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“So, about this second date,” I laughed.

Megan pushed me playfully.  “This one hasn’t finished yet.  It’s barely started.”

“Barely started and yet ...” I nodded at her cock.

“What can I say,” she shrugged.

“I can suck your cock, you know?”

She pulled a face.

“You might like it,” I said.

“It wouldn’t be weird?”

“It’s what we’re here for isn’t it?” I replied.  “I came here because I’m curious, remember?”

“Curious about your sexuality?”

“Curious about everything.  You wouldn’t suck your own tits?” I asked, offering them up.

Megan rolled her lips through her teeth.  “I guess.  Can we do both together?”

“I’m not sure that’s logistically possible,” I said, sizing things up and looking at the sofa.  “What would that even be?  A sixty-nine?”

“A sixty-two.  We’ve gotta take a few points off for doing it wrong.”

“Would you eat pussy?” I asked plainly.

“Jason!” she gasped.  “I’m a lady.”

I couldn’t help but smirk.  This so called ‘lady’ had downed my pants in record time just so she could look at my cock—which was still hard by the way.  I’m guessing she was more intrigued by this conversation than she was letting on.

“Suck my cock and I’ll think about it,” she said.  “Ha-ha, I sound like such a man.”

Megan seemed surprised when I dropped to my knees in front of her.  She looked down on her former body approaching her new one.

“You don’t have to,” she said.

“I want to.”

“Oh.  Well then ... suck my cock, bitch.”

She started to laugh but I kind of liked her tone.  I moved forwards despite her giggles, grabbing her cock and putting my mouth over the tip.  Her laughter stopped immediately.

“My god!” she cried.  “That’s ... wow!”

I pulled my lips off.  “Like it?”

“Don’t stop!”

I put her cock back in my mouth and pushed it as deep as I could manage.  My mouth was full pretty quickly, leaving some of the inches unclaimed.  I circled my tongue around the tip, trying to mimic the things about a blowjob that I’d found a turn-on in my years.

“You’re good at that,” Megan said.  “Sure this is your first?”

I pulled back.  “I’m sure.  First one given anyway.”

“Open wide,” Megan said, grabbing my hair and giggling.

I did as she said, then Megan pushed her cock back into my mouth and started to fuck it as she giggled.

“I’ve never fucked a mouth before,” she laughed.

And I’d never had my mouth fucked, I can tell you.  But God, it felt good knowing that it was Megan that was doing it.  If I ever needed an image to take with me, I could look at the reflection in the mirror.  There I was, face-fucking a younger, blonde model and laughing as I did so.  At least that’s how I could present it to myself afterwards anyway.

Megan was an expert in taking head.  She moaned and groaned just the way you’d want someone to, letting me know which parts were good and which weren’t.
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It was the first quarter, and the cheerleading squad were about to start a routine that Mia had specifically requested.  She’d been planning it for weeks.  She looked to Chelsea’s pearly-white smile and imagined being her for the millionth time.  If everything went to plan, she wouldn’t have to imagine much longer.  She could be the confident beauty that she dreamed of being.

Mia had delved deep into the arcane arts online, scouring the forums and underweb to discover whether the bodyswap rituals she’d hear about were real.

The dance routine they were about to perform was the one they’d been practicing for months, only without the music of the band.  Mia hoped that the sheet-music she’d delivered to them pre-match was going to be the catalyst for the magic to happen for real.

Unaware of any of this, Hanlon picked himself up from a heavy hit on the pitch.  The ball had bounced from his grasp just as he’d tried to catch it.  He punched the turf and got to his feet.

“Focus,” one of his friend’s said, puling on the grill of his helmet.

Hanlon looked to the dark sky and saw the clouds draw in and cover the stars beyond.  An eerie sound blared up from the band at the side of the field, sounding like a sad whale song.  The rest of the band kicked in with a beat and the cheerleaders started their routine.

Far from focusing, Hanlon took a look at those beautiful girls as they started a performance of their own that was of equal importance.

“Hey!” his friend shouted, and Hanlon snapped out of it.  “Get in the fucking game.”

He shook his head and got back in position as the opposition got down in the dirt, ready for the snap.

