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by Maureen Bellgard


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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

Hello Colin, 

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

Thankfully, Dr. Ilhov 

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"You know, it's me Brett. Open up Colin." 

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

"Hey! Come on in!" 

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

"Yeah no he just stepped out," I said, a tingling rushing over my body. I realized how strong and masculine Brett was. he was 6'2 with a musclebound physique. He wore a tight gray T-Shirt that was straining against his broad shoulders, along with a pair of faded jeans that fit him in all the right places. What are you thinking? As if on auto-pilot, my mouth began to move. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Ah yes, of course. It's just... Colin never mentioned you." 

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

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

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

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

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

"Wait, shouldn't we-" 

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

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

"Oh don't worry," He breathed out. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


The End


If you liked Switched by the Curse: Gender Swap you may also like Switched by the Bell: Gender Swap

I just wanted to take Sarah to a haunted house to prove my own masculinity, and yet we got much more than we bargained for. Suddenly, the bell began to chime, and we were out of time. With our bodies switched there was more than enough confusion. In this new body I felt vulnerable, which was... exciting. Turns out I got more than I ever bargained for…[image: ]
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