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Beatrice

I bit my bottom lip, looking at the assortment of powders and pills that littered the stall in front of me. Each one was wrapped in packaging that depicted a muscle-bound Greek god with perfectly cut abs. Maybe one of these would work? I lifted one of the packages, flipping it over to read the back. It promised to increase sexual happiness and to increase longevity. Interesting.

"No babe, that shit don't work." Alex took the pills from my hand, flashing me a grin as he placed them back on the wooden shelf of the vendor's stall we were standing at. I looked down and put on my best pouty face.

"Don't worry. We'll find something. Lance told me that this was the best place to go," Alex said, gently guiding me away from all of the various pills and powders.

"I know... I just want something new! I feel like we've been doing the same thing in the bedroom every single time we fuck. I want new. I want exciting," I said, letting him lead me through the throngs of people. There were dozens of vendors set up with all kinds of different wares for sale. Not all of them sex-enhancers, but it was one of the main focuses of this pop-up market. They had set up the night before for one day only for all the adventurous couples out there like me and Alex.

"Don't worry. We'll find something good for you," He smirked, his eyes gently running up and down my body, sending electricity through my spine. I was excited. It took some convincing, Alex wasn't super comfortable with the idea, but over the past couple months I had convinced him to try something new in the bedroom. And honestly, it sounded like he was kind of excited too.

As we moved through the throng, the crowd swelled and pulsed around us, growing thicker as we fought against the flow of passerby. Many of them clutched plastic bags to their person, as if preciously safeguarding the treasures within. To me, that was a great sign. The smell of food whirled through the passageways, tempting me as we passed by the vendors who were frantically making hot dogs and funnel cakes for hungry passerby. Either way, this was a great date.

The racket of people was loud and almost scary but exciting, an intense energy running through the entire mass. It was a pretty big market, nestled in between the skyscrapers that reached for the heavens all around us. It was as if we had been teleported somewhere alien and invigorating. 

Suddenly, Alex's phone rang in his pocket, emitting a tinny sound as it vibrated. He reached down and with one smooth motion brought it up to his ear.

"Hi, this is Alex," he winked at me. "Oh, hey Lance. Yeah, we're over here. Beatrice is with me. We're just looking around, trying to find something good. You got any suggestions?" Alex paused for a moment, standing still in the throng of people, reaching down with his free hand to intertwine his fingers with mine. "Really? That sounds interesting. Yeah, Beatrice would love it. Where is it? We're right by there. Yeah, we'll definitely check it out. Thanks, bye." Alex hung up the phone before returning it to nestle into the pocket of his jeans. 

"What'd Lance have to say?" I asked.

"Well, he was telling me about this street vendor that he went by earlier. It's over there," he jabbed a finger towards a mass of people, where the crowd had been getting even thicker by the moment. Whatever it was must have been popular. "He said they have all kinds of cool bits and bobs. Magical artifacts." He said with a slightly mocking tone in his voice.

"Ooh yes!" I said, excited. I loved things with a little bit of magic in them. Alex just rolled his eyes at me. He didn't believe in any of my magic stuff, but I knew that not everything was obvious to the eyes. Some forces were at work in this world, it couldn't all be explained with science. "I know you don't appreciate any of my witchy stuff, but I still thank you for knowing that I'd love it. Can we please go look?"

"Oh alright," Alex groaned.

I hopped with joy as he let me drag him off toward the crowd. I guided him through the huddled mass of people, slipping in between different couples of all shapes and sizes. The noise of the crowd increased, a loud aura of murmurs and conversation filled the air, a constant but sort of comforting chatter. Finally, we burst out of the crowd into a small space in between the throng of people and one of the stands.

In front of the stand was a giant lit up sign that says Mark's Magicks. I dragged Alex up to the stand where there were all kinds of shimmering amulets and gemstones that littered the front of the stand. Resting in giant glass boxes were large chunks of different types of rocks and crystals, the lights from the sign glimmering off their many facets. 