“Hut, hut!” cried the opposing team, just as a rumble of thunder was heard overhead.

Mia looked to the sky and her eyes widened.  It felt like it was working.  There was an electricity in the air that hung thick in the humidity that quickly enveloped the stadium.

Hanlon didn’t feel it.  He was, for once, focused.  He rushed the quarterback but his teammate beat him to it, knocking the guy to the floor.  Hanlon eyed the bouncing, orange football as it spilled loose.  He threw himself on it.

“That’s how you fucking do it!” his friend whooped, patting his ass and grabbing him back to his feet as the stadium cheered.

Hanlon smiled and nodded, feeling the fresh adrenaline pump through his veins.  He was finally in the game.

The cheerleaders worked their routine, doing their mystical dance without even realizing the power they were unleashing.

Mia had heard that it took a heavy hit against the person you hoped to transform into in order to fulfil the ritual.  That was easy enough as a cheerleader.  All Mia had to do was fumble a catch of Chelsea as she came back to the earth.

“Hut!” came the cry from the home side, and there followed a huge roar from the crowd as the quarterback let of a spiraling throw that was targeted straight for a sprinting Hanlon.

Mia smiled subtly as Chelsea was thrust upwards by her team-mates, spinning in somersault with the backing of the bright stadium lights behind her.

Her yellow skirt billowed outwards in a flash and then tightened into her body.  Mia took the subtlest of steps backwards, straight into the path of the oncoming football star.

Hanlon caught the pass and the crowd erupted, but he couldn’t stop in time.  When he finally looked ahead, he was barreling straight for the cheerleading team, mid-routine.

Mia felt the thump of Hanlon crashing into her, noting that he might not have struck her at all, had she never taken the step backwards.

Chelsea took a fall that was thankfully deadened by the crumpled bodies of both Hanlon and Mia beneath her.

“What the fuck?” she croaked, and she rolled off the pair of them.

Hanlon was woozy.  He rubbed his head.  His helmet must have come off in the collision.

Mia’s eyes rolled as she regained focus.  There were strips of metal obscuring her vision that was now narrowed to a kind of letterbox.

“You okay, Mia?” her coach asked

“Fine,” Mia said, and her voice sounded deeper than usual.

“Stop flirting, Hanlon,” a football player said, and before Mia knew what was happening she was being dragged onto the field.

“Wait!” she cried, in that same gruff voice, looking down in shock as she noticed her cheerleading outfit had been replaced.

“Let’s start something else,” the cheerleading coach said.  “You good, Mia?”

Hanlon looked down, confused.  He didn’t used to have tits.

“Mia?” an older lady said, snapping her fingers in Hanlon’s face.

Hanlon nodded absent mindedly.

“Okay.  Places.  Come on!  The show goes on.”

All the women around Hanlon hurried into position.  Hanlon, thinking somehow that he was still on the field, took a knee.

“What the hell, Mia.  Are you okay?”

The coach approached again, and Hanlon realized that she was addressing him.

“I think so,” he said, and he quickly touched his throat.  He’d never spoken so softly before.

“Christ, you’re concussed.  Go have the doctor take a look at you,” the lady said, and she pointed Hanlon off in the direction of the lockers.

He looked back to the football field, seeing himself standing bewildered amongst his friends.  It was a true out-of-body experience.

“What the fuck?” he gasped.

“Mia!” came a stern cry.  “Doctor!  Now!”

Hanlon looked at the fiery woman that was directing him away.  She was not to be messed with.  He looked back to the football field and thought about making a break for it.

He felt someone grab his arm, then a flashlight was shone into his eyes.  He blinked hard.

“Go take a break,” the team doctor said.  “See how you feel in ten minutes.”

“I’m supposed to be out there!” Hanlon said, pointing at the field.

“Go get some rest in the locker-room,” the doctor said, furrowing his brow in concern.  “Go shake it off.”

He guided Hanlon down the tunnel away from the field.  Hanlon walked forward, looking down at his smooth legs and sneakers that came from under his yellow skirt.  He stared back down the tunnel to the doctor who stood and watched.

“Go on,” the doctor said, shooing him along.

