
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: The Unexpected Exchange

The bass thumped through my chest as I nursed my third whiskey at the bar of Elysium, one of those high-end "member's only" sex clubs that had sprouted up after the new legislation passed. I wasn't supposed to be here—not really. My buddy Marcus had given me his membership card when he left town for business, insisting I "live a little" while he was gone.

"Trust me, Alex," he'd said, "you need to get out of that apartment. It's been eight months since Chloe left."

So here I was, thirty-four years old, recently dumped, sitting alone at a sex club on a Thursday night, desperately trying to look like I belonged. The truth was, I felt completely out of my element. Around me, beautiful people in various states of undress mingled, touched, and disappeared into private rooms. A couple was openly fucking on a velvet chaise lounge not twenty feet away, the woman's moans cutting through the music as a small crowd watched.

I took another sip, savoring the burn as it went down. That's when I saw her.

She moved through the club like she owned it—and for all I knew, maybe she did. Long black hair cascaded down her back, contrasting with porcelain skin that seemed to glow under the dim lights. She wore a sheer red dress that did nothing to hide the curves beneath, her nipples clearly visible through the fabric. Her eyes, dark and lined with kohl, scanned the room with casual confidence.

Every person she passed—man or woman—reached out to touch her. A hand on her ass, fingers trailing across her breast, lips grazing her neck. And she allowed it all with a smile that said this was exactly where she belonged.

A "freeuse" participant. I'd heard about them but never seen one in person. They wore special bracelets—hers was a glinting gold band on her wrist—signaling that they consented to being touched or taken by any member. It was the ultimate exhibition, the peak of sexual liberation that I couldn't even imagine.

I must have been staring because suddenly those dark eyes locked with mine. A slight smile curved her full lips, and she changed course, heading straight toward me.

"Fuck," I muttered, nearly spilling my drink as I tried to look casual.

"You're new," she said, sliding onto the stool beside me. Her voice was husky, with a slight accent I couldn't place. "I'm Vivienne."

"Alex," I replied, hoping she couldn't hear the nervous edge in my voice. "That obvious, huh?"

"You have that deer-in-headlights look." She laughed, the sound rich and warm. "Plus, you're the only fully dressed person at the bar."

I glanced down at my button-up shirt and slacks. "I didn't exactly know the dress code."

"Well, now you do." She signaled to the bartender, who immediately brought her something pink in a martini glass. "Marcus's friend, right?"

I blinked in surprise. "You know Marcus?"

"Everyone knows everyone here, eventually." She took a sip of her drink, leaving a crimson lipstick mark on the glass. "So, Alex, are you just here to watch, or did you come to play?"

Before I could answer, a tall man in nothing but leather pants appeared behind Vivienne, wrapping his arms around her waist and kissing her neck. She leaned into him without taking her eyes off me.

"Give me a minute, David," she purred, and he withdrew with a knowing smile, trailing his fingers across her ass as he left.

"Sorry about that," she said, though she didn't look sorry at all. "One of the perks—or hazards—of the bracelet."

I swallowed hard. "Doesn't it bother you? People just... touching you whenever they want?"

"That's rather the point." Her eyes glittered with amusement. "I decide when I wear the bracelet. I decide when I take it off. Within those boundaries, I'm free. Do you have any idea how liberating that is?"

I didn't. I couldn't imagine surrendering control like that.

"You should try it sometime," she continued, leaning closer. I caught her scent—something expensive and intoxicating. "There's nothing quite like letting go completely."

"I don't think I'm cut out for that kind of... exhibition," I admitted.

"Everyone says that at first." She reached out, her fingers lightly touching my forearm. Even that casual contact sent electricity through me. "What if you could try it for just one night? No consequences, no judgment."

I laughed nervously. "What, like Freaky Friday? Body swap and see how the other half lives?"

Something flickered behind her eyes—interest, maybe, or mischief. "Something like that." She reached into her small purse and pulled out a tiny vial with clear liquid. "Have you heard of Transmutase?"

I shook my head.

"It's new. Not entirely legal, but not exactly illegal either. Grey market." She rolled the vial between her fingers. "It's supposed to create a temporary psychosomatic connection between two people. A shared consciousness, of sorts."

"Sounds like bullshit," I said, though I couldn't take my eyes off the vial.

"Probably is." She shrugged one perfect shoulder. "But wouldn't it be fun to find out?"

I should have said no. Any sane person would have. But three whiskeys deep and faced with the most beautiful woman I'd ever seen, sanity wasn't exactly my strong suit.

"What exactly would happen?"

"We each take a drop. If it works—and that's a big if—we supposedly experience what the other experiences. Sensations, emotions, physical reactions." Her finger traced the rim of her glass. "For about twelve hours."

"And if it doesn't work?"

"Then we've taken a harmless placebo and can laugh about it over breakfast." She smiled, revealing perfect white teeth. "What do you say, Alex? Brave enough to walk in my shoes for a night?"

I hesitated, but only for a second. "Why me? There must be dozens of men here you could ask."

"Because you're the only one watching instead of grabbing. The only one who asked 'why' instead of 'how much.'" She leaned forward, her breasts pressing against the sheer fabric of her dress. "And because I'm curious about you."

That was all it took. My ego, bruised from months of loneliness, practically purred at the attention.

"Okay," I said, my mouth dry. "What do we do?"

Vivienne's smile widened. She placed a drop of the liquid on her tongue, then held the vial out to me. I hesitated, then did the same. It tasted faintly of licorice.

"Now what?" I asked after swallowing.

"Now we wait. And drink." She clinked her glass against mine. "To new experiences."

We talked for the next hour. Vivienne was smart—wicked smart—with a sharp wit and knowledge about everything from quantum physics to Renaissance art. She'd traveled extensively, spoke five languages, and worked as a "consultant," though she was deliberately vague about what that entailed.

By my fourth whiskey, I'd almost forgotten about the supposed drug we'd taken. Nothing felt different, except that I was increasingly attracted to this enigmatic woman.

"Want to dance?" she asked suddenly, nodding toward where couples were moving to the slow, sensual beat.

"I'm not much of a dancer," I admitted.

"Tonight's all about trying new things, isn't it?" She stood, holding out her hand.

I let her lead me to the dance floor, acutely aware of the eyes following us. We must have made a strange pair—the fully clothed newcomer and the goddess in the see-through dress.

Vivienne pressed herself against me, her arms around my neck. My hands found her waist, feeling the warmth of her skin through the thin fabric. As we swayed, a man approached from behind her, pressing his body against her back. She made no move to stop him as his hands roamed her body, one sliding up to cup her breast.

I started to pull away, but Vivienne held me tighter. "It's okay," she murmured against my ear. "This is what I want. What I choose."

The man's hand moved lower, lifting the hem of her dress. I couldn't see exactly what he was doing, but Vivienne's sudden gasp told me enough. Her pupils dilated, and she pressed harder against me.

"Kiss me," she whispered, and I did.

Her lips were soft, tasting of cherry and alcohol. As our tongues met, I felt a strange jolt—like static electricity but inside my brain. I pulled back, blinking rapidly.

"Did you feel that?" I asked.

She nodded, her expression suddenly serious. "It's starting."

The sensation grew stronger—a buzzing, vibrating feeling that seemed to emanate from the base of my skull and spread throughout my body. The club lights suddenly seemed too bright, the music too loud. I felt dizzy, disoriented.

