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Sidney

I stood in front of the gaping maw of the tunnel, the darkness stretching out in front of me for what seemed like miles. I paced back in forth in front of the entrance, my nerves causing my entire body to shudder and shake. This was a horrible idea, wasn't it? There's a reason these tracks were never used, and the construction of this tunnel never finished right? It was haunted. I knew it. I swore that Nathan knew it too, but he refused to admit it due to his need for bravado.

"Can't we just skip this, go to the movies or something?" I asked, turning to him, putting on my most cutesy face, usually that got him to do whatever I wanted him to. He just crossed his arms. Nope. It wasn't going to happen. I let out a sigh. Might as well get on with it. "Fine, but you're going first."

"Whatever Sidney, I don't mind going first because I'm not scared." Nathan said with a measure of bravado. Almost too much bravado. He was scared too, I was sure of it. Nathan started forward, walking with a swagger down the dark tunnel. I followed him, hesitantly picking my way through the rubble as we reached the edge of the darkness. Nathan stopped for a split second, and I almost thought he was going to turn around when he pulled a flashlight out of the backpack slung around his shoulder and flicked it on. The flashlight sent a beam of light arcing through the shadows, the darkness retreating before its blazing light.

We delved deeper and deeper, picking our way around the huge chunks of cement that lay scattered across the tunnel floor. The old railroad tracks were there, but it had long since been out of use. It led us deeper and deeper into the maw of this giant beast. As we delved deeper, the darkness seemed to grow more intense. The shadows growing thicker, reaching out, barely beaten back by the sword of light that Nathan wielded.

"Alright Nathan, haven't we gone far enough? Shouldn't we turn back?" I pleaded.

"Look, we're definitely close to the end now. What's the point of urban exploration if you don't follow the adventure to its natural conclusion? I want to see what's at the end of this tunnel, was it ever actually finished. Is there nothing at the end?" Nathan turned back and looked at me. I could see it set in his face, a level of determination and stubbornness that I knew I wouldn't be able to break through.

We continued to delve deeper into the tunnel. I turned to look behind us and was shocked that we had already made it so far in that I couldn't even see the exit. The tunnel had twisted and turned, and now we were truly entombed in the darkness. It was getting colder. I wrapped my arms around my chest, trying to retain the little warmth I had as I followed Nathan. He continued to pick his way through the rubble, seeming perfectly at home in this concrete tomb. 

Nathan's flashlight started to flicker, turning off and on in the darkness.

"Nathan, stop fucking with me!" I yelled at him, running into him, and wrapping my arms around one of his.

"I'm not doing this, the battery must be going out, I have more in my bag." The flashlight made an odd click and both of us were plunged into darkness. 

"Well find them!" I said, unable to see anything in the shadows that tightened around us, my only assurance being that my arms were wrapped around one of his.

"I'll try but you're going to have to let go of my arm so I can look through my backpack."

"Oh. Ok." I hesitantly let go. I could barely see him, but I could hear him fumbling through his backpack, clearly able to hear the zipper being undone and his hands rifling through whatever the contents were. 

Suddenly, the shadows began to lift.  The tunnel growing brighter by the second. I looked up confused and froze. There, lazily bobbing above the railroad tracks was a blue specter, a creature of writhing blue crackling energy, the light twisting and tangling to form an odd almost skeletal structure, transparent and horrifying. I tried to say something, anything, but I couldn't. I was frozen in place, my muscles refusing to obey my commands. Refusing to move.

Nathan was kneeling in front of me, his arms stuck in his backpack, his head twisted up to look at the specter, floating three feet away from us. I could only assume that he was stuck like I was, no longer in control of his body. The specter just floated, glowing brighter and brighter, the blue crackling energy driving the shadows away. 

"Why would you come to this place? Trespass on my domain? You have violated the ancient rules, and as such there is no need to hear your defense. Many of your ancestors had violated this rule, but it has been a long time since those days. I guess a reminder is in order." A voice blossomed in my head, an old and ancient raspy one, writhing through my thoughts. It paused for a minute, still lazily floating in the air in front of us. The specter reached out with a bony transparent claw, pointing it directly at us and muttering some kind of foreign language under its breath. 

Suddenly, there was a thunderclap of magic and a massive blinding light ricocheting around the room, bouncing off the walls and colliding with my body. It was warm, the sensation flooding my body with a powerful and magical heat, settling deep within my bones. I felt... Different. My entire body went limp, collapsing in a pile of limbs on the floor, Nathan's body mirroring mine as I fell.

My eyelids grew heavy, vision swimming as I struggled to retain consciousness. Everything felt thick, as if my entire being was swimming through consciousness. Everything went black.


