
        
            
                
            
        

    
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Switched By The Stone (Book 1 of the Switching Stone Series)

 

by Maureen Bellgard

Ryan

 

I threw a hand up against the harsh glaring sun, trying to shield my eyes from the sight before me. Professional-looking men and women darted around me, a thriving mass of people that never stopped moving for a second. I joined them in that elaborate dance, making my way through until I saw it. It was a massive architectural feat. Sandstone blocks placed upon sandstone blocks to form a massive tomb, and the entrance itself was huge, and each sandstone block had been deliberately carved to have an array of hieroglyphs. Beautiful.

I adjusted the glasses on my nose as I approached the entrance, running my hands through my hair as I finally approached the woman responsible for this wonderful find.

“Gabriella! Congratulations on your first great archaeological discovery,” I said, shifting my backpack around on my back.

“Thanks, and you are?”

“Professor Ryan Montgomery, we uh, spoke on the phone. I’ve done a lot of research on you my dear, graduated at the age of 16 was it? Absolutely fabulous, did you ever think that you would be in such a place at 26? Hell, I hadn’t made my first find until just recently. I was 32, it’s been two years since, but how I wish I could go back to that time.

“Yeah. So what are you doing here?” She crossed her arms underneath her breasts, staring me down from behind those smart tiny glasses. her bright green eyes were cold and distant. Boy, she is as warm as a corpse.

“Well- I thought that you might welcome a colleague’s point of view. This is quite an exciting dig, and I am curious as to see what kind of archaeological treasures might await us inside there, who knows what kind of ancient Egyptian artifacts that it may hold? To be frank, I’m just excited to see something new, and I hope you won’t begrudge me this fantastic opportunity.” I clasped my hands together, trying to make my tone as amiable as possible. Maybe that would thaw her ice-cold heart, although at this point I greatly doubted it.

Her eyes flicked up and down, pausing on my face. Her face twitched slightly with conflict. Moments later, she let out a sigh and adjusted her glasses.

“I guess that it can’t hurt, however this is my find. Everything here will be credited to me and me alone.” She paused for a second, thinking. “If you prove to be useful, I’ll list you as a collaborator, but only if you help in some way that I couldn’t myself. As of right now you are merely an authorized tourist that is not to touch anything. Understood?”

I jerked my head in a kind of curt nod, to show that I acquiesce to her request. If I was honest with myself I would admit that I had gotten very bored back at Wutherford, teaching teenagers about the wonders of Archeology. No, I wanted something… exciting. Hopefully this would be it.

She motioned impatiently at me, beckoning me to follow her through this mass of writhing humans, threading my way through them until we finally came up to the massive entrance to the tomb. Amazing.

Every inch of the sandstone walls were covered in the intricate hieroglyphs of humans long passed. I could spend months just translating a small section of these walls, and yet they extended down into the depths for who knew how long.

Gabriella handed me a compact black flashlight and pulled out another from her backpack for her to use. Stopping for a second, she waved over at another group of people, gesturing for them to follow. Our party had five members, and finally the moment had arrived.

We descended into the tomb, being careful as we picked our way through small piles of debris and loose rocks.

Gabriella turned on the flashlight, the large swath of light cutting through that inky blackness. I followed suit, sending the shadows retreating down the ramp that continued far down the depths.

Still, I couldn’t see the end, this ramp stretched on for what seemed like forever. The minutes stretched as we crept down the ramp, taking care not to disturb anything. You always had to be careful when on a dig, didn’t want to disturb any ancient artifacts. Or break anything.

“How far does it go down you think?” A man with a soul patch asked, adjusting his hat.

“Don’t know.” Gabriella responded, not caring to elaborate.

After what seemed to be many hours of descending down the tunnel, we finally came to a an antechamber, walls composed entirely of obsidian. Delicate and intricate designs crisscrossed across the black stone, the elegant hieroglyphs etched into every corner of the room. Every few feet a kind of sconce jutted out of the wall, also composed out of black stone, seemingly designed to hold a torch. The spoke volumes on the ingenuity of whatever prehistoric race may have designed this tomb. The walls all around the room shot up and joined together in some sort of fantastic dark dome, and even up high there were still hieroglyphs carved deep into the stone.

“Whoa, what is this room? Looks almost like a burial chamber.” The soul patch man said, scratching his head as he craned his neck up to look at the ceiling. Gabriella just ignored this man, walking to the center of the room where a block of stone shot up out of the ground, each corner hooked upward like a claw clutching at some sort of treasure chest. The treasure chest was noticeably dated, the metal that held it together was rusted almost beyond recognition, and the wood was soft and rotten.

Gabriella muttered to herself as she placed her hands on the treasure chest, I couldn’t hear the words from under her breath. I could tell she was getting excited, and of course I would be too, who knew what would be in something like that? Some kind of relic from an age long past, or perhaps a text written by a famous long gone religious leader? The possibilities were endless, and I could tell she was almost afraid to open the chest for fear of what may or may not be inside.

“The thing looks ancient, you can open it you know,” I stated, walking up behind her.

“Of course I know that, I just want to make sure the thing won’t fall apart. Unless, of course, you don’t find an ancient treasure chest from ages ago something that should be protected professor…”

Wow, she was cold as a damn icicle.

The lid creaked and protested as Gabriella gently lifted it. Motes of dust blossomed from every crack, as if propelled from some kind of jet. Delicately, she laid the lid backwards until it met the raised block of obsidian. She peered down at the contents, lifting her light to slice through the inky blackness. Inside was a smooth stone, completely round, and yet some kind of intricate design was woven around the stone. The design seemed to be gold, and it glistened as a looped around and around the stone. I felt almost breathless, this thing appeared to be in astonishing condition.

“Do you know what you have here? That seems to be perfectly preserved, perhaps the best quality artifact I have ever seen, and it appears to be one of the ones used by the secret order of the high priestess. There were these rumors, I don’t know if you’ve heard of them, of a secret religious sect. This sect believed in certain mystical properties. Properties that could be used to transfer energy. They used to carve out stones like this one, and they would use these in some of their most secret rituals. There’s so little we know about them!”

“Of course I know what I’m looking at. I know a thing or two about archeology. However, you’re right, this thing does seem to be perfectly preserved. And,” she begrudgingly admitted. “I didn’t know so much about this secret religious sect you’re talking about, I didn’t know they believed in a transfer of energy. To be honest I thought it was just some kind of purifying stone.”

As the rest of the group continued to investigate the room, I couldn’t help looking at the stone. It drew my eyes in, like some kind of form of hypnosis. Gently I reached for it, brushing my fingers across the smooth stone surface. As my skin rubbed the stone, I felt a kind of tingling sensation run through my fingers, a jolt of lightning that ran up my nerves and went straight to my brain.

“What was that!” I jumped backwards,whipping my head around to look towards Gabriella. The corners of her mouth turned down, and her eyebrows drew together in a state of confusion. She was staring intently at her hands, apparently going through the same sensation I was. Strange.

Gabriella looked at me, an unspoken question on her face.

“I have never heard of anything like this, but that sure as hell wasn’t static electricity,” I said.

Gabriella opened her mouth to say something but was quickly interrupted by the arrival of a dark skinned man screaming bloody murder. The man shouted in some kind of foreign tongue, words that babbled out of his mouth like a bubbling brook. I couldn’t make heads or tails of it, but Gabriella seemed to understand it. Her eyebrows drew even closer together. She crossed her arms, biting the bottom of her lip as she rubbed the palms of her hands against her eyes. Moments later, another stream of words filled the air, this time from Gabriella, although just as foreign to me

The two bounced words back and forth, and my eyes followed like an enthused spectator at a ping pong tournament. The subject must have been something depressing, as their tones got lower and lower, and Gabriella grew visibly angry, slashing at the air with her hands and spitting a long stream of words like bullets from a gun.

This did not deter the man as he inched closer to Gabriella. The man counterattacked with a barrage of words, his pitch growing higher with intensity. Gabriella crossed her arms and sighed.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

“Well, Rashi here is saying that some kind of sandstorm is headed our way. He told me that unless we get out of here, we are going to get hit by it. Our best bet is to head back to the city.” She pinched the bridge of her nose, and shook her head. I understood her concerns. Being in this field you hated to leave the site right after you found something important. “At least we can bring the stone back,” I tried to reassure her.

Gabriella sent a terse nod my way before motioning to the others. Gently, she placed the stone in a small brown sack. The fabric whispered gently as the stone fell into the bag, hinting of an age long ago and mysteries that have yet to be unlocked. It was hard to stop myself from drooling, such a find like this is hard to come by.

“Pack your shit up, boys. It’s time to head out.” In the practiced movements of professionals, the others began to strap everything down, placing whatever fragments of whatever finds they had into nooks and crannies in their bags, making sure to place them in the special sealed containers that would protect them. It took two, maybe three minutes tops.

