
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: A Curious Awakening

Thomas stirred, his consciousness slowly surfacing from the depths of slumber. Something felt... off. The bed beneath him was softer than he remembered, the sheets silkier against his skin. A sweet, floral scent tickled his nostrils - definitely not the usual musk of his own bedroom. Confusion swirled through his foggy mind as he blinked open his eyes, squinting against the unfamiliar brightness.

"What the fuck?" he mumbled, then froze. That voice... it wasn't his. High, lilting, unmistakably feminine. Panic began to set in as Thomas sat bolt upright, long strands of honey-blonde hair cascading over his shoulders. He grabbed at the locks, yanking them in disbelief. This couldn't be happening.

With growing dread, Thomas looked down. Two unmistakable mounds protruded from his chest, straining against a lacy pink camisole. "No... no fucking way," he whispered, his sister Alexis's voice emerging instead of his own deep baritone.

Trembling hands reached up to cup the unfamiliar breasts. They were warm, soft, yielding beneath his touch. A shudder ran through him as his palms brushed over sensitive nipples. "Holy shit," Thomas breathed. He was in his sister's body.

How the hell had this happened? Thomas's mind reeled as he took stock of his new form. Slender arms, smooth skin, curved hips... and between his legs, an unmistakable emptiness where his cock should be. He slid a hand down, probing gingerly. Soft folds met his fingers, already slick with arousal.

"Fuck," Thomas groaned, a bolt of pleasure shooting through him at the contact. This was insane. Impossible. And yet...

A pounding on the door made him jump. "Alexis! You better not still be in bed, we're gonna be late for class!"

It was his own voice. Which meant...

"I'll be right out!" Thomas called back, cringing at the unfamiliar pitch.

"Whatever, just hurry up," his body grumbled before stomping away.

Thomas fell back on the bed, mind spinning. Somehow, he and Alexis had switched bodies. And from the sound of it, she hadn't even realized yet. Which meant...

A wicked grin spread across Thomas's face as the possibilities dawned on him. He was in his hot sister's smoking body, with full access to explore every inch. And no one would ever know it wasn't really her.

Tentatively, Thomas slid his hands up to cup the full breasts again. They were bigger than he'd realized, at least a D-cup. He squeezed experimentally, gasping at the jolt of sensation. His nipples hardened instantly, pressing against the thin fabric.

"Fuck, that feels good," he murmured, pinching and rolling the stiff peaks. Each touch sent sparks of pleasure straight to his core. Thomas spread his legs, hips rocking instinctively. The empty ache between his thighs intensified.

Glancing at the clock, Thomas realized he didn't have time for a proper exploration now. But later... oh, the things he was going to do.

Reluctantly, he climbed out of bed and padded to Alexis's closet. It felt strange to move in this new body - lighter, more graceful. His hips swayed with each step, and he couldn't help but admire the way Alexis's ass jiggled slightly with each movement.

Thomas rifled through his sister's clothes, pulse quickening at the array of skimpy outfits. No wonder guys were always hitting on her. After some debate, he selected a short plaid skirt and tight white crop top. Might as well enjoy showing off this body while he had the chance.

Shimmying out of the camisole, Thomas couldn't resist giving his new tits a firm squeeze. "Goddamn," he muttered, watching them bounce. He was definitely going to have fun with these later. He cupped them, lifting and separating, marveling at their weight and fullness. His thumbs brushed over the nipples, sending little shocks of pleasure through his body.

Thomas pulled on the crop top, marveling at how it barely contained Alexis's ample chest. The fabric strained across his breasts, threatening to burst open at any moment. He admired the deep cleavage on display, a thrill running through him at the thought of all the attention he'd be getting.

Next came the skirt, which barely covered his ass. Thomas ran his hands over the smooth skin of his thighs, reveling in the silky texture. He turned to examine himself in the mirror, lifting the skirt slightly. A lacy thong peeked out, nestled between two perfectly round cheeks. "Damn, sis," he whispered. "No wonder you get all the guys."

A quick brush through his long hair, some mascara and lip gloss, and Thomas was almost ready to go. He gave himself an appreciative once-over in the mirror. His sister was seriously hot. This was going to be one hell of a day.

As he was about to leave, Thomas caught sight of a bottle of perfume on Alexis's dresser. On impulse, he spritzed some on his neck and wrists. The scent was intoxicating - floral with a hint of musk. He inhaled deeply, surprised at how the fragrance seemed to awaken something primal within him.

Grabbing Alexis's purse, Thomas headed out to face the world in his new female form. His mind raced with possibilities. First order of business - find out what it felt like to get fucked as a woman. And he knew just the guy to help him explore these new sensations...

As he walked down the hallway, Thomas marveled at how different everything felt. The sway of his hips, the bounce of his breasts, the brush of fabric against sensitive skin - it was all so new and exciting. He could feel eyes on him as he passed other students, a mixture of admiration and lust that sent a thrill through his body.

Thomas grinned to himself as he sashayed towards his first class, already plotting his next move. He had a whole day ahead of him to explore this incredible new body, and he was going to make the most of every single moment. The possibilities were endless, and Thomas couldn't wait to dive in headfirst.

As he settled into a seat, crossing his legs and feeling the skirt ride up even higher, Thomas felt a rush of anticipation. This was going to be one hell of an adventure. And he was going to enjoy every fucking second of it.


Chapter 2: Discoveries and Desires

Thomas tried to focus on the professor's lecture, but his mind kept wandering to the unfamiliar sensations bombarding him. Every shift in his seat sent ripples of awareness through his new body. The brush of fabric against his nipples, the slight dampness between his thighs, the weight of his breasts as they strained against the too-tight crop top – all of it was maddening.

"Alexis," a voice whispered from his left. "You okay? You look flushed."

Thomas turned to see Alexis's best friend, Zoe, eyeing him with concern. He'd seen her around plenty of times – a petite brunette with striking green eyes who'd always been friendly to him, but now looked at him with the easy intimacy of female friendship.

"I'm fine," Thomas whispered back, trying to mimic his sister's speech patterns. "Just... not feeling completely like myself today."

Zoe snickered. "Is it because Jake Lawson keeps staring at you? Don't look now, but he hasn't taken his eyes off your tits since class started."

Thomas felt a surge of heat rush through him. Jake Lawson was the star quarterback – tall, muscular, with a reputation for bedding half the female student body. Thomas had always secretly envied the guy's success with women. And now, apparently, he was eye-fucking Thomas's borrowed body.

"Let him look," Thomas said with a smirk. "Maybe I'll give him something to really stare at."

