
        
            
                
            
        

    
Body Swap The Honeymoon Trade

Jenna Sahara


Body Swap The Honeymoon Trade

Chapter 1 — Arrival

Chapter 2 — The South Beach

Chapter 3 — Uncharted Territory

Chapter 4 — The Invitation

Chapter 5 — Borrowed Desire

Chapter 6 — Borrowed Skin

Chapter 7 — The Morning After

Chapter 8 — Four-Way Mirror

Chapter 9 — The Mirror Suite

Chapter 10 — The Scent of Want

Also by Jenna Sahara


Chapter 1 — Arrival

The Maldives water slid beneath the seaplane’s floats like liquid turquoise, so clear Chloe could count the coral heads twenty feet down. She pressed her forehead to the window, her reflection—freckled nose, strawberry-blonde hair tucked behind her ears—superimposed over the paradise below.

“Still planning?” David’s voice held the gentle tease that had drawn her to him three years ago.

She shot him a look. “I’m not planning. I’m… cataloging.”

Her husband chuckled, adjusting his glasses. The late-afternoon sun caught the silver wire frames, made him look more scholar than architect. “The itinerary’s perfect, Chloe. You’ve gone over it twelve times.”

“Thirteen,” she corrected, then smiled when his eyebrows lifted. “But who’s counting?”

They’d been married for seventy-two hours. The ceremony had been her masterpiece—two hundred guests, peony centerpieces, a five-tier cake that tasted like heaven. David had watched her orchestrate it all with a quiet awe, his steady presence the anchor to her whirlwind. Now the whirlwind had dropped them here: a private-island resort accessible only by seaplane, where the staff outnumbered guests three to one, and the brochure promised “uninterrupted seclusion.”

Perfect. Chloe needed uninterrupted. Needed to stop planning, stop cataloging, stop being the woman who organized other people’s happily-ever-afters long enough to live her own.

The seaplane banked, and she caught her first real glimpse of their villa. Two structures perched on stilts above the lagoon, connected by a wooden walkway. Sunset painted the thatched roofs gold.

“Overwater bungalow,” David said, following her gaze. “Just like you wanted.”

“It’s not a bungalow,” she said automatically. “It’s a villa. There’s a difference.”

“Right. Because bungalows don’t have plunge pools and outdoor showers.”

She elbowed him, but her heart wasn’t in it. The knot in her stomach—the one that had been tightening since the “I dos”—loosened by a fraction.

They landed with a gentle bump, taxied to a floating dock. A man in crisp white linen waited, hands clasped. “Mr. and Mrs. Bennett. Welcome to Velaa.”

The air hit Chloe first: salt, frangipani, the damp heat of the tropics. It wrapped around her like a wet silk scarf. David took her hand as they followed the attendant along the dock, their luggage wheeled behind on a silent cart.

The resort was all dark wood and white canvas, open-air pavilions where the breeze moved freely. No walls. No doors. Just space and ocean. Chloe’s planner brain approved: the flow was impeccable.

Their villa was number seven. The attendant unlocked the door, stepped aside. “Your private sanctuary. Dinner is at eight in the main restaurant, but room service is available twenty-four hours. The spa menu is on the bedside table. If you need anything—anything at all—press the green button.”

He left them in the sudden quiet.

Chloe walked to the center of the room. Floor-to-ceiling glass doors opened to a deck that hung over the water. The bed was a vast platform draped in mosquito netting. There were fresh orchids in a bowl on the coffee table. A bottle of champagne chilled in an ice bucket.

David came up behind her, slid his arms around her waist. His chin rested on her head. “We made it.”

She leaned back into him. “We made it.”

His hands skimmed her hips, familiar and new at once. This was the part she hadn’t planned for—the part after the wedding, when they were just two people in a room with a king-sized bed and a week of empty hours. Her pulse thrummed.

A laugh floated in from outside.

Chloe turned. On the deck of the neighboring villa—number eight, maybe twenty yards away across the water—a couple stood silhouetted against the dying sun. The woman was tall, athletic, her dark hair whipping in the breeze. The man was… enormous. Broad-shouldered, built like a linebacker even in loose linen trousers.

As Chloe watched, the woman rose on her toes, kissed the man’s jaw. He caught her around the waist, lifted her clean off her feet. Her laugh rang out again, bright and unselfconscious.

David followed her gaze. “Looks like we’re not the only honeymooners.”

The man set the woman down. She said something Chloe couldn’t hear, then turned and walked inside. The man lingered a moment, staring out at the lagoon. His face was in shadow, but something in his posture—the set of his shoulders, the way he braced his hands on the railing—suggested a contained power, a physicality so absolute it seemed to warp the air around him.

Then he, too, went inside.

“You’re staring,” David murmured.

“She’s beautiful,” Chloe said, and it was true. There was a wildness to the woman, a lack of inhibition that felt foreign to Chloe’s carefully constructed world.

David’s fingers traced her spine. “You’re beautiful.”

It was the right thing to say, the husband thing. But as he led her toward the bed, as the mosquito netting fell around them like a whispered secret, Chloe found her eyes drifting back to the glass doors, to the empty deck of villa eight.



Jade Chen wriggled out of her sundress, letting it puddle on the teak floor. The air conditioning raised goosebumps on her bare skin. “I’m going for a swim.”

Marcus turned from the deck rail, the last orange light cutting a hard line across his cheek. His gaze traveled over her bare shoulders, then out to the water again. “It’s getting dark.”

“So?” She grinned. “The bioluminescence is better at night.”

She loved this about him, this raw physical presence. He’d been a rugby player when they met, all muscle and aggression channeled into ninety-minute matches. Retirement had softened the edges—not of his body, which was still a monument to athleticism—but of his spirit. He’d learned to sit still. To watch sunsets. To follow her into the ocean after dark.

“You’re going to scare the fish,” he said, but he was already pulling his shirt over his head.

“Good. Maybe they’ll scare me back.”

She walked out onto the deck, the wood warm under her feet. The lagoon was a black mirror, stars beginning to prick the sky. From the villa next door, she caught a flicker of movement behind glass—the other couple, the ones who’d arrived just after them. The woman was small, delicate-looking. The man had glasses, an academic slouch.

Jade wondered, idly, what they were like in bed. Quiet, probably. Polite. The opposite of her and Marcus.

She dove.

The water swallowed her, cool and silent. She opened her eyes to a world of shifting shadows. When she surfaced, Marcus was waiting at the ladder, a towel in his hands.

“You’re shivering,” he said.

“I’m alive.” She took the towel, let him wrap it around her shoulders. His hands lingered, big and rough against her skin. “Did you see them? The neighbors?”

“Briefly.”

“She’s cute. He looks… nervous.”

Marcus’s mouth quirked. “Not everyone is as comfortable naked as you are.”

“I’m comfortable with you naked.” She leaned into him, damp skin against warm. “That’s different.”

He kissed her forehead, a gesture so tender it made her chest ache. This was why she’d married him—not for the muscles or the scars or the way he could lift her like she weighed nothing, but for these moments when the brute became gentle, when the warrior set down his shield.

Inside, she dropped the towel, padded to the minibar. “Want a drink?”

“Whiskey.”

She poured two fingers, brought it to him. He took the glass, his fingers brushing hers. “To honeymoons,” she said.

“To you.”

They clinked. The whiskey burned a path down her throat.

Her eyes drifted again to villa seven. The lights were off now, just the soft glow of a bedside lamp. She imagined the woman—Chloe, according to the check-in ledger—lying beside her husband in the dark. Were they talking? Were they touching? Were they as aware of Jade and Marcus as Jade was of them?

“Stop,” Marcus said softly.

“Stop what?”

“Thinking about them.”

She grinned. “I’m a scientist. I observe.”

“You’re a voyeur.”

“Same thing.” She finished her whiskey, set the glass down. “Come to bed.”

He followed her. The sheets were cool, crisp. He settled behind her, his body curving around hers, his arm heavy across her waist. She could feel the beat of his heart against her back.

“Do you think they’re happy?” she asked into the darkness.

“Who?”

“The neighbors.”

Marcus was silent a moment. “They’re on their honeymoon. They’re supposed to be happy.”

Jade closed her eyes. “We’re happy.”

His arm tightened. “Yeah.”

But something in his voice—a hesitation, a flicker of doubt—made her turn to face him. In the dim light, his features were softened, the scar over his eyebrow a pale slash. “What?”

He traced her cheekbone. “Nothing.”

“Tell me.”

He sighed, a warm gust against her skin. “Sometimes I worry… that I’m too much for you. That all this—” He gestured vaguely at the room, the resort, the life they’d built. “—isn’t what you really wanted.”

Jade caught his hand, pressed it to her chest so he could feel her heart. “I wanted you. Everything else is decoration.”

He kissed her then, deep and slow, and for a while there were no neighbors, no doubts, only the cool sheet under her knees and Marcus’s hands finding the places they knew by memory, then lingering as if marriage had made even familiar skin newly dangerous.



David Bennett lay awake.

Chloe slept beside him, her breathing soft and even. The mosquito netting billowed in the breeze from the open door. Moonlight painted silver streaks across the floor.

He should be asleep. They’d made love—quietly, carefully, both of them aware of the thin walls and the neighbors just across the water. It had been good. Sweet. Everything a honeymoon should be.

But his mind wouldn’t quiet.

It replayed the arrival, the seaplane, the way Chloe’s shoulders had tensed when she saw the itinerary in the welcome packet. It cataloged the villa’s features: the outdoor shower (would they actually use it?), the plunge pool (too cold at night), the yoga platform (Chloe would love that).

It also, unhelpfully, replayed the image of the woman next door being lifted off her feet by a man who looked like he could bench-press a car.

David was not a car. He was six feet of lean muscle, the result of weekly squash games and a metabolism that refused to pad his edges. He wore glasses. He read architectural journals for fun. He designed buildings that won awards for their elegance, not their brawn.

Chloe had never complained. She’d fallen in love with the man who could talk about load-bearing walls and Feng Shui, not the man who could throw her over his shoulder. But sometimes, in moments like these, David wondered if she’d settled. If the part of her that planned elaborate weddings secretly wished for a groom who looked like he’d stepped out of an action movie.

He turned onto his side, watched Chloe sleep. Her freckles were dark against her pale skin. Her lashes fluttered with some dream.

He loved her. Fiercely.

And yet.

A sound drifted in from outside—a splash, followed by a low laugh. He rose, padded to the glass doors. On the deck of villa eight, the big man—Marcus—stood shirtless, looking out at the water. The woman—Jade—was a dark shape just beneath the surface, her body trailing phosphorescent light.

She surfaced, shook her hair back. Said something David couldn’t hear. Marcus replied, his voice a low rumble. Then he dove in after her.

They moved together in the water, two sleek shapes cutting through the glowing blue. It was intimate, playful. The kind of easy physicality that David and Chloe hadn’t yet found, maybe never would.

He felt like a voyeur. But he couldn’t look away.

Chloe murmured in her sleep. David turned, went back to bed. Slid under the covers, wrapped his arm around her waist. She sighed, settled against him.

Outside, the laughter faded. The water stilled.

He closed his eyes. Tried to sleep.



Chloe woke to the smell of coffee.

She blinked, disoriented. Sunlight streamed through the glass doors. David stood at the espresso machine, his back to her, wearing only pajama pants. The muscles of his shoulders shifted as he worked the lever.

“Morning,” she said, her voice rough with sleep.

He turned, smiled. “I was going to bring it to you in bed.”

“The thought counts.” She sat up, the sheet pooling around her waist. “What time is it?”

“Eight-thirty. We missed breakfast.”

“Perfect. More time for…” She trailed off, gesturing vaguely at the bed.

David’s smile widened. He brought her a cup, black, just how she liked it. “The schedule says snorkeling at ten.”

“Schedule’s flexible.”

He raised an eyebrow. “Is it?”

“Today it is.” She patted the mattress beside her.

He sat, sipped his own coffee. They sat in silence for a moment, watching the lagoon through the open doors. The water was a dozen shades of blue, from pale aquamarine near the shore to deep indigo where the reef dropped off.

A movement caught Chloe’s eye. On the deck of villa eight, Jade was doing sun salutations. Her body flowed through the poses with a liquid grace. She wore a tiny black bikini, her skin already tanned to a golden brown.

Marcus appeared behind her, his hands settling on her hips. He said something, his mouth close to her ear. Jade laughed, leaned back into him.

Chloe looked away, her cheeks warming.

“See something interesting?” David asked, his tone light.

“Just… the neighbors.”

He followed her gaze. His expression didn’t change, but something in his eyes tightened. “They seem… comfortable.”

“They’re on their honeymoon,” Chloe said, too quickly. “We’re comfortable.”

“Are we?”

The question hung between them. Chloe set her coffee down. “What does that mean?”

David ran a hand through his hair. “Nothing. Forget I said it.”

“No, tell me.” She shifted to face him. “Are you not happy?”

“I’m happy,” he said, and she could hear the truth in it. “I just… I want this week to be perfect for you. And I’m worried I’m not…” He trailed off, shook his head. “It’s stupid.”

She reached for his hand. “You’re perfect.”

He squeezed her fingers. “You’re lying, but I appreciate it.”

“I’m not lying.” She crawled into his lap, wrapped her arms around his neck. “You’re my perfect. Messy, overthinking, brilliant architect who brings me coffee in bed. That’s what I want.”

He kissed her then, deep and lingering, and for a moment the doubts dissolved. The coffee cooled on the nightstand. The sun climbed higher. And on the deck next door, the other couple moved inside, leaving only the memory of their easy intimacy hanging in the air.



Chloe dressed in a white linen dress, practicality winning out over romance. David wore khakis and a polo shirt. They looked, she thought, like a catalog couple. Perfectly matched. Perfectly bland.

The main restaurant was an open-air pavilion overlooking an infinity pool that seemed to spill into the ocean. They were seated at a table for two near the edge. The breakfast buffet was a display of tropical fruits, pastries, eggs cooked to order. Chloe filled her plate with papaya and yogurt, her planner’s mind already tabulating calories.

“We should explore the island today,” David said, scanning a map the host had given them. “There’s a nature trail, a turtle sanctuary, a spa—”

“Let’s just… be,” Chloe interrupted.

He looked up, surprised.

She took a breath. “No schedule. No itinerary. We wander until we get lost, then we find our way back.”

A slow smile spread across his face. “Who are you and what have you done with my wife?”

“She’s on vacation.” She reached across the table, took his hand. “Try to keep up.”

“Mr. and Mrs. Bennett?”

They looked up. A waiter stood beside their table, holding two glasses of champagne. “Compliments of the couple at the bar.”

Chloe followed his gesture. At the far end of the restaurant, seated on stools overlooking the water, were Jade and Marcus. Jade raised her own glass in a silent toast. Marcus gave a nod.

David hesitated, then took the glasses. “Thank you.”

The waiter retreated.

Chloe stared at the bubbles rising in her flute. “What do we do?”

“Drink it, I suppose.” David took a sip. “It’s good.”

She lifted her own glass, took a tentative taste. The champagne was dry, crisp. Expensive.

Across the room, Jade slid off her stool. She wore a sarong tied low on her hips, a bikini top, her hair piled in a messy knot. She said something to Marcus, then started toward their table.

Chloe’s pulse kicked. “She’s coming over.”

“Be friendly.”

“I am friendly.”

“You look like you’re about to negotiate a peace treaty.”

Jade arrived before Chloe could reply. Up close, she was even more striking. Her eyes were dark, intelligent. She moved with the loose-limbed confidence of someone who spent more time in water than on land.

“Hi,” she said, her voice warm. “We didn’t mean to interrupt your breakfast. We just thought… well, we’re neighbors for the week. Might as well be friendly ones.”

“Thank you for the champagne,” David said, standing. “I’m David. This is Chloe.”

“I’m Jade. That’s Marcus.” She gestured toward the bar, where Marcus was watching them with an unreadable expression. “You’re on your honeymoon?”

“We are,” Chloe said. “You too?”

