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Asher

I hitched my backpack higher on my shoulders as I waited by the trailhead. This trip with Lila had been months in the making, but now that the day was here, a nervous energy bubbled inside me.

My eyes scanned the parking area, searching for her familiar red hair. We'd planned this hiking adventure together after too many nights cooped up in the city. A chance to escape into nature, just the two of us.

The crunch of tires on gravel made me turn. Lila's cherry red Jeep pulled into the half-empty lot. She killed the engine and hopped out, all toned legs and a radiant smile.

"Sorry I'm late!" She jogged over, ponytail bouncing. "Traffic on the highway was awful."

I drank in the sight of her snug athletic top, those curves that always made my mouth go dry. "No worries, I just got here myself."

Lila stretched her arms overhead with a groan. "God, I'm so ready for this. Three nights of nothing but fresh air, starry skies, and..." She winked. "Maybe a dip in a cold mountain stream?"

Heat prickled the back of my neck at the thought. Just us, far from the hustle of the city. No distractions, no noise except the whispering pines.

"Lead the way, mountain man." Lila shouldered her pack, hazel eyes sparkling with excitement.

I grinned and set off down the dirt path, her footsteps crunching beside me.

The trail wound its way deeper into the mountains, thick pines swaying in the warm breeze. Lila's ponytail bobbed in front of me as she led the way, those tight hiking pants leaving little to the imagination.

"So, you read up on those ruins we're supposed to be passing?" she called over her shoulder.

I hiked a little faster to catch up, our shoulders brushing. "Yeah, they're supposed to be the remains of some ancient civilization. Miles off the trail, deep in the backcountry."

"Ooh, mysterious." Lila flashed me a grin. "Maybe they were, like, human sacrifice worshippers or something crazy like that."

I chuckled. "You've got one hell of an imagination, Li."

She bumped her hip against mine playfully. "Oh, come on. Don't tell me the idea of exploring some creepy lost ruins doesn't get you a little excited?"

My mind conjured images of shadowy chambers, crumbling stones covered in strange symbols. Just us alone in the echoing silence, pushing deeper into the unknown...

I cleared my throat. "Maybe a little. But I'm happy sticking to the trail. No need to go chasing after ancient curses or anything."

"You're no fun." Lila stuck out her tongue. Up ahead, the path curved around a rocky outcropping. "But fine, we'll leave the exploring to the professionals."

We rounded the bend, and she let out a low whistle. "Wow, would you look at that?"

The trail opened up into a breathtaking alpine meadow, wildflowers dancing in the breeze. Jagged peaks ringed the open space, high above the treeline.

"Thought that'd make you stop thinking about moldy old ruins." I squeezed her hand, drinking in her awed expression. "Pretty amazing, right?"

Lila squeezed back, leaning into me. "Yeah. Pretty amazing."

The feeling of her body nestled against mine sent a surge of electricity across my skin. I couldn't help but feel excited. She giggled as she stumbled forward farther down the trailhead, gesturing for me to follow her.


Lila

The trail wound further into the lush valley, each step enveloping us deeper in nature's embrace. My eyes drank in the rugged beauty surrounding us - towering pines standing as silent sentinels, their needled branches swaying in the gentle breeze.

I stole a glance at Ash walking beside me. Determination was clear in the set of his powerful jaw. Those piercing blue eyes focused ahead. I admired the way the sunlight danced across the taut muscles of his arms and shoulders with each stride. That septum piercing only added to his rugged allure.

Catching me staring, he flashed me a wolfish grin. "See something you like?"

I felt heat rush to my cheeks. "Maybe," I replied coyly.

Ash chuckled, that deep rumbling laugh sending a shiver down my spine.

I looked away, face blushing as my mind returned to the ruins. Crumbling stone edifices haunted by whispers of a bygone era. Hieroglyphs and sigils etched into weathered rock, just waiting to be deciphered. I pictured us brushing away centuries of dust and debris to reveal lost artifacts and relics.

That would be incredible. I glanced at Ash again.

I sidled closer to Ash, our arms brushing together as we walked. "You know..." I began, pitching my voice low and sultry. "I bet those ruins would be incredible to see up close."

Ash raised an eyebrow, clearly not missing my suggestive tone. "Is that so?"

"Mhmm." I traced a finger along the curve of his bicep. "Who knows what sort of treasures we might uncover?"

His eyes darkened with unmistakable hunger. "Well, when you put it that way..." He looped an arm around my waist, pulling me flush against his powerful frame. "I suppose it couldn't hurt to do a little... exploring."

Delighted shivers raced across my skin at his heated look. I leaned in until my lips were a hair's breadth from his. "Lead the way."

With a wolfish grin, Ash guided us off the main trail, the underbrush crackling beneath our boots. We picked our way between the towering pines, the canopy of branches filtering the golden sunlight into slanted rays.

The terrain grew steeper, more uneven, as we pressed deeper into the wilderness. Ash clasped my hand, steadying me over the rocky terrain.

At last, the trees thinned and we caught our first glimpse of the ruins through the dappled sunlight. "Oh, wow..." I breathed.

Nature entirely reclaimed crumbling stone walls. Trees and shrubbery burst through the ancient masonry, vines snaking across the weathered rock. Despite the decay, I could make out carvings etched into the remaining surfaces - intricate sigils and hieroglyphs from some long-lost civilization.

"This is incredible," Ash murmured, sounding as awestruck as I felt.

We exchanged a thrilled look before delving deeper into the remnants of whatever ancient civilization had constructed all this.

I trailed my fingers along the crumbling stone walls in awe as we wove through the ancient ruins.

We squeezed through a narrow gap between two towering chunks of debris. My breath caught as we emerged into a small enclosed space.

"Whoa..." Ash's deep voice rumbled with reverence.

Before us stood the remnants of some sort of stone temple or sanctuary. Four moss-covered pillars still stood, pieces of the ceiling precariously balanced atop them. Rays of golden sunlight filtered through cracks and holes, bathing the interior in a warm, ethereal glow.

Warily, we stepped further inside. Our footsteps echoed hollowly off the stone.

Something immediately drew my eye - a large circle carved into the floor at the center of the ruin. Intricate symbols and patterns radiated outward from it in dizzying, concentric rings.

“What do you think they used this for?” I said, circling the strange carving.

