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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...


If you liked Switched by the Ring: Gender Swap you may also like Switched by the Trinket: Gender Swap

"I think I know exactly what you're looking for," the rotund man said as he jumped off his chair and ambled toward the back of the stand. "I can see it now. Every night the same as before, doing the same old thing. The routine becoming too consistent. Too rote. Ah, but I have just the thing to illuminate your nights, and your days. Yes, something to tickle your fancy, to shake up the norm, to break the foundation of your routine and rebuild it anew. A trinket, a treasure, both for fun, both for pleasure." He said in a sing-song voice as he rummaged in a bin at the back of his stand. 

When Alex and Beatrice decide to try something hot and adventurous, they go looking for something that would facilitate their newfound adventure. Although Beatrice is excited when they find someone willing to sell them a magical trinket, Alex is a little anxious. Will Alex be unable to handle the change, or will he find the transformation to be everything he never knew he wanted? 

[image: ]


Want to keep up with any new releases? Would you like to be notified any time one of my books go on limited time deals or are offered free for a limited time? Subscribe to my mailing list by clicking here!
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