"I need some air," I managed to say, but my voice sounded wrong somehow—higher, distant.

Vivienne nodded, but she looked equally unsteady. The man behind her had disappeared, probably sensing something was off. She took my hand, and we made our way toward a door marked "Garden."

We stumbled outside into a secluded courtyard. The cool night air hit my feverish skin, but it didn't help the spinning sensation. I leaned against a stone wall, trying to steady myself.

"Fuck," Vivienne whispered, her voice strangely deeper than before. "It's really happening."

I tried to focus on her, but my vision kept blurring. The last thing I remember seeing was her eyes—wide with what looked like surprise or fear—before everything went black.

When I came to, I was lying on a cushioned bench. The music from inside was muffled, the garden illuminated only by string lights and the moon. I blinked, trying to clear my head.

Something felt wrong. Very wrong.

I raised my hand to rub my face and froze. The hand in front of me was smaller, with long, manicured nails painted deep red. A gold bracelet circled the wrist.

"What the fuck?" I said, but the voice that came out wasn't mine. It was husky, feminine, with that slight accent I'd noticed earlier.

I sat up quickly, and immediately became aware of a weight on my chest. Looking down, I saw breasts—perfect, round breasts barely contained by a sheer red dress. My hands—no, not my hands—moved instinctively to touch them, and I gasped at the sensation. So different from touching a woman's breasts as a man—the feeling was coming from within me, sensitive and intense.

"Holy shit," I breathed, and again heard Vivienne's voice.

A movement across the garden caught my attention. A figure was getting up from another bench, moving unsteadily. My figure. My body. My face, looking back at me with the same shock I was feeling.

"Alex?" My voice—my real voice—called out from my body.

"Vivienne?" I replied, her voice coming from my—her—throat.

We stared at each other in stunned silence. It had worked. Actually fucking worked. I was in Vivienne's body, and she was in mine.

"This is..." she began, looking down at my hands—her hands now. "This is not what I expected."

"You didn't expect a body swap?" I asked incredulously. "What exactly did you think 'psychosomatic connection' meant?"

"Shared sensations, maybe. Like I'd feel what you feel, you'd feel what I feel. Not... this." She gestured at herself—at my body.

I was still trying to process the feeling of being in a completely different form. Everything felt wrong—lighter, smaller, more sensitive. I could feel the cool air on more skin than I was used to, the fabric of the dress sliding against nipples that were far more responsive than mine had ever been.

And between my legs... I shifted, feeling a strange emptiness where I was used to weight and pressure.

"We need to go back inside," Vivienne said suddenly, moving toward me with an unsteady gait. She wasn't used to my height, my center of gravity. "We need to figure this out."

"Wait," I said, catching her arm. Even that simple movement felt different—my arm was lighter, my grip less powerful. "We can't just walk in there like this. I don't know how to... be you."

She looked down at me—and fuck, that was disconcerting, seeing my own face from below.

"It's only for twelve hours," she said, but she sounded uncertain. "We just need to... I don't know, fake it until then?"

"Fake it?" I gestured down at her body—my temporary body. "You're a freeuse participant! People are going to expect to be able to touch me—you—whatever!"

A strange expression crossed my face—her expression now. Something like calculation, maybe even excitement.

"Then let them," she said softly.

"What?"

"This is your chance, Alex. To experience something completely different. Something you'd never have the courage to try otherwise." She took my hands—her own hands, really—and placed them on her breasts. My breasts now. "Feel that? Isn't it amazing how different it is?"

It was. The sensitivity was incredible—like the nerve endings were closer to the surface, more receptive.

"I can't just let people—" I started.

"Yes, you can. That's the whole point." Her eyes—my eyes—gleamed with excitement. "One night. No consequences. No one will ever know it was you."

I swallowed hard, considering. She was right—when would I ever get a chance like this again? To experience sex from the other side, to know what it felt like to be desired the way Vivienne was desired.

"What about you?" I asked. "In my body?"

She grinned, and it was strange seeing my own face with such a predatory expression. "Oh, I plan to make the most of it too. There are a few women here I've been curious about."

The thought of my body having sex with women while I wasn't in it was... oddly arousing. I felt a new sensation between my legs—a warm, pulsing feeling that was entirely different from an erection but unmistakably sexual.

"Oh," I gasped, pressing my thighs together instinctively.

Vivienne laughed. "That's just the beginning. Wait until someone actually touches you there."

I took a deep breath, which pushed my new breasts against the thin fabric of the dress. "Okay," I said finally. "Twelve hours. But we meet back here at—" I checked the delicate watch on my wrist "—4 AM to make sure everything's okay."

"Deal." She held out her hand—my hand—and I shook it, marveling at how small my new hand felt in my old one.

"One more thing," I said. "Any... rules? Things I shouldn't do in your body?"

She considered for a moment. "No permanent marks. No leaving the club with anyone. And—" she hesitated "—maybe avoid David. The guy from earlier. We have a... complicated history."

I nodded. "Same goes for my body. No permanent damage, no leaving with strangers."

"Agreed." She straightened her—my—shirt. "Ready to go back in?"

I wasn't. Not remotely. But I nodded anyway.

We re-entered the club, and immediately I felt the difference in how people perceived me. As myself, I'd been practically invisible. As Vivienne, I was the center of attention. Eyes tracked my movement across the room. Hands reached out to brush my arm, my hip, my ass.

The first time someone touched me—a woman who ran her finger down my bare back—I nearly jumped out of my skin. Vivienne, in my body, caught my eye from across the room and nodded encouragingly.

I tried to mimic Vivienne's confident walk, the way she had moved through the space like she owned it. It was difficult in the heels, but I managed, swaying my hips perhaps more than necessary.

A man appeared beside me, tall and muscular with a shaved head. He wasn't wearing a shirt, just leather pants similar to the ones David had worn earlier.

"Vivienne," he said, his voice deep and rich. "I was hoping I'd find you tonight."

I had no idea who he was or what my relationship with him was supposed to be. "Hi," I said, hoping I sounded normal—or at least, normal for Vivienne.

He didn't seem to notice anything off. His hand went immediately to my lower back, then slid down to cup my ass. I tensed involuntarily.

"Jumpy tonight?" he asked with a smirk.

"Just... sensitive," I replied, trying to relax into his touch.

"I like you sensitive." His hand squeezed, and I felt that pulse between my legs again. "Want to find somewhere quiet?"

I hesitated. This was happening fast—too fast. I glanced around for Vivienne but couldn't spot my body in the crowd.

"Actually, I was about to get another drink," I said, pulling away slightly. "Maybe later?"

He looked surprised but shrugged. "I'll find you," he promised, and disappeared into the crowd.

I made my way to the bar, desperately trying to process everything. My body felt alien—every movement was different, every sensation new. And the constant touching... how did Vivienne stand it? It was overwhelming, distracting, and yet... undeniably arousing.

The bartender slid a pink martini toward me without being asked. Vivienne must be a regular with a usual order.

"Thanks," I said, taking a grateful sip.

"You okay, Viv?" the bartender asked. He was young, with a septum piercing and full sleeve tattoos. "You seem off."

"Just a weird night," I replied, which wasn't exactly a lie.

"I bet. Saw you talking to that new guy earlier. Marcus's friend, right?"

I nodded, wondering how to play this. "Yeah, he's... interesting."

"Must be, if he caught your attention." The bartender leaned closer. "You heading to the Red Room later? Sasha's been asking about you."