A rotund and frivolously dressed man sat behind the counter, his arms crossed as he gazed out over the mass of people. All of a sudden, his piercing green eyes met mine and he leaned toward me.

"Hello there dear, what brings you to my many magical items on this day?"

"Well, hello Mark. We're looking for something new and exciting, if you know what I mean."  I said, leaning up against the counter. Alex eyed the guy up and down but didn't say anything.

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

After a few minutes of rummaging around, his hands roughly pushing past all kinds of trinkets overflowing out of the bin, he was able to pull out some sort of odd little object. Light glittered off the thing as he brought it up to the counter. It was a tiny little bauble, a trinket really. A tiny green gem wrapped in a twisted silver claw.

"This right here is what you need. That's the Mark's Magicks guarantee."

"Why? What'll it do?" Alex asked, his arms crossed in front of his chest. 

"Well, my friend. Have you ever wondered what it would be like to wake up in a woman's body?" He asked, gently rubbing at a spot on the counter as he locked eyes with Alex.

"Yeah I think every guy has." Alex responded.

"Well this will allow you to enjoy that experience. All you must do is shake someone's hand. With this artifact between each of your palms, your souls will be transferred between you two, and you can have something new and exciting. Just like you asked."

Alex looked at me, raising one eyebrow in disbelief. I however, was very interested. Alex would just take a little convincing.


Alex

I crossed my arms, leaning back in disbelief at the portly man that was trying to sell my girlfriend some sort of snake oil. A magical trinket? That was a bunch of bullshit.

"Come on Alex, it'll be fun. And look at it, it's so cute." She grabbed at the little trinket, gently raising it toward me. I could tell by the way that she was looking at it that she had already made up her mind. I guess it's better than the alternative, something crazy like a massive dildo. Or worse, pegging.

"Fine, whatever makes you happy."

Beatrice squealed with glee, bouncing up and down her tippy toes as she turned back towards the rotund man. She held out her hands toward him and exclaimed "we'll take it!"

"Fantastic choice, I believe it will make all the difference." The man took the money the Beatrice offered, hastily stuffing it away below the counter. Grinning, he took the trinket from Beatrice's hands and carefully wrapped it in an odd shimmery red paper.

"All right, are you happy? Can we go now?" I asked, trying not to let my discomfort show. I didn't much like this whole pop-up market they had going on. Beatrice was unhappy with our current sexual relationship, and I wanted her to be happy. However, I liked our current comfortable routine. It was simple. Easy.

I was lost in my mind as I led Beatrice towards the parking deck on the edge of the pop-up market. It was hard to untangle the rising massive feelings that I felt my chest. I really wanted Beatrice to be happy and have fun too, I just wasn't as adventurous as she was.

"What are you thinking?" Beatrice asked, squeezing my hand as she did so. Her eyes sparkled underneath the lights from the street vendors. She was so breathtakingly gorgeous.

"Just thinking about this trinket thing, that's all."

"You don't believe it's going to work, do you?"

"Listen, Beatrice.  Don't you think that if there was magic at all, much less magic potent enough to swap people's bodies, that we would know about it? It'd be all over the news, it would fundamentally change the way that we live. No one could be trusted."

"I think that you my friend, are just a skeptic. Either way it'll be a little bit of fun to mess around with. Please, just do this for me and I promise I'll make it worth your while," she teased, giving me that cute little smirk that sent my heart racing. With a proposition like that I could hardly say no, and so I begrudgingly agreed. It wouldn't work, but what's the harm in making her happy?

Finally, we reached the parking garage and made our climb to the second story where my red mustang waited patiently for us to return. I opened the passenger car door for her, gesturing for her to get inside. She made some sort of remark about how chivalry isn't dead as I made my way over to the driver's side.

Strapping in my seatbelt, I turned the key in the ignition and began our short drive back home.

