
        
            
                
            
        

    Switched by the House

by Maureen Bellgard




Kat
I crossed my arms, looking up at the massive rickety wooden house that sat nestled in the soft brown soil. It didn't look so imposing from this distance, in fact it was kind of welcoming. In the soft glow of the setting sun, it almost seemed like something your Grandma would live in. At least, it would if wasn't surrounded by a chain-link fence.
The fence is old, changed by the years, covered in rust. Short stubby tendrils of grass and weeds shot up from the ground below, wrapping themselves around the flaky rusting metal. I put one hand on my hip, looking up and down the sight that was before me.
Are we really going to do this?
"So, are you too scared to do this? Are you going to be a big old chicken? Or, are you excited for the biggest adventure of your life?" Rodrick looked at me, staring at me with his twinkling green eyes.
"Yeah," I sighed. "I'm ready for this big adventure." I said, sarcastically.
"Oh, don't give me that sass." Rodrick said, looking up and down the chain link fence.
"Okay genius, how do you expect us to get past this fence huh?" I asked, fixing him with a glare. This idiot really thought I would be all spooked over some dumb haunted house? Maybe when I was like twelve…
"Well, you see Kat, I am an expert adventurer. Things like fences are nothing to a guy like me. Because I-" he paused, pressing his index finger into his temple "come prepared." Rodrick knelt, flinging the faded green backpack off his shoulders down to the ground. Losing no time, he unzipped the front pocket and thrust his hand inside, rifling around the contents with much trouble. "It's uh, right hmm…" His face was screwed up in concentration, tongue firmly pressed between his lips.
"Why don't you like, I don't know, actually look inside?" I asked, crossing my arms.
Rodrick just shook his head as he looked at me, blindly wrestling with whatever junk he had stuffed inside the bag.
"Nah, I know exactly where everything is. An expert adventurer need not waste time with silly things like looking for an item when he knows exactly where that item is!" He whooped excitedly, yanking out a pair of big bolt cutters. "See!" He said, dangling the red contraption in front of my face.
"Really?" I asked, completely unimpressed. "That thing was massive, and it took you that long just to find it? In a bag of that size?"
Rodrick scoffed at me dismissively as he knelt beside the fence. His face screwed up in concentration as he began snipping at the links in the fence. The sound of it was satisfying as they sheared through with little resistance.
After a few minutes, Rodrick had done a great job of clearing us a little hole. That would be our entrance for this grand heist. Without saying a word, Rodrick swung the backpack around his shoulders once more. He looked so smug. He gestured towards the hole, as if saying that I was too scared to go first.
I just shook my head, ducking down to slip into the freshly-made hole in the fence. Rodrick followed me. Maybe he was too scared to go first?
"How's the legend go again?" I called back, rolling my eyes.
"Well, it says that a long time ago, there were two old lovers here. They tended the house and the land, living their best lives or whatever," Rodrick said, carefully following me, glancing left and right, as if expecting to be assaulted at any moment. "However, as with everything good, there were those who were jealous. Jealous of the beautiful couple and their love. One such jealous man coveted that which they had, and knowing he would never experience that love, would settle for simply ruining their love. He had planned to break in at night and take everything they owned. He was sure that would put such strain on their perfect relationship, everything would go down the drain."
"Damn this is so much more intricate than I thought. I figured it'd just be 'Oh, they were axe-murdered', you know?"
"Well, uh," Rodrick coughed. "The robbery went wrong and he uh, murdered them."
"With an axe?" I asked.
"With an axe," Rodrick sighed.
I couldn't help but laugh, he looked so disappointed that I had ruined his great ghost story. It was kind of cute though.
As we walked up to the door, I could not help but shiver. It had gotten cold suddenly. I had to admit, it was a little spooky. The old broken-down door stood slumped against the doorframe, long having rotten off the hinges. Rodrick shuffled past me excitedly, gingerly pushing against it with the tips of his fingers. The door slammed to the ground, a cloud of dust exploding from the ground and filling the air.
I peered over Rodrick's shoulder and into the room that was unveiled in front of us, shards of sunlight piercing the inky darkness, revealing a dusty old room, lost to the years of time.
The room was large, converging into a hallway that led deeper into the house. The floor once must have been a very pretty mahogany, and there was peeling floral print that covered the walls. There was a glass case set to one corner, old and chipped teacups lay inside, forgotten.
Rodrick stepped inside, his shoes making prints in the dust as he pulled a slender flashlight out of his pocket. He switched it on. The light cut large swathes of light across the darkness, sending it retreating into the little nooks and crannies of the house.
I stayed close behind him, looking up at the old paintings that hung askew on the walls, tattered and peeling. I think they depicted some kind of relatives of whoever lived here. Either that or it was very abstract art. They were too damaged to really tell for sure.
Rodrick took point, leading me down the hallway and stopping at a staircase that climbed upwards into the dark heights of the house. Flashing a grin at me, he put his hand on the banister. He began to climb. Suppressing the little bit of fear that started to rise in my stomach, I followed him.