Zoe's eyebrows shot up. "Damn, girl! What's gotten into you? I thought you said he was too cocky for your taste."

"Maybe I'm feeling... adventurous today," Thomas replied, a wicked idea forming in his mind.

The class couldn't end fast enough. When the professor finally dismissed them, Thomas gathered his sister's belongings, purposefully dropping a pen. He bent over slowly to retrieve it, knowing full well that his skirt would ride up, giving Jake an eyeful of his lace-covered ass.

"I can get that for you," came a deep voice from behind him.

Thomas straightened, turning to find Jake Lawson standing there, wearing that infamous smirk that had charmed countless panties off willing girls. It was surreal to be on the receiving end of that look.

"Thanks, but I've got it," Thomas purred, channeling every ounce of feminine allure he could muster. "I'm pretty good with my hands."

Jake's eyes darkened. "I bet you are. You know, Alexis, we've had classes together for almost two years now, and you've never given me the time of day. What changed?"

Thomas moistened his lips, watching as Jake's eyes tracked the movement. "Let's just say I'm seeing things from a new perspective today."

"How about coffee, then? We could... talk about this new perspective."

Thomas felt a thrill run through him. This was his chance. "Why not? Lead the way."

Zoe grabbed his arm as they were leaving. "What the hell? You're actually going with him?"

"Don't wait up," Thomas winked, enjoying the shock on Zoe's face.

The campus coffee shop was crowded, but Jake managed to secure them a small table in the corner. Thomas crossed his legs, deliberately letting the skirt ride up his thighs. He wasn't surprised when Jake's eyes immediately dropped to follow the movement.

"So, Jake," Thomas said, leaning forward slightly to give him a better view of cleavage, "tell me about yourself."

Jake's smirk widened. "I think you know enough about me already. The question is, why is the campus ice queen suddenly melting for me? Not that I'm complaining."

Thomas felt a flutter of nervousness. He needed to tread carefully – he didn't know what kind of history Alexis might have with this guy.

"Maybe I realized life's too short to play it safe," he said, taking a sip of his latte. "Maybe I want to experience... new things."

Jake's eyes darkened with interest. "What kind of new things?"

Thomas leaned closer, lowering his voice. "The kind that would make my reputation as an ice queen melt away completely."

Jake nearly choked on his coffee. "Jesus, Alexis. You can't just say shit like that and expect a guy to keep his composure."

"Why not? I'm just being honest about what I want." Thomas reached across the table, trailing his fingertips along Jake's forearm. The feeling of hard muscle beneath warm skin sent a surprising jolt of arousal through him. "And right now, I want you."

Jake set down his coffee cup with deliberate care. "Your place or mine?"

"Yours," Thomas answered without hesitation. No way was he taking this guy back to his sister's room.

Twenty minutes later, Thomas found himself in Jake's apartment, being pressed against the wall as soon as the door closed behind them. Jake's mouth descended on his, hot and demanding. Thomas gasped at the sensation – so different from kissing as a man. Jake's stubble scraped against his sensitive skin, his larger body caging Thomas in, making him feel deliciously small and feminine.

"Fuck, I've wanted to do this since freshman year," Jake growled, his hands roaming down Thomas's sides to grip his ass. "You have no idea how many times I've jerked off thinking about you."

The crude confession sent a rush of wetness between Thomas's thighs. He arched into Jake's touch, marveling at how different arousal felt in this body – a spreading warmth, a hollow ache, a need to be filled rather than to thrust.

Jake's mouth moved to his neck, sucking and biting as his hands slid under the crop top to cup Thomas's breasts. "God, these are perfect," he muttered, thumbs circling nipples that had become almost painfully sensitive.

"Take it off," Thomas demanded, raising his arms.

Jake yanked the top over his head, eyes widening as Thomas's breasts spilled free. "Fuck," he whispered reverently, before dipping his head to capture a nipple between his lips.

Thomas cried out at the sensation, his back arching instinctively. "Oh my god!" The feeling was indescribable – hot, wet suction that seemed to connect directly to his core. His knees weakened as Jake suckled harder, one hand kneading his other breast.

"You like that, baby?" Jake murmured against his skin. "Your nipples are so fucking sensitive."

Thomas could only whimper in response as Jake switched to the other breast, giving it the same thorough attention. His hands moved to Jake's shoulders, feeling the hard muscle there. It was disorienting, being the smaller one, being the one receiving pleasure rather than giving it.

Jake's hand slid up Thomas's thigh, pushing under the short skirt. "Fuck, you're soaked," he groaned as his fingers brushed against the damp lace of the thong. "Is this all for me?"

"Yes," Thomas gasped, not having to fake his reaction. He was shocked at how wet he'd become, how desperately his body craved to be touched there.

Jake spun him around, backing him towards the bedroom. When the backs of Thomas's legs hit the mattress, Jake gave him a gentle push. Thomas fell onto the bed, looking up to see Jake pulling his shirt over his head, revealing a chiseled torso that made Thomas's mouth go dry.

"Still want this?" Jake asked, his hands moving to his belt buckle.

Thomas nodded eagerly, spreading his legs in invitation. "I want to know what it feels like to have you inside me."

Jake groaned, quickly shucking his jeans and boxers. His cock sprang free – thick, hard, and intimidatingly large from this new perspective. Thomas stared, mesmerized. He'd seen plenty of dicks in locker rooms, but never from this angle, never with this intent.

"Like what you see?" Jake smirked, stroking himself slowly.

"Come here and find out," Thomas challenged, hooking his thumbs into the waistband of his skirt and thong, sliding them down his legs in one fluid motion.

Jake's eyes devoured him, lingering on the neatly trimmed strip of hair between his legs. "Spread yourself for me," he commanded, his voice rough with desire.

Thomas hesitated for only a moment before leaning back on his elbows and letting his knees fall open. He'd never felt more exposed, more vulnerable – or more aroused. Jake knelt between his legs, his hot breath ghosting over Thomas's most intimate parts.

"You're fucking beautiful," Jake murmured, before leaning in to run his tongue along Thomas's slit.

The sensation was electric. Thomas bucked off the bed with a startled cry, his hands flying to Jake's head. "Oh my god!"

Jake chuckled against him, the vibrations adding to the overwhelming pleasure. "Never had your pussy eaten before, Alexis? That's hard to believe."

Thomas couldn't answer, could barely think as Jake's tongue circled his clit – a bundle of nerves so sensitive that each lick sent shockwaves through his entire body. This was nothing like getting a blowjob as a man. This was more intense, more diffuse, pleasure radiating outward rather than concentrated in one area.

