to him, putting on my most cutesy face, usually that got him to do whatever I wanted him to. He just crossed his arms. Nope. It wasn’t going to happen. I let out a sigh. Might as well get on with it. “Fine, but you’re going first.”
“Whatever Sidney, I don’t mind going first because I’m not scared.” Nathan said with a measure of bravado. Almost too much bravado. He was scared too, I was sure of it. Nathan started forward, walking with a swagger down the dark tunnel. I followed him, hesitantly picking my way through the rubble as we reached the edge of the darkness. Nathan stopped for a split second, and I almost thought he was going to turn around when he pulled a flashlight out of the backpack slung around his shoulder and flicked it on. The flashlight sent a beam of light arcing through the shadows, the darkness retreating before its blazing light.
We delved deeper and deeper, picking our way around the huge chunks of cement that lay scattered across the tunnel floor. The old railroad tracks were there, but it had long since been out of use. It led us deeper and deeper into the maw of this giant beast. As we delved deeper, the darkness seemed to grow more intense. The shadows growing thicker, reaching out, barely beaten back by the sword of light that Nathan wielded.
“Alright Nathan, haven’t we gone far enough? Shouldn’t we turn back?” I pleaded.
“Look, we’re definitely close to the end now. What’s the point of urban exploration if you don’t follow the adventure to its natural conclusion? I want to see what’s at the end of this tunnel, was it ever actually finished. Is there nothing at the end?” Nathan turned back and looked at me. I could see it set in his face, a level of determination and stubbornness that I knew I wouldn’t be able to break through.
We continued to delve deeper into the tunnel. I turned to look behind us and was shocked that we had already made it so far in that I couldn’t even see the exit. The tunnel had twisted and turned, and now we were truly entombed in the darkness. It was getting colder. I wrapped my arms around my chest, trying to retain the little warmth I had as I followed Nathan. He continued to pick his way through the rubble, seeming perfectly at home in this concrete tomb. 
Nathan’s flashlight started to flicker, turning off and on in the darkness.
“Nathan, stop fucking with me!” I yelled at him, running into him, and wrapping my arms around one of his.
“I’m not doing this, the battery must be going out, I have more in my bag.” The flashlight made an odd click and both of us were plunged into darkness. 
“Well find them!” I said, unable to see anything in the shadows that tightened around us, my only assurance being that my arms were wrapped around one of his.
“I’ll try but you’re going to have to let go of my arm so I can look through my backpack.”
“Oh. Ok.” I hesitantly let go. I could barely see him, but I could hear him fumbling through his backpack, clearly able to hear the zipper being undone and his hands rifling through whatever the contents were. 
Suddenly, the shadows began to lift.  The tunnel growing brighter by the second. I looked up confused and froze. There, lazily bobbing above the railroad tracks was a blue specter, a creature of writhing blue crackling energy, the light twisting and tangling to form an odd almost skeletal structure, transparent and horrifying. I tried to say something, anything, but I couldn’t. I was frozen in place, my muscles refusing to obey my commands. Refusing to move.
Nathan was kneeling in front of me, his arms stuck in his backpack, his head twisted up to look at the specter, floating three feet away from us. I could only assume that he was stuck like I was, no longer in control of his body. The specter just floated, glowing brighter and brighter, the blue crackling energy driving the shadows away. 
“Why would you come to this place? Trespass on my domain? You have violated the ancient rules, and as such there is no need to hear your defense. Many of your ancestors had violated this rule, but it has been a long time since those days. I guess a reminder is in order.” A voice blossomed in my head, an old and ancient raspy one, writhing through my thoughts. It paused for a minute, still lazily floating in the air in front of us. The specter reached out with a bony transparent claw, pointing it directly at us and muttering some kind of foreign language under its breath. 
Suddenly, there was a thunderclap of magic and a massive blinding light ricocheting around the room, bouncing off the walls and colliding with my body. It was warm, the sensation flooding my body with a powerful and magical heat, settling deep within my bones. I felt… Different. My entire body went limp, collapsing in a pile of limbs on the floor, Nathan’s body mirroring mine as I fell.
My eyelids grew heavy, vision swimming as I struggled to retain consciousness. Everything felt thick, as if my entire being was swimming through consciousness. Everything went black.