"Your guess is as good as mine," Ash replied, crouching to inspect it.

My gaze snagged on something else - a small glass vial nestled in the very center of the carved circle. I crept closer, bending to retrieve it.

The thick, ruby-colored liquid within seemed to smolder and glimmer in the slanted rays of light. I turned it over in my palm, mesmerized.

"What is that?" Ash questioned, rising to his feet.

I didn't respond, tilting and examining the strange, viscous substance.


Asher

I walked over to Lila, craning my neck to look at the mysterious vial. It must have been here for a long time. I held out my hand, prompting Lila to place it gently in my palm.

I gripped the dusty old vial, examining its ruby contents as they caught the fading sunlight filtering in through the crumbling ruin's cracks. Lila's eyes sparkled with intrigue.

"Hey Li, check this out." I swished the vial, the thick liquid sloshing around. "You think this stuff's still good after all these years?"

She arched an eyebrow, a smirk playing at the corners of her luscious lips. "Ash, I really doubt—"

I cut her off with a roguish wink, already uncorking the vial. "Only one way to find out."

Before she could protest further, I tipped the vial back, gulping down a mouthful of that mysterious ruby concoction. It coated my tongue with a rich, fruity sweetness—clearly some sort of wine, amazingly preserved despite who-knows-how-many centuries interred in this crumbling tomb.

I licked my lips, grinning at Lila's wide-eyed stare. "See? Told ya it'd be good. Want a sip?"

I held the vial out to Lila, that mischievous grin plastered across my face. "C'mon babe, don't you trust me? We've already come this far."

She rolled her eyes but couldn't hide her own smirk. "You're ridiculous, you know that?" But she plucked the vial from my fingers, regardless.

Lila eyed the ruby liquid skeptically for a moment before shrugging. "Well, when in Rome..." She tipped her head back, taking a dainty sip.

I watched her slender throat work as she swallowed, mesmerized by the graceful curve of her neck. God, she was gorgeous. As she lowered the vial, I caught the faintest hint of berry on her lips and leaned in to steal a taste.

Our lips met in a hungry, searing kiss. I drank her in, savoring the lingering sweetness on her tongue. My hands found her waist, pulling her flush against me as the kiss deepened with rising heat.

When we finally broke apart, breathless, Lila blinked up at me with those pretty hazel eyes. "Wow..." she murmured, sounding almost dazed. "That was... wow."

"Yeah?" I couldn't resist another quick peck. "Good wow or bad wow?"

A strange look crossed her face then, brows furrowing. "I'm not sure... I feel kinda..."

That's when it hit me too—a sudden dizzying rush, like the entire world was spinning. I stumbled, gripping Lila's shoulders to steady myself as the ruin seemed to swim around us.

"Whoa..." I blinked hard, trying to clear my blurred vision. What the hell was in that stuff? "You feel that too?"

Lila nodded, brow creased with worry. "Ash, something's not right..."


Lila

I stared at Ash, a gnawing unease settling in my gut. Something wasn't right—we shouldn't have messed with that ancient vial. A clammy sweat beaded on my forehead as a feverish warmth spread through my body.

"Ash, I-I don't feel so good." I rubbed my temples. The world tilted sideways, the crumbling ruins seeming to breathe and pulse around us.

He met my gaze, his piercing blue eyes glazed. "Me neither, Li. That stuff's hitting harder than I thought."

I swallowed hard, mouth dry as cotton. "We need to get out of here. My place is closer—you can crash there tonight."

Nodding, Ash draped an arm around my waist, steadying my wobbling steps as we retreated from the depths of the ruins. The bright sunlight stabbed needles into my eyes once we emerged. I clung to him, grateful for the solid warmth of his chiseled frame against my overheated skin.

With each shuffling stride, fire licked along my nerves. I panted softly, cheeks flushed, clothes sticking to my damp flesh. Ash's grip tightened, his breath ragged in my ear. Whatever ancient concoction we'd ingested, it ravaged us with an unnatural, smoldering heat.

I clutched Ash's arm, digging my nails deep as another scorching wave crashed over me. Sweat trickled between my breasts, the thin fabric of my tank top soaked through. Each ragged breath seared my throat like I was inhaling flames.

"Almost there," Ash grunted, his deep voice strained.

We staggered up the narrow trail, boots scuffing over loose rocks and dirt. The trees blurred together in a verdant smear, the entire forest seeming to undulate and twist around us. I blinked hard, trying to shake the disorienting vertigo.

Ash's hand found the small of my back, steadying me as I swayed perilously. "Stay with me, Li."

Nodding mutely, I forced one foot in front of the other. The air shimmered with mirages of heat, shards of sunlight piercing my squinting eyes. My heart thudded an erratic, frenzied rhythm against my ribcage.

Up ahead, a burst of bright color amidst the greenery—the cherry red paint of my jeep, glinting like a beacon. I sucked in a desperate breath, ignoring the searing pain as we staggered the final few yards.

Fumbling, Ash hauled open the driver's side door. A merciful blast of cool air from the air conditioning caressed my feverish skin as we tumbled inside. I sprawled across the bench seat, chest heaving, black spots flickering across my vision.

I handed Ash the keys, barely able to focus my eyes. The engine rumbled to life and we lurched onto the winding mountain road. I gulped down lungfuls of the crisp, recirculated air, savoring the first relief from that torturous inner blaze.

As the miles rolled by, the heat began to subside and fade, granting sweet relief.

The jeep's tires hummed against the asphalt as we descended the winding mountain road. I sucked in a deep breath, relishing the fresh air flooding my lungs. The residual heat still prickled beneath my skin, but the worst seemed to have passed.

Ash's knuckles were white, gripping the steering wheel tightly. His brow furrowed, the muscles in his jaw taut. Neither of us dared break the heavy silence.

What the hell had that stuff been? Some ancient alchemical concoction left behind in those crumbling ruins? The way it ravaged us with that unnatural fever, like our bodies were being consumed from the inside out...

I shuddered, hugging myself tightly. The mere memory of that scorching torment made my stomach churn. If we hadn't got out of there. I didn't want to imagine what might've happened.

Ash's eyes flicked toward me, that piercing blue gaze still glassy and unfocused. "You okay, Li?"