"Jake," he moaned, fingers tangling in Jake's hair. "That feels... oh fuck... so good..."

Jake responded by sliding a finger inside him, curving it upward as his tongue continued its relentless assault on Thomas's clit. The dual sensation was mind-blowing – the stretch and fullness of penetration combined with the sharp, focused pleasure of oral stimulation.

Thomas felt pressure building low in his belly, a tightening coil unlike anything he'd experienced as a man. "I'm... I think I'm going to..." he gasped, unable to articulate what was happening.

"Come for me," Jake urged, adding a second finger and pumping faster. "Let me feel that sweet pussy clench around my fingers."

The crude words pushed Thomas over the edge. His back arched, thighs trembling as waves of pleasure crashed over him. His inner walls pulsed rhythmically around Jake's fingers, each contraction sending fresh sparks of ecstasy through his body. The orgasm seemed to go on forever, ebbing and flowing until Thomas collapsed back on the bed, gasping for breath.

"Holy shit," he panted, staring at the ceiling in wonder. "That was... I've never felt anything like that."

Jake crawled up his body, his cock pressing insistently against Thomas's thigh. "We're just getting started, baby. I've got a lot more to show you."

Thomas reached between them, wrapping his fingers around Jake's shaft. It felt strange to hold a cock from this angle – hot, hard, silky skin over steel. Jake hissed with pleasure as Thomas stroked experimentally.

"I want you inside me," Thomas whispered, surprised at how much he meant it. He wanted to know what it felt like, needed to experience this ultimate difference between male and female.

Jake reached for his nightstand, retrieving a condom. "Never thought I'd hear those words from you," he said as he tore open the packet. "But I'm not complaining."

Thomas watched, fascinated, as Jake rolled the condom down his length. Then Jake was positioning himself, the head of his cock pressing against Thomas's entrance. Thomas tensed involuntarily.

"Relax," Jake murmured, leaning down to kiss him softly. "I'll go slow."

Thomas nodded, forcing himself to breathe deeply as Jake began to push inside. The stretch was intense, borderline uncomfortable, but not painful. Inch by inch, Jake sank into him, filling him in ways Thomas had never imagined.

"Fuck," Jake groaned when he was fully seated. "You're so tight, so hot... feels like you're squeezing the life out of my dick."

Thomas wrapped his legs around Jake's waist, marveling at the fullness, the completeness he felt. "Move," he urged, rocking his hips experimentally. "I need you to move."

Jake obliged, drawing back slowly before thrusting forward again. Thomas gasped at the friction, the drag of Jake's cock against his inner walls. It was nothing like he'd expected – more intimate, more all-encompassing than he could have imagined.

"Harder," Thomas demanded, digging his nails into Jake's back. "Fuck me harder."

A flash of surprise crossed Jake's face before his expression hardened with lust. "You want it rough, baby? I can give you rough."

He grabbed Thomas's wrists, pinning them above his head with one hand while the other gripped his hip. Then he began to thrust in earnest, driving into Thomas with a force that had the headboard slamming against the wall.

Thomas cried out with each thrust, the new angle hitting something deep inside that sent sparks of pleasure radiating through his core. He'd never felt so completely at someone else's mercy, so thoroughly possessed – and he loved it.

"Yes, yes, yes," he chanted, meeting each thrust with an upward roll of his hips. "Just like that, don't stop!"

Jake's rhythm grew more erratic, his breathing harsh. "Gonna come," he grunted. "Want to feel you come on my cock first."

His hand snaked between them, thumb finding Thomas's clit and circling firmly. The added stimulation was all Thomas needed. His second orgasm hit even harder than the first, his entire body convulsing as waves of pleasure radiated outward from his core.

Jake followed moments later, his hips jerking as he emptied himself into the condom with a guttural groan. He collapsed on top of Thomas, both of them panting and sweaty.

"Holy fuck," Jake muttered against Thomas's neck. "That was... unexpected. Since when are you such a wildcat in bed?"

Thomas gave a breathless laugh, his mind still reeling from the intensity of what he'd just experienced. "Maybe you just never gave me the chance to show you before."

Jake rolled off him, disposing of the condom before pulling Thomas against his chest. "Well, consider me thoroughly educated. And eager for more lessons."

Thomas nestled against him, marveling at how different it felt to be held like this – surrounded by strong arms, head tucked under Jake's chin. He'd always been the big spoon before, the protector rather than the protected.

As Jake's breathing deepened into sleep, Thomas stared at the wall, processing everything that had happened. He'd just had sex as a woman – incredible, mind-blowing sex that had shown him pleasure he'd never known existed. And this was just the beginning of his adventures in Alexis's body.

Thomas smiled to himself, already planning what – or who – he wanted to try next. The possibilities were endless, and he was just getting started.


Chapter 3: Confrontations and New Pleasures

Thomas awoke to the unfamiliar sensation of a muscular arm draped across his waist. For a disorienting moment, he forgot where he was – and who he was. Then reality came crashing back as he felt the soft press of breasts against the sheets beneath him. He was still in Alexis's body. And he'd just spent the night getting thoroughly fucked by Jake Lawson.

"Morning, beautiful," Jake murmured, pressing his lips against Thomas's neck. His morning erection nudged insistently against Thomas's ass.

Thomas felt a renewed surge of wetness between his thighs. Christ, was this how women felt all the time? Constantly ready, constantly responsive? "Morning," he replied, rolling over to face Jake. "What time is it?"

Jake glanced at his phone. "Just after nine. Why? Got somewhere to be?"

Thomas cursed under his breath. He had completely lost track of time. "Shit, yes. I've got a class at ten." He hadn't intended to spend the entire night here, but after round three (or was it four?), he'd passed out from exhaustion.

Jake pouted playfully. "Can't you skip? I had plans for that gorgeous body of yours this morning." His hand slid up Thomas's thigh, heading for increasingly familiar territory.

Thomas was sorely tempted – especially when Jake's thumb brushed against his clit, sending a jolt of pleasure through him. But he needed to check on his actual body, make sure Alexis hadn't done anything stupid with it.

"Rain check," Thomas said, reluctantly pulling away and climbing out of bed. He winced slightly at the unfamiliar soreness between his legs. "I really can't miss this one."

Jake watched appreciatively as Thomas gathered his clothes. "You know, you're different today. Good different. I like this version of you."

Thomas smirked, pulling on the tiny skirt. "Maybe this is the real me. Maybe I've just been hiding."

