
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: The Experiment

The fluorescent lights in the University of Nevada's psychology research lab hummed with that particular frequency that made Marcus Webb's teeth ache—a sound that lived somewhere between hearing and feeling, vibrating in the bones of his jaw. He adjusted his wire-rimmed glasses for the third time in as many minutes, a nervous habit his roommate constantly mocked him for, and stared at the consent form spread across the cold metal table. The black ink seemed to swim before his eyes, letters rearranging themselves into incomprehensible patterns as he reread the same paragraph yet again.

Participants may experience temporary disorientation, altered sensory perception, profound psychological effects, and potential emotional responses to inhabiting a body not their own. All experiences are completely reversible through the same electromagnetic process. Duration: approximately 8 hours. Compensation: $500 upon successful completion.

Five hundred dollars. The number glowed in Marcus's mind like a neon sign. Five hundred dollars would cover his textbooks for the spring semester—all of them, even the obscenely overpriced Programming Languages textbook that the professor insisted they needed despite only referencing it twice. Maybe there'd even be enough left over for actual groceries instead of his current diet of ramen, eggs, and whatever sad vegetables were marked down to clearance prices at Trader Joe's. He'd been living on less than thirty dollars a week for food, and his body was starting to protest the abuse.

Marcus chewed his lower lip, tasting the faint mintiness of his toothpaste from that morning, and glanced around the sterile white room for what felt like the hundredth time since he'd arrived. Posters about neural plasticity and consciousness studies decorated the walls in an attempt at making the space feel less clinical, but the effect was undermined by the aggressively institutional furniture and the smell of antiseptic that seemed permanently embedded in the linoleum flooring. A massive machine that looked like an MRI scanner's aggressive older brother dominated the far corner, all smooth white curves and mysterious purpose, with cables as thick as Marcus's wrist snaking across the floor like technological intestines. Warning labels in bright yellow dotted its surface: CAUTION: ELECTROMAGNETIC FIELD. DO NOT OPERATE WITHOUT SUPERVISION. MEDICAL PERSONNEL ONLY.

The machine hummed too, a deeper sound than the lights, felt more in the chest than heard.

Marcus had found the study posting on the university's psychology department bulletin board two weeks ago, sandwiched between advertisements for paid sleep studies and someone desperately seeking a roommate who "didn't mind cats (7 of them)." The compensation had caught his eye first—most studies paid twenty to fifty dollars, maybe a hundred if they were particularly invasive or time-consuming. Five hundred suggested something unusual, possibly uncomfortable, potentially embarrassing.

He'd almost talked himself out of calling.

But his bank account had exactly forty-seven dollars in it, his rent was due in six days, and his parents had made it excruciatingly clear that they were "done enabling his expensive education" after he'd changed majors from pre-med to computer science. So he'd called, been screened over the phone by a cheerful graduate assistant, and scheduled for this Wednesday afternoon.

They hadn't told him what the study actually involved. Just that it was "cutting-edge consciousness research" and that he'd need to be available for a full eight-hour period.

"You look nervous."

The voice came from behind him, melodic and warm, touched with the faintest rasp of someone who'd spent years shouting on sports courts and in echoing gymnasiums. It was the kind of voice that belonged in late-night radio, intimate and confiding, with an undercurrent of perpetual amusement.

Marcus turned on the uncomfortable metal stool and nearly dropped his pen.

Sienna Rodriguez stood in the doorway like she'd been photoshopped into the mundane reality of the research lab, all six feet of her seeming to take up far more space than physics should allow. Her skin was the rich bronze of someone who spent hours in the Nevada sun, gleaming under the harsh fluorescent lighting like she'd been oiled up for a photoshoot. Dark hair was pulled back in a high ponytail that swung when she moved, and Marcus could see the individual strands catching the light, some almost black, others burnished copper.

She wore Nike shorts that should have been illegal—tiny things that showed off legs that could probably crush watermelons between the thighs, all carved muscle and feminine curves. Her calves were particularly mesmerizing, diamonds of muscle shifting beneath skin with even the smallest movement. A thin white tank top hung loose from her shoulders, and beneath it Marcus could see a black sports bra trying and failing to completely contain breasts that were somehow both athletic and generous. The definition in her shoulders was visible even at rest, and her arms—god, her arms looked like they belonged on a Greek statue, all elegant lines and subtle strength.

Marcus had seen her around campus, of course. She was impossible to miss. Her face was on posters advertising the volleyball team's games, that brilliant smile and those dark eyes staring down from laminated paper all over the student union. He'd caught glimpses of her at parties he was too awkward to actually attend, usually surrounded by friends, always laughing, always the sun that everyone else orbited around.

Once, sophomore year, he'd sat three rows behind her in Biology 101 and spent the entire semester pretending to take notes while actually watching the curve of her neck, the way she twirled her pen between her fingers when she was thinking through a problem, the small mole just below her left ear that he'd fantasized about kissing more times than he'd admit even under torture.

She probably didn't know he existed. Their social circles—his being essentially nonexistent, hers being half the campus—didn't overlap.

"Uh," Marcus managed, his voice cracking embarrassingly on the single syllable. He was twenty-two years old, a senior majoring in computer science with a 3.8 GPA, and he still turned into a stammering thirteen-year-old mess around beautiful women. Especially beautiful women who could probably bench press him without breaking a sweat. "Yeah. I mean, no. Just... reading the fine print. Being thorough. You know."

He was babbling. He clamped his mouth shut before he could embarrass himself further.

Sienna laughed, and the sound filled the room like music, like summer, like every good thing Marcus couldn't quite access in his careful, cautious life. She moved past him with an athlete's unconscious grace, all efficient motion and controlled power, trailing a scent that Marcus's brain catalogued helplessly: coconut sunscreen, clean sweat, something floral he couldn't identify, and beneath it all, the warm musk of skin.

She picked up her own consent form from the second chair, apparently unbothered by the cold metal against her bare thighs, and scanned it with the quick, efficient reading of someone who processed information rapidly and trusted her instincts. "Dr. Reeves is legit," she said conversationally, still reading. "I've done two of her studies before. Weird stuff, but harmless. Last time I just had to wear this headset thing for three hours and describe my dreams in real-time. The time before that, I did some perception experiment where she showed me optical illusions and measured my brain waves or whatever."

"Right." Marcus forced himself to look away from the way her thigh muscles tensed and relaxed when she shifted her weight from one foot to the other, the subtle play of light across skin. He focused on his own consent form like it contained the secrets of the universe. "That's... good to know. That she's legit."

"You're in computer science, right?" Sienna asked suddenly, looking up from her paperwork.

Marcus's head snapped up so fast his glasses slipped down his nose. "How did you...?"

"I've seen you in the library. You're always in that corner on the third floor, usually surrounded by like eight textbooks and at least two energy drinks. You do this thing where you mutter to yourself when you're debugging code." She grinned, and there was no mockery in it, just friendly observation. "I'm in kinesiology. I study there too, usually after practice. You're hard to miss—you make these faces when something isn't working, like you're personally offended by the computer."

The idea that Sienna Rodriguez had noticed him, had watched him enough to catalog his habits, made Marcus's brain short-circuit momentarily. "I... yeah. Computer science. Senior year. Barely surviving."

"Same. Senior year, I mean. Not computer science—I'd probably actually die if I had to do calculus again." Sienna set down her consent form and stretched, and Marcus tried very hard not to stare at the way her tank top rode up, revealing a strip of toned stomach, the shadow of abs. "You doing this for the money too?"

"Is there any other reason to let scientists do weird experiments on you?" Marcus asked, recovering some equilibrium.

"Fair point."

Dr. Yuki Reeves entered then with the focused intensity of someone who'd had far too much coffee and not nearly enough sleep. Her white lab coat was crisp and professional despite the late hour, dark hair streaked with premature grey swept back from an angular face that belonged on a severe painting. She carried two tablet computers and wore an expression of barely contained excitement that immediately made Marcus more nervous.

"Wonderful, you're both here! Marcus, Sienna, thank you so much for volunteering." She set the tablets down on the metal table with a decisive click and clasped her hands together like a kid on Christmas morning. "This study is absolutely groundbreaking. We're exploring consciousness transference using targeted electromagnetic stimulation of the claustrum—the part of the brain we believe integrates sensory information into a unified conscious experience. Think of it as the conductor of an orchestra, coordinating all the different sections into a cohesive symphony."

"In English?" Sienna asked, still grinning, leaning against the table with the casual confidence of someone who'd never felt awkward in her life.

"We're going to temporarily swap your consciousness between bodies." Dr. Reeves said it so matter-of-factly she might have been describing a trip to the grocery store. "Your mind in her body, her mind in yours. For approximately eight hours. The effects are completely reversible using the same electromagnetic process—we essentially hit 'undo' on the transference. You'll experience life from a completely different physical perspective, and the data we collect could revolutionize our understanding of consciousness, identity, and embodiment."

The words hung in the air like a bomb that hadn't quite exploded yet.

Marcus's brain struggled to process what he'd just heard. "Wait, what?" His voice came out strangled, barely recognizable. "Like... body swapping? Like in a movie?"

"Exactly like in a movie, except this is real, and it works." Dr. Reeves's dark eyes gleamed with the fervor of someone who'd dedicated years to making the impossible possible. "We've done successful trials with rats, then cats, then primates. The consciousness transfers completely and maintains all memories, personality traits, and cognitive functions. The only thing that changes is the physical housing. You'll be you, just... in a different body. And vice versa."

She gestured at the massive machine in the corner. "The Consciousness Transference Array—we call it COTA—uses precisely calibrated electromagnetic pulses to essentially 'copy and paste' the neural patterns that constitute your subjective experience of being you, then swaps them between bodies. Think of it like transferring files between computers, except the files are you."

Marcus felt like the floor had dropped out from under him. This was insane. This was science fiction. This was...

"Holy shit," Sienna breathed. She was staring at the machine with something like awe, her earlier casualness replaced by genuine wonder. She turned to look at Marcus, really looked at him for the first time since entering the room, and Marcus felt the full force of that gaze like a physical thing. Her eyes were dark brown, almost black, with flecks of amber near the pupils. They tracked across his face, his body, cataloguing him the way he'd been helplessly cataloguing her.

What would she see? A skinny white guy with perpetually messy brown hair, glasses held together with tape at one hinge, wearing jeans that were a bit too loose and a hoodie from a programming conference he'd attended freshman year. Nothing impressive. Nothing worth noticing.

"That's insane," Sienna continued, but she was smiling now, that brilliant smile that Marcus had seen from a distance and secretly envied. "When do we start?"

Dr. Reeves launched into an explanation of the procedure, the safety protocols, the monitoring equipment they'd need to wear, but Marcus barely heard her. His mind was racing, spiraling through implications and impossibilities.

Body swapping. His consciousness in Sienna's body. Her consciousness in his.

He should have said no. Should have grabbed his backpack and bolted for the door. This was too weird, too intimate, too far beyond anything he'd ever considered when he'd called about the study.

But five hundred dollars sang its siren song, and beneath his terror lurked something else. Something darker and more shameful, the kind of curiosity he'd never admit out loud even to his closest friends.

What would it feel like to be beautiful?

The thought came unbidden, unwelcome, painfully honest. Marcus had spent his entire life being invisible, sliding through crowds unnoticed, unremarkable in every possible way. He was smart, sure, competent with computers, but physically? He was skinny and pale, with a metabolism that refused to build muscle no matter how much protein he choked down. His face was too angular, his nose too long, his ears stuck out slightly under his hair.

Sienna, on the other hand, moved through the world like she owned it. People noticed her. Wanted her. Made space for her.

What would it feel like to inhabit that body? To move with that confidence? To be desired instead of dismissed?

"Marcus?" Dr. Reeves was looking at him expectantly. "Do you consent to participate?"

His mouth was dry. "I... I have questions."

"Of course. Ask anything."

"What happens if... if something goes wrong? If we can't swap back?"

"Impossible," Dr. Reeves said with the absolute certainty of someone who'd run the numbers ten thousand times. "The process is completely reversible. We've never had a failure in any of our trials. The electromagnetic signature of your original neural pattern is recorded and can be restored at any time. Think of it like a save point in a video game."

"And we'll be aware? We'll remember this?"

"Completely. You'll have full access to all your memories, your personality, your sense of self. The only thing that will change is your physical form and the sensory input you receive from that form."

Sienna was watching him, head tilted slightly. "You okay?" she asked, and her voice was gentle, concerned in a way that made something in Marcus's chest ache.

"Yeah," he lied. Then, more honestly: "Terrified, but yeah."

"Me too," Sienna admitted. "But like... good terrified? Like skydiving or asking out someone way out of your league."

"Have you ever asked out someone out of your league?" Marcus asked before he could stop himself.

Sienna's grin turned wicked. "Everyone's out of my league until they're not. But yeah, it's scary every time."

Dr. Reeves cleared her throat. "So? Are we doing this?"

Marcus looked at Sienna. Sienna looked back at him. Some wordless communication passed between them, an acknowledgment of the absurdity and impossibility and strange intimacy of what they were about to do.

"Fuck it," Marcus said. "Let's swap bodies."



The next hour was a blur of preparation. They signed more consent forms—pages and pages of legal language about liability and unforeseen consequences and the right to withdraw at any time. They changed into hospital gowns in separate curtained areas because, as Dr. Reeves explained, the electromagnetic pulses worked better without metal zippers or underwire bras interfering with the field.

Marcus felt ridiculous and exposed in the thin gown, acutely aware of his bony knees and pale legs. When Sienna emerged from behind her curtain, she somehow made the shapeless garment look like high fashion, all long limbs and casual grace.