“Yep. Four days in.” Jade’s smile was easy, open. “The snorkeling’s incredible. You should try the house reef before the afternoon crowds.”

“We were just talking about exploring,” David said.

“Great minds.” Jade’s eyes lingered on Chloe a moment too long, then flicked back to David. “Well, we won’t keep you. Just wanted to say hi.”

She turned to go, then paused. “Oh—if you’re interested, there’s a local legend about this place. Something about a midnight ritual on the beach that’s supposed to… I don’t know, bond couples or something. Marcus and I were thinking of checking it out tonight. If you’re not busy.”

Chloe felt David’s hand tighten on hers under the table. “We’ll think about it,” she said.

Jade’s smile widened. “Cool. See you around.”

She walked back to the bar, hips swaying. Marcus said something as she approached, his voice too low to carry. Jade laughed, swatted his arm.

Chloe looked down at her half-eaten papaya. Her appetite was gone.

“What was that?” David asked softly.

“I don’t know.” She met his eyes. “Do you want to go? To this ritual thing?”

“Do you?”

She thought about Jade’s laugh. Marcus’s silent intensity. The way they moved together, like two parts of a single organism. She thought about her own marriage, still finding its footing after the whirlwind of the wedding.

“No,” she said finally. “Let’s just… have a quiet night.”

David nodded, relief plain on his face. “Quiet night.”

But as they finished breakfast, as they walked out into the blinding sun, Chloe couldn’t shake the feeling that they’d just turned down an invitation to something more than a beach ritual. Something that might have changed everything.



Jade watched the Bennetts leave the restaurant, their hands clasped, their steps measured. “They said no.”

Marcus grunted. “Not surprised.”

“Why not?”

He took a long pull of his beer. “They’re… careful.”

“And we’re not?”

“We’re in the ocean after dark.” He set the bottle down. “We’re different.”

Jade leaned her elbows on the bar. “She’s pretty. He’s… interesting.”

Marcus’s eyes narrowed. “Interesting how?”

“Intelligent. Quiet. Like there’s a lot going on behind those glasses.”

“You’re imagining things.”

“Am I?” She turned to face him. “You didn’t notice the way she looked at you yesterday?”

“She didn’t look at me.”

“She did. Like you were a tiger in a zoo.”

Marcus’s jaw tightened. “I’m not a tiger.”

“You are.” She traced the scar over his eyebrow. “And I’m the only one who gets to feed you.”

He caught her hand, kissed her palm. “Jealous?”

“Curious.” She pulled her hand back. “I think they need a push.”

“What kind of push?”

“The midnight ritual.” She grinned. “It’s supposed to be for couples, but the legend says if two couples do it together…”

“Where did you hear that?”

“I made it up.” She shrugged at his expression. “What? It sounds more fun with four.”

Marcus shook his head, but she could see the idea taking root. He was bored already—a week of lounging and snorkeling was not his idea of a honeymoon. He needed adventure. Challenge.

And Jade… she needed something too. Something she couldn’t quite name. A disruption. A crack in the perfect surface of this paradise.

The Bennetts, with their careful hands and quiet voices, were that crack.

“We’ll go anyway,” she said. “Midnight. The south beach. If they show up, they show up. If not…” She leaned in, kissed the corner of his mouth. “We’ll have the beach to ourselves.”

He wrapped an arm around her waist, pulled her close. “You’re trouble.”

“I’m your trouble.”

They stayed like that, two bodies pressed together in the tropical heat, while outside the restaurant the other couple disappeared down a shaded path, unaware of the invitation still hanging in the air.

But some invitations, Jade knew, couldn’t be ignored forever. Not when they were written in moonlight and whispered by the ocean.

And not when the people issuing them had nothing to lose, and everything to gain, from a little midnight chaos.


Chapter 2 — The South Beach

The sun set like a bruise, purple and gold bleeding into the indigo water. Chloe stood on their deck, a light sundress whispering against her thighs. David was inside, showering off the day’s salt and sunscreen. They’d done everything right—snorkeled the house reef, hand-in-hand above schools of parrotfish; eaten lunch in a shaded cabana; napped in the hammock strung between two palm trees. A perfect honeymoon day.

So why did she feel so restless?

Her eyes drifted to villa eight. The lights were on, the glass doors open. Music floated across the water—something with a deep bass line and a slow, sensual rhythm. She could see shadows moving inside.

She turned away, paced the length of the deck. The wood was still warm from the day’s heat. Her bare feet made soft thumps.

“You’re antsy.”

David’s voice came from behind her. He wore clean shorts and a t-shirt, his hair damp, his glasses slightly fogged from the shower. He looked like home. Like safety.

“I’m fine,” she said, but it came out too sharp.

He joined her at the railing, his shoulder brushing hers. “Thinking about the ritual?”

“No.”

“Liar.”

She sighed, leaned into him. “What if we went? Just to see what it’s about.”

“It’s midnight on a beach with strangers, Chloe.”

“They’re not strangers. They’re our neighbors. They bought us champagne.”

He let the question sit while the music from next door swelled, then faded. “Why do you want to go?”

“I don’t know.” She traced the wood grain with her thumbnail. “Curiosity, maybe. Or…”

“Or?”

She looked up at him. In the twilight, his face was all angles and shadows. “Don’t you ever feel like we’re… too careful? Too planned?”

His expression softened. He took her hand, laced their fingers together. “We’re us. That’s not a bad thing.”

“I know.” She squeezed his hand. “But what if we tried being someone else for one night? Just to see what it feels like.”

He studied her face, his gaze searching. Then he nodded, once. “Okay.”

“Okay?”

“If you want to go, we’ll go.” He brought her hand to his lips, kissed her knuckles. “But if it gets weird, we leave.”

“Deal.”

They stood together as darkness settled over the lagoon. The stars came out, bright and unfamiliar in the southern sky. Chloe felt a flutter in her stomach—part nerves, part anticipation.

At eleven-thirty, she changed into a simple black dress, flat sandals. David wore dark jeans and a linen shirt. They looked like they were going to a nice dinner, not a midnight beach ritual.

“You’re sure about this?” David asked as they stepped onto the wooden walkway.

“No,” Chloe said. “But let’s do it anyway.”



The south beach was a crescent of white sand sheltered by a curve of jungle. No villas here, just the dark silhouette of palm trees against the starry sky. The tide was out, leaving a wide, damp stretch that glowed faintly in the moonlight.

Jade and Marcus were already there.

They stood at the water’s edge, two dark shapes against the silver-lit ocean. Jade wore a flowing white dress that billowed in the breeze. Marcus was barefoot, his linen trousers rolled to the knees.

“Hey,” Jade called as Chloe and David approached. Her voice was bright, carrying easily over the gentle lap of waves. “You came.”

“We did,” David said. His hand found Chloe’s, his grip firm.

Marcus turned. In the moonlight, he looked even larger, more primal. His bare chest was a landscape of muscle and shadow. “Glad you could make it.”

Chloe’s throat went dry. She forced a smile. “What exactly is this ritual?”

“It’s an old local legend,” Jade said, moving closer. The breeze caught her hair, sent it streaming behind her like a banner. “Supposedly, couples who perform it on the full moon—” She gestured up at the nearly-round moon hanging low over the water. “—get bonded for life. Their souls get… intertwined.”

“Sounds romantic,” David said, but his tone was guarded.

“It’s not just romantic.” Marcus’s voice was a low rumble. “It’s said to reveal truths. Things you might not want to see.”

Chloe felt a chill that had nothing to do with the breeze. “What kind of truths?”

“The kind that change everything.” Jade’s eyes glittered in the moonlight. “But you have to be brave enough to look.”

For a long moment, no one spoke. The only sounds were the waves and the distant cry of a night bird.

Then David cleared his throat. “How does it work?”

Jade smiled. “Simple. We stand in a circle, here where the water meets the sand. We hold hands—crossed, so we’re connected to both our partner and the other person’s partner.” She demonstrated, taking Marcus’s right hand with her left, leaving their other hands free. “Then we say the words.”

“What words?” Chloe asked.

“I’ll teach you.” Jade’s smile widened. “They’re in Dhivehi, but I’ll translate as we go.”

Chloe glanced at David. His expression was unreadable in the dim light. She could feel the tension in his body, the way his muscles had gone rigid.

“We don’t have to do this,” she whispered.

“We’re here,” he said quietly. “Might as well see it through.”

Marcus stepped forward, offered his hand to Chloe. “You’ll be across from me. Jade with David.”

Chloe hesitated, then placed her hand in his. His palm was rough, calloused, warm. His fingers closed around hers with a gentleness that surprised her.

David took Jade’s hand. Chloe saw his throat work as he swallowed.

They formed a loose circle, standing where the damp sand met the dry. The water swirled around their ankles, cool and silky. Chloe was between Marcus and David, her left hand in David’s, her right in Marcus’s. Across from her, Jade held David’s left hand and Marcus’s right.

The arrangement felt intimate, charged. Chloe was acutely aware of Marcus’s body heat radiating toward her, of the strength in his hand. She could smell his scent—salt and sandalwood and something purely male.

“Ready?” Jade asked.

Chloe nodded, not trusting her voice.

Jade began to speak, her voice low and rhythmic. The words were foreign, musical. Chloe caught phrases that sounded like “moon” and “water” and “soul.”

Then Jade translated: “Under the watching moon, on the threshold of land and sea, we four stand as one. Let the water show us what we are. Let the sand remember what we become.”

The words tightened the skin between Chloe’s shoulder blades. Ancient or invented, they had weight; they seemed to settle in her mouth like salt.

“Now we repeat after me,” Jade said. “Line by line.”

They did. David’s voice was hesitant at first, then stronger. Marcus’s was a deep bass that vibrated through Chloe’s hand. Her own voice sounded small, lost in the vastness of the night.

As they spoke the final line—“Let the sand remember what we become”—a strange thing happened.

The water around their ankles began to glow.

Not the gentle bioluminescence they’d seen earlier, but a bright, electric blue that pulsed with each wave. It crept up their legs, a cold fire that didn’t burn. Chloe gasped, tried to pull away, but Marcus’s grip tightened.

“Don’t break the circle,” Jade said, her voice urgent. “That’s part of it.”

The light climbed higher, up to their waists, their chests. It felt like being immersed in chilled honey—thick, slow, impossible to move through. Chloe could see David’s wide eyes, the panic on his face. She tried to call out to him, but her voice wouldn’t come.

The world began to spin.

Not the beach, but her consciousness. Her sense of self. She felt untethered, adrift. Memories flashed—her wedding day, David’s smile as he slid the ring on her finger, the first time they’d made love in his cramped studio apartment. Then other memories, ones that weren’t hers: diving into cold ocean water, the sting of salt in her eyes; the weight of a rugby ball in her hands; the taste of whiskey and a man’s sweat-slick skin.

She heard gasps, cries. Saw Marcus’s face contort in confusion. Saw Jade’s eyes go wide with wonder.

Then pain.

A sharp, tearing sensation in the center of her chest, as if something were being ripped out and replaced. She cried out, or tried to—the sound was lost in the roaring in her ears.

The light flared, blinding white.

And everything went black.



Chloe came to on her hands and knees in the wet sand. She was coughing, saltwater burning her throat. Her head throbbed, a deep, rhythmic ache behind her eyes.

“David?” she croaked.

No answer.

She pushed herself up, swayed. The world tilted, then righted itself. The moon was still there, the beach still dark. But something was wrong.

Her body felt… different.

Heavier. Broader. The dress she was wearing—the simple black dress—was gone. Instead, she wore linen trousers rolled to the knees, and they were too big, sagging on her hips. Her feet… they were huge, long and wide, planted in the sand.

She looked down.

They weren’t her feet.

They were a man’s feet. Tanned, with a scar across the left instep. Hairy toes.

Her breath caught. She raised her hands—big, rough hands with thick fingers and calloused palms. Hands that could palm a rugby ball. Hands that could lift a woman clean off her feet.

“Oh god,” she whispered.

The voice that came out wasn’t hers. It was deep. Gravelly. Familiar.

She spun, nearly lost her balance. The world swam.

David was on his knees a few yards away, clutching his head. But it wasn’t David. It was… Jade’s body. The white dress, now soaked and clinging. The long black hair streaming over slender shoulders.

And Jade—

Jade was wearing David’s clothes, the dark jeans and linen shirt. She—he?—was staring at his—her?—hands with an expression of pure shock.

And Marcus—

Chloe’s heart slammed against ribs too wide, too solid. Marcus was wearing her black dress. It strained across his massive shoulders, the hem riding up on thighs thick with muscle. He looked absurd and terrifying, all contained violence in a scrap of black fabric.

“What…” The deep voice again. Her voice. “What happened?”

Jade-David—no, that was Jade in David’s body—looked up. His—her?—eyes were David’s eyes behind David’s glasses, but the expression was all Jade: sharp, curious, fascinated. “The ritual,” she—he?—said, and the voice was David’s voice, but the cadence was Jade’s. “It worked.”

“Worked?” Marcus-Chloe’s voice was Chloe’s voice, but it came out of Marcus’s mouth in a high, strained pitch. “What do you mean worked?”

Jade-David stood, moving with David’s body but with Jade’s loose-limbed grace. He—she?—examined his hands, flexed the fingers. “We swapped. Not just bodies. Everything.” She looked at Chloe-Marcus. “Chloe?”

Chloe tried to speak, but her throat was tight. She nodded instead.

“And David?” Jade-David looked at the figure in the white dress.

David-Jade—David in Jade’s body—pushed wet hair back from his face. His movements were hesitant, uncertain. “I’m here.” David’s voice, coming from Jade’s mouth. It sounded wrong. “What… how…”

Marcus-Chloe got to his feet, the black dress tearing at the seams with the movement. “This isn’t funny, Jade.”

“I’m not laughing.” Jade-David’s face—David’s face—was serious. “I didn’t think it would actually work. I thought it was just a story.”

“You made it up!” Marcus-Chloe’s voice cracked.

“The ritual part, yes. But the legend…” Jade-David shook his head. “I read about it in a local folklore book. I didn’t believe it.”

Chloe-Marcus looked down at her—his?—body again. At the broad chest, the thick forearms covered in tattoos she didn’t recognize. At the bulge in the linen trousers that was unmistakably, undeniably male.

She felt dizzy. Sick.

“We need to fix this,” David-Jade said. He—she?—wrapped Jade’s arms around Jade’s body, a gesture of self-comfort that looked strange on Jade’s confident frame. “Now.”

“How?” Marcus-Chloe demanded.

Jade-David was quiet for a moment, thinking. “The book said the swap lasts until the conditions are met.”

“What conditions?”

“Bonding. Truth.” Jade-David met each of their eyes. “The ritual reveals what you need to see. Teaches what you need to learn. Only when that’s done do you return.”

Chloe-Marcus’s stomach lurched. “So we’re stuck like this? Until… what? We have some kind of group therapy session?”

“Until we understand why this happened.” Jade-David’s gaze was intense. “Until we face whatever truth the water wanted to show us.”

The four of them stood in a loose circle again, but now the dynamics were all wrong. Chloe in Marcus’s body. David in Jade’s. Jade in David’s. Marcus in Chloe’s.

The moon shone down, indifferent. The waves whispered against the sand.

Chloe-Marcus looked at David-Jade—her husband in another woman’s body. Saw the fear in his—her?—eyes. Saw the way he hugged himself, small and vulnerable in Jade’s athletic frame.

Then she looked at Marcus-Chloe—the giant in her dress. Saw the confusion, the anger simmering beneath the surface.

And Jade-David—watching them all with a scientist’s curiosity, as if this were the most fascinating experiment she’d ever run.

“This can’t be real,” Chloe-Marcus whispered in Marcus’s deep voice.

David-Jade took a step toward her—him?—then stopped. “Chloe? Is that really you?”

She nodded, tears welling in Marcus’s eyes. They felt hot, unfamiliar. “It’s me.”

He reached out, then pulled back. His hand—Jade’s hand, slim and strong—hovered in the air between them. “What do we do?”

Jade-David answered. “We go back to the villas. We figure this out. And we don’t tell anyone.”