“All right, ready to go,” one of the men from the back yelled out in a gruff voice, hoisting a backpack on his back.

Finally, the group was on the move. As quickly as we could, we made our way back up through the sandstone tunnel, past the hieroglyphs and artifacts, as we get close to the surface we heard things that made us go even faster. Shouts. Motors running, and then quickly fading away. Sound of wind whipping through clothing. All the makings of a sandstorm, and at the worst possible time too.

The tunnel began to open up wider and wider, I could finally see the spears of sunlight stretching down into the tunnel. We were there. Moments later we rushed out into the light, and into the chaos.

It was something like that of an anthill when stepped on by an unsuspecting child. Men and women rushed around, like chickens with their heads cut off. Others, the more professional of the bunch, had either already packed up their gear and left, or still in the process of strapping all their accoutrements onto their jeeps with their specialized heavy straps. Guides, like the foreigner who alerted us in the tomb, surged through the crowd, yelling as loud as they could to alert as many people as possible.

With each step it seemed like the wind increased tenfold. It whipped around knocking up gusts and gusts of sand. I put my hands over my mouth, trying in vain to keep the sand out. Nonetheless, sand invaded my throat with every breath.

“Gabriella,” I choked out.

“Ryan, you’ve got a ride out of here I assume?”

“About that – I actually, uh hitched a ride. And to be honest, I highly doubt he’s still here,” I made a show of looking around, but she and I both knew that no one would have stayed for my ass. She flashed me a quick roll the eyes before motioning me to follow her. She stalked through the crowd, shoving through shoulders and making a beeline straight for her Jeep. I followed mere inches behind, I wasn’t willing to lose her in that shuffle. The sand was starting to really pick up now. It stung as it hit my arms. The wind was whipping it up into a fury.

Gabriella made quick work of the Jeep, laying the backpack down in one of its hidden compartments. A symphony of clicks followed as her fingers worked expertly to secure the lid. Her hands moved without pausing, a motion made possible only by muscle memory as she put every thing in its place. I glanced over her handiwork and nodded, she was like most good archaeologists, very organized.

“Let’s get the hell out of Dodge,” she yelled over the roar of the wind, smacking her hand against the green peeling paint of the Jeep. I threw my backpack into the floor of the jeep and climbed into the passenger seat, grateful to be out of that pelting sand.

She slammed the key in the ignition, coaxing the giant beast to life. The motor coughed and spluttered before finally kicking into gear. She shifted into drive, slamming her foot down on the gas pedal, and zooming out across the desert. Sand ripped up in plumes. I grit my teeth, knuckles turning white as I grabbed the edges of my seat.

Gabriella glanced at me out of the corner of her eyes, an ever widening smile on her face. For the first time since I’d seen her, her eyes lit up with excitement. Absent was the ice queen glare I had gotten earlier. Her left hand grasped the steering will, the other one reached up to cover her mouth as she laughed at me.

“Do you not know how to drive?” I shouted over the sound of the sand hitting bottom of the Jeep. She just let out another throaty laugh as she poured on the speed.

It was quite obvious that she was enjoying this, her hands easily wrapping around the steering will as the Jeep bucked and jolted across the sandy plains.

I looked at her from the corner of my eyes, and for the first time she seemed shockingly beautiful. Perhaps it was the light in the Jeep, or just because she let her guard down, nonetheless my heart skipped a beat.

The wind was now heavy and fast, beating at the Windows, trying to get in. Gabriella fought the steering will, struggling for control as we zoomed across the desert. She stuck her tongue between her lips, eyebrows pinched as she tried to manage each gust of wind.

Although the Jeep wriggled and shook with each gust of wind, Gabriella was able to keep it under control. There’s no way I could do that. Then again, all I could really think about was her, and how the edges of my seat was incredibly inadequate handholds to keep me from getting knocked around.

“Watch. It’s about to start getting bad.”

“It wasn’t already bad? Great.”

Ryan

 

Somehow we made it back to the hotel in one piece. Gabriella deftly backed the Jeep into one of the open parking spaces around the hotel, a giant building that stretched at least twenty stories tall. Granted, the amalgamation of stone and glass may seem a little short to those of us who have seen more of the world. For a place like this, such a building was almost legendary. All the other buildings that surrounded the hotel were made minuscule by comparison.

“This,” Gabriella held her hands out and spun around in the parking lot “is where I’m staying. Isn’t it beautiful, the culture, the people? There are all kinds of amazing food joints around here, stuff that you’ve never tried before; stuff that will blow your mind.” The pitch of her voice increased as she got excited, but then she took one look at me, and all of a sudden the excitement was nowhere to be found. Her eyes grew distant, and the great incurable resting bitch face returned. God, what’s wrong with her?

“I think I’ll stay here too.”

Gabriella just shrugged her shoulders, as if to say she didn’t care whether I stayed or left. The woman just grabbed her bags and made her way into the hotel.

Letting out a massive sigh, I followed her into the hotel lobby. I made my way through the massive glass doors, and I was assaulted by luxurious display of hospitality. The first thing that hit me, was the sounds. A lilting piano filled the air with its gentle and somber notes, and the sound of hushed yet civilized talking was at a moderate but comfortable level. There was shrubbery everywhere, anywhere there could be something green there was. I guess when you’re in a desert… The carpet was a lush bright red, devoid of stains and looking as if it had just been steam cleaned.

In front of me was a large mahogany desk, glistening in the lamplight. Behind it stood two young women smartly dressed in their hotel uniforms. They were quickly and methodically handing out room keys, taking reservations, and all-around working as efficiently as possible. Although I ended up at the back of the line, it wasn’t long before I found myself in front of the two women.

“Yes sir, may I help you?” The lady on my left motioned for me to walk over. “Do you have reservation or would you like to see if you can snag a room?”

“No, I do not have a reservation, the sandstorm really threw off my plans. You have any rooms available?”

“Let me check.” The lady mumbled, her fingers clacking away on the keyboard. Moments later a small ding came from the computer, her eyes narrowing as she clicked the mouse. Not a good sign. She let out a tiny sigh and looked up at me, brushing a small strand of blond hair out of her eyes.

“I’m so sorry sir, but it appears that we are fully booked. There are no other rooms available, and to be honest with you, the chances of any vacancies are quite slim. I can put you on the list to be called in the case of a room becoming available?” Her words unfolded monotonously, no doubt the result of being rehearsed over and over again due to the never-ending crowds spilling out into the lobby. They certainly had no shortage of customers.

“No, that’s fine.” I muttered, walking away from the desk. I had about as much of a chance at getting a room as Gabriella getting a warm personality.

I meandered through the lobby, trying to decide what to do. This was the only good hotel in town. Of course there were a couple other places one could stay, but there was no guarantee you wouldn’t be robbed and killed for making the mistake of staying there. No, that was not an option. Instead, I decided that there was only one thing for me to do. And that was to sleep in the lobby. The lobby of this hotel was decently large, and populated heavily with both shrubbery and velvety red chairs with long curling wooden arms. They weren’t that comfortable. I sunk into one and shifted over to the right, trying to find some semblance of a sleeping position. Nothing. After fifteen minutes of uncomfortable shifting I said to hell with it all and just sat in the least uncomfortable position, which wasn’t saying much.

Closing my eyes, I was on the precipice of sleep. I could fill that warm fuzzy feeling spread throughout my body, when all of a sudden I heard a familiar voice.

“Ha, looks pretty comfortable.”

My eyes snapped open at the sound of the familiar voice. Looking up, I saw her, just standing there with her arms crossed and a judgmental look pasted across her face. The corners of her mouth turned up in a tiny smirk.

“Didn’t have any other rooms,” I grumbled, turning away from her. I squeezed my eyes shut, hoping that she wouldn’t continue to make fun of me.

“Okay okay, I was just kidding. Listen, if it helps any you can stay in my room tonight.”

At that statement, I opened one eye. Slowly I turned to her, waiting to see if she would take it back. It must’ve been some kind of trick, right?

“On the couch,” she emphasized.

“Of course.” I snorted. As if I would want to get into bed with an ice queen like that? She still wasn’t overly friendly, but maybe she was warming up to me. At the very least, I was beginning to have a glimmer of hope that we could collaborate as professionals.

Without saying another word, Gabriella turned on her heel and stalked off, her hips swaying tantalizingly. It was the first time I noticed that she was… well-endowed. I stumbled out of the chair, rounding up my belongings and chasing after her. We weaved through the crowds, long lines and groups of people who were waiting out the storm.

Finally, we reached the elevator, something that looked like it had been brought from the 1900s and haphazardly installed in this hotel. Gabriella called the elevator with a simple mash of the up button. She must’ve noticed the look on my face, as she began to laugh.

“Don’t worry, I thought the exact same thing you did, it was able to support me and three other tourists. I think we’ll be okay.”