Nathan

My eyelids fluttered, everything dark. I couldn't think straight, all of my thoughts coming slow and sluggish as I came to. My memories began to flood back. Sidney and I, delving through the ancient tunnel, flashed before my eyes, a myriad of images, sounds and scents replaying through my head as everything came back to me. The feeling was beginning to return to my numb limbs as I came to, struggling against the dusty floor. My body was limp, sprawled out across the floor, my hand's scrabbling across the floor, anxiously searching for the feeling of something familiar. At first, I couldn't really remember what I was searching for, but I knew I was trying to find something. Something important. Suddenly it came back to me. The flashlight! It had to be somewhere near here right?

I scrambled onto my hands and knees, painstakingly shuffling back and forth across the ground, my hands running over rough stones and detritus that had strewn across the tunnel floor. I ran my fingers across the jagged edges of debris that lay cluttered amongst the floor, but still I was unable to find the familiar texture of my trusty flashlight. 

The air was heavy in here. Dense. It clogged my nostrils and hung in my chest, wrapping around me like a heavy silk now. It had changed. I had felt fine before, but now it was oppressively clinging to my every movement. Everything felt weird and different. I still hadn't regained full control of my body. Did I have a stroke? I wasn't sure what had happened. I worked my mouth, opening it and trying to speak, but nothing would come out. I tried calling out for Sidney over and over again, frantically rubbing the ground around me, trying to find her or anything that was familiar. Finally, I was able to strangle out some kind of noise vaguely resembling her name.

In response, a light flooded the room, blinding me. I squeezed my eyes shut, some sort of frightened shriek erupting from my lungs as I tried to scrabble away, my limbs sluggishly responding. As I cracked my eyes open, all the blurry edges and shapes came back together, melding together to form a familiar shape. My flashlight. It was emitting all the light, but it was held in an almost too familiar hand. My hand. My body. Me. I was crouched, mere feet from where I was watching. How? 

"W-Who are you?" I was able to croak out at myself. My clone turned, eyes settling on me and growing wide with shock.

"N-Nathan?" My doppelganger's mouth opened and a voice rang out, deeper than I was used to, but it tickled a memory. It sounded like... like Sidney? "I-Is that you?"

"Yeah it's me. Who are you?" I asked, enough strength coming to my trembling limbs to be able to push myself up off the ground and finally stand. I looked myself in the eye. The resemblance was uncanny. No, it was perfect, down to every last little detail. I had an idea of who had taken up residence in my body, but I needed to hear it from her.

"It's me... Sidney," She said, her voice trembling as she looked me up and down, her entire face twisted in shock and surprise.

I looked down and my jaw dropped. My hard-angular chest was gone, and in its place were two beautifully shaped mounds. My lean athletic body had been replaced by soft feminine curves, wrapped in a silky purple blouse and denim that hugged my hips. I was in Sidney's body. We had switched places.

"What the fuck is going on?" I asked, my hands feeling up and down my body, as if the tactile sensations would make me feel any saner.

"I-I guess the ghost... It must 've swapped us somehow. You remember that, right? I'm not crazy?"

Images flooded my head of the specter, floating above the ground, its ominous voice booming throughout the tunnel, searing its words into my brain. " Yeah. I remember," I said. It made sense. It had somehow cursed us. This must've been its reminder. "What do we even do?" I pleaded, hoping that Sidney would have some answer locked away in that brain. She was the one who believed in spirits. I didn't. Or at least, I used to not.

"I don't know," She stated, her voice emotionless, still stuck in shock. "Let's just… Let's get out of here." She looked numb as she started down the tunnel the way we came, barely paying enough attention to pick her way through the rubble.

I looked at her, my chest heaving as I sucked in breath after breath, the realization of exactly what just happened was setting in with each passing moment.

Sidney just kept moving forward, almost mechanically, forcing herself to continue striding forward without hesitation or pausing. I followed her, carefully avoiding the big chunks of rubble that littered her path. Silence filled the tunnel, the mere density of it was heavy as well, the silence growing and expanding with every step. I couldn't help but wonder what was going through her head as I shoved my own panic away, focusing on each step and every breath. I tried not to pay any attention to the daintiness of my feet, or the way my legs instinctively moved with a kind of grace and elegance that I had never been able to achieve before. 

Before long, we made it to the beginning of the tunnel, the last remnants of sunlight barely creeping into the entrance. My jeep was parked just outside, the shadows of the setting sun sending its shadow eerily stretching toward the entrance. Sidney stopped outside the jeep, fumbling around in my pockets.