“Tell anyone?” Marcus-Chloe barked a laugh that sounded like Chloe’s laugh coming from Marcus’s chest. It was eerie. “Who would believe us?”

“Exactly.” Jade-David’s expression was grim. “So we keep it quiet. We act normal. And we find a way to reverse it.”

“Act normal?” Chloe-Marcus gestured at her—his?—body. “How?”

“One day at a time.” Jade-David looked at each of them. “Starting with getting you two into clothes that fit.”

They gathered their things—discarded shoes, a shawl Jade had brought, David’s watch that had fallen off during… whatever had happened. The walk back to the villas was surreal. Chloe-Marcus moved with Marcus’s long stride, her—his?—balance all wrong. David-Jade walked with Jade’s confident gait, but kept stumbling as if the ground were uneven.

At the fork in the path where the villas diverged, they stopped.

“Tomorrow,” Jade-David said. “Breakfast. We’ll make a plan.”

Chloe-Marcus nodded. She looked at David-Jade. “Are you… okay?”

He shook his head. “No. But I will be.” He reached for her hand, then stopped, staring at Marcus’s big hand versus Jade’s small one. The disconnect was too much. He let his arm fall. “We’ll figure this out.”

They separated—Jade-David and Marcus-Chloe heading to villa eight, Chloe-Marcus and David-Jade to villa seven.

Chloe-Marcus unlocked the door with Marcus’s big fingers, fumbling with the key. Inside, the villa was dark, quiet. The bed loomed, huge and empty.

David-Jade turned on a light, then gasped.

“What?” Chloe-Marcus asked.

He was staring at his reflection in the glass door. At Jade’s face, Jade’s body, in Jade’s soaked white dress. “Oh god,” he whispered. “This is really happening.”

Chloe-Marcus moved to stand beside him. In the reflection, she saw Marcus’s face—the strong jaw, the scarred eyebrow, the dark eyes that were now filled with her terror. Beside him, Jade’s body stood, trembling.

“I’m sorry,” she said in Marcus’s voice. “I’m so sorry I pushed for this.”

David-Jade turned. Jade’s eyes—David’s soul behind them—met Marcus’s eyes—Chloe’s soul behind them. “It’s not your fault,” he said. Then, softer: “What do we do now?”

Chloe-Marcus looked at the bed. At the two people they were now. At the impossible situation.

“I don’t know,” she said. And for the first time in her carefully planned life, she truly didn’t.


Chapter 3 — Uncharted Territory

Chloe-Marcus stared at the bed. The king-size expanse of white linen seemed to mock her. It was Marcus’s bed. Their bed—his and Jade’s. And now she was supposed to sleep in it. With David, who was currently wearing Jade’s body.

“We need to sleep,” David-Jade said, his voice a feminine alto that sounded all wrong coming from him. He ran Jade’s delicate hands over his face—her face—a gesture of exhaustion so quintessentially David that it twisted something in Chloe’s chest.

“Where?” she asked, her own voice a deep baritone that vibrated in her new chest.

“The bed is big enough for four people. It’s big enough for… us.” He didn’t look at her.

“David, I can’t just climb into bed with you while you look like… that. And I look like… this.” She gestured at Marcus’s broad torso, the unfamiliar weight of his arms.

“What’s the alternative? One of us takes the floor? Chloe, I’m six inches shorter and sixty pounds lighter than I was eight hours ago. My back already hurts from carrying these—” He cut himself off, glancing down at Jade’s chest. “From the different center of gravity. I need a proper bed.”

She knew he was right. Logic was David’s fortress, and he was retreating into it. She had to meet him there. “Okay. Okay. We sleep. But we set boundaries.”

“Boundaries,” he repeated flatly.

“No… touching. We stay on our respective sides.”

He gave a sharp, humorless laugh. “You think I’m going to try something? Look at me, Chloe. I’m a woman. You’re a…” He trailed off, his gaze sweeping over Marcus’s form she now inhabited. “You’re him.”

The words hung in the air. You’re him. She wasn’t Chloe right now. She was Marcus Rossi, retired rugby player, stranger. And David was Jade Chen, marine biologist, also a stranger. The disorientation was a physical nausea.

“I’m going to shower,” she announced, needing to move, to do something. “I feel like I’ve been rolled in sand.”

“Good idea,” David said, already turning toward the en-suite bathroom on the other side of the room. “I’ll use the other one.”

They parted like awkward roommates. Chloe entered the master bathroom—a sprawling, open space with a rainfall shower big enough for three and a sunken tub overlooking the private garden. The lights came on automatically, sensor-driven, and illuminated her reflection in the floor-to-ceiling mirror.

Marcus Rossi stared back.

She stepped closer, her heart thudding against her—his—ribcage. The scar over his left eyebrow was a pale, raised line. Stubble shadowed his jaw. His dark eyes, which she’d noted yesterday as intense and watchful, now held her own frantic intelligence. It was the most surreal thing she’d ever seen.

Tentatively, she raised a hand. Marcus’s hand—big, knuckles scarred, forearms corded with muscle and etched with tattoos she couldn’t quite decipher—came up to mirror her. She touched his cheek. The skin was warm, rough. She could feel the prickle of beard against her palm. Her palm. But it wasn’t hers.

She looked down. Marcus’s chest was broad, sprinkled with dark hair that trailed down his flat, hard abdomen. Her eyes followed the trail past the waistband of his—her—swim trunks. She swallowed, a lump in her—his—throat.

Don’t, she told herself. Just get clean.

She stripped, the movements clumsy. Pushing down the trunks revealed Marcus’s flaccid cock, nestled in a thatch of dark hair. She averted her eyes, heat flooding her face. It was one thing to know, intellectually, that she was in a man’s body. It was another to see it, to be it. She felt a strange, detached curiosity warring with profound violation. This wasn’t hers to look at. But it was, now.

She stepped into the shower and turned the water as hot as she could stand. It pounded on Marcus’s shoulders, muscles she could feel tensing and relaxing under the spray. She reached for the body wash, a masculine, cedar-scented bar. Lathering her hands—his hands—she began to wash.

The sensation was bizarre. Her hands moved over planes of muscle, over pectorals, across the hard slabs of his abdomen. The soap slid over skin that was both hers and not. When she washed his arms, she could feel the strength in them, the latent power. When she soaped his thighs, they were solid as tree trunks. She was careful, skittish, around his groin, washing quickly and impersonally, her mind shying away from any deeper thought.

But her body—his body—had other ideas. The heat of the water, the slide of her hands, the sheer novel sensory input… she felt a low stirring. A thickening. She looked down, horrified and fascinated.

Marcus’s cock was half-hard, curving against his thigh.

“No,” she whispered in his voice. “No, no, no.”

She turned the water to cold, gasping as the icy spray hit her. It did the trick, the reaction subsiding. She finished her shower in a frantic rush, turning off the water and grabbing a towel.

Wrapped in the towel, she stared at the pile of Marcus’s clothes. She couldn’t put the damp, sandy trunks back on. She opened the bathroom door a crack. “David?”

No answer. The other bathroom door was still closed, the shower running.

She padded out, the cool tile a shock under Marcus’s big feet. She went to the dresser, pulling open drawers. She found men’s clothing—simple, expensive. Cotton t-shirts, linen trousers. She grabbed a pair of black boxer briefs and a grey t-shirt. Dressing was another exercise in alienation. The boxer briefs cradled… everything. The t-shirt stretched across Marcus’s chest and shoulders. She felt exposed and yet hidden at the same time.

David emerged from his bathroom just as she was toweling her—Marcus’s—hair dry. He was wrapped in a white robe, Jade’s dark hair wet and sleek around Jade’s face. He looked small, fragile.

“Find anything to wear?” she asked.

“Jade’s things,” he said, his voice tight. “I put on… something. It’s humiliating.”

“We’ll get our own clothes from our villa tomorrow,” Chloe said, trying to sound practical. “For now, it’s just sleep.”

He nodded, not meeting her eyes. He walked to the bed, dropped the robe at the foot, and slid under the covers. He was wearing a silky ivory camisole. Chloe caught a glimpse of Jade’s smooth shoulder, the strap falling loose.

Chloe turned off the main light, leaving only a small lamp on David’s side glowing. She walked to the other side of the bed, her steps heavy and unfamiliar. She pulled back the covers and got in, lying stiffly on her back, staring at the ceiling. The space between them felt like a canyon.

For a long time, they were silent. The only sounds were the distant whisper of the ocean and the hum of the air conditioning.

“I keep thinking I’ll wake up,” David said quietly into the dark.

“Me too.”

“Do you think they’re… okay? Over there? Marcus and Jade? In us?”

Chloe thought of Jade’s fierce, adventurous glint in David’s eyes. Of Marcus’s stunned silence in her petite body. “I don’t know. I hope they’re not… I don’t know.”

“Touching?” David supplied, his voice strained.

The word hung between them. The image flashed in Chloe’s mind: her own body, with Marcus inside it. David’s body, with Jade exploring it. A fresh wave of nausea, mixed with something else—something hot and sharp—rolled through her.

“We agreed to pretend,” she said, more to herself than to him. “To act normal. Until we find a way to fix this.”

“Act normal,” David repeated. “Right.”

Another silence stretched. Chloe became hyper-aware of every sound, every sensation. The rustle of sheets as David shifted. The scent of jasmine from his—Jade’s—skin. The immense weight of Marcus’s limbs on the mattress. She felt a strange, phantom ache in her lower back—a memory of her own body’s chronic tension, absent now in this powerful frame.

“Chloe?” David’s voice was small.

“Yeah?”

“Can you… hold me?”

The request shocked her. David wasn’t a cuddler. Not like that. He was affectionate, but practical. Spooning was for pre-sex or post-coital dozing, not for pure comfort.

“I just…” he continued, faltering. “I need to feel like you’re you. And I’m afraid if I reach for you, I’ll just feel… him.”

Her heart broke for him. For both of them. This was David, her logical, steady husband, adrift in a sea of impossible change, asking for an anchor.

Slowly, carefully, she rolled onto her side, facing him. In the dim light, she could see the profile of Jade’s nose, the curve of her—his—cheek. She lifted Marcus’s arm, the movement feeling ponderous, and draped it over David’s waist. She scooted closer, until the heat of his body—Jade’s body—radiated against her front.

David let out a shuddering sigh and melted back into her. He fit against the curve of Marcus’s body as if made for it. His back pressed against her chest, his head tucking under her chin. She could smell the clean, floral scent of Jade’s hair.

It was comforting. And it was profoundly wrong.

She could feel the soft swell of Jade’s ass against Marcus’s groin. She could feel the smooth skin of Jade’s arm under her—Marcus’s—hand. David’s breathing began to even out, his body relaxing into hers. But Chloe remained tense, every nerve alight.

This was her husband. But the body in her arms was a beautiful woman’s. And the body she was using to hold him was a powerful man’s.

Her mind began to spiral. The warmth of David-Jade against her. The memory of the half-hardness in the shower. The sheer, overwhelming otherness of it all.

David’s hand came up, Jade’s slender fingers finding Marcus’s forearm where it lay across his waist. He traced one of the tattoos, a swirling pattern she hadn’t examined.

“What does this mean?” he murmured, half-asleep.

“I don’t know,” she breathed.

His touch was light, exploratory. It sent shivers through her—through Marcus’s body. A low, involuntary sound rumbled in her—his—chest.

David stilled. He was awake again. She could feel it in the sudden tension in his back.

“Chloe?” he whispered.

“Yeah?”

“I can feel you.”

She knew what he meant instantly. Against the small of his back, nestled against the silk of the camisole, Marcus’s body was responding. Arousal, simple and physical, was stirring again, harder to ignore this time with David’s body so close, so soft.

She tried to pull back. “I’m sorry. I don’t… I can’t control it.”

But David’s hand tightened on her arm. “Don’t move.”

“David…”

“Just… let me.” His voice was thick with an emotion she couldn’t name. Curiosity? Fear? Desire? He shifted, turning slightly within the circle of her arms until he was facing her. In the near-dark, Jade’s features were a pale blur, her dark eyes pools of shadow.

Jade’s hand—David’s hand—lifted toward her—Marcus’s—cheek, stopped short, then dropped to her shoulder and slid down her arm. He touched like an architect testing a load-bearing wall: cautious pressure, then firmer contact when the structure held. His palm crossed her chest over the cotton of the t-shirt and flattened against the muscle underneath.

Chloe held her breath. This was David touching her. But it was David touching Marcus’s chest. The lines blurred, then shattered.

His hand moved lower, over her abdomen, fingers splaying. She sucked in a sharp breath as his touch dipped below the waistband of the boxer briefs, his fingertips brushing the coarse hair there.

“David, wait,” she gasped, but her protest was weak, drowned out by a wave of sensation that was wholly new. It was as if her nerve endings had been transplanted, rewired. The touch was electric, shocking in its directness.

“I need to understand,” he whispered, his breath warm against her neck. “I need to know what this is.”

His hand closed, tentatively, around Marcus’s cock through the fabric.

Chloe moaned. The sound was deep, guttural, male. It vibrated through her. Pleasure, sharp and undeniable, arrowed through her. It wasn’t like her own arousal, not a slow, deep warmth but a focused, urgent thrumming centered in that foreign flesh.

David felt him—her—harden fully under his touch. He jerked his hand back as if burned.

“God,” he breathed.

“I told you,” Chloe said, her voice ragged.

But David wasn’t looking at her face. He was staring down at the tent in the grey cotton. Then, with a determination that reminded her fiercely of the man she married, he met her eyes.

“Show me,” he said.

“What?”

“I can’t… I need to see it. To make it real. Show me.”

Chloe’s mind screamed in protest. This was madness. But another part, a part buried under the planner, the controller, the woman who needed everything in its right place, was clawing its way to the surface. A part that was curious. A part that was drowning in disorientation and seeking any anchor, even one made of fire.

With trembling fingers, she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of the boxer briefs. She pushed them down, just enough. Marcus’s erection sprang free, thick and heavy against his stomach.

David-Jade made a small, choked sound. He stared, his gaze fixed. Jade’s face was a mask of disbelief and intense focus.

“It’s so…” he began, then stopped. Slowly, he reached out. His touch, when it came, was feather-light, just the pads of Jade’s fingers tracing the length from base to tip.

Chloe’s head fell back against the pillow. A groan tore out of her, too low and rough to belong to the woman she remembered being. The sensation had no gentle edge, no slow bloom; it struck clean and direct, a bright line running from David’s fingers to the base of Marcus’s spine. Her husband was touching a cock. A cock she now inhabited. The wrongness did not blunt the pleasure. It sharpened it.

“Does it feel…” David’s voice was hushed, awed. “What does it feel like?”

“It’s… intense,” she managed. “Concentrated. Like all the nerves are right there.” She guided his hand, wrapping Jade’s smaller fingers around the shaft. “Here.”

David’s breath hitched. He held her—held it—his grip tentative at first, then firmer. He gave an experimental stroke.

Chloe saw stars. Her hips bucked involuntarily, pushing into his fist. “Again.”

He did. And again. His movements grew less hesitant, more rhythmic. He was studying it, learning it. His thumb swept over the head, smearing the bead of moisture that had gathered there.

“Oh,” he said softly, a revelation.

Chloe was losing herself to the sensation. The visual was surreal: Jade’s beautiful, feminine hand moving with growing confidence on Marcus’s cock. But the feeling… the feeling was primal. Her hands, Marcus’s big hands, came up. One tangled in Jade’s dark hair, the other gripped David’s hip—Jade’s hip—through the silk.

David leaned closer, his breath hot on her neck. “Can I…?” He didn’t finish the question. Instead, he lowered his head.

Chloe cried out when she felt his mouth—Jade’s mouth—close over the head. The heat, the wetness, the soft pressure of lips and tongue was a shock that went straight to her core—or where her core used to be. Now it was all here, in this throbbing, sensitive flesh.

“David…” she moaned, her fingers tightening in his hair.