Hanlon did as he was told, walking down the long tunnel to the guy’s locker room.  He wasn’t feeling himself, but it wasn’t until he walked into that musty, men’s locker-room and looked in the mirror that he realized why.

At first, he didn’t say anything.  He stared ahead in wonderment at the woman who stared back.  She was small and athletic, the kind that Hanlon liked.  He recognized the woman who stared back.

“Mia?” he asked, expecting her to reply.  He felt his throat again and then looked at the mirror image that mimicked him.

“Mia?” he asked, again, and he stepped forwards towards the mirror.  He swore blind he was looking through a window.  Nothing else made sense.

Hanlon looked down at his hand.  His fingers weren’t the stubby, grubby digits wrapped in tape that he remembered.  They were thin and elegant, with their nails painted immaculately.

“I ...” Hanlon began, but he couldn’t bring himself to vocalize his new reality.

He looked again at the mirror, bringing his hands up to feel his new breasts.  They were really there alright.  He felt them bounce slightly in the tight sports bra that bound them.

“I’m ... a woman?”

Hanlon looked down at his short skirt.  Tall socks stretched up his smooth calves.  His sneakers looked clean and buffed.  He felt suddenly out-of-place in the men’s locker room.

He thought now to the Hanlon that he’d seen on the football field.  The look of utter fear as the play started around him.  He remembered him catching his eye.

“If I’m Mia ...” he began, and then the door of the locker-room opened.

Hanlon froze.  His mind whirred, attempting a thousand excuses, none of which made any kind of sense.  He was both relieved and shocked to see himself walk through the door.

By now the two of them had figured things out.  It hadn’t taken Mia long at all, of course.  The second she got to her feet she realized what had happened.  The most shocking thing was that it had worked.

“You ...” Hanlon began, pointing.

“They say I’m concussed.”

“I’m not concussed,” Hanlon said.  “I’m confused but not concussed.”

“I’m you and you’re me,” Mia said, sitting down heavy on the bench and pulling awkwardly at her football gear.

“I’m in your body?” Hanlon asked.

“And I’m in yours,” Mia said.

“I—I can’t be you,” Hanlon said.

“Why?”

“Because I have to be me!”

“Get used to it.  At least for now.  I’ll have to research another spell.”

“Spell?”

Mia sighed.  It was still unusual for everything that came from her mouth to be lowered an octave or six.  “I cast a spell to transform into Chelsea and winded up transforming into you.”

Hanlon’s mouth hung open.  Mia had never seen herself look so dumb.

“Don’t worry about it,” Mia said.  “I’ll fix it.  Just ... enjoy my body, I guess.”

Hanlon looked down at his tits.  “I can?”

Mia rolled her eyes.  “Do whatever you want.”

“Will you?” Hanlon asked.

“Huh?”

“Will you do whatever you want with me?”

Mia looked down at her new, muscled physique.  She shrugged.  “I guess.”

“I don’t mind,” Hanlon said.  “I don’t mind at all.  I think I’d like it.”

“Like it?”

“Yeah,” he said.  “The idea of you touching me ...”

Mia was shocked.  She thought guys like Hanlon weren’t into her.  “You want me to touch you?”

Hanlon shrugged.  “I just like the idea of it,” he said.  “Your hands on me ...”

“It’d be your hands on you,” Mia said.

“Would it?”

Mia opened her mouth to speak but paused.  She picked at the tape on her fingers.  She hadn’t thought that far ahead.  “Huh.  I guess that’s an interesting question.”

“Like, are these my tits or—”

“They’re definitely my tits,” Mia said quickly.

“Ok, then are these my hands touching them,” Hanlon asked.

“Hey!” Mia scowled, and she quickly grabbed at her crotch to even the odds.

Hanlon smiled.  Mia felt the unusual bulge in her grasp.

“That,” Hanlon said, smiling wider.  “That’s what I like the thought of.”

Mia had lusted after guys like Hanlon through all of college so far, but she’d never had the confidence to reach out.  She figured that being in Chelsea’s body might help, but she was starting to realize how stupid she’d been.

“So what now?” Hanlon asked, sitting opposite Mia on the bench.