Rodrick
I started climbing the stairs, my legs pumping as I climbed the mahogany. Ascending into the upper levels of the house was something that I had to admit to myself was more than a little scary. But it would be worth it. I had to prove to Kat that I was not scared and that I was a strong man. She had always kind of treated me like some sort of joke, but now she'll see me for what I actually am. At least, that's what I was hoping. I glanced back as I climbed the stairs. She was perfect. That brunette hair cascading down her back, those piercing green eyes that seemed to look straight into your soul. She was wearing a tight purple blouse that hugged her curves and made her cleavage look… Amazing. Not to mention those jeans. I tore my eyes away from the denim, trying not to linger too long on how the denim wrapped around ever curve of her perfectly thick body. I turned my focus to the stairs, making sure not to stumble or otherwise make myself look like a fool in front of her.
My mind couldn't stop picturing her ass though. That beautiful beach-ball ass, perfectly wrapped by her jeans.
Focus Rodrick! I told myself, still climbing.
We made it to the top of the stairs. I waved my flashlight around, sending the shadows fleeing as we looked around the room. It was similar to the rooms downstairs, peeling floral print covered the walls, and odd and end antiquated furniture was haphazardly tossed about the room, as if it had bene shoved aside in a hurry. There was a broken chair laying, forgotten in the corner of the room, the legs snapped in half.
"Maybe this is where it happened," I whispered back to Kat in my most ominous and spooky tone.
"Shut up."
I winced in my soul but made sure not to show it as I delved farther into the landing, toward a doorway on one side of the room. The darkness inside somehow seemed to be even thicker than before. It clung to everything. Come on Rodrick. This is your chance. Don't be scared. Take charge. I took a deep breath and steadily walked through the doorway into the darkness, the flashlight no longer putting out as much light as before. Maybe the batteries were dying? I hit the side of the flashlight against the palm of my hand. It did not make a difference.
"Okay listen Rodrick," Kat said, placing a hand on my shoulder. A wave of electricity shot down my shoulder from where her gentle fingers wrapped around me. It was nice. "Can we just leave. I'm not scared of this stupid old house, but I am scared of the cops. I don't want to go to jail for trespassing over something stupid like this."
"Come on Kat! You promised you'd do this. Now, if you'll admit that you're scared I will gladly take you home, but if you're not scared of the specters harvesting your life juice, then we continue."
"Fine, whatever," She crossed her arms with an annoyed glance.
I turned back to the room in front of me, my eyes adjusting enough to really see what was inside. This room was a little bit different than the other ones. Set against the wall, facing the door, was a massive four-poster mahogany bed, covered in a thick layer of dust. The floor was covered with and old red floral rug, also heavy with a surface of dust.
"This must've been their bedroom, maybe it's where it happened?" I said over my shoulder.
"Maybe we'll get axe-murdered too."
I could hear the eye-roll in her voice, but I elected to ignore it for my own safety.
Creeping forward, my shoes sank into the rug slightly with each step. Dust exploded in tiny little plumes as I stalked forward, inching ever closer to the bed. Suddenly I stopped. It felt like there was an intense pressure all around my head, threatening to squeeze my head like a grape.
The darkness that surrounded us grew deeper. Tendrils of shadow thickening and squirming. I rubbed at my eyes, panic starting to take hold. What the hell is going on? My breath caught in my throat as I tried to make sense of what was happening before me. Two orbs of darkness pulsed and swelled, sucking in the ever-strengthening shadow in front of me.
"Uh, Rodrick?" Kat's voice was now high-pitched. I glanced back, she was pale, her face painted with horror. So, it wasn't just me. She was seeing this too.
"Fools." A deep dry raspy voice emanated now from the darkness. It shook me to my core. I turned back, the orbs having grown, floating lazily in the air, a sphere of shadow that was very noticeably darker than its surroundings. My flashlight flickered, then went out. Plunging us completely in the inky blackness.
"W-Who are you?" I asked, my hands shaking.
"It is we, who should ask that of you," A shrill high pitched voice came from the second orb, dripping with controlled rage.
"I-I'm Rodrick, and this is Kat. We're sorry for b-bothering you," I stammered out, willing my limbs to move, but all I could handle was a constant tremor. Every muscle in my body quaked with fear, but I just couldn't move.
"Have you come to rob us? As many have done before?" The deeper voice was speaking this time. All I could handle was a quick shake of the head, and it took all of my strength to do that. "Ah, yes. I see you speak the truth. All you wish is to prove yourself, hmm? To experience a deep love? That is something with which we can assist." The deep voice grew lower and lower, his words now twisting and writhing on the edge of my hearing. I couldn't make sense of whatever he was saying, it was like my hearing had gone all wiggly.
Suddenly, there was a thunderclap that cracked across the room and everything happened at once. The spheres of darkness exploded, my flashlight flickered back to life, and I could move again. Without taking another second I turned around, grabbed Kat's arm and yanked her down the stairs.
I couldn't get out of there fast enough.