"I-I don't know," I admitted in a small voice. I trembled, every nerve still crackling with residual electricity. "That was the freakiest thing I've ever experienced."

He nodded tightly. "No shit. Thought we were gonna end up as piles of ash back there."

I flinched at his grim words, my mind's eye conjuring horrific images of our smoldering remains amidst those ancient stones. Swallowing hard, I dragged a hand through my damp hair, shoving the haunting visions aside.

"What the hell was in that vial?" I murmured. "Why would it do that to us?"

Ash shook his head slowly. "Fucked if I know. Could've been some kinda crazy ancient drug or poison or… hell, maybe a curse or some witchy shit." He snorted mirthlessly. "Shoulda listened when you said to leave it alone."

My stomach twisted guiltily. If I'd been more insistent, maybe none of this would've happened. But I knew how stubborn Ash could be once he got that glint in his eye, that reckless daredevil streak. Part of what drew me to him, yet it had nearly gotten us both killed today.

"Just be glad we got outta there in one piece," he muttered gruffly.

I peered over at him, really looking. The bronze stubble shadowing his chiseled jaw, the tense lines framing those full lips, the slight sheen of sweat still beading on his brow. Despite his tough-guy bravado, I could sense the unease roiling beneath the surface.

Neither of us knew what the hell we drank, and neither of us could wait to get back to relative safety.


Asher

I pulled up to Lila's cozy little house, the vibrant flower beds along the front path a cheerful sight. My head still swam from whatever ancient concoction we'd shared back at those crumbling ruins. Leaning back against the headrest, I stole a glance at Li's flushed face, her hazel eyes glazed over.

"Thanks for letting me crash here. We can go get my car tomorrow."

A small smile played at the corners of her full lips. "Of course, Ash. You know you're always welcome." Her delicate fingers traced patterns on the back of my hand, sending tingles up my arm.

The muggy afternoon heat only added to the strange feverish sensation pulsing through my veins. I licked my dry lips, tasting sweet berry on my tongue. "Maybe we should head inside, get some cold drinks? I'm burning up over here."

Lila nodded, her fiery curls bouncing. "Good idea. I could use a cold shower too, honestly. I feel weird. Hot and tingly all over."

Sliding out of the car, I steadied myself on wobbly legs before rounding the hood to help Li out. Her slim figure pressed against me as I wrapped an arm around her waist, guiding us towards the front door. The scent of her floral shampoo and perfume filled my senses, stoking the slow smolder building inside me.

As we stumbled through Lila's front door, I barely registered kicking off my boots before collapsing onto her plush couch. The soft cushions enveloped me as a groan escaped my lips, head lolling back. Everything felt hazy, muffled - like I was viewing the world through a dense fog.

"I'll be right back," Li murmured, her voice sounding far away despite her proximity.

I managed a slight nod, eyes already drifting shut as her footsteps padded down the hallway towards the bathroom. The muted sounds of running water soon followed, but I could barely muster the energy to focus on anything beyond the pounding in my skull.

Fumbling for the TV remote, I clicked on some random sitcom, desperate for any kind of distraction from the growing unease coiling in my gut. Brightly colored characters babbled away, their chipper banter grating on my frayed nerves. I couldn't make sense of the inane plot, the noise just a dull buzz in my ringing ears.

An unnatural heaviness settled over me, limbs growing leaden as exhaustion seeped into my very bones. I tried blinking rapidly to stay awake, but my eyelids only grew heavier with each passing second. The TV's flickering glow blurred, the cheery soundtrack fading into an indistinct murmur.

I could hear Li come out of the shower and try to say something to me. My brain sluggishly tried to process the words. Was she saying she was going to bed?

Slumping sideways, I barely registered the way my cheek fell against the armrest, body too weighed down by bone-deep fatigue to move. Darkness crept in around the edges of my vision as consciousness began slipping away, that strange berry-wine sweetness the last thing on my mind before everything went black.

The next thing I knew, I was no longer sprawled on Lila's couch. A thick, swirling fog surrounded me, obscuring any sense of where I actually was. Blinking slowly, I peered around at the featureless grey mist, an uneasy feeling settling in the pit of my stomach.

"Hello?" I called out, my voice sounding muffled and far away. "Lila? You there?"

An eerie silence answered me, broken only by the faint echo of my words dissipating into the void. Shivering despite the cloying warmth enveloping me, I wrapped my arms around myself and strained to make out any shapes or landmarks through the dense haze.

That's when I noticed it - a dim flicker of light pulsing in the distance, like a candle's wavering flame. As I watched, the glow intensified, rapidly brightening until I had to squeeze my eyes nearly shut against the blinding glare. When I dared to peek again, a towering, vaguely humanoid silhouette loomed before me, features indistinct save for twin pinpricks of brilliant white light where its eyes should be.

"Wh-what the hell?" I stammered, instinctively backpedaling a few steps. "Who are you? What is this place?"

The being didn't respond, at least not with words. Instead, its radiant form seemed to throb and undulate in time with a strange, resonant humming that reverberated all around me. As the otherworldly tones ebbed and flowed, I could almost discern a rhythmic cadence underlying the eerie melody.

Then, just as the dissonant buzzing reached a fever pitch, the entity spoke in a booming, resonant voice that shook me to my very core:

"Two souls, entwined by passion's fire. Will find their paths forever altered, desires higher. Mortal shells exchanged, a shift of form and frame. Perspectives realigned, never to be the same."

With those cryptic words still ringing in my ears, the blinding silhouette rapidly contracted into a single point of incandescent light. A shockwave of scorching heat and energy rippled outwards, the force of it slamming into me like a physical blow. I doubled over, clutching at my suddenly pounding head as everything around me dissolved into a kaleidoscope of whirling colors and dizzying vertigo.

Just when I thought I couldn't take the dizzying sensations any longer, the maelstrom of light and sound reached an abrupt, jarring crescendo - and then everything went black once more.


Lila

I blinked awake, coated in sweat. My heart raced as fragments of a bizarre dream lingered - an entity of blinding light reciting some cryptic riddle. Disoriented, I tried to gather my bearings, but nothing seemed right. The ceiling looked unfamiliar and lower than it should be. Glancing around, realization slowly dawned - I wasn't in my bedroom at all.