The two confused nineteen-year-olds looked across the divide, separated by so much and so little all at once.  Mia looked down.

“First of all, close your legs,” she said.  “Women don’t sit like that.”

“Okay but open yours.  Men don’t sit like that.”

Mia unfolded her legs as Hanlon brought his knees together.  Ordinarily, being told to open her legs by another guy would have earnt him a slap, but Mia needed the lesson.

“What else do I need to know?” Mia asked.

Hanlon thought for a second.  “Tonight’s pork-chop night.”

Mia frowned.  “What?”

“At home.  My Mom cooks pork-chop on Fridays.”

“I ... what?”

“Never mind,” Hanlon said.  “I gotta pee.”

He stood up and Mia’s face dropped.  “I guess that’s something that we need to go through.”

“I just point and shoot, don’t I?” Hanlon said.

“You sit!”

“Oh.  Well, here’s a tip for you: point and shoot.”

Mia looked down between her legs.  “Gosh, that’s going to be strange.”

“Come and practice,” Hanlon said.  “Might as well get it out the way.”

He stood up and walked to the cubicles that sat off from the main locker room.  Mia followed him.  If someone was about to pee out of her, she wanted to be close by.

Hanlon went into the cubicle and closed the door behind him.  Mia went in the cubicle beside him.

“So, I just pull these down and sit,” Hanlon said.  “Whoa!”

“What?” Mia asked, looking up at the gap between the top of their stalls and the ceiling.

“It’s shaven!”

She rolled her eyes.  “We do that sometimes.”

“I know,” Hanlon said, “I just didn’t expect you to do that.”

“What do you mean by that?”

Mia heard herself let out a sigh of relief in the stall opposite.  “I just figured different.”

Mia sat there on the toilet and looked down between her legs.  Now was the perfect time to get acquainted with what she was dealing with.

“This is weird,” Hanlon called from the stall beside her.

“I’m gonna check things out,” Mia said.

“Be careful with that thing!”

“What?  Why?”

“It’s liable to go off if played with incorrectly.”

“What?  Are you serious?”

Mia heard a girlish giggle.  “Just kidding.”

She huffed and pulled out her new cock from her pants.  She stared down, wide eyed.  Hanlon had quite the offering.  She swallowed nervously and felt her pulse race.  She’d never held a cock before.

“Everything okay?” Hanlon asked, wiping his pussy.

“You ... you’re ...”

“What?  Is it broken?”

“No.  It’s ... beautiful.”

Hanlon pulled up his panties and unbolted the cubicle door.  He walked next door and pushed Mia’s door open, looking inside and seeing his former self looking down at his cock.

“It’s getting hard,” Hanlon said.  “That means you’re excited.  Wait!  You’re excited?”

“I guess,” Mia said, watching it.  “Jeez, look at it go.”

The two of them stood there, watching Mia’s cock get hard in her hand.  Hanlon felt his own excitement bubbling too.  His pussy fluttered.

“Shit, I mustn’t have wiped properly,” Hanlon said.  “My underwear’s wet.”

Mia’s eyes bulged.  She knew full well why that might be so.  “I guess we’re both turned on?”

“Huh?”

“You’re wet,” Mia said, nodding to Hanlon.

Hanlon looked down his female body, then he pushed his fingers into his underwear, much to Mia’s shock.  She watched as he searched out her pussy.  His eyes widened with excitement, and he withdrew his wet fingers.

“You’re right,” he said, presenting them to Mia.  He put them to his nose to smell them.

“No!” Mia cried.  “Nope.  No way.”

Hanlon put them in his mouth and closed his eyes to the taste.  He’d never tried it before.  “It’s kind of sweet,” he said, looking off in the distance.

Mia shook her head, but her cock stayed hard.  Watching Hanlon explore her body was a sight to behold, and Hanlon felt the same way about the view he was seeing.

“Can I come in?” he asked.

Mia looked around at the walls of the cubicle.  “I guess.”

Hanlon moved inside and pressed against Mia, closing the door behind him.  Mia looked down on her old body, all dainty and demure in front of her.

Hanlon bolted the door and took a breath.  He looked down at his hard cock.

“Okay,” he said.  “Okay, this is a weird one, but I just want to ...”  He knelt to the floor and Mia took a step back.

“What—what are you ...” she began.

“I just want to ... try it, you know?  I’ll get to say Mia sucked my cock.”

“You will not be saying that,” Mia said, but she found the notion that it was a boast kind of flattering.  She had no idea how the football team viewed her, but she never once considered that she was an object of lust.

Hanlon knelt to the floor and looked forwards at his hard cock.  He’d never seen it from this angle before.  He licked his new, full lips and looked up at his very concerned face.

“I—I’ve never had a guy ...” Mia began.

“You’ve never had a guy suck your cock?” Hanlon asked, giggling.

Mia covered her mouth and laughed.  “No, I mean ...”

“Tell me how it feels,” Hanlon said.

“You tell me too.”

“Deal.”

Hanlon pushed his long hair back behind his ear and opened his mouth, moving forwards tentatively.  Mia held her hard cock steady.  She watched herself put Hanlon’s cock in her mouth.  It was so surreal, but she found her eyes closing and enjoying the sensation.  She felt the warm embrace of Hanlon’s pretty mouth, and the tender licks of his tongue on the underside of her new cock.

“That’s,” she croaked, crunching her brow.  “That’s good.”

Hanlon pressed on, feeling the thickness fill his mouth.  He blinked up at his old body and batted his lashes, filling himself with as much of his old cock as he could.

Mia fell back and sat on the toilet, reaching out for the walls.  Hanlon pounced back on her cock, keen to keep pleasing her.  His lust for Mia drove him onwards.  He took a hold of her cock.  It felt familiar in his hands, but he’d never held it from this angle before.  He started to jerk it, just the way he knew he liked.

“Yes!” Mia burst gruffly.

Hanlon worked down her tight football pants and downed her jockstrap.  He rubbed at her thick thighs and hairy legs, and he felt his pussy dampen just that bit more.

Mia opened her eyes and looked down on the sight.  Fuck, she’d never forget this.  How could anyone?  It was her first blowjob, both giving and receiving.  It was an odd notion to square away.

“How’s that?” Hanlon asked, excited.

Mia took several breaths.  “Very good,” she said.

“Fuck, it’s made me so wet.”

Mia bit her lip.  “Let’s switch.”

She stood up and fumbled her way out of her pants, taking off her cleats too.  Hanlon backed away against the cubicle door, watching Mia undress.

“Here,” he said, helping her take off her pads.  Soon she was naked before him, all muscled and dappled with sweat.  Her cock was still hard, punching out from her crotch right at Hanlon.

“Okay,” Hanlon said, and he slipped by her to sit on top of the toilet seat lid.

Now Mia got to the floor, looking up under Hanlon’s skirt.

“Here,” she said, low and soft.

She reached her thick fingers up under Hanlon’s skirt and ran them over her smooth legs.  The texture felt so good against her.

Hanlon watched as Mia grabbed his panties and tugged them down beneath his skirt.  He stepped out of them and opened his legs on the seat.

Mia took a breath and pushed back her skirt, revealing her cutesy, kempt pussy.

“It’s so weird to look at,” Mia said.  “I’ve never really seen it before.”

It was a notion that Hanlon was unfamiliar with.  He’d had a lifetime of studying his dick.

“Lick it,” Hanlon said, looking down eagerly.

He watched his old face eagerly approach.  Mia closed her eyes and opened her mouth over her pussy, trying not to make a big deal out of it.

She tasted the sweetness that Hanlon had spoke of, then she heard him let out a soft whimper above her.

Mia licked all the way up along the folds and found a fresh jolt of excitement awaken something inside her.  Instinctively she grabbed her cock and started to jerk it.

Hanlon opened his eyes and looked down at Mia, clearly enjoying herself.

“Good girl,” he said, and it felt so strange to say.

Mia pulled her face back and examined the soaked flesh.  She pushed her fingers to it and watched as Hanlon’s clit glistened, peering out from beneath its hood.

She targeted the node and Hanlon’s back straightened.  He reached out for something and started to moan wildly.

“Yes!” he gasped, feeling the intensity of the sensation increase.  “Yes, that’s it!”

Mia jerked her cock wildly, feeding off Hanlon’s excitement.  The next step felt perfectly natural to her.

“Fuck it,” she said, and she stood up and walked forward, wielding her cock like a weapon.

Hanlon gasped, feeling the thrill of excitement and fear as his huge, manly cock approached his aching pussy.

“Yes!” he said eagerly.  “Yes!  Fuck me!”

Mia held the hilt of her cock and bent her knees.  She pushed the head of it against her pussy, hoping that nature would take care of the rest.

Her cock slipped down Hanlon’s pussy and found his aching O.  When it started to press inside, Hanlon’s mouth opened wide.  He’d never been penetrated before.  It felt surreal, but incredible.

“Oh!  Oh fuck!” he cried.  “Shit!  Shit, that’s fucking good!”

Mia had never heard herself curse so much in quick succession.  She pressed on and felt the warm, tight embrace of Hanlon’s pussy around her cock.  She felt like she held all the power suddenly, being the one to penetrate, rather than be penetrated.

Hanlon sat there on the seat with nothing to do but enjoy himself.  Mia started to put in the work, holding his knees wide and watching her cock disappear through Hanlon’s tight pussy that she used to own.

It split a V around him, gripping tight and bestowing its juices all over her length.  She pulled almost all the way out and marveled at the glistening shaft of Hanlon’s cock.  His veins were so engorged that they stuck out from his length.

“That’s good,” Hanlon hushed, breathless.  “Fuck, Mia, that’s good.”

Mia bit her lip and nodded.  She could feel her stubble on her bottom lip.

“Fuck me hard,” Hanlon said.  “Come inside me.”

Mia knew the implications, but she wanted it too.  She wanted to know what it was like to feel the rush of cum shooting up her cock.  Hanlon wanted to know what it felt like to take a cumshot inside himself.

Mia snarled and Hanlon watched the passionate menace on his old face.  He didn’t know he was capable of fucking like that.  He especially didn’t know Mia was capable of that.  The timid girl from the cheerleading team was suddenly not so timid.

“I’m gonna come in my fucking pussy,” Mia said, looking down and getting confused.

Hanlon felt the quick rush of Mia’s burgeoning size as it thrust in and out of him.  It hit something inside him—something that he didn’t know women possessed.

“Mia, I—l” he started, then his head went light.

Mia carried on fucking him, unaware that Hanlon was starting to come.  She felt his pussy pinch around her cock and pressed on harder against it.

“Mia!” Hanlon cried, reaching out for something.

Hanlon writhed on the toilet seat, shuddering as the climax rippled through him.  It turned his skin electric.  The pleasure radiated up through him.  Mia watched as her old face turned red and her neck’s arteries bulged beautifully.

“You’re making me come!” Hanlon cried, and Mia felt a new kind of power.

“I’m gonna come inside you,” she said, sucking a breath through her clenched teeth and doubling her efforts.

To know that she was pleasing Hanlon was a turn-on in itself.  The clamping of his pussy around her cock was other worldly.  Mia couldn’t fight against the tingling euphoria that built in her balls.

“Oh fuck!” she grunted, listening to Hanlon’s voice bounce back off the walls.

“Come inside me!” Hanlon gasped.

The words struck Mia’s ears wondrously.  They were permission, permission to release.  Mia let go and felt her cock twitch in the warm embrace of Hanlon’s spent pussy.

“Yes!” Hanlon gasped, feeling the swell.

Mia pushed her hands through her hair and groaned at the ceiling.  Hanlon was mesmerized by Mia’s orgasm coming out of his body.

She rubbed her muscled pecs and stomach, relishing the release that flowed up and out of her cock, into her old pussy.

Hanlon felt the texture change.  So too did Mia.  She moved back and forth, running her cock through the cum to evidence its arrival.

Hanlon felt it slip out of him and run down against the toilet-seat lid.  It was all thick and creamy beneath his cute little ass.

“That’s it,” Hanlon nodded.  “Every drop.”

He looked up at Mia with a new kind of love that didn’t seem appropriate, but it was a love that he couldn’t deny.