Dr. Reeves attached electrodes to their temples, the napes of their necks, points along their spines. The adhesive was cold and sticky, and Marcus tried not to flinch each time her gloved fingers pressed another sensor against his skin.

"These will monitor your vitals and brain activity throughout the process," she explained, checking readings on her tablet. "They'll stay with you when you swap—they're paired to your consciousness, not your body. You'll need to keep them on for the full eight hours so we can collect data."

They lay down on padded medical beds positioned on either side of the COTA machine. The beds were surprisingly comfortable, almost like massage tables, but Marcus couldn't relax. His heart hammered against his ribs, and he could see his pulse jumping in his wrist when he looked down.

The machine loomed above them, a ring of white metal and gleaming technology that rotated slowly into position. Marcus could feel it humming now, vibrating through the bed frame and into his bones.

"Okay," Dr. Reeves said, appearing between the beds with her tablet. Her face was serious now, all trace of excitement replaced by professional focus. "This will feel strange. Some participants report a sensation of falling or floating. Others describe it as a pulling feeling, like being turned inside out. The actual transference takes about thirty seconds. Try to stay calm and breathe normally. Your bodies will be monitored constantly, and I'll be right here the entire time."

"What do we do after?" Sienna asked. "Like, when we're... swapped?"

"Take it slow. Your new body will have muscle memory that might feel alien at first. Give yourself time to adjust. I'd recommend staying on campus for the first few hours, somewhere familiar. Take notes on your experiences—I'll provide journals. And please, for the love of science, don't do anything that would permanently damage either body. No cliff diving, no unprotected sex, no fights."

Marcus's face burned. "Unprotected sex? That's a concern?"

Dr. Reeves raised an eyebrow. "You'll be two consenting adults in private bodies for eight hours. I'm a realist. Just be smart about it. Both of you are on the pill or using protection normally?" She looked at Sienna.

"IUD," Sienna said casually. "And yeah, I get tested regularly."

"I'm... I'm clean too," Marcus stammered. "Not that I'm planning to... I mean, we barely know each other..."

"Marcus, relax." Sienna was grinning at him from her bed. "We're about to know each other better than most people ever will. We're literally going to be each other."

That thought hit Marcus like a truck. She would be in his body. Feeling what he felt. Moving through the world as him. The intimacy of that was staggering.

"Alright," Dr. Reeves said, typing something into her tablet. "Let's begin. Consciousness transference initiating in three... two... one..."

The machine's hum rose to a whine, then to a frequency beyond hearing. Marcus felt it in his teeth, his sinuses, the hollow spaces behind his eyes. The white ring above him began to glow, soft at first, then brighter, until he had to close his eyes against the light.

Then the world tilted.

His vision fractured like a broken mirror, each shard showing a different angle of the room—the ceiling tiles, the floor, Dr. Reeves's face split into kaleidoscope images. Sound distorted, stretching and compressing like a record played at wrong speeds. He could hear his own heartbeat, impossibly loud, and another heartbeat too, slightly faster, slightly different in rhythm, and his brain couldn't process how he could hear two hearts—

The sensation of falling upward through his own skull, of being pulled through a space too small to fit through, of existing in two places and no places simultaneously, and then—

White-hot-cold-nothing.

Darkness.

Silence.

A moment of pure absence where Marcus didn't exist at all.

Then—

SLAM.

Reality crashed back into place.

Marcus gasped and sat up, and everything was wrong.

Everything.

His center of gravity had shifted higher, centered in his hips instead of his shoulders. His chest felt heavy, constrained by something tight and elastic. Hair tickled his shoulders, fell across his face when he moved. The hospital gown hung differently, gaping in places, tight in others.

He looked down.

Breasts.

He had breasts.

They rose and fell with his rapid breathing, contained in a sports bra beneath the hospital gown, larger than his hands, real and warm and his. His hands—smaller now, fingers more delicate, nails painted a chipped burgundy color he'd noticed on Sienna earlier—came up instinctively to touch them, and the sensation made him gasp.

It wasn't like touching someone else's breasts. He'd done that before, fumbling encounters with girlfriends in dark rooms. This was feeling it from the inside. The pressure of his own hands against sensitive flesh, nipples hardening at the contact through the fabric, a zing of sensation that went straight down to—

Marcus's breath caught.

Between his legs, there was nothing. No weight, no presence. Just smooth pressure of underwear against skin, the fabric of the hospital gown between his thighs, and a different kind of sensitivity entirely.

"Oh fuck," he whispered, and the voice was Sienna's voice—that same melodic rasp he'd heard earlier, but shaped by his inflections, his shock, his awe. The sound of it made his brain short-circuit.

Across the room, his own body sat up on the other bed.

It was the strangest thing Marcus had ever seen—his own face from the outside, pale and angular, the glasses slightly crooked on his nose. His body's green eyes were huge with disbelief, and when his mouth opened, Sienna's confident cadence emerged:

"Okay, this is trippy as hell."

His body looked down at itself, at the skinny legs extending from the hospital gown, and Marcus watched his own hands flex experimentally. Then his body looked up at him—at Sienna's body, which was now his body—and grinned.

"Holy shit, Marcus. I can feel your dick."


Chapter 2: First Discoveries

The words hung in the air between them, vulgar and honest and somehow perfect for the absurdity of the situation. Marcus stared at his own body—at Sienna wearing his skin—and watched a flush creep up his pale neck, color blooming beneath skin that never tanned no matter how much time he spent outside.

"You can... what?" Marcus's borrowed voice came out higher than intended, that melodic rasp climbing into almost a squeak.

Sienna stood from the medical bed with Marcus's body, wobbling slightly as she adjusted to legs that were longer than she was used to, a torso that distributed weight differently. She looked down at herself—at him—with undisguised fascination, one hand pressing against the obvious bulge tenting the hospital gown.

"Your dick," she repeated, speaking with Marcus's voice but none of his habitual hesitation. "It's just... there. Like, all the time? Hard and pressing against everything?" Her fingers—his fingers—traced the outline through the thin fabric, and Marcus felt his borrowed face heat with vicarious embarrassment. "How do you concentrate on anything? This is so distracting."

Dr. Reeves appeared between them, tablet in hand, looking far too pleased with herself. "Fascinating. The sensory adjustment is happening faster than our primate trials suggested. How do you both feel? Any disorientation? Nausea? Dissociation?"

"I feel like I'm in a dream," Marcus admitted, looking down at himself again. At Sienna's body. At breasts that moved when he breathed, at thighs that were thick with muscle beneath bronze skin, at hands that were smaller and stronger and decorated with chipped nail polish he'd never have chosen for himself. "Everything's different. The way air feels on my skin. The weight of... of these." He gestured helplessly at his chest. "My balance is off. I keep wanting to move like I'm in my own body but nothing responds right."

"That's completely normal," Dr. Reeves said, making notes. "Your brain is trying to use muscle memory patterns that don't match your new physiology. It'll take an hour or so before you start to feel natural in there. Sienna? How about you?"

Sienna was still exploring, running Marcus's hands over his arms, his stomach, the sharp jut of his hipbones beneath the gown. "Weird," she said. "Everything's so... angular? Like, I don't have curves anymore. Just lines and bones. And less flexible—when I try to stretch it's like hitting a wall way earlier than I'm used to." She paused, grinned with Marcus's face in a way that looked foreign and thrilling. "But this thing between my legs is kind of amazing. It's so sensitive. Every time the gown moves it's like..." She shivered. "Yeah."

Marcus wanted to die of embarrassment. Or maybe fascination. He wasn't sure which.

"Perfect," Dr. Reeves said. "Let's get you both dressed and outfitted with your monitoring equipment. Remember—eight hours. Stay on campus if possible, keep the sensors on, record your experiences in the journals I'm providing, and for god's sake, don't permanently damage anything."

Twenty minutes later, Marcus stood in front of a full-length mirror in one of the lab's changing rooms, fully dressed in Sienna's clothes, and tried to process what he was seeing.

The woman in the reflection was stunning.

She wore the same outfit Sienna had arrived in—those tiny Nike shorts that should have been illegal, the white tank top over the black sports bra, white sneakers that were two sizes larger than anything Marcus had ever worn. Her dark hair was still pulled back in a ponytail, and when Marcus tilted his head, she tilted hers, face shifting through expressions he'd never seen on features that were now his.

High cheekbones. Full lips. Dark eyes that tilted up slightly at the corners. A small mole just below the left ear that Marcus had fantasized about kissing and could now touch whenever he wanted.

He raised his hands and watched her raise hers. Touched his face—her face—his face now—and felt the contact from both sides, fingers against smooth skin and skin registering the pressure of fingers.

"This is insane," he whispered.

From the changing room next door, he heard Sienna's voice—his voice: "Dude, your clothes are so boring. Don't you own anything that's not grey or black?"

Despite everything, Marcus laughed. The sound was bright and unself-conscious in Sienna's throat, nothing like his usual nervous chuckle. "I'm a computer science major. We're legally required to dress like we're attending a funeral for fun."

"Well, I'm making executive decisions about your wardrobe while I'm in here." The door opened and Sienna emerged wearing Marcus's body in jeans that fit better than they ever had on him, a black t-shirt from a hackathon Marcus had attended sophomore year, and his grey hoodie. His glasses were perched on his nose, and somehow Sienna even made his body language look more confident, shoulders back, chin up.

They stared at each other.

"Okay, this is super fucking weird," Sienna said.

"Yeah."

Dr. Reeves handed them each a small journal and a pen. "Document everything. Physical sensations, emotional responses, social interactions. How people treat you differently. What you notice about inhabiting a different gender's body. This data is invaluable."

She also gave them each a small device that looked like a smart watch. "Emergency contact. If anything goes wrong—medical emergency, psychological crisis, whatever—press the red button and I'll come immediately. Otherwise, I'll see you both back here in seven and a half hours for the reversal."

They signed more paperwork. Collected their belongings—Marcus now carrying Sienna's expensive leather backpack that smelled like her, while Sienna slung Marcus's battered canvas messenger bag over his shoulder.

Then they were standing outside the psychology building in the January afternoon sun, and reality hit Marcus like a wall.

He was in public. In Sienna's body. People could see him.

The quad was busy with afternoon foot traffic—students hurrying between classes, groups clustered on the grass despite the chill, someone playing acoustic guitar badly near the fountain. And people were staring.

At him.

Marcus could feel their eyes like physical touches. A guy in a letterman jacket did a double-take when Marcus walked past, his gaze tracking down Marcus's body in a way that made him want to cover himself despite being fully clothed. Two girls near the library steps nudged each other and whispered something, looking at him and giggling.

"Holy shit," Marcus breathed, stopping near a bench. "Is it always like this?"

Sienna, walking beside him in Marcus's body, looked confused. "Like what?"

"People staring. Watching. I can feel every eye on me and it's been thirty seconds."

Understanding dawned on Sienna's face—Marcus's face. She looked around the quad, seemed to notice for the first time the way people's gazes just... slid right past Marcus's body. No double-takes. No stares. Complete invisibility.

"Oh," she said quietly. "Yeah. I'm used to it, I guess. People look. It's just... background noise after a while."

"I hate it," Marcus said honestly. The attention made his borrowed skin crawl, made him hyperaware of how exposed he felt in these shorts, how the tank top clung to breasts that moved when he breathed. "How do you stand it?"

"You learn to filter it out. And sometimes..." Sienna grinned, mischief lighting up Marcus's usually serious face. "Sometimes you use it. Come on. Let's grab coffee. I want to see what it's like to be invisible."

They ended up at the Starbucks on the edge of campus, and Marcus watched in fascination as Sienna experienced what he'd lived his entire life. The barista barely glanced at Marcus's body when taking their order, all professional efficiency with none of the lingering eye contact or flirtatious smile that Marcus was already learning came standard with looking like Sienna. When she took Sienna's card—Marcus's card now, in Sienna's wallet—she said, "Have a nice day," in a flat voice that suggested she didn't care either way.

But when Marcus stepped up to add his drink order, the barista's entire demeanor shifted. Suddenly there was a smile, eye contact, a playful "And what can I get for you, beautiful?" that made Marcus's stomach flip.

"Just a latte," Marcus managed. "Grande. Thanks."

The barista wrote Marcus's name on the cup with a little heart next to it.

They found a corner booth away from the windows, and Marcus slid into the seat gratefully, immediately slouching in a way that felt natural before remembering that Sienna's body probably didn't slouch, that she probably sat with perfect posture from years of athletic training.

He straightened up, and Sienna laughed.

"You don't have to perform being me," she said gently. "Just... be you. In my body. That's the whole point of this, right? To see what it's like."

"What it's like is overwhelming," Marcus admitted. He wrapped Sienna's hands around the hot latte cup when their order was called, savoring the warmth, the way ceramic felt against these new palms. Every texture was more immediate somehow, more vivid. "Your body is so... aware? Like, I can feel everything. The air moving on my skin. My hair touching my shoulders. The way this sports bra is digging into my ribs—seriously, why do you wear one that doesn't fit?"

"It's my practice bra. I usually wear it when I don't care about support because I'm just doing drills." Sienna was examining Marcus's hands, flexing the fingers, pressing them flat against the table. "Your body is weird too. Everything's so rigid. Less flexible. And these hands—they're bigger but I can't grip as well? Like, the proportions are off from what I'm used to."

"Welcome to being a scrawny nerd," Marcus said.

"You're not scrawny. You're wiry. There's muscle here, just not the kind I'm used to." Sienna poked at Marcus's bicep experimentally. "And this is still blowing my mind." She gestured vaguely at her lap, where the bulge in Marcus's jeans remained stubbornly present. "It just... stays hard? For no reason?"