"Right front pocket." I called out. She nodded in thanks, her hands reaching into her pocket and pulling out the keys. We got in the vehicle and she started the car, popping a quick U-turn and driving away from the tunnel as fast as she could.

"Where are we going?" I asked. She didn't respond, her eyes locked on the road, eyes blank and almost lifeless as trees whipped past us. "We could uh, go to my house? While we figure this thing out?" I suggested. All she did was nod.

This is a nightmare.


Sidney

I sat in silence, hands gripped tightly around the steering wheel, my knuckles growing white from the sheer amount of pressure. I couldn't stand it. I was trapped, in a body that wasn't my own. I kept going through that mental loop, that mental image of looking at Nathan, just standing there in my body. It was uncomfortable, wearing a skin that wasn't my own, but it was even more terrifying to know that someone else was wearing yours. 

I shivered and turned my attention back to the road. If I could just keep ignoring that odd feeling, maybe the sensation would go away.

I glanced at him, the jeep rocking gently side to side as we whizzed down the road, faster than I probably should've been going. None of this would've happened if he would've just listened to me. If we would have just gone to the movies, none of this could've happened. Or if he would've believed me when I said that there were ghosts. But that didn't happen. Instead, I was trapped. Stuck in a body that wasn't my own.

The worst of it was that he asked me what we were going to do. As if I had any clue as to how to handle an unexpected body swap. As if this was common supernatural phenomena.

I realized as I made a right turn that we were getting close to his house. I also realized that I wasn't actually mad at him. I wanted to be, but he couldn't have seen this coming. Neither did I. I just needed something. Anything to keep my mind off the predicament that we were in.

Nathan kept glancing over at me, but he didn't speak, which I was grateful for. I was not in the mood for conversation, or any sort of talking, the mental battle kept waging within my head, as I tried to come to terms with what exactly had happened. As we moved down the road, nearing ever closer to Nathan's-well I guess MY home now-my mind cleared, the mental loops subsiding, the odd feeling that I was in someone else's skin growing less uncomfortable. I wriggled in my seat. It was still uncomfortable, but it was growing less alien with every passing moment.

It didn't take too long for us to arrive at Nathan's modest home. It was a squat brick structure, with a decent front yard sprawled in front of it. Not too far off the sides were exact replicas of the house, laid out in a very organized and distinct manner.

I pulled the jeep into the driveway, stopping in front of the pale gray garage door, turning the key in the ignition. The purr of the jeep ceased, and now all that was left was that oppressive silence.

"Well. Let's go inside," I sighed, jumping out of the jeep and heading for the front door. I glanced back, Nathan was looking at me, his eyes wide as he unbuckled his seat belt and followed me.

My hands didn't shake nearly as much as I pulled out the key and inserted it into the slot. They felt different, those thick fingers wrapping assuredly around the key as I twisted it, unlocking the door. Maybe it wasn't all so bad. The door swung open, and finally we were inside.

Awkwardly I stepped aside, letting Nathan in his house first, his dainty frame gently sliding through the doorway. There was something about those curves, that soft femininity that sent a thrill down my spine. The curvature of his lips, the rise and fall of his bosom. Even his face with remnants of shock on it, had a sort of cute quality that awoke something within me. I followed him, trying not to let my eyes settle too long on his ass, barely contained by the denim.

"What now?" He asked as I closed the door behind me.

"I don't know. We wait I guess, maybe it'll wear off?" I wasn't sure of that, but it was the only thing we could do. He followed me to his living room, where I fell down into his couch and sat, staring at the TV, which was turned off, but I didn't have the energy to try and find the remote.

Nathan disappeared to somewhere in the house as I sat there. Thinking. Maybe there was some way to reverse it. If this happened to us, then there's got to be some sort of information somewhere out there.


Nathan

I stumbled through the house, away from the living room. How was she so calm? Sidney was almost emotionless; she wasn't freaking out at all. It was surprising. I moved up the stairs slowly, my legs pumping as I climbed the mahogany steps up to the second floor. I gripped the banister tightly, using it to give me some sense of grounding as I ascended to my room. I closed the door behind me and looked at my room. My gray bed sat, sad and isolated against the corner, away from my dresser and two bookshelves that clung to the wall. Along one wall was my closet, filled with clothes that would not fit my new current form.

I sighed, falling onto the bed, the sheets pillowing out around me slightly as my small frame hit the covers. This was almost too much to handle.