I had no idea what the Red Room was or who Sasha might be. "Maybe," I hedged. "Still figuring out my plans."

He nodded and moved away to serve another customer. I took another sip of the martini and tried to gather my thoughts.

I needed to find a bathroom—partly to pee, which I was suddenly realizing would be a completely new experience, and partly to get a moment alone to examine this body more thoroughly.

I spotted a sign for restrooms and made my way toward it, still adjusting to the sensation of walking in heels, of feeling the dress slide against my skin with each step, of the eyes that followed me.

The women's bathroom was luxurious—more like a spa than a public restroom. Several women were touching up their makeup at a long mirror, some fully dressed, others topless or wearing only lingerie.

They greeted me—Vivienne—with familiar nods or smiles. I returned them as naturally as I could and found an empty stall.

Peeing as a woman was the first truly bizarre experience of the night. I sat down, feeling vulnerable in a way I never had as a man, and tried to relax enough to go. When I finally managed it, the sensation was entirely different—a release without the directional control I was used to.

As I wiped—another new experience—I took the opportunity to explore my new equipment more directly. The feeling was electric. My—Vivienne's—pussy was already wet, responding to the constant low-level arousal I'd been experiencing since the swap. I ran a finger along the folds, gasping at the sensitivity.

This was nothing like touching a woman as a man. I could feel everything from the inside—every nerve ending, every subtle variation in pressure and movement. Experimentally, I slipped a finger inside, and nearly moaned aloud at the sensation.

A knock on the stall door startled me.

"Vivienne? You in there?" A female voice, low and sultry.

I quickly adjusted the dress and flushed the toilet. "Yes, just a moment."

I opened the door to find a stunning redhead in a black leather corset. Her eyes lit up when she saw me.

"There you are," she said, stepping forward to kiss me full on the mouth.

I was too surprised to resist, and found myself responding automatically, my new body seemingly knowing what to do even if my mind was reeling.

When she pulled back, her lipstick was smudged. "I've been looking everywhere for you. Are we still on for later?"

"Later?" I echoed, trying to sound normal.

She laughed, running a finger down my chest, between my breasts. "The Red Room? At midnight? You, me, and Jasmine?"

"Right," I said, nodding as if I knew exactly what she was talking about. "Of course."

"Good." She kissed me again, quickly this time. "I've been wet just thinking about it all day."

With that, she sauntered into one of the stalls, leaving me standing there, my heart racing and Vivienne's body thrumming with unfamiliar desire.

I washed my hands and checked myself in the mirror. It was surreal seeing Vivienne's face looking back at me, her dark eyes wide, her lipstick slightly smudged from the redhead's kiss.

I reapplied the lipstick from a tube I found in her small purse, trying to mimic what I'd seen women do countless times. The result wasn't perfect, but it would do.

Taking a deep breath, I headed back into the club, determined to find Vivienne in my body. We needed to talk—about the Red Room, about Sasha and Jasmine, about how the hell I was supposed to navigate this night without completely blowing her cover.

The club had grown more crowded, the music louder. Bodies pressed together on the dance floor, many now fully naked or engaged in various sex acts. In one corner, a woman was bent over a specially designed bench, a line of men waiting their turn behind her.

I scanned the crowd for my own face but couldn't spot it. Where would I go, if I were suddenly in a man's body in a sex club? The thought made me smile despite my anxiety.

As I moved through the crowd, searching, I became increasingly aware of Vivienne's body's responses. The brush of fabric against my nipples, the emptiness between my legs that seemed to crave filling, the heightened sensitivity of my skin. It was overwhelming and intoxicating.

A hand on my arm stopped me. I turned to find a woman I didn't recognize, her eyes heavy with desire.

"Dance with me," she said, already pulling me toward the floor.

I let her lead me, figuring it would give me a better vantage point to search for Vivienne. The woman pressed against me immediately, her hands on my hips, guiding me to move with the music.

Dancing in a woman's body was different too—more fluid, more about the roll of hips and the sway of spine. I tried to follow her lead, to lose myself in the movement.

Her hands slid upward, cupping my breasts through the thin dress. I gasped at the sensation, my nipples hardening instantly under her touch.

"You like that?" she murmured, her lips close to my ear.

I nodded, unable to form words as she pinched my nipples lightly between her fingers. The jolt of pleasure that shot through me was unlike anything I'd experienced as a man—sharper, more diffuse, radiating outward through my entire body.

She kissed my neck, and I tilted my head instinctively to give her better access. Her teeth grazed my skin, and I moaned—actually moaned, a sound I'd never made in my life.

"That's it," she encouraged, one hand sliding down my stomach to the hem of my dress. "Let me make you feel good."

Her fingers slipped under the fabric, tracing up my inner thigh. I should have stopped her—this was moving too fast, I wasn't ready—but my borrowed body seemed to have its own ideas. My thighs parted slightly, an invitation I hadn't consciously decided to extend.

When her fingers found my center, already wet and swollen, I had to clutch her shoulders to stay upright. The sensation was indescribable—pleasure so acute it bordered on pain, so concentrated it made my knees weak.

"Fuck," I breathed, Vivienne's voice coming out as a whimper.

The woman smiled against my neck, clearly pleased with my reaction. Her fingers moved skillfully, finding and circling my clit with just the right pressure.

I was dimly aware that we were in the middle of a dance floor, that people could see what was happening, but it didn't seem to matter. Nothing mattered except the building pressure between my legs, the waves of pleasure washing through me.

When she slipped two fingers inside me, curling them upward to hit a spot I didn't even know existed, I cried out, my inner walls clenching around the intrusion in a way that was foreign yet instinctively right.

"That's it," she murmured, her thumb still circling my clit as her fingers worked inside me. "Come for me, Vivienne."

And I did. The orgasm crashed through me with an intensity that stole my breath and my thoughts. It was nothing like coming as a man—it wasn't localized or brief.


Chapter 2: Deeper Into Elysium

The orgasm rolled through me in waves, each one more intense than the last. My entire body—Vivienne's body—trembled, inner walls pulsing around the woman's fingers as she continued her expert ministrations. Where male orgasms had always been focused and explosive, this was expansive, radiating outward from my core to the tips of my fingers and toes.

"Fuck," I gasped, clinging to her as my legs threatened to give way. "Oh my god."

She smiled against my neck, slowly withdrawing her fingers. In a move that made my breath catch, she brought them to her lips and sucked them clean, her eyes never leaving mine.

"You taste divine," she purred. "As always."

I was still trying to catch my breath, to process what had just happened, when she took my hand and began leading me through the crowd. "Come on, there's a group in the Blue Room I think you'd enjoy."

"Wait," I said, tugging back slightly. "I need to find... someone first."

She looked momentarily disappointed but shrugged. "Find me later, then. You know where I'll be." With a final kiss—deep and probing, the taste of my own arousal on her tongue—she disappeared into the throng of writhing bodies.

I stood there, slightly dazed, my body still humming with aftershocks. How did women function after orgasms like that? I felt simultaneously drained and energized, sensitive and hungry for more. No wonder Vivienne enjoyed her lifestyle if this was what awaited her every night.

Speaking of Vivienne—I needed to find her. Needed to understand what I'd gotten myself into with this "Red Room" business, and frankly, needed guidance on how to navigate her world.