After a short fifteen minutes, we pulled into the parking lot of our modest but nice apartment complex. I locked the car doors behind us as we climbed to apartment 3B. In one practiced, almost mechanical motion driven completely by muscle memory, I put the key into the lock and turned, gently pushing the door forward. There was a certain sweet spot I had learned to hit, causing the door to swing open to reveal our small but well-adorned living room. There was a big TV along one wall resting along a solid black entertainment stand. Opposite of that was our dark grey leather couch, honestly one of the most comfortable couches I had ever sat on, and the guests we had in the past had verified that claim.

Beatrice closed the door behind us, making sure to lock it before heading over to the dining area. She laid her purse on the table, taking a seat on one of our cushy dining chairs.

"So, do you want to go ahead and try it?" Beatrice pulled the bundle of red shimmery wrapping paper out of her purse, carefully unfolding the trinket and gently placing it on the table.

"I don't know, do you want to eat first?" I asked, feeling a little bit hungry.

"No. I say we do this. Either it works, and we fuck, or it doesn't, and we fuck," she bit her bottom lip seductively, knowing full well what that did to me.

"Alright, let's do it. Either way I get to have fun with that sexy body of yours."

She excitedly grabbed the trinket in the palm of her hand and brought it over to me, her eyes locking onto mine in anticipation.

She raised her hand toward me in a handshake motion, the trinket resting lazily in her hand. There was no way this would work.

I reached out and clasped her hand with mine in a solid firm handshake. Nothing. The silence grew heavy.

"Well I guess you were right. I'll-" Beatrice froze. Suddenly there was a thunderclap that filled the room, followed by harsh green rays of light, spearing through the cracks between our fingers. The ghoulishly green light spilled out into the room casting odd twisting shadows. It pulsed slowly, the frequency between pulses getting shorter by the second as I tried to find my words again.

"Beatrice? What the fuck is going on?" My voice shakily screeched. 

"Magic." She looked up at me, a giant excited grin stretching the corners of her mouth. 

Magic...


Beatrice

The pressure around my body grew more intense as the moment between pulses grew shorter. Suddenly there was no more pulsing, instead the light just grew brighter, emitting a high-pitched shriek as the light grew more intense. It felt like I couldn't breathe, the air around me seemingly heavier with each passing second. There was another thunderclap, this one was loud and startled me.

Moments later there was nothing but blackness. I drifted around in the blackness, feeling lost and cold.

Suddenly, I felt something call to me. My energy was being called somewhere. I felt myself move and morph in that space, my chest burning, my shoulders swelling. The fire that spread through my skin was warm but oddly pleasurable.

In the blink of an eye I snapped back into the physical realm. 

There I stood in the middle of the living room, my hand wrapped around a slender feminine hand. It worked. I reached towards my chest, running my fingers across my swollen muscular torso. My perky tits were gone and were replaced with strong solid muscle.

I looked over and saw my feminine frame, head tilted down towards the trinket still held in what was previously my hand.

"Alex, honey. You okay?"

"What the fuck? It worked?" He whispered, looking up at me, his eyes wide. "I didn't think it would work." He reached up and grabbed his new lush tits, gently trailing his fingers across the swollen ripe skin.

"What do you think?" I smirked. "Do you like having my tits?"

"They feel so sensitive." He breathed out, lost in thought and sensation as he traced the contours of his breasts and moved his hands down the flatness of his new stomach. He looked so cute, standing there in awe as he explored the sensations of his new body. 

As he languorously moved his hands down his stomach I couldn't but admire every curve of his body, the motions of his hands causing those swelling tits to jiggle, setting off a fire deep in my stomach. A burning need to have him. All of him.

I reached for his hand, grabbing it before he could slip those fingers in between his jeans and soft shaven skin. "Not yet."

