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Timothy

I strolled up the winding path, kicking up dust with my boots. The abandoned park loomed ahead, rusty gates creaking in the breeze. Overgrown vines snaked up the railings, as if nature itself was reclaiming this forgotten place.

My heart pounded with anticipation. Samantha would be here any minute. I adjusted my shirt, hoping I looked casual yet irresistible. This had to go perfectly.

The stories about this park had caught her interest - tales of dark rituals and ancient power lingering in the shadows. I knew her fascination with the occult. If I played my cards right, this crumbling relic could be the perfect backdrop for seduction.

Dry leaves crunched behind me. I spun around, greeted by Samantha's dazzling smile. My breath caught in my throat as I drank in her curves, those long legs emerging from cutoff shorts.

"You made it." I grinned, hoping my voice didn't betray my nerves.

"Like I'd miss this." She brushed a stray blonde lock from her face. "So? What's the story with this place?"

I leaned back against the rusty gates, drinking in Samantha's rapt attention. "You want to know about this place? Well, buckle up, It's got one hell of a story."

I paused for dramatic effect, watching her lips part ever so slightly in anticipation. Damn, she was a vision. Forcing my mind back on track, I launched into the twisted tale.

"Back in the 1600s, when the Puritans were cracking down on anything they deemed unholy, this park served as a sanctuary. A hidden meeting ground for those practicing the old ways - witches, if you want to put a name to it."

Sam's eyes widened, and I savored the delicious thrill of having her under my spell.

"They'd gather here under the veil of night, well away from prying eyes. Cloaked figures dancing around bonfires, chanting in languages long forgotten. Conducting rituals and ceremonies that would make your toes curl."

I leaned forward, my voice dropping to a conspiratorial murmur. "Some say the spirits they summoned still linger, bound to this hallowed ground by profane incantations. You can feel it in the air, if you're sensitive to that kind of thing - an electric charge, like the veil between worlds is thin. This park was their only haven to practice their arts in peace, free from persecution." Sam was fully entranced now. "Who knows what depravities they got up to under the moon's watch?"

A grin spread across her face, as if she couldn't be more excited. She was so into this. "Come on let's check it out!" She bounced on her feet.


Samantha

I smoothed my hands over my tight jean shorts, making sure to accentuate my curves. His strong jaw was set, those piercing green eyes locked onto me. I bit my lip, admiring the swell of his biceps straining against his t-shirt as he walked with that confident swagger. He's definitely easy on the eyes.

"Alright, lead the way." he rumbled in that deep voice, flashing me a crooked smile. I couldn't help but rake my gaze over his broad shoulders and chiseled frame. This guy clearly spent time at the gym. His eyes traveled appreciatively over my body and I straightened my stance, pushing my breasts out a bit. I had to fight back a smirk, I definitely got his attention.

I slipped my fingers into his calloused grip, enjoying the strength and comfort of his hand in mine. Up close, I could smell his crisp, masculine scent. My heart kicked up a notch.

We made our way down the cracked pavement path, the rusted playground equipment looming ahead. I couldn't resist pressing into Timothy's side, my free hand skating over those rock-hard abs. He sucks in a breath but doesn't stop me.

I lead Timothy by the hand, our fingers laced together, further into the dilapidated park. Rusted chains creaked in the light breeze as we passed several broken swing sets. Shards of broken glass from various debris crunched beneath our shoes.

"This place is creepy as hell," Timothy murmured, squeezing my hand.

I couldn't help but grin at the hint of unease in his deep voice. "What's the matter, big guy? You aren't scared, are you?"

He scoffed, puffing out that broad chest. "You wish, sweetheart."

Sweeping my free hand along a splintered railing, I trailed my fingers through the dust and cobwebs coating the wood. "Just saying, there could be all sorts of ghosties lurking about."

Timothy barked out a laugh, the sound echoing off the crumbling brick walls surrounding us. I shiver at the eerie sound, the fine hairs along my arms standing on end.

Up ahead, a tattered teddy bear lay discarded, one button eye dangling by a thread. Yellow stuffing poking out from the rips in its fur. Resisting the urge to edge closer to Timothy, I forged ahead, my boots crunching through the overgrown weeds.