I made my way to the bar, figuring it was a good vantage point. The same bartender from earlier slid another martini toward me without being asked.

"Looked like you were having fun out there," he commented with a knowing smirk.

I felt heat rise to my cheeks—Vivienne's cheeks. Did I blush this easily in my own body? "Have you seen... Alex? The new guy I was talking to earlier?"

The bartender nodded toward a secluded corner. "Last I saw, he was getting pretty cozy with Elena over there."

I followed his gaze and nearly choked on my drink. Vivienne—in my body—was indeed "getting cozy" with a tall, statuesque blonde. My hands were on the woman's waist, my face buried in her neck, and from the way she was arching against me, my body was clearly doing something right.

It was the strangest feeling, watching myself from the outside. I'd never stood that confidently, moved that deliberately. Vivienne inhabited my body like she'd been born in it, already more at ease than I'd ever been.

As if sensing my gaze, she looked up. Our eyes met across the room, and a slow, wicked smile spread across my face—her smile, nothing like my usual expression. She whispered something to the blonde, then made her way toward me, moving through the crowd with purpose.

"Having fun?" she asked when she reached me, her voice—my voice—pitched low and intimate.

"This is insane," I replied, still trying to process everything. "I just had an orgasm on the dance floor with a woman I don't know."

Vivienne laughed, the sound strange coming from my throat. "Welcome to my world. And from what I could see, Melissa took good care of you."

"Melissa?" I repeated. "Is she someone you... know well?"

"We've played together before." She sipped my whiskey—apparently sticking to my usual drink despite being in my body. "She has very talented hands, doesn't she?"

I nodded, still feeling the ghost of those fingers inside me. "This is all happening really fast. And apparently I'm expected in the 'Red Room' at midnight with someone named Sasha and someone named Jasmine?"

Vivienne's eyes—my eyes—lit up. "Oh yes, that. It's a private room booking. Very... exclusive."

"What exactly happens in this Red Room?"

She leaned closer, her breath warm against my ear. It was disconcerting, being this close to my own body, hearing my own voice whisper: "It's a dominance scene. You're supposed to be their Mistress for the night. They've been planning it for weeks."

I nearly dropped my martini. "I'm supposed to dominate two women? I don't know the first thing about being a dom!"

"Relax," she said, placing a hand on my arm. "It's mostly psychological. They want to be told what to do, to be used for your pleasure. You can handle that, can't you?"

The thought of commanding two beautiful women, of having them submit to my every whim, sent a fresh pulse of arousal through my borrowed body. "I... I can try."

"Good." She smiled, squeezing my arm. "There are toys in a cabinet in the room. Restraints on the wall. Just act confident, and they'll follow your lead."

I nodded, trying to look more assured than I felt. "What about you? I see you're getting acquainted with my body."

Vivienne grinned, looking down at herself—at my body. "It's fascinating being on this side. Everything is so... external. So visual." She adjusted herself through my pants, and I felt a strange phantom sensation, as if my actual body was responding from across the room. "And I've always wondered what it would be like to fuck a woman with a cock."

The crude language in my voice was jarring—I'd never spoken that way. "Is that what you were doing with the blonde? Elena?"

"Not yet," she replied with a wink. "But the night is young. She's very interested in getting better acquainted with your equipment."

The thought of Vivienne using my body to have sex with a woman was bizarrely arousing. I'd never considered myself an exhibitionist, but watching from the outside while someone else operated my body... it awakened something new in me.

"Just be careful," I said, not entirely sure what I meant by that.

"Always am." She glanced around the club. "Have you explored much yet? There are themed rooms upstairs, a dungeon in the basement, private cabanas out by the pool..."

I shook my head. "I've barely made it from the dance floor to the bathroom to the bar."

"Then you're missing out." She took my hand—and it was strange to feel my own larger hand enveloping Vivienne's smaller one. "Come on. Let me show you around before your midnight appointment."

She led me through the main floor of the club, pointing out features I'd missed on my first pass. The place was enormous—far bigger than it appeared from outside. Beyond the main dance floor and bar area, there were lounges with different themes: one decorated like an opulent Victorian parlor, another with a sleek, futuristic aesthetic, a third resembling a Moroccan harem with plush cushions and hookah pipes.

"Most of the actual sex happens upstairs or down," Vivienne explained, guiding me toward a curved staircase. "The main floor is more for socializing, dancing, getting warmed up."

As we climbed, I was acutely aware of how my new body moved—the sway of hips, the bounce of breasts with each step. No wonder men were always distracted; I could barely focus on walking.

The upper level was divided into corridors, each leading to a series of rooms with different colored doors.

"The colored doors indicate the theme or purpose," Vivienne explained. "Blue for water play, Black for BDSM, Purple for group activities, Green for first-timers or more vanilla experiences, and Red..."

"For dominance scenes," I finished, remembering what she'd told me.

"Among other things." She nodded. "Red is generally where power exchange happens. Someone taking control, someone surrendering it."

We passed a Blue door that was partially open, revealing what looked like a luxurious bathroom with an oversized shower where three people—two men and a woman—were engaged in activities that made me blush even after what I'd already experienced.

"Want to look?" Vivienne asked, noticing my lingering gaze.

Before I could answer, a man emerged from a nearby Purple door. He was completely naked, his muscular body glistening with sweat, his cock still semi-erect. When he saw us—or rather, when he saw Vivienne—his face lit up with recognition.

"There you are," he said, his voice deep and resonant. "We've been waiting for you."

I glanced at Vivienne questioningly, but she looked as confused as I felt. Clearly, this was someone who knew the real Vivienne, but neither of us knew what commitment she might have made.

"Sorry," I said, trying to sound casual. "I got a bit... distracted downstairs."

"I can see that." His eyes flicked to Vivienne in my body, then back to me. "New toy?"

The casual way he referred to my body—to me—as a "toy" was jarring, but I played along. "Something like that."

"Well, bring him if you want. The more the merrier." He held the Purple door open wider, revealing glimpses of what appeared to be an orgy in progress. At least six people were visible on a large, circular bed, bodies intertwined in various configurations.

I hesitated, looking to Vivienne for guidance. She gave a subtle nod, her eyes bright with curiosity or excitement.

"Sure," I said, trying to sound like this was perfectly normal for me. "Why not?"

The man grinned and stepped aside to let us enter. The room was dimly lit with purple lights, giving everything a surreal, dreamlike quality. The air was thick with the scent of sex and some kind of incense, and the sounds—moans, gasps, the wet slap of flesh on flesh—created a symphony of debauchery.

"Vivienne's here," the man announced, and several heads turned our way.

A woman disentangled herself from the pile of bodies and approached us. She was petite with short black hair and multiple piercings, completely naked except for a thin silver chain around her waist.

"Finally," she said, reaching for me immediately. Her hands went to my breasts, squeezing them through the dress as she kissed me hard on the mouth. "We thought you weren't coming."

I kissed her back automatically, my body responding even as my mind reeled. When she pulled away, she noticed Vivienne standing beside me.

"Who's your friend?" she asked, her eyes traveling appreciatively over my body.

"Alex," Vivienne replied before I could, extending my hand. "I'm new here."

"Fresh meat," the woman said with a predatory smile. "I'm Talia. Any friend of Vivienne's is welcome to join us." She reached out to stroke my chest—Vivienne in my body—her small hand looking even smaller against my broader frame.

I watched as Vivienne reacted to the touch, her expression showing me exactly what my face looked like in the throes of arousal—something I'd never been able to see before.