After a quick kiss that threatened to turn into much more, Thomas made his escape. The walk back to the dorms was an exercise in self-consciousness – he was painfully aware of his disheveled appearance, the obvious signs of a night spent fucking. His hair was a tangled mess, his makeup smudged, and he was pretty sure he had at least one visible hickey.

The stares he received from passing students only confirmed it. He looked like he'd been thoroughly debauched – which, to be fair, he had been.

Thomas unlocked the door to Alexis's room, hoping for a quick shower before facing the day. Instead, he found himself confronted by his own body, pacing angrily back and forth.

"Where the FUCK have you been?" his body demanded, voice tight with fury. It was beyond strange to see his own face contorted with such rage, to hear his own voice directed at him.

"Alexis?" Thomas asked cautiously, closing the door behind him.

"Of course it's me, you idiot! What the hell is happening? Why am I in your disgusting body? And where have you been all night?" Alexis's eyes narrowed, taking in his rumpled appearance. "Oh my god. You SLEPT with someone? In MY body?"

Thomas winced. "Look, I can explain—"

"Explain? EXPLAIN?" Alexis shrieked, her borrowed voice cracking. "You stole my body and what? Decided to take it for a test drive? Who was it? Who did you fuck with MY body?"

Thomas raised his hands placatingly. "Calm down, Lex. It's not that big a deal—"

"Not that big a deal?" Alexis advanced on him, jabbing a finger into his chest. "You used my body to have sex with someone without my consent! Do you have ANY idea how violating that is?"

Thomas felt a flash of guilt, quickly suppressed. "Hey, it's not like I asked for this body swap either! And besides, it's not like you haven't had sex before."

"That is NOT the point!" Alexis was practically vibrating with rage. "Who was it? Tell me right now."

Thomas sighed. "Jake Lawson."

Alexis's eyes bulged. "Jake fucking Lawson? Are you kidding me? The campus man-whore? I've been turning him down for two years!"

"Well, maybe you shouldn't have," Thomas shot back. "The guy knows what he's doing. I had four orgasms last night."

Alexis made a strangled sound of outrage. "I can't believe this. I cannot BELIEVE this! And look at my body! Is that a hickey? And my makeup! I look like a cheap hooker!"

"Relax, will you? No one knows it wasn't you. Your precious reputation is intact. In fact," Thomas smirked, "I'd say your ice queen image just got a major upgrade. Jake thinks you're amazing in bed now."

Alexis lunged at him, her larger body easily overpowering Thomas's smaller frame. They tumbled to the floor, Alexis pinning him down with his own muscular arms. "You had NO RIGHT!"

Thomas struggled, unused to being the physically weaker one. "Get off me! What's done is done!"

"I should beat the shit out of you," Alexis hissed. "Except it would be my own body I'd be hurting."

"Look," Thomas said, trying to sound reasonable, "we need to figure out how this happened and how to fix it. Fighting isn't going to help."

Alexis glared down at him for a long moment before reluctantly releasing him and standing up. "Fine. But this isn't over. Not by a long shot."

Thomas climbed to his feet, adjusting his skirt. "Have you told anyone? About the switch?"

Alexis snorted. "Of course not. Who would believe me? I spent all day yesterday trying to figure out what the hell happened and how to fix it. Meanwhile, you were apparently too busy whoring out my body to do the same."

"Hey, I was just making the best of a weird situation," Thomas defended himself. "And it's not like you haven't benefited too. You got to experience having a dick for a day."

Alexis's face flushed. "That's... that's not the same thing at all."

Thomas raised an eyebrow, noticing her discomfort. "Oh? Don't tell me you didn't at least check it out. I would have."

Alexis crossed her arms defensively. "That's private."

"So you did!" Thomas crowed. "See? You're just as curious as I am!"

"Looking is different from fucking someone!" Alexis snapped. "And anyway, we need to focus on fixing this. I can't stay in your gross body forever."

"My body isn't gross," Thomas protested. "It's in great shape! I work out four times a week."

"Whatever. I have your biology lab in an hour, and I have no idea what I'm doing. You need to help me prepare or I'll fail it for you."

Thomas glanced at the clock. "Fine, but I need a shower first. I'm all... sticky."

Alexis made a disgusted noise. "I did NOT need to know that. Just... be quick about it."

Thomas gathered clean clothes and headed for the bathroom, relieved to escape the tension. Under the hot spray of the shower, he took his time exploring Alexis's body again, fascinated by how differently water felt against female skin – softer, more sensitive, especially around his breasts and between his legs.

He was just rinsing the conditioner from his hair when his phone chimed with a text message. Stepping out of the shower, he wrapped a towel around himself and checked the screen.

It was from Zoe: "GIRL!!! Need details NOW. Jake's telling everyone you rocked his world. Lunch at noon? I'm DYING here!"

Thomas grinned. This could be interesting. He quickly texted back: "Noon works. So much to tell you. Meet at the usual spot."

When he emerged from the bathroom, Alexis was sitting at her desk, flipping through his biology textbook with a furrowed brow.

"So, I have plans for lunch," Thomas announced, dropping his towel to get dressed. He didn't miss the way Alexis averted her eyes from her own naked body. Interesting – his sister was a prude even about looking at herself.

"With who?" Alexis asked suspiciously.

"Zoe. She wants details about last night." Thomas pulled on a pair of lacy panties, enjoying the silky feel against his skin.

"Absolutely not," Alexis declared. "You are not discussing my sex life – that YOU hijacked – with my best friend."

Thomas rolled his eyes, selecting a push-up bra that made his cleavage look spectacular. "What do you want me to do? Cancel on your best friend? That would look super suspicious."

"Just... don't tell her anything too personal," Alexis pleaded, her anger giving way to embarrassment. "Please?"

Thomas considered her for a moment, surprised by the vulnerability on his own face. "Fine. I'll keep it PG-13. But you have to help me act like you during lunch. I don't want to blow our cover."

Alexis sighed. "Deal. Now can we please focus on this lab? I don't understand any of this crap."

Thomas spent the next hour coaching Alexis through his biology notes, trying not to laugh at how flustered she got trying to understand the material. For all her academic success in her own majors, his sister was hopeless at science.

At 11:45, Thomas stood up, smoothing down the short sundress he'd chosen. "Gotta go meet Zoe. Try not to fail my lab too badly."

"Try not to ruin my entire life in the meantime," Alexis shot back.

Thomas blew her a kiss and sauntered out, enjoying the way the dress swished around his thighs. He was starting to really appreciate the sensual aspects of being female – the constant awareness of his body, the way fabric caressed his skin, the appreciative glances he received.