Kat
By the time we got to Rodrick's house, I had calmed down a little bit. At least, I was no longer gripping the edges of my seat belt, knuckles white. I kept replaying that moment in my head. The creepy voices. The shadows exploding. Rodrick's hand quickly fumbling to grab mine aas he led me down the stairs and out of that horrifyingly spooky building.
We high-tailed it across the yard, not even looking behind us as we scrambled through the hole he had made through the fence. I don't think we even breathed a sigh of relief as we got to the car. Rodrick just kept shouting to get in the car as he fumbled with his keys to start the damn thing.
Now we just sat in his driveway, my chest still heaving as I tried to regain my breath. That was one of the worst experiences of my life. The darkness, growing and swelling. The voices emanating from the darkness. Rodrick's flashlight going out. It was a horrible loop that I kept reliving in my mind, repeatedly.
"Kat," Rodrick's voice cut through the loop. "We need to go ahead and get inside. It'll do both of us good to just relax for a little bit. Talk about it."
I nodded, still in a daze as I fumbled with the seatbelt, finally getting it to unlatch. Mindlessly, I pushed open the door and stumbled across his yard to the front door to his house. It was a nice eggshell white door. Nothing like the rotten door, off its hinges. I shook my head. Don't think about that!
Rodrick opened the door for me, standing back to let me through the now open doorway.
As I stumbled through the doorway, I didn't pay much attention to where I was going. I just let muscle memory dictate my movements. I followed the quickest path to his couch, which he had for years. As I fell into the soft comfy fabric of the couch, I felt a soothing sensation cross my body, washing away at the terror and anxiety. This couch was familiar. It felt the same, smelled the same as it always had. That was calming, to know that this was something I knew. A couch was a couch I suppose.
"What the fuck was that thing?" Rodrick asked, falling into the armchair on one side of the couch, facing his widescreen TV.
"I-I don't know. Spirits, I guess. Y-You were right. It is haunted."
"Fuck. What do you think those words meant, like what were they even saying?" He asked, arms on his knees as he turned and stared into my eyes. His face mirrored the fear in mine.
I just shook my head. There was no explaining. It's not like there was a guidebook for this thing. I mean, there were those cheesy books at the bookstore, but most of that was probably bullshit. Maybe it didn't mean anything. I mean, we got out of there alive right? I didn't want to think about it.
"Let's watch something." I said.
"Yeah, okay," Rodrick dug in the side of the armchair, pulling out a thin black remote and pointing it at the TV. A couple button presses later, and we were watching some kind of cheesy action flick, with a plethora of explosions and gunfights. I settled down into the couch and let myself get lost in the simple plot of the movie.
The hours ticked away as Rodrick and I sat in silence, avoiding any thought of the house. Next thing I knew, it was dark outside, and I still didn't want to go home. Sleep pulled on my eyelids, my body screaming for just a few hours of shut eye. I tried to fight it, my head nodding as I woke myself back up.
"Listen, I'm tired too. Why don't you just take the couch. I'll be back there in my bedroom if you need anything. I know I'd sleep better if I had someone else here in the house with me," Rodrick stood up.
"Yeah, I think that'd be best," I said, trying not to show how much relief I felt that I could stay. Going home, in the dark? Tonight? I'd probably have heart attack at a runaway cat.
Rodrick got busy, making his way to one of his closets, where he kept a couple spare blankets and pillows. In a few moments he had me tucked into the couch, comfortably nestled in the familiar fabric.
"Good night," I called out to Rodrick as he walked back to his bedroom.
"Good night."
"Oh, and Rodrick?"
"Yeah?"
"Thank you,"
"No problem." Rodrick made his way back into his bedroom, leaving me in the living room, curled up on the couch. I was grateful he left the light on. The darkness didn't feel safe anymore.