Talia turned her attention back to me. "We've got something special planned tonight. A little game."

"Oh?" I managed, trying to sound intrigued rather than terrified.

"Mmm. Musical partners," she explained, leading us further into the room. "When the music changes, you move to a new partner. No choosing—whoever you're closest to when the beat drops is who you play with next."

It sounded both thrilling and overwhelming. I looked at Vivienne again, and she gave me an encouraging nod.

"Sounds fun," I said, my voice steadier than I felt.

The man who'd invited us in—I still didn't know his name—handed each of us a glass of champagne from a nearby table. "Liquid courage," he said with a wink.

I took a generous sip, grateful for the alcohol. Vivienne did the same, and I watched my Adam's apple bob as she swallowed.

"The dress needs to go," Talia said, tugging at the sheer fabric covering my borrowed body. "House rules. Everyone naked in the Purple Room."

My heart raced as I realized I was about to be completely exposed in Vivienne's body. But then, wasn't that the point of this whole experience? To step entirely outside my comfort zone?

I nodded and reached for the thin straps of the dress, slowly pulling them down my shoulders. The fabric slipped easily, revealing Vivienne's perfect breasts to the room. I heard several appreciative murmurs as the dress fell to my waist, then to the floor, leaving me in only a tiny black thong and the heels.

"All of it," Talia insisted, her fingers hooking into the waistband of the thong.

I let her pull it down, stepping out of it carefully. Then I was completely naked except for the heels and the gold bracelet that marked me as freeuse.

Beside me, Vivienne was undressing my body with similar deliberation. I watched, fascinated, as she unbuttoned my shirt, revealing my chest—not as defined as I'd like, but not bad either. She unzipped my pants next, pushing them down along with my boxers in one smooth motion.

And there was my cock, already half-hard from the situation, looking strangely divorced from my consciousness. Vivienne looked down at it with obvious fascination, then back up at me with a mischievous grin.

"Now we're ready to play," Talia declared, taking both our hands and pulling us toward the bed.

The music changed tempo, becoming slower and more hypnotic. Bodies shifted on the bed, partners changing positions. I found myself being guided down onto the silk sheets, Talia's hands on my shoulders.

"Just relax," she whispered, straddling me. "Let your body remember what it loves."

Her pussy hovered inches above my face, her intention clear. I'd gone down on women before, of course, but never from this angle, never with this body.

I took a deep breath and let instinct guide me. My hands—Vivienne's hands—found Talia's hips, pulling her down onto my mouth. Her taste was tangy and complex, and I explored her with my tongue, finding her clit and circling it experimentally.

Her immediate moan told me I was doing something right. Encouraged, I continued, varying pressure and speed, paying attention to her reactions in a way I'd always tried to do as a man but now found much more intuitive.

As I pleasured her, I felt hands on my own body—someone else had joined us, their mouth finding my breasts, their fingers sliding between my legs. The dual sensation of giving and receiving pleasure was overwhelming, my mind struggling to process both inputs simultaneously.

I glanced to the side and saw Vivienne nearby. She was on her knees, my cock disappearing into the mouth of a man I didn't recognize. The sight was surreal—watching my body from the outside, seeing the expressions of pleasure cross my face as someone else controlled the sensations.

Our eyes met briefly, and she winked at me, clearly enjoying herself. Then her eyes closed in obvious pleasure as the man took my cock deeper into his throat.

I returned my attention to Talia, who was grinding against my face more insistently now, her moans growing louder. I slipped two fingers inside her as I sucked her clit, and she came almost immediately, her thighs tightening around my head as she shuddered through her orgasm.

Before I could catch my breath, the music changed abruptly, and Talia rolled off me. "Switch!" someone called out, and there was a general shuffling of bodies.

I found myself face to face with the man who'd invited us in. He was kneeling between my legs, his cock impressively large and fully erect.

"Been waiting for this all night," he said, positioning himself at my entrance.

A momentary panic seized me—I was about to be penetrated for the first time. But before I could process the thought, he was pushing inside, stretching me in a way that was both uncomfortable and exhilarating.

"Fuck," I gasped, Vivienne's voice coming out as a breathy moan.

"That's it," he encouraged, beginning to thrust. "Take it all."

The sensation was indescribable—fullness, pressure, a slight burning that quickly gave way to pleasure unlike anything I'd known. Each thrust hit spots inside me that sent sparks of sensation radiating outward.

I glanced over at Vivienne again. She'd switched partners too, and was now on top of a woman, my cock sliding in and out of her as she rode her. The expression on my face was one of pure bliss, eyes half-closed, mouth open in pleasure.

Watching myself fuck someone while simultaneously being fucked was a mind-bending experience. The man between my legs increased his pace, his hands gripping my hips hard enough to leave marks.

"You're so tight tonight," he grunted, driving deeper. "So fucking wet for me."

I didn't know how to respond, so I didn't, letting Vivienne's body react naturally instead. My hips rose to meet his thrusts, my inner walls clenching around his cock in a way that seemed to drive him wild.

The room was a cacophony of moans and gasps, the air thick with the smell of sex. Bodies moved all around us, a writhing mass of flesh seeking pleasure in every possible configuration.

I felt another orgasm building, different from the first one—deeper, more intense, centered around the relentless pressure of his cock against my inner walls. When it hit, I cried out, my back arching off the bed, my entire body convulsing.

He groaned in response, his rhythm faltering as he neared his own release. "Can I come inside you?" he panted.

I had no idea what Vivienne's preference would be, but in the moment, I nodded frantically, wanting to feel every aspect of this new experience.

With a final thrust, he buried himself to the hilt, his cock pulsing as he emptied himself inside me. The sensation was strange but not unpleasant—warmth spreading through my core, a different kind of fullness.

As he pulled out, I felt his release trickling down my thighs, another entirely new sensation. Before I could even catch my breath, the music changed again, and a new partner was approaching—a woman this time, with a strap-on already buckled around her hips.

I lost track of time in that room, lost count of partners and positions and orgasms. At some point, I found myself directly interacting with Vivienne in my body—she was sitting against the headboard while a woman sucked my cock, and I was being taken from behind by a man I hadn't seen before.

Our eyes met over the writhing bodies between us, a moment of connection amidst the chaos. She smiled—my smile, but somehow different, more confident—and reached out a hand. I took it, linking our fingers as we each experienced the other's body in the most intimate way possible.

Eventually, the music stopped, signaling the end of the game. Bodies disentangled, people reaching for water or towels. I lay there, exhausted and exhilarated, Vivienne's body feeling thoroughly used in the most delicious way.

She appeared above me, extending a hand to help me up. "Having fun?" she asked, her voice—my voice—husky from exertion.

"That's one word for it," I replied, accepting her help. My legs—Vivienne's legs—were shaky, unsteady.

"You should clean up," she said, nodding toward a door that presumably led to a bathroom. "It's almost midnight."

Midnight. The Red Room. Sasha and Jasmine. In the haze of multiple orgasms, I'd almost forgotten.

I made my way to the bathroom on unsteady legs, acutely aware of the various fluids drying on my skin, inside me, between my thighs. The bathroom was luxurious, with multiple shower stalls and an array of high-end toiletries.

As I stepped under the hot spray, I took a moment to really examine Vivienne's body—my temporary body. The perfect breasts, the flat stomach, the smooth skin everywhere. I ran my hands over curves I'd only ever touched as an outsider before, marveling at how different it felt from the inside.