I laid there, gently playing with my hair, trying to manage the sense of panic that kept ebbing and flowing, swelling and shrinking as I fought that mental battle. I tossed and turned, squeezing my eyes shut and opening them, hoping that at some point I would either wake from this nightmare, or fall asleep, that way I didn't have to deal with it at the moment. It felt like I had been laying there for hours. I opened my eyes and saw that I was still in Sidney's body. I still had those two perky tits, straining to be free of this blouse, 

I ran the tips of my fingers across my face, gently letting them slide across the soft rounded curves. My fingertips caressed the soft smooth skin, falling gently down my face to my soft feminine neck, trailing down my chest towards my blouse, running them over what used to be Sidney's luscious milky tits. As my fingertips ran across my chest, I felt a surge of electricity shoot through my body, my nipples growing more pronounced as the pads of my fingers brushed them. I wriggled in the sheets, exhaling with the little bit of pleasure that jolted through my body. Maybe this could be fun?

I ran my hands down further, towards my denim, gently unbuckling the belt that she had wrapped around her hips, setting the snug jeans free. My desire grew and raged as I fumbled with the zipper, almost desperately now needing access to my new body. The jeans slid off with ease, revealing a frilly pair of red panties. God she was hot. I ran my fingers hesitantly in between my bare shaved skin and that red lacy silk, to where my bulge used to be. Now there was just a pretty pink slit, just begging to be touched and teased. I ran my fingers around the edges of my new sex, the motion sending pulses of desire through my body, a moan escaping my lips as I grew bolder. I ran my fingers up and down those delicious lips, up to the apex of my womanhood, then down to that sensitive bundle of nerves. working my fingers in tight little circles around my clitoris, I moaned, my back arching into the sheets, the desire growing, shards of electricity and arousal shooting through my body. 

I needed more. My fingers instinctively walked down the length of my dampness, tentatively prodding and teasing around my entrance. A finger slipped in, my eager sex devouring it. I could feel my ridges slip and grip as I delved inside myself. I was so wet. I added another finger, stretching out my tight pink little hole, the girth of my fingers sending another shockwave of pleasure through my body, my legs shaking as I rocked my fingers back and forth inside of me. My hips were moving instinctively, bucking against my fingers, driving them deeper inside me. I moaned, cupping my breast, driving my fingers deep into the blouse with my other hand, my thumb gently circling my erect nipples. 

Suddenly, I heard a creak and I froze. Whipping my neck around at the door, I could see the doorknob jiggle and the door swung inward. It was Sidney, she stood in the doorway, her eyes wide with shock as she caught me laying there, fingering myself, all the while in her body.

"Nathan, what are you doing?" She asked calmly.

"Well, uh, I figured, uh, since we were in this situation. We might as well, uh, take a-advantage of it," I croaked out. 

Sidney crossed her arms, her sweltering look sending shivers through my body. The fear hung heavy in my head, but right beside it was a surprising amount of arousal. I was excited. Being caught in the act... It made me even more horny.


Sidney

I opened the door and stood shocked at exactly what I saw. Nathan was sprawled out across the bed, legs spread wide, caressing gently that soft feminine slit that used to be mine. I should be outraged. I knew that, and yet the sight of him, one hand cupping his luscious breast, it sent tendrils of desire through my body. I could feel my bulge grow and thicken, it grew sensitive and it yearned to feel his soft silky skin.

"Nathan, what are you doing?" I asked, stepping forward calmly, stopping right beside the bed. I didn't pay much attention to his words, instead letting my eyes wander up and down his body. I dropped my hands to my pants and fumbled with the belt buckle, having it undone in no time. 

I dropped my pants and boxers, revealing my throbbing erection, swollen with need for Nathan's body.

"W-What are you doing?" He asked, looking me up and down, from my swollen cock to my eyes, back and forth. I could tell from the glint in his eyes that he could feel it too. The burning desire dwelling deep within my abdomen, the lust that raked its fingers tenderly up and down my body was lingering on him as well. 

"Suck my cock," I commanded. He hesitated for a split second before sliding off the bed, graceful, all his curves working together to move his body next to my throbbing sex. He wrapped his lips around the head of my cock, his tongue hungrily lapping around my pulsating member. He gave me tiny little kisses up and down my shaft, growing in confidence with each passing second. He pulled my shaft up with his nimble feminine fingers, allowing him to run his tongue up my swollen balls, then diving back down on my cock. It felt so good, his tongue flicking back and forth as he swallowed my inches, his head bobbing back and forth on my cock.

I moaned, my body tilting back as he grew eager, bouncing his head up and down my cock with a renewed vigor. So, this was how dudes felt? No wonder they liked blowjobs so much...