The doors opened with a screech, and crackly elevator music begin play through one of the speakers at the top of the deathtrap. Swallowing my fear, I stepped into that tiny little room. Gabriella followed, jabbing at the button labeled with the number three on it.

She crossed her arms as we waited. The elevator creaked and groaned as it rose up through the shaft. Leaning on one of the walls, I peered at her through the corner of my eyes. She seemed almost… nervous. Her jeans were snug around her hips, accentuating her ample ass. It was tantalizing. It was the first time I noticed how she really looked. If one could ignore her icy countenance, the body underneath that frost-queen mask was hotter than a volcano. Unbidden, those feelings of desire began to stir, the sweet vanilla scent of her perfume filling the elevator.

I shoved those thoughts out of my head, trying hard to think of anything else. The stone came to mind. I pictured it, the intricate lines running across the surface of that smooth stone. That odd feeling I got when I touched it. Chills ran up and down my spine.

Finally, the elevator came to a stop, albeit a rough stop. After a short and almost scary delay, the doors creaked open and revealed a long crowded hallway. People move to and fro, from room to room. Sometimes it was merely family members checking on each other, or friends getting together to watch TV.

Without saying a word, Gabriella started off down the hallway. She confidently led me down these twisting and turning hallways. I was mesmerized by the motion of her hips, drawing me in. Again I felt my member stir, begging to be let free of its cotton prison.

“Here we are, room 346.” She swept her arms dramatically at the door, gesturing for me to go in first. I walked into the room and my jaw dropped. It had to be the biggest room in this hotel. First I went to the area that was the kitchen, complete with refrigerator, microwave, and all sorts of utensils and cutlery. The cabinets were even stocked with plates, round platters decorated with flowers. I was willing to bet that those were expensive. Once through the kitchen, there was a large room furnished with leather furniture, and unlike the other rooms which were equipped with CRT tube TVs, this one had a relatively massive TV that was hung on the wall. It stretched out about 42 inches.

Leading from this room were large doorways, one to a restroom, and the other one seemed to peek into a massive master bedroom, complete with a memory foam mattress. At least it look like memory foam mattress, I was willing to bet that it was at the very least extremely soft.

Gabriella pulled out a couple of blankets from a closet in the hallway.

“Catch,” Gabriella threw the bundle of blankets at me. I snatched them out of the air, turning to the couch to finish making my bed. It was a haphazard thing, hastily constructed, but would provide a veritable amount of warmth.

“Thanks, for letting me stay here.” I crawled in underneath the covers, watching as Gabriella moved toward her door. She hesitated for a moment. Then, without another word, she stalked into her room and shut the door behind her.

I don’t know if I’ll ever understand her, I thought to myself. Moments later, I wrapped myself in the covers and felt sleep tug on my eyelids. It seemed only mere seconds before I had fallen into the warm familiar clutches of sleep.

Gabriella

 

I slammed the door shut behind me. I tried not to think of that man. He infuriated me. It was obvious the man didn’t remember me. Course why should he with the way he embarrassed me. I tried to shove those thoughts away in my mind, not wanting to relive that humiliating moment of my life. No, this time he had come to me. I should have left him in the lobby. For some reason I couldn’t do that to him. Perhaps it was because he used to be my idol, or maybe in my heart I was a good Samaritan. Either way, just looking at him stirred up that ridiculous moment.

Groaning, I fell face forward onto the bed. I wriggled up underneath the covers, pulling the long linens over my body. Once underneath the covers, and surrounded by the warmth, I proceeded to strip myself of all my clothes and tossed them out. Turning on my side, I tried one last time to push the thought of the great Professor Montgomery out of my mind. With luck, sleep finally came.

I woke up in a great cavern. Looking up I could see a long expanse of reddish purple sky, seemingly stretching on for miles and miles. Great slabs of stone thrust out of the earth all around me, trapping me in this crevice. The thing seemed to go on forever, and I got an uneasy feeling, as if someone was watching me. I shook off the prospect, and decided that there was no way this thing went on forever. So at that, I picked a direction and begin to walk.

An acrid smell rose off the stones around me, clinging to my nostrils and forcing their way into my sinuses. I tried to hold my breath, but somehow I could still smell that horrific scent. Barely able to think straight, I kept walking. My bare feet slapped the stones at a slow pace and they refuse to go any faster. It was as if my own legs were refusing to listen to my commands.

I walked for what felt like hours and hours. However, whenever I looked up the sky stayed that same reddish purplish hue. That alien sky was the exact same alien sky I had looked at when I first started walking, no visible change whatsoever. Actually, I felt like I was exactly where I had been when I started. Even the sections of rock that stretched up to the sky looked the exact same.

That acrid scent grew and multiplied within my nostrils, becoming overpowering in a matter of seconds. I fell to my knees, bile rising up in the back my throat. Moments later, however, the feeling passed and the scent died down. In its place a new warm scent, one similar to that of tobacco and spices filled my nose. It was… Surprisingly pleasant.

All of a sudden, I was floating in an inky blackness. Levitating. Weightless. It was an odd feeling, but somehow I knew exactly what was going on. Chills ran up and down my arms, and that scent within my nose grew stronger and stronger.

Then, as if with a flick of the switch, everything turned hot. My forehead was searingly hot to the touch, and my arms were like tiny little radiators, putting off a miniature sun’s worth of heat. I arched back, writhing in the inky blackness, trying to find some relief from the increasing heat. No luck, and it only grew hotter. Suddenly, my nipples grew erect, tiny little mountains in the middle of my smooth breasts, straining against the fabric. Electricity raced down my arms and legs, and odd sensation that traveled up my nerves and throughout my body. Pangs of pleasure began to echo out from every part of my body.

Waves of pleasure washed over my skin. I reached down with one of my hands, pulsing with heat. I found my velvety slit, and was surprised to find that I was soaked. I trailed my fingers down the edge of one of those plump slips, the mere slight touch sending my pulse racing and pleasure cascading through my body.

All logic and consciousness was gone, and in its place was an intense need. I plunged my hand deep within myself, rocking my hand back and forth, soliciting breathy screams of pleasure, suspended by that inky blackness. Furiously, I rubbed at that plump little bundle of nerves, each stroke sending a new wave of pleasure crashing over my body.

“Fuck!” I breathed out, barely able to catch my breath in the ocean of ecstasy. I pulled my fingers from myself, now coated in that sweet liquid. I brought those fingers to my nose, breathing in that sweet smell. I licked every digit clean, savoring the taste before invading myself once more. One finger. Two fingers. I couldn’t stop myself, nor could I slow down. All I could think about was getting fucked, and hard.

I thrust my hands in and out of myself, over and over, adding to that pressure building up within. With one hand I furiously stroked my clit, the other flashing in and out of myself in a blur, my ridges gripping and slipping around my fingers as I invaded deeper within myself.

I bucked my hips, still held weightless by that inky blackness, thrusting up against my fingers. The pressure became too much. A massive wave of euphoria rocked through my body, every muscle tensing up as an orgasmic moan stretched from my lips. My back arched as I rode that wave of toe-curling ecstasy.

Panting, I tried to catch my breath as the inky blackness thickened. Moments later everything went black.

Ryan

 

The dreams were decidedly odd. I had flashes of different places and images whip by me in a blur, my brain barely able to process the last before the next coming into view. I remember a wide long desert, sand whipping around me. Then, moments later I was back in the tomb once more, a replay of the moment that Gabriella took out that stone out of its chest. Another flash, a pulse of some odd kind of energy and then I was deep in some sort of cave, surrounded by sigils and glowing torches. As soon as that last image had come, it was gone. Then I was here. In the middle of some sort of cavern. Somehow, I had known it was a dream. The odd thing about this was the fact that I stayed in the dream. In the past, the dream collapsed the second I realized what was going on. In this case, however, the dream stayed stable. I realized it for what it is, and yet somehow my perception of the dream had not changed in the slightest.

Above me stretched a red sky that twinkled with alien stars and light. I had never seen quite anything like it. The walls of this cavern shot up at a slant angle, the stone crafted out of what seemed to be the same kind of obsidian that we had found in the tomb. I walked closer to one of the walls, running my hand across the slick black obsidian. Although the stone was definitely similar to that of the tomb, these walls weren’t covered in the hieroglyphs or sigils, unlike the tomb.

As soon as my fingers left the surface of the stone wall, a horrendous smell began to invade my nostrils, those tainted fingers of a hellish fragrance forcing their way through my nose, burning straight to my brain. It was a vile smell, similar to that of brimstone and rotten eggs. The smell grew stronger and I began to gag, hands on my knees, hunched over. My vision swam, and only my strength of will was standing between my dinner and the floor. The stench grew stronger.

I fell to my knees, eyes closed, trying my damnedest to ignore the smell, or at the very least avoid from tasting it. That scent grew until it was all I knew, crowding out every semblance of conscious thought. In a blink it dissipated, replaced by a strong vanilla scent, sprinkled with dry spices and a hint of something else my mind couldn’t identify. My mind cleared, vision returning to the way it was before the rotten stench rolled in.