Between my legs, I was swollen and sensitive from the night's activities. I cleaned myself carefully, gasping as my fingers brushed over tender flesh.

When I emerged from the bathroom, wrapped in a plush towel, Vivienne was waiting. She'd dressed my body again, though she'd left the shirt partially unbuttoned, exposing more chest than I typically would.

"Your dress is a bit worse for wear," she said, handing me a silk robe instead. "This will do for now."

I slipped it on, grateful for the coverage even though it seemed pointless after what had just happened.

"So," I said, still trying to process everything, "the Red Room."

Vivienne nodded, checking the delicate watch on my wrist. "We should head there now. Sasha and Jasmine are very punctual."

"What exactly am I supposed to do?" I asked as we left the Purple Room, nodding goodbye to Talia and the others.

"Whatever you want," Vivienne replied simply. "That's the point. They're there to serve you, to please you however you desire. They've been planning this session for weeks."

"But I'm not you," I protested. "I don't know what you like, what they're expecting."

She stopped, turning to face me in the corridor. "Tonight, you are me. And the beauty of dominance is that it's about what you want, not what they expect. They want to be surprised, to be challenged. So surprise them."

I took a deep breath, trying to channel some of her confidence. "Okay. I can do this."

"Yes, you can." She smiled, adjusting the robe to better display Vivienne's cleavage. "And while you're doing that, I think I'll explore what else your body is capable of."

The thought of Vivienne continuing to use my body for her pleasure while I dominated two women in hers was surreal but undeniably arousing.

"Meet back at the garden at 4 AM?" I confirmed.

"Absolutely." She leaned in and kissed me—the strangest sensation, feeling my own lips against Vivienne's—before turning toward the stairs. "Have fun, Alex. Remember, it's just for one night. Make the most of it."

I watched her descend, my body moving with a confidence and grace I'd never possessed, before turning toward the corridor with the Red doors. It was time to discover yet another aspect of Vivienne's world—and perhaps, of myself.

The Red corridor was dimly lit, the walls actually painted a deep crimson that absorbed the light. Each door had a small digital panel beside it, presumably for reservations or scheduling.

I found the door marked "R7" and hesitated, my heart pounding. What was I about to walk into? What if I couldn't pull this off? But then I remembered the confidence with which Vivienne had navigated my body, the way she'd thrown herself into the experience without hesitation.

I could do the same.

I pressed my palm to the panel, and the door unlocked with a soft click. Taking a deep breath, I stepped inside, ready to become the Mistress these women were expecting—ready to explore power from an entirely new perspective.

The Red Room was exactly what the name suggested—walls, ceiling, and furniture all in varying shades of red. The lighting was dim but strategic, illuminating key areas while leaving others in shadow. A large, four-poster bed dominated one wall, equipped with restraints at each corner. Against another wall stood a St. Andrew's cross, and various implements hung within easy reach—floggers, crops, paddles.

But what immediately drew my attention were the two women kneeling in the center of the room, heads bowed, wearing nothing but matching black collars.

Sasha and Jasmine, I presumed, though I had no way of knowing which was which. One was blonde, her hair falling in waves around her shoulders, her body curvy and soft. The other was Asian, with a sleek black bob and a more athletic build. Both were stunning, and both were clearly waiting for me—for Vivienne—to take control.

I closed the door behind me, the soft click echoing in the silence. Neither woman looked up or spoke, maintaining their submissive posture perfectly.

Now what? I had no experience with domination, no script to follow. But perhaps that was the point. This was about power, about desire, about taking what I wanted. And in this moment, in Vivienne's body, I could want anything.

"Look at me," I said, my voice—her voice—coming out more commanding than I expected.

Both women raised their heads in unison, their eyes filled with anticipation and something else—worship, perhaps. They looked at me like I was a goddess descended to earth, and I felt a surge of power unlike anything I'd experienced before.

"Who wants to help me out of this robe?" I asked, letting a hint of teasing enter my tone.

"May I, Mistress?" the blonde asked, her voice soft and eager.

I nodded, and she rose gracefully, approaching me with clear reverence. Her hands trembled slightly as she untied the belt of the robe, then slid it from my shoulders. Her breath caught audibly as Vivienne's naked body was revealed.

"Thank you, pet," I said, the endearment coming naturally. "What's your name?"

"Sasha, Mistress," she replied, keeping her eyes respectfully lowered.

As Sasha helped me out of the robe, I felt a new confidence flooding through me—something primal and powerful that seemed to emanate from Vivienne's body itself. Here I was, completely naked before these women who looked at me with such reverent desire, and I felt not exposure but strength.

"Jasmine," I said, turning to the kneeling woman with the black bob. "Come here."

She rose with the same practiced grace as Sasha, approaching me with measured steps. When she stood before me, I tested my newfound authority.

"Tell me what you want tonight," I commanded.

"To please you, Mistress," she answered immediately. "In whatever way you desire."

"And if what pleases me is to hurt you?" I asked, curious how far their submission extended.

A visible shiver ran through her. "Then I would be honored to receive your pain, Mistress."

The power in that moment was intoxicating—these beautiful women surrendering completely to my will, to my desires. I walked slowly to the wall of implements, running my fingers over the various toys. I had no experience with most of them, but Vivienne's body seemed to respond instinctively, drawn to a medium-length leather flogger.

"On the bed," I ordered, turning to find both women watching me intently. "Both of you. On your backs, spread-eagle."

They complied instantly, positioning themselves on the large bed, arms and legs extended toward the corners. I took my time securing their wrists and ankles with the soft restraints, enjoying their quickened breathing, the way their bodies responded to my touch with goosebumps and trembles.

Once they were secured, I stood back to admire the view. Two gorgeous women, bound and waiting for my pleasure. In my own body, I might have felt awkward, unsure—but in Vivienne's skin, I felt like this was exactly where I belonged.

What followed was a journey of discovery—not just of their bodies, but of power itself. I teased them with the flogger, alternating between gentle strokes and sharper strikes. I explored their bodies with my mouth, my hands, various toys from the impressively stocked cabinet. I brought them to the edge of orgasm repeatedly, only to deny them release until they were begging, tears streaming down their faces.

And when I finally allowed them to come—Sasha with my fingers buried inside her, Jasmine with my mouth on her clit—their screams of pleasure were the sweetest reward.

Time seemed to stretch and compress in that room. I lost myself completely in the experience, in the power of controlling their pleasure, their pain, their very breath. When I finally unbound them, they curled around me on the bed, kissing my skin, murmuring thanks and praise.

"You were different tonight, Mistress," Jasmine whispered as she stroked my hair. "Even more intense than usual."

"A good different?" I asked, curious how the real Vivienne typically behaved in these sessions.

"Amazing," Sasha confirmed, her fingers tracing patterns on my thigh. "Like you were seeing us for the first time."

If only they knew how right they were.

Eventually, I glanced at the clock on the wall and realized it was nearly 3:30 AM. My time with Vivienne's body was more than halfway over, and I still had so much more I wanted to experience.

"I need to go," I said, gently disentangling myself from their embrace.

They helped me dress in the silk robe again, their touches lingering and worshipful. As I prepared to leave, they knelt once more, heads bowed.

"Thank you, Mistress," they said in unison.