I sat upright with a start, sheets tumbling away. That's when I noticed the muscular arms extending before me, the broad chest rising and falling with each breath. My gaze dropped, taking in the flat planes of an extremely toned abdomen and the bulge tenting the thin boxers that I wore.

This couldn't be happening. I pinched myself, gasping at the sharp sting of pain. I realized I wasn’t dreaming - somehow, I had become trapped inside Ash’s body!

Panic gripped me as I scrambled off the couch. My movements felt alien, each stride longer and more powerful than I'm accustomed to. I rushed to the bathroom, flicking on the light to stare at the mirror in shock.

Ash's rugged features, that chiseled jawline and piercing blue eyes, reflected at me. I ran my fingers along the stubble prickling my cheeks, the sensation utterly foreign. Leaning in closer, I examine the tiny silver hoop adorning my newly gained septum, twisting it.

"Holy shit..." I murmured, Ash's deep baritone rumbling from my lips.

My hands roamed lower, groping at the bulky pecs and solid biceps. A tingling warmth spread through me as I continued mapping every contour and swell of firm muscle. Despite my rising panic, I couldn't deny the undercurrent of excitement thrumming beneath.

How is this even possible? My mind raced as I try to process this insane reality. That ancient vial - it must have been some kind of bizarre magic or curse that swapped our bodies. But why? And how could we reverse it?

I stepped out of the boxers, my eyes tracing the powerful physique unveiled before me. It was like discovering a forgotten treasure, each detail a revelation. My hands roamed freely, claiming ownership of this unfamiliar form. The rough pads of my fingertips skimmed over skin, sending a jolt through me, a sensation distinctly male.

Ash's body was a masterpiece, every inch of him sculpted to perfection. It was as if each muscle had a life of its own, every flex and shift under my touch a silent invitation to explore further.

But it was the hardness between my legs that beckoned me the most. I held it tentatively, letting my fingers adjust to the unfamiliar weight. It pulsed with an urgency that seemed to mirror my heartbeat. Slowly, I began to stroke, tracing the full length of it with a mixture of awe and trepidation.

A strange mix of feelings overwhelmed me—power, curiosity, and a hint of wicked excitement. I squeezed harder, relishing the way it throbbed in response. My breath quickened as I discovered its sensitivities, my strokes guided by some primal instinct. I did not know a man could feel this good, each touch sparking pleasure that radiated through me.

A heady mix of hormones coursed through this new body, amplifying every sensation. My breathing grew erratic as I quickened the pace, enjoying the feel of my palm against the smooth head. It was an indescribable rush, one that demanded my complete surrender.

A loud thump echoed from the bedroom, jolting me from my reverie.

My hand froze mid-stroke, every muscle tensing. Was that Ash? Was it someone or something else? A thousand scenarios raced through my mind as I strained to catch any other sound.

I felt tempted to rush in and wake him. But the other part, the part still tingling with the aftershocks of pleasure, hesitated. What if he saw me like this, indulging in the most primal of urges with his own flesh?

Heat flushed my cheeks as I imagined his reaction - the shock, the disgust etched across those rugged features I had been worshipping mere moments ago. I couldn't let him see me this way, not until I figure out how to explain this bizarre situation.

Scrambling, I grabbed the discarded boxers and hastily pulled them on, tucking away the evidence of my exploration. My heart thundered in my chest as I inched towards the slightly ajar door, ears perked for any further noises.

Should I call out? Announce my presence and brace for the onslaught of questions and accusations sure to follow? Or remain silent, pretending this never happened until I can somehow make sense of it myself? I glanced down. My newfound manhood was still proudly erect.

The floor creaked under my weight. I froze, holding my breath. Everything fell eerily quiet again. Maybe it was just my imagination playing tricks, fueled by the lingering hormones coursing through these unfamiliar veins.

But then another muffled thump resonated, followed by a groan. Unmistakably Ash's voice, laced with something else? Concern replaced my earlier trepidation as I took a cautious step towards the door.


Asher

I woke up feeling disoriented, my heart racing as I took in my unfamiliar surroundings. It was Lila's bedroom. I recognized it immediately, but something was different. I felt strange, my body felt strange. Then it hit me. I was in Lila's body.

I sat up, my heart pounding, and looked down at myself. I felt her soft skin, so different from my own, and saw her curves, so foreign yet so familiar. Running my hands over my new body, I felt a mix of excitement and uncertainty. This was really happening.

I began to explore, my hands tracing the contours of my new body. I felt a rush of pleasure as I touched my soft skin, my fingers gliding over my curves. I cupped my breasts, feeling their weight in my hands, and traced my thumbs over my nipples, sending shivers down my spine. It was like discovering a secret pleasure, a hidden treasure that only I could unlock.

I squeezed gently, enjoying the feeling of fullness and the way my fingers sank into the soft flesh. I tugged and twisted lightly, the sensation shooting straight between my legs. It was electrifying to feel so sensitive in places I'd never expected.

Letting out a low moan, I shifted my touch lower, my breath quickening as I approached the core of my new body's pleasure. I felt the heat radiating from between my thighs, and my breath caught as my fingers brushed against Lila's most private place. I parted my new lips with my fingers, the wetness there astonishing me, and slid a finger inside, savoring the tightness and heat.

My back arched as I began to thrust, my breath coming in shallow gasps. I imagined what I'd look like, a vision of a woman pleasuring herself, and the thought sent a fresh wave of desire coursing through me.

My eyes snapped open at the sound of the bedroom door bursting open. My heart sank as I saw Lila standing there, her eyes wide as they landed on me. Frozen in place, I could feel the heat of embarrassment rushing to my cheeks. I got caught, with my hand still between my legs, fingers covered in the evidence of my indulgence.

Lila's gaze burned into me, but I couldn't read the expression on her face. Was it anger? Disgust? Then my eyes dropped to the telltale bulge in her pants and realization hit me like a punch to the gut. She was turned on too.

"Li—" My voice caught in my throat, thick with a mix of embarrassment and desire. I wanted to explain, to tell her how this body responded to my touch, how it felt so right even though it was so wrong. But the words stuck, trapped by the intensity of the moment.

She stepped closer, her eyes never leaving mine. I could see the conflict in her gaze, the battle between outrage and arousal. Her chest rose and fell with shallow breaths, mirroring my erratic breathing. We stood there, locked in a silent standoff, the tension thick enough to cut with a knife.