Marcus's face burned with Sienna's blood, heat creeping up his neck. "Not always. Just... sometimes. Especially when..." He trailed off.

"When?" Sienna prompted, grinning.

"When there's something... stimulating. Visually or... or tactilely or..." Marcus was definitely dying. This was the most embarrassing conversation he'd ever had.

"So right now you're hard—I'm hard—your body is hard—because..." Sienna's eyes widened. "Oh my god. Because of me. Because I'm in here and you think I'm hot."

"I mean, objectively you're very attractive," Marcus stammered, "and I've noticed that before, obviously, anyone with eyes would notice, but I wasn't... I didn't..."

"Marcus. Relax." Sienna leaned forward, and the motion was all wrong in Marcus's body, too fluid, too confident. "I think you're cute too. Well, I think you're cute in my body right now, which is a total mindfuck, but also..." She paused, seeming to choose her words carefully. "I've noticed you. In the library. The way you get totally absorbed in what you're doing. The faces you make. You're sweet."

Something warm bloomed in Marcus's chest—Sienna's chest—that had nothing to do with arousal and everything to do with being seen.

"Thanks," he said quietly.

They sat in comfortable silence for a moment, sipping coffee. Marcus watched students come and go, noticed how differently they reacted to him versus Sienna. Guys' eyes tracked him. Girls either ignored him or gave him assessing looks that ranged from friendly to hostile. He was hyperaware of his body in a way he'd never been before—the weight of breasts, the curve of hips, the muscle in his thighs.

"So," Sienna said eventually, tracing a finger around the rim of her cup. "What do you want to do with the next seven hours?"

Marcus looked at her—at himself—at this impossible situation they'd found themselves in. The lab's warnings echoed in his head: Don't permanently damage anything. No unprotected sex.

Which implied that protected sex was... acceptable? Expected, even?

The thought made arousal curl low in his borrowed belly, a warmth spreading through his core that felt different from anything he'd experienced in his own body. More diffuse. More full-body.

"I want to explore," Marcus said honestly, meeting Sienna's eyes—his eyes. "Everything. I want to know what it's like to move in this body. To... to feel what you feel."

"Everything?" Sienna's voice dropped lower, that rasp more pronounced.

"Everything," Marcus confirmed.

Sienna's grin was wicked in Marcus's face, transforming his usually serious features into something playful and dangerous. "My dorm or yours?"

"Yours," Marcus said immediately. "I want to see where you live."

They walked across campus together, an odd pair that drew no particular attention—just two students among thousands, nobody looking close enough to see anything unusual. Except everything was unusual. Marcus was learning to move in Sienna's body, discovering that her stride was longer than his own despite their similar heights, that her center of gravity made her naturally sway her hips, that her athlete's conditioning meant he wasn't even slightly winded by the walk.

Sienna, meanwhile, kept adjusting Marcus's jeans, trying to find a comfortable position for the persistent erection that showed no signs of fading.

"Does this happen every time you see someone attractive?" she muttered.

"Not every time. But sometimes. It's embarrassing."

"It's distracting as hell. Also kind of powerful? Like, there's this energy building and I just want to..." She made a frustrated gesture.

Marcus understood exactly what she meant. He'd been fighting the same building tension in his new body, an ache between his legs that wasn't quite like the straightforward pressure of an erection but somehow more maddening for being less familiar.

The volleyball dorms were in the newer section of campus, all clean brick and modern architecture. Sienna's room was on the third floor, and Marcus's new thighs barely registered the stairs—a sharp contrast to his usual body, which would have been breathing harder by the second flight.

Inside, the room was exactly what Marcus had imagined: posters of professional volleyball players, a shelf full of trophies that gleamed gold and silver, workout equipment in the corner including a yoga mat and a set of weights that Marcus definitely couldn't have lifted in his own body. The bed was queen-sized with rumpled purple sheets, and there was a faint scent in the air that Marcus now recognized as uniquely Sienna—coconut and something floral and warm skin.

The door clicked shut behind them with a finality that made Marcus's borrowed heart race.

"So," Sienna said. She stood near the bed, Marcus's hands shoved awkwardly into his pockets, making his body language uncertain in a way Marcus recognized from every mirror he'd ever looked into. "How do we do this?"

Marcus swallowed hard. His throat felt different—narrower, the motion of swallowing more pronounced. "I don't know. I've never... I mean, obviously I've been with women, but not like this. Not in a woman's body."

"I've been with guys," Sienna offered. She pulled Marcus's hands from his pockets and flexed them, examining the long fingers. "But never in a guy's body. Never with this kind of..." She gestured vaguely at her crotch again. "Urgency. Is it always like this?"

"When I'm aroused, yeah. It's hard to ignore."

"I don't want to ignore it." Sienna looked up at him—and the novelty of someone looking up at Marcus, of being the taller one, sent a thrill through him. "I want to know what it feels like. All of it. Don't you?"

Marcus did. God, he did. The curiosity was eating him alive, that dark shameful wanting he'd never admitted to anyone. What did it feel like to be touched as a woman? To be desired in this body? To experience sex from the other side?

"Yes," he breathed.

"Then come here."

Marcus crossed the room on legs that felt both foreign and increasingly natural, until he stood in front of Sienna wearing his own body. The height difference was minimal—Sienna was only an inch or so shorter in Marcus's frame—but it changed everything about the dynamic. Marcus was used to looking up at people. Now he was looking down, and Sienna was tilting her head back, exposing the pale column of Marcus's throat.

"Can I touch you?" Sienna asked, and her voice—his voice—cracked slightly on the question.

"Yes."

Sienna's hands—Marcus's hands, familiar and strange—came up to rest on Marcus's shoulders. The touch sent electricity through Sienna's nervous system, sharper and more diffuse than sensation ever felt in his own body. He could feel each individual fingertip, the slight roughness of calluses from typing, the warmth of skin through the thin tank top.

Those hands traced the curve of Marcus's collarbone, visible above the tank's neckline, and Marcus shivered at the contact. His borrowed nipples tightened beneath the sports bra, suddenly hypersensitive, and when Sienna's fingers drifted lower, brushing over the swell of breasts through fabric, Marcus gasped.

The sound was pure pleasure, unfiltered, nothing like the controlled quiet he usually maintained during sex.

"Oh god," he whimpered.

"Sensitive?" Sienna murmured. Her hands cupped his breasts more firmly, thumbs finding nipples through the layers of fabric and circling them slowly.

Pleasure exploded through Marcus's chest, sharp and sweet and completely unlike anything he'd felt before. It radiated outward, down his spine, into his core, making his new body arch into the touch helplessly. "So sensitive. I had no idea... when I've touched women before it never seemed like..."

"Because you weren't feeling it from the inside," Sienna finished. Her grin was wicked. "Want to see what else you had no idea about?"

Marcus could only nod, coherent speech beyond him.

Sienna's hands slid down, over the curve of Marcus's waist, to rest on his hips. She pulled him closer, until their bodies were pressed together, and Marcus felt the hard length of his own cock—Sienna's cock now, his erection—pressing against his stomach through layers of clothing.

The sensation made him moan.

"Bed," Sienna said roughly. "Now. Before I lose my mind."

They moved together, stumbling slightly as they learned to navigate each other's bodies in motion. Marcus sat on the edge of the bed and Sienna followed, straddling his lap in a way that put them face to face, eye to eye, Marcus's green eyes staring into Sienna's dark ones from the wrong faces.

"This is so weird," Marcus breathed.

"Weirdest thing I've ever done," Sienna agreed. Then she leaned in and kissed him.

The kiss short-circuited Marcus's brain completely.

He'd kissed people before, obviously. Fumbling teenage kisses, college hookups, a couple of relationships that had lasted a few months before fizzling out. But he'd always been the one initiating, the one pressing forward, using his lips and tongue to give pleasure.

This was different.

Sienna kissed him the way Marcus had always wanted to kiss someone—confident and demanding, one hand tangling in his ponytail to angle his head just right. Her tongue traced the seam of his lips and Marcus opened for her helplessly, tasting coffee and something uniquely him-but-not-him.

The sensation was overwhelming. His lips were more sensitive than they'd ever been, every nerve ending firing pleasure signals straight to his brain. And when Sienna's other hand slid up under his tank top, fingers splaying across the bare skin of his waist, Marcus made a sound he'd never made before—high and needy and desperate.

"Fuck," Sienna pulled back, breathing hard with Marcus's lungs. "You sound so hot like that. Do that again."

"I can't help it," Marcus gasped. Sienna's hand was still under his shirt, thumb rubbing circles on his skin, and it felt like being burned in the best way. "Everything's so much more... more..."

"More," Sienna agreed. She kissed him again, deeper this time, and Marcus felt her hips roll forward, grinding the hard length trapped in his jeans against Marcus's core through the thin material of his shorts.

The friction was electric.

Marcus cried out into the kiss, his new body responding in ways he didn't know how to control. Heat pooled between his legs, wetness gathering in unfamiliar places, his entire core clenching with want. His hands—he didn't remember raising them—clutched at Sienna's shoulders, at the fabric of his own hoodie, trying to ground himself against the onslaught of sensation.

"Sensitive," Sienna murmured against his mouth. "God, this body is so responsive. Is mine always like this?"

"I don't know," Marcus admitted. "But right now it's... I need... please..."

"Please what?" Sienna's hand slid higher under his shirt, fingers brushing the bottom edge of his sports bra.

"Touch me. Properly. I need to know what it feels like."

Sienna pulled back far enough to look at him, and something in her expression—in Marcus's expression, wearing Marcus's face—made Marcus's breath catch. There was wonder there, and desire, and a kind of tender curiosity that felt more intimate than anything physical.

"Okay," Sienna said softly. "But we're doing this right. I want to know everything too."

She stood, and Marcus immediately missed the pressure, the warmth. But then Sienna pulled his hoodie over her head, then his t-shirt, revealing Marcus's pale chest and narrow shoulders and the sparse hair that trailed down his stomach.

Marcus had never found his own body attractive. Too skinny, too angular, too awkward. But watching Sienna inhabit it with complete confidence, standing there shirtless without a trace of self-consciousness, he saw himself differently. Saw the lean strength in those arms, the interesting shadows the afternoon light cast on ribs and collarbones.

"Your turn," Sienna said.

Marcus stood on shaking legs and pulled off his tank top. The sports bra came next, peeled over his head, and suddenly he was topless in Sienna's body, standing in her room, being looked at by his own eyes.

The exposure should have been terrifying. Instead it was thrilling.

Sienna's gaze tracked over him—over her own body, seeing it from the outside for the first time. "Damn," she breathed. "I look good."

Despite everything, Marcus laughed. "You do. You really do."

"So do you." Sienna stepped closer, eyes never leaving Marcus's chest. "Can I...?"

"Yes. Please."

Sienna's hands cupped his bare breasts, and Marcus's knees nearly buckled. Without the barrier of fabric, the sensation was incredible—warm palms against sensitive skin, thumbs finding nipples and rolling them gently, then harder when Marcus moaned.

"They're so soft," Sienna murmured, almost to herself. "But firm too. And these..." She circled his nipples again, watching them peak under her attention. "God, I never realized how good this feels."

Marcus couldn't form words anymore. His head fell back, ponytail swinging, and he let Sienna explore his borrowed body with hands that knew it intimately from the inside but had never touched it from the outside.

When Sienna's mouth closed over his nipple, hot and wet and perfect, Marcus actually screamed.

The pleasure was searingly intense, a direct line from his chest to his core, making everything clench and pulse and ache. His hands buried themselves in Marcus's hair—weird, touching his own hair on someone else's head—and held Sienna there as she sucked and licked and gently bit.

"Need more," Marcus gasped when Sienna switched to his other breast. "Sienna, I need..."

"I know. Me too." Sienna straightened and fumbled with Marcus's jeans, cursing when the button wouldn't cooperate. "How do these even... there."

The jeans hit the floor, boxers following, and suddenly Sienna stood naked in Marcus's body, cock jutting obscenely from a nest of dark hair, flushed and hard and leaking.

Marcus stared.

He'd seen his own dick plenty of times, obviously. In mirrors, looking down, in photos he'd immediately deleted. But seeing it from this angle, on someone else, hard and wanting and frankly impressive from this perspective—it was surreal.

"Your turn," Sienna said, voice rough.

Marcus stripped off his shorts and underwear with shaking hands, and then they were both naked, both exposed, standing in Sienna's dorm room in each other's bodies like some impossible dream.

"Bed," Sienna said. "Now. I need to understand this." She gestured at her erection.

They fell onto purple sheets together, a tangle of unfamiliar limbs trying to find familiar positions. Sienna pushed Marcus onto his back and settled between his legs, and the view—looking down his borrowed body to see his own face between Sienna's thighs—made Marcus's brain short-circuit.

"Tell me what to do," Sienna said. "I've had this done to me, but I've never... how do I make it good for you? For my body?"

"Start gentle," Marcus managed. "Everything's sensitive. Use your tongue—oh fuck—"

Sienna's tongue dragged slowly up Marcus's slit, tasting him, and Marcus's entire world narrowed to that single point of contact. The sensation was nothing like anything he'd experienced before. Pleasure bloomed everywhere, full-body and overwhelming, making his back arch off the bed.

"Like that?" Sienna asked.

"Yes. God, yes. More."

Sienna learned fast, experimenting with pressure and speed and technique, paying attention to every gasp and moan Marcus made. She found his clit—her clit, the unfamiliar bundle of nerves that sent electricity through his system when she circled it just right—and Marcus thought he might die from pleasure.

"I can feel how wet I am," Sienna murmured between licks. "Feel how swollen this gets when I touch it right. God, this is amazing."

She slid one finger inside him, and Marcus's vision whited out.