Zoe was already waiting at their usual table in the campus café when Thomas arrived. Her eyes widened as she took in Thomas's appearance.

"Damn, girl! You're glowing!" Zoe exclaimed, gesturing for Thomas to sit. "Now spill. Every. Single. Detail. I've been on the edge of my seat all morning."

Thomas slid into the booth, crossing his legs demurely. "A lady doesn't kiss and tell, Zo."

Zoe snorted. "Since when? You tell me everything. And after rejecting Jake for two years, you suddenly go home with him? This is major news, babe."

"Well," Thomas began, leaning in conspiratorially, "let's just say the rumors about Jake's... abilities... aren't exaggerated."

Zoe squealed, clapping her hands. "I knew it! Was he huge? Please tell me he was huge."

Thomas nodded, recalling the impressive size of Jake's equipment. "Definitely above average. And he knows exactly how to use it."

"Multiple orgasms?" Zoe pressed, eyes gleaming.

"Four," Thomas confirmed, unable to keep the smug smile off his face. "I could barely walk this morning."

"Holy shit," Zoe breathed. "I would never have believed it. Alexis Bennett, ice queen extraordinaire, having a one-night stand with Jake Lawson." She tilted her head, studying Thomas. "You seem different today. More... relaxed. Confident."

Thomas shrugged, sipping his latte. "Maybe I just needed a good fuck to loosen up."

Zoe's jaw dropped. "Who are you and what have you done with my best friend? I've never heard you talk like this!"

If only she knew. "Maybe I'm just tired of playing it safe all the time," Thomas said. "Life's too short, you know?"

Zoe nodded slowly. "I get that. But this is so sudden. Yesterday you were all 'Jake Lawson is an arrogant pig,' and today you're glowing from his dick. What changed?"

Thomas considered how to answer. "I guess I just saw him differently. Sometimes you have to look at people from a new perspective to really see them."

"Well, I'm here for this new adventurous Alexis," Zoe declared, reaching across to squeeze his hand. "Though I have to admit, I'm a little jealous. It's been months since I got any action."

Thomas felt a tingle of awareness at her touch. Zoe was undeniably attractive – petite but curvy, with full lips and those striking green eyes. He'd always thought she was hot, but had never allowed himself to dwell on it since she was his sister's friend.

But now... well, now things were different.

"That's a shame," Thomas said, letting his fingers linger against hers. "A girl like you should never go without."

Zoe's eyes widened slightly, a flush creeping up her neck. "Alexis Bennett, are you flirting with me?"

Thomas leaned in, lowering his voice. "Would it be a problem if I was?"

Zoe swallowed visibly, her pupils dilating. "N-no," she stammered. "Just... unexpected."

"I'm full of surprises lately," Thomas murmured, enjoying the way Zoe's breath hitched. This was fascinating – the chemistry between them was palpable, electric in a way he'd never experienced from the male side of the equation.

"Apparently," Zoe replied, her voice slightly husky. She didn't pull her hand away.

Thomas decided to push his luck. "You know, Jake's not the only one who could show you a good time."

Zoe's lips parted in surprise. "Are you... are you saying what I think you're saying?"

"My roommate's gone for the afternoon," Thomas said, heart racing with excitement. The idea of exploring lesbian sex was too intriguing to pass up. "We could go back to my place, open a bottle of wine..."

"But you're not... I mean, we've never..." Zoe stuttered, clearly flustered but not rejecting the idea outright.

Thomas traced small circles on the inside of Zoe's wrist with his thumb, noting how her pulse quickened. "Maybe I've always been curious. Maybe last night made me realize life's too short not to explore all its... pleasures."

Zoe bit her lower lip, indecision warring on her face. "What about Jake?"

"What about him? It was just sex," Thomas shrugged. "This would be just between us. No strings, no expectations. Just two friends... exploring."

Zoe took a deep breath, then nodded decisively. "Let's get out of here."

Thomas felt a surge of triumph as they gathered their things. He'd always wondered what it would be like to be with a woman, and now he'd get to experience it from a woman's perspective – the ultimate insider view.

The walk back to Alexis's dorm was charged with anticipation, their hands brushing 'accidentally' several times. Thomas unlocked the door with slightly trembling fingers, relieved to find the room empty as expected. Alexis would still be in his biology lab for at least another hour.

"Wine?" Thomas offered, closing the door behind them.

Zoe nodded, setting her bag down. "Yes, please. I think I need some liquid courage."

Thomas retrieved a bottle of rosé from Alexis's mini-fridge, grateful that his sister kept alcohol on hand. He poured two generous glasses, handing one to Zoe.

"To new experiences," he toasted, clinking their glasses together.

Zoe took a large gulp, her eyes never leaving Thomas's face. "I can't believe we're doing this. I've never been with a girl before."

"Me neither," Thomas said honestly. "We'll figure it out together."

They sat on the edge of Alexis's bed, sipping their wine in charged silence. Thomas could feel the tension building, the anticipation making his skin tingle. Finally, he set his glass aside and turned to face Zoe.

"Can I kiss you?" he asked softly.

Zoe nodded, setting her own glass down. "Yes."

Thomas leaned in slowly, giving Zoe every chance to back out. Their lips met in a tentative brush, softer than any kiss Thomas had experienced before. Zoe's lips were plush, yielding, tasting faintly of wine and cherry lip gloss.

The kiss deepened naturally, their mouths moving together with increasing confidence. Thomas was struck by how different it felt to kiss as a woman – the sensations more diffuse, spreading warmth throughout his body rather than concentrating it in one obvious place.

Zoe's hands came up to cup his face, her touch gentle yet insistent. Thomas wrapped his arms around her waist, pulling her closer. Their breasts pressed together, another new sensation that sent shivers down his spine.

"This is so strange," Zoe whispered against his lips. "But good strange."

"Very good," Thomas agreed, trailing kisses along Zoe's jaw to her ear. "You smell amazing."

Zoe tilted her head back, offering better access to her neck. "So do you. God, your skin is so soft."

Thomas smiled against her skin, hands sliding under Zoe's blouse to caress the smooth expanse of her back. "Can I take this off?"

Zoe nodded, raising her arms to allow Thomas to pull the garment over her head. Her bra was simple black cotton, but what it contained was far from ordinary – perfect handfuls topped with visibly hard nipples pressing against the fabric.

"Beautiful," Thomas murmured, reaching behind her to unclasp the bra with surprising dexterity. Living in a female body had its advantages – he already knew how all the mechanisms worked.