I paused at the door, looking back at them—these women who had surrendered everything to me, who had given me a glimpse of a kind of power I'd never known existed.

"No," I said softly. "Thank you."

As I stepped out into the corridor, closing the door behind me, I felt irrevocably changed. This night, this experience—it wasn't just about sex or physical sensation. It was about understanding desire from an entirely new perspective, about power and surrender, about the incredible complexity of pleasure itself.

I made my way toward the garden where I was supposed to meet Vivienne, my mind racing with everything I'd learned, everything I'd felt. Whatever else happened tonight, I knew one thing for certain—I would never see the world, or myself, the same way again.

My borrowed body hummed with residual pleasure and newfound knowledge as I pushed open the garden door, eager to find Vivienne and share our experiences before our time in each other's skin came to an end.


Chapter 3: Reflection and Revelation

The garden was different at this hour—quieter, bathed in the soft blue glow of underwater lights from a small reflecting pool. The music from inside was just a distant throb, allowing the gentle splash of a fountain to fill the night air instead.

I found Vivienne—my body—lounging on a cushioned bench beneath a flowering trellis, smoking a cigarette. I'd never been a smoker.

"That's a new habit," I commented, approaching her.

She looked up, a lazy smile spreading across my face. My hair was tousled, my shirt completely unbuttoned now, and there were visible marks on my chest—bite marks or hickeys, I couldn't tell in this light.

"Just trying everything," she replied, taking another drag before extinguishing it in a nearby ashtray. "Your body has some interesting responses to nicotine. A little buzz, a little lightheadedness. I like it."

I settled beside her, still wearing only the silk robe. "You look like you've been busy."

"Mmm," she hummed, stretching my arms above my head in a way I never would have. "Your body has been quite the hit tonight. I've fucked three women and two men, received the most exquisite blowjob from a couple who took turns, and discovered that you have a very sensitive prostate."

I blinked, processing this. "You let someone fuck... me?"

"Don't worry, we used protection," she said with a dismissive wave of my hand. "And I think you'll find the experience has... expanded your horizons. Your body certainly enjoyed it."

The thought should have horrified me, but after everything I'd experienced tonight, I found myself more curious than anything. "What was it like?"

"Being penetrated as a man?" She considered for a moment. "Different from being penetrated as a woman. More focused, more intense in one specific area. When he hit your prostate just right—" she shivered, my body's reaction looking alien to me "—it was like an entirely new kind of orgasm. Your cum shot across the room."

I tried to imagine it—my body experiencing pleasures I'd never dared explore, my cock responding to stimuli I'd never considered. It was surreal but undeniably intriguing.

"What about you?" she asked, eyeing me with obvious interest. "How was the Red Room?"

"Intense," I replied honestly. "I've never felt that kind of power before. They were so... surrendered. To everything I wanted."

"That's the beauty of dominance," Vivienne said, nodding. "True power isn't taken—it's given. They choose to give you control, and that makes it so much more potent."

We sat in companionable silence for a moment, each processing our night in the other's skin.

"We have about two hours left," she said eventually, checking my watch. "Any other experiences you want to try before we switch back?"

I considered. I'd been fucked by multiple partners, dominated two women, experienced orgasms that redefined my understanding of pleasure. What else was there?

"I think I'd like to masturbate," I said, surprising myself with the admission. "Properly, I mean. Without rushing, without anyone else involved. Just... learning this body, how it responds."

Vivienne smiled—a gentler expression than I'd seen on my face all night. "That's surprisingly thoughtful. Most men would want to cram in as many more partners as possible."

"I've had plenty of that tonight," I said. "But I feel like I've been experiencing this body through other people's touch. I want to know how it feels from the inside, on my own terms."

"There's a private room off the east corridor," she offered. "I have standing access. No one will disturb you there."

I nodded gratefully. "What about you? Any final adventures planned for my body?"

A mischievous look crossed my face—her expression, so different from any I'd make naturally. "Actually, I've been thinking about something all night."

"What's that?"

She leaned closer, her voice dropping to a whisper. "I want to fuck you."

The statement hung between us, loaded with implications. "You mean...?"

"I want to experience what it's like to fuck a woman while in a male body," she clarified, "and you want to know what it's like to be fucked as a woman. Who better to explore with than each other? We already know these bodies intimately—just from different perspectives."

The proposal was so bizarre, so meta, that I almost laughed. But the idea held an undeniable appeal. Who else could I ever share this unique experience with? Who else would understand exactly what was happening?

"Okay," I heard myself say. "But after I've had some time alone first."

"Perfect." She stood, extending my hand to help me up. "Use Room E3. I'll meet you there in an hour."

We parted ways at the garden door—she heading back into the main club, me toward the east corridor she'd indicated. I found Room E3 easily enough, a discreet door with a biometric scanner that recognized Vivienne's fingerprint.

Inside was a simple but elegant space—a large bed with crisp white sheets, soft lighting, a bathroom off to one side. No implements of domination here, no kinky furniture or toys on display. Just a peaceful retreat from the club's hedonistic chaos.

I shed the robe and lay on the bed, taking a moment to simply breathe. Vivienne's body felt different now—well-used, slightly sore in places, but still humming with energy and sensuality.

Slowly, I began to explore. I ran her hands—my temporary hands—over her breasts, learning the exact pressure and touch that felt best. I discovered that her left nipple was slightly more sensitive than her right, that a gentle pinch followed by a soothing circular motion created the most exquisite sensations.

I moved lower, tracing the curve of her hips, the flat plane of her stomach. When I finally allowed my fingers to venture between her legs, I took my time, exploring every fold, every texture. I found her clit—my clit for these few hours—and experimented with different pressures and patterns.

The orgasm, when it came, was different from those I'd experienced earlier in the night. Without the performance aspect, without the need to respond to a partner, I could focus entirely on the sensations building within this borrowed body. It crested slowly, a wave rather than an explosion, leaving me gasping and trembling on the sheets.

I lay there afterward, marveling at the difference. Male orgasms, in my experience, were straightforward—a clear buildup, a sharp peak, a rapid decline. But this... this lingered, ripples of pleasure continuing to pulse through me long after the main event had passed.

I must have dozed off because a knock at the door startled me awake. I wrapped the robe around myself and called out, "Come in."

Vivienne entered—my body, but with a confidence in its movement that I'd never possessed. She'd changed my clothes—or found new ones somehow—and was now wearing slim black pants and a partially unbuttoned silk shirt that I definitely didn't own.

"Had a good rest?" she asked, closing the door behind her.

"I think I fell asleep," I admitted. "Your body is exhausted."

She laughed. "I'm not surprised. You've put it through quite a workout tonight." She approached the bed, sitting on the edge beside me. "How was your solo exploration?"

"Educational," I replied with a smile. "You have a very responsive body."

"I know." Her eyes—my eyes—shone with something like pride. "And yours has been quite the revelation as well. So different experiencing everything from this side."

A moment of silence stretched between us, charged with anticipation.

"We have about an hour left," she said softly. "Still want to try what we discussed?"

I nodded, suddenly nervous despite everything I'd already experienced tonight. This felt different—more intimate somehow, more significant.

She reached out, gently untying my robe and pushing it open. Her gaze—my gaze—traveled over Vivienne's naked body with open appreciation.

"It's strange," she mused, "seeing my own body as an object of desire. I know every inch of this skin, but from the inside. Seeing it from the outside is... disorienting."