We rounded the corner and I froze, my breath catching. An ancient, moss-covered well stood before us. Ivy grew up its stone sides, strangling it with thick green tendrils. It was beautiful.

"Look," Timothy whispered, pointing to the base of the well.

There, half-buried beneath a carpet of dead leaves, lay a battered leather-bound book. I crouched down, brushing the detritus aside to reveal the ornate cover, the lettering faded but still visible.

"I can't read this," I traced the embossed letters with my fingertips. The letters were of some ancient language.

"What do you think it is?" Timothy asked, craning his neck to gain a better look. I cracked open the book, spreading the pages. There was page after page of scribbled sigils and ancient markings. They seemed to shake and move, just a little bit, as if vibrating.

As I flipped through the pages I landed on a passage where the words seemed to jump out at me. As if taken over by an unseen force, I couldn't help but blurt out the words. They came strangely off my tongue, as if my mouth couldn't quite form the proper shapes.

The words tumbled from my lips, strange and guttural, as if spoken by someone else entirely. A shiver raced up my spine, the fine hairs along my arms standing on end. I felt the charge of electricity in the air, every nerve ending buzzing with an unseen energy.

Timothy's eyes went wide, his mouth dropping open. "Sam...what the hell was that?"

I shook my head, at a loss. The book lay open before me, the ancient markings shimmering and twisting as if alive. A faint glow seemed to emanate from the weathered pages.

Another tremor coursed through me and I gasped, my skin erupting in goosebumps. It was as if something unseen brushed against me, raising the tiny hairs along the back of my neck. A strange, dizzying sensation washed over me, the world tilting slightly.

Timothy reached for me, his brows furrowed with concern. "You alright?"

"I...I don't know," I murmured, my voice shaky. "Something's not right."

The air itself seemed charged, electric, making the little fine hairs on my arms stand up. The markings in the book seemed to undulate, moving of their own accord like wriggling worms. I watched, transfixed, as the pages began turning by themselves, flipping rapidly.

A low, droning hum built in my ears, growing steadily louder. It reverberated through my very bones until I could feel it thrumming in my chest. The ancient script blurred together into an indecipherable mess, my vision swimming.

Timothy's hand clamped down on my shoulder and I jumped, letting out a startled cry. His face was etched with worry, those green eyes searching mine.

"Samantha? What's happening?"

My heart thundered in my ears, adrenaline spiking through my veins. I clutched the book to my chest as the droning reached a fever pitch, the pages flapping wildly. My head spun and I squeezed my eyes shut against the dizzying whirl of motion.

Just as quickly as it started, the deafening hum cut off and an eerie silence fell over us once more. I cracked my eyes open, sucking in ragged breaths. The book lay still in my arms, its pages settled. But the air still crackled with that unseen charge, the fine hairs on my body standing at attention.

I met Timothy's bewildered stare, my mouth dry. "I have no idea..."


Timothy

The drive back to my place was tense and quiet. Sam sat in the passenger seat, arms folded across her chest, staring out the window. Her blonde hair fell in messy waves, partially obscuring her face. I kept stealing glances at her, my knuckles white from gripping the steering wheel too tightly.

What the hell had we just stumbled upon in that abandoned park? That ancient book...the strange symbols and markings scrawled across the yellowed pages. I had thought it would be a fun little adventure, exploring the ruins with Sam. But the words, as soon as she read them aloud, it was like something shifted inside me.

An unsettling energy coursed through my veins, making my skin prickle with unease. I couldn't quite put my finger on it, but something felt distinctly off, changed somehow.

I pulled into my driveway, putting the car in park but leaving the engine idling. Sam finally turned to look at me, her blue eyes wide with a mixture of fear and exhilaration.

"Did you feel that too?" she asked in a hushed voice. "Like the world tilted on its axis for a moment?"

I gave a slow nod, unable to find the words. My mouth was dry, my heart hammering against my ribs. Sam reached across the console, taking my clammy hand in hers and giving it a reassuring squeeze.

"I'm glad you're letting me stay the night with you," She said. Her touch was reassuring, a blossom of warmth in my hand that seemed to whisper. Everything will be okay.

I led Sam inside my house, flicking on lights as we went. The place looked tidy enough, I hoped. My heart was still pounding from the strange encounter at the abandoned park.