The stretch was alien and perfect, an internal pleasure he'd never imagined, and when Sienna curled her finger upward she hit something that made stars explode behind Marcus's eyes.

"There," he gasped. "Right there, don't stop, please don't stop—"

Sienna added a second finger, stretching him wider, and her mouth returned to his clit with renewed purpose. The dual sensation—fullness inside, precise attention outside—built pleasure in waves, each one higher than the last.

Marcus had never been loud during sex in his own body. Too self-conscious, too worried about neighbors, too controlled.

In Sienna's body, he had no control.

He moaned and gasped and cried out, hands fisting in purple sheets, hips rolling up to meet Sienna's mouth and fingers. The pleasure built and built, tightening everything in his core, making his borrowed muscles shake with tension.

"I think I'm going to—" Marcus tried to warn her, but then Sienna's fingers curved just right and her tongue flicked fast and hard and—

The orgasm hit like lightning, crashing through every nerve, making Marcus's entire body convulse. His back bowed off the bed, thighs clamping around Sienna's head, a scream tearing from his throat. Wave after wave of pleasure pulsed through him, radiating out from his core, lasting longer than any orgasm he'd ever had, leaving him shaking and sobbing and completely overwhelmed.

When it finally subsided, Marcus lay boneless on the bed, chest heaving, aftershocks still twitching through his muscles.

"Holy shit," Sienna said, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. "That was... you were so beautiful like that."

"I've never..." Marcus couldn't even finish the sentence. His brain felt like static.

"Never come that hard?" Sienna grinned. "Me neither. Not in this body. Fuck, Marcus, I want that. I need to know what that feels like from the inside."

Marcus's borrowed body was exhausted, but his curiosity was insatiable. He sat up on trembling arms and looked at Sienna—at himself—at the hard cock still standing proudly from his own body.

"Then let me show you," Marcus said.


Chapter 3: Learning Curves

Marcus knelt between Sienna's legs—between his own legs, his brain helpfully supplied, because this was still his body even though someone else was wearing it—and tried to steady his breathing. The aftershocks of that impossible orgasm still rippled through Sienna's nervous system, making his borrowed hands tremble slightly when he reached out.

Sienna lay back against the purple pillows, Marcus's pale body sprawled out with a confidence it never had when Marcus inhabited it. His chest rose and fell rapidly, ribs visible beneath skin that never saw enough sun. The cock jutting up from dark pubic hair was flushed almost purple with need, a bead of precum glistening at the tip.

Marcus had touched his own dick thousands of times. Knew every inch of it, every sensitive spot, exactly what pressure and rhythm would get him off fastest.

But he'd never seen it like this. Never watched it twitch and leak from outside his own body. Never had the opportunity to explore it the way he'd explored partners, learning their responses, discovering what made them gasp.

"You're staring," Sienna said, and Marcus's voice coming from his mouth sounded breathless, almost shy.

"I've just... never seen myself from this angle." Marcus wrapped Sienna's smaller hand around the shaft experimentally, and watched Sienna's—his—back arch slightly off the bed. The skin was hot beneath his palm, silky over hardness, and when he stroked upward he could see the exact moment pleasure registered on his own face.

Sienna's eyes fluttered closed. "Fuck, that feels good. But different? Like, I know how this should feel but it's not quite..."

"Not quite right because you don't have the muscle memory," Marcus finished. He stroked again, slower this time, watching precome leak and slick his palm. "Your brain expects different sensations. It's disorienting."

"Very." Sienna's hips lifted into his touch. "But also really fucking hot. Keep going."

Marcus leaned down, his borrowed hair falling forward to curtain his face, and licked a stripe up the underside of the shaft from base to tip.

The taste was strange—salt and musk and something uniquely him but experienced from the outside. Sienna made a strangled sound above him, one hand flying to tangle in Marcus's ponytail, and the slight pull on his scalp sent unexpected pleasure down his spine.

"Oh god," Sienna gasped. "That's... your mouth is so warm..."

Marcus took the head between his lips, suckling gently, using techniques he'd learned from patient ex-girlfriends. He hollowed his cheeks and took more of the length, relaxing his throat in a way that felt different in Sienna's body—her gag reflex was less sensitive than his own, he discovered, or maybe she just had more practice controlling it.

Above him, Sienna was falling apart. His—Marcus's—usual restraint during sex had vanished entirely. She moaned openly, hips bucking up, hands gripping the sheets and Marcus's hair alternately. "Jesus Christ, Marcus, your mouth... I can't... it's too much..."

Marcus pulled off with an obscene pop, saliva connecting his lips to the flushed tip. "Too much good or too much bad?"

"Good. So good. But I'm already close and I want..." Sienna looked down at him, eyes dark with want. "I want to know what it feels like. All of it. I want you inside me."

The words sent heat flooding through Marcus's core again, his borrowed body responding with instant arousal despite having just orgasmed. Wetness gathered between his legs, slick and ready, and he became acutely aware of the empty ache inside him that wanted to be filled.

"Are you sure?" Marcus asked, even though his entire body was screaming yes, please, now.

"I have an IUD. You're clean. I trust you." Sienna sat up, bringing them face to face, and cupped Marcus's cheek with his palm. The gesture was tender, intimate in a way that made Marcus's chest ache. "I want this. I want to experience everything about being in your body, and you should experience everything about being in mine. That's the whole point, right?"

"Right," Marcus breathed.

They fumbled for position, neither quite sure how to navigate this. Eventually Marcus straddled Sienna's hips, his borrowed thighs bracketing Marcus's narrow waist, looking down at his own face between Sienna's breasts.

"I have condoms," Sienna said. "In the drawer. Even though I have an IUD, I'm usually careful about—"

"No," Marcus interrupted. He was surprised by his own decisiveness. "I want to feel everything. No barriers. Just... us. Like this."

Sienna's grin was brilliant in Marcus's face. "Okay. Yeah. Tell me if anything hurts or feels wrong."

Marcus reached down between their bodies and positioned the head of his cock—of Sienna's cock, currently his to control—at his entrance. The first touch made them both gasp. Then, slowly, carefully, Marcus began to sink down.

The stretch was immediate and overwhelming. Even though Sienna had used two fingers earlier, this was bigger, thicker, demanding his body open and accommodate. Marcus went slowly, breath coming in short pants, feeling every inch as it pressed inside.

"Oh fuck," he whimpered. "Oh fuck, this is..."

"Good?" Sienna's hands came up to grip his hips, steadying him. "Bad? Marcus, talk to me."

"Full," Marcus managed. "So full. I can feel everything. Every ridge, every—oh god—" He sank down another inch and the angle changed, pressure against that spot inside that made his vision blur. "Right there. That's... that's incredible."

"You're so tight," Sienna groaned. "I can feel you squeezing around me. Hot and wet and... fuck, I've had sex before but never felt it like this. Never felt what it's like to be inside someone."

Marcus took the last few inches in a rush, seating himself fully in Sienna's lap, and they both froze at the sensation. Connected. Joined. Marcus's body inside Sienna's body while Sienna's consciousness felt it from the inside and Marcus's consciousness experienced being filled for the first time in his life.

"I need a minute," Marcus gasped. His borrowed body was shaking, overwhelmed by sensation, every nerve ending firing pleasure and fullness and rightness.

"Take your time." Sienna's hands stroked soothing circles on Marcus's hips, his sides. "God, you feel amazing. I never knew... when guys have been inside me, I never thought about what they were feeling. This is crazy."

Marcus experimentally lifted his hips slightly and sank back down. The glide of cock through his inner walls sent sparks through his entire nervous system. He did it again, finding a rhythm, learning how to move in this new configuration.

Sienna's hands slid up to cup his breasts, thumbs finding nipples and circling them in time with Marcus's movements. The dual stimulation—being filled and having his sensitive nipples played with—made Marcus's rhythm falter.

"Don't stop," Sienna urged. "Please don't stop. This feels so good. You feel so good."

Marcus rode her harder, finding his balance, using Sienna's powerful thighs to drive down and lift up. The room filled with obscene sounds—skin slapping skin, wetness, their combined moans and gasps. Sweat gathered on Marcus's borrowed skin, making him slick and flushed.

"Touch yourself," Sienna commanded, one hand leaving his breast to guide Marcus's hand between their bodies. "Touch your clit while you ride me. I want to feel you come on my cock."

Marcus's fingers found the swollen bundle of nerves and he circled it frantically, chasing the building pressure. The combination of fullness inside and direct stimulation outside was devastating. His rhythm became erratic, desperate, thighs burning with effort but unable to stop.

"I'm close," he gasped. "Sienna, I'm so close..."

"Me too. Fuck, me too. I can feel it building in my—in your—in these balls, they're drawing up and everything's tight and I think I'm going to... Marcus, I'm going to come, where do you want me to—"

"Inside," Marcus moaned. "Come inside me. I want to feel it. All of it."

Three more strokes and Marcus's world shattered. His orgasm hit even harder than the first, slamming through him with enough force to make his vision white out completely. He felt his inner walls clamp down rhythmically on the cock inside him, felt wetness gush around it, felt his whole body convulse with wave after wave of pleasure so intense it bordered on pain.

And in the middle of his orgasm, he felt Sienna's cock—his cock—pulse and throb and flood him with heat. Felt what it was like to come from both sides simultaneously, the rhythmic clenching of orgasm on the outside and the explosive release on the inside.

Felt his own come filling someone else's pussy while someone else's orgasm milked his cock.

The sensory overload was too much. Marcus collapsed forward onto Sienna's chest, boneless and shaking and possibly crying, overwhelmed by sensation and emotion and the sheer impossibility of what they'd just shared.

Sienna's arms came around him, holding him close while aftershocks twitched through both their bodies. "Holy shit," she breathed into his hair. "Holy shit, Marcus. That was..."

"Yeah," Marcus managed.

They lay tangled together for long minutes, heartbeats slowly returning to normal, the sweat cooling on their skin. Eventually Marcus shifted and felt his softening cock slip out, followed by a gush of warm wetness that made him shiver.

"That's going to be messy," Sienna observed.

"Don't care." Marcus rolled onto his back beside her, staring at the ceiling. His body—Sienna's body—felt used in the best possible way, sore and satisfied and still humming with residual pleasure. "That was the most intense thing I've ever experienced."

"Same." Sienna turned her head to look at him, and Marcus saw wonder in his own eyes. "I've had good sex before. Great sex, even. But nothing like that. Feeling it from both perspectives, knowing exactly what you were feeling because I've felt it in this body..."

"It changes everything," Marcus agreed softly.

They cleaned up with tissues from Sienna's nightstand, and Marcus discovered that the post-sex cleanup was vastly different in a female body. More involved, more intimate somehow. When they'd made themselves presentable, they lay back down on the bed, still naked, shoulders touching.

"How much time do we have left?" Marcus asked.

Sienna checked the watch-like monitor Dr. Reeves had given them. "Five and a half hours."

"That's not enough," Marcus said, surprising himself with the vehemence. "I want more time. There's so much I haven't experienced yet."

"Like what?"

Marcus thought about it. "I want to go somewhere public like this. See how the world treats me. I want to work out in your body, feel what it's like to have that kind of strength and coordination. I want to..." He paused, embarrassed. "I want to see what it's like to pee standing up, which is stupid and childish but I'm curious."

Sienna laughed, delighted. "Those are all things we can do. And I want stuff too. I want to feel what it's like to do weights with less muscle mass. I want to walk around campus invisible for once. I want to see how guys treat me when I'm in your body."

"They'll ignore you," Marcus said flatly.

"Exactly. And I'm curious what that's like." Sienna sat up, reaching for Marcus's clothes. "Come on. Let's go out. Experience our bodies in the world."

They dressed in each other's clothes—Marcus pulling on the tight Nike shorts and tank top again, Sienna in Marcus's jeans and hoodie. Looking at themselves in Sienna's full-length mirror was surreal. They looked like themselves from the outside, but everything about their body language was wrong. Marcus stood with weight shifted to one hip, shoulders back, the confident posture of an athlete. Sienna had Marcus's characteristic slouch, hands shoved in pockets.

"We should fix that," Sienna said, noticing. "If we're going to really experience this, we should try to move like ourselves. I should carry myself like you do, and you like me."

It was harder than Marcus expected. Slouching in Sienna's body felt wrong, like he was disrespecting the strength she'd built. But he tried, rounding his shoulders, ducking his head slightly, making himself smaller.

"Weird," Sienna observed. "You make my body look less confident just by changing posture."

"Welcome to my life," Marcus said.

They headed out into the late afternoon sun, and Marcus was immediately conscious of the difference. Walking with Sienna's confident stride drew more attention than his attempted slouch would have. People moved out of his way instead of expecting him to move. Guys' eyes tracked him across the quad.

One guy—built like a linebacker, wearing a football jersey—actually catcalled. "Hey beautiful! Where you been all my life?"

Marcus froze, unsure how to respond. Sienna appeared at his elbow, wearing Marcus's face but projecting none of Marcus's usual anxiety.

"She's been right here, buddy," Sienna called back. "Just not interested in you."

The guy laughed good-naturedly and moved on, but Marcus was shaking slightly. "Does that happen a lot?"

"Multiple times a day," Sienna said matter-of-factly. "You learn to tune it out or respond in whatever way feels safest in the moment."

They walked toward the student recreation center, and Marcus became aware of how differently people treated them as a pair. When they'd walked to Sienna's dorm earlier, people had glanced at Sienna's body and ignored Marcus's. Now, with Marcus projecting more confidence and Sienna deliberately moving like Marcus usually did, the attention was split more evenly—but people still looked at Marcus's body longer, more intensely.