I swallowed, my throat dry, and tried again. "I—I just woke up like this. In your body. I couldn't help but—" I gestured lamely to my hand, still resting between my thighs. "I didn't know it would be like this."

A beat passed, an eternity of silence hanging between us. Then, finally, Lila spoke, her voice hoarse. "It's okay. I mean, it's not, but—" She paused, a flush spreading across her cheeks. "I get it. I felt the same when I woke up in your body. Cover yourself up and let's figure this out." She gestured toward her new body. My old body.


Lila

"So, what are we going to do?" I asked, crossing my arms across my broad, new, muscular chest.

"I-I don't know," He stammered.

"We have to go back to the ruins," I said decisively. "That vial we drank from - it has to be the key to switching us back."

"I agree. I mean, this is..." Ash trailed off, gesturing down at my voluptuous curves.

"Crazy? Unbelievable?" I supplied, arching an eyebrow.

"Both," he admitted with a rueful chuckle. "I can't believe I'm in your body. It's..." His gaze swept over me, and I felt a thrill of arousal.

I couldn't get the image out of my head - Ash's hands roaming over my feminine curves, caressing the soft swell of my breasts. The look of pure bliss spread across his face as he explored my most intimate areas.

Heat flooded through me at the memory. My body felt foreign yet achingly familiar, hard planes of muscle replacing the soft feminine contours I was used to. I shifted uncomfortably, hyperaware of the thick bulge straining against my jeans. 

"Lila?" Ash's voice snapped me out of my reverie. He stood before me, blushing furiously in my petite frame. "I'm so sorry you had to see that before. I really couldn't help myself..."

His eyes dropped to the obvious tent in my pants and his blush deepened. I fought back a groan as desire spiked through me. Seeing myself from this new masculine perspective, all flustered innocence and soft curves, was insanely arousing.

Before I could stop myself, I was on my feet, crowding into his personal space. He backed up until his back hit the wall with a soft thump.

"Don't apologize," I growled, drinking in the way his pupils blew wide with shock and arousal. "I would have done the same thing."

Reaching out, I palmed the firm swell of his breast through the thin cotton of his shirt. His breath caught in a soft gasp. Emboldened, I leaned in until our bodies were flush together, pinning him against the wall.

"In fact," I murmured against the sensitive skin of his neck. "I think we should make the most of this..."

I pinned Ash against the wall, my heart pounding as I took in the lust swirling in his eyes. My body, his body, felt foreign yet delicious as lust shot through me, pent up and needing release.

In one swift motion, I swept him off his feet and threw him onto the bed. He landed with a soft, startled cry, his eyes sparkling with excitement. The angles of my new body felt sharp and powerful as I loomed over him, taking in his heaving chest and biting lip.

I joined him on the bed, my body humming with anticipation. I hadn't realized how much I'd wanted this—to be desired, lusted after. And seeing Ash, his feminine curves contrasting with my new masculine frame, sent a jolt of desire straight to my core.

I kissed him hard, pouring all my pent-up longing into the kiss. He responded eagerly, his soft hands clutching at my broad shoulders, encouraging me closer.

As I trailed kisses down the smooth column of his neck, I paid homage to his racing pulse point. Then I continued lower, reveling in the feel of his breasts pressed against my chest. I splayed my hand on his heaving chest, relishing the contrast of my rough palm against his smooth, delicate skin.

Ash moaned, tangling his hands in my hair, guiding me back up to claim his mouth once more. Our tongues dueled as his touch sent shivers down my spine.

With a growl, I pulled him closer, rolling until I was hovering over him. I couldn't get enough of the feel of our bare chests pressed together, his soft, full breasts yielding to my muscular frame.

"Lila—" he panted, his eyes wild. "Please—"

I needed no more encouragement. I would take him.


Asher

As she pressed into me, I couldn't believe how good it felt. Our bodies fit perfectly together, as if they were designed to come together like this. Her hands explored my new curves, her touch sending shivers through me. I cried out, my voice high and unfamiliar, but the sound only spurred her on.

"You like that, don't you?" Lila teased, her breath hot against my neck.

"Yes," I whispered, unable to hold back. "It feels so good, Lila."

She moved with me, her body working in harmony with mine, and I lost myself in the pleasure, amazed at how good it felt.

I couldn't get enough of the way she looked at me with those hungry eyes. I wanted to give her everything, show her what she had done to me.

She pinned me to the bed, her strength surprising me. I arched my back, offering myself to her, and she wasted no time in taking me. Her hands roamed freely, squeezing and exploring, driving me wild.

"You're so beautiful," she breathed, her lips brushing against my ear. "I can't get enough of you."

Her touch sent sparks through me, and I couldn't help but moan and writhe beneath her. I wanted to feel every inch of her skin against mine. The sensation was overwhelming, a million new nerve endings singing in harmony.

Lila's hands roamed hungrily over my new body, a body that used to be hers. Her touch was electric as she traced the curves and contours that had once been so familiar to her. I shivered as she explored my hips and thighs, my skin tingling with anticipation. Then, with a wicked smile, she urged me to straddle her.

Obeying her unspoken command, I positioned myself above her, feeling vulnerable and exposed, but also incredibly powerful. Our eyes locked, and I saw the desire burning fiercely in her gaze. "Ride me," she whispered hoarsely, and her voice sent a shiver down my spine.

Without hesitation, I lowered myself onto her, feeling her thickness slide inside me. We both gasped at the intense sensation, and I began to move, slowly at first, savoring every inch of her. But soon, my hunger took over, and I threw my head back, my hair cascading like a waterfall as I rode her with wild abandon.

She matched my rhythm perfectly, her hands gripping my hips, her touch firm and guiding. I felt myself losing control, the pleasure building like an electric storm inside me. My breath quickened, and I could feel my heart pounding in my chest.

"Don't hold back," she urged, her hot breath in my ear. "Let it all go."

Her words unleashed something within me, and with a cry, I surrendered to the pleasure. Wave after wave crashed over me, overwhelming my senses. I felt her tense and tighten beneath me as she followed me over the edge, our voices intertwining in a symphony of release.

Exhausted, I collapsed onto the bed beside her, feeling her arms wrap around me possessively. I buried my face in the crook of her neck, inhaling the unique scent that was distinctly her. "That was—" I began, still struggling to catch my breath.