"Make yourself at home," I told her, gesturing vaguely around the living room. "I'll get the spare room set up for you."

Sam nodded, slipping off her jacket. Her tight t-shirt clung to her curves in a way that made my mouth go dry. I tore my eyes away before she caught me staring.

In the guest bedroom, I stripped the bed down to the flat sheet, leaving just a couple pillows. Simple, but it would do for the night. When I returned, Sam was perched on the edge of the couch, knees pulled up to her chest. Her blonde hair spilled over one shoulder as she gazed at me with those big blue eyes.

"I can take the couch if you want," I offered, feeling awkward. "The bed's made up for you."

She shook her head. "No, I'm fine out here. Thanks for letting me stay over…" Her voice trailed off, but I knew what she meant. That strange, unsettling feeling from reading the ancient book's text still lingered.

"Of course. Get some rest, we can figure this out in the morning." I gave her what I hoped was a reassuring smile.

As I headed for my own bedroom, I couldn't help sneaking another look at the alluring curves of her body, the way her shirt rode up to expose a tantalizing strip of toned midriff. Damn, she was hot. But I didn't want to make her uncomfortable by coming on too strong, not after the night we'd had. Baby steps.

I collapsed onto my bed with a sigh. Whatever that book had awakened, we were in this together now. And I would keep Sam safe, no matter what.


Samantha

I nestled into Tim's large and comfy couch. My heart was still pounding from the terrifying experience at the abandoned park. That ancient book...just thinking about the strange symbols and disturbing imagery made my skin crawl.

Trying to calm my nerves, I focused on Tim instead. He was being such a gentleman, offering that I take the bed while he crashed on the couch. I couldn't do that to him of course. A small smile tugged at my lips as I remembered his warm green eyes and the concerned crease of his brow when he saw how shaken I was. Even with his tough exterior, Tim had a caring side that made me feel safe. A feminine side.

I pulled the covers up to my chin, snuggling deeper into the plush mattress. My eyelids grew heavy as exhaustion from the day's events washed over me. Strange… I could have sworn I felt an odd tingling sensation ripple across my skin. But it was probably just my imagination playing tricks after that creepy book.

Stifling a yawn, I let my eyes drift shut. Tim was just down the hall if I needed him. Everything would be okay. The faint sound of the TV drifted into my thoughts, a comforting sound. As sleep claimed me, a final thought flickered through my mind - at least that damned book was far away now...

I hung suspended in an inky black void, the darkness enveloping me like a thick, suffocating blanket. My heart pounded in my chest, the sound echoing loudly in this empty expanse. I didn't know where I was or how I got there, but a sense of unease crept up my spine.

Reaching out with trembling hands, I grasped at the nothingness around me, searching for something, anything to anchor me. That's when I felt it – a faint presence, a flicker of familiarity in the abyss. Tim. He's here, somewhere, and I could sense him nearby.

Desperation fueled my movements as I propelled myself forward, my arms outstretched, reaching for the only thing that felt real in this place between time and space. The void stretched endlessly, but I pushed on, my fingers grasping at the emptiness, yearning to feel the warmth of his touch.

Suddenly, my hand brushed against something solid, and I latched onto it with all my might. It was him, I could feel it – the contours of his body, the steady rise and fall of his chest. Relief washed over me, and I clung to him like a lifeline, my fingers digging into the fabric of his shirt.

"Tim," I whispered, my voice trembling. "I'm here."

His arms encircled me, pulling me closer, and I buried my face in the crook of his neck, inhaling his familiar scent. In this endless void, he was my anchor, my tether to reality.

Suddenly, something snapped.


Timothy

I drifted through an endless expanse of nothingness, shadows swirling all around me. My heart pounded in my chest as a sense of dread washed over me. I was searching for something—someone—but I couldn't make out what or who.

A faint whisper echoed in the void. "Sam?"

I whirled around, straining to see through the inky blackness. There! A flicker of movement, a fleeting glimpse of golden hair. "Sam! Where are you?"

Stumbling forward, I reach out with trembling hands, grasping at the empty air. My fingers brush against soft skin and I pull her into my arms, holding her tight against my chest. She clings to me, her body trembling.