Nathan
My eyelids fluttered, everything dark. I couldn’t think straight, all of my thoughts coming slow and sluggish as I came to. My memories began to flood back. Sidney and I, delving through the ancient tunnel, flashed before my eyes, a myriad of images, sounds and scents replaying through my head as everything came back to me. The feeling was beginning to return to my numb limbs as I came to, struggling against the dusty floor. My body was limp, sprawled out across the floor, my hand’s scrabbling across the floor, anxiously searching for the feeling of something familiar. At first, I couldn’t really remember what I was searching for, but I knew I was trying to find something. Something important. Suddenly it came back to me. The flashlight! It had to be somewhere near here right?
I scrambled onto my hands and knees, painstakingly shuffling back and forth across the ground, my hands running over rough stones and detritus that had strewn across the tunnel floor. I ran my fingers across the jagged edges of debris that lay cluttered amongst the floor, but still I was unable to find the familiar texture of my trusty flashlight. 
The air was heavy in here. Dense. It clogged my nostrils and hung in my chest, wrapping around me like a heavy silk now. It had changed. I had felt fine before, but now it was oppressively clinging to my every movement. Everything felt weird and different. I still hadn’t regained full control of my body. Did I have a stroke? I wasn’t sure what had happened. I worked my mouth, opening it and trying to speak, but nothing would come out. I tried calling out for Sidney over and over again, frantically rubbing the ground around me, trying to find her or anything that was familiar. Finally, I was able to strangle out some kind of noise vaguely resembling her name.
In response, a light flooded the room, blinding me. I squeezed my eyes shut, some sort of frightened shriek erupting from my lungs as I tried to scrabble away, my limbs sluggishly responding. As I cracked my eyes open, all the blurry edges and shapes came back together, melding together to form a familiar shape. My flashlight. It was emitting all the light, but it was held in an almost too familiar hand. My hand. My body. Me. I was crouched, mere feet from where I was watching. How? 
“W-Who are you?” I was able to croak out at myself. My clone turned, eyes settling on me and growing wide with shock.
“N-Nathan?” My doppelganger’s mouth opened and a voice rang out, deeper than I was used to, but it tickled a memory. It sounded like… like Sidney? “I-Is that you?”
“Yeah it’s me. Who are you?” I asked, enough strength coming to my trembling limbs to be able to push myself up off the ground and finally stand. I looked myself in the eye. The resemblance was uncanny. No, it was perfect, down to every last little detail. I had an idea of who had taken up residence in my body, but I needed to hear it from her.
“It’s me… Sidney,” She said, her voice trembling as she looked me up and down, her entire face twisted in shock and surprise.
I looked down and my jaw dropped. My hard-angular chest was gone, and in its place were two beautifully shaped mounds. My lean athletic body had been replaced by soft feminine curves, wrapped in a silky purple blouse and denim that hugged my hips. I was in Sidney’s body. We had switched places.
“What the fuck is going on?” I asked, my hands feeling up and down my body, as if the tactile sensations would make me feel any saner.
“I-I guess the ghost… It must ‘ve swapped us somehow. You remember that, right? I’m not crazy?”
Images flooded my head of the specter, floating above the ground, its ominous voice booming throughout the tunnel, searing its words into my brain. ” Yeah. I remember,” I said. It made sense. It had somehow cursed us. This must’ve been its reminder. “What do we even do?” I pleaded, hoping that Sidney would have some answer locked away in that brain. She was the one who believed in spirits. I didn’t. Or at least, I used to not.
“I don’t know,” She stated, her voice emotionless, still stuck in shock. “Let’s just… Let’s get out of here.” She looked numb as she started down the tunnel the way we came, barely paying enough attention to pick her way through the rubble.
I looked at her, my chest heaving as I sucked in breath after breath, the realization of exactly what just happened was setting in with each passing moment.
Sidney just kept moving forward, almost mechanically, forcing herself to continue striding forward without hesitation or pausing. I followed her, carefully avoiding the big chunks of rubble that littered her path. Silence filled the tunnel, the mere density of it was heavy as well, the silence growing and expanding with every step. I couldn’t help but wonder what was going through her head as I shoved my own panic away, focusing on each step and every breath. I tried not to pay any attention to the daintiness of my feet, or the way my legs instinctively moved with a kind of grace and elegance that I had never been able to achieve before. 
Before long, we made it to the beginning of the tunnel, the last remnants of sunlight barely creeping into the entrance. My jeep was parked just outside, the shadows of the setting sun sending its shadow eerily stretching toward the entrance. Sidney stopped outside the jeep, fumbling around in my pockets.
“Right front pocket.” I called out. She nodded in thanks, her hands reaching into her pocket and pulling out the keys. We got in the vehicle and she started the car, popping a quick U-turn and driving away from the tunnel as fast as she could.