He didn’t stop. He took her deeper, his movements awkward at first, then finding a clumsy, eager rhythm. It was clearly his first time doing this. The thought should have sobered her, but it only sent another bolt of illicit heat through her. Her logical, straight-laced husband was giving a blow job. To her. While she was a man.

The coil of tension in her belly—his belly—tightened unbearably. The familiar signs of her own orgasm were absent; this was a different animal, a gathering storm centered in her groin, a pressure building to a breaking point.

“I’m close,” she warned, her voice a strained rasp.

David pulled off, his lips slick and swollen. Jade’s eyes were wide, dark with a mixture of panic and arousal. He looked down at what he’d been doing, at the hard, glistening length in his hand. His own breathing was ragged.

“Do you want me to…?” he started, then shook his head. “Can I…?”

He shifted, moving over her. He straddled Marcus’s thighs, the hem of the ivory camisole riding up. Chloe-Marcus’s hands went to his waist, holding him. He was guiding her—guiding it—with his hand, positioning the head at his entrance. The silk of his underwear was a maddening barrier.

“Wait,” Chloe gasped. She hooked her fingers into the waistband of the panties he’d found, and with a desperate yank, tore the delicate fabric aside.

The sound of the ripping silk seemed to echo in the room. They both froze for a second, staring at each other.

Then David sank down.

The feeling of heat, of incredible, tight, wet pressure enveloping her—enveloping him—was beyond anything Chloe could have imagined. It was overwhelming. She cried out, a raw, masculine sound. Her hips arched off the bed, driving her deeper into him.

David gasped, his head falling back, a perfect column of Jade’s throat exposed. He was so tight. She could feel every trembling inner muscle clenching around her. He began to move, tentatively at first, then with more assurance, riding her with a slow, rocking rhythm.

The room collapsed down to contact: slick friction, Jade’s thighs under her hands, David’s concentration caught in a woman’s face, the sweet-clean smell of jasmine drowned under sweat and sex. Chloe’s plans, her lists, the tidy architecture of herself, burned down to one imperative. Move. Feel. Do not stop.

She thrust up to meet him, her movements growing more urgent, more desperate. David was moaning now, low, broken sounds. One of Jade’s hands braced on her—Marcus’s—chest, the other was between her own legs, her fingers working in a frantic, familiar rhythm Chloe recognized. David was touching Jade’s clit, chasing his own pleasure.

The dual realization—that David was making a woman’s body come while being fucked by his wife in a man’s body—unraveled the last thread of Chloe’s sanity. The pressure boiled over.

“David, I’m gonna…” she choked out.

“Me too,” he gasped, his rhythm faltering. “Oh god, Chloe…”

His body—Jade’s body—clamped around her in hard, rhythmic pulls. The pressure dragged a brutal answer from Marcus’s cock, and Chloe felt the release gather low and hot, too late to hold back. Jade’s face broke open above her, David’s cries spilling from that mouth, and Chloe followed him over. Her hips drove up once, twice, burying herself as Marcus’s body emptied in savage pulses that left her vision dark at the edges.

David collapsed forward, his forehead resting on her—Marcus’s—collarbone. Their breathing sawed in and out of the dark. Between them, heat cooled into stickiness, evidence, consequence; the body always telling the truth before the mind could arrange a lie.

Chloe lay there, Marcus’s heart hammering against her ribs, spent and utterly hollowed out. What had they just done?

David shifted, wincing as he lifted off her. He rolled onto his back beside her, staring at the ceiling. The silence stretched, heavy and suffocating.

Finally, he spoke, hoarse and unsteady. “I don’t know where to put that in my head.”

Chloe couldn’t speak. She could only stare at the ceiling fan turning slowly above them, the gentle whir-whir-whir a mockery of the hurricane inside her. Marcus’s body was a foreign landscape, damp and cooling, the scent of sex clinging to the sheets. She could feel his—her—cock softening against her thigh, a sticky reminder.

David’s breathing began to even out beside her. She turned her head, the movement feeling unnaturally heavy. In the dim light, Jade’s profile was serene, her eyelashes dark fans against her cheek. But the brow was furrowed slightly, a David-expression etched onto Jade’s face.

“A thing,” Chloe said finally, her voice rough and low in this chest she still hadn’t quite learned to claim. “That’s one word for it.”

David didn’t answer for a long minute. She could hear him breathing, careful and measured, the way he breathed when he was working out a structural problem. “I’m sorry,” he said at last.

“For which part?”

“All of it. Starting it. Letting it… finish.” He paused, and she heard in the pause all of David’s habitual self-editing, all the caveats he ran before he said things that scared him. “Enjoying it.”

The last two words were whispered, ashamed—and that was the most David thing he’d said all day.

Chloe’s chest—Marcus’s chest—ached. She reached over, her big hand finding his smaller one on the sheet between them. She laced their fingers together, her calloused palm against his soft one. “I enjoyed it too.”

He squeezed her hand. “What does that even mean? I enjoyed… that? Or Jade’s body enjoyed it? Or…” He trailed off.

“I don’t know,” Chloe said. “Does it matter? It felt… good. It felt real. Even though nothing about this is real.”

David turned onto his side, facing her. Jade’s dark eyes searched Marcus’s face. “It felt like you. Underneath. The way you breathe when you’re close. The sound you make right at the end. That was you.”

Tears pricked at Chloe’s eyes. She blinked them back, unused to the sensation of not being able to freely cry without it feeling strange on this male face. “It was me. And it was you. In there somewhere.”

“Somewhere,” David repeated, his gaze drifting down to where their bodies lay separated by a few inches of rumpled sheet. “I touched… a man. I let him… I mean, you… inside me.” He said it clinically, dissecting the act.

“It wasn’t a man,” Chloe said, the words feeling important. “It was me. Wearing this.” She gestured vaguely at Marcus’s torso. “And you were you, wearing that.” She nodded toward Jade’s form.

“Semantics,” David said, but his voice was softer. “It doesn’t change the physical reality. My brain is… short-circuiting.”

“Mine too.”

They lay in silence again, the enormity of what they’d done settling over them like a second skin. Chloe’s mind, usually a whirlwind of lists and plans, was a blank, stunned slate. She could only feel: the lingering pulse of aftershocks in unfamiliar nerves, the warmth of David beside her, the profound, disorienting wrongness of her own physicality.

“We should clean up,” David said, practicality returning like a lifeline.

They got out of bed, avoiding looking at each other. David padded to his bathroom, the torn silk of the camisole fluttering pathetically. Chloe went to hers, turning on the sink to splash cold water on Marcus’s face. She avoided the mirror this time.

When she came out, David was back in bed, wearing one of Jade’s sleep shirts, this one covering him fully. He’d turned off his lamp. Chloe got back in on her side, the space between them once more a chasm.

Sleep, when it finally came, was a fractured, feverish thing. Chloe dreamed of being underwater, her body heavy and slow, David’s voice calling from the surface but she couldn’t tell which direction it was coming from. She woke with a start just as dawn was painting the sky a bruised purple outside the villa’s glass doors.

Marcus’s body had stiffened overnight in places Chloe did not know how to name. She stretched and felt power pull through shoulder, hip, thigh, a machine warming under her command. David was still asleep, curled on his side, one of Jade’s hands tucked under her cheek. Sleep had stripped the panic from him; what remained was the familiar crease between his brows, the private David she knew beneath the impossible surface.

Chloe slipped out of bed and walked to the glass doors, sliding one open silently. The morning air was cool and salt-scented. She stepped onto the deck, the wooden planks cool under Marcus’s bare feet. The ocean was a vast, grey sheet, the first pink of sunrise smudging the horizon.

What have we done? The question wasn’t just about the sex. It was about everything. The swap. The agreement to pretend. The terrifying, porous boundary they’d just obliterated.

She heard a soft footstep behind her. David joined her at the railing, wearing a robe. He didn’t speak for a while, just watched the light change on the water.

“We have to see them,” he said finally. “Marcus and Jade. We have to figure out the plan.”

“I know.”

“And we have to act normal,” David added, the words tasting sour.

Chloe barked a laugh, Marcus’s deep voice startling a nearby seabird. “Normal. Right.”

“We’ll get our clothes,” David said, his planner’s mind kicking in. “We’ll establish ground rules with them. We’ll research the ritual, see if there’s a way to reverse it. We’ll… get through today.”

Chloe looked at him—really looked. At the determination in Jade’s eyes, the set of Jade’s jaw that was all David. Her husband was still in there, fighting to make order from chaos. She felt a surge of love, fierce and painful.

“Okay,” she said. “One step at a time.”



Breakfast was a surreal pantomime.

They met at the resort’s main restaurant, an open-air pavilion overlooking the infinity pool and the sea. The other couple was already there, seated at a table for four. Seeing her own body—her freckled face, her strawberry-blonde hair cut in a sharp bob—sitting across from David’s lean, angular form was a punch to the gut.

Chloe-Marcus approached the table, her strides long and ground-eating. David-Jade trailed behind her, trying to keep up with Jade’s shorter legs.

“Morning,” Marcus-Chloe said, her voice—Chloe’s voice—sounded strained. She was wearing one of Chloe’s sundresses, the yellow one with the tiny daisies. It looked right, but the way she sat—sprawled, taking up space—was all wrong.

Jade-David nodded, pushing David’s glasses up his nose. He was wearing David’s linen shirt and trousers, but they hung on him differently, the collar loose around his—David’s—slender neck. “We ordered coffee. Lots of it.”

They sat. Awkward silence descended. A waiter came, poured water, took their orders. Chloe-Marcus ordered for both herself and David-Jade, falling into the old habit, then froze when she realized she had no idea what Jade liked for breakfast. David-Jade just nodded tightly.

The food arrived. Chloe-Marcus stared at the massive plate of eggs, bacon, and toast she’d ordered out of instinct for Marcus’s athletic build. Her stomach—his stomach—rumbled. She picked up a fork, the utensil dwarfed in his hand.

Across the table, Marcus-Chloe was attacking a fruit salad with a viciousness Chloe recognized as her own stress-eating habit. Jade-David was picking at a croissant, his movements precise, thoughtful.

“So,” Jade-David said, finally breaking the silence. “We need to talk. Without screaming or running into the ocean this time.”

“Agreed,” David-Jade said, his voice carefully modulated.

“We got our clothes,” Marcus-Chloe said around a mouthful of papaya. “Went over to your villa early. Hope you don’t mind. We left your stuff on the bed.”

“Thank you,” Chloe-Marcus said. “We’ll get yours after.”

Another silence.

“Did you…” David-Jade started, then stopped. He took a sip of water. “Sleep okay?”

Marcus-Chloe snorted. “Do I look like I slept okay? I’m six-three in a five-foot-three body. My feet hung off the bed. My back feels like I did a thousand crunches.”

Jade-David smiled faintly. “I kept reaching for my phone to check the surf report. Which is on David’s phone. Which I don’t know the passcode for.”

A small, strained laugh went around the table. It broke the ice, just a crack.

“We need a system,” Chloe-Marcus said, setting down her fork. “A way to communicate. To figure this out without the whole resort thinking we’ve lost our minds.”

“We have lost our minds,” Marcus-Chloe muttered.

“We have,” Jade-David agreed. “But we’re stuck with it. For now.” He looked at each of them. “First, passwords. For phones, for villas. We need to swap. Literally.”

They spent the next ten minutes sharing codes and passwords, writing them down on napkins with a pen Jade-David produced from David’s pocket. It was bizarre, handing over the keys to her digital life to the man inhabiting her husband’s body.

“Second,” David-Jade said, folding his napkin neatly. “Research. The ritual. The… magic, or whatever it was. The staff might know something. Discreetly.”

“I’ll handle that,” Jade-David said. “David’s… I mean, my… background. I’m methodical. I can research.”

“I’ll come with you,” Marcus-Chloe said. “Chloe’s good at asking questions. Getting people to talk.”

Chloe-Marcus felt a twinge of jealousy at the easy way Marcus slotted into her skillset. She pushed it down. “David and I will… I don’t know. Maintain cover. Go to the activities we booked. Act like a happy honeymoon couple.”

“Can you do that?” Jade-David asked, his gaze sharp behind David’s glasses. “After last night?”

Chloe-Marcus felt a flush heat Marcus’s neck. David-Jade stiffened beside her.

“What about last night?” Marcus-Chloe asked, her eyes narrowing.

“Nothing,” Chloe-Marcus said quickly. “It was… fine. We slept.”

Marcus-Chloe looked between them, a slow smirk spreading across Chloe’s face. It was a strange expression on her own features, knowing and a little predatory. “Uh-huh.”

“It’s not like you two didn’t have your own villa,” David-Jade snapped, a surprising flash of heat in Jade’s voice.

Jade-David held up his hands. “Easy. We’re all in the same messed-up boat. Judgement-free zone, okay? Whatever happened, happened. Survival mode.”

The table quieted. Survival mode. That was it.

“Third,” Chloe-Marcus said, forcing her voice to stay steady. “Boundaries. Physical boundaries.”

All three of them looked at her.

“We’re sharing living spaces with… not our spouses. We need rules. To prevent confusion.” She couldn’t look at David.

“What kind of rules?” Marcus-Chloe asked, leaning forward. Her—Chloe’s—blue eyes were intent.

“No… intimate contact,” Chloe-Marcus said, the words feeling like ash in her mouth. “We stick to our own villas at night. We act… appropriately in public.”

“Appropriately,” Jade-David repeated. “Meaning?”

“Meaning you don’t get to put your hands all over my wife’s body just because you’re currently wearing it,” David-Jade said, the words bursting out of him. He was glaring at Marcus-Chloe.

Marcus-Chloe held his gaze. “And you don’t get to do the same to mine.”

“Agreed,” Chloe-Marcus said, the word sharp. “Hands off. All around.”

For a moment, the air crackled with unspoken things—the memory of touch, the ghost of sensation. The rule felt necessary and utterly, tragically fragile.

“Fine,” Jade-David said. “Hands off. We focus on reversal.” He looked out at the ocean, now glittering under the full morning sun. “One week. We have one week of honeymoon package left. We find an answer by then.”

They nodded, a pact sealed over half-eaten breakfasts.

The group split up. Jade-David and Marcus-Chloe headed toward the resort’s library and concierge desk, walking side-by-side with an awkward, careful distance between them.

Chloe-Marcus and David-Jade were left at the table. They sat in silence for a minute, the weight of the night before and the new rules hanging between them.

“What’s on the agenda today?” David-Jade asked, finally.

Chloe-Marcus pulled out her phone—Marcus’s phone—and opened the resort app. “We have… a couples’ massage booked. At eleven.”

David-Jade stared at her. “A massage.”

“It was part of the package. We booked it weeks ago,” Chloe-Marcus said.

“Two strangers. Touching us. For an hour.” His voice was flat.

“We could cancel.”

David thought about it, then shook his head. “No. We should go. Act normal. It’s just… physical.”

Just physical. The words echoed in the space where last night’s heat still lingered.

“Okay,” Chloe said. “We’ll go.”

They returned to their villa—Villa Seven, Chloe and David’s villa—to change into their own clothes. Walking into the space in these borrowed bodies felt like trespassing. Chloe found her suitcase open on the bed, her familiar clothes folded neatly next to David’s. Marcus-Chloe had been tidy.

She grabbed a simple navy sundress and underwear, retreating to the bathroom to change. Slipping into her own clothes, even on this foreign body, was a small comfort. The dress, however, was a problem. It was cut for her petite, curvy frame. On Marcus’s broad shoulders and chest, it strained at the seams. She couldn’t zip it up the back. She swore, wrestling with it.

“Need help?” David’s voice came from the other side of the door.

She opened it. He was dressed in his own chinos and a button-down, but they fit Jade’s fuller figure differently, pulling in places, loose in others. He looked… disheveled. Beautiful, but wrong.

“The zipper,” she said, turning her back to him.

His fingers—Jade’s slender, clever fingers—fumbled with the zipper. She felt the brush of his knuckles against her back, and both of them froze for a second. The ‘hands off’ rule, already cracked, seemed to shatter in the quiet of the bathroom.