Our embrace ignited a brilliant flash of blinding light. I squeezed my eyes shut against the searing brightness, and when I opened them again, everything had changed.

I was lying in an unfamiliar place, sunlight filtering through sheer curtains. Glancing down, I sucked in a sharp breath. These weren't my arms—they were now slender and toned, adorned with delicate bracelets. My gaze drifted and I nearly choked. Ample breasts swelled beneath the thin sheets, the curves unmistakably feminine.

With a rising sense of panic, I threw back the covers and stared at the long, tanned legs stretched out before me. Trembling hands roamed over the flat stomach, the flared hips, the most intimate parts that were definitely not my own.

A strangled gasp escaped my lips—no, not my lips. They were fuller, painted with a soft pink gloss. I scrambled off the couch, my new body moving with an unfamiliar grace as I stumbled toward the mirror.

The reflection that greeted me was one of utter disbelief. Samantha's face, those piercing blue eyes wide with shock, plump lips parted in a silent scream. I reached up to touch her—my—face, fingers brushing against the silky blonde tresses that cascaded over bare shoulders.

This couldn’t be happening. It had to be some sort of twisted dream, a nightmare conjured from the strange events of last night. But as my hands roamed over the unmistakable curves of Samantha's body, the truth became terrifyingly clear.

Somehow, impossibly, I'd awoken in her form.

My heart was hammering so loud I was afraid the neighbors might hear it. This body, it was so different, yet oddly familiar from my time with Samantha. My eyes traced the contours of my—her—new form, drinking in the sight of myself as a woman.

I reached up to touch my cheek, marveling at the softness of my skin, the delicate curve of my jaw. My fingers trailed down my neck, over my collarbone, and I couldn't help but pause, captivated by the swell of my breasts. They were so full and round, perfectly fitting in my palms. I gave a soft squeeze, feeling a strange mix of arousal and confusion.

As I explored further, my breath quickened. My thumbs brushing over the sensitive peaks, sending shivers through my body. It was like an electric current running straight to my core, and I couldn't help but continue, curious and eager for more.

Sliding my hands down, I traced the contours of my ribs, the dip of my waist, and the flare of my hips. The sensations were overwhelming and indescribable. It's me, yet not me, and that made me somehow even more excited.

I stepped closer to the mirror, seeking validation that this was real, craving the sight of Samantha's body responding to my touch. My fingers slip beneath the waistband of my shorts, dancing over the silky smooth skin hidden beneath sheer fabric. A soft moan escapes my lips as I stroke, my touch increasingly bolder.

I bit my lip, my eyes fluttering closed as my breath came in short gasps. The sensations were building, coiling tighter within me. I quickened the pace, seeking release, wanting—needing—to feel the climax that's building within this body.

Just as I think I can't take much more, it broke over me, wave after wave of pure, intense sensation. My body shook, my knees buckled, and I stumbled back onto the couch. My heart was racing, my breath ragged, and I was left shaking in the aftermath.

What the hell just happened?


Samantha

I woke with a start, gasping for air like I'd been drowning. My heart pounded in my chest, the beat so strong I could feel it throbbing in my temples. Sweat beaded on my skin as I took in my surroundings with wild, panicked eyes.

This wasn't the couch.

The sheets tangled around my legs felt coarse, unfamiliar. A musky, masculine scent clung to the air, nothing like the floral perfumes I favored. Frowning, I glanced down at my hands braced against the mattress.

They were bigger than I remembered. Thicker, with bulging veins along the backs. My nails were trimmed short, the knuckles calloused and rough. A strangled sound caught in my throat as dread washed over me in icy waves.

Fumbling for the lamp, I clicked it on and gasped at my reflection in the mirror across the room. Instead of my familiar heart-shaped face framed by golden tresses, I saw a strong, chiseled jaw covered in a light dusting of stubble. Short brown hair stuck up at odd angles, and vivid green eyes blinked back at me, wide with shock.

Tim's eyes. Tim's face. Tim's body.

My trembling fingers explored the hard plains of a chest sporting a smattering of hair. They drifted lower, skimming over ridges of defined abdominal muscles and the sharp cut of hip bones peeking above the waistband of loose sweatpants. A strangled whimper bubbled up from deep in my throat.