“Woah!” I yelled, every part of my body now blazing with heat. I was like a human furnace, every inch of skin radiating heat like a little space heater. It wasn’t painful, just surprising. In fact, the low pulses of heat that ran throughout my body felt nice, once I got used to it. The heat grew stronger and the pulses of heat grew faster, but still there was no discomfort. It was one of the oddest feelings I’ve ever had, and it was even more surprising that I was still asleep. I had never stayed conscious this far into a dream before. It was exciting.

I looked around and there was nothing but inky blackness. Or at least, that’s what I had thought at first, but then I noticed, off in the distance there was a faint glow in the shape of a figure. Is that? The figure twisted and writhed somewhere beyond the veil, and yet it looked vaguely familiar, as if I had seen it somewhere before. No. It can’t be. The figure languorously moved its hands down its belly. It is. That figure, it had to be Gabriella, it looked exactly like her. Damn, didn’t think the first dream I stayed aware of was going to be a wet dream, especially not about her. I thought as I watched dream Gabriella begin to finger herself, or at least that’s what it appeared she was doing from beyond the inky blackness.

As I watched, the heat running through my body was reaching a critical point, I could feel it. Rushing over every inch of my skin was a crackling energy, running all the way down my body. The blackness grew thicker and thicker, instinctively I reached my hand down into my pants, wrapping my hands around my cock, which was growing longer and harder by the second. Barely brushing it with my fingertips sent shocks of pleasure running up through my body. This is gonna be a good wet dream. I thought, running my hand up and down my shaft. My rod jerked with each pass of my hand, pure need consuming my every thought. Moments later I was lost in a wave of pleasure. Black edges pressed on my vision as I tugged on my shaft, but I paid no attention. Everything went black.

Gabriella

 

Sunlight slanted in through the windows, spilling out into the room. Moaning, I turned to one side, yanking the covers around me. I wriggled, trying to bring some warmth back into my body. It was a gentle awakening, despite the roller coaster of a dream I had last night. Damn it is cold in here. I turned again, keeping my eyes squeezed tight against the piercing spears of light. I turned towards the back of the couch, wriggling to try and sink deeper into the cushions. Wait a second… Couch?

My eyes snapped open to find myself in the living room area of my hotel room. In fact, I was in the exact position Professor Montgomery was supposed to be staying.

“What the hell happened last night,” I groaned, throwing the covers off of my body. I froze. My tits were gone. In place of my breasts was hard muscle. In fact, my whole body was a heavy frame, weighed down with pounds and pounds of muscle. Jaw dropping, I now had broad shoulders that jutted out of my chest, turning into the massive biceps and triceps of my arms. Shaking, I ran my hand down into my pants and was surprised to find that my velvety slit was gone, in its place was an unknown girth. My fingertips barely brushed my new member, but just that small sensation sent pleasure running up through my new cock.

I screamed.

Shooting up out of the bed, I rushed down the hallway to the master bathroom. I swung around the corner, slamming my shoulder into the door frame. Sharp pain shot through my shoulder, but I paid no attention as I staggered in front of the massive bathroom mirror.

“What the fuck!” I muttered under my breath, running my hands over my strong chin that could bust through concrete, up through my well-trimmed facial hair to finally run my fingers through my short but smart haircut. I was in Ryan Montgomery’s body, right down to the last atom.

“I must still be dreaming,” I muttered. I pinched my forearm, sending a low pulse of pain through my body, but I still didn’t wake up. My shoulder still throbbed with dull pain as well. Well, this definitely ain’t a dream. I ran my hands underneath the cold water, splashing it onto my face as my mind raced at the speed of light. Scenarios flashed through my head, but none of them made any sense. Perhaps it was him, but then I quickly dismissed that idea. It wouldn’t make any sense. No, there had to be some sort of explanation. Wait a second, I thought furiously. If I’m in his body… Who the fuck is in mine?

“Aaaaaghhh!” A high-pitched shriek cut through my thoughts; I was almost surprised that my mirror didn’t shatter into a million pieces. I ran out of the bathroom, down the hallway to the  living room. Across from the couch stood my body, eyebrows pushed together and a fire lit in those eyes. Damn is that always how I look? No wonder people say I have resting bitch face. I need to try and smile a little more.

“Who the fuck are you, and what have you done to my body?” It was Ryan. We had swapped bodies. He crossed his arms up underneath those perky breasts, barely concealed by my negligee. A strong pulse of desire washed over the surface of my skin, my new addition stirring against the boxers I had on.

“Well, presumably I’ve done the same thing to your body as you have done with mine.”

The professor’s eyes widened. He reached up to his face, fingers running lightly over the soft corners and curves of what used to be my chin.

“No,” He muttered under his breath. Rapidly picking up speed, his fingers ran up his face, as if they got the shape of his face wrong on the first try. “No, no no no,” he stammered, running toward the bathroom I had just come from. Three. Two. One.

Another shriek pierced the air, this time coming from the bathroom. Yep. I know how you feel pal.

He flew out of that bathroom, skidding to a stop right in front of me, panting, the frilly edges of that black negligee fluttering around those bare hips to fall a few inches below his ass. Goddamn. My newfound dick responded quite favorably to the brief flash of that round succulent ass. I shook my head, pushing those fantasies away. Wouldn’t help anyone to completely lose my mind, but damn are guys always this horny?

“So. What does this mean?” he asked, panting.

“I don’t know. I had some very, uh, odd dreams last night. That’s the only thing I can think of.”

“Wait a minute,” he raised a hand to his forehead, cheeks blushing. “Were you… fingering yourself, in that odd dream?”

I felt my pulse quicken, and ground my teeth. “You were watching me!” I knew it was unreasonable to get mad about something like that but I couldn’t help it. This fucking pervert had been watching me. Granted it was in a dream… but still. I clenched and unclenched my hands, trying to decide whether I should hit him, or if given my new masculine identity that would be too unmanly.

“I didn’t know it was actually you. I thought it was just a regular old wet dream!”

“Yeah? Well don’t do it again,” I jabbed a finger at him, wanting so bad to cross the distance and slap him. He spread his hands apart slowly in a placating gesture.

“Okay, I’ll try my best. Either way we have to get to the bottom of this thing, so what in the world caused this-” he motioned to his body, “to happen?”

I shrugged, crossing my broad forearms and sinking into the couch, my mind racing. There had to be some sort of answer. Ryan moved across from me, his slender body falling into an armchair against the wall. He cocked his head, fingers stroking his now-feminine chin. I could see the wheels turning in his head, I had come to recognize that glint in his eyes. I had seen it in many intellectuals and researches across the globe. It meant they were thinking, and thinking hard. It also meant they couldn’t be interrupted, and seeing as how I hadn’t been able to think of anything myself, I resolved to sit and wait for him to finish his trail of thought.

He shifted and crossed his legs over and over again, mouthing to himself steadily. He twisted and turned, but was obviously not paying attention to his movements, no it was obvious his body was just staying busy while his mind laboriously toiled out this conundrum.

I could feel sleep weighing heavily on my eyelids now, pulling me down into that dark sleepy void. My head hung down heavily, and my breathing was slowed.

“I’ve got it!” Ryan stood, hand held high in triumph. He shook his head in almost disbelief, however there was a look of joy on his face. Many professors loved a good puzzle, and this one was a doozy. Like a whirlwind, he spun out of the room in a blur. Moments later he returned, three notepads underneath one arm, and his backpack under the other. Quickly, he went to work making himself at home, slamming the backpack down on the table and spreading the notebooks out in front of him.

“What? What did you get?” I asked.

He ignored me, unzipping the backpack to reveal a multitude of old bound books, writing implements, and lastly a couple old yellow legal pads, the edges worn down and the old covers faded from years and years of use. These things must have been with him for ages. He took the notebooks out from the backpack, and set them down to one side. He cherry-picked the books, pulling out two of the oldest-seeming and then grabbed a small black pen from another section of the bag. After perfecting the layout of the coffee-table, he zipped the backpack shut once more and shoved it aside.

“Alright, so as I told you earlier, the stone that we picked up was something from the secret order of the high priestess? Well of course we have very old texts and other signs that tell us of the way of life they had lived, but of course there are some things missing and we’re still trying to fill in the gaps. You’ll also recall that they believed in the ability to transfer energy. We always assumed this had something to do with human sacrifice, you know, sacrifice the young for continued vitality. What if… What if we were wrong? What if the transfer of energy hypothesized about wasn’t just an excuse to execute those who were enemies of those in power? What if the transfer of energy is exactly what happened here. Your consciousness, was transferred to my body, and mine to yours,” He ran through his explanation at a breakneck speed; my brain was barely able to keep up with the flow.