Rodrick
I made my way to the bedroom, glancing back to make sure that Kat was still comfortably snuggled into the couch. I made quick work of changing into my soft fleece pajamas and falling into the bed, yanking the covers up over my head. As my head hit the pillow, I felt a wave of drowsiness wash over me, sleep tugging at my eyelids. Darkness closed in and before I knew it I was unconscious.
"Awaken," the deep voice from the house echoed through the room. A powerful booming voice that shook me to my very core.
I was suspended in a chamber of darkness, my feet floating above some kind of ancient stone cobblestones, intricately placed together. The darkness spread on for what appeared like miles.
"Wha?" I struggled, straining against whatever unearthly forces held me taught, levitating in the air. "What is this?"
"I heard your call young one," The voice replied, calmly and controlled. I could feel the coldness of its voice. Although the words sounded like they would have some sort of emotion, they were full of an icy undertone that sent shivers through my soul.
"My call?"
"Yes. The way you feel about this Kat. You want her to be yours. To experience a deep burning love, the kind that we are lucky to experience only once in a lifetime. This is something that I am able to bestow upon you. To show you the way. Seeing as how you did not defile our home, intentionally, I grant you this boon."
"But, I-I don't even know what you're saying." I tried to move my arms and legs, but they wouldn't budge, not even slightly.
"Listen young one, there is no need to worry or struggle. Your wishes will be fulfilled."
All of a sudden, the shadows around me swelled and grew, tendrils of darkness tentatively reaching out from the masses and wrapping themselves gently around my legs and arms. At first, I thought I would be terrified, but the sensation was actually quite soothing. The sinewy arms of shadow were soft to the touch, and emanated a low pulsing heat that took away every bit of cold and fear. I could feel myself slipping away, the tendrils growing across more and more of my body. With each passing second the shadow grew thicker and stronger.
"I-I… W-What was I saying?" I muttered to myself, my thoughts moving sluggishly, words no longer responding to my bidding. My mouth flapped loosely, unable to garner enough energy to spit out any sort of command or rejection.
As the tendrils spread farther up my body, I saw something else out there in the darkness. Another levitating body, hanging inches above the ground, completely naked, her curves exposed to the tendrils that crept toward her, curling around her ankles and inching up farther. It was Kat. She was here too? I worked my tongue around in my mouth, trying to work up enough momentum to make a sound. Any kind of sound. Before I could even attempt a full effort, everything went black. I was plunged into darkness once more.