How was this possible? The ancient book, that surge of power—had it done this to us? Switched our souls into each other's bodies?

A strange sort of giddiness sparked beneath the terror gripping me. Tim's broad shoulders flexed as I rolled them experimentally. His large, calloused hands clenched into fists, the corded muscles of his arms bunching with the motion. I'd never felt such raw, masculine power contained in my own form before.

It was...intoxicating. Scary, yes, but also thrilling in a way that set my blood racing hotter. I found myself curious to explore. The need further pulled at me with invisible, irresistible fingers.

With a hesitant touch, I let my fingers dip below my waistband, tracing the contours of my new manhood. It felt strange to have this solid weight between my legs, a heaviness that had never been there before. I cupped myself gently, testing the reaction of this foreign body.

It stirred under my touch, swelling with unexpected life. A soft groan escaped my lips, turning into a shocked gasp as a flash of pure, potent pleasure arced through me. My hips jerked reflexively at the sensations sparking from my touch.

I felt a primal need deep within, urging me to claim this body as my own, to revel in the masculine power that it offered. Experimentally, I stroked myself again, relishing the feel of it.

The sounds spilling from my mouth were unfamiliar, rougher, tinged with a husky edge that I'd only heard from the men I'd been with. I felt the muscles of my thighs tensing, my body urging me to thrust into the grip of my own hand. The sensations were sparking pleasure all over, need coiling tighter and tighter in the pit of my stomach.

I wanted to keep going, see how far I could take myself. Test how this body responded to my touch, to my unspoken commands. It was like discovering a whole new realm of existence, one where I got to be someone else for a while.

I gave a shaky laugh at the absurdity of it all. Here I was, feeling like a teenager again, exploring my body for the first time, only this time it wasn't my own. The power dynamic was thrilling—to be in control of this masculine form, to wield its strength.

My laughter cut off abruptly as I heard a soft, rhythmic sound coming from the other room. Freezing, I listened intently, my heart pounding in my ears. It sounded like—no, it couldn't be.

With cautious steps, I made my way towards the source of the noise, my body buzzing with a strange mixture of apprehension and excitement. Peeking around the doorway, I spotted a figure sprawled wantonly on the couch in the dimly lit room.

It was Tim. But not the Tim I knew. This Tim had my face, my long blonde hair spilling over the cushions. His chest heaved with sharp, ragged breaths as one hand raked through his hair while the other—

My breath caught in my throat as I realized what was happening. This new version of Tim was touching himself, stroking the length of his sex through the thin fabric of what once was my panties. I couldn't tear my eyes away as a flush spread across his cheeks and a hungry look clouded his eyes—my eyes.

A soft moan escaped his lips, and my body responded as if the sound had been my own. I felt a tightening in my chest, a strange, alluring warmth spreading across my new member. It was as if I were watching myself, experiencing the same things I had only moments ago, but now from the other side of the coin.

"Oh, fuck," he groaned, his hips bucking sharply as he slid his hand beneath the fabric.

My breath hitched as I watched, entranced, my own exploration forgotten. This was unreal, a surreal turn of events that had me teetering on the edge of madness. I wanted to look away, but I was powerless against the urge to keep watching, to see how he reacted to my body.

His back arched, thrusting against the cradle of his hand. "God, yes," he gasped, hips stuttering as he reached for more. "So close."

The sight of him losing control pushed something deep within me over the edge. It was like watching myself surrender, the most private part of my soul laid bare. I felt a connection to this stranger, this new version of Tim, that I couldn't explain.

Without warning, his body went rigid, his back bowing sharply off the couch as he cried out hoarsely. His release pulsed against his fingers, a visceral display that sent a shockwave of intimate familiarity through me.

The room fell silent, save for our harsh, overlapping breaths. I stood there, transfixed.

"Sam?" The voice that emerged from his lips was mine, tinged with uncertainty and wonder. "What the fuck is happening?"

"The book," I whispered, my voice rough as I slowly approached Tim sprawled out on the couch. "That surge of power we felt, it must have triggered something. Some ancient magic we don't understand."

I could scarcely believe the words leaving my mouth, yet here we were. I'd always dreamed of exploring the mystical, the fantastical, but never in a million years could I have imagined something like this.