“Well,” I took a second to mull over my thoughts. “If that’s true, it would explain the feeling we got when we touched the stone, right? Then there was that odd sandstorm. Maybe there’s more to this than we know. Let’s assume for a second that you’re correct. That we transferred the energy that is our consciousnesses. How do we switch them back?”

The professor began to leaf through the pages of his notebooks, peering down at the lines upon lines of hastily handwritten notes. He stopped at one page, using a finger to mark his place before pulling out one of those old books and slamming it beside the notebook. He threw it open, stopping on a page in the middle of the heavy leather-bound book. Scanning the page, he muttered slowly to himself before looking up at me.

“I have no clue,” he rubbed his chin, pausing for just a moment. “There’s gotta be a way to change back. I’ll have to pore through all of my old notes and books. If I can get back in that tomb, there may be something there that points to the answer, but that’s unlikely at best, everything surrounding the secret order of the high priestess was always kept secret. Let me research and hopefully I’ll have some sort of solution soon.”

“Okay,” I blearily rubbed my eyes. It was our best chance, as it was the only thing that could possibly explain this odd body swap occurrence. I stalked over to the phone, lifted the receiver to my ear and began the arduous process of contacting the members of my digging team to see how long it would be before we could get back in the tomb. Hopefully it wouldn’t be long.

Ryan

 

I rustled through the pages of my notebooks. Between the few books I had brought with me, and the copious amount of notebooks, my entire wealth of knowledge surrounding the order of the high priestess was at my fingertips. There had to be something in here that I could use to resolve our issue. It was very different to be in this slender body, complete with wide hips and a great rack. It was distracting at best. I brushed my long hair back and tried not to think about the negligee that barely covered my skin, instead I focused on the task at hand. Research. My mind raced as I tried to recall every tidbit of information I had on that transfer of energy ritual. I would reference my notes and the books I had whenever the need warranted. The book I had open was called Ancient Cults and Rituals it had been written by one of my good colleagues and had a fantastic section on the secret order.

Many would gather in a small antechamber, and it was at that point the great transfer of energy ritual would occur. Not much is known about this ritual, except that it was done very rarely, and usually at the time of a significant person’s death, such as a priest/priestess, or in some cases that of a great leader, one respected by the religion.

The book had other sections that were quite informative, but none that would be of any use to our predicament.

“Gah,” I slammed the book shut. I don’t know why I bothered rereading that section, I had read the damn thing hundreds of times.

“No luck on the tomb. I talked to the team leads, they said that the sandstorm not only messed up our equipment but also the entrance to the tomb itself. It’s gonna be a couple days they said before anyone is allowed to go back inside,” Gabriella said from beside the phone.

“Damn,” I flipped through some more of my notes, hoping that one of those hastily scrawled upon pages would jog my memory. Nothing. I was at a loss for words, I had never heard of anything like this happening. It’s not a simple matter of research, this is a mystery, one that has remained unsolved for thousands and thousands of years. Sighing, I looked up at Gabriella. She was staring at me expectantly, arms crossed across her now broad muscular chest.

“You mind if I ask you something?” I asked. Gabriella shrugged as if to say to go ahead. “Why are you so cold to me. You act is if I had done something wrong, or offended you in some horrific and vile way.”

Gabriella looked taken aback for a moment, her crossed arms tightening across her chest. She opened her mouth as if to say something, but then closed it again.

“You don’t remember,” She said. It wasn’t a question. She was stating an unequivocal fact. My eyebrows raised in shock at the tone of her voice.

“I don’t remember doing anything wrong.”

“No I mean, you don’t remember the first time you met me,” Gabriella crossed to the other side of the room, farther away from me. She leaned against the wall and waited as I frantically searched my memories for any recollection of her before the dig. Wait, maybe? No, that definitely wasn’t her. I had no clue what she was talking about.

“The first time we met was at the dig,” I hesitated. “At least, that’s what I thought. I don’t remember ever meeting you before hand, in fact I knew very little about you until I heard of the dig and did a little research on who was running the whole thing. I was impressed with your credentials, but I didn’t know we had ever met before. Are you sure?”

“Oh yeah. One hundred percent. Want to know how I knew? I specifically went to your school to attend one of your lectures. You were my idol,” she cleared her throat at that last part. “You were the whole reason I got into archeology at all. I had read about all your finds and expeditions. All those treasures you’ve found, ruins you’ve explored. That’s who I wanted to be. When I heard you were lecturing at Oakley Auditorium, I got in my car and drove the three hours away so that I could attend. I was late. Traffic and all that. I didn’t think it would take that long to get all the way to Oakley. Anyways, when I got there I tried to get into the auditorium so that I could listen to your lecture. You kicked me out because I was late. Didn’t give me a chance to even defend myself. I didn’t get to ask you any questions, and I had to drive the whole three hours back, humiliated. That’s why.”

Damn that was a long time ago. I flashed back to that time at Oakland. It wasn’t very long that I was there lecturing. But that was during a harsh time in my life, with all of the stuff that I had been going through. In fact I didn’t even really want to do lectures then. All I wanted to do was get on a plane and go to some remote part of the world where I could be alone and research some of the world’s lost treasures.

“I don’t doubt that I did that. I apologize for what happened. Back then I was a different person. Less understanding. Much younger. I was going through a divorce. That wasn’t right of me, but at that point I didn’t even want to be there myself. You wouldn’t have enjoyed the lecture anyways, the whole thing was half-assed.”

Gabriella didn’t look at me in the eyes, just kind of half-nodded in recognition that I had made a statement. I could tell that she wasn’t very accepting of my apology. She really held that as a grudge for this long? Then again, if I really was her idol, it must have hurt her a hell of a lot.

“How about this,” I said, turning from my notes. “Let’s start over. Wipe the slate clean, I’m different now, you’re a full-time archaeologist, let’s see if we can’t be friends, at least for the duration of our, uh, condition.”

“I-” She paused. “I’ll think about it,” she stalked out of the room.

Sighing, I turned back to my research. Maybe she would come around, maybe not. Either way, I had to find a way to get back in my body.

Gabriella

 

I slammed the door behind me. The nerve. He honestly didn’t remember how he had humiliated me at all. I stalked down the hall until I got to the old rickety elevator, slamming my fist into the button to call the damn thing. Moments later the doors screeched open and I entered its mechanical maw. It whirred as it began to descend to the main floor, and I tried to sort through the feelings raging through my body. I had a crush on him for the longest time until that incident at Oakley happened, and then I had hated him for that ever since. To just drop it… To start over. Ding! The elevator doors whirred open revealing the lobby of the hotel, brightly lit, with several groups milling around. The lobby was still fairly crowded for a weekday, the sandstorm must have done some serious damage to people’s houses out here.

I weaved my way through the crowds, making my way over to the front door of the hotel. The receptionist smiled at me and bid me farewell as I made my way through the double doors. I burst out on the street, mind still working furiously when I saw a sign at the end of the corner. Old Lucky’s bar. The giant neon sign was still brightly lit up in flashing, even though it was in the daytime. I could use a drink.

I hesitated as I stopped in front of the entrance to the bar. I wasn’t sure if it is exactly my scene, but then again it wasn’t my body. As I entered the bar, I was assaulted with a myriad of lights and a smattering of sounds. The entire bar was lit up with multicolored lights haphazardly strung about. Pop music blared from speakers installed in every corner of the building. The dance floor was the most well lit part of the bar, as most of the multicolored lights were directed there. Despite being this early in the day, the bar was surprisingly busy. The dance floor was packed with a writhing mass of bodies drunkenly moving to the beat. I ignored the dancers and walked past that area to the bar.

“I’ll take a Sex on the Beach,” I said as I plopped my ass down on the barstools. The bartender gave me a very odd look, one eyebrow raised in a slight smirk upon his lips as he moved off to go make my drink. It took me a minute, then it finally dawned on me. I guess it was a kind of girly drink. And I was no longer girly.

The waiter came back with the pink drink, placing it down in front of me and quickly leaving to take another order. Wrapping my fingers around the glass, and quickly began to suck that alcohol down. It had a little bit of a bite, but the flavored drink mixed in with the alcohol took a lot of that away. I don’t care who you are, alcohol tastes like ass.

“Can I get another over here,” I gestured at the bartender. He glanced over, and shot me another one of those weird looks before making me another drink. This next one I went a little bit slower as I mulled over my thoughts. Maybe I could forgive him. Besides, it was kind of immature of me to hold a grudge like that. If I wasn’t so attracted to him I wouldn’t care. Then again, if that was the case I would not have gone to the lecture in the first place.

I turned around on the stool, and glanced towards the dance floor when I saw her. She was a short brunette with fuck-me eyes and a tight body. She was wearing skin tight jeans that hugged every curve and a low-cut shirt that left little to the imagination. The best part about it? She was staring right at me. I felt that electricity shoot through my body once more, and felt my cock grow, beginning to strain against my boxers. Calm down, I thought to myself as she held eye contact with me. She winked at me and flashed me a brief smile.