Kat
I felt myself lift, being yanked up into the air by some sort of invisible force. Surrounded by a sea of shadow. I struggled to move my arms and hands, fighting against whatever invisible forces held me in the air.
Tendrils of shadows, thicker than the ones surrounding them, began to writhe through the space, flexing and growing, wrapping around each other and condensing into a perfect sphere of inky black matter. It was the same thing I saw at the house.
I felt my breath catch in my throat and panic begin to take hold of my body. My heart pounded in my chest as strained with all my might to move, even a little, but I couldn't budge.
"Darling, please calm down." The high-pitched voice cried out in an attempt to be soothing, the orb bobbing up and down as it rotated around me. This only made me panic more as I realized that I recognized the voice. It was the same one as the one that was at the house. "You see, we are here to help, not to harm. This must be as alarming as when you two trespassed into our home, but much like you we mean no trouble. Relax, and let me do what I came to do."
The smooth surface of the orb of shadow began to boil and vibrate, an intense turmoil within. Suddenly, long tendrils of darkness sprouted from the orb, wriggling their way towards me levitating body. I still couldn't move, even as they inched ever closer.
Wriggling around, inching ever closer, the tendrils of shadow continued to creep in my direction, until they hesitated. The levitated mere inches from the surface of my skin. They threw off a kind of warmth, a soothing pulsing heat that emanated through the darkness, penetrating my skin and sending shudders of pleasant heat through my body.
The shadow writhed as it twisted first around my arms, gently working their way across my frame. The touch of the shadows were gentle, warm, calming. I felt myself relax.
My thoughts ran slow, dragging behind as the shadow continued to cover my body, working its way down my torso. I couldn't think straight… but I didn't want to think straight. The shadows were comfortable. They were safe. The warmth pleasantly radiating through my body as I hung in the air.
I fully surrendered to the sensation, my mind and body content as the shadows covered the rest of my body. Everything went black.




Rodrick
I blearily rubbed my eyes, my thoughts coming to my mind sluggishly as I tried to make sense of what I was looking at. It was a ceiling. That much was apparent, but it wasn't my ceiling. Or rather, it was my ceiling, but it wasn't my bedroom ceiling. It was the living room ceiling.
I quickly looked around, still disoriented from that wild dream I had. My eyes were instantly drawn to my TV, and I felt confused. I know I had gone to sleep in my room, not out here. Where's Kat? I looked for her, but couldn't find her. Wait. My arms were slender, almost feminine. They were much smaller than before. I threw the cover off my torso and stopped, mouth agape. My chest had changed. There, where I used to have hard pecs and hard angles, were two beautifully shaped mounds. I had tits.
I hungrily reached for them, wrapping my hands around their soft delicateness, a surge of excitement shooting through my body as I could feel my nipples through my shirt. Running my hand down the flat of my stomach, I stopped for a second. Curious. I had to still have been in a dream. That's the only thing that made any sort of sense.
I reached down, thrusting my hands in between the denim jeans and my bare shaven skin. My fingers brushed lacy fabric and then… I felt soft plump lips. I was a woman. A shudder of pleasure shot through my body at the mere touch as my fingers brushed my new delicate sex.
I felt the urge to touch myself grow ever stronger as I began to lazily circle the apex of my womanhood with my thumb. Each movement sent another surge of excitement through my body as I moved lower, applying pressure directly to my clit. Tremors of pleasure rocked through my body.
I searched even lower, running my fingers across those juicy plump lips, pressing my middle finger against my entrance. There was a slight pressure as my glistening flower yielded. My finger slipped inside me with ease, my ridges gripping and slipping around it as I plunged inside of myself, each inch giving birth to new pangs of pleasure.
My back arched into the couch as I delved deeper inside of myself, my finger invading my body. I added another digit, my breath coming out hot and heavy as I panted with sheer need.
"RODRICK!"
I froze, Kat's voice, albeit deeper and more masculine than I remembered, cut through the euphoria. What the hell is going on in this dream?