"This is crazy." Tim's eyes widened further as they drifted downward, taking in the state of my new body. "Is that...?"

A tinge of self-consciousness crept up my neck, heating my cheeks. "It would seem our bodies have, uh, reacted to our current situations." I glanced down, confirming what I already knew. My male form was very much aroused, my erection straining against the constricting fabric of my boxers.

"I guess we're both a little worked up," I mumbled, feeling a strange mix of embarrassment and raw, primal desire. It was like my body was reacting independently of my mind, the masculine form craving to be touched, to dominate and possess.

"Worked up, huh?" Tim arched a delicate eyebrow, a mischievous smile playing at the corners of his lips. "Well, I suppose we have some time to kill before we figure out how to change back. Might as well make the most of our new bodies, r-right?"

The suggestion hung in the air between us, heavy with unspoken possibilities. I felt my breath quicken, my pulse thrumming in my veins like a drumbeat urging me onward. The female form that Tim now inhabited looked at me with a smoldering heat that I knew all too well. I had seen that hunger in my reflection many times. Now it was directed at me, and a thrill ran through me.

I knew what it meant to feel that longing, that deep, aching need to surrender.

Stepping closer, I saw the desire burning in his eyes. Everything about this was wrong, yet all I could focus on was how right it felt in that moment.

"Lie back," I whispered, a hint of a command in my voice. I watched as he obeyed, his movements hesitant.

The look he gave me sent a jolt straight to my core. The mix of curiosity, nervousness, and sheer lust shining in those familiar eyes made my blood sing. My body responded as if to a primal call, urging me to mark what was now mine, if only for this fleeting moment.

I spread his legs apart, my breath catching at the sight of his most intimate core laid bare before me. The scent of his arousal filled my nostrils, sending a rush of heady excitement through my veins. I wanted to taste him, to experience the most intimate connection possible with this new, tantalizing version of Tim.

Leaning down, I ran my tongue along his sensitive folds, savoring the unique flavor that was purely him. A soft moan escaped his lips, his hips jerking reflexively at the first touch. I smiled against his skin, my breath causing him to squirm as I delved deeper, experimenting with what brought him the most pleasure.

His taste was exquisite. I licked and teased, relishing every sound that fell from his lips, every shift of his body that revealed his most sensitive spots. I wanted to explore every inch of this new terrain, commit every contour and taste to memory.

"Oh, fuck," he breathed, his voice rough and strained as I zeroed in on a particularly sensitive spot. "That feels so good, Sam. Don't stop."

Hearing my name fall from his lips like that sent a spike of heat straight to my core. It was like being initiated into some secret club, experiencing the forbidden fruit that only a select few got to taste. I felt a rush of possessiveness, wanting to brand this body as mine, to leave my mark in a way that would forever tie us together.

I increased the pressure, my tongue dancing over his swollen, throbbing core. His body trembled beneath my mouth, his hands grasping at the cushions as he bucked his hips helplessly. I could sense the tension coiling tighter within him, the raw, powerful emotions bubbling just beneath the surface.

"Don't stop," he gasped, his voice cracking as he teetered on the edge.

"Don't stop what?" I paused, lifting my head up briefly.

"Don't stop please," He begged, sending another crackle of electricity jolting through my body.

"Good girl."


Timothy

I couldn’t believe how good this felt. I couldn't help but moan and squirm as her tongue worked its way over me. Her hands were strong and confident, holding me open and exposing me.

"Sam, oh God, Sam," I gasped.

I'm not sure if I was begging her to stop or to continue. My whole body was shaking, and I could feel the couch digging into my back, but I didn't care. I tightened my grip on her short brown hair, arching my back, thrusting my hips into her as I cried out again.

Sam finally looked up at me, her face flushed and eyes gleaming with a wild light. She licked her lips, and I could see a mixture of desire and something more primal burning within them. My heart skipped a beat as I realized the effect I had on her.

"You taste so good. Now it's your turn."

Sam stripped off her boxers, revealing her new hard length to me.

I stared at her, my heart pounding in my chest. This was so wrong, but it felt so right. I could feel my resistance melting away as I took in the sight of her—all hard angles and bulging muscles. I wanted to touch, to explore, and to taste.