I hesitated for a moment, then she gestured for me to come over. All logic went out the window, and all I could think about was ripping those tight jeans off of her body and fucking her brains out.

I smoothly got up off the stool and made my way over to the dance floor. Her hips swayed confidently to the rhythm as those multicolored lights swept over the dance floor. She caught my eyes and smiled, her hips moving even more, sending me drooling as she noticed I was staring intently upon her ass.

“Want to dance?”

“Hell yeah,” she responded, pulling me beside her. “So what’re you doing here, you look pretty formal to be in a place like this.”

“I’m a professor doing research on a local dig, had to stop due to the sandstorm. These are my only clothes not currently covered in sand.”

She laughed a deep throaty laugh and turned, hips pumping with the music. She flashed me another look with those fuck-me eyes and began to grind on me. Each thrust of her hips sent a wave of pleasure across my nerves, awakening an intense hunger deep within me.

I felt my bulge grow larger, now straining against my pants, begging to be let free, and I knew that she could feel it too. Her eyes widened slightly and she giggled. She began to grind even harder, throwing her ass back on me. That beach-ball ass bounced up down over my dick, rubbing the tip and driving me wild with need. I wrapped my hands around her hips and gyrated to the beat. She continued to grind on me, that desire rising up within me, my cock now rock-hard.

She grabbed my hand and pulled me off the dance floor, leading me away from the writhing mass of bodies and the pop music blaring. All I could think about was stripping her out of those clothes. She gave me another look with those eyes as she yanked me towards the side of the bar.

“Where are we going?” I growled into her ear.

“Woah there big guy,” she laughed. “Good things come to those who wait.” She brought me over to the women’s restroom and shot me another look. She pushed the door open and held up a finger to her lips, gesturing for me to keep quiet as she pulled me inside. She glanced around, making sure the area was clear before pulling me into one of the stalls, locking the door behind us. She flung me up against the wall, wrapping her hands in my hair and craning her head closer to me. The scent of her filled my nostrils and let loose that wave of desire. I locked lips with her, tasting those succulent lips. My hands were hungry, searching, playing. They ran down her back and wrapped around that beach-ball ass. I squeezed, pulling her up toward me, and she let out a moan of ecstasy. That’s it. I needed her now and here. I spun her around and pushed her up against the wall, wrapping my fingers in her belt loops and yanking those skin-tight jeans down to her ankles.

“Yes! Fuck me!” She breathed out, chest heaving with anticipation. I yanked those pink lacy panties down to reveal her velvety lips. They looked delicious. Grabbing her hips, I pulled that succulent slit toward me, tongue tracing around those plump lips, then entering her. She tasted so good. I just wanted more. I sucked on those lips, spreading her apart so that I could taste more of her. She moaned and writhed with the movement of my tongue, wrapping her hands back around my shoulders, trying to push me farther into her. I invaded her. One finger. Two fingers. She was already so wet as my fingers slid in and out of her, my tongue lapping hungrily at her clitoris. She trembled against me, all of her muscles tensing as I took her, her toes curling and back arching as she let out a low moan.

“Fuck me!” She breathed out again.

Taking my time, I unzipped my pants, setting free the massive rod that had been growing for the past thirty minutes. My hard shaft stood to attention, straight as a plank, long and thick. I plunged into her, my hard staff going deeper and deeper within her. Each inch gave birth to new series of moans as she grabbed the top of the stall wall, gyrating her hips so as to drive me deeper inside of her. I plunged in and out of her, every pump sending shock waves of pleasure through my body as the ridges of her tight pussy gripped and slipped around my manhood. My hands were everywhere, on her breasts, her hips, playing, prodding, teasing as I fucked her.

“Yes! Yes! Yes!” Her voice growing higher in pitch with each thrust of my hips smacking against her round perfect ass. I was about to climax, I could feel it, a strange pressure rising within my cock just begging to be released. Oh shit! I started to pull out, but she shook her head and kept pulling me into her.

“Don’t stop,” she panted out. “Do it inside of me.”

God that’s hot.

Instinct took over and there was no longer any thought or conscious decision, only an intense need that dictated my every move. I sped up, now thrusting into her, that strange pressure growing and growing. I let out a low moan, my cock jerking inside of her, shooting out long ropes of my seed inside of her. Her whole body spasmed, her toes curling as she echoed my moan, legs shaking with pleasure.

“That was great, you’re amazing.” She ran her hands through her hair, giggling as she turned around to look at me.

Yeah, that was amazing.

Ryan

 

I had shuffled through every single page, scanned every note, searched the last dregs of my memory, but still I had nothing to show for it. None of my research ever mentioned this stuff, and anything else that even remotely resembles it resides only in vague legends from ages long ago. I crossed my legs, laptop resting gently on my thighs as I scrolled down a couple different articles pulled from a scientific database. None of them had any information that would be useful to me. I had given up, now I was just trying to stay occupied.

I tossed the laptop to one side. Cradling my head in my hands, I wiped my bleary eyes, trying to stave off the weariness I was feeling from my fruitless efforts. I looked down at the negligee still covering my body. I was struck with curiosity. I reached my fingers down between my sheer black panties and smooth shaven skin, down to two plump little lips. My hand brushed my clit, sending fingers of electricity rushing up my body. That soft bundle of nerves was very sensitive. I traced the edges of those lips, each brush adding to my anticipation. My nipples got hard and erect, straining against the fabric of my negligee. My heart was pounding with excitement as I spread my legs and ran my hands up and down the insides of my legs. I ran my fingers up and down over that velvety slit, that sensitive bundle of nerves sending pangs of pleasure and need through me. It began to throb with desire, begging me to slide my fingers down between those sensitive lips.

Gently, I began to enter myself, my index finger parting my pussy lips and sliding down inside of me, each inch eliciting more and more pleasure. A warm feeling spread into my stomach as I added another finger, sliding in and out of my velvet slit. I pumped my fingers and out of myself. Oh my god this felt amazing. I rubbed at my clit furiously, sending tremors of pleasure through my body. Spreading my legs even wider, I slid my fingers in and out of myself faster and faster, back arching into the couch as a wave of pleasure pulsed through my stomach, every muscle tensing. My eyes rolled back in my head as I screamed in pleasure, toes curling, hips thrusting up in the air in time with my fingers, coated in my own liquid. This is what it is like to be a woman? I panted heavily, enjoying the feel of the ridges of my pussy slipping and gripping around my fingers as I pumped them in and out of me. that anticipation was now growing and growing, a pressure deep within me that demanded all of my attention, my hips bucking into my fingers while intense ecstasy coursed through my body.

Oh my god! This was so much more intense! I just wanted my fingers deeper inside of me, this insatiable urge screaming out as that strange electricity shot up through me. All of a sudden that pressure released and a wave of pleasure washed over me, my pussy contracting tight around my fingers, legs shaking as I fell back into the couch, panting heavily, heart racing.

My chest heaved as I leaned back, waiting for my heart rate to slow.

 

Gabriella

 

After hitting the local best bars, I started my way back to the hotel. I wasn’t drunk after all those drinks like normal. I guess it was the change in bodyweight.

As I walked along the sidewalk, my mind kept replaying that bathroom scene over and over in my head. My mind got caught up in that daydream, the feel of my long hard shaft as it slid inside her, filling her up. I shook my head, trying to clear those thoughts as the bulge in my pants grew larger once again.

“Damn, these things are just always ready to go huh?” I said, looking down at my crotch.

I weaved through the streets, finally arriving at the hotel. The lobby wasn’t nearly as packed as before, but there was still a decent crowd. I slid through the throng of people, and made it to the elevator. One elevator ride later and I was there, finally back to our room. I stopped in front of the door, collecting my thoughts. Can I forgive him? Yes I can. I still had a crush on him, and in the end that was a very petty thing to hold onto. I pulled down the handle and pressed the door forward. I walked into the hallway and turned into the living room. I dropped my hotel card.

“What the hell!” I stammered out, barely able to believe my eyes. Professor Montgomery was on the couch, legs spread, revealing his delicate little mound. He rubbed languorously at his clitoris, biting that full bottom lip, looking up at me through those long eyelashes. All of a sudden those eyes widened with shock. He started to get up then stopped, staring right at me. Wait. No he was staring at my crotch. “Wha-?” I looked down to see a massive bulge in my pants, straining against the fabric. Damn. It was even bigger than at the bar. I looked up to find the professor’s eyes had changed from shock to… something else. The corners of his feminine full lips were pulled up in a tiny little smirk, his eyes glittering mischievously. He looked me up and down my body, his tongue slowly licking his upper lip. He inched closer, but I was still in shock, my mouth moving but no sounds coming out.