Kat
I rolled to one side, slowly coming out of the stupor that was sleep. I rubbed at my eyes.
"Ow," I exclaimed, rubbing my eye a little too hard. as I creaked them open a little, an alien sight lay before me. "Where the fuck am I?" I asked, confused as I glanced around the room.
There was a desk shoved up against one wall, and there was a laundry hamper next to it, almost overflowing with clothes. This wasn't where I went to bed. I sat up, and then I froze. My arms were massive, and instead of soft delicate skin, they were made up of hard rough angles. This didn't make any sense. I threw the covers off my body to reveal my lower half. There was a… noticeable bulge in my crotch.
Frantically, I jumped out of the bed and stumbled to the full-length mirror on one side of the room.
"No, no, no. No," I stammered, my hands running up and down my body as if to assure myself that this was real. As I investigated the mirror, Rodrick's body stared back at me, mimicking all my movements as if in some cruel play. As I felt the hair on my arms and the rough angles of my face it clicked. I was in Rodrick's bedroom, and his body. Somehow, someway, we must have swapped bodies.
I ran my hands across my now swollen large biceps and grimaced, this was just too weird. My fingers absentmindedly ran over my chest, where my glorious tits used to be, now replaced by swollen pecs. Searching, my hands ran downward, over the flat of my stomach down to where there was a bulge in my pants. I had a dick.
I leaned against the wall, my breath coming faster and faster, heart pounding in my chest as my mind raced. Somehow, I was in Rodrick's body. I was Rodrick. Maybe the ghosts had swapped our bodies somehow. Is that something ghosts can even do?
I shook my head, trying to clear my mind and force myself to move. Without giving myself another moment to second-guess myself, I ran out of the bedroom into the living room. If I woke in his body in his bedroom, then he must still be in the…
"RODRICK!" I shouted, staring in unbelief at the scene before me. My body lay on the couch, hand thrust down betwixt what used to be my soft plump luscious legs.
"Oh shit!" My doppelganger jumped up, quickly withdrawing their hand from between their jeans. It took one look at me with confusion that quickly morphed into some form of disbelief.
"Kat?" My body asked incredulously.
"Yeah, I'm in your body and you apparently are fucking around in mine," I said, crossing my arms over each other as I looked at him, one eyebrow arch.
"L-Listen Kat," Rodrick raised his slender feminine arms in an attempt to placate me. "I-I thought, this isn't… This is a dream, right?"
"No, it's not a fucking dream!" I yelled, walking up and pinching his arm.
"Ow!" He jumped back, rubbing at his arm and wincing. "Fuck, I guess you're right. Listen, I can't help that this is every guy's fucking dream. Waking up in a girl's body, what do you think we're going to do? Never mind that, how the hell are we going to switch back, do you think that it was the ghosts that did this shit?"
"Don't think we're just skipping over the fact that you were touching yourself in my body. You got to have fun with my body, which means I get to have fun with yours," I grinned at him.
"W-What do you mean Kat?" He asked nervously, arms crossed in front of him.
Without saying a word, I unbuckled my pants and let them fall around my knees, revealing my thin boxers, barely draped over the bulge that was straining to pierce through the fabric.
"Come on, treat me right." I said, gesturing towards my shaft.
Rodrick nervously dropped down to his knees, his eyes flickering between my thinly veiled cock, and my eyes.
I was serious.