Zoe's breasts spilled free, smaller than his borrowed ones but perfectly shaped. Thomas cupped them reverently, thumbs brushing over the stiff peaks. Zoe gasped, arching into his touch.

"Your turn," she said breathlessly, reaching for the hem of Thomas's dress.

Thomas raised his arms, allowing Zoe to pull the dress over his head. Zoe's eyes darkened as she took in the lacy push-up bra and matching panties.

"Wow," Zoe breathed. "You're gorgeous, Lex. I mean, I always knew you were pretty, but... wow."

Thomas felt a flutter of feminine pride at the compliment. "So are you," he replied honestly, reaching behind himself to unhook his bra. The release of pressure felt wonderful, his breasts settling naturally against his chest.

Zoe stared openly, then raised a hesitant hand. "Can I...?"

"Please," Thomas encouraged, taking Zoe's hand and guiding it to his breast.

Zoe's touch was tentative at first, exploring the weight and texture with obvious wonder. Then she grew bolder, fingers finding and rolling his nipple. Thomas moaned at the sensation, his back arching involuntarily.

"You like that?" Zoe asked, her voice husky with arousal.

"God, yes," Thomas gasped. "Do it again."

Zoe leaned forward, replacing her fingers with her mouth, and Thomas nearly came undone. The wet heat of her tongue circling his nipple sent jolts of pleasure straight to his core. He tangled his fingers in Zoe's hair, holding her close as she laved and sucked.

"Fuck, Zoe," he groaned. "That feels incredible."

Emboldened by his reaction, Zoe pushed him gently back onto the bed, straddling his hips. The position brought their most intimate parts into contact, separated only by the thin fabric of their panties. Thomas could feel the heat of Zoe's center against his own, the slight dampness of the material.

They kissed again, more urgently this time, hands roaming freely over newly exposed skin. Thomas rolled them over, wanting to explore Zoe's body more thoroughly. He trailed kisses down her neck to her collarbone, then lower to capture a nipple between his lips. Zoe's back arched off the bed, a breathy moan escaping her.

"Yes, just like that," she encouraged, hands fisting in Thomas's hair.

Thomas suckled harder, mimicking what had felt good to him, while his fingers traced patterns on Zoe's stomach, gradually moving lower. He hooked his fingers into the waistband of Zoe's jeans, looking up for permission.

"Please," Zoe nodded frantically. "Take them off."

Thomas unbuttoned her jeans and slid them down her legs, revealing plain black cotton panties that were visibly damp at the center. The sight sent a fresh surge of wetness between his own thighs.

"These too?" he asked, fingers playing with the elastic waistband.

"Yes," Zoe breathed, lifting her hips to assist.

Thomas pulled the panties down, revealing neatly trimmed dark curls and glistening pink folds beneath. He stared, fascinated by the view from this angle – so different from looking down at a woman beneath him.

"You're staring," Zoe said, a hint of self-consciousness in her voice.

"Because you're beautiful," Thomas replied truthfully. "Every part of you."

Thomas slipped out of his panties, fully naked now. Zoe's eyes roamed over his body with unmistakable hunger. They came together again, skin against skin, the sensation electrifying. Thomas gasped as Zoe's thigh pressed between his legs, creating delicious friction against his core.

"I want to touch you," Zoe whispered, her hand trailing down Thomas's stomach. "Show me how."

Thomas guided Zoe's hand between his thighs, moaning as her fingers slipped through slick folds. "Like this," he murmured, showing her how to circle his clit with gentle pressure. "And here," he continued, guiding a finger to his entrance.

Zoe was a quick study, her touch growing more confident as she gauged Thomas's reactions. "You're so wet," she marveled, sliding a finger inside while her thumb continued to work his clit.

"Because of you," Thomas gasped, hips rocking against her hand. "God, that feels amazing."

Emboldened, Thomas reached between Zoe's legs, mirroring her actions. It was strange but thrilling to touch another woman this way – to feel the slick heat, to know exactly where and how to touch for maximum pleasure. Zoe moaned, spreading her legs wider to grant better access.

They moved together, finding a rhythm, each stroke bringing them closer to the edge. Thomas curled his fingers inside Zoe, searching for that spot he now knew existed, rewarded by Zoe's sharp cry when he found it.

"Right there," Zoe panted. "Don't stop."

Their bodies pressed closer, breasts rubbing together, mouths finding each other in passionate kisses. Thomas felt the familiar tension building, that coiling heat that preceded female orgasm – so different from what he'd known as a man, yet unmistakable in its intensity.

"I'm close," he whispered against Zoe's lips. "So close."

"Me too," Zoe gasped, her fingers working faster. "Come with me, Lex. Please."

The orgasm hit Thomas like a tidal wave, radiating outward from his core in pulsing waves that seemed to go on forever. He cried out, body arching, inner walls clenching around Zoe's fingers. Moments later, Zoe followed, her body trembling as she pressed her face against Thomas's neck, muffling her cries of pleasure.

They collapsed against each other, breathing heavily, limbs entangled. Thomas marveled at the afterglow, how different it felt from a male orgasm – less localized, more full-body, with pleasant aftershocks still rippling through him.

"That was..." Zoe began, then stopped, seemingly at a loss for words.

"Incredible," Thomas finished for her, stroking her hair. "Better than I imagined."

Zoe propped herself up on an elbow, studying Thomas's face. "I never knew you thought about me that way."

Thomas smiled, tracing Zoe's lips with his finger. "There's a lot you don't know about me. I'm full of surprises."

"Clearly," Zoe laughed, then her expression grew more serious. "What does this mean? For us, I mean."

Before Thomas could answer, the door burst open. Alexis stood in the doorway, jaw dropping at the sight before her – her best friend and her own body, naked and entwined on the bed.

"What. The. FUCK?!" Alexis roared, Thomas's deep voice amplifying her rage.

Zoe scrambled to cover herself with the sheet, eyes wide with shock. "Thomas?! What are you doing here?"

Thomas winced. This was going to be complicated to explain.

"Get out!" Alexis shouted at Zoe. "Get the fuck out right now!"

Zoe looked between them, confusion evident. "Alexis? What's happening? Why is your brother freaking out?"

"Just go, Zoe," Thomas said softly. "I'll explain later. I promise."

Thoroughly confused and embarrassed, Zoe gathered her clothes and dressed hastily, avoiding eye contact with either sibling. "You two are fucking weird," she muttered, grabbing her bag and pushing past Alexis to escape.

The moment the door closed, Alexis exploded. "Are you FUCKING KIDDING ME? My best friend?! You had sex with my BEST FRIEND in MY BODY?"