I slowly leaned forward, my breath hot against her skin. I could feel her cock twitch beneath me, and I knew she wanted this as much as I did. My lips wrapped around her swollen head, and I suckled gently.

A soft moan escaped her, and I felt a tremor run through her body. I took that as encouragement and began to lick and suck with more fervor. My hands roamed over her strong thighs and firm ass, pulling her closer. I wanted to devour her, to feel her lose control beneath my touch.

"Oh fuck, Tim," she groaned, her hands tangling in my hair. "Yes, just like that."

Her hips began to move, thrusting gently into my mouth. I relaxed my jaw and took her in deeper, moaning softly as I did so. The vibrations of my moans sent shivers through her, and I could feel her getting harder, thicker in my mouth. I hollowed my cheeks, sucking and swirling my tongue, wanting to please her, to make her lose herself in the moment. 


Samantha

The feeling of Tim's warm, wet mouth on me was driving me wild. I'd never felt such pleasure from another person before. I could feel my cock throbbing as he took me deeper into his mouth, his lips wrapping tightly around my shaft. I wanted to fuck his face, but I also didn't want this moment to end. I relished in the sensation, grinding my hips gently, guiding him along my length.

God, just looking at him like this was a turn-on. Seeing his feminine side come out as he submitted to me was something I never expected, but it had me more excited than I'd ever been.

"Fuck, Tim... you look so damn sexy like that. Never thought I'd see you like this..." I groaned, running my hands through his soft, blonde hair.

He let out a soft moan, the vibrations sending shivers up my spine. I could feel my orgasm building, and I wanted to make this moment last, but I knew I wasn't going to be able to hold back much longer.

"I'm close..." I warned, not wanting to catch him off guard.

He hummed in response, his eyes looking up at me, a mix of innocence and lust in his gaze. That look only pushed me further over the edge. I gripped his hair tighter, guiding him faster along my length.

And then I came, crying out as I filled his mouth with my release. He didn't miss a beat, sucking and licking me dry as I rode out my intense orgasm. I felt weak at the knees as the pleasure washed over me, and I had to grip the couch for support.

I looked down at him, panting lightly, a satisfied smile on my face. "Damn, Tim... I never knew you were so good at that."

He sat up, a coy smile on his lips, and I could see a mix of my cum and his saliva dripping from his mouth. He swallowed, licking his lips, and then stood up, pressing his body against mine. I could feel his erect nipples against my chest, and it sent a jolt of desire through me again.

"Let me show you how good I can be," he whispered, his hot breath tickling my ear. "I want to feel that big cock inside me..."

Like magic, I was erect again.

I wasted no time in taking control. With a swift motion, I spun him over, his front hitting the couch cushions, his legs spread as they hit the ground. I couldn't get enough of this new body of mine.

Leaning down, I gripped his soft ass cheeks, admiring the way they filled my hands. I gave him a swift spank, hearing the satisfying smack of my palm against his flesh. He let out a surprised moan, and I could see the pleasure and anticipation in his eyes. I delivered another smack, this time a little harder, watching as a red handprint formed on his ass. Another gasp of pleasure slipped from his lips.

"You like that, Tim?" I growled. "You like when I take charge?"

"Yes..." he moaned, his voice breathy and full of desire. "Please, Sam... I want you inside me."

Hearing him ask for it sent a rush of excitement through me. I positioned myself at his entrance, feeling the wetness of his pussy against the head of my cock. I teased him, rubbing the tip along his slit, listening to his gasps and moans as I did so.

Then, with a swift thrust, I buried myself inside him. We both let out a groan of pleasure, the feeling of our bodies connecting on a whole new level. I felt his tight heat wrap around me, and it was better than I could have ever imagined.


Timothy

Sam slid her cock into me, and I gasped. Any remnants of self-consciousness melted away as I felt her thickness fill me. It was overwhelming, a feeling of fullness I'd never known before.

"Oh god, you feel so good," I moaned, my eyes rolling back as she began to thrust.

Each push sent shocks of pleasure through my body. It was like every nerve was alive, screaming for more. I couldn't get enough. My hands gripped the couch cushions, my fingers digging in as I arched my back, offering myself to her.