“Where are we going?” I asked. She didn’t respond, her eyes locked on the road, eyes blank and almost lifeless as trees whipped past us. “We could uh, go to my house? While we figure this thing out?” I suggested. All she did was nod.
This is a nightmare.




Sidney
I sat in silence, hands gripped tightly around the steering wheel, my knuckles growing white from the sheer amount of pressure. I couldn’t stand it. I was trapped, in a body that wasn’t my own. I kept going through that mental loop, that mental image of looking at Nathan, just standing there in my body. It was uncomfortable, wearing a skin that wasn’t my own, but it was even more terrifying to know that someone else was wearing yours. 
I shivered and turned my attention back to the road. If I could just keep ignoring that odd feeling, maybe the sensation would go away.
I glanced at him, the jeep rocking gently side to side as we whizzed down the road, faster than I probably should’ve been going. None of this would’ve happened if he would’ve just listened to me. If we would have just gone to the movies, none of this could’ve happened. Or if he would’ve believed me when I said that there were ghosts. But that didn’t happen. Instead, I was trapped. Stuck in a body that wasn’t my own.
The worst of it was that he asked me what we were going to do. As if I had any clue as to how to handle an unexpected body swap. As if this was common supernatural phenomena.
I realized as I made a right turn that we were getting close to his house. I also realized that I wasn’t actually mad at him. I wanted to be, but he couldn’t have seen this coming. Neither did I. I just needed something. Anything to keep my mind off the predicament that we were in.
Nathan kept glancing over at me, but he didn’t speak, which I was grateful for. I was not in the mood for conversation, or any sort of talking, the mental battle kept waging within my head, as I tried to come to terms with what exactly had happened. As we moved down the road, nearing ever closer to Nathan’s-well I guess MY home now-my mind cleared, the mental loops subsiding, the odd feeling that I was in someone else’s skin growing less uncomfortable. I wriggled in my seat. It was still uncomfortable, but it was growing less alien with every passing moment.
It didn’t take too long for us to arrive at Nathan’s modest home. It was a squat brick structure, with a decent front yard sprawled in front of it. Not too far off the sides were exact replicas of the house, laid out in a very organized and distinct manner.
I pulled the jeep into the driveway, stopping in front of the pale gray garage door, turning the key in the ignition. The purr of the jeep ceased, and now all that was left was that oppressive silence.
“Well. Let’s go inside,” I sighed, jumping out of the jeep and heading for the front door. I glanced back, Nathan was looking at me, his eyes wide as he unbuckled his seat belt and followed me.
My hands didn’t shake nearly as much as I pulled out the key and inserted it into the slot. They felt different, those thick fingers wrapping assuredly around the key as I twisted it, unlocking the door. Maybe it wasn’t all so bad. The door swung open, and finally we were inside.
Awkwardly I stepped aside, letting Nathan in his house first, his dainty frame gently sliding through the doorway. There was something about those curves, that soft femininity that sent a thrill down my spine. The curvature of his lips, the rise and fall of his bosom. Even his face with remnants of shock on it, had a sort of cute quality that awoke something within me. I followed him, trying not to let my eyes settle too long on his ass, barely contained by the denim.
“What now?” He asked as I closed the door behind me.
“I don’t know. We wait I guess, maybe it’ll wear off?” I wasn’t sure of that, but it was the only thing we could do. He followed me to his living room, where I fell down into his couch and sat, staring at the TV, which was turned off, but I didn’t have the energy to try and find the remote.
Nathan disappeared to somewhere in the house as I sat there. Thinking. Maybe there was some way to reverse it. If this happened to us, then there’s got to be some sort of information somewhere out there.




Nathan
I stumbled through the house, away from the living room. How was she so calm? Sidney was almost emotionless; she wasn’t freaking out at all. It was surprising. I moved up the stairs slowly, my legs pumping as I climbed the mahogany steps up to the second floor. I gripped the banister tightly, using it to give me some sense of grounding as I ascended to my room. I closed the door behind me and looked at my room. My gray bed sat, sad and isolated against the corner, away from my dresser and two bookshelves that clung to the wall. Along one wall was my closet, filled with clothes that would not fit my new current form.
I sighed, falling onto the bed, the sheets pillowing out around me slightly as my small frame hit the covers. This was almost too much to handle.