Thomas sat up, not bothering to cover himself. "Calm down, Lex. It's not that big a deal."

"NOT THAT BIG A DEAL?" Alexis was practically hyperventilating. "You've ruined everything! How am I supposed to face Zoe now? What the hell is wrong with you?"

"She came onto me," Thomas lied smoothly. "What was I supposed to do? Turn her down and risk her getting suspicious? Besides," he added with a smirk, "she's really good with her hands."

Alexis made a strangled sound of pure rage. "I cannot believe this. First Jake, now Zoe? Is there anyone you won't fuck with my body?"

Thomas shrugged, reaching for his underwear. "Hey, I'm just making the most of a bizarre situation. And it's not like you haven't been exploring my body too." He nodded pointedly at the tent forming in Alexis's jeans. "Looks like you're enjoying the equipment."

Alexis flushed scarlet, adjusting herself awkwardly. "That's... that's involuntary! I can't control it!"

"Uh-huh," Thomas said skeptically. "Just like I can't control how wet I get when I think about Jake... or Zoe."

"You're disgusting," Alexis spat. "We need to fix this. Now. I can't let you keep using my body like your personal sex toy."

Thomas pulled on his dress, still flushed from his encounter with Zoe. "Look, I've been thinking about it. The swap happened after that weird meteor shower, right? Maybe it has something to do with that."

Alexis frowned. "The Perseid shower? What does that have to do with anything?"

"I don't know, but it's the only unusual thing that happened before we woke up switched," Thomas reasoned. "Maybe it's like in those body-swap movies. We need to recreate the circumstances or something."

"Great," Alexis said sarcastically. "So we wait until the next meteor shower? That could be months!"

Thomas shook his head. "No, but maybe we need to both be in the same place at the same time, wishing to be back in our own bodies. Like, really focusing on it. Where were you when the swap happened?"

"In my bed, obviously," Alexis said. "Asleep."

"Me too," Thomas mused. "Maybe tonight we both sleep in our own beds – I mean, our original beds – and concentrate really hard on switching back."

Alexis looked skeptical but nodded. "Fine. It's worth a try. But until then, keep your hands off my body! No more sex with anyone. Promise me."

Thomas hesitated. He'd been having so much fun exploring female sexuality. But the fury in Alexis's eyes – his own eyes – made him reconsider. "Alright, alright. I promise. No more sex."

"And you need to fix things with Zoe," Alexis insisted. "Tell her it was a mistake or something."

"I'll text her," Thomas agreed reluctantly. "But you know, she might be hurt if I suddenly reject her."

Alexis groaned. "Just... handle it. Gently. She's my best friend, and I don't want to lose her because you couldn't keep it in your pants – or whatever the female equivalent is."

Thomas nodded, already composing a message in his head. "Fine. Now, did you manage to get through my biology lab without failing?"

The conversation shifted to academic matters, both siblings temporarily setting aside their tension to ensure they didn't ruin each other's college careers while trapped in the wrong bodies. That evening, they prepared for their experiment, each returning to their original bedrooms.

As Thomas lay in his own bed, now occupied by his sister's consciousness, he couldn't help but reflect on everything he'd experienced. These two days as a woman had been eye-opening in ways he'd never anticipated. The physical pleasures, yes – but also the way people treated him differently, the constant awareness of his body, the vulnerability and power that came with female sexuality.

Part of him hoped the switch would reverse itself tonight. But another part – a part he wasn't ready to examine too closely – wondered what else he might discover if he had just a little more time in Alexis's body.

Thomas closed his eyes, focusing on the image of his own body, trying to will himself back where he belonged. Whatever happened, this experience had changed him forever. And as he drifted off to sleep, he couldn't decide if that was a good thing or not.


Chapter 4: Full Circle

Thomas woke the next morning with a sinking feeling in his stomach. He was still in Alexis's body. Their experiment had failed. Sunlight streamed through the unfamiliar curtains of Alexis's room, highlighting the feminine curves beneath the sheets. He sighed, running a hand through long blonde hair.

"Dammit," he muttered, sitting up. Three days as a woman was starting to feel less like an adventure and more like a permanent reality.

A knock on the door interrupted his thoughts.

"It's open," Thomas called, adjusting his tank top to cover Alexis's breasts more appropriately.

Alexis entered, wearing Thomas's body with increasing confidence. She closed the door and leaned against it, arms crossed over his broad chest.

"It didn't work," she stated flatly.

"No shit," Thomas replied, gesturing at his female form. "We need a better plan."

Alexis nodded, then surprised Thomas by sitting on the edge of the bed with a weary sigh. "Look, we need to talk."

Thomas raised an eyebrow. "About?"

"I owe you an apology," Alexis said, looking uncomfortable in Thomas's larger frame. "I've been a hypocrite."

This was unexpected. "How so?"

Alexis fidgeted, clearly struggling to find the words. "I've been giving you hell for... exploring my body. For having sex with Jake and Zoe."

"Yeah, and?"

"And..." Alexis took a deep breath. "I haven't exactly been celibate in your body either."

Thomas sat up straighter, suddenly alert. "What? Who did you fuck?"

Alexis winced at his bluntness but continued. "Remember Melissa from your Economics class? The redhead who's always flirting with you?"

Thomas's eyes widened. "No way. You and Melissa?"

Alexis nodded, a faint blush coloring Thomas's cheeks. "It just happened. She texted asking for help with the econ assignment, came over to my... your dorm, and one thing led to another."

"Holy shit," Thomas breathed, strangely aroused by the thought of his body having sex without him. "Was it good?"

"Thomas!" Alexis exclaimed, scandalized.

"What? I'm curious! I've been with Melissa before. She's flexible as hell."

Alexis's blush deepened. "It was... educational."

Thomas grinned. "Spill the details, sis. Fair's fair. I told you about Jake."

Alexis groaned but relented. "Fine. It was... intense. Different than being with a guy. She, um, she went down on me."

Thomas leaned forward eagerly. "And? What was it like to get a blowjob?"

"Incredible," Alexis admitted, looking both embarrassed and a little smug. "So much more focused than female orgasms. Like this explosion of pleasure in one spot. And then..." she hesitated.

"Then what?" Thomas prompted.

"She wanted me to... return the favor."

Thomas's jaw dropped. "You went down on a girl? As me?"

Alexis nodded, unable to meet his eyes. "I figured... well, I know what feels good for me, so I just did that. She seemed to enjoy it."