He got down on his hands and knees and crept closer. An electricity shot up and down my arms as he got close, the smell of his sweet flowery scent filling my nostrils. Delicious and enticing, my dick grew even harder. He ran his arms up my legs, wrapping his fingers around the top of my pants and pulling them down slowly, inch by inch. He revealed my bulge, hidden by the sheer fabric of my boxers. He slipped those down to reveal my massive rod, now standing to attention, larger than I thought it could get. He wrapped his fingers around my dick, his neck craning in close to my cock. He took me in his mouth, sucking on the tip of my dick. His tongue moved slowly, tenderly kissing and tasting as it moved down the tip of my staff and farther down. That strange electricity shot down my cock and through my body, adding to that massive need growing in my stomach.

“This is going to be fun,” I gasped out as he swallowed me, slathering his tongue up and down my dick.

Ryan

 

I trailed my fingers up and down her massive shaft, the mere sight of it exciting me. It was like electricity running up my nerves as I felt her cock responding to each gentle brush of my fingertips. I wrapped my digits around her hot meat, craning my neck closer to smell her scent, masculine and strong. I sucked gently on the tip, enjoying the taste. I took her farther in my mouth, licking all around the head of her penis. I never imagined it would taste this good! I wanted all of her in my mouth. I took her farther in my mouth, inch by inch, tongue slathering over every centimeter of her massive cock.

She rested her hands on the back of my head as I swallowed her, plunging my head all the way down to the base of her shaft. My nipples grew hard, little peaks showing through the sheer fabric of my negligee. She tasted so good as I worked my mouth up and down her skin. I could feel her shudder with pleasure with every pass of my mouth. She pushed my head down her shaft with each stroke, and bucked her hips into me gently. This turned me on. I sucked hard, my hungry tongue lapping up every inch of her hot meat.

She let out a heavy moan as I increased my pace, her chest heaving with short hot breaths. No, not yet, I need you inside of me. I slowed down, and took all of her in my mouth once more, then I took my time working backwards, making sure that no section wasn’t licked. I took her hard shaft out of my mouth and looked up at her through my eyelashes.

“So do you forgive me?” I asked, surprised to find myself giggling.

“Forgive you?” She growled. “I’m going to fuck you!”

She hoisted me up off the ground and threw me onto the couch. Mere moments later she was on me, hot and heavy. Her hands hungrily searched my body, touching, teasing, playing. It was like she couldn’t get enough of me, her fingertips running up and down my skin, leaving a trail of electricity in their wake. Then she moved her hands down in between my legs, where she found my swollen velvet lips. She gently ran her hands up and down that sensitive bundle of nerves. I threw my head back and bit my lower lip as she invaded me, thrusting two fingers slowly in me, gently slipping into my slit.

“Damn, you’re this wet already?” She grinned, leaning down to pull me into a kiss, her lips locking with mine as she thrust her fingers in and out of me. I wrapped my arms around her, our tongues dancing and tasting in an elaborate dance as she delved deeper inside of me, I could feel the ridges of my pussy slip and grip around her fingers as she hit all the right spots inside of me.

“Fuck me!” I moaned, I wanted more than just her fingers. I wanted all of her.

Gabriella moved down my neck, each scorching kiss adding to the gargantuan need I felt in my stomach. Down to one of my breasts, tongue flicking my erect nipple as she moved down to my stomach. Then she growled and thrust my legs apart, wrapping her arms around the underside of my legs and slowly penetrating me. She slid right inside me, her swollen rod felt massive inside of me. Her shaft rubbed parts of me that I didn’t even know existed, hitting sensitive spots that my fingers couldn’t reach.

Yes! She thrust her hot meat in and out of me, her cock sliding past the lips of my slit and going deeper as she thrust her hips against my ass. A warm feeling spread through my stomach as those tiny muscles in my pussy tightened around her extension. I grabbed her ass, pulling her into me.

Gabriella slowed down, a smile fluttering across her lips. She leaned down and pulled me up off the couch, her cock sliding out of me.

“No don’t stop!” I begged. I felt empty without her inside of me, my pussy engorged and throbbing with need. She hefted me up in those strong masculine arms and carried me down the hallway and into the bedroom. She threw me onto that soft bed, her eyes hungrily moving up my body. She pulled me into another kiss, clambering onto the bed. Her strong muscles wrapped around me, flipping me over onto my stomach. Those strong hands grabbed my hips, pulling my ass up into the air and pushing my head down on the bed.

“You like this?” She purred. I bit my lower lip as she plunged into my entrance once again, this time hitting all the right spots in my body. I squirmed with pleasure, toes curling as tremors of pleasure shot through my body. She took me as she wanted me, and it turned me on.

I gave up hope of holding back the screams of pleasure as her strokes increased, her cock swelling inside of me. I could tell that she was about to cum. I thought about her seed filling me up, that warm silvery liquid inside of me, and unbelievably it made me even wetter.

“Yes! Yes! Yes! Cum inside me!” I squirmed against the bed, grabbing handfuls of the sheets, my entire body quivering with pleasure. She grunted, her dick jerking inside of me, implanting me with her seed. All my muscles contracted, an intense wave of pleasure washing over my body as she collapsed beside me. My pulse was racing, chest heaving as I tried to catch my breath.

“That. Was. Great,” I panted out.

Ryan

 

As we lay there, curled up together on the bed, an idea popped into existence. I shot up, throwing the covers off of me and whooping excitedly.

“We have to go back to the tomb,” I said, grabbing my suitcase and slamming it on top of the table, stuffing it full of all of my notes and research. My mind flashed back to the tomb, to those hieroglyphs covering the walls. The odd half moon symbol in those black obsidian walls sprang forth in my mind and I was certain that our answer would be in that tomb, carved into those heavy obsidian walls.

“Huh? Why?” Gabriella asked, throwing the sheets to one side to reveal her toned athletic body. She quickly yanked on a pair of pants and stretched a shirt over those broad muscles.

“Those hieroglyphs… You remember the tomb where we found the stone?” I asked, still getting all of my stuff together. I walked over to Gabriella’s luggage and rummaged through her clothing to find some appropriate gear. I found a pair of tight purple panties, which I quickly slipped on, along with matching bra. “One of them happened to be a half moon symbol surrounded by all kinds of other marks, I couldn’t really make sense of it, but I remember now. The half moon mark… It has something to do with the ritual, it has to. I knew it seemed familiar to me. In some of my old research the half moon mark came up, but it always was in conjunction with the energy transfer ritual,” I yanked on some shorts and a white tank top.

“Really? Let me call the team lead, maybe it’s opened back up now,” Gabriella walked over to the telephone and picked up the receiver. The device emitted a series of beeps as she mashed the buttons, waiting for the dial tone to come through. Moments later she began to talk into the receiver. Her shoulders slumped as the conversation continued.

“Yeah alright,” she placed the receiver back, a glum look upon her face as she turned around, arms crossed across her chest. “It’s not gonna happen. They say officials have locked it down for the next few weeks at the very least, apparently they have changed their minds on letting us perform the dig. I’m sure we’ll gain access back shortly, this thing happens all the time with them, but still…”

Damn! This has happened before in some digs, the local governments and people got a little shy once they actual excavating had been performed. Which is understandable, as it is their heritage at stake. However, most times all it took was a little bit of talking and they would allow access again, once their fears had been allayed and they had been reassured that they would be given all recoverable artifacts once research has been completed. If I was correct however, we don’t have time to wait.

“I don’t think we can afford to go there in a few weeks time. If what I’ve read fits in with all this stuff the way I think it does, we’re in big trouble,” I clasped my hands together. “There’s an ancient folktale related to the order of the high priestess. It was a legend in which Mizanoa and Taryell were lovers. Long story short Mizanoa transferred her energy to Taryell so that he could fight enemy invaders. Whether this means that they swapped bodies I don’t know, but at the end they tried to switch back, however it was too late, they couldn’t switch back, and outside of each others bodies… They died.”

“You think,” she hesitated. “You think if we don’t switch back we’re going to die? How much time do we have?”

“No way to tell. Could be days, could be months. Either way, we don’t have time to waste.”

She nodded, eyebrows furrowing as her brain kicked into overdrive, processing the information and breaking it apart into manageable chunks. Finally she gave me a confident look and put her hands on her hips, a feminine pose on such a masculine body. My eyes traced the hard edges of those muscles, poking out from beneath that tight-fitting shirt. My heart rate sped up as I thought about ripping those clothes back off of her and mounting her. No, focus!

“Uh, Ryan?”

“Yes yes, what is it?” I coughed, my cheeks burning with embarrassment.

“I guess we’ll just have to break the rules on this one. Grab your gear..” She said, grabbing her backpack from a corner of the room, hastily checking inside to verify that everything was in its appropriate slot.

We quickly left the hotel, packing everything into her jeep and peeling off toward the tomb. I just hoped we wouldn’t be too late.