I pulled him into a kiss. I could feel him hesitating at first, before completely melting in my arms, his lips interlocking with mine. My hands went down his back, feeling every inch of his soft supple skin before firmly wrapping around his firm ass. I let my tongue gently run up and down his luscious lips. He tasted so sweet.

I squeezed his ass with one hand. My other instinctively reaching for one of those milky white tits, my thumb lazily trailing circles around his pronounced nipples that were straining against the sheer fabric of his t-shirt. He whimpered slightly as he wrapped his arms around my neck.

"What's wrong?" I giggled.

"They're just so sensitive." He said.

"Well why don't we give you a break then." I stepped away from him and began to undo my belt, freeing my pulsating erection from the denim and the boxers that Alex normally wore. "Suck my cock." I commanded, pointing down at my throbbing manhood.

"Beatrice, I-"

"Less talking, more sucking."

He got down on his knees, gently taking my shaft with one hand. Hesitantly, he began to run his hand up and down my cock. As he got more and more confident, he began to increase the pace, his hand smoothly going up and down, applying the perfect amount of pressure to my newfound manhood.

"Go on, have a taste," I giggled. "It won't bite."

"Okay," he said, still hesitant as he reached down and wrapped his lips around the swollen head of my manhood. His soft lips brushed gently over my swollen and sensitive appendage, tongue gingerly licking up and down in short quick tastes He took more of me into his mouth, sucking gently as his tongue went from hesitant to hungry, lapping up and down the tip of my manhood.

He took more of my meat in his mouth, his hands working in tandem with those luscious lips, sending surges of need through my body. 

"Do you like that? Do you like how I taste?" I asked, loving the feeling of his tongue running across my warm manhood.


Alex

"Do you like that? Do you like how I taste?" Beatrice asked as I lapped hungrily at her pulsating cock. There was a little voice in the back of my head saying that I shouldn't enjoy this as much as I was, but the taste of her, the smell, it was intoxicating. Every inch of her cock was delicious to the taste.

"You taste amazing," I confessed, coming back up for air. I went back to work, taking more of her into my mouth as I sucked, my tongue ravenously running up and down her shaft as I felt my lips slip down her cock. My nipples grew more pronounced as I sucked, the whole thing turning me on even more, each taste of her adding another log to the swelling fire I felt between my loins. The amount of need was astounding. I didn't know chicks could get this horny.

She moaned as I flicked my tongue energetically against her swollen bulge, her cock responding with every movement as I slathered my tongue up and down her prominent erection. I felt my heart race faster and faster as took more of her in my mouth, enjoying every inch of Beatrice's prodigious girth. With each lick and taste her body responded, legs shaking, her throbbing meat quivering with every flick of my tongue.  

Bobbing up and down on her erect manhood, I worked my way down her cock, taking almost all of her inches in my mouth. Her moans were getting louder, her breath coming fast as I worked up and down her shaft with my hand. I pulled her dripping cock out of my mouth, her throbbing bulge still slick and wet from my mouth as I was intoxicated by the thought of taking her balls in my mouth.  

I gently sucked on her balls, pulling the soft delicate skin into my mouth as I enjoyed the taste, slurping up and down her balls, occasionally licking near the base of her throbbing manhood. I licked all the way back up her balls and up her pulsating erection back to the head of her cock.

I trailed my fingers up and down her cock, looking up and gazing into her eyes as I put her back in my mouth. I took all of her, every inch down my throat. I moaned as I swallowed her, enjoying how she filled my entire mouth up. Beatrice chewed on her bottom lip, legs buckling as she tried to hang on in the throes of pleasure as I moved up and down her cock, taking it into my throat repeatedly.

Each pump of my head sent another wave of need rushing over my body and settling down in my swollen slickness. I hungered for her. I needed to be closer to her burning intensity. To be as close as two people could be. I took her out of my mouth, letting my hand slowly move up and down her slick cock.

"Oh, you want to be fucked don't you?" Beatrice asked, looking down at me with a knowing look in her eyes. I blushed, my face growing very warm. But I didn't care.