"Incredible," she finished for me, her lips curling into a satisfied smile. "I know."

"I just need to lie here," I said, panting, aftershocks of pleasure still shaking me to my core. "Just for a bit."


Lila

I woke up feeling groggy and disoriented, the events of the previous day rushing back to me. I remembered the hike, the ruins, and the strange wine. But something felt different. I sat up and felt my body, realizing with a start that I was still in Ash's body. It hadn't been a dream.

I looked over at Ash, who was stirring in my body. We shared a hesitant smile, both of us still processing the surreal turn of events.

"Good morning," I said, my voice deep and foreign.

"Morning," Ash replied, sitting up and stretching, my body graceful and fluid in motion. I couldn't help but stare, transfixed by the sight of him in my body.

We got ready, taking turns in the bathroom and carefully choosing our outfits. I opted for a comfortable pair of jeans and a loose shirt, trying to disguise the fact that I had no idea how to dress as a man. Ash, on the other hand, chose a form-fitting dress that showcased his new curves.

"You look good," I said, unable to keep my eyes off him.

"Thanks. You too." Ash smiled, a hint of shyness in his eyes.

We drove in silence, the weight of what had happened hanging between us. I kept stealing glances at Ash, marveling at how natural he looked as a woman. It was like the universe had course-corrected, putting him in the body he was meant to have.

I couldn't get last night out of my mind. Driving didn't help. The constant shifting and steering reminded me of the new hard member between my thighs. I felt a constant buzz, a deep vibration between my legs, my cock twitching with every press of the clutch. I wanted to forget myself and just reach down and touch it. I wanted to feel it, stroke it, see how hard I could get.

Ash caught me looking. I felt my face flush, knowing he could see the desire in my eyes. I wondered if he felt the same way, if he was as desperate to explore this new body as I was. The thought of him getting wet for me made my breath quicken.

I reached over and squeezed his thigh, feeling the smooth skin under my fingers. I let my hand drift upward, closer to the heat I could sense radiating from him.

"Lila," he murmured, his voice a mix of protest and encouragement.

I ignored his half-hearted resistance, my fingers brushing against the fabric of his dress, teasing the soft mound between his legs. I felt the wetness through the cloth, and it drove me wild. I dipped my fingers lower, feeling the thin strip of lace that barely concealed his pussy.

"Fuck," he moaned, closing his eyes and tilting his head back. "We shouldn't do this here."

His hesitation only fueled my desire. I wanted to hear him moan my name as I made him forget all about being a man.

I leaned over, my fingers sliding into the wet folds of his sex. He was so soft, so slick, and hot. I circled my fingers around his clit, feeling it pulse under my touch.

"Oh god," he gasped, his hands gripping the dashboard. "I can't believe I'm letting you do this."

But he was letting me, and I intended to take full advantage. I slid a finger inside him, feeling the tight heat clench around me. He responded, his body already knowing what it wanted, even if his mind was still adjusting.

I took the roads slowly, keeping my eyes steady while my fingers explored Ash's body. He writhed in his seat, each touch causing him to wriggle with pleasure, eliciting breathy moans of excitement.

I was going to enjoy this...


Asher

I couldn't believe how good it felt. Lila's touch sent shivers through my new body, and I bucked my hips to meet her hand. It was so different from what I was used to, but no less intense. My breath quickened as pleasure built inside me, a coil tightening in my stomach.

"You like this, don't you?" Lila's voice was thick with desire as she whispered in my ear. "You like having me take control."

"Yes," I breathed out. "Don't stop."

Lila's fingers slipped and stroked, knowing exactly where and how to touch. My body reacted instinctively, rocking to her rhythm, and I felt a pang of desire to be doing this to her. To see her face as she writhed, to hear her moans as she reached her peak. This body responded so differently, every touch magnified, my senses heightened. The caress of her fingers sent sparks through me, and I felt a rush building, a whirlpool in my core.

"Oh, God, Lila..." I murmured, my eyes closing as the feeling intensified.

Her thumb pressed, and I cried out, my body arching. I gasped, breathless, as waves of pleasure crashed over me. My voice echoed in the car, a foreign sound, but undeniably mine. The sensation was unlike anything I'd experienced, all-consuming and utterly sublime. I panted, spent, my body glowing, every nerve ending alive and tingling.

"Wow," I managed to utter, still reeling from the intensity. "That was amazing."

Lila laughed a deep, throaty laugh that sent aftershocks of pleasure through my body. "You liked that, huh? Good girl. Now, return the favor."

Lila's belt was like a starting pistol. As soon as I heard the snap of leather, my body reacted. My breath quickened, and a rush of heat shot through me. I wanted her right then and there.

I leaned over, my heart pounding, and gently tugged at her pants. Lila lifted herself, and I pulled them down just enough, the fabric of her underwear teasing me. I inhaled sharply, the musky scent filling my nostrils, and I knew I had to taste her.

My mouth found her, and I moaned at the first touch of my tongue. She tasted incredible, like nothing I'd ever experienced. I sucked gently, teasing her cock with the tip of my tongue, and she writhed beneath me. The car swerved, which only turned me on more.

I took her fully into my mouth, my lips wrapping around her, and I moaned again, the vibrations making her gasp. My hands gripped her thighs, feeling the powerful muscles, so different from my own. I loved the feeling of her strength, the knowledge that this powerful woman was succumbing to my touch.

"Oh, fuck," she breathed, one hand on the wheel, the other tangling in my hair. "Suck me, Ash. Harder."

I obeyed, a thrill running through me at her command. I hollowed my cheeks and sucked, my tongue swirling, eager to please her. The car picked up speed as her other hand squeezed my shoulder, her hips bucking. The sensation of her moving against me, the power she held, it fueled my desire even more. I wanted to make her lose control, to feel her surrender in my mouth.

"Yes, just like that," she groaned, her voice strained. "I'm close, don't stop."

I quickened my pace, my mouth working furiously. I wanted her to find release, to feel that rush I'd experienced only moments ago. Her thighs tensed, and she cried out, a mixture of pleasure and surprise. I swallowed, her cum filling my mouth as I savored her taste. I kept swallowing until her body stilled, her breath heavy.