Gabriella

 

The wheels spat out massive plumes of sand as we pulled out across the desert, racing across the dunes to get to the tomb as quickly as possible. I gripped the steering wheel, my knuckles growing white as I looked down at the map in my lap. It was an old wrinkled thing but has brought good luck to me, I’ve had it ever since I first arrived here at the dig.

I glanced over, the professor was pouring over all of his notes. God, the guy never stopped. Oh sure he had read through those things at least a hundred times, you’re still going over them again? I shook my head, turning back to the road. It wouldn’t be long now, soon will be at the tomb. I just hope we find the answer.

As the dunes rushed past, I began to see the tomb entrance rise in sight. The first indication of the tomb were the tents all strung about here and there across the stand, blown away by the powerful sandstorm that made us abandon the dig in the first place.

As we passed the broken tent poles and the shredded canvas, I saw the tomb’s entrance now rise in my vision. That massive sandstone gateway shot up out of the ground, the  entrance to my most exciting archaeological find.

I pulled the Jeep into a fast turn, skittering across the sand and coming to a complete stop mere inches from the giant tomb. In one smooth practiced motion I unhooked my seatbelt, grabbed my gear, and exited the Jeep. Looking to my right, I saw the professor stumbling out of the vehicle, blushing as he gathered up all his gear.

“I’m not exactly used to this body, okay?” He said once he caught my stare. I laughed.

I looked down the entrance of the tomb, not surprised to see that there was sand everywhere. The sandstorm had definitely done some major damage, and probably broken several priceless artifacts. I picked my way down the slight ramp, being careful where I place my feet so as not to start sliding, which could be deadly.

“No, no, no.” Ryan looked up and down the walls, muttering to himself as he did so. He leaned closer to one of the hieroglyphs before shaking his head and clucking his tongue and then following me. My eyes were peeled as well, although I didn’t know exactly what I was looking for. That being said, if a half-moon hieroglyph showed up, I wasn’t going to miss it.

We continued in that fashion, carefully checking to see if for any artifacts that may have information on our predicament. We found robust remains of vases and stone tablets, none of which had anything to do with the ritual. Most of the artifacts were merely decorative, meant to aid in the afterlife. Same as with most of the hieroglyphs, they were merely there to ward off evil and to bless whoever was deceased and passing into the next world.

I pulled that long dense military style black flashlight out from my bag and flipped the switch, causing a beam of light cut through the inky darkness, revealing more hieroglyphs. The long tunnel stretched in front of us, depressingly long and dark. I only hoped that we had enough time to explore this tunnel, and that more answers may lie within.

After what felt like forever, we reached the antechamber once again. That square room surrounded by obsidian, where we originally found the stone in the first place. I swept the flashlight across the room, fighting off all the shadows to see exactly what other relics may lie within. It was a large room and we had to leave in a rush, so there may have been something that we missed.

“You check over there for the half-moon hieroglyphs, and I’ll check over here,” Ryan said, pointing towards one corner of the room.

I followed the direction of his finger, investigating one small corner of the room. My eyes frantically scanned the walls, searching for any hint or clue. He did the same, muttering to himself as he did.

There was nothing here. All the hieroglyphs here had some sort of historical significance, whether it be of ancient battles, or some form of ancestral family tree. However, none of these hieroglyphs had any sort of information that may even closely resemble that of the supernatural powers of the stone. I shook my head, still scanning the walls when I saw something out of the corner of my eye.

It was a small stone in the corner of the room, all smooth and very similar to the one we found in the treasure chest. I crept over to it, squatting down to take a closer look at it. It was covered in the same markings as the one we found earlier, except that these markings were a dark red, circling up and around the stone and intricate and exquisite patterns. I moved around the thing, trying to get all angles of it, but I didn’t dare touch the thing. Who knew what would happen?

“Gabriella, come look at this,” Ryan called from the other side of the room, excitement in his voice as his finger followed a trail of hieroglyphs up and down the wall. His mumbling accelerated, comments and thoughts flowing out of his mouth faster than I could comprehend them. Stepping closer, I tried to follow his finger as it glided across the obsidian. He was able to read those things at a much faster pace than I ever would.

“Yes, yes, yes,” He nodded his head, the pitch of his voice rising with his excitement. “See here, those are the half-moon hieroglyphs. And this,” he pointed to odd raven-like hieroglyphs that I’d never seen before. “This is the symbol for the high priestess. This is very odd. This here is the symbol for the stone, the one you and I found, but there’s more? Very odd indeed. These hieroglyphs are stating that the stone we found is unable to reverse the process. However, supposedly there was an even greater one, which they could use to reverse the transfer before the bodies died. It says here that the priestess was the only one who ever used the stone, and that before her death she had it split into three different pieces. With all three pieces, she was able to reverse the process and was able to transfer her energy wherever she saw fit,” Ryan’s shoulders slumped. “Just our luck.”

Wait a second, the stone in the corner! I felt my pulse quicken as I realized that must’ve been one of the stones he’s talking about. Without a word I rushed over to the corner where the stone lay. I knelt down and grit my teeth as I wrapped my fingers around the stone, waiting for that familiar tingling feeling. Nothing. Must be safe.

“It’s not over yet,” I said, holding up the stone. Ryan looked at me, eyes widening at the sight of the stone. It was at that moment that the tomb started to shake. There is an intense pressure in the air that seem to grow and grow, pressing down on my chest and causing the hair on my arms to stand straight up. A low rumble came from the earth below, and the hieroglyphs all around us began to glow with a low dull light. The horrific shriek of stone on stone echoed throughout the tomb as bits and pieces of obsidian fell from the roof. Cracks began to shoot through the stone, racing off like lightning through the hard obsidian pieces. I looked down at the stone, and was horrified to see that it was glowing a deep blood red.

“Run!” I shouted at Ryan.

We ran up the ramp, slipping and sliding on the sand, which was merciless, and gave no purchase for feet. The great earth rending shaking did not cease, but instead continued to amplify as we made our way up the ramp. There was a loud thwack above my head. Without thinking I threw myself forward, narrowly missing a 200 pound section of obsidian crashing down where my body was mere moments before.

Ryan was close behind me, frantically looking in all directions, trying to avoid the heavy slabs of stone that came catapulting at us from every direction. All of a sudden, the sand seemed to come alive, slipping underneath my feet just as the trembling of the tomb reached its peak. I fell down on my hands and knees. Another earth rending cry of stone on stone rang out, the stone missile being shook loose from the wall and whistling straight for me. I dodged to one side, the missile whipping past me, trailing my skin and opening a thin angry red cut that throbbed with pain.

Behind me the professor was covered in sweat, legs pumping as he barely cleared the stone missile. He took another step toward me, his eyebrows drawn together, hands reaching toward me, concern written plainly upon his face. He tripped. He hit the ground with a loud thud. Pushing himself up off the ground, his eyes glancing around blearily. Another thunderclap split the air and another massive chunk of obsidian fell from the ceiling, this time heading straight for Ryan.

I threw myself back towards him, hands outstretched. That heavy death sentence whispered softly as it fell, Ryan looking up at me. Almost there! I grasped his forearm and heaved with all my muscles. He sailed threw the air, slamming down onto my body. I gathered his frail and feminine body in my arms, trudging up the ramp as fast as I could. My boots caused little geysers of sand to spurt into the air as I made my way toward the opening.

There it was! The mighty maw of the tomb was in front of me, crumbling away by the second. Sheer determination pulsed through my body as I put on another burst of speed, blurring through the entrance of the tomb, the ground behind me grumbling and shaking as the rest of the tomb collapsed. I threw Ryan in the jeep, slamming the door shut behind him as I heard a massive thunderclap behind me.

I slid into the driver seat of the jeep, looking back to see a massive plume of sand burst into the air from the collapse. I slammed the key into the ignition, eliciting a roar of life from my trusty jeep. I slammed down on the gas pedal and we squealed away from the tomb. We were safe.

Ryan

 

A warm feeling spread over my body. I cracked open my eyes to see Gabriella standing over me, wrapping me in a soft fur blanket. I was curled up in the passenger seat of her car, where I had been since we left the tomb. She flashed me one of those brilliant smiles, sending my heart rate racing. She closed the door gently before walking over to the other side and getting in.

“You up, huh?” she asked.

“Yeah. I wish we could’ve gotten more information.”

“The important thing is that we have a plan. And hope. We just have to figure out where those last two stones are, and then…”

“Yeah. You’re right. We better get to looking.”

 

To Be Continued…

If you liked Switched By The Stone: Gender Swap (Book 1 of the Switching Stone Series) please leave me a review, I’d really appreciate it!

You may also like Switched on Tauryen 7 (Book 1 of the Switched in Space Series)


I was merely passing through space when I got dangerously close to a spatial anomaly. Next thing I knew I had to set down somewhere, closest planet was Tauryen 7. The landing went a little too rough, and next thing I knew I woke in the body of a man- and he had control of mine! I have a feeling it will be a long and dreadfully hard process to switch our bodies back.
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