I laid there, gently playing with my hair, trying to manage the sense of panic that kept ebbing and flowing, swelling and shrinking as I fought that mental battle. I tossed and turned, squeezing my eyes shut and opening them, hoping that at some point I would either wake from this nightmare, or fall asleep, that way I didn’t have to deal with it at the moment. It felt like I had been laying there for hours. I opened my eyes and saw that I was still in Sidney’s body. I still had those two perky tits, straining to be free of this blouse, 
I ran the tips of my fingers across my face, gently letting them slide across the soft rounded curves. My fingertips caressed the soft smooth skin, falling gently down my face to my soft feminine neck, trailing down my chest towards my blouse, running them over what used to be Sidney’s luscious milky tits. As my fingertips ran across my chest, I felt a surge of electricity shoot through my body, my nipples growing more pronounced as the pads of my fingers brushed them. I wriggled in the sheets, exhaling with the little bit of pleasure that jolted through my body. Maybe this could be fun?
I ran my hands down further, towards my denim, gently unbuckling the belt that she had wrapped around her hips, setting the snug jeans free. My desire grew and raged as I fumbled with the zipper, almost desperately now needing access to my new body. The jeans slid off with ease, revealing a frilly pair of red panties. God she was hot. I ran my fingers hesitantly in between my bare shaved skin and that red lacy silk, to where my bulge used to be. Now there was just a pretty pink slit, just begging to be touched and teased. I ran my fingers around the edges of my new sex, the motion sending pulses of desire through my body, a moan escaping my lips as I grew bolder. I ran my fingers up and down those delicious lips, up to the apex of my womanhood, then down to that sensitive bundle of nerves. working my fingers in tight little circles around my clitoris, I moaned, my back arching into the sheets, the desire growing, shards of electricity and arousal shooting through my body. 
I needed more. My fingers instinctively walked down the length of my dampness, tentatively prodding and teasing around my entrance. A finger slipped in, my eager sex devouring it. I could feel my ridges slip and grip as I delved inside myself. I was so wet. I added another finger, stretching out my tight pink little hole, the girth of my fingers sending another shockwave of pleasure through my body, my legs shaking as I rocked my fingers back and forth inside of me. My hips were moving instinctively, bucking against my fingers, driving them deeper inside me. I moaned, cupping my breast, driving my fingers deep into the blouse with my other hand, my thumb gently circling my erect nipples. 
Suddenly, I heard a creak and I froze. Whipping my neck around at the door, I could see the doorknob jiggle and the door swung inward. It was Sidney, she stood in the doorway, her eyes wide with shock as she caught me laying there, fingering myself, all the while in her body.
“Nathan, what are you doing?” She asked calmly.
“Well, uh, I figured, uh, since we were in this situation. We might as well, uh, take a-advantage of it,” I croaked out. 
Sidney crossed her arms, her sweltering look sending shivers through my body. The fear hung heavy in my head, but right beside it was a surprising amount of arousal. I was excited. Being caught in the act… It made me even more horny.




Sidney
I opened the door and stood shocked at exactly what I saw. Nathan was sprawled out across the bed, legs spread wide, caressing gently that soft feminine slit that used to be mine. I should be outraged. I knew that, and yet the sight of him, one hand cupping his luscious breast, it sent tendrils of desire through my body. I could feel my bulge grow and thicken, it grew sensitive and it yearned to feel his soft silky skin.
“Nathan, what are you doing?” I asked, stepping forward calmly, stopping right beside the bed. I didn’t pay much attention to his words, instead letting my eyes wander up and down his body. I dropped my hands to my pants and fumbled with the belt buckle, having it undone in no time. 
I dropped my pants and boxers, revealing my throbbing erection, swollen with need for Nathan’s body.
“W-What are you doing?” He asked, looking me up and down, from my swollen cock to my eyes, back and forth. I could tell from the glint in his eyes that he could feel it too. The burning desire dwelling deep within my abdomen, the lust that raked its fingers tenderly up and down my body was lingering on him as well. 
“Suck my cock,” I commanded. He hesitated for a split second before sliding off the bed, graceful, all his curves working together to move his body next to my throbbing sex. He wrapped his lips around the head of my cock, his tongue hungrily lapping around my pulsating member. He gave me tiny little kisses up and down my shaft, growing in confidence with each passing second. He pulled my shaft up with his nimble feminine fingers, allowing him to run his tongue up my swollen balls, then diving back down on my cock. It felt so good, his tongue flicking back and forth as he swallowed my inches, his head bobbing back and forth on my cock.
I moaned, my body tilting back as he grew eager, bouncing his head up and down my cock with a renewed vigor. So, this was how dudes felt? No wonder they liked blowjobs so much…




Nathan
I couldn’t control myself. I needed her, all of her in my mouth. I delved down on her shaft, my tongue instinctively working in tiny little circles up and down her cock, needing more and more. She tasted delicious, and somehow, I couldn’t get enough. I swallowed as many inches as I dared, hesitating as I worked farther and farther down Sidney’s shaft. Her little moans excited me, adding to the burning desire deep between my thighs. I bobbed up and down on her cock, gently sucking as I lifted my head up off her cock. 