He got the zipper up. His hands lingered for a moment on her shoulders—Marcus’s shoulders. She could feel the warmth of his touch through the fabric.

“We’re breaking the rules,” she whispered.

“It’s just a zipper,” he said, but his voice was thick. His hands slid away. “We should go.”

The spa was a serene oasis of white linen, soft music, and the scent of eucalyptus. They were led to a couples’ suite, where two massage tables awaited. Their therapists—a man and a woman—smiled warmly.

“Newlyweds?” the female therapist asked David-Jade.

He nodded, a tight smile on Jade’s lips.

“Wonderful. Just disrobe to your comfort level and lie face down under the sheets. We’ll be back in a moment.”

The therapists left. Chloe and David stood in the quiet room, staring at the tables.

“Our comfort level,” David-Jade said drily. “What’s that, exactly?”

“I’m keeping my underwear on,” Chloe-Marcus declared. She started to unzip the dress again, then realized she couldn’t reach. She glared at David.

With a sigh, he came over and unzipped it. She let the dress fall, standing before him in Marcus’s black boxer briefs. She didn’t look at him as she quickly lay face down on the table, pulling the sheet up to her waist. The table creaked under Marcus’s weight.

She heard the rustle of clothes as David undressed. The soft sound of Jade’s body sliding onto the other table. Then silence.

The therapists returned. Chloe closed her eyes as strong, oil-slicked hands began working on Marcus’s back. The pressure was incredible, digging into muscles she never knew she had. It felt good. It felt like a violation. She listened to the sounds of David’s massage beside her—the softer sighs, the different cadence of the therapist’s movements on Jade’s smaller frame.

Her mind drifted. To last night. To David’s touch. To the look on Jade’s face—David’s look—in the throes of passion. A heat began to pool low in her belly, an echo of that alien, intense pleasure. Between her legs, Marcus’s body began to stir, responding to the memory, to the skilled hands on her back, to the sheer, illicit closeness of David on the next table.

No, she thought fiercely. Not here.

She tried to focus on the pain of a tight muscle being kneaded, on the scent of lemongrass oil, on the sound of the water feature in the corner. But her body was traitorous. She felt herself hardening against the massage table, a flush creeping up her neck.

“Everything okay?” her therapist murmured.

“Fine,” Chloe gritted out in Marcus’s voice.

She dared a glance to the side. David was lying still, his face turned away, buried in the face cradle. One of Jade’s arms hung off the table, her hand curled loosely. It looked relaxed, but the line of his—her—shoulders was tense.

The massage ended. They were left to dress in silence.

Outside, in the blinding noon sun, they stood awkwardly.

“So that happened in a spa,” David-Jade began.

“A mistake,” Chloe-Marcus finished.

“Yes.”

They walked back toward the villas, the path winding through lush tropical gardens. The resort was beautiful, a paradise they were utterly trapped in.

“What now?” David asked.

“I don’t know,” Chloe said. She felt drained, hollowed out by the morning’s tensions and the lingering, unwanted arousal from the massage. “We wait for them. See what they found out.”

As they approached the fork in the path that led to their respective villas, they saw the other couple coming from the direction of the main building. Marcus-Chloe was walking with a determined, ground-covering stride that made Chloe’s petite body look oddly powerful. Jade-David was keeping pace, his expression focused.

They met in the middle, under the shade of a large palm tree.

“Well?” David-Jade asked.

Jade-David pushed David’s glasses up his nose. “The staff knows the legend. It’s a local folktale—the ‘Twin Moon Exchange.’ Happens when a full moon reflects perfectly on still water between two identical points. It’s supposed to teach couples… empathy. To see through each other’s eyes.”

“Great lesson,” Marcus-Chloe muttered. “How do we undo it?”

“The story says it lasts until the tide turns—one full cycle of the moon’s pull on the water, seven days,” Jade-David continued. “Or…”

“Or?” Chloe-Marcus prompted.

“Or until the ‘four hearts beat as one under the twin moons.’ It’s vague. Poetic nonsense.”

“Seven days,” David-Jade said, his voice sinking. “And we don’t even know if we’ll be ourselves again when it ends. Our jobs… our lives…”

“There has to be another way,” Chloe-Marcus insisted.

Marcus-Chloe looked at her, a strange expression on Chloe’s face. “The concierge said something else. He said sometimes, the resort gets… requests. For the private ritual site. For couples who want to… enhance their connection.” She paused. “He said we weren’t the first to ask about it this week.”

The four of them looked at each other.

“The other couple,” Jade-David said slowly. “They knew about it. They suggested it.”

“Maybe they’ve done this before,” David-Jade said, a horrible thought dawning.

“Or maybe,” Chloe-Marcus said, the planner in her finally sparking to life, “they know more than they let on. Maybe they have the answers.”

A determined silence fell over them. The path forward, once shrouded in confusion, now had a target.

“We need to talk to them,” Chloe-Marcus said. “Marcus and Jade. The real ones.”

“Tonight,” Jade-David agreed. “We’ll invite them for drinks. Feel them out.”

It was a plan. A flimsy, terrifying plan, but a plan nonetheless.

They parted ways again, the weight of the impending evening hanging over them. As Chloe-Marcus walked back to Villa Seven with David-Jade, the heat of the day seemed to press down on her, heavy and inescapable. The memory of the night before, the forbidden touch, the broken rule, thrummed just beneath her skin, a secret rhythm in this strange, borrowed body. The swap was a prison, but last night had opened a door within it—a door she wasn’t sure they could, or should, close again. And tonight, they were walking straight toward the people who might hold the key, not knowing if it would lock them in or set them free.


Chapter 4 — The Invitation

Chloe-Marcus watched David-Jade walk across the sand, the unfamiliar sway of Jade’s hips in his stride a constant, surreal reminder. The villa door closed behind him with a soft, definitive click, leaving her alone in the cavernous, sun-drenched living room of Villa Seven. Silence descended, thick and humming with the day’s unresolved heat. The memory of last night—her hand, Marcus’s large, calloused hand, on David-Jade’s thigh, the sharp intake of breath, the electric shock of breaking their first rule—wasn’t a memory. It was a live wire under her skin, buzzing in time with the pulse she could feel in Marcus’s throat.

She walked to the full-length mirror by the bedroom door, a habit she’d developed in the last forty-eight hours. The reflection still delivered a jolt. Marcus Rossi stared back. Six-foot-three of tattooed, corded muscle, sun-bleached stubble, a scar through one eyebrow that gave his borrowed face a permanent, sardonic quirk. She lifted a hand—his hand—and pressed it flat against the cool glass. The strength in it was terrifying. Liberating. Last night, that strength had been gentle. It had traced a line on silk pajamas and ignited a fire she couldn’t name.

“Focus,” she said aloud, the baritone voice still foreign in her ears. They had a plan. A shaky, desperate plan. Invite the other couple—the real Marcus and Jade—for drinks tonight. Feel them out. See if they knew about the ritual, if they had answers. Answers might mean reversal. The thought should have been a relief. Instead, it coiled in her gut, a cold, heavy knot.

She needed to prepare. To be Chloe, the planner, even inside this mountain of a man. She strode to the villa’s communications tablet, her movements still slightly too broad, too powerful for the space. She composed a message to Villa Eight, forcing Marcus’s fingers to tap with precision.

Marcus, Jade—hope you’re enjoying the day. We were thinking drinks on our deck tonight at seven? Sunset views are incredible from here. Let us know. —Chloe & David

She sent it before she could overthink. Then she stood there, the tablet darkening in her hand. Chloe & David. The names felt like costumes. Were Marcus and Jade wearing theirs with the same awkwardness?

A response chimed before she had time to set the tablet down.

Sounds perfect. See you at seven. —M & J

So casual. So normal. Marcus’s sternum caged a heartbeat that felt too loud for the room. The trap was set. Or they had just accepted someone else’s.

The afternoon stretched, taut and slow. David-Jade emerged from his room looking pale and determined, having clearly spent the hours wrestling with his own demons. They avoided meaningful eye contact, the ghost of the broken rule hovering between them.

“They’re coming,” Chloe-Marcus said, her voice gruff.

“I saw,” David-Jade replied, running a hand through Jade’s long, dark hair—a gesture that was becoming more natural, more his. “What’s our play? Direct questions?”

“We have to be subtle. Feel the room. See if they bring it up.” Chloe-Marcus sighed, a gust of air from Marcus’s lungs. “God, I feel like I’m staging an intervention at a dinner party.”

A faint smile touched David-Jade’s lips. “You kind of are.”

At six-thirty, they moved in a coordinated, silent panic. Chloe-Marcus, wearing a loose linen shirt that strained across Marcus’s shoulders, arranged pillows on the deck’s oversized loungers. David-Jade, in one of Jade’s simple turquoise sundresses, set out glasses and a bottle of chilled champagne, his movements precise, an architect arranging a scene.

The sun began its descent, painting the sky in violent streaks of orange and purple. The air cooled, carrying the scent of frangipani and sea salt. It was, Chloe thought miserably, the perfect honeymoon evening.

At exactly seven, a knock sounded at the villa’s garden gate.

They froze, looking at each other across the deck. David-Jade’s eyes—Jade’s large, dark eyes—were wide with a fear that mirrored her own. Chloe-Marcus squared Marcus’s shoulders, a gesture of resolve. “Showtime.”

She walked to the gate, every step feeling like a march toward a verdict, and opened it.

There they stood. The originals. Her body, petite and freckled, clad in a white lace cover-up over a bikini, strawberry-blonde bob tousled by the sea breeze. And David’s body, lean and angular in khaki shorts and a pale blue polo shirt, his glasses perched on his nose. Seeing them was a physical blow, a surreal doubling that made the ground tilt.

“Hi!” said Jade-in-Chloe, her voice bright, Chloe’s voice, but with an easier, looser cadence. “Thanks for having us.”

“Come in,” Chloe-Marcus managed, stepping back to let them pass. Her own face smiled up at her, but the smile didn’t reach the eyes. Those eyes, her own blue eyes, held a watchful, assessing glint.

Marcus-in-David followed, his gaze sweeping over the villa, over her, with an unnerving, analytical calm. “Great place,” he said, David’s voice, but deeper, more deliberate.

“Champagne?” David-Jade asked from the deck, his tone impressively steady.

“Love some,” Jade-in-Chloe said, floating past Chloe-Marcus, her small hand brushing Marcus’s arm as she went. The touch sent a bizarre shiver through Chloe-Marcus—her own skin, touching this strange skin.

They settled on the deck, the four of them an impossible tableau. Chloe-Marcus poured, the champagne fizzing loudly in the quiet. She handed a glass to Jade-in-Chloe, their fingers brushing. Her own fingers, small and familiar, against Marcus’s rough, large ones. The disconnect was dizzying.

“So,” Marcus-in-David said, accepting a glass from David-Jade. He took a sip, watching them over the rim. “How’s the honeymoon treating you?”

“It’s been… eventful,” David-Jade said carefully, tucking a strand of Jade’s hair behind her ear.

“Eventful. That’s one word for it,” Jade-in-Chloe laughed, a light, tinkling sound that was all wrong coming from Chloe’s throat. She leaned back, stretching Chloe’s slender legs out. “You know, we heard about this fun little local ritual. On the beach at midnight. Something about… exchanging energies. Did you guys happen to try it?”

The question, dropped so casually into the golden light, felt like a bomb. Chloe-Marcus’s grip tightened on his glass. David-Jade went very still.

“We… might have heard something about it,” Chloe-Marcus said, forcing Marcus’s voice to stay even.

“Yeah?” Marcus-in-David’s eyes sharpened. “And?”

The directness was a shock. They weren’t being subtle at all. They were probing, openly.

David-Jade set his glass down with a soft click. “And we might have… participated. Why?”

Jade-in-Chloe and Marcus-in-David exchanged a glance. A glance that was full of meaning, of shared knowledge. Chloe-Marcus’s stomach dropped.

“Interesting,” Marcus-in-David said slowly. “Because we did it too. A few nights before you arrived.”

The air left Chloe-Marcus’s lungs. “You… you did?”

“Mmm,” Jade-in-Chloe nodded, taking a slow sip. “It was… intense. Woke up feeling a bit off, you know? Like I wasn’t quite in my own skin.” She said it with a knowing smile, her gaze locked on Chloe-Marcus. “But it faded after a day or so. Just a weird hangover.”

A lie. It had to be a lie. Chloe-Marcus felt a surge of frustration, hot and sharp. They were toying with them.

“It faded?” David-Jade asked, his voice tight.

“Completely,” Marcus-in-David said, shrugging David’s narrow shoulders. “Guess we did it right. Or maybe we just didn’t have the same… chemistry.” His eyes drifted from David-Jade to Chloe-Marcus, lingering. “You two look like you’re still feeling it.”

The challenge hung in the air. The accusation. You did it wrong. You’re stuck.

“What do you mean by ‘chemistry’?” Chloe-Marcus asked, the words gritted out.

Jade-in-Chloe leaned forward, her expression turning conspiratorial. “The ritual’s not just about the words, or the shells, or the moonlight. It’s about… exchange. True exchange. It requires a certain… openness. Between all parties involved.” Her eyes flicked to David-Jade, then back to Chloe-Marcus. “All four parties.”

The implication slammed into Chloe-Marcus. Openness between all four. The forbidden touch last night flashed in her mind, shameful and thrilling.

“We don’t know what you’re talking about,” David-Jade said, but his voice lacked conviction.

“Don’t you?” Marcus-in-David pressed. He stood up and crossed to the deck railing, the darkening ocean behind him. “The ritual is a mirror. If the connection is only between two, it throws the light back. A rush, a hangover, a story to tell when you’re drunk. But if the wanting runs four ways…” He turned, and in David’s face Chloe-Marcus saw a hardness, a predatory understanding David had never possessed. “Then the mirror stops reflecting. It opens.”

Silence. The only sound was the distant crash of waves.

“How do you know this?” Chloe-Marcus demanded, rising to her feet. Marcus’s height felt like an advantage now.

“We’ve been here before,” Jade-in-Chloe said simply, her smile gone. “Not us, personally. But we’ve studied it. We’re… enthusiasts. When we heard another couple was asking about the ritual, we were curious. We wanted to see what would happen.”

“You wanted this?” David-Jade’s voice rose, edged with Jade’s higher pitch.

“We wanted to observe,” Marcus-in-David corrected. “To see if the conditions were right. And they were. Are.” He looked between them with the calm of someone watching a successful experiment. “You’re still swapped. Which means whatever moved you is still moving. It hasn’t closed.”

Chloe-Marcus felt exposed, flayed open. “How do we break it?”

Jade-in-Chloe stood and moved beside Marcus-in-David, the two of them calm enough to be frightening. “You don’t break it,” she said softly. “You finish it. What started on that beach needs a full path through all four of you before it can settle.”

“What does that mean?” Chloe-Marcus snapped. “Speak plainly.”

Marcus-in-David’s gaze was unwavering. “It means the ritual isn’t finished. The swap is a suspended state. To ground it, to either reverse it or make it permanent, the connection it sensed—the connection between all four of you—needs to be realized. Consummated.”

The word landed in the space between them, heavy and obscene.

David-Jade made a choked sound. “You’re saying we have to… to…”

“Have sex?” Jade-in-Chloe finished for him, bluntly. “Yes. All of you. Together. Not as spouses pretending nothing happened. As the four people the ritual actually found.”

The deck seemed to spin. Chloe-Marcus gripped the back of a lounger, the wicker digging into Marcus’s palm. It was insane. It was grotesque. It was…

A terrifying, dark part of her, the part that had touched David-Jade last night, stirred.

“That’s not an option,” David-Jade said, his face ashen.

“Then you stay as you are,” Marcus-in-David said, his tone final. “Indefinitely. The door stays open with you standing in it.”

“Prove it,” Chloe-Marcus heard herself say. “Prove you know what you’re talking about. Prove you’ve seen this before.”

Jade-in-Chloe and Marcus-in-David looked at each other again. A silent communication passed between them. Then Jade-in-Chloe nodded, a small, decisive movement.