"Try looking at your actual body through someone else's eyes," I replied. "That's truly bizarre."

She smiled, leaning down to kiss me. The sensation was surreal—my own lips against Vivienne's, but with our consciousnesses reversed. I could taste unfamiliar flavors on my mouth—alcohol, cigarettes, and something else I preferred not to identify.

As the kiss deepened, she moved onto the bed fully, her weight—my weight—pressing me into the mattress. Her hands explored my borrowed body with expert precision, knowing exactly where and how to touch for maximum pleasure.

"The advantage," she murmured against my neck, "is that I know exactly what this body likes."

Indeed, every touch was perfectly calibrated—firm enough but not too rough, focusing on erogenous zones I hadn't even discovered during my solo exploration. She teased my breasts, my stomach, the sensitive skin of my inner thighs, building desire with practiced skill.

When her fingers finally slipped between my legs, I was already wet and aching. She smiled against my skin, clearly pleased with the response.

"You're so ready for me," she whispered, her voice—my voice—rough with desire.

She positioned herself between my thighs, and I felt a moment of cognitive dissonance as I looked up at my own body, poised to enter Vivienne's. My cock—currently hers—was fully erect, the tip glistening with pre-cum.

"Are you ready?" she asked, and I nodded, beyond words.

The sensation of being filled by my own cock was indescribable—familiar in shape and size from an outside perspective, but entirely new from this angle. She pushed in slowly, allowing Vivienne's body to adjust, watching my face carefully for any sign of discomfort.

There was none. After the night's activities, this body was well-prepared, welcoming the intrusion with a pulse of pleasure that made me gasp.

"Oh god," I breathed as she seated herself fully inside me.

"I know," she replied, her eyes closing briefly in pleasure. "It's incredible, isn't it?"

She began to move, finding a rhythm that worked for both of us. I watched, fascinated, as expressions I'd never seen crossed my face—concentration, pleasure, a kind of focused intensity.

"Your body feels amazing from this side," she said, her thrusts picking up speed. "So tight, so hot. I can feel everything."

I could only moan in response, lost in the dual sensations of physical pleasure and psychological fascination. This was me fucking me, and yet not—a philosophical conundrum wrapped in a sexual experience unlike any other.

She shifted angle, hitting a spot inside me that made my back arch. "There?" she asked, knowing the answer.

"Yes," I gasped. "Right there."

She maintained the position, driving into me with increasing force. My hands—Vivienne's hands—clutched at her shoulders, her back, feeling the muscles of my own body flexing with exertion.

"I'm going to come soon," she warned, her movements becoming less controlled. "Your body is—fuck—so responsive."

"Me too," I managed, feeling the now-familiar tension building deep inside.

She reached between us, finding my clit with unerring precision. The added stimulation was all it took—I shattered around her, inner walls clenching rhythmically around my own cock, a cry tearing from my throat.

My orgasm triggered hers—she thrust deep and held still, her face contorting in pleasure as she emptied herself inside me. I felt the warm pulse of release, another new sensation to add to the night's collection of experiences.

We stayed connected for a long moment afterward, both processing what had just happened. Eventually, she withdrew carefully and collapsed beside me on the bed.

"Well," she said finally, "that was something even I've never done before."

I laughed, the sound unfamiliar in Vivienne's voice. "I think we've both expanded our sexual horizons tonight."

She propped herself up on one elbow, studying me. "Any regrets?"

I considered the question seriously. "No," I said after a moment. "This has been... educational."

"That's one word for it." She glanced at my watch. "We have about twenty minutes left before the switch should reverse itself. Any final thoughts about life in a woman's body?"

"It's more intense," I said immediately. "Everything—pleasure, pain, sensation—it all feels... closer to the surface. And the way people look at you, touch you... it's a constant awareness of being seen, being desired. Powerful in some ways, vulnerable in others."

She nodded. "And life in a man's body?"

"Simpler in some ways. More... direct. Physical sensations are more focused, less diffuse. And there's a kind of baseline confidence that comes with the package—the way people defer slightly, create space, listen when you speak." She smiled ruefully. "I'm going to miss certain aspects of it."

We lapsed into comfortable silence, our borrowed bodies cooling, heart rates returning to normal.

"We should get dressed," she said eventually. "In case the switch happens while we're still here. Might be disorienting."

I nodded, retrieving the robe while she adjusted my clothes. We sat side by side on the edge of the bed, waiting.

"What happens now?" I asked. "After we switch back?"

She considered for a moment. "That depends on you. We could go our separate ways, a strange memory for each of us. Or..."

"Or?"

A smile curved my lips—her smile, using my face. "Or we could meet again. As ourselves this time. Compare notes, perhaps explore some more."

The idea was appealing—more appealing than I would have expected twenty-four hours ago.

"I'd like that," I said honestly.

"Good." She took my hand—her own hand, technically—and squeezed it gently. "Because I think we've only scratched the surface of what we could experience together."

The buzzing sensation started subtly—a vibration at the base of my skull, spreading outward. My vision blurred slightly, the room seeming to tilt.

"It's happening," I heard Vivienne say, her voice—my voice—sounding distant.

The last thing I remember before everything went dark was the pressure of her hand in mine—a lifeline between realities as consciousness slipped away.

When I opened my eyes, I was looking at Vivienne's face from the outside again. She blinked, her dark eyes focusing on me with recognition.

"Alex?" she asked, her voice her own again.

I looked down at my hands—my actual hands, larger and more familiar. I felt the weight of my body, the different balance and heft of it. "I'm back," I confirmed, my own voice rumbling in my chest.

She smiled, reaching up to touch her own face. "Welcome home."

We dressed in silence, each reacquainting ourselves with our original forms. It was strange how both familiar and foreign my body felt now—like returning to a childhood home after years away.

"The club will be closing soon," Vivienne said, checking her watch. "Dawn is approaching."

We made our way through the now-quieter club, past couples and groups still engaged in various activities, though with less energy than earlier in the night. The main dance floor was nearly empty, the bar attended by only a few night owls nursing final drinks.

At the entrance, we paused, suddenly awkward in a way we hadn't been all night.

"So," I said, hands in my pockets.

"So," she echoed, a small smile playing at her lips.

"That was..."

"Intense? Life-changing? Bizarre beyond words?" she offered.

"All of the above," I agreed with a laugh.

She produced a business card from her purse—simple black with just a phone number in silver text. "Call me. When you've processed everything. When you're ready for more."

I took the card, our fingers brushing in a way that felt electric even after everything we'd shared. "I will."

She rose on tiptoes to kiss me lightly on the lips—a chaste gesture compared to our earlier activities, yet somehow more intimate.

"Goodbye, Alex," she said, stepping back. "Thank you for walking in my shoes for a night."

"Thank you for walking in mine," I replied.

I watched as she turned and walked away, her perfect form disappearing into the early morning mist. The weight of the card in my hand felt significant—a promise, a possibility.

As I headed home, my body aching pleasantly from activities I hadn't personally performed, my mind full of experiences I'd never imagined possible, I knew with absolute certainty that I would call her. Not immediately—I needed time to process, to understand, to integrate what I'd learned about desire, about power, about the fluidity of gender and sexuality.

But I would call. Because some doors, once opened, can never be closed again. And some journeys, once begun, demand to be continued.

I smiled to myself as I hailed a cab, already anticipating our next adventure—this time, each in our own skin, but forever changed by our night in each other's.
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