Inside the rec center, the difference was even more stark. Marcus showed his ID—Sienna's ID, with Sienna's picture that now matched his face—and the guy at the desk barely glanced at him before waving him through with a smile.

When Sienna showed Marcus's ID, the same desk attendant scrutinized it carefully, checked the picture against her face twice, before nodding curtly.

"Subtle," Sienna muttered as they headed toward the locker rooms.

"I never noticed that before," Marcus admitted. "I thought everyone got scrutinized like that."

"Nope. Just people like you. Or me, right now."

They changed in their respective locker rooms—Marcus in the women's, which was a surreal experience involving far more mirrors and far less casual nudity than he expected—and met at the weight room.

Marcus approached the squat rack with Sienna's usual confidence, loading plates that would have been impossible in his own body. The bar settled across his shoulders with familiar-unfamiliar weight, and when he descended into a squat, his muscles knew exactly what to do.

The strength was intoxicating. He could feel the power in Sienna's legs, the perfect balance, the muscle memory that made the motion smooth and controlled. He did ten reps without breaking a sweat, then added more weight.

Nearby, Sienna struggled with dumbbells that Marcus usually handled easily. "Jesus Christ," she muttered. "How do you lift anything? I'm trying to curl twenty pounds and my arms are shaking."

"Technique and practice," Marcus said, spotting her. "Your—my—our body isn't built for that kind of strength. You have to use more stabilizer muscles."

They worked out for an hour, Marcus reveling in the athletic capability of Sienna's body while Sienna got a humbling lesson in Marcus's physical limitations. Other gym-goers watched Marcus openly—some appreciative, some hostile, a few women giving him friendly nods that might have been solidarity or might have been interest.

One guy approached while Marcus was doing leg presses, a muscle-bound bro type with a protein shaker and too-white teeth.

"Hey, I haven't seen you here before. You training for something specific?"

Marcus recognized the tone—friendly interest sliding toward potential pickup. "Volleyball," he said, mimicking what he'd heard Sienna say before. "I'm on the team."

"Oh shit, you're Sienna Rodriguez!" The guy's eyes lit up. "I've watched your games. You're incredible. That spike you did against Colorado State last month was insane."

"Thanks," Marcus managed, completely out of his depth.

"Hey, uh, would you maybe want to grab a smoothie after this? The juice bar makes this killer protein blend that—"

"She's with me," Sienna interrupted, appearing at Marcus's side and slipping an arm around his waist with casual possessiveness. "Sorry, dude. She's taken."

The guy's face fell, but he recovered quickly. "Oh, cool, cool. Didn't mean to overstep. You guys make a cute couple."

When he left, Marcus looked at Sienna in confusion. "Did you just claim me as your girlfriend?"

"Was that okay? You looked uncomfortable. That's my go-to move for getting rid of guys who won't take a hint—pretend I'm in a relationship."

"It's fine. Just weird." Marcus paused. "Do people hit on you that much?"

"Constantly. You're experiencing a very mild version because you're new to the body and not fully projecting confidence. When I'm fully in my element..." Sienna shrugged. "It's exhausting sometimes."

They finished their workout and showered in separate locker rooms. Marcus discovered that showering in a female body required different logistics—longer hair to wash, different curves to navigate, and the complete absence of the casual erections that plagued him in his own body's morning showers.

Other women in the locker room moved around with unselfconscious nudity that Marcus found both liberating and nerve-wracking. He tried not to stare, hyperaware that he was technically an interloper in this space.

Clean and redressed, they met outside and started walking aimlessly around campus as the sun began to set, painting the sky in oranges and purples.

"I have a question," Sienna said as they walked past the library. "And you can tell me to fuck off if it's too personal."

"After what we just did, I don't think anything is too personal."

"Fair point." Sienna was quiet for a moment, gathering her thoughts. "Do you ever wish you were born in a different body? Like, not just curious about the experience, but actually wanting to be someone else permanently?"

The question hit Marcus harder than expected. He stopped walking, and Sienna stopped beside him. The quad was quieter now, most students inside for dinner or studying.

"Sometimes," Marcus admitted quietly. "Not all the time. But sometimes I look in the mirror and wonder what my life would be like if I looked different. If I was more attractive, more athletic, more... visible. And I hate that I think that way because it feels shallow and ungrateful, but I can't help it."

"It's not shallow," Sienna said gently. "We live in a world that treats people differently based on how they look. Acknowledging that doesn't make you shallow. It makes you aware."

"What about you?" Marcus asked. "Do you ever wish you were different?"

"Yeah." Sienna looked down at Marcus's body, flexed his hands. "Not physically, usually. I know I'm lucky to have the body I have, the genetics, the athletic ability. But sometimes I wish I could be invisible. Wish I could walk into a room without being evaluated, categorized, judged based on what I look like before anyone knows what I think or feel or want."

"Being invisible has its own problems," Marcus said.

"I believe you. I'm learning that right now." Sienna smiled sadly. "I guess everyone has their struggles with embodiment. The grass is always greener."

They started walking again, but slower now, comfortable in the quiet.

"Can I ask you something?" Marcus said eventually.

"Shoot."

"Earlier, when we... when we had sex. Was that just curiosity? Experimentation? Or was it..." He trailed off, not sure how to finish.

"Was it what?" Sienna prompted gently.

"I don't know. More than that?"

Sienna stopped walking and turned to face him. In the fading light, Marcus's face looked softer, more open than it usually did. "Honestly? I don't know. This whole situation is so weird that I can't untangle what I'm feeling. But I know I liked it. Not just the physical stuff, though that was incredible. I liked being close to you. Talking to you. Seeing how your mind works."

"I liked it too," Marcus admitted. "You're not what I expected."

"What did you expect?"

"I don't know. Someone shallow? Self-absorbed? You're this popular volleyball star, and I guess I assumed..." He shrugged helplessly.

"That I'd be a bitch?" Sienna grinned. "Fair enough. I probably make assumptions about computer science nerds too. That they're all socially awkward and only care about code."

"I mean, that's pretty accurate for me," Marcus said.

"But not completely. You're funny. You're thoughtful. You're curious about things beyond your major." Sienna reached out and took his hand. "I'm glad we got paired for this study. Even if it's the weirdest fucking thing I've ever done."

They stood there in the darkening quad, holding hands across bodies that weren't their own, and Marcus felt something shift in his chest. Not quite love—that was too fast, too absurd—but the beginning of something. Connection. Understanding. The foundation of possible more.

"We have four hours left," Marcus said, looking at the monitor. "What do you want to do?"

Sienna's grin turned wicked. "I have some ideas. But first, I'm starving. Want to grab dinner?"

They ended up at a Mexican restaurant off campus, tucked into a booth in the back. Ordering food was another study in contrasts—the waiter was attentive to Marcus, checking on him frequently, while barely acknowledging Sienna until she directly asked for something.

"It's like I don't exist," Sienna muttered after the waiter walked away for the third time without refilling her water despite her empty glass being clearly visible.

"Welcome to my life," Marcus said, but he felt bad about it. He caught the waiter's eye and gestured to Sienna's glass, and the guy immediately came over to fill it with profuse apologies.

"You shouldn't have to do that," Sienna said.

"I know. But I don't know how else to fix it."

The food arrived—massive burritos and chips with guacamole—and Marcus discovered that eating in Sienna's body was different too. Her metabolism ran faster, burning through calories like a furnace, and she apparently ate more than Marcus usually did without gaining weight. He demolished his burrito with ease while Sienna picked at hers, unused to Marcus's smaller appetite.

"How do you survive on this little food?" she asked. "I'm still hungry but I'm full at the same time. It's confusing."

"Small stomach. Slower metabolism. I put on weight if I eat too much." Marcus shrugged. "Your body is way more forgiving."

They talked through dinner about everything and nothing—classes, hobbies, families, dreams. Marcus learned that Sienna wanted to be a physical therapist, that she had two younger brothers she was fiercely protective of, that she was terrified of graduating and entering the real world.

Sienna learned that Marcus was developing an app he hoped to launch before graduation, that he played piano despite having no musical training, that he'd never been in a relationship longer than six months because he had commitment issues he was working through.

By the time they paid—splitting the check despite the waiter bringing it to Marcus and ignoring Sienna—they felt like friends. Real friends, not just strangers thrown together by a weird experiment.

They walked back to campus hand in hand, and Marcus was acutely aware that this was temporary. In less than four hours, they'd swap back. He'd return to his own body, his own life, his own invisibility.

And Sienna would return to being the person everyone noticed, everyone wanted.

Would they still talk after this? Would they pretend it never happened? Would this brief, impossible intimacy fade into awkward avoidance?

"You're thinking too hard," Sienna observed. "I can see it on my face. You get this little crease between your eyebrows when you're worried about something."

"Sorry. Just... thinking about after."

"After we swap back?"

"Yeah."

Sienna stopped walking and turned to face him. They were back on campus now, near the library where they'd apparently seen each other multiple times without really connecting. Students passed around them, but for once Marcus didn't care about being visible or invisible. He only cared about this moment.

"I don't want this to be over when we swap back," Sienna said quietly. "Whatever this is—friendship, something more, I don't know yet—I don't want it to end."

"Me neither," Marcus breathed.

"So let's make a plan. After we swap back, after we've had time to process everything, we'll meet up. Get coffee as ourselves. See if this thing between us exists outside these bodies."

"Okay. Yeah. I'd like that."

Sienna smiled, and even in Marcus's face it was radiant. "Good. Now come on. We have three and a half hours left, and I still haven't peed standing up."

They headed back to Sienna's dorm, and Marcus showed her the mechanics of urinating with a penis—awkward and weirdly intimate and hilarious when Sienna couldn't get the aim right and nearly peed on the bathroom wall.

Then they sprawled on her bed again, this time just talking and touching in lazy, exploratory ways. Marcus mapped his own body with Sienna's hands, learning how he looked from the outside, where he was sensitive, what made his breath catch.

Sienna did the same with her body, and Marcus guided her, showing her touches she'd probably never thought to try on herself.

They had sex again, slower this time, less frantic. Marcus rode Sienna's cock while she lay back and watched his breasts bounce, both of them savoring every sensation, committing it to memory.

When they came—together this time, perfectly synchronized—it felt like a conclusion and a beginning simultaneously.

Afterward, they dozed, tangled together, waking occasionally to marvel at the strangeness of sleeping in each other's bodies.

Marcus's phone—Sienna's phone—buzzed with an alarm he'd set. Two hours until the swap back.

They made love one more time, desperate and urgent, trying to fit everything they still wanted to experience into the dwindling time. Then they dressed, gathered their things, and walked back to the psychology building in silence heavy with impending loss.

Dr. Reeves was waiting for them in the lab, looking pleased with herself. "How was it?"

"Life-changing," Sienna said simply.

"Good. That's exactly what we hoped for. Lie down, both of you. Let's get you back to your own bodies."

They took their positions on the medical beds, electrodes reattached, and Marcus looked across at Sienna one last time.

"Thank you," he said.

"For what?"

"For seeing me. For making this amazing instead of terrifying."

"Thank you for the same," Sienna said softly.

Dr. Reeves initiated the sequence. "Consciousness transference reversal in three... two... one..."

The world tilted again.

Marcus felt himself pulled upward-downward-sideways through impossible space, fractured and reassembled, scattered and gathered, and then—

He gasped and opened his eyes.

Everything felt wrong. Then, gradually, right. His chest was flat. His center of gravity had shifted lower. Between his legs, the familiar weight and presence of his cock, currently soft.

He was back in his own body.

Across from him, Sienna sat up in her body, touching her face, her hair, her chest like she was reacquainting herself with old friends.

They climbed off the beds shakily and stood facing each other.

Marcus looked up at Sienna—up, because she was taller again, because he was back to his usual height. She looked down at him with those dark eyes, and they were exactly the same eyes he'd looked through for eight hours, but seeing them from the outside was different.

"Hey," she said.

"Hey," he replied.

Then, without discussion, they hugged. Marcus buried his face in Sienna's shoulder, breathing in that coconut scent that was no longer his, and felt her arms come around him tight and sure.

"Coffee tomorrow?" Sienna murmured into his hair.

"Definitely."

They pulled apart, and Marcus saw the same uncertainty in Sienna's expression that he felt. Would this connection survive reality? Or had it only existed in the strange liminal space of the swap?

Only one way to find out.


Chapter 4: Phantom Sensations

Marcus couldn't sleep.

He lay in his narrow bed in his cramped studio apartment, staring at the ceiling at 2 AM, his body thrumming with restless energy that had nothing to do with caffeine. He'd been back in his own skin for six hours, and it felt wrong.

Not bad. Just wrong. Like putting on clothes that used to fit perfectly but had somehow shrunk in the wash.

His chest was too flat. His hips too narrow. His hands too large and clumsy when he touched himself, searching for sensations he'd experienced in Sienna's body. When he palmed his cock—hard again, because apparently his refractory period in his own body was nonexistent after spending eight hours in a female form—it felt good but incomplete.

He missed the full-body pleasure of Sienna's orgasms. The way sensation had radiated from his core outward instead of concentrating in his groin. The sensitivity of breasts that responded to every touch. The feeling of being filled, stretched, claimed.

Marcus's hand moved faster on his cock, and he closed his eyes and tried to remember. The weight of Sienna's breasts in his borrowed hands. The slick heat when Sienna had pushed fingers inside him. The overwhelming sensation of his own cock sliding into his own pussy from both perspectives simultaneously.

He came with a strangled gasp, spilling over his fist, but the orgasm was disappointing. Quick. Localized. Nothing like the earth-shattering pleasure he'd experienced earlier.