“Alright,” Marcus-in-David said. He walked toward Chloe-Marcus, stopping a foot away. He looked up at her—David’s face looking up at Marcus’s body housing Chloe. “You feel it, don’t you? The wrongness. But also… the rightness. The thrill of his strength.” He reached out, and before Chloe-Marcus could react, he placed David’s hand flat on Marcus’s chest, over the pounding heart. “You like it.”

Chloe-Marcus flinched, but didn’t pull away. The touch was electric, confusing. It was David’s hand, but the confidence behind it was alien.

“And you,” Jade-in-Chloe said, turning to David-Jade. She approached him, a mirror of the other pairing. “In her body. You’re discovering things. Sensations you never imagined.” She lifted Chloe’s hand, pressed it against David-Jade’s chest, over the swell of Jade’s breast. David-Jade gasped, a sharp, feminine sound. “You’re curious.”

The air was thick, charged. The sun had fully set, leaving them in the deep blue twilight, illuminated only by the soft deck lights and the rising moon.

“The ritual responds to desire,” Marcus-in-David said, his voice low, hypnotic. He hadn’t moved his hand. “Hidden desire. The connection it sensed wasn’t just friendship. It was this.” His other hand came up, cupping the side of Chloe-Marcus’s face, David’s thumb stroking the rough stubble on Marcus’s jaw. “Crossed wires. Forbidden pathways.”

Chloe-Marcus was frozen. The touch was an invasion, a violation, and yet her body—Marcus’s body—reacted. A low heat pooled in his groin. She felt the unmistakable, thickening stir of an erection against the fabric of his shorts. No, she thought, panicked. But the physiological response was beyond her control, a betrayal by this borrowed flesh.

David-Jade was trembling under Jade-in-Chloe’s touch, his breath coming fast.

“You see?” Jade-in-Chloe murmured, her face close to his. “The body knows. Even if the mind rebels.”

Marcus-in-David leaned closer, his lips near Chloe-Marcus’s ear. “You have a choice,” he whispered, the breath hot against her skin. “Live like this, a stranger to yourself and to each other, forever. Or stop pretending this is only a curse. Follow what it exposed. Finish the exchange.”

He pulled back, his eyes blazing with an intensity that was utterly foreign on David’s face. “We can guide you. We know how it works. We can make it… easier.”

“Guide us?” David-Jade echoed, his voice thin.

“The first time is the hardest,” Jade-in-Chloe said, releasing his chest but staying close. “The mental barriers. The shame. But once you start… the ritual does the rest. It wants to be complete.”

Chloe-Marcus finally found her voice. “You want to watch.” It wasn’t a question.

Marcus-in-David smiled, a slow, unsettling curve of David’s lips. “We want to observe. To facilitate. We’ll stay right here. We won’t interfere. But we can… set the stage. Lower the inhibitions.”

He stepped back, finally breaking the contact. The sudden absence of his touch left Chloe-Marcus cold. She looked at David-Jade, saw the turmoil in his eyes—fear, horror, and a dark, dawning curiosity that mirrored the heat in her own borrowed veins.

“Think about it,” Jade-in-Chloe said, moving back to the champagne bottle. She refilled her glass, the gesture mundane and chilling. “You have until midnight. That’s when the tide is highest and the old stories say the skin remembers least.” She took a sip. “If you choose to act.”

They were leaving. Planting the seed and walking away.

“Wait,” Chloe-Marcus said. “If we… if we do this. Will it swap us back?”

Marcus-in-David paused at the garden gate. “It will finish what you started. That might mean a reversal. It might mean something else. A new configuration.” He opened the gate. “But you won’t be trapped in the doorway anymore. You’ll be on one side of it. Together.”

With that, they were gone, melting into the shadowy path between the villas.

The silence they left behind was deafening. Chloe-Marcus and David-Jade stood on the deck, the moon climbing higher, the champagne untouched and now flat.

David-Jade sank onto a lounger, head in his hands. “They’re insane. They have to be.”

Chloe-Marcus remained standing, feeling the persistent, humiliating arousal in Marcus’s body, a blunt testament to their words. “They knew things. Things they couldn’t have guessed.”

“So what? We’re supposed to… to have an orgy to fix this?” He looked up, Jade’s beautiful face twisted with anguish. “Chloe, we can’t.”

“I know.” The words felt hollow. She walked to the railing, gripping it, needing to feel the solid wood. The ocean was a black void, the horizon line swallowed by night. Trapped. Forever. In this body. With David in Jade’s body. Their marriage a ghost between two strangers.

The memory of last night surged back, not as a transgression, but as a premonition. The heat of his thigh under her hand. The look in his eyes—not David’s look, not Jade’s, but something new, something theirs. The broken rule had felt like a sin. What these people were proposing was a damnation.

But what was the alternative?

“David,” she said, her back to him. “What if they’re telling the truth?”

He didn’t answer.

She turned. He was watching her, his expression unreadable in the dim light. “What are you saying?”

“I’m saying…” She took a breath, marshaling the planner, the problem-solver. But the problem-solver had no data for this. Only a desperate, clawing need for it to end. And beneath that, a deeper, darker current: curiosity about the touch, about him—David, but not David; Jade, but not Jade; Marcus, but herself. “I’m saying we have until midnight to decide.”

“To decide to have sex with each other while our… while they watch?” His voice was rising again, panicked.

“To decide if we want to live like this!” she shot back, Marcus’s voice booming louder than she intended. She lowered it, forcing calm. “We can’t go home like this, David. We can’t. Our lives, our jobs… it’s impossible.” She walked toward him, crouching down in front of his chair so she wasn’t looming over him. It put her at eye level with Jade’s face, with David’s soul behind those eyes. “What if this is the only way?”

He searched her face, Marcus’s face. “Do you want this?”

The question was a lance to her heart. “I want us back,” she whispered, the truth and the evasion all at once.

“That’s not what I asked.”

She looked away, at the empty champagne glasses, at the indented cushions where their originals had sat. “Last night…” she began, then stopped.

“Last night was a mistake,” he said quickly, but the words lacked force.

“Was it?” She looked back at him, daring him, daring herself. “It felt… like a release. Like for a second, we weren’t fighting this. We were just… feeling.”

He swallowed, a movement in Jade’s slender throat. “Chloe…”

“They said it’s about desire,” she pressed, the words spilling out now, fueled by a reckless, terrified courage. “Hidden desire. What if there’s something here? Not just the swap. Something between us, but remixed. Changed.” She reached out, taking his delicate borrowed hand in Marcus’s large one. “What if finishing this isn’t damnation? What if it’s discovery?”

He stared at their joined hands, a man’s mind in a woman’s body, held by a woman’s mind in a man’s body. The absurdity of it was total. The intimacy of it was undeniable.

“It’s a line,” he said quietly. “Once we cross it…”

“We’ve already crossed lines,” she said. “We’re living in different skins. What’s one more?”

The moon shone down on them, a cold, impartial witness. The deadline ticked in the silence. Midnight.

David-Jade took a deep, shuddering breath. He lifted his other hand and placed it over hers, completing the circle. His touch was warm, soft.

“What would we even do?” he asked, his voice barely a whisper.

It was a surrender. A crack in the dam.

Chloe-Marcus felt a surge of something—panic, power, terrifying possibility. “They said they’d guide us. Set the stage.” She looked toward Villa Eight, a dark shape among the palms. “We could… invite them back.”

“To watch,” he said, the word flat.

“To… facilitate.”

They stayed like that, hands clasped, while the future split cleanly in two. One path meant permanent exile in the wrong flesh. The other meant choosing a taboo so deep it might unravel everything they knew about themselves, about love, about marriage.

David-Jade’s grip tightened. “I’m scared,” he admitted, Jade’s lips trembling.

“So am I,” Chloe-Marcus said. And she was. But beneath the fear, in the deep, hidden core of this strange new body, was a thread of something else. Anticipation. A dark, pulsing drumbeat.

She released his hand and stood up, walking back to the communications tablet on the side table. Her fingers, Marcus’s fingers, hovered over the screen.

She looked back at David-Jade. He held her gaze, and in his eyes, she saw the same terrible, silent calculation.

Without another word, she picked up the tablet. She opened the message thread with Villa Eight. Marcus’s heart kicked hard against his ribs, impatient as a fist on a door.

She typed a single sentence.

Come back.

She sent it.

The three dots appeared immediately. Then: On our way.

It was done. The line was crossed. There was no more decision to make, only the terrifying, plummeting fall into action.

Chloe-Marcus set the tablet down. The sound was too loud in the silence. She turned to David-Jade. He hadn’t moved from the lounger, his face pale in the moonlight.

“They’re coming,” she said, her voice raw.

He nodded, a slow, mechanical dip of Jade’s head. “Okay.”

The next minutes were a blur of frantic, silent preparation. They cleared the champagne glasses, a pointless tidying that felt like rearranging deck chairs on the Titanic. David-Jade turned on more of the deck’s soft, ambient lights, casting the space in a warm, intimate glow that felt like a mockery. Chloe-Marcus stood frozen in the center, the reality of what was about to happen crashing over her in nauseating waves. Her skin—Marcus’s skin—felt too tight, too hot. The low thrum of arousal hadn’t faded; it had settled into a persistent, demanding ache between his legs. She was excruciatingly aware of the weight of his cock, the coarse hair on his thighs, the sheer maleness of the vessel she inhabited. And she was about to… use it. With her husband, who was in another woman’s body. While that woman and her husband watched.

A soft knock at the garden gate.

They both flinched. Chloe-Marcus forced Marcus’s legs to move, walking to the gate on wooden limbs. She opened it.

They were there. Jade-in-Chloe and Marcus-in-David. They’d changed. Jade wore a simple, sheer black kimono over her bikini, Chloe’s freckled shoulders peeking through. Marcus wore only low-slung linen trousers and a thin, open shirt, David’s lean torso exposed. They looked like themselves, and yet utterly alien. They carried a woven bag.

“You called,” Marcus-in-David said, a faint smile playing on David’s lips.

Chloe-Marcus stepped back, wordlessly letting them in. They moved onto the deck with a quiet, predatory grace, taking up positions on the long, cushioned sofa. They didn’t sit close, but their energy was a united field.

Jade-in-Chloe set the bag down. “We brought a few things. To help.” She pulled out a small clay burner and a pouch of dark resin. “Frankincense. For focus, for letting go.” Then a bottle of oil. “Coconut and sandalwood. For touch.”

David-Jade hovered near the railing, looking like he might vault over it and swim away. “This is insane,” he muttered, but it lacked conviction. It was a ritual now. The insanity had a procedure.

“Sit,” Marcus-in-David said, not unkindly, gesturing to the open space on the deck before them. “Don’t stand like you’re awaiting execution. Sit with each other.”

Chloe-Marcus looked at David-Jade. After a beat, he pushed off from the railing and walked to the large, plush outdoor rug. He lowered himself slowly, arranging Jade’s sundress around her legs. Chloe-Marcus joined him, sitting cross-legged, facing him, their knees nearly touching. The height difference was absurd; even sitting, Marcus’s frame dwarfed Jade’s.

Jade-in-Chloe lit the frankincense on a charcoal disc in the burner. A sweet, woody smoke curled into the salt breeze. “Close your eyes,” she instructed. “Both of you. Breathe. Not as Chloe and David. Not as Marcus and Jade. Just as the person trapped behind the skin.”

It was a ridiculous instruction. But Chloe-Marcus closed her eyes. In the darkness, the sensory world sharpened. The smell of the smoke. The sound of the waves. The feel of the rug under Marcus’s palms. And opposite her, the faint, floral scent of Jade’s skin—of David’s skin now. His breathing, slightly uneven.

“The ritual recognized a potential,” Marcus-in-David said, calm and directive. “Desire crossing the conventional lines. Husband to wife. Wife to husband. But also the paths none of you admitted existed.” A pause. “You felt it. The curiosity. The spark when you touched the wrong spouse.”

Chloe-Marcus’s mind flashed to the beach, to Marcus-in-David’s hand on her chest. To the illicit thrill.

“Tonight isn’t about cheating,” Jade-in-Chloe continued, her voice softer, closer. “It’s about finishing the truth you already started telling with your hands. Let it have a body. Let it stop haunting you.”

“Open your eyes,” Marcus-in-David said.

They did. The smoke hung between them, a hazy veil. David-Jade’s expression was one of shell-shocked resignation.

“Look at each other,” Jade-in-Chloe urged. “Not at the face. Look at the… the person behind it. You know they’re in there.”

Chloe-Marcus tried. She looked past Jade’s delicate features, the full lips, the long lashes. She looked for David—the quiet intensity in his gaze, the slight crinkle at the corner of his eyes when he was concentrating. She saw it. A ghost in the machine. It was him, and it wasn’t. It was something new. Something other.

“Now,” Marcus-in-David said, “touch. A simple touch. Hand to hand.”

Chloe-Marcus lifted Marcus’s hand, hesitated, then reached out. David-Jade met her halfway. His hand—Jade’s hand—slid into hers. The contrast was startling. Her own small, familiar hand, now large and rough, engulfing the slender, soft one that belonged to his borrowed form. His fingers curled around hers. A current, faint but unmistakable, passed between them. Not just the memory of their marriage, but the novelty of this specific touch. Man to woman. But not.

“Good,” Jade-in-Chloe murmured. She had moved closer, sitting on the edge of the sofa, observing like a clinician. “Now, stand up. Face each other.”

They rose, their hands still linked. Standing, the difference was more pronounced. Chloe-Marcus had to look down. David-Jade had to look up.

“David,” Chloe-Marcus whispered, the name feeling dangerous.

“Chloe,” he breathed back.

“Now,” Marcus-in-David said, rising with the bottle of oil. “The body is evidence. You’re in unfamiliar territory. Learn it.” He poured a small amount of warm oil into Chloe-Marcus’s palm. “Start with his shoulders.”

His shoulders. David-Jade’s—Jade’s—shoulders. Chloe-Marcus’s hand trembled. She lifted her oil-slick hands and placed them on the smooth, bare skin of David-Jade’s shoulders. The contact was electric. The skin was so soft, the bones delicate under her palms. She felt him shiver.

“Close your eyes again,” Jade-in-Chloe instructed David-Jade. “Just feel. Don’t think.”

David-Jade obeyed, his lashes fluttering shut. Chloe-Marcus began to move her hands, sliding them down the slope of his shoulders, over the thin straps of the sundress. The muscles beneath were tense. She rubbed gently, feeling the knots ease under Marcus’s strong fingers. She mapped the topography of this foreign body—the elegant line of the collarbone, the dip at the base of the throat. Her thumbs brushed over it, and David-Jade let out a soft sigh.

It wasn’t David’s sigh. It was higher, lighter. A woman’s sound. Coming from her husband. The cognitive dissonance was dizzying, but beneath it, a strange, heathen pleasure bloomed in her chest. She was making him feel good. In this body. With these hands.

“Now you,” Marcus-in-David said to David-Jade, offering him the oil.

David-Jade opened his eyes, took the bottle, and poured oil into his own—Jade’s—palms. He stared at Chloe-Marcus’s chest, at the linen shirt covering Marcus’s torso, and for several seconds his hands would not move.

“It’s just a body,” Jade-in-Chloe said softly. “A vessel. Touch it.”

David-Jade lifted his hands. He placed them tentatively on Chloe-Marcus’s chest, over the shirt. The touch was feather-light. Then he pressed, feeling the solid muscle beneath. His expression shifted from fear to awe. He splayed his fingers across the broad plane, the hard pectorals, then slid his hands up over the thick column of Marcus’s neck and the stubble-rough jaw. He cupped Chloe-Marcus’s face, his thumbs tracing the arch of Marcus’s cheekbones, the scar through the eyebrow.

Chloe-Marcus held still, letting him learn the shape of her through the mask. His touch was inquisitive, gentle, respectful in a way that made the intimacy worse. She saw the moment curiosity overtook fear. His gaze dropped to her mouth.

“Kiss,” Marcus-in-David commanded, his voice low.