Nathan

I couldn't control myself. I needed her, all of her in my mouth. I delved down on her shaft, my tongue instinctively working in tiny little circles up and down her cock, needing more and more. She tasted delicious, and somehow, I couldn't get enough. I swallowed as many inches as I dared, hesitating as I worked farther and farther down Sidney's shaft. Her little moans excited me, adding to the burning desire deep between my thighs. I bobbed up and down on her cock, gently sucking as I lifted my head up off her cock. 

Sidney bucked her hips into me, craving me even more, which drove me wild. I devoured all of her, every last inch, stuffing her down my throat, enjoying the feeling as her inches slid past my lips and into my mouth. The taste of her, slipping over my tongue.

As I pulled my head back off her cock, she lifted me, tossing me onto the bed. A thrill surging through my body as she pounced onto the bed, ripping my remaining clothes off with ease, stripping me bare. Her eyes hungrily devoured my body, running up and down my naked form. She leaned down, spreading my legs wide to reveal my bare slit. My drenched hungry sex, awaiting her throbbing cock. 

She leaned into me, pressing her girth against my entrance, slipping inside with ease. My dampness accepting her thick cock without hesitation. I could feel her inches invade me, my ridges slipping and gripping around her shaft as she drove her hips between my thighs. She impaled me, an explosion of sensation following setting off a chain reaction of electricity that shot up through my abdomen as she drove deeper inside of me.

Her palms shot out against the inside of my thighs, stretching me wide as her cock filled my tight pink little hole. Her hips began to move rhythmically, bucking back and forth, stoking the fire that was swelling within me. She thrust deep between my hips, driving her pulsating erection deep inside me, sheathing and re-sheathing her cock within me. Each thrust of her hips sent another chain reaction of pleasure through me.  My back arched amidst the sea of pleasure, my hands shooting out and wrapping my fingers in the sheets as her hips pumped.

My toes curled as I breathed in deeply, her manly scent sweet and sultry, accentuating the level of hunger and desire that I felt towards her chiseled body. This was what it was like to get fucked? This was fantastic, my entire body was tensing in pleasure as her cock slid in and out of my crevice with ease, each inch awakening another chain reaction of pleasure throughout my body.

"Come on you dirty slut," She growled flipping me over and pressing down on my back to pin me down onto the bed, my ass raised up towards her. She pulled me-hard-sending my hips back towards her and my damp lips wrapping around that hard-swollen shaft. A moan slipped past my lips, driven by the surprise and the sheer ecstasy I felt as she wrapped her hands around my hips, her fingers digging into my curves as she pulled me onto her cock in tandem with the thrust of her hips. Her hips slapped against me as she thrust inside of me, the sound and the stinging sensation adding to the intense storm of pleasure raging within my body.

I buried my head in the sheets, biting down on them as I reached back and spread my ass, begging her to penetrate me deeper. Each thrust of her hips elicited another moan. I couldn't stop. I could feel her tensing behind me, her cock swelling and growing bigger inside of me. I could tell she was about to cum.

The thought of her emptying her sweet delicious seed inside of me sent me over the edge, piling onto the storm of desire raging inside my abdomen. I wanted her. I craved her to empty her balls inside of me, to pump me full of her juices.

"Cum inside me!" I moaned into the sheets, throwing my hips back in unison with hers. That encouragement was all she needed, her legs shaking as she thrust into of me, her cock jerking inside of me and shooting out spurts of her sweet seed. The warmth filled me, spreading throughout my body. The world exploded. I screamed out in pleasure, my entire body shaking and quivering in toe-curling pleasure. The world spun as I collapsed onto the sheets.

Sidney toppled beside me, wrapping her strong arms around me in a loving embrace. I felt cuddled, warm, protected. I felt safe. This was... perfect. My eyelids grew heavy, drooping down, the weight of my exhaustion and the warmth of pleasure lulling me into sleep.


Sidney

I woke, rubbing my eyes and sitting up. I felt odd. I looked to my right, and there lay Nathan's body. Wait. I looked down and gasped, surprised to find that I was finally back within my feminine frame. My hands shot out over my body, touching, feeling. I was back. It felt good to be back where I was supposed to be... but at the same time I kind of missed the amount of power and dominance I was able to display when I was in Nathan's.

"Sid, you alright?" Nathan asked, rolling over.

"Yeah, Nathan look, we're back in our own bodies," I said, shaking him slightly.

"Oh. Yeah. You don't sound too excited," He said, pushing himself up into a sitting position.

"Neither do you. It was kind of fun wasn't it?" I said, looking longingly at his body, imagining what it would be like to swap back.

"Maybe we go back to the tunnel sometime?"

"Maybe we do."

The End


If you liked Switched by the Specter: Gender Swap you may also like Switched by the Spirit: Gender Swap

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