"Yes." 

"Yes, please." She prompted, placing her hands on her hips as she looked down on me with a commanding glare. There was a sharp pressure of intensity from her commanding voice.

"Yes, please." I begged, my throbbing warmness aching for her with pure need.

"I think we can take care of you." Beatrice leaned down, sweeping one arm up under my legs and picking me up with ease. She carted me into our little bedroom and threw me onto the bed, all of a sudden consumed by ravenous need. She ripped off my jeans and shirt with ease. She spread my legs wide, pressing them apart to reveal my slick softness. She leaned down, tantalizingly close, pausing inches away from my warm damp entrance. Each second that she waited sent pang after pang of need throughout my body.

Slowly she began to trace the edges of my lips, gently trailing her fingertips around and around. I shuddered with pleasure, each momentary touch not lasting long enough before she moved to the next spot. She leaned down, now, tracing my wet pussy lips with her tongue, moving up and down, each flick of her tongue setting off a chain reaction of pleasure in my body. I couldn't stop the squeals of pleasure from escaping me even if I wanted to. 

Her tongue slathered up and down my softness before moving up to the apex of my lips, gently taking my clit in her mouth and sucking gently. Even that slight amount of pressure sent shockwaves of pleasure shuddering through my body. 

"Oh fuck," I said, my body quivering as she took that sensitive bundle of nerves in her mouth, sucking with fervor, her tongue tasting every inch of me, flashing in little circles around my clit.

She languorously trailed her fingers down my lips to my entrance, taking her sweet time. I needed her inside of me.

"Tell me what you want." Beatrice asked, that damned smirk on her lips again.

"I want you inside of me," I pleaded. "Please fuck me!"

Suddenly, there was a pressure against my entrance. My lips slipped and slid around her finger, as she slipped a digit into my tight hole. My whole body shook with pleasure as she slowly penetrated me with her finger. It felt impossibly large as she went deeper inside of my wet pulsating core. She slid in and out of me, my ridges slipping and sliding around her finger, contracting to try and keep her finger inside of me as she pumped her hand back and forth. Another finger. Fuck, it felt so massive inside of me. My walls stretched from her fingers as she bucked her hand into me. I was overcome by that ravenous hunger, my hips moving in tandem with her hand as I humped her fingers, begging her to go deeper inside me. 

"Oh you're ready for even more aren't you?" She pulled her fingers out of me at a luxurious pace, her fingers still wet from invading my slick wet heat. She held her wet fingers out to my mouth and I was overcome by the sweet delicious smell of my own juices. I sucked on her fingers, the taste of my own pussy adding fuel to the inferno of need blazing within.

Beatrice spread me wide open and pressed her cock against my entrance. It felt so massive compared to her fingers, the pressure intense as my pussy lips slid around her cock, my ridges gripping and slipping around her pulsating manhood as each inch gave birth to another shudder of pleasure. 

My soft flesh gave way willingly to her prodigious girth, her hips slowly undulating as she thrust inside of me, penetrating my sensitive center. My chest heaved as I tried to keep up with the sensory overload of pleasure racing through my body and mind. 

The rhythm of her strokes sped up with each second, my lips gripping around her cock as she plunged in and out of me. Each thrust of her hips adding another layer of pressure deep within me, building upon the massive ache that I felt inside.

"Yes, yes, yes!" I panted, her cock stretching my tight hole as it seemed to swell and grow even bigger inside of me. I grabbed her hips, pulling her inside of me. I ached for her, the need mounting to a breaking point as I bucked against her, matching her rhythm to drive her cock even deeper inside of me, taking every inch of her wonderful shaft inside of my slick smoothness. 

She wrapped her hands around my thighs and pulled me toward her with each thrust, our bodies intermingling in a passionate display of need and pure ravenous hunger. Her hands wandered up and down my body, each lingering touch adding to the all-consuming blaze building quickly within, rapidly reaching the breaking point.