Rodrick
I stared up at Kat, her new girth visibly straining against the sheer fabric of my boxers. She was very excited. I wasn't sure why, but something about the sight of that rod, attempting to be free of its fabric prison sent shivers of excitement running across my flesh. I… I wanted to take her in my mouth, to wrap my tongue around her girth. To make her cum.
I fell to my knees, crawling over to where she stood. I could feel her eyes devouring me, running up and down the length of my body. She wanted me. This burning desire raging within me told me I wanted her too. I wrapped my fingers in the sheer fabric and yanked them down, revealing her erect manhood.
"That's a good girl," She moaned as I trailed my fingertips across her rod, the radiating heat felt pleasant to the touch. I wrapped my fingers around that shaft, eliciting a quick exhale of breath as I leaned down closer to that yearning hardness.
I took her inside of my mouth, wrapping my tongue around the head of her. That swollen member sent thrills through my body as tantalizingly ran my tongue in tight little circles around the head of her shaft. Her engorged thickness twitched slightly with pleasure, her breath catching in her throat as I continued to work, lapping hungrily at every inch. I sunk deeper down her cock, each inch tasting better than the last. I pulled my head off of her cock and looked up at her through my eyelashes.
"How is that?"
"Not bad for your first time," Kat winked at me as I ran my tongue up the underside of her shaft and gave the head of her newfound sex a kiss. God this was amazing, I've been missing out. I plunged down her cock, taking all of it inside my mouth, my tongue feverishly flicking back and forth across that smooth warm skin. I pumped my head back and forth across her cock, treating my own throat like her personal fuck-toy. And I loved it.
As I slid my tongue back and forth across her cock, I felt the fire within me burn brighter and hotter. The sheer need was growing and morphing with every passing second. I breathed the smell of her in deep as my head rhythmically moved, her legs tensing with pleasure.
"Fuck," She moaned, gently resting her hands on the back of my head.
I wanted more. I could feel my panties, drenched from the excitement. I needed her, I wanted her cock to give me that delicious seed. I wanted her essence to fill my mouth.
"Not yet," She said, as if she could hear my thoughts. She wrapped her fingers in my hair, pulling me off her cock. "We're not finished yet," She winked.




Kat
As I pulled Rodrick off my cock, I looked down at him. Somehow, he looked different in my body than I did. There was something about the submissive posture, the way he held himself that was so very different. But I could also tell that he was loving every second of it.
"We're not finished yet," I said, sweeping him up in my arms and throwing him onto the couch. I feverishly began to strip off his clothes, working quickly to rip the blouse off his body to reveal those mounds, his bright pink nipples excitedly protruding. I was on top of him, our lips meeting in a fury, my hands working to undo her pants as I sucked on his lower lip.
As I discarded his pants to one side, I worked my way down his body, gently kissing the flat of his stomach as I made my way down to the frilly purple panties that barely disguised his engorged slit. As I got closer, sweet smell of his womanhood hit me, intoxicating, driving the hunger that I felt deep within.
I yanked the fabric off, revealing two plump lips that were practically dripping with excitement.
"Oh god," He moaned as I began to kiss the edges of that sweet sensual slit. His back arched, feet wriggling as my tongue flickered across his clit, sending shudders of pleasure throughout his body.
"You like that?" I purred, gently suckling at his sweet flower.
"Mhmm," he moaned, writhing, his hands gripping the edges of the couch as I continued to suck and tease his pussy.
Suddenly I was overcome with need, I ran my hand down his stomach, pressing my middle finger into his entrance which hungrily devoured the digit. My finger slipped inside with ease, his tight hole eagerly slipping and gripping around my finger as my tongue hungrily lapped his clit.
"Oh god, Kat!" His entire body writhed with pleasure as my finger slid in and out of him. His hips bucked into my hand, wanting more as his entire body responded to my movements.
If he thought that was amazing...
End of scene