It wasn’t a suggestion. It was the next step in the ritual.

David-Jade leaned in. Chloe-Marcus met him halfway.

The kiss was nothing like any kiss they had ever shared. It was David’s soft, familiar lips, but on Jade’s mouth. It was her own intention, but channeled through Marcus’s. It was clumsy at first, a miscalculation of size and angle. Then it found its rhythm. His lips were unbelievably soft. She tasted champagne and salt and something uniquely Jade—a hint of tropical fruit lip balm. His tongue touched hers, and a shockwave went through her, straight to her core. Marcus’s body responded violently; his cock, already half-hard, thickened to full, urgent erection, straining against his shorts. A groan rumbled in his chest, a sound she felt more than heard.

David-Jade gasped into the kiss, pulling back slightly. His eyes were wide, dark with confusion and a mirrored arousal. “I felt that,” he whispered, awe-struck. “All… through me.”

“There,” Jade-in-Chloe said, her voice a husky note from the shadows. “That’s what it wanted you to notice.”

“More,” Marcus-in-David urged. “Closer.”

Chloe-Marcus, emboldened by the kiss, by the raw reaction of this body, slid her hands down David-Jade’s back. She found the zipper of the sundress. She held his gaze, a question in her eyes.

He nodded, barely more than a tremor.

She drew the zipper down slowly. The dress loosened. She pushed the fabric off his shoulders, letting it pool at his feet. David-Jade stood before her in just a simple lace bra and bikini bottoms. Jade’s body. Curves she had seen on the beach, but now inches away, offered. His—her—skin glowed in the low light, a breathtaking landscape that belonged to a stranger, and yet now housed the man she loved.

David-Jade was trembling, but he didn’t cover himself. He reached for the buttons of Chloe-Marcus’s linen shirt. His fingers fumbled, clumsy. She covered his hands with hers, guiding them. Together, they opened the shirt. She shrugged it off.

Marcus’s torso was all muscle and ink, built for impact rather than elegance. David-Jade’s breath hitched. He traced the heavy black sweep of the tattoo on her bicep. “This is… incredible,” he murmured, more to himself than to her. His hands moved over her chest, her abdomen, the ridges that tightened under his fingers. The touch was no longer hesitant. It had hunger in it now, David’s careful mind surrendering to Jade’s fearless hands.

The clinical distance was evaporating, burned away by the oil, the smoke, and the sheer physicality of the moment. Chloe-Marcus let her hands settle on David-Jade’s hips, pulling him closer. Their bodies aligned—the hard, muscular planes of Marcus’s form against the soft, yielding curves of Jade’s. The contrast was electrifying. She could feel the swell of Jade’s breasts against her chest, the heat of her mound against Marcus’s thigh.

David-Jade’s head fell back as she nuzzled his neck, planting kisses along Jade’s slender throat. He made a sound, a low, desperate moan that was entirely his, yet filtered through Jade’s vocal cords. His hands tangled in her hair—Marcus’s short, coarse hair.

“The oil,” Marcus-in-David reminded them, his voice thick with something that sounded like voyeuristic pleasure.

Right. The map. Chloe-Marcus took more oil, now slicking her hands thoroughly. She looked at David-Jade, at the lace cups of the bra still covering Jade’s breasts. Another silent question.

“Yes,” he breathed.

She reached behind him, finding the clasp. It came undone easily. She peeled the bra away.

Jade’s breasts were full, tipped with dark, taut nipples. They were beautiful. And they were part of David now. A wave of possessive, dizzying desire washed over Chloe-Marcus. She wanted to touch them, to taste them, to claim this part of him that was so utterly foreign. She lowered her head, taking one peak into her mouth.

David-Jade cried out, his hands flying to her head, holding her there. The sensation was blinding, he later told her. Not like anything he’d ever felt—a direct, piercing pleasure that radiated from his nipple through his entire body, centering with a fierce throb between his legs. In Jade’s body, the erogenous zones were different, more diffuse, more intense.

Chloe-Marcus lavished attention on one breast, then the other, using Marcus’s tongue, his lips, his gentle bites. David-Jade was panting, his hips rocking involuntarily against her thigh. The thin fabric of his bikini bottoms was damp.

“Take them off,” Jade-in-Chloe whispered from her perch. It was no longer an instruction; it was an incantation.

Chloe-Marcus hooked her thumbs into the waistband of the bikini bottoms and drew them down. David-Jade stepped out of them, now completely naked. The sight stole her breath. Jade’s body was a masterpiece in the moonlight—the gentle swell of her stomach, the dark triangle of curls at the junction of her thighs. And David was in there, looking out through her eyes, his desire plain and raw.

“Your turn,” David-Jade said, his voice husky. He knelt before her, his hands on the waistband of Marcus’s shorts. He looked up at her, and in that moment, he was neither David nor Jade, but something fiercely present. He pushed the shorts and boxers down in one motion.

Marcus’s cock sprang free, thick and fully erect, curving upwards. David-Jade stared at it, a mix of fascination and trepidation on Jade’s face. He reached out, his touch tentative at first, then firmer, wrapping Jade’s slender fingers around the shaft. He didn’t stroke, just held it, feeling the weight, the heat, the pulse of blood beneath the skin.

“It’s… part of you now,” he said, marveling.

“It is,” Chloe-Marcus gasped, the sensation of his—her—hand there overwhelming.

He began to move his hand, a slow, exploratory slide. The pleasure was immediate, a deep, insistent pull in her groin that was wholly different from anything she’d ever experienced as Chloe. It was more centralized, more demanding. She thrust into his grip, a reflexive action from this body.

“Lie down,” Marcus-in-David said. His voice had changed; it was darker, rougher with his own arousal. He and Jade-in-Chloe were no longer clinical observers. They were rapt, leaning forward, their breaths coming faster.

Chloe-Marcus lowered herself onto the soft rug, on her back. David-Jade followed, straddling her hips, his knees bracketing Marcus’s torso. He looked down at her, at the cock lying hard against her stomach. The position was one of dominance, but his expression was one of wonder.

“I don’t… I don’t know what to do,” he admitted, a flash of David’s vulnerability breaking through.

“You do,” Jade-in-Chloe said softly. “The body knows. Just… feel what you want.”

David-Jade closed his eyes for a second, breathing deep. When he opened them, they were clear, resolved. He shifted forward, positioning himself. The head of Marcus’s cock nudged against Jade’s folds, already slick with her—with his—arousal.

The contact was a live wire. Chloe-Marcus gasped. David-Jade moaned, a high, sweet sound.

“Slowly,” Chloe-Marcus urged, her hands finding his hips, guiding him.

He sank down.

The sensation was world-ending.

For Chloe-Marcus, it was entry and surrender in the same breath. Tight heat took her inch by inch, and Marcus’s body answered with a hard, simple greed she had never felt in her own flesh. Pleasure did not spread so much as drive; it pushed through her hips, up her spine, into her teeth. She cried out, Marcus’s voice a raw, guttural shout.

For David-Jade, it was surrender with teeth. The pressure opened him around her, forcing Jade’s body to teach him its own language: stretch, heat, clench, the sharp bright pull at his clit when he shifted his hips. It was deeper and messier than anything his male body had ever offered. He threw his head back, Jade’s back arching, and cursed in a broken string that sounded shocked out of him.

For a long moment, neither moved, suspended in the shock of the joining.

Then David-Jade began to rock. Tentatively at first, then with more confidence, finding a rhythm. Chloe-Marcus met his movements, her hips lifting off the rug. Her hands gripped his thighs, then slid up to cup his breasts, thumbing the nipples. He cried out again, the stimulation driving him faster.

Nothing existed outside the slick drag of him, the harsh pulls of breath, the sight of David’s soul burning in Jade’s eyes as he rode her—rode Marcus—with abandon. Chloe-Marcus saw her own face watching from the sofa, twisted by Jade’s appetite, eyes dark and hungry. Marcus-in-David’s hand slid into the open fold of his shirt, stroking his own borrowed chest while he watched.

Witnessing changed the act. Their audience made every sound louder, every thrust dirtier, every glance a new hand on the skin. It should have made Chloe-Marcus recoil. Instead it fed the fire, drawing the four of them into one hot, watching, watched thing in the smoke-filled air.

David-Jade’s movements became frantic, desperate. “Chloe, I’m… I’m going to…”

“Come,” she ground out, her own climax coiling tight at the base of Marcus’s spine. “Let go.”

With a shattered cry, David-Jade came, Jade’s body convulsing around her—around Marcus’s cock. The rhythmic grip pulled Chloe-Marcus over with him. She slammed upward and held him there as release tore through Marcus’s body, brutal and bright, pumping out of her in hard pulses that shook the massive frame from hips to shoulders. Her shout had no language in it.

David-Jade collapsed forward onto her chest, sweaty and trembling. Waves hissed below the deck. Chloe-Marcus wrapped her arms around him—around Jade—and held him while their hearts battered against each other, frantic and mismatched, slowly learning the same tempo.

The aftermath was not peace. The ceiling fan turned in slow circles above them. Marcus’s body felt used, scraped clean, every nerve still prickling. The act was done, but nothing in Chloe felt finished.

Slowly, David-Jade pushed himself up. He looked down at her, his expression dazed, shattered—Jade’s lips parted, her dark hair plastered to her temples, David’s characteristic crease of concentration still visible between those borrowed brows. Without a word, he shifted off her, lying beside her on the rug. They stared up at the stars, not touching.

From the sofa, there was a soft clap. A single, slow clap. Jade-in-Chloe was smiling, a strange, satisfied smile. “Beautiful,” she said. “Truly.”

Marcus-in-David stood. He looked pleased in a way that made David’s face seem briefly cruel. “Something moved,” he said. “You felt it.”

Chloe-Marcus tried to feel anything beyond bone-deep exhaustion and the aftershocks still tugging through her spent body. She felt scraped open. Lighter, maybe. Or simply hollowed out enough for new weather to move through.

“What happens now?” David-Jade asked, his voice thin.

“Now,” Jade-in-Chloe said, standing and gathering their things, “you sleep. The integration takes time. In the morning… you’ll know.”

They left as quietly as they came, melting back into the night without another word.

Chloe-Marcus and David-Jade lay on the rug for a long time, staring at the sky. The frankincense had burned out, leaving only the clean night air.

“I don’t feel swapped back,” David-Jade finally whispered.

“No,” Chloe-Marcus said. She still felt the weight of Marcus’s limbs, the ache in muscles she hadn’t used. She turned her head to look at him. Jade’s profile was serene in the moonlight. “Do you… regret it?”

He was silent for so long she thought he wouldn’t answer. “I don’t know,” he said finally. “It was… a revelation. And a violation. Both.” He turned to face her. “I saw you in there. The whole time. It was still you.”

“It was still you, too.” They helped each other up, a tangle of unfamiliar limbs, and stumbled into the villa without bothering with clothes. They fell into the massive bed, not in each other’s arms, but side by side, a foot of cool sheets between them.

Chloe-Marcus lay awake long after David-Jade’s breathing evened into sleep. The ceiling fan spun lazy circles above. They had done what they were told to do. Nothing had changed. They were still trapped.

Or were they?

As sleep finally dragged her under, the last thought she had was not of her own body, or David’s. It was of the look on Jade-in-Chloe’s face as she watched them come. Not just voyeuristic pleasure. Something like… recognition. And the answering hunger in Marcus-in-David’s eyes.

Something had moved. Perhaps it had not settled. Perhaps it had only learned the route.

Outside, the moon dipped toward the horizon. The ritual site on the beach waited, empty and silent. In Villas Seven and Eight, four bodies slept, while the minds within them dreamed in borrowed skin, the lines between self and other now irrevocably, dangerously blurred.


Chapter 5 — Borrowed Desire

Chloe-Marcus woke to sunlight stabbing through the gaps in the bamboo blinds and the blunt insistence of a morning erection. She gasped, her hand—his hand, large and calloused—flying to the unfamiliar hardness tenting the sheet. It was heavy, thick, alive with blood, and for a dizzying second the body made its own argument: touch, now, before thought could interfere.

Then she remembered.

She was Marcus Rossi. Her husband, David, was asleep beside her in Jade’s body. And yesterday, they’d had sex in each other’s bodies while their swapped partners watched.

She froze, her hand still on her—his—cock. The memory came back not as thought but as sensation: the weight of David-Jade’s breasts in her palms, the tight clutch of him around her, the slick drag of friction she’d never experienced from this side of it. The dizzying visual of Jade-Chloe watching from the other bed, Chloe’s own face flushed and hungry, watching back. And underneath it all, the deeper, more terrifying memory: she had loved it. Not just the release, but the power of this body, the sheer physicality of it—the way Marcus’s muscles moved like machinery she’d learned to pilot overnight.

David-Jade stirred beside her, a soft sigh escaping Jade’s lips. Chloe watched as his—her—eyes fluttered open, blinking against the light. For a moment, they were just David, her David, looking at her with sleepy confusion. Then his expression shifted, awareness dawning, and his gaze dropped to where her hand still rested on the sheet.

He flushed, a pretty pink spreading across Jade’s cheekbones. “Morning,” he said, his voice husky with sleep. It was Jade’s voice, but the cadence was all David’s awkwardness.

“Morning,” Chloe said, and the deep, rumbling baritone that came out of Marcus’s throat still shocked her. She pulled her hand away as if burned, sitting up. The movement made the sheet fall away, exposing the full, muscular expanse of Marcus’s chest and the undeniable evidence of his—her—arousal. She grabbed a pillow and placed it strategically in her lap. “Sleep okay?”

“Surprisingly,” David said, pushing himself up on Jade’s slender arms. He was naked too, the sheet pooling around his waist. Chloe stared before she could teach herself not to. Jade’s shoulder curved out of the dark fall of her hair, sun-browned skin goose-pimpling in the cool air. Her nipples were peaked. Chloe remembered the taste of them: salt, sunblock, David’s shocked little gasp.

“We should… get dressed,” David said, following her gaze. He looked down at himself, a flicker of what might have been shame or curiosity crossing his borrowed features. “We have that breakfast meeting with them.”

Them. Jade and Marcus, in their bodies. The thought was a jolt. Chloe swung her legs—long, hairy, powerfully muscled—over the side of the bed. The floor felt solid and far away. “Right. The rules.”

They’d agreed last night, after the stunned, disbelieving silence that followed what they’d done on the villa deck, to maintain appearances. To be each other for the staff, for any other guests. To share meals and activities as two normal, honeymooning couples. And to use that time to try to figure out how to reverse this. The first shared meal was a poolside brunch at ten.

Standing under the rainfall shower was a new lesson in alien anatomy. Chloe let the water sluice over Marcus’s broad back, and tried to be methodical about it—shoulder, chest, arm, flank—but the body refused methodology. The spray hit differently on this thicker skin, each drop a separate percussion. Soap glided over defined pectorals and a flat, ridged abdomen, muscles pulling taut as she twisted to reach her back. And washing that… she handled Marcus’s cock with clinical detachment at first, but the touch sent a bolt of heat straight to somewhere that wasn’t physically there anymore. Her core was a phantom limb. The arousal was absolutely real. She came out of the shower hard again, frustrated and buzzing, shaking water from this man’s short dark hair.

She found clothes that fit Marcus’s frame: a pair of khaki shorts and a loose, navy linen shirt. Dressing felt like putting on a costume. In the bedroom, David was struggling with the clasp on a bikini top. He had Jade’s swimsuit bottoms on, a modest navy blue, but the top was a complicated halter-neck thing.

“Need help?” Chloe asked, her voice too loud in the quiet room.

David jumped, the fabric slipping from his fingers. “Please. My fine motor skills are… compromised.”

Chloe walked over. The scent of Jade’s coconut sunscreen and something uniquely David—his shampoo, his nervousness—filled the space between them. Her large fingers fumbled with the tiny hook and eye. The back of Jade’s neck was vulnerable, dotted with fine hairs. She fastened it, her knuckles brushing the warm, smooth skin of his spine.

“Thanks,” David muttered, not turning around. He cleared his throat. “Do I… do I need to shave her legs?”