She buckled her belt. "Road head," she murmured, her voice a mixture of satisfaction and amusement, "That was a first."

I sat up, grinning, feeling a rush of pride and desire. I wanted more of this woman, more of this body, and everything that came with it.


Lila

I turned to Ash, my heart racing as I realized this was the trailhead where it all began. Our little adventure that led to this... situation. I couldn't help but feel a mix of excitement and nervousness as we stepped out of the car, the crisp mountain air hitting me.

"You good?" Ash asked, giving me a playful nudge with his foot, a smirk playing on his lips.

"Yeah, let's do this." I responded, trying to sound confident.

We started down the familiar path, the memory of our previous hike flashing through my mind. The flirting, the anticipation... it all felt so surreal now that I was in Ash's body. I felt powerful striding down the trail, my long legs easily covering the distance. I glanced over at Ash, taking in the sight of my body, now occupied by the man I desired. The tight dress he had chosen hugged his new curves, showcasing a body I knew so well, yet now felt foreign.

As we ventured further, I couldn't shake the eerie sense of déjà vu. It was like reliving a dream, only this time, the roles were reversed. I pictured the ancient ruins up ahead, imagining what it would be like to explore them in this new body. The thought sent a shiver down my spine.

"You know, I never thought we'd be back here so soon," Ash said, his voice breaking the silence between us. "But I'm glad it's with you. This place has a whole new appeal now."

I shot him a sideways glance, a smile tugging at my lips. "Yeah, it's definitely a new perspective. Can't say I mind it, though."

Our gazes locked for a moment, a silent understanding passing between us. We quickened our pace, eager to reach the ruins and discover what new experiences they held for us. The anticipation built with every step, a combination of nervousness and excitement that I relished.

Before long, the ancient stone buildings came into view, the sun casting long shadows across the weathered walls. I ran my hand over the rough stone, feeling a strange sense of connection to this place that had changed our lives so drastically.

"You ready for this?" Ash asked.

I nodded, not trusting myself to speak. Together, we stepped into the ruins, the cool interior a welcome respite from the midday sun. As I ran my fingers over the ancient sigils carved into the walls, I couldn't help but wonder what other secrets this place held. Secrets that we were now a part of.

Deeper in the ruins, we found a small chamber. The walls were etched with intricate patterns, resembling some ancient language I couldn't decipher. My eyes fell on a stone pedestal at the room's center, and I stepped closer, intrigued. Upon it lay an old scroll, carefully unfurled, its edges frayed but the surface smooth, as if awaiting our arrival.

I glanced at Ash, seeing the curiosity mirrored in his eyes. Together, we approached, our steps heavy with anticipation. I ran a finger lightly over the scroll, feeling a strange energy coursing through me. It was then that I noticed the symbols weren't just ancient words, but intricate illustrations, detailing a ritual of sorts. I wasn't sure exactly how I understood it, but I did. Maybe the vial we drank had given me some sort of ancient knowledge.

The images depicted two figures, one in a male body, the other female. They surrounded themselves in salt, a circular pattern on the ground, performing what appeared to be a ritualistic dance. The figures then came together, their bodies entwined in a passionate embrace. The message was clear, and my heart raced at the realization.

"This is it," I whispered, my voice steady despite the tumult in my chest. "This is how we switch back."

Ash stepped closer, his eyes wide as he took in the ancient instructions. "Surrounded by salt... is that what it says?"

I nodded, my breath quickening. "And... we need to, well, have sex." I gestured to the scroll, my cheeks flushing. "It's some kind of ritual, an offering perhaps."

Without hesitation, I turned and began gathering armfuls of salt, forming a circle like the one illustrated on the scroll. The coarse grains spilled from my hands, forming a crisp white outline. Stepping back, I took in the sight, my heart pounding in my chest.

"Now we just need to... you know..." I trailed off, a nervous laugh escaping me as I motioned to the space within the circle. I wasn't nervous about the ritual. But the thought of losing this body. Of going back to the way I was before. I raised my palm in front of me, examining the strong fingers that had used to have been Ash's.

"I know," He whispered, taking my hand. "I'm going to miss it too. This feels right, but we can't stay like this forever."

I nodded. He was right, of course. We had families, jobs, all kinds of responsibilities. But I would miss this. Shaking that thought from my head, I became increasingly aware that Ash was standing close to me.

I ran a hand down his arm, feeling the soft skin, so different from my own. I let my fingers trail lightly over his, our hands entwining. I gave a gentle squeeze, urging him towards the center of the salt circle. "Get undressed." I commanded.

He shivered in response, his eyes flicking down to my lips before meeting my gaze again. Slowly, he peeled the dress from his shoulders, letting it slide down his body. The fabric caught on his nipples, straining against the thin material, before falling to the ground in a rustle of fabric.

God, his nipples were hard. Dark circles surrounded the tiny peaks, begging for attention. I took a step forward, unable to resist any longer. Reaching out, I traced a finger gently over one taut bud, feeling it pebble further under my touch. A soft gasp escaped his lips, and I reveled in the power I had over him.

"You like that?" I murmured, my voice low and husky.

He nodded, his breath coming in brief gasps as I circled my fingertip gently, teasing, before blowing a gentle stream of air across his sensitive peak. He shivered, his eyes fluttering closed, and I knew he was imagining it was my mouth on him.

I grasped his hips, pulling him closer, thrusting my hardness against his thigh. "I want you," I whispered, my lips mere inches from his.

With a desperate moan, he pressed his body against mine, his hands grasping at my back, pulling me tighter against him.

He was desperate now, his hands roaming frantically, seeking purchase on my back, his nails scratching lightly as he urged me on. I pulled away, my breath coming in quick gasps, and he whimpered, a pleading look in his eyes.

I smirked, relishing the power I held over him. "You want me to fuck you?" I growled. "You have to ask nicely."

"Please fuck me," He whispered, eyes full of need.


Asher

Lila commands, and I obey. I'm on fire with desire. My body was not my own—it responded to her every look and word. I was putty in her hands, and I loved it. This powerful, commanding woman had taken control, and my pussy was hers to take.

"Get on your knees," she said, and I did, my heart pounding. The air was crisp and cool against my naked skin, a sharp contrast to the heat building within me. I felt exposed, kneeling before her in the ancient ruins, but it only added to the fire growing within.