Sidney bucked her hips into me, craving me even more, which drove me wild. I devoured all of her, every last inch, stuffing her down my throat, enjoying the feeling as her inches slid past my lips and into my mouth. The taste of her, slipping over my tongue.
As I pulled my head back off her cock, she lifted me, tossing me onto the bed. A thrill surging through my body as she pounced onto the bed, ripping my remaining clothes off with ease, stripping me bare. Her eyes hungrily devoured my body, running up and down my naked form. She leaned down, spreading my legs wide to reveal my bare slit. My drenched hungry sex, awaiting her throbbing cock. 
She leaned into me, pressing her girth against my entrance, slipping inside with ease. My dampness accepting her thick cock without hesitation. I could feel her inches invade me, my ridges slipping and gripping around her shaft as she drove her hips between my thighs. She impaled me, an explosion of sensation following setting off a chain reaction of electricity that shot up through my abdomen as she drove deeper inside of me.
Her palms shot out against the inside of my thighs, stretching me wide as her cock filled my tight pink little hole. Her hips began to move rhythmically, bucking back and forth, stoking the fire that was swelling within me. She thrust deep between my hips, driving her pulsating erection deep inside me, sheathing and re-sheathing her cock within me. Each thrust of her hips sent another chain reaction of pleasure through me.  My back arched amidst the sea of pleasure, my hands shooting out and wrapping my fingers in the sheets as her hips pumped.
My toes curled as I breathed in deeply, her manly scent sweet and sultry, accentuating the level of hunger and desire that I felt towards her chiseled body. This was what it was like to get fucked? This was fantastic, my entire body was tensing in pleasure as her cock slid in and out of my crevice with ease, each inch awakening another chain reaction of pleasure throughout my body.
“Come on you dirty slut,” She growled flipping me over and pressing down on my back to pin me down onto the bed, my ass raised up towards her. She pulled me-hard-sending my hips back towards her and my damp lips wrapping around that hard-swollen shaft. A moan slipped past my lips, driven by the surprise and the sheer ecstasy I felt as she wrapped her hands around my hips, her fingers digging into my curves as she pulled me onto her cock in tandem with the thrust of her hips. Her hips slapped against me as she thrust inside of me, the sound and the stinging sensation adding to the intense storm of pleasure raging within my body.
I buried my head in the sheets, biting down on them as I reached back and spread my ass, begging her to penetrate me deeper. Each thrust of her hips elicited another moan. I couldn’t stop. I could feel her tensing behind me, her cock swelling and growing bigger inside of me. I could tell she was about to cum.
The thought of her emptying her sweet delicious seed inside of me sent me over the edge, piling onto the storm of desire raging inside my abdomen. I wanted her. I craved her to empty her balls inside of me, to pump me full of her juices.
“Cum inside me!” I moaned into the sheets, throwing my hips back in unison with hers. That encouragement was all she needed, her legs shaking as she thrust into of me, her cock jerking inside of me and shooting out spurts of her sweet seed. The warmth filled me, spreading throughout my body. The world exploded. I screamed out in pleasure, my entire body shaking and quivering in toe-curling pleasure. The world spun as I collapsed onto the sheets.
Sidney toppled beside me, wrapping her strong arms around me in a loving embrace. I felt cuddled, warm, protected. I felt safe. This was… perfect. My eyelids grew heavy, drooping down, the weight of my exhaustion and the warmth of pleasure lulling me into sleep.




Sidney
I woke, rubbing my eyes and sitting up. I felt odd. I looked to my right, and there lay Nathan’s body. Wait. I looked down and gasped, surprised to find that I was finally back within my feminine frame. My hands shot out over my body, touching, feeling. I was back. It felt good to be back where I was supposed to be… but at the same time I kind of missed the amount of power and dominance I was able to display when I was in Nathan’s.
“Sid, you alright?” Nathan asked, rolling over.
“Yeah, Nathan look, we’re back in our own bodies,” I said, shaking him slightly.
“Oh. Yeah. You don’t sound too excited,” He said, pushing himself up into a sitting position.
“Neither do you. It was kind of fun wasn’t it?” I said, looking longingly at his body, imagining what it would be like to swap back.
“Maybe we go back to the tunnel sometime?”
“Maybe we do.”
The End
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