Afterward, lying in the mess, Marcus acknowledged the truth he'd been avoiding: he wanted to swap again. Needed to. Not just for the novelty or the sexual experimentation, but because something about inhabiting Sienna's body had felt right in a way his own body never had.

And that was terrifying.

He grabbed his phone and saw he had a text from Sienna, sent an hour ago:

Can't sleep. Keep trying to move like I'm in your body and it's weird being tall again. You awake?

Marcus typed back: Yeah. Same. Everything feels off.

The response came immediately: Meet me at the 24hr diner on 4th? I need to talk to someone who gets it.

Twenty minutes later, Marcus slid into a booth across from Sienna at the only place in town that served mediocre eggs at 2:30 AM. She looked tired, hair loose around her shoulders instead of in her usual ponytail, wearing sweats and a volleyball hoodie. But her eyes were bright, almost feverish.

"You feel it too," she said without preamble. "The wrongness."

"Yes." Marcus's relief at not being alone in this was overwhelming. "I can't stop thinking about being in your body. Missing it. Which is insane because it was only eight hours."

"I jerked off three times," Sienna admitted bluntly. "Trying to recapture what it felt like when you made me come in your body. But it's not the same. My orgasms in my own body feel less intense now. Shorter. And I keep reaching for a dick that's not there anymore."

The waitress appeared, looking exhausted and deeply uninterested in their conversation. They ordered coffee and pie they didn't want, just to justify taking up the booth.

When she left, Marcus leaned forward. "I think I'm having some kind of crisis. Because part of me wants to go back to Dr. Reeves tomorrow and beg her to let us swap again. And part of me is terrified of what that means about my relationship to my own body."

"What if it's not a crisis?" Sienna said softly. "What if it's just... information? About who you are, what you want, what feels right?"

"Are you saying I'm trans?" Marcus asked bluntly.

"I don't know. Are you?"

Marcus sat back, the question hitting him like a physical blow. Was he? He'd never seriously considered it before. Sure, he'd been curious about being a woman, had fantasized about it occasionally, but lots of cis people did that, right?

Except most cis people probably didn't feel this profound sense of loss at returning to their original body.

"I don't know," he admitted. "I've never... I always thought I was just a guy who was curious. But being in your body felt so natural. So right. And now this—" he gestured at himself "—feels like a costume I'm wearing."

"Okay," Sienna said gently. "That's okay. You don't have to figure it all out right now. But Marcus? Whatever you discover about yourself, I'm here. This hasn't changed how I see you."

"How do you see me?"

Sienna's smile was soft. "As someone brave enough to be honest about what they're experiencing. Someone I want to keep knowing, regardless of what body you're in."

The waitress returned with coffee and two slices of mediocre apple pie. They ate in silence for a few minutes, processing.

"What about you?" Marcus asked eventually. "How do you feel about being back in your body?"

"Relieved, mostly. Your body was interesting to experience, but it didn't feel right the way mine does. I missed my strength, my height, my..." She paused, choosing words carefully. "My sense of myself. But I also learned things. About privilege. About invisibility. About what it's like to move through the world without constant attention."

"Did it change how you'll move through the world now?"

"Yeah. I think so. I'm more aware of people like you—like who you are in your own body. People who get overlooked. I want to be more conscious of that. Use my visibility to make space for others."

They finished their pie and ordered more coffee, talking until the sky began to lighten outside the diner windows. About gender and embodiment and identity. About the study and what they'd learned. About attraction and connection and whether what they felt for each other existed independent of the swap.

"I want to see you again," Marcus said as dawn broke. "As myself. In my own body. I want to know if this thing between us is real or if it was just the strangeness of the situation."

"It's real," Sienna said with certainty. "I felt it before the swap. That's why I agreed to do the study in the first place."

Marcus's heart stuttered. "What?"

"I noticed you months ago. In the library. You were so focused, so intense about your work. And I thought you were cute. I wanted to talk to you but I didn't know how without being weird about it. Then Dr. Reeves said she was pairing me with someone from computer science for her study, and when I saw your name..." Sienna shrugged. "I thought maybe it was fate or something. A chance to actually connect."

"You could have just talked to me," Marcus said.

"Could I? You never looked at me. Never made eye contact. I thought you weren't interested."

"I was terrified of you. You're... you. Popular, beautiful, confident. Why would you notice me?"

"Because you're interesting. Because you make faces at your computer that are adorable. Because I wanted to know what you were thinking about so intensely." Sienna reached across the table and took his hand. "And now I do know. Some of it, anyway. And I want to know more."

Marcus looked down at their joined hands. His was pale and bony, hers was bronze and strong, and they fit together in a way that felt right.

"I want to kiss you," he admitted. "In our own bodies. See if it feels the same."

"Then kiss me."

Marcus leaned across the table and pressed his lips to Sienna's. The angle was awkward, the table between them an obstacle, but the contact sent electricity down his spine. Her lips were soft, warm, tasting of coffee and apples. When her tongue traced the seam of his mouth, he opened for her and the kiss deepened.

It felt different than kissing her in swapped bodies. Less surreal, more grounded. But the attraction was still there, burning bright.

They pulled apart, breathing hard, and the waitress cleared her throat meaningfully nearby.

"Get a room," she muttered, but she was smiling.

Sienna laughed. "Want to come back to my dorm? My roommate's gone for the week."

Marcus should have said no. Should have suggested they take things slow, figure out their feelings, not complicate things with sex so soon after the swap.

Instead he said, "Yes. God, yes."

They practically ran back to campus, hands clasped, anticipation building with every step. Sienna's dorm room looked different in the grey morning light, but the purple sheets were the same, the bed where they'd explored each other in borrowed bodies.

This time, when Sienna pushed Marcus down onto the mattress, he was in his own skin. She straddled his hips, looking down at him with dark eyes that held heat and affection in equal measure.

"I want you," she said simply. "Not your curiosity about my body. Not some experimental thing. You. Marcus. In this body, with all its awkwardness and anxiety and beauty."

"I'm not beautiful," Marcus protested.

"You are to me." Sienna leaned down and kissed him slowly, thoroughly, until Marcus was squirming beneath her. "Let me show you."

She undressed him with careful attention, pulling off his hoodie and t-shirt, pressing kisses to pale skin as she revealed it. His chest, his ribs, the hollow of his throat. When his jeans came off, she paused to admire the bulge in his boxers.

"I missed this," she murmured. "Missed seeing you hard for me."

"It's been hard for you for months," Marcus admitted. "Every time I saw you in the library I had to hide behind textbooks."

Sienna's grin was wicked. She pulled off his boxers and wrapped her hand around his cock, stroking slowly. "This cock that was inside me yesterday. That I felt from both sides. God, Marcus, do you know how hot that was? Feeling what you felt when you fucked me?"

"I think about it constantly," Marcus gasped. Her hand felt amazing, warm and firm, moving with purpose.

"What do you think about?" Sienna leaned down, her breath hot against his cock. "Tell me."

"I think about being filled. About having your body and feeling you inside me. About the way you touched my—your—the breasts. About coming so hard I couldn't see." Marcus's hips lifted into her grip. "I think about wanting to feel that again."

"Do you want to swap again?" Sienna asked, then licked a stripe up his shaft.

"Yes," Marcus moaned. "Is that wrong?"

"No." She took him into her mouth, sucking gently. When she pulled off, saliva connected her lips to his tip. "I want to swap again too. Dr. Reeves said we could do follow-up sessions if we wanted. For research."

"When?" Marcus was barely coherent, pleasure building from her mouth and hand.

"Whenever we want. But right now..." Sienna stripped off her own clothes efficiently, revealing the body Marcus had inhabited yesterday. Seeing it from the outside again was intoxicating. "Right now I want you in this configuration. I want to know what it's like when we're ourselves."

She climbed onto the bed and straddled him again, positioning his cock at her entrance. Unlike yesterday, when Marcus had been the one sinking down onto his own cock, now he was on his back and Sienna was in control.

She sank down slowly, taking him inch by inch, and Marcus watched his cock disappear into her with fascination. This was the pussy he'd inhabited yesterday. These were the inner walls that had clenched around him when he came. But now he was experiencing it from his original perspective—the tight heat enveloping him, the slick glide, the overwhelming sensation of being surrounded.

"Fuck," he gasped. "Sienna..."

"I know." She seated herself fully, and they both groaned at the sensation. "It's different but still so good. I can feel you so deep."

She began to ride him, slow at first, then faster, finding a rhythm that made them both gasp. Marcus's hands found her breasts—the breasts he'd touched from the inside yesterday—and he played with her nipples the way he'd learned she liked.

"Yes," Sienna moaned. "Just like that. You know exactly how to touch me because you've been me."

The thought sent Marcus spiraling. He thrust up to meet her movements, and Sienna cried out, her rhythm faltering. She was close, he could tell from the way her inner muscles started fluttering around him, the way her breathing changed.

"Touch yourself," he commanded, remembering how good it had felt yesterday when she'd told him the same thing. "I want to watch you come on my cock."

Sienna's hand flew to her clit, rubbing frantically, and within seconds she was convulsing, her orgasm crashing through her in visible waves. Marcus felt her pussy clench rhythmically around his cock, felt the gush of wetness, and it pushed him over the edge.

He came hard, flooding her with his release, and the sensation was powerful but different from yesterday. Localized instead of full-body. Intense but brief.

Still amazing, though. Especially with Sienna collapsed on top of him, both of them breathing hard, hearts racing.

"That was incredible," Sienna murmured into his neck.

"Yeah." Marcus wrapped his arms around her, holding her close. "But I still want to swap again."

"Me too. Tomorrow?"

"Tomorrow," Marcus agreed.

They dozed for a few hours, tangled together, and when they woke the sun was fully up and Marcus's phone was buzzing with a text from Dr. Reeves:

How are you both feeling? Any lingering effects from the swap? I have openings this week if you'd like to schedule a follow-up session. The data from your swap was fascinating and I'd love to collect more.

Marcus showed Sienna, and they grinned at each other like conspirators.

We'd like to schedule another session, Marcus typed back. As soon as possible.

The response was immediate: Excellent! How about tomorrow at 2 PM? Same eight-hour duration?

Marcus looked at Sienna. She nodded eagerly.

Perfect. We'll be there.

They spent the rest of the day in Sienna's room, alternating between sex and conversation and planning what they wanted to experience during their next swap. Marcus admitted he wanted to try working out more intensely in Sienna's body, really push the athletic limits. Sienna said she wanted to experience Marcus's quiet invisibility for longer, see what it was like to truly move through the world unseen.

And they both wanted more sex. Lots more sex. Exploring every possible combination, every sensation, every moment of pleasure they could wring from the experience.

When Marcus finally left that evening to get some actual sleep before their next swap, he felt more alive than he had in years. His body still felt wrong, uncomfortable in ways he was only beginning to understand, but the knowledge that he could swap again tomorrow made it bearable.

More than bearable. Exciting.

He had a text from Sienna before he even made it back to his apartment:

Can't wait for tomorrow. I'm going to fuck you so good in my body.

Marcus's cock hardened immediately, and he typed back with one hand while walking:

I'm going to ride your cock until you can't remember your own name.

Promise?

Promise.

Marcus made it home, jerked off twice to the memory of Sienna's mouth on him and the anticipation of tomorrow, and finally fell into deep, dreamless sleep.

Tomorrow couldn't come fast enough.


Chapter 5: Second Swap

Marcus arrived at Dr. Reeves's lab fifteen minutes early, buzzing with nervous energy. Sienna was already there, pacing near the COTA machine, wearing workout clothes and a grin.

"Ready?" she asked.

"So ready."

Dr. Reeves ran through the same protocols as before—consent forms, electrode placement, safety briefings. But this time Marcus knew what to expect. Knew the sensation of being pulled through impossible space, the moment of white-hot-nothing, the disorientation of waking up in a different body.

He lay down on the medical bed and took a deep breath.

"Consciousness transference in three... two... one..."

The world tilted, fractured, dissolved—

And reformed.

Marcus gasped and sat up in Sienna's body, and the relief was immediate and overwhelming. This. This felt right. The weight of breasts, the width of hips, the center of gravity in the pelvis. His borrowed hands came up to touch his face, and he smiled at the familiar-unfamiliar sensation.

"Fuck yes," Sienna said from Marcus's body, looking down at the obvious erection tenting the hospital gown. "I missed this."

Dr. Reeves looked between them with undisguised fascination. "Interesting. Your adjustment period was significantly faster this time. You both seem immediately comfortable."

"Because we know what to expect," Marcus said. But even as he said it, he knew it was more than that. Being in Sienna's body felt like coming home.

They dressed quickly in each other's clothes—Marcus in Sienna's athletic gear, Sienna in Marcus's jeans and hoodie—and headed straight to the gym.

Marcus pushed Sienna's body harder this time, now that he understood its capabilities. He loaded the squat rack with weight that would have been impossible in his original form and descended into perfect form, feeling the burn in his quads, the power in his glutes. Rep after rep, set after set, his muscles responding with familiar ease.

Nearby, Sienna struggled through a basic bodyweight routine in Marcus's frame, and Marcus felt a pang of sympathy for his own body's limitations.

After an hour of intense work, they were both sweaty and energized. Marcus could feel the endorphins flooding Sienna's system, the natural high of pushing physical limits.

"Showers?" Sienna suggested, and the gleam in her eyes suggested she wasn't just talking about getting clean.

They headed to the locker rooms, but this time Marcus lingered in the shower longer, taking time to wash Sienna's hair thoroughly, to soap up his borrowed body with care. Other women came and went, casual in their nudity, and Marcus tried not to stare while also cataloguing every detail of this female space he was privileged to experience.

When he emerged, clean and dressed, Sienna was waiting outside looking slightly disheveled.