Rodrick
I couldn't suppress the squeal of pleasure as my ridges slipped around her finger as it invaded me. Her tongue hungrily lapped at my clit, running little circles around that sensitive bundle of nerves, awakening tendrils of excitement across my entire body. It was a lot. My back arched, muscles screaming with pleasure. My knuckles were white as they gripped the edge of the couch. My breaths came short and fast. She fingered me, ramping up the speed slowly, adding fuel to the fire burning deep within.
"Yeah, you like that?" She purred, but the only sound I could make was a very excited noise of acquiescence as I tried to hold on in the sea of pleasure that rocked me. "There's more where that came from," She growled.
Kat's finger retreated, my pussy contracting to try and keep the digit inside of me. She thrust her hands on the inside of my thighs, roughly shoving them apart to reveal my glistening sex.
As she guided her throbbing member to my entrance, I couldn't help but wriggle with apprehension, ready for her swollen cock to penetrate me. To defile me. I wanted it more than anything. In that moment, with that burning desire flaring up inside, it was the only thing I could think about. the head of her manhood pressed against my entrance. I felt that warm pressure and then suddenly my ravenous lips slipped around her cock, hungrily letting inch-by-inch slide in.
"God you're tight," She breathed out, slowly guiding herself inside of me. I bit my lip and wriggled my hips in response. The feeling of her cock sliding past my ridges and driving deeper inside of me sent pulses of pleasure rocking through my body.
She picked up the pace, bucking her hips into me, each thrust of her shaft sending another shudder of pleasure through my body. I bit down on my lower lip, my back arching, hips moving in tandem with hers, trying to drive her deeper inside of me. Each inch gave way to cumulative waves of pleasure. It was so much. I tried to hold on in the tumultuous sea of pleasure, her cock sliding in and out of my pussy.
Kat spread me apart even wider, a mischievous look in her eyes as she ramped up again, her hips slamming into mine, each impact driving another spasm of pleasure through my body. My breath's coming fast and excited, her hands making indentions in my thighs.
I grabbed her hips and pulled her into me frantically, the fire raging within me burning brighter than ever, a furious need raging through my body. I needed that cock. I needed her to cum inside of me. I wanted her to take me, use me, fuck me, and leave me dripping with her essence.
"Oh yeah, you want more?" Kat asked, flipping me over to my hands and knees, her hands gripping my hips. She yanked my ass backwards-driving my face down into the soft fabric of the couch, presenting my glistening yearning sex for her to do anything she wanted to it. My hands splayed out as I felt her enter me. It was fuckin' amazing.
I felt her press against my sex again, her swollen engorged cock slipping inside of me, each inch shocking my body with pleasure, my dripping wetness causing her shaft to easily slide in and out of me. She bucked her hips wildly into me, rapidly adding fuel to the fire. I wasn't going to be able to hold on much longer.
Kat pulled me towards her with every thrust of her hips, driving her rod deep inside me. My entire body quivered with ecstasy. It was too much. The intense pressure was building inside of me. I couldn't handle it. The pressure broke in an orgasmic explosion, her cock swelling inside of me as she made one final thrust. My legs shook from the intensity of it, Kat's seed spurting inside of me. I moaned as I rode that wave of pleasure, I couldn't help but picture her essence shooting out in long sticky ropes inside of me. Filling me, the warmth spreading through my body, emanating out to my fingers and toes.
I fell to the couch, my legs still shaking. Kat pulled me into a warm loving embrace. It was soothing.
"That was... Amazing," I breathed out, nestling farther into Kat's body.
"Yeah, we should do that again." Kat purred, pulling me closer.
"What if we don't stay like this. What if we swap back?" I asked, turning toward her.
"We can always go back to the house."
THE END




If you liked Switched by the House: Gender Swap you may also like Switched by the Spirit: Gender Swap
Jake thought a trip to a supposedly haunted house would be a great opportunity to get Jessica to fall for him. A spooky house? A strong man to protect her? There was no way it could fail. He wasn't prepared for the mysterious forces that lay dormant in that house, until suddenly they are confronted by a powerful spirit with a cryptic curse. Next thing they knew, Jake and Jessica had swapped bodies. How would they handle this hot and life-changing transformation? Find out how in this steamy short gender swap story.
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