"You like that, don't you?" Sam growled, her voice hoarse with desire. "You like having my cock inside you."

"Yes!" I cried out, my body burning with need. "It feels so right, please don't stop."

Her hips snapped faster, each thrust making my body sing. I was lost in the pleasure, my mind a blur as I surrendered to the sensations. Sam's strong hands gripped my hips, pulling me back onto her as she drove forward, claiming me.

The pleasure built and built, an endless spiral that I never wanted to end. Sam's cock pounded into me, each thrust hitting that sweet spot that had me seeing stars. I was lost in the sensation, my body hers to command.

"Oh, you're so tight," she grunted, her breath hot on my neck. "Taking it all like a natural."

Her words sent a fresh wave of desire through me. I wanted to please her, make her feel as good as she was making me feel. I spread my legs even wider, allowing her full access.

"Yes!" I cried out as she thrust harder. "Right there, don't stop!"

My body clenched, and I felt the coiling tension deep within. It was like a dam breaking, an explosion of pleasure that had me crying out. My vision went white as I rode the wave, my whole body trembling.

"That's it, let it go," Sam encouraged, her voice thick with her own need. "Come for me."

I did, over and over. Each time, Sam's cock slammed into me, I fell apart, my body surrendering to the bliss. It felt like I was soaring, floating on a cloud of ecstasy. I was aware of nothing but the pleasure and the woman possessing me.

And then, as the waves of my orgasm started to subside, I felt Sam's release. Her body stiffened, and she let out a guttural moan, her hands gripping my hips tightly. I felt her cock twitch inside me, her warmth filling me. It sent me over the edge again, my body quivering with one last orgasm.

We collapsed in a tangle of limbs, breathless and spent. I could feel her heart racing against mine, her sweat-soaked body pressed against my back.

"That was—" I started, not even knowing how to describe what had just happened.

"Incredible," Sam finished for me, her voice hoarse and raw. "I've never experienced anything like that."


Samantha

The supermarket was bustling, and we moved efficiently, dividing the tasks to get things done faster. As I reached for a box of pasta on a high shelf, I feel a stinging slap on my ass. I jumped, then glance around to see if anyone noticed. It was Tim, of course, sneaking up behind me to give me a playful spank. I couldn’t help but laugh, feeling a warm rush of desire mixed with embarrassment. He looked so cute, the blue sundress cascading down across his feminine form. We’d stayed this way for months. We loved it.

"You better watch it," I whispered, turning to face him with a mock-stern expression. "Or I might just return the favor when you least expect it."

His eyes sparkled with mischief. "I'd like to see you try."

I wink, turning back to the shelves, my heart pounding with anticipation. As we continue shopping, I'm hyper-aware of Tim's presence, anticipating his next move. I load the last bag into the trunk, glancing around to make sure nobody is watching. Then, with a swift motion, I pull him close, my hand landing with a satisfying smack on his ass.

Tim lets out a startled yelp, I laughed. A rush of power and excitement spreading through me. "That's what you get," I say, my voice husky and playful. "Now get in the car before someone sees us."

He does as he's told, a grin spreading across his face. We climbed into the car, our eyes locked, the tension between us building once more. I started the engine, already looking forward to the ride home. We loved being in each other's bodies. We were never going to switch back.


If you liked Switched by The Book: Body Swap you may also like Swapped by the Bartender: Body Swap

"You're looking to have a good time huh?" The bartender leaned over the counter, resting his elbows lightly on the dark mahogany, locking eyes with me. His eyes were deep and mystical, as if they had seen everything and unlocked deep secrets of the universe. "How good are we talking? Do you want to try something new and exciting?" 

Marcy's long awaited the day she could invite Dylan out for a date, and today would finally be the day. Would the date go perfectly as planned, or would it change and transform into something even better than what she had wished for? Their relationship will be forever changed when the two have a mystical drink, and they swap bodies. Yet somehow, Marcy and Dylan feel freer than they've ever been 

.[image: A person in a garment and shirt  Description automatically generated] 

OEBPS/image_rsrcH8.jpg
‘‘‘‘‘‘

MAUREEN BELLGARD

‘,,

e





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrcH9.jpg