"What happened?" Marcus asked.

"Tried to jerk off in the shower," Sienna admitted. "Could not figure out the angles. How do guys do this standing up? I kept losing my grip."

Marcus burst out laughing. "Practice. Lots of practice. Come on, let's go somewhere private and I'll show you."

But instead of heading back to Sienna's dorm, they wandered campus, exploring how people treated them in their swapped bodies now that they'd had time to adjust. Marcus moved with more confidence this time, owning Sienna's athletic grace, and the attention he drew was different. More respectful. Some people—other athletes, Marcus guessed—gave him knowing nods.

One girl from the volleyball team stopped them near the student union.

"Sienna! Coach is looking for you. We have practice in an hour."

Marcus's mind went blank. Practice. Volleyball practice. Which he absolutely could not do convincingly because he'd never played volleyball in his life.

"Oh shit," he said, trying to mimic Sienna's casual tone. "I forgot. I'm actually not feeling great—I think I might skip today."

The girl looked concerned. "You never skip. Are you okay?"

"Yeah, just... female stuff. Cramps. You know." Marcus was desperately hoping this would work.

"Oh, that sucks. Want me to tell Coach?"

"Please. Thanks."

The girl headed off, and Marcus sagged with relief. "That was close."

"We need to be more careful," Sienna said. "If we're going to keep swapping, we need to plan around my schedule. Yours is easier—your classes don't take attendance and you work independently most of the time."

"Good point." Marcus pulled out his phone—Sienna's phone—and they coordinated calendars, blocking out times when swapping would be complicated.

Then they headed back to Sienna's room, and the moment the door closed behind them, Sienna pushed Marcus against it and kissed him hard.

"I've been wanting to do that all day," she gasped against his mouth.

"Then why didn't you?"

"Because if I started I wouldn't be able to stop." Sienna's hands were already under Marcus's tank top, pushing it up, revealing the sports bra beneath. "And I wanted privacy for what I'm about to do to you."

Marcus shivered with anticipation. "What are you going to do to me?"

"Everything." Sienna stripped off Marcus's shirt and bra in efficient movements, then pushed him toward the bed. "I spent all night researching. Watching videos. Reading forums. I want to make you come so hard you forget your own name."

"Bold claim," Marcus managed, but his borrowed body was already responding, nipples tightening, heat pooling between his legs.

Sienna stripped them both naked, then positioned Marcus on his back on the bed, legs spread. She knelt between his thighs and looked at him—at her own body—with intense focus.

"God, I'm beautiful," she murmured.

"Conceited much?" But Marcus was grinning.

"Just honest." Sienna's fingers traced through the wetness already gathering between his legs. "Fuck, you're soaked. Have you been wet all day?"

"Since we swapped," Marcus admitted. "Being in your body makes me constantly aroused."

"Same with yours. This cock has been hard for hours." Sienna pressed one finger inside him, and Marcus gasped. "But right now I'm focused on you."

She added a second finger, stretching him, and Marcus's back arched off the bed. The intrusion felt amazing, his inner walls clenching around her digits.

Then Sienna's mouth descended to his clit, and Marcus's world exploded.

She licked and sucked with single-minded focus, fingers curling inside him to hit that perfect spot while her tongue worked magic on his most sensitive place. Marcus writhed beneath her, hands fisting in purple sheets, unable to control the sounds pouring from his throat.

"Please," he begged. "Please, Sienna, I need—"

"I know what you need." Sienna added a third finger, stretching him wider, and the slight burn mixed with pleasure in the most perfect way. "I've been you, remember? I know exactly how this feels. How close you are."

She sucked hard on his clit while curling her fingers just right, and Marcus detonated. The orgasm ripped through him with devastating force, his entire body convulsing, inner muscles clamping rhythmically around Sienna's fingers. He screamed her name, coherent thought impossible, lost in wave after wave of pleasure.

When it finally subsided, he lay trembling and gasping, tears leaking from the corners of his eyes.

"Holy fuck," he whispered.

Sienna crawled up his body and kissed him gently. "That was beautiful. You're beautiful when you come."

"Your turn," Marcus managed. "I want to make you feel that good."

But Sienna shook her head. "Not yet. I want to try something first."

She reached into her nightstand and pulled out a harness and a realistic dildo that made Marcus's eyes widen.

"When did you get that?"

"Last night. After you left. I was thinking about what it felt like to fuck you yesterday, and I wanted to be able to do it again even when we're swapped." Sienna held up the harness. "Can I? I want to know what it's like to fuck you while I'm in my body. I want to see what you see when you're inside me."

Marcus's borrowed pussy clenched with want. "Yes. God, yes."

Sienna strapped on the dildo, positioning it carefully, and the sight of her in Marcus's body with a fake cock jutting from his hips was simultaneously absurd and incredibly hot.

She climbed onto the bed, settling between Marcus's legs, and positioned the dildo at his entrance.

"Ready?" she asked.

"Please."

Sienna pushed inside slowly, and the stretch was delicious. The dildo was larger than Marcus's actual cock, and it filled him completely, pressing against every sensitive spot. When she bottomed out, they both moaned.

"This is so weird," Sienna gasped. "I can't feel you around the dildo like I could feel you around my cock yesterday, but watching it disappear into my own pussy is..." She rolled her hips experimentally. "Fuck."

Marcus wrapped his legs around Sienna's waist, pulling her deeper. "Move. Please move."

Sienna found a rhythm, thrusting steadily, and Marcus matched her movements. The dildo didn't have the warmth of real flesh, couldn't pulse or throb, but the stretch and fullness were perfect. And watching Sienna's face—Marcus's face—twist with concentration and arousal was intoxicating.

"Touch yourself," Sienna commanded, echoing Marcus's words from yesterday. "I want to feel you come on this cock."

Marcus's hand flew to his clit, rubbing in tight circles while Sienna fucked him harder. The dual stimulation built pressure rapidly, and within minutes Marcus was climbing toward another orgasm.

"Close," he gasped. "So close..."

"Come for me," Sienna urged. "Let me see my body come apart."

Marcus shattered, his orgasm somehow even more intense than the first. His inner muscles clenched around the dildo, his whole body going rigid, pleasure whiting out his vision.

Sienna kept moving through it, prolonging the pleasure, until Marcus was sobbing with oversensitization.

"Stop, stop, too much," he begged.

Sienna pulled out carefully and stripped off the harness, then collapsed beside Marcus on the bed.

They lay panting together, and Marcus could feel come and sweat cooling on Sienna's skin, could smell sex heavy in the air.

"You didn't come," Marcus observed.

"I know. I want to, but..." Sienna gestured at Marcus's body, at the cock that had remained stubbornly hard throughout. "I can't figure out how to make it happen. It's like there's this pressure building but I can't push it over the edge."

"Want me to help?"

"God, yes."

Marcus sat up and pushed Sienna onto her back, then wrapped Sienna's hand around Marcus's cock. "Show me how you've been trying."

Sienna stroked, her grip firm but the rhythm irregular. Marcus watched, noting where she focused, what she was missing.

"You're going too slow," he said. "And you need to pay attention to the head—it's the most sensitive part. Here." He covered her hand with his, guiding the movement. "Like this. Faster, tighter on the upstroke."

Sienna followed his guidance, and Marcus watched his own face transform with pleasure. Her breathing quickened, her hips started lifting into the strokes.

"That's it," Marcus encouraged. "You're close. I can tell. Don't stop."

"I can feel it," Sienna gasped. "The pressure is building, everything's tight, I think I'm going to—oh fuck, oh fuck—"

Her body went rigid, Marcus's cock pulsed in her grip, and come erupted in thick spurts across his stomach and chest. Sienna cried out, her whole body shaking, and Marcus watched in fascination as his own cock kept pulsing, kept releasing, the orgasm lasting longer than he'd ever experienced in his own body.

Finally it subsided, and Sienna lay boneless and spent, covered in come and grinning like an idiot.

"Holy shit," she breathed. "That was intense."

"Male orgasms are more concentrated than female ones," Marcus explained, grabbing tissues to clean up the mess. "But they can be really powerful if you build them up right."

"I'll say." Sienna sat up, accepting tissues. "Okay, new life goal: make myself come in both bodies as many times as possible."

Marcus laughed. "We have six more hours. Think we can beat your record?"

"Let's find out."

They spent the rest of the afternoon and evening in a haze of sex and experimentation. Marcus rode Sienna's cock again, this time from behind so they could both watch in the mirror. Sienna learned to eat pussy with enthusiastic determination, making Marcus come three more times with just her mouth. They tried positions that would have been impossible in their own bodies, taking full advantage of Sienna's flexibility and strength.

Between rounds, they ordered pizza and talked about everything and nothing. About the study, about their lives, about what it meant that they both wanted to keep swapping.

"I think I might be trans," Marcus admitted as they shared a slice of pepperoni. "Or gender fluid, or nonbinary, or something. I don't know the right words yet. But being in your body feels more right than being in mine."

"Okay," Sienna said simply. "What do you need from me?"

"I don't know. Patience while I figure it out? Maybe help scheduling more swaps with Dr. Reeves?"

"Done. And Marcus? Whatever you discover about yourself, whoever you turn out to be, I like you. I'm attracted to you. That's not going to change."

"Even if I decide I want to transition? Be a woman permanently?"

"Even then." Sienna took his hand. "I'm attracted to you, not just your body. And honestly? After experiencing both, I think I might be bi. Or pan. I'm not sure. But I know I want to keep seeing you, keep exploring this thing between us."

Marcus felt something unknot in his chest. "I want that too."

They finished the pizza and went for another round, this time slow and tender, making love instead of just fucking. And when they came together, Marcus felt something shift between them. Deepening. Solidifying.

This wasn't just experimentation anymore. It was relationship. Connection. Maybe even love, though it was too soon to say the word out loud.

When their eight hours were up and they returned to Dr. Reeves's lab, Marcus felt the same reluctance as before. The same wrongness at the thought of returning to his original body.

But this time, he had words for it. Understanding. And a plan to explore it further.

They swapped back, and Marcus's dysphoria hit harder this time. His flat chest felt wrong. His narrow hips felt wrong. Everything felt wrong.

But Sienna was there, holding his hand, promising more swaps to come. And that made it bearable.

They scheduled their next session for three days later.

Marcus could survive three days.

Probably.


Chapter 6: Addiction

The three days between swaps were torture.

Marcus existed in a state of constant, low-grade arousal that made concentrating on anything impossible. He'd jerk off in the morning shower, at lunch in a bathroom stall, before bed, in the middle of the night when he woke hard and aching. But nothing satisfied the craving. Every orgasm in his own body felt hollow, incomplete, a pale shadow of what he'd experienced in Sienna's form.

He texted Sienna constantly:

I can't stop thinking about your mouth on me

I want to feel your tits in my hands again

Three more days feels like forever

Sienna responded in kind:

I keep reaching between my legs expecting to find a pussy

I jerked off thinking about riding your cock and it's not the same

I need to be inside you again

On the second day, their texting turned more explicitly dirty. Marcus was supposed to be in his Advanced Algorithms class, but instead he was in the back row, phone hidden under his desk, cock hard in his jeans.

Tell me what you're going to do to me when we swap, he typed.

The response came quickly: I'm going to eat you out until you can't remember your name. Going to make you come on my tongue over and over. Then I'm going to fuck you hard enough that you feel it for days.

Marcus had to adjust himself, his erection painful against the zipper. Keep going

I'm going to play with your tits while I fuck you. Pinch your nipples until you scream. Maybe tie you up so you can't touch yourself, make you beg for release.

Fuck, Marcus typed with one hand, the other palming his cock through his jeans. He was going to come in his pants in the middle of class if Sienna didn't stop.

Where are you right now? Sienna asked.

Class. You're going to make me come in public.

Good. I want you desperate. I want you so horny you can barely function. When we swap tomorrow, I'm going to wreck you.

Marcus came in his boxer briefs, biting his lip to stay silent, pleasure pulsing through him in weak, unsatisfying waves. He spent the rest of class uncomfortable and sticky, and when he finally made it back to his apartment, he jerked off twice more just to take the edge off.

It didn't work.

On the third day, Sienna sent him a video.

Marcus was alone in his apartment, working on code that refused to compile, when his phone buzzed. The message just said thinking about tomorrow with a video attachment.

He clicked it.

The video showed Sienna in her dorm room, naked on her bed, phone positioned to capture her whole body. Her hand moved between her legs, fingers circling her clit, then dipping inside. She was wet enough that Marcus could hear the slick sounds even through the phone speaker.

"I wish this was your hand," Sienna said to the camera, her voice breathy. "I wish you were here, in my body, feeling how wet I am for you. I can't wait to swap tomorrow. Can't wait to feel you inside me again."

She added a second finger, fucking herself faster, her hips lifting off the bed. Her other hand came up to play with her breasts, pinching a nipple, and Marcus watched in fascination as her body responded exactly the way his had when he'd inhabited it.

"Going to come thinking about you," Sienna gasped. "Thinking about your cock filling me up, your hands on my body, your mouth—oh fuck—"

Her orgasm was beautiful, her whole body arching, inner muscles visible clenching around her fingers, wetness coating her hand. She rode it out, whimpering, then looked directly at the camera with satisfaction.

"Your turn," she said, then the video ended.

Marcus's hands shook as he set up his own phone, angling it to capture his body on his bed. He stripped naked, his cock already hard and leaking, and started recording.

"You're killing me," he told the camera, wrapping his hand around his shaft. "I've come five times today thinking about tomorrow. About being in your body again. About feeling you fuck me."

He stroked slowly, teasingly, the way he'd learned Sienna liked to watch. "I'm going to ride your cock so hard. Going to make you feel what I feel when you're inside me. Going to come all over you."