Thomas burst out laughing. "This is too good. My prudish sister eating pussy. How the mighty have fallen!"

"Shut up," Alexis grumbled, though there was no real heat in her words. "It wasn't just Melissa."

Thomas stopped laughing abruptly. "What? Who else?"

"Your lab partner, Emma. And... that girl from the coffee shop. Brianna."

"Brianna? The barista with the tattoos?" Thomas was genuinely impressed. "Damn, sis. Three women in three days? You're putting my normal numbers to shame."

Alexis shrugged, looking less embarrassed now. "Your body has... urges. It's harder to ignore them than I expected. And it's different being a guy. Girls look at you differently. They're more... available."

"Welcome to my world," Thomas said dryly. "Though I have to admit, I'm a little jealous. I've been trying to get Brianna's number for months."

"She's very talented with her tongue," Alexis said with a small smirk, clearly enjoying Thomas's reaction.

"Jesus," Thomas muttered. "Any other confessions?"

Alexis hesitated again. "I may have... masturbated. A lot. Like, several times a day."

Thomas snorted. "Again, welcome to being a guy. Our refractory period is practically non-existent at twenty."

"It's fascinating," Alexis admitted. "The visual component is so much stronger. And the way it feels to..." she made a crude jerking motion with her hand.

"To stroke your cock?" Thomas supplied helpfully.

"Yes, that," Alexis said, rolling her eyes. "It's so different from female masturbation. More straightforward."

Thomas nodded. "I've been discovering the same thing about your body. Female orgasms are like... waves. They build slowly and then crash over you. And you can have multiples, which is fucking awesome."

They fell into a surprisingly comfortable conversation, comparing notes on their experiences in each other's bodies. The anger and resentment from the previous days melted away, replaced by a unique understanding that perhaps only they could share.

"So what now?" Thomas finally asked. "We still need to switch back."

Alexis frowned thoughtfully. "I've been researching body swaps. In movies, it's always about learning some lesson or gaining perspective."

"Like 'Freaky Friday'?" Thomas suggested.

"Exactly. Maybe we need to fully understand each other's experiences before we can switch back."

Thomas considered this. "I think I understand your body pretty well by now," he said with a grin.

Alexis rolled her eyes. "It's more than just the physical stuff. It's about understanding what it's like to live as the other gender. The social expectations, the way people treat you differently."

"That's true," Thomas acknowledged. "People are way nicer to me as a hot girl. Doors get opened, drinks get bought. But there's a downside too. I can't walk alone at night without feeling nervous. Guys stare at my tits instead of my face when I'm talking."

Alexis nodded vigorously. "Exactly! And as a guy, I've noticed I can take up more space without anyone caring. People listen when I speak up in class. No one questions my knowledge. But there's pressure too – to be tough, to make the first move, to never show weakness."

They continued sharing insights, each genuinely surprised by what the other had observed. As the conversation wound down, Thomas felt a newfound respect for his sister growing.

"I never really thought about how different our experiences would be," he admitted. "I mean, I knew gender affected things, but not to this extent."

"Me neither," Alexis agreed. "It's been... educational."

"So what's the plan for tonight?" Thomas asked. "Another attempt at switching back?"

Alexis nodded. "Yes, but this time, let's really focus on what we've learned. On appreciating our own bodies and experiences."

"Deal," Thomas said. "And Lex? Thanks for being honest about your adventures in my body. It's actually kind of hot knowing you've been putting it to good use."

Alexis threw a pillow at him. "You're such a perv."

"You're one to talk, Miss Three-Girls-In-Three-Days!"

They parted with genuine laughter, the tension between them finally broken. That evening, Thomas returned to Alexis's room, preparing for another night in her body – perhaps his last, if their theory was correct.

As he settled into bed, Thomas couldn't help but feel a tinge of melancholy. Despite the initial shock and complications, these days as a woman had been eye-opening. He'd experienced pleasures he never knew existed, seen the world from an entirely different perspective.

Thomas glanced at the bedside clock – only 9:30 PM. Too early to sleep. And if this was potentially his last night in Alexis's body... well, he should make the most of it, right?

He slid his hands under the covers, trailing fingers over smooth skin. One last exploration couldn't hurt. One final experience of female pleasure to remember.

Thomas cupped his breasts, thumbs circling nipples that immediately responded to his touch. He gasped softly, arching into his own caress. His other hand traveled lower, across the flat plane of his stomach to the warmth between his thighs.

He took his time, savoring each sensation, memorizing the way pleasure built in this female form. His fingers found that perfect rhythm, circling his clit while occasionally dipping inside to feel the slick heat of arousal.

As the tension built, Thomas closed his eyes, letting his mind wander. He thought of Jake's strong hands and skillful tongue, of Zoe's soft curves and tentative touches. But other images intruded too – memories of being in his male body, of the weight and heft of his cock in his hand, the rush of release when he came.

"Oh god," Thomas moaned, feeling himself approaching the edge. His hips lifted off the bed, chasing the exquisite pressure of his fingers. "Yes, yes, yes..."

The orgasm hit with stunning intensity, waves of pleasure radiating outward from his core. Thomas cried out, body arching, inner walls pulsing around his fingers.

And then, in the very midst of his climax, at the peak of pleasure, something shifted. A dizzying sensation, like being pulled in two directions at once. The room spun, darkness closing in from all sides.

When Thomas opened his eyes, he was staring at an unfamiliar ceiling. No, not unfamiliar – his own. He was in his dorm room. Cautiously, he raised his hands to his chest, finding flat pectoral muscles instead of soft breasts.

"Holy shit," he breathed, his deep voice confirming what he already knew. He was back in his own body.

His phone buzzed with an incoming text. It was from Alexis: "ARE YOU YOU AGAIN??"

Thomas quickly typed back: "YES! What were you doing when it happened?"

The three dots appeared, disappeared, then appeared again. Finally: "Don't laugh. I was masturbating."

Thomas burst out laughing. "ME TOO," he typed. "Mid-orgasm switch."

"OMG. Never discussing this again," came Alexis's reply. Then, a moment later: "Breakfast tomorrow? We should talk."

"Definitely," Thomas responded. He set his phone aside and lay back, running his hands over his familiar body with newfound appreciation.

The experience had changed him, there was no denying that. He understood women – understood his sister – in ways he never could have imagined. The memories of his time in Alexis's body were already taking on a dreamlike quality, but he knew he'd never forget the lessons he'd learned.

As Thomas drifted toward sleep in his own bed, in his own body, he smiled to himself. Life would never be quite the same again. And maybe, just maybe, that was exactly the point.
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