"You want this, don't you, Ash?" Lila teased, her voice a low purr as she circled me. "You want me to fuck you?"

I whimpered, nodding. "Yes... please..." My voice came out hoarse and desperate, and I couldn't believe how much I needed this. Being in this body had unlocked something primal and submissive within me, and I craved her domination.

"You're so wet for me." Her fingers traced along my slit, and I moaned, my eyes fluttering shut as a jolt of pleasure shot through me. "You've been a naughty girl, Haven't you, Ash?"

"Yes..." I admitted, my face flushing.

"Mmm, thinking about me fucking you?"

"Yes!" I cried out, my body aching for release. "Please, Lila. Fuck me. Take me. I'm yours."

Lila smirked, stepping closer. Her powerful body was a beautiful contrast to my own. She grabbed my wrists, pinning them behind my back, and I let out a breathless gasp as she teased my entrance with the tip of her cock.

"You're mine now, Ash," she growls. "And I'm going to fuck you like you've never been fucked before."

With that, she thrust into me, filling me with a sharp, delicious ache. My eyes rolled back as she began to move, each thrust stirring something deep within me. I cried out, my voice echoing off the ancient stones, losing myself in the pure, raw pleasure of her possession.

She moved slowly, teasingly, each thrust a delicious torture. I gasped and moaned, my body trembling with desire. Being pinned like this, at her mercy, sent bolts of pleasure through me. I felt exposed and helpless, but oh so aroused.

"You like this, don't you, Ash?" Lila taunted, her breath hot against my ear. "Being mine to do with as I please?"

"Yes..." I whimpered, my voice filled with need. "I love it... please, more..."

She chuckled, a deep, sensual sound that sent shivers down my spine. With each thrust, she owned me a little more, staking her claim on my body and my desire. My pussy clenched around her, and I could feel my wetness coating her thighs.

The air was icy against our heated skin, a sharp contrast to the inferno raging between us. The ancient ruins surrounded us, their eerie presence adding to the intensity of the moment. I felt like we were performing a ritual of our own, a sacred dance of flesh and desire.

Lila's hands tightened on my wrists, her grip possessive and demanding. Her thrusts were deliberate and controlled, each one a promise of the pleasure to come. I could feel her eyes on me, taking in my reactions, my body's responses, and using that knowledge to push me further.

The heat was building, a coiled spring inside me, ready to snap at any moment. But she held me on the edge, her pace relentless but measured. I cried out, a mix of pleasure and desperation, and she whispered in my ear.

"Not yet, baby. I'm not letting you cum until I'm deep inside you, claiming every inch of that beautiful body."

Her words only fueled my desire, and I begged, my voice hoarse and pleading. "Please, Lila. I need you. Take me. Own me."

She growled, her thrusts becoming more urgent. "You're mine, Ash. Never forget that. Your body, your pleasure, they belong to me now."

I melted under her touch. The feeling of her cock sliding in and out of me was indescribable. It was like my body was made to pleasure her, and I relished in the sensation, eager for more.

Lila grabbed my hips, guiding me up to my feet. She placed her arms underneath me, lifting me up to impale me on her cock. I wrapped my arms around her neck, my legs locking tightly around her waist as she continued to thrust, lifting me with each powerful movement. The change in position sent a shockwave of pleasure coursing through me, and I cried out, my nails digging into her shoulders.

"You like that, Ash?" Lila teased, her breath hot against my ear.

"Yes... oh, God, yes..." I couldn't form complete sentences, my thoughts reduced to a haze of pleasure. "Don't stop... please, never stop."

Lila laughed, a deep, throaty sound that sent vibrations through me. She moved faster, her cock plunging deep, hitting all the right spots. The world faded away, and all that existed was our intertwined bodies and the rush of pleasure that built like a storm within me.

"I'm close..." I whispered, my face flushed and sweat-dampened hair sticking to my skin.

"Cum for me, Ash," Lila commanded. "Let go."

Her words pushed me over the edge, and I cried out, my body shaking as waves of pleasure washed over me. I felt Lila's grip tighten, and she let out a harsh groan, her body tensing as she found her release, spilling herself deep within me.

I loved the feeling of her seed inside me. It was like a physical connection, a brand, proving that I was hers, and she was mine. As she pulled me off of her cock and gently set me down on the ground, an aftershock of pleasure rocked my body.

Suddenly, everything went black.


Lila

I wandered the grocery aisles, my thoughts drifting to that crazy experience in the ruins with Ash. It was crazy to think that after we followed the ancient scroll's instructions, fucking each other surrounded by a circle of salt, we suddenly swapped back into our own bodies. My hands paused on a bag of salt, remembering how it all felt so surreal.

It was wild being in his strong, muscular body, and I couldn't deny the power I had felt. I loved controlling him, dominating his feminine form.

I continued shopping, my mind buzzing with anticipation as I thought of all the things I was going to Ash tonight. I could tell he was excited. As soon as I had placed the bag of salt in the cart, his manhood tented his pants.

I couldn't stop grinning as I pushed the cart through the store. The idea of the salt alone already had him riled up.

"Tonight's going to be fun," I said, my voice low and suggestive. "You will be my little plaything."

"Please," He whispered back, his pants growing even tighter.

My heart raced as I imagined all the things we could do. Being in his body had given me a taste of a whole new world, and tonight we would use the salt to create a circle and swap back.

I smiled at him. That magical vial was the best thing that had ever happened to us.


If you liked Switched by The Ruins: Gender Swap you may also like Swapped by the Bartender: Body Swap

"You're looking to have a good time huh?" The bartender leaned over the counter, resting his elbows lightly on the dark mahogany, locking eyes with me. His eyes were deep and mystical, as if they had seen everything and unlocked deep secrets of the universe. "How good are we talking? Do you want to try something new and exciting?" 

Marcy's long awaited the day she could invite Dylan out for a date, and today would finally be the day. Would the date go perfectly as planned, or would it change and transform into something even better than what she had wished for? Their relationship will be forever changed when the two have a mystical drink, and they swap bodies. Yet somehow, Marcy and Dylan feel freer than they've ever been 

.[image: A person in a garment and shirt  Description automatically generated] 

OEBPS/image_rsrcNU.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcNT.jpg
Snesi:

MAUREEN BELLGARD





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




