The roaring voice snapped Lynn out of her trance-like state.


	“State thy wish and it will be so!” Could it be that her wish was still available? The cock life did not seem as great anymore, now that she might have an out. Lynn and May were inextricably connected, somehow, both in body and mind, she could feel it, and May was currently out cold. If she wanted to get out, this was her chance.


	“I wish I turned back into myself!” Incapable of voicing her wish, Lynn focused on the end result as hard as she could. The response was cold and booming.


	“Thy wish can not be fulfilled.” Lynn’s stomach sunk. The glimmer of hope had been snuffed out like a candle. “State thy wish and it will be so,” she heard in her mind, once again.





Could it be that May’s wish was blocking her own? She said permanently, after all. She could feel her mouth, still leaking with precum after being turned into a piss slit. She could feel her legs, turned into a taut scrotum filled with two massive testicles. Her torso, turned into a thick tube. Her butt, directly tied to May’s crotch, forever tying them together. As her fate as a cock slowly enveloped her mind once again, another glimmer of hope danced before her eyes. If they could not be separated, then perhaps…





	“I wish that May and I changed places!” The roaring voice did not respond. For a while, nothing happened, until Lynn suddenly had eyes to open, arms to move, and a cock to stroke. Her eyes shot open, and Lynn found herself in a pool of jizz and vaginal discharge.





Lynn sat up on the earthen floor. How long had she been out? Not too long, she figured, the cock on her crotch was still dribbling cum from its previous venture. She got up on her legs, unsteady as they were after such an orgasm. The view was unfamiliar. Not the scenery, Lynn was still inside the cave, the altar still lit up by a burning torch. No, what was different was her point of view. She must’ve been three or four inches further above the ground than she was used to. Looking down on her body revealed why. Lynn was inside May’s body. Her milky skin, her huge tits, her neat, blonde her. It all belonged to Lynn now. Laughter started bubbling in her chest, out of relief, shock and fear.





Lynn fell flat on her ass again, her legs not steady enough to support her from this barrage of mixing emotions. Had May really been this tall? Had May really had such big breasts? Had May’s hips really been this wide? She couldn’t remember. All she knew was that it all belonged to her now. Everything, including the huge cock nestled between her legs. Lynn wondered whether May was still asleep in there, or whether she had noticed having the tables turned on her. She reached out, instinctively, and found her deep within herself, May still completely out. Again, Lynn stood up and looked around. There was still one more gemstone on the altar.





	“I wonder..." Lynn thought out loud as she walked to the altar, with a sway in her step she had never noticed on May. She grabbed the final gemstone and  held it firmly. Again, she heard the roaring voice, offering another wish. Smirking, she put the gemstone back down.





May was jerked out of her deep slumber. Literally. Lynn was tugging on her previous body made cock, now inhabited by May, and as the blood rushed to the soon to be 12 inch member, May’s mind was flooded with unfamiliar sensations. She couldn’t see. She couldn’t hear. But she could feel. She felt her legs, but no longer legs. She felt her face, but no longer a face. She felt her torso, but no longer a torso. She felt someone tugging at her, caressing her lovingly, stroking her, grabbing her legs in a tight embrace, making her drool. None of it made sense, until she heard a voice in her head.


	“Now who’s a good cock.” Lynn’s voice was unmistakable, and May’s entire body throbbed more violently than before.





Lynn was enjoying her new body. Her tits were larger, her curves more bodacious, and she had a huge, veiny cock between her legs. A cock that was her former bully and previous owner of Lynn’s new body. The thought of having turned the tables so filled Lynn with such euphoria, both her male and female openings were gushing. Reaching out to May again, she said.


	“How about I break you in to your new permanent residency with something more exciting?” Her cock became twice as sensitive in response, May’s displeasure, her desperation, apparent. “How about a vagina?” Lynn said. Bright bolts of lightning shot through May’s mind at the mere utterance of the word. Vagina. That was her purpose. She was a cock. She was meant to fuck. To shoot cum. To impregnate. No! She was May! And Lynn would not get away with this! “I wish I could attach and detach my cock to anything, still feeling the sensation wherever it is,” May heard Lynn say out loud.





The final, the last, the sole green gemstone turned into ash where it stood on the altar, and Lynn knew what to do. With a gentle tug, her cock and balls detached from her groin, leaving her seemingly completely female. But in her hand, the huge organ lingered, throbbing violently. Its size was magnificent. Lynn lifted it up to her face, reveling in its grotesque shape, smelling the unfamiliar male musk coming from it. This was May’s new body. This was her fate. Forever nothing but a toy for Lynn to play with whenever she pleased. No wishes remained.





Lynn gaped, and barely managed to envelop the cockhead with her mouth. A shock went through her, the sudden stimulation making her knees go weak. May was stunned. The slippery warmth around her head made her lose all sense of time and space. Lynn’s tongue traced the ridge underneath the glans of her cock, exploring the frenulum, teasing the slit. It was unlike anything she had felt before, and she shortly felt it again. The pressure building in her. The immediate need for release, and the desperation to do anything to get over the edge.





But she pulled free. The cock stood proud in the air, once again. Lynn could feel May begging her to continue, to let her cum. But she had other plans in mind. She knew what to do. Placing the cock that was longer than her forearm on the altar, another gentle tug locked it in place. The cock was attached to the altar, turgidly standing skyward, but Lynn still felt the cold underground air on it, she still felt her fingers lightly touching the crown, she still felt May’s desperate pleas for release. With a single graceful move, Lynn was on top of the altar, cock directly below her pussy.


	“What do you think, May? Wanna go?” May throbbed angrily in response.





With a single stroke, Lynn plunged the entire cock into herself. She spasmed as she came down, her womanly parts pushing her over the edge for the first time in her new body. But May, her cock, did not join the celebration. Instead, it throbbed violently inside her, seemingly growing three sizes. Lynn could feel it. Her cock being all the way inside someone. A cock being all the way inside her. Her deepest depths were being poked and prodded by her own monster cock, and her orgasms were closing in again. Her stomach bulged with the massive tool within her, clearly visible on her abdomen. The sensation was overwhelming, but Lynn’s hips started gyrating instinctively.





The increased stimulation drove Lynn wild. Soon she could do nothing but impale herself again and again on the monstrous cock. Each movement caused her to see white. Each movement kept May dazed. With every passing second, Lynn could feel her cock grow, her scrotum tighten, and finally, she felt herself release. With a sudden spasm of her cock, she could feel herself cumming both ways. Cum exploded out of her cock, filling her womb with every spurt. Her own cum, inside her own womb. Every spurt filled her more, with no way of escape. Her stomach grew and distended with every passing moment. By the time she finished cumming, and her vagina loosened its grip on her own manhood, she looked six months pregnant. Exhausted, she fell off her shrinking cock, her own cum oozing out of her swollen stomach.


	“You’re such a good cock,” Lynn said, almost passed out from the overwhelming orgasm.





With the cock shrunken and attached to its rightful place, Lynn cleaned up as best she could and put on May’s clothes. She had been right. None of it fit properly, stretching and pulling on her voluptuous new body in ways they had not previously done. Perhaps her previous body’s mass had moved to May when she shrunk? Such trivial questions were of no importance. May was safely tuckered inbetween her legs, and Lynn had a school to conquer. Climbing out of the hole she had entered through, May emerged as a new person, smiling, happier than ever before.