My muscles quivered, my entire body shuddering against her with pleasure as she penetrated me, pounding my sensitive pussy. I could feel her cock swell even bigger inside of me, her breaths were coming fast and ragged now. Beatrice bit her bottom lip. I knew enough about that look to know that she was about to cum any second now.

The thought of her filling up my tight hole with her cum, dumping all her seed inside of me was a surprisingly massive turn on. The thought of her using me and coming inside my silky tight crevice broke the limit of my blazing need, driving me insane with need.

I rode her cock, my hips bucking into hers as she plunged in and out of me.

"Yes, cum inside me. Yeah baby, please give me everything." I begged.

Beatrice redoubled her efforts, moaning with every pump of her hips. Her cock twitched jerked inside of me as she gasped. Her pulsating manhood twitched inside of me, shooting out hot stringy ropes of cum, filling up my tight little hole. As the warmth spread through my silky softness, the pressure broke, and a surge of ecstasy spread through my body. I shuddered against her body, my muscles tensing, my pussy contracting around her cock as I rode the waves of pleasure. I fell still, the warmth still spreading through my body, settling down into my skin with a sense of euphoria.

Beatrice fell beside me, still panting heavily as I wriggled against her, purring in pleasure.

"Well. That just happened."

"Yeah, it did," I said, trying to process how good it felt to fuck in Beatrice's body. It was an entirely different experience for a woman. Everything was just so sensitive. I really liked it.


Alex

I leaned back, yawning on the couch. The movie was interesting, but it wasn't my first choice. I looked at Beatrice, curled up next to me underneath one of our plush blankets. She looked gorgeous under this light, her tits full and perfect. We had switched back after we cleaned everything up and decided to watch a movie. Her eyes were closed, she had fallen asleep at some point in the middle of the movie.

I got up, turning off the TV and cleaning up the little bits of popcorn that had fallen out of Beatrice's hands when she fell asleep.

After I had gone through the motions of cleaning everything up, I started to think back to just a few hours before. Why had I been so squeamish about trying something new. There was something intoxicating about being purely and utterly dominated. About being a woman.

I turned the water faucet on, quickly rinsing the dishes in the sink before getting to work with a little elbow grease to clean them from the pizza we ate earlier.

Would Beatrice want to do it again? I don't know if I could ever go back to a normal relationship again after this. There was just too much pleasure in it. We hadn't really talked about what happened, but I hoped that she enjoyed being me just as much as I enjoyed being her. If not, then...

"Hey babe," Beatrice walked into the kitchen, the blanket from the couch still wrapped around her shoulders as she yawned. She watched me clean off the dishes, still trying to fully wake up.

"Hey, how're you feeling?" I asked, my heart beating in my chest. What would she say? What if it made her feel terrible?

"I feel," she paused, wiping the sleep blearily from her eyes. "I feel great!"

"So would you- I mean, if you want to we could," I stammered, trying to find the best way to broach the subject.

"Oh yeah. You're my little slut now. I'm ready for round two, let's go." She held out her hand toward me, the trinket from before glittering in her hands.

Yes!

"Oh, I'm ready for round two."

"What do you say?"

"Please fuck me," I grinned, taking her hand in mine. A flash of light and a thunderclap of magic followed. Our relationship was very different now, but I couldn't wait to see where it went.


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

"Say no more dear. I know exactly what you're looking for. The love has gone, correct? Or rather, the love is there but the spice, the passion is not," she cackled. "That can be fixed dear, that is nothing to worry about. Come, this way." She began to shuffle toward one corner of the store. 

When Lindsey and Grant's love life begins to lose its steam, will they let the passion die, or will they find something new and exciting to replace it? Lindsey's determined on the latter and finds herself in Ophelia's Oddities where she is sold a magical necklace promised to bring the spice back to their relationship. Will this be the kind of change and transformation their relationship needs? 
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