Chloe swallowed a laugh. “I don’t think so. Jade seems pretty low-maintenance. But maybe… moisturize? I don’t want you giving her sunburn.”

They navigated the morning like astronauts in a foreign craft. David applied sunscreen to Jade’s limbs with a detached, scientific precision. Chloe caught herself staring at the way his new hands moved, the delicate wrists. A sharp, unwelcome pang of desire cut through her—was it for Jade’s body, or for David inside it? The line was gone, dissolved in last night’s sweat.

The walk to the resort’s main pavilion was a study in forced normalcy. Chloe tried to mimic Marcus’s rolling, athletic gait. David walked beside her, a step too close for strangers, then correcting to a more casual distance. The resort was a paradise of white sand and turquoise water, but today it felt like a gilded cage.

They spotted the other couple first. Chloe’s breath hitched.

There she was. Or rather, there Chloe was. Petite, freckled, wearing Chloe’s favorite yellow sundress. But the woman inhabiting her body stood differently. Jade-Chloe’s posture was looser, her shoulders back, her smile easier as she listened to something the resort host was saying. And beside her, looking stiff and uncomfortable in David’s chino shorts and polo shirt, was Marcus-David. He kept pushing David’s glasses up his nose, a gesture that was pure Marcus, a man used to a different face.

“Showtime,” David-Jade whispered, his voice tight.

The host gestured them over. “Ah! Mr. and Mrs. Rossi! Perfect timing. Your table is ready beside the Chen-Bennetts.”

Jade-Chloe turned, and her eyes—Chloe’s own clear blue eyes—locked onto Marcus-Chloe’s face. A slow, knowing smile spread across her borrowed features. It was Chloe’s smile, but it wasn’t. It was edged with a confidence Chloe rarely felt. “Marcus,” Jade said, using Chloe’s voice with a teasing lilt. “David.” She nodded at David-Jade. “Sleep well?”

“Like a log,” Chloe said, aiming for Marcus’s likely gruff charm. She pulled out a chair for David-Jade, the gesture feeling oddly natural in this big body.

Marcus-David just grunted, sitting down heavily. He stared at the menu as if it were a complex playbook.

Brunch was a surreal pantomime. They made stilted conversation about the weather, the snorkeling, the quality of the coffee. Chloe watched Jade-in-her-body eat a papaya salad with relish, using Chloe’s hands with a graceful efficiency she herself had never possessed. Marcus-in-David’s body devoured a stack of pancakes with single-minded intensity.

“So,” Jade said, sipping her mimosa. “We were thinking of using the couples’ massage credits this afternoon. The spa has a ‘four-hand harmony’ special. What do you think?”

Chloe felt David-Jade stiffen beside her. A massage. Touching. In front of strangers.

“Sounds… intimate,” Chloe said carefully.

“That’s the point, isn’t it?” Jade’s gaze was direct, challenging. “To find out what these bodies know before we waste the whole week pretending not to ask.”

Marcus-David finally looked up from his plate. “Might help with the muscle tension. This frame has knots in places I didn’t know could knot.”

David-Jade spoke softly. “It could be a neutral ground. Professional. Controlled.”

Chloe understood the subtext. A public excuse for private touch. A way to keep going without saying we want to keep going. She met David’s eyes across the table—Jade’s eyes, but David’s worried soul behind them. He gave a small, grim nod.

“Okay,” Chloe said, the word feeling momentous. “Four-hand harmony it is.”

The spa was a serene haven of trickling water and lemongrass scent. They were led to a single, large treatment room with two wide tables set side-by-side. The attendants, two women with soothing voices, explained the process: a synchronized massage using warm coconut oil. They would start on their designated partner, then switch midway.

“Please disrobe to your comfort level and lie face down under the sheets. We’ll return in a few moments.”

The door shut, leaving the four of them in a tense silence. The air hummed with the unspoken.

Jade-Chloe was the first to move. Without hesitation, she reached behind her back, unzipped the yellow sundress, and let it pool at her feet. She stood there in just a pair of simple cotton panties, Chloe’s pale, freckled body on full display. She wasn’t shy. She met Marcus-David’s stare—a stare from David’s face that held Marcus’s fiery intensity. “Well?” she said. “We’re on the clock.”

Marcus-David swallowed, then pulled David’s polo shirt over his head. His movements were less graceful, the lean muscles of David’s torso unfamiliar to him. He fumbled with the shorts, finally stepping out of them. He kept David’s boxer briefs on.

David-Jade followed suit, removing the sundress cover-up to reveal the bikini from the morning. He looked at Chloe-Marcus, a question in his eyes.

Chloe took a deep breath, the air filling Marcus’s capacious lungs. She unbuttoned the linen shirt, shrugged it off. Her—his—chest was a wall of muscle. She toed off her sandals, unbuttoned the khaki shorts, and let them drop. She stood in just Marcus’s black boxers, feeling overwhelmingly male and exposed.

They arranged themselves on the tables. Chloe lay face down on the left table, David on the right. She heard the rustle of sheets as Jade and Marcus settled on the tables beside theirs, but the arrangement put her head-to-head with David, and side-by-side with Jade.

The attendants returned, their footsteps soft on the bamboo floor. Warm oil was drizzled onto Chloe’s back. She flinched at the heat, then melted into the table as strong, skilled hands began working into the muscles of Marcus’s shoulders. A groan escaped her, deep and resonant. Across from her, she heard David gasp as the attendants began on him.

It was supposed to be relaxing. It was supposed to be neutral. But as the hands kneaded and stroked, Chloe’s awareness narrowed to a few devastating points: the feel of the sheets against Marcus’s erect nipples, the press of his cock against the table beneath her, the scent of coconut oil and Jade’s shampoo from the next table, and the sound of David’s soft, stifled moans.

The attendants worked in silence for a long time. Then one spoke. “We will now switch partners. Please remain relaxed.”

The hands left Chloe’s body. A moment later, new hands landed on her. Softer. Smaller. Knowing.

Jade’s hands. On Marcus’s body.

Chloe’s eyes flew open. She was staring at the floor, but her entire universe was the point of contact between Jade-in-Chloe’s fingers and the skin of her lower back. Jade’s touch was different—firmer, more exploratory than the attendants’. She worked the oil into the dimples at the base of Chloe-Marcus’s spine, her thumbs circling with deliberate pressure.

On the next table, Chloe heard Marcus-David suck in a sharp breath. David-Jade must be massaging him now.

Jade’s hands moved lower, sliding down to the top of Marcus’s boxers. Her fingers dipped beneath the elastic, just a fraction, tracing the line of his sacrum. A bolt of pure, electric lust shot through Chloe. She bit her lip to keep from making a sound.

Then Jade leaned down. Chloe could feel the heat of her body, could smell her own shampoo in Chloe’s hair. Jade’s lips brushed the shell of Marcus’s ear, her whisper a hot, private secret in the quiet room. “You’re so tense, Marcus,” she murmured, using Chloe’s voice like a weapon. “All this power, all locked up.” Her hand slid fully under the waistband of his boxers, cupping one muscular buttock. “I can feel you shaking.”

Chloe was shaking. It was an involuntary tremor running through the big body. She was achingly hard, pressed into the firm table. She turned her head slightly, just enough to see David on the next table. His face was turned toward her, his eyes wide behind Jade’s long lashes. He was watching. He saw Jade’s hand under her boxers. His expression was a turmoil of shock, arousal, and a painful, tender confusion.

Jade’s hand retreated, but the ghost of her touch remained. She continued the massage, her movements now openly sensual, lingering along the sides of Marcus’s waist, the outer curves of his pectorals. Every stroke was a claim, a test.

The signal to switch back came too soon. The professional attendants resumed their work, but the spell was broken, replaced by a thick, charged silence. The remaining twenty minutes of the massage were agony—a delicious, torturous agony of unslaked need and fractured boundaries.

When the attendants finally left, telling them to take their time rising, the room felt like it was vibrating.

Chloe lay still, listening to the rapid, shallow breathing from the other tables. The sheet was tented over her ass, a testament to Marcus’s—to her—unabated arousal.

It was Jade who moved first. Chloe heard the soft sound of her feet hitting the floor. A moment later, Jade-Chloe’s face appeared in her limited field of vision, upside down. She had a towel wrapped around Chloe’s small frame, her damp hair clinging to her forehead. Her expression was fierce, hungry.

“Get up,” Jade said, her voice low. Not a request. A command.

Chloe pushed herself up on her elbows. Across the room, David-Jade was sitting up on his table, the sheet clutched to Jade’s chest, his eyes darting between them. Marcus-David was already on his feet, David’s lean body taut with a tension that was all Marcus.

Jade didn’t look at them. She kept her eyes locked on Chloe-Marcus. “Our villa. Ten minutes.” She turned, the towel swirling around Chloe’s legs, and walked out, leaving the door slightly ajar.

The silence she left behind was deafening. Chloe looked at David, seeing the conflict warring on Jade’s lovely face. She looked at Marcus, who stood with David’s arms crossed over David’s chest, his jaw clenched.

An order had been issued. A threshold waited.

Chloe swung her legs off the table, the movement decisive. The cool air hit her damp skin, making her nipples tighten. She stood, tall in Marcus’s body, the evidence of her desire blatant against the thin fabric of his boxers. She didn’t try to hide it.

“David,” she said, and her voice was Marcus’s, but the tone was hers, steady and sure. “We’re going.”

David-Jade stood, the sheet falling away. He didn’t try to cover Jade’s body. He just looked at Chloe-Marcus, his expression a battlefield of trust and terror. “Okay,” he breathed.

Marcus-David let out a short, sharp breath that was half laugh, half groan. “Fuck it.” He grabbed his clothes, not bothering to dress, just clutching them in a bundle. “Lead the way.”

The walk to Villa Eight was a silent, tense procession. Chloe led, Marcus’s long strides eating up the path, her own borrowed body humming with a volatile mix of panic and desire. The midday sun was brutal, bleaching the sand and sea into a postcard of paradise that felt utterly false. She was aware of every shift of muscle, every brush of the linen of her shorts against Marcus’s oversensitive cock. She was aware of David walking behind her, of Marcus’s heavier footsteps bringing up the rear.

Jade was waiting on the villa’s shaded deck, still wrapped in the spa towel. She’d poured four glasses of water from the pitcher the staff kept refreshed. She looked at them as they approached, her face—Chloe’s face—impassive.

“Come inside,” she said, and turned, walking through the open sliding door into the cool, dim living area.

They followed, a ragged line of borrowed skin and scrambled souls. The door hissed shut behind Marcus, cutting off the roar of the ocean.

Jade stood in the center of the room, facing them. She dropped her towel. Chloe’s small, naked body was pale and stark in the filtered light. Freckles Chloe knew intimately dusted her shoulders, her breasts. Chloe watched, breath caught in Marcus’s large lungs, as Jade ran her hands—Chloe’s hands—over the curves of her hips, up her ribs, cupping her own breasts. She pinched a nipple, hard, and a shudder ran through her.

“We’re pretending,” Jade said, her voice flat. “Pretending to be them. Pretending this is normal. Pretending we don’t want to tear each other apart just to feel something real.” Her gaze pinned Chloe-Marcus. “You. In there. You felt it. When I touched you.”

Chloe couldn’t lie. She nodded, a stiff jerk of Marcus’s head.

Jade turned to David-Jade. “And you. You watched. You felt something, too. Don’t tell me you didn’t.”

David’s throat worked in Jade’s slender neck. He looked at the floor, then back up, his borrowed eyes fierce. “Yes.”

Marcus-David spoke, his voice rough with David’s unused vocal cords. “This is a bad idea.”

“Probably,” Jade agreed, a wild smile touching Chloe’s lips. “But it’s the only idea we have left. The ritual didn’t work. We’re stuck. So we find the edges.” She stepped toward Marcus-David, reaching out to lay a hand on his chest—David’s chest. “You’re in pain. I can see it. You’re locked in a cage made of bone and glass.”

Marcus flinched but didn’t pull away. “It’s not my cage.”

“It is now.” Jade’s hand slid lower, over David’s flat stomach, to the waistband of his boxer briefs. “And I’m in hers.” She looked over her shoulder at Chloe-Marcus. “And you’re in his.”

Chloe felt the words land like physical blows. Yes. She was in his. In Marcus. The weight, the power, the relentless, simple hunger of this body was hers to command. And right now, it commanded her.

She took a step forward. Then another. She stopped behind David-Jade, close enough to feel the heat radiating from Jade’s skin. She looked over David’s borrowed shoulder at Jade-in-her-body. “What do you want, Jade?”

Jade’s gaze was a challenge. “I want to feel you. Not him.” She nodded at Marcus-David. “You. Chloe. Inside that.” She reached out and placed her palm flat on Marcus’s chest, right over Chloe’s pounding heart. “I want to know what it’s like to be touched by the mind I watched come apart last night.”

A sharp, bright thrill shot through Chloe. It was permission. It was a dare.

She looked at David, whose face was a mask of stunned arousal. “David?”

He swallowed. “I’m… I’m here. I’m with you.” He didn’t specify which ‘you.’

That was all she needed.

Chloe brought her hands—Marcus’s big, rough hands—up to David-Jade’s shoulders. She turned him gently to face her. Jade’s beautiful, anxious face looked up into Marcus’s. “It’s still me,” Chloe whispered, and bent her head.

The kiss was clumsy at first. The angle was wrong, the height difference disorienting. But then David’s mouth—Jade’s mouth—opened under hers with a soft sigh, and Chloe was lost. She tasted mint and fear and a faint, floral gloss. She kissed him deeply, exploring the softness of Jade’s lips with Marcus’s, her tongue sweeping in. David’s hands came up to clutch at Marcus’s biceps, his fingers digging into the hard muscle. A moan vibrated between them, and Chloe couldn’t tell who it came from.

She was aware of movement beside them. Jade had turned to Marcus-David. Chloe broke the kiss, just enough to see Jade take David’s face in her hands and pull him down into a searing, hungry kiss. Marcus resisted for a split second, then his hands—David’s slender hands—came up to tangle in Chloe’s hair, pulling Jade tighter against him. It was a violent, claiming kiss, nothing like the tentative one she’d just shared with David.

The sight of it—of her own body kissing her husband’s body with such fierce possession—unlocked something feral in Chloe.

She turned her attention back to David-Jade. Her hands slid down his arms, feeling the delicate bones, then around to his back. She found the clasp of the bikini top she’d fastened that morning. This time, her fingers were sure. She unhooked it. The fabric loosened. She pulled it away, letting it fall to the floor.

David stood before her, breathing raggedly, Jade’s small, perfect breasts exposed. The nipples were tight, pebbled. Chloe stared, a wave of dizzying, wrong-side-of-the-mirror lust crashing over her. She wanted to touch them, to taste them, to know what David felt when she did.

She lowered her head again, but this time her mouth went to the curve of his neck, then lower. She took one taut nipple into her mouth, sucking gently. David cried out, a sharp, high sound that was pure Jade. His hands flew to her head, fingers clutching at Marcus’s short-cropped hair.

“Chloe,” he gasped. “God… it’s so… the nerves are different… it’s…”

She understood. The sensation was being filtered through Jade’s body, interpreted by David’s brain. It was new. It was overwhelming. She swirled her tongue, and his knees buckled. She held him up easily, Marcus’s strength a breathtaking tool.

Across the room, the sounds had grown more urgent. Chloe looked over. Jade had pushed Marcus-David onto the wide sofa. She was straddling David’s lap, still kissing him, her hands tearing at his boxers. Marcus’s hands—in David’s body—were on Chloe’s ass, gripping, kneading. He broke the kiss, throwing his head back with a raw groan as Jade ground down against him.

“See?” Jade panted, looking directly at Chloe. Her face was flushed, her eyes dark. “He likes it. He likes being in charge, even in that skin.”

Chloe turned back to David. His eyes were glazed, his lips swollen. She walked him backward until his legs hit the edge of the dining table. “Lie down,” she said, her voice guttural.

He obeyed, scrambling onto the polished teