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The Swap Spirit

by Emily Cummings

Bound by a spirit; Threads yet riven of fate;  Choices must be wrought.  New to her gender; Exploring her desire; By a hunter sought.  Of ways to fly free; Few more to seek purity; Else, free will is naught.  Lust's hazy fingers claw; Perched over the deep abyss; Now, witness your lot.  Gender Bender Erotica
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Episode 1: Bound
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SHE STOOD AWKWARDLY, one hand sliding up and down the opposite arm, her large, blue eyes furtively glancing back and forth. Her lips were pressed into a thin line, a nervous expression at odds with the playful, navy-blue bikini she wore.

The woman's companion emerged from the restroom, adjusting the strings of her racy, multi-colored bikini while regarding the nervous woman critically.

"Relax, Alex," she instructed, "You look perfect."

"I look like a girl," Alex replied, looking down at her gorgeous, slender form. "And this bikini is so small, it feels like everyone is looking at me, Rachel"

"You're hot," Rachel replied simply. "That bikini looks great on you. You were lucky that mine fit so well."

"Fit" was a generous term. While it was true the two-piece technically remained in place, it barely covered the "goods". And Alex's breasts were slightly larger than Rachel's, constantly feeling apt to pop free.

"I don't want to be hot," Alex whined. "All I want is to understand why I woke up in this body, I don't know how you talked me into wearing this ridiculous thing."

"Camouflage. The Shaman' works down by the beach, and a girl that looks like you has to wear appropriate attire or people will get suspicious."

Alex looked around and conceded the point. It seemed like everyone on this beach was stunning, men and women alike. Men in designer trunks, women in revealing bikinis. She just wanted this whole thing over with and to be back in her normal, masculine body.

The pair wound their way along the walkway, slipping around cyclists, pedestrians, and streetside vendors offering various wares for sale. To Alex, it seemed like everyone she passed was studying her body in excruciating detail.

Of course, she couldn't hold that against them. After overcoming the shock of waking up as a woman, she had studied her body in great detail. All stunning curves, a tiny waisted torso leading to a graceful neck and sensuous facial features, topped with a shock of blonde curls that glimmered in the harsh California sunlight.

"This is it," Rachel announced, gesturing at a royal purple tent festooned with beads, runic symbols and a sign which read, "Shaman" in a hasty script. She held the tent flap open and gestured for Alex to move inside.

Alex winced at the overwhelming, acrid odor which assaulted her senses. Marijuana and incense in equal measure surged in her nostrils as she nearly vomited from the stench. Once she blinked the tears away, she studied the interior. A squat, bearded man sat behind a scratched crystal ball, strange crystals swaying about his balding head in the dusky, candle strewn interior. It was sweltering under the canopy and for the first time Alex was glad to be wearing such scant clothing.

"Welcome," rasped the figure, gesturing with a robed arm towards the pair of seats across the table. "I've been expecting you."

Alex rolled her eyes and turned to leave, but Rachel nudged her back towards the old man and reluctantly, she let herself be led to the chair. The pair sat, Rachel eagerly, Alex self-conscious under the shaman's leering gaze.

"What brings such a beautiful pair of young ladies to my establishment?" the shaman wondered aloud as if to the universe. "Perhaps you seek a love potion to woo a reluctant suitor. Or perhaps you seek to know the future fate has in store by reading your palm."

Alex snorted, despite herself. This was all nonsense. She should've trusted her instinct instead of her roommate and gone to a doctor. She had always known Rachel to be of a "mystical persuasion”, but the girl was so kind and eager to help her newly feminized roommate. Alex couldn't bring herself to say no.

Leaning across the table, Rachel reached for the old man's hands, wrinkled and covered in rings.

"Please, my roommate Alex was a man before today. He just woke up today like this," she gestured at Alex who flushed slightly in embarrassment. "Last month you predicted that my cousin would find love before the next full moon, and she got engaged this weekend! If anyone can help her, you can."

"Hmmmm," the Shaman mused, stroking his beard and looking Alex up and down. "I confess you look like a lovely young lady. Are you sure you aren't just trying to have a goof on an old man?"

"I'm a man," Alex insisted, putting her fist down on the table. It came across as rather more petulant than she intended. "I know it sounds crazy."

"Not at all," the old man consoled, taking his hand from Rachel's grasp to wave away the concern. "Let us consult the crystal ball."

Alex resisted the urge to roll her eyes again, even as the crystal ball swelled with smoke and swirled ominously in the flickering candlelight. She was mesmerized by the swaying crystals reflected through its inner light.

"Oh my," the shaman murmured, his brows knitting in worry. "It's worse than I suspected."

Despite herself, Alex felt her heart flutter as Rachel leaned forward again. "What is it?" she asked.

"Your friend is possessed. Her body is inhabited by the soul of a woman who died... uh... romantically unfulfilled. The only cure is to satisfy the unsated desire, however..."

"This is absurd," Alex interrupted, rising to her feet and sending the chair toppling backwards onto the floor. She ignored the strange sensation of jiggling as she looked down her nose at the Shaman. "Ghosts, possession? Ridiculous! I've had enough of this."

Alex stormed out of the tent, as the shaman called after. "Please, you must listen. The spirit within you is suppressed by your will for now, but..."

"Rachel, you can listen to this charlatan, I'll wait outside."

Alex fumed outside the tent, walking back and forth across the entrance with her arms crossed awkwardly. She cursed the breasts contained in the too small bathing suit and groaned with fury.

"You look like you could use a drink," said a voice from behind.

Alex spun to find a handsome, perfectly tanned stud leaning beside the tent. His smile showed a row of orderly white teeth, and she found her eyes drawn to his chiseled 6-pack and his smile broadened as she realized what she was doing. Why had she done that?

As if to move past the discomfort Alex stared fixedly at the dark brown eyes of the stranger. "I'd love a drink actually," she confessed, then looked down at her bikini clad figure and said, "Unfortunately, I don't have any cash on hand."

The stranger's reaction surprised her. His eyes widened with confusion. He looked around as if to verify that someone was playing a prank on him.

"I'm offering to buy you a drink, gorgeous. A lady who looks like you shouldn't ever have to frown where a bar and true gentleman reside."

Of course. Alex mentally kicked herself. She was a girl, a hot one. She didn't have to pay a dime to get hammered. And she desperately needed to get drunk after that embarrassment of a Shaman implied she was possessed. Having been so concerned with the unexpected transition, Alex hadn't even considered the benefits of her situation.  
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Episode 2: Leave Taking
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Then again, was it smart to leave Rachel behind for this stranger? For several seconds she was wracked with uncertainty. Finally, she sighed and decided her need for a stiff drink exceeded her hesitation.

With an uncharacteristic wink, she said, "Lead the way handsome!"

The stranger grinned and gestured for her to follow. "Right this way."

Alex was glad he turned and couldn't see her turn pink with embarrassment. What on earth had she been thinking to say that? It was like her mouth had a mind of its own. And she'd acted so... girly! Now here she was following a stranger who wanted to buy her a drink.

"What?" she asked, as she suddenly realized the stranger had said something.

"I said, my name is Marcus, what's yours?

"My name is Alex," she mumbled, still distracted by her embarrassment.

"Alice, huh? That's a pretty name. Do you have a boyfriend, Alice?"

"No, I..."

"No? That's a bit surprising, you on the prowl?"

"The prowl? I don't..."

"A good girl, huh?" Marcus interrupted again. "Nice! All the girls I keep meeting are such huge sluts. What are you drinking?"

Alex hadn't even noticed they had reached the open-air bar. She had been so distracted by the barrage of questions. Marcus was already sitting on a stool and patted the one next to him and nodded to the bartender, a tall, stone-faced gentleman waited patiently to hear her order. They were both staring at her so intently, it made her shiver.

"I'll have a whiskey sour," she announced. Immediately, she regretted the order. Should she have ordered a girlier drink?

Marcus nodded approvingly as the bartender prepared the drink. "On me of course. Oh, before we met, I was planning to meet a few friends and... Look, there they are."

He waved to a pair of men who approached. The taller of the two smiled, his brilliant white teeth glittering in the late afternoon sunlight. He extended a hand which enveloped hers. "Who's this pretty young lady?" he asked.

Before Alex could answer, Marcus chimed in. "This is Alice. She told me she's looking for a boyfriend and I promised to help her find one."

"Really?"

The incredulous look on his face was oddly charming, and their cheerful banter discouraged her from interrupting to correct Marcus. Just as she was about to reply, her eyes registered motion and she turned as the bartender placed the drink on a coaster by her side. He offered a thin smile and said, "Enjoy."

She lifted the drink to her lips with two delicate hands and savored the taste of Irish whisky. The bartender hadn't skimped on the alcohol, in fact she had to stifle a wince. Was this body not able to handle alcohol properly?

"...do for a living?"

"Huh?" Alex jolted, turning back to face the trio who were all looking at her intently. They laughed good naturedly.

"I said, my name is Ben," the tall, smiling man replied. "What do you do
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