Mia too felt bonded to Hanlon now.  They had experienced something together than no person on earth ever had, and on top of that they had God-knows how much longer in each other’s bodies.

“Oh, wow,” Mia said, and she looked down on her cock as she pulled it slowly out.

It was absolutely soaked with cum.  She rubbed at some of it and brought her fingers to her mouth.

Hanlon watched her taste the cum, smiling.  “What’s it like?” he asked.

“You—you haven’t ever tried it?”

Hanlon shook his head.  “I don’t think guys do that.”

Mia took more of him from her cock and tasted it, running her tongue over the slippery, salty texture.  “You should.”

Hanlon breathed deep and tried to regain himself as Mia leant back against the cubicle door.  Her cock started to wane, drooping down.

“And just like that, it’s gone,” Mia said, looking down her body.

“It can do that,” Hanlon said.  “I feel like I could go again!”

“Oh, you can,” Mia said.  “Trust me.”

Hanlon twisted his mouth in a grin.

Mia shook her head.  “Not now stud—or cutie, or—shit, I don’t know what.  We’ve got to think of something.”

“Just turn me back,” Hanlon said.

“Legs, Hanlon,” Mia reminded, nodding down at Hanlon’s wide-open legs.  His pussy was spattered with cum.

He put his knees together.  “Oh yeah.”

Mia looked off to the side in thought.

“So, what now?”

“I guess I’m going back to the darkweb,” she mused.

“The darkweb?”

“For another spell.  Or the same spell.  Shit, I don’t know.”

“In the meantime, I’m gonna give this body a vigorous test-drive, okay?”

Mia looked down at her muscled frame and cum-soaked cock.  “Snap,” she said.  “I wanna see how long it is before I can come again.”

“Twenty minutes,” Hanlon shrugged.

Mia’s eyes narrowed.  “Is it still the first quarter?”

Hanlon met Mia’s wry smile with his own.

THE END
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Blake walked into the foyer of the infamous Bodyswap Hotel.  The security on the door had been tight.  They hadn’t believed him when he said he’d got a booking, and with good reason.  Blake’s natural nerves roused suspicion, but his now empty college-fund was testament to the fact that he was deserving of a night in the Bodyswap Hotel.

Inside he was greeted warmly at reception, and they checked him in, noting his desire to be supplanted into a woman’s body during his stay.

He signed the waivers, surrendering his body to whoever might inhabit it and understanding that he must return the body he’s given in the same condition that he arrived in it, with a little bit of leeway.  If an inhabitant returned to their body in a state of undress or filled with cum, then it was to their discretion whether they complained.

The bellhop grabbed his bag and led him to his room.  Blake noted that the guy was around the same age as him.

“You must see some sights here,” Blake asked as the pair entered the elevator.

The bellhop turned and Blake clocked the name on his badge.  “You wouldn’t believe it.”

“How the hell did you get a job here, Andy?”

“Connections,” Andy said, looking at the numbers light up above the elevator door.  “First time?”

“Yep.”

“Nervous?”

“As all hell!”

“Enjoy it,” Andy said.  “It’s twenty-four hours and you’ve paid for it.  Remember that.  Don’t waste your chance.”

“I won’t.”  The elevator dinged open.

“And if you embody someone hot and need a hand, come find me,” Andy smiled.

Blake laughed.  He hadn’t considered that he might want a partner to share his new body with.

Andy swiped open the door for Blake and set his bags inside on the bed.  He handed Blake the key.

“Any problems, dial zero for the front-desk.”  He handed Blake his room-card.  “In a few moments you’ll hear a rumble, and we’ll take your scan.  The process will then begin.  Welcome to the Bodyswap Hotel.  I’m sure you’ll enjoy your stay.”

Blake swelled with excitement.  “Thank you,” he said, trying to tame himself.

Andy left the room and alerted the front-desk that their guest was safely where they belonged.  They could now begin the procedure.

Blake sat on his double-bed and looked around at his room.  It was nothing special, as the price of his ticket dictated.  It had an ensuite, a wardrobe and a chair in the corner of the room.

He bit his lip and interlocked his hands, bouncing them on his knees steadily.  Suddenly the room whirred to life and Blake took a deep breath.
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