He increased his pace, his other hand cupping his balls, rolling them gently. "Wish these were tits. Wish I was touching myself in your body right now instead of this one. Tomorrow can't come fast enough."

His orgasm built quickly, and he let the camera capture everything—the way his abs tensed, the moment his cock started pulsing, the thick ropes of come that painted his stomach and chest. He came harder than he had all week, Sienna's video replaying in his mind.

When it was over, he stopped recording and sent it without watching it back.

Sienna's response was immediate: Holy fuck. I just came again watching that. Tomorrow, 2 PM, don't be late.

I'll be early.



Marcus arrived at Dr. Reeves's lab at 1:45, practically vibrating with anticipation. Sienna was already there, and they made eye contact across the room with matching expressions of desperate need.

Dr. Reeves looked between them with knowing amusement. "You two seem... eager."

"We missed the experience," Marcus said diplomatically.

"Uh huh." Dr. Reeves didn't look convinced, but she didn't push. "Well, let's get you set up. Same protocols as before. Eight hours, monitoring equipment stays on, try not to permanently damage anything."

They went through the process on autopilot now, bodies remembering the routine. Electrodes attached, hospital gowns on, lying on the beds.

Marcus's last thought before the transfer was finally.

Then the world tilted—

And he was home.

He gasped and sat up in Sienna's body, and the relief was so intense he almost cried. His breasts swayed with the movement, his hair fell across his shoulders, his pussy was already wet with anticipation.

"Thank god," Sienna breathed from Marcus's body, looking down at the obvious erection tenting the hospital gown. "I've been dying."

They barely waited for Dr. Reeves to finish her initial checks before they were scrambling off the beds, grabbing their clothes, rushing through the changing process.

"Remember to document—" Dr. Reeves called after them as they bolted for the door.

"We will!" Marcus yelled back.

They ran across campus, ignoring stares, holding hands, and burst into Sienna's dorm room like they were being chased. The door had barely closed before Sienna pushed Marcus against it and kissed him with bruising intensity.

"Need you," Sienna gasped against his mouth. "Need you so fucking bad."

"Then take me."

They tore at each other's clothes, buttons popping, fabric ripping in their haste. Marcus's sports bra got stuck and Sienna just yanked it over his head, probably stretching it beyond repair. Within seconds they were both naked, pressed against the door, Sienna's cock hard and leaking between them.

"Bed," Marcus managed. "Need you inside me. Now."

They stumbled to the bed, falling onto purple sheets in a tangle of limbs. Sienna positioned herself between Marcus's legs, and without preamble, she thrust inside.

Marcus screamed. The penetration was sudden and deep and exactly what he needed. His body—Sienna's body—stretched to accommodate the intrusion, inner walls gripping tight, and pleasure exploded through every nerve.

"Yes," he sobbed. "Yes, fuck, just like that, don't stop—"

Sienna didn't stop. She fucked Marcus hard and fast, no finesse, just desperate rutting born of three days of deprivation. The bed frame slammed against the wall with every thrust, and Marcus didn't care who heard, didn't care about anything except the feeling of being filled, claimed, fucked.

His first orgasm hit within minutes, crashing through him with devastating force. His inner walls clenched rhythmically, trying to pull Sienna deeper, and the sensation made her rhythm falter.

"Fuck, I can feel you coming," Sienna gasped. "Feel you squeezing me. It's so good. So fucking good."

She kept moving through Marcus's orgasm, and the oversensitivity was intense but not painful. Marcus's second orgasm built on the heels of the first, pressure coiling tighter in his core.

"Going to come again," he warned. "Don't stop, please don't stop—"

"Not stopping. Never stopping. Want to stay inside you forever."

Marcus's second orgasm was somehow even more intense, his whole body convulsing, a gush of wetness flooding around Sienna's cock. And this time, Sienna couldn't hold back.

"Fuck, I'm coming, I'm coming—"

Her cock pulsed inside him, flooding him with heat, and Marcus felt it from both perspectives—the rhythmic clenching of his inner walls and the explosive release of Sienna's orgasm. The dual sensation sent him into a third orgasm, and they came together, crying out in unison.

When it finally subsided, they collapsed in a sweaty, satisfied heap.

"That was..." Marcus couldn't finish the sentence.

"Necessary," Sienna supplied. "We needed that."

"Yeah."

They lay recovering for a few minutes, then Sienna carefully pulled out. Marcus whimpered at the loss, feeling come leak from his well-used pussy.

"We have seven and a half hours left," Sienna observed.

"And I want to use every minute." Marcus sat up, pushing his hair out of his face. "I've been thinking. About things we haven't tried yet."

"Oh?" Sienna grinned. "What did you have in mind?"

Marcus felt his borrowed face heat. "I want to try... more. Multiple partners, maybe. Or toys. Or..." He paused, embarrassed.

"Or?" Sienna prompted gently.

"Public stuff. Exhibitionism. I want to know what it's like to be desired openly, to be sexual in your body where people can see."

Sienna's grin turned wicked. "Oh, we can definitely arrange that. But first—" She gestured at the nightstand. "Toys. I bought more toys after last time."

She pulled out a drawer full of equipment that made Marcus's eyes widen. Vibrators of various sizes and shapes. Butt plugs. Nipple clamps. A riding crop. A blindfold.

"When did you become a sex toy enthusiast?" Marcus asked.

"When I realized how good it feels to explore this body from the outside." Sienna picked up a bullet vibrator and clicked it on, the buzzing loud in the quiet room. "Want to see what this does to your clit?"

"God yes."

For the next hour, Sienna systematically worked through her new toy collection, testing each one on Marcus's borrowed body. The bullet vibrator on his clit made him come so hard he nearly blacked out. The dildo with the curved head hit his G-spot perfectly. The butt plug was intimidating at first, but once it was in, the fullness was incredible.

When Sienna finally fucked him with the butt plug still inserted, the dual penetration was overwhelming in the best way. Marcus came three times in rapid succession, barely recovering between orgasms.

"You're so sensitive," Sienna murmured, watching him shake through another climax. "Every touch sets you off. It's incredible to watch."

"Your body is incredible," Marcus gasped. "So responsive. Every nerve ending is a pleasure button."

"What about mine?" Sienna gestured at Marcus's body, still hard despite having come earlier. "Show me what this body can do."

Marcus pushed Sienna onto her back and straddled her hips, facing away so they could both watch in the mirror. He positioned Marcus's cock at his entrance and sank down slowly, watching his own pussy stretch around the shaft.

The view was mesmerizing. He could see everything—the way his lips spread, the slick shine of arousal, the thick cock disappearing inside. And when he started to ride, he could watch his ass bounce, his back arch, his hair swing with the movement.

"Fuck," Sienna breathed behind him. "That's hot. Watching my pussy take my cock. This is surreal."

Marcus rode harder, chasing another orgasm, his hand moving to his clit. He was so overstimulated that it only took a minute before he was coming again, and watching himself come in the mirror while feeling it from the inside was the hottest thing he'd ever experienced.

Sienna came moments later, and they both watched Marcus's cock pulse and throb, watched come leak out around the shaft, watched the aftermath of their pleasure in real-time reflection.

When Marcus finally climbed off, they were both trembling and exhausted.

"I need food," Marcus announced. "And water. And possibly a nap before round... what are we on, five?"

"At least." Sienna checked her phone. "It's almost six. Want to order food and then venture out for your exhibitionism fantasy?"

"Yes. Where should we go?"

Sienna's grin was downright evil. "I have ideas."

They ordered Thai food and ate naked in bed, feeding each other spring rolls and pad thai, talking about the boundaries of what they wanted to try. Marcus admitted he wanted to be touched in public, wanted strangers to desire Sienna's body while knowing it was him inside. Sienna confessed she wanted to watch, wanted to see other people react to her body from the outside.

They settled on a plan: they'd go to a club near campus known for being queer-friendly and sexually open. Somewhere Marcus could dance, could be touched, could experience the full force of sexual attention directed at a beautiful woman's body.

After eating, they showered together, and Sienna helped Marcus get ready. She did his makeup—smoky eyes, dark lipstick—and helped him pick out a club outfit from her closet. A black dress that hugged every curve, cut dangerously low in front, hem barely covering his ass. Heels that added three inches to his height.

Marcus looked at himself in the mirror and barely recognized the woman staring back. She was gorgeous. Confident. Sexual.

She was him.

"You look incredible," Sienna said from behind him, wearing Marcus's body in dark jeans and a fitted button-down. "Ready?"

"Ready."

The club was packed when they arrived around ten PM, music pounding, lights strobing, bodies pressed together on the dance floor. Marcus felt every eye turn to him when he walked in, and instead of making him uncomfortable, it made him powerful.

He pulled Sienna onto the dance floor and moved with Sienna's natural grace, hips swaying, arms in the air. The dress rode up dangerously high, and he could feel people watching, wanting.

A guy appeared behind him, hands hovering near his waist, asking wordless permission. Marcus glanced at Sienna, who nodded, and Marcus let the stranger's hands settle on his hips.

They danced together, the stranger's body pressed against his back, hands roaming over his sides, his stomach, dangerously close to his breasts. Marcus ground back against him, feeling the guy's erection through his jeans, and the power of eliciting that response was intoxicating.

The stranger's hands grew bolder, sliding up to cup Marcus's breasts through the dress, and Marcus gasped at the contact. His nipples hardened immediately, visible through the thin fabric.

Sienna appeared in front of him, sandwiching Marcus between them, her hands on his waist. To anyone watching, they were two guys dancing with a hot girl. But Marcus knew the truth—this was his girlfriend in his body, and a stranger, and him in a borrowed form, and the complexity was dizzying.

The stranger's hand slid up Marcus's thigh, disappearing under the dress, fingers brushing against his panties. Marcus was so wet he knew the stranger could feel it, and when those fingers pressed against the damp fabric, he moaned.

"You're soaking," the stranger breathed in his ear. "Want to get out of here?"

Marcus looked at Sienna. She raised an eyebrow, leaving the choice to him.

"No," Marcus said, making his decision. "But you can touch me here."

The stranger didn't need to be told twice. His fingers slipped under Marcus's panties, finding his clit, circling it. Marcus's knees nearly buckled, and Sienna held him up, supporting him while this stranger finger-fucked him in the middle of the crowded dance floor.

No one was paying attention—or if they were, they didn't care. This was that kind of club.

The stranger's fingers were skilled, finding the perfect rhythm, and Marcus felt his orgasm building embarrassingly fast. He grabbed Sienna's shoulders for support, burying his face in her neck, and when he came it was with a full-body shudder that the stranger definitely felt.

"Fuck," the stranger breathed. "You're so hot."

Marcus pulled away, straightening his dress. "Thanks for the dance."

He grabbed Sienna's hand and pulled her toward the bathroom, his legs shaky. They locked themselves in a single stall, and Marcus pulled Sienna into a desperate kiss.

"That was so hot," he gasped against her mouth. "Did you see? Did you watch?"

"I watched everything. Watched that guy's hands all over my body, watched you come on his fingers. It was the hottest thing I've ever seen."

Marcus fumbled with Sienna's jeans, freeing his cock—hard and leaking, straining toward him. "Need you inside me. Right now."

He hiked up his dress, pushed his panties aside, and Sienna lifted him, pressing him against the stall door. The position was precarious but Marcus didn't care. When Sienna thrust inside, filling him completely, he cried out loud enough that someone in the next stall definitely heard.

Sienna fucked him hard against the door, the metal rattling with every thrust, and Marcus wrapped his legs around her waist, taking her deeper. He was already so close from the stranger's touch, and within minutes he was coming again, clenching around Sienna's cock.

"So good," he sobbed. "You feel so good inside me."

Sienna came moments later, and they stayed locked together, breathing hard, both of them sweaty and satisfied.

"We should probably leave before someone reports us," Sienna said eventually.

"Probably."

They cleaned up as best they could and emerged from the bathroom to a few knowing looks but no actual complaints. They made it back to campus around midnight, still buzzed on adrenaline and arousal.

In Sienna's room, they stripped and fell into bed, too exhausted for more sex but not ready to stop touching. Marcus curled against Sienna's side, head on her chest, listening to Marcus's heartbeat from the outside.

"I don't want to swap back," Marcus admitted quietly. "I know we have to. But I don't want to."

"I know." Sienna's hand stroked through his hair. "Me neither. This feels right."

"What are we going to do?" Marcus asked. "We can't swap forever. The study will end eventually."

"We'll figure it out. Maybe..." Sienna paused. "Have you thought about actually transitioning? Medically? If this body feels more right than your own?"

Marcus had thought about it. Constantly. "Yeah. But it's scary. And expensive. And takes years."

"But maybe worth it? If it means feeling like yourself?"

"Maybe." Marcus looked up at her. "Would you still want me? If I transitioned?"

"I already told you—I want you, whoever you are. And honestly? I think I'd like to see you fully inhabit your own feminine body. Not mine. Yours."

The thought made something warm bloom in Marcus's chest. His own feminine body. Not borrowed. His.

"I think I want that too," he whispered.

They fell asleep tangled together, and when Marcus's alarm went off at 1:30 AM—thirty minutes before they needed to return to the lab—they made love one final time. Slow and tender and desperate, trying to memorize every sensation before they had to give it up.

When they returned to Dr. Reeves and swapped back, Marcus's dysphoria was crushing. He felt immediately wrong, trapped, disconnected from his body in a way he couldn't ignore anymore.

But Sienna was there, holding his hand, promising to help him figure out the next steps.

They scheduled another swap for two days later.

Marcus didn't know if he could survive two days this time.

But he'd try.

For the possibility of one day having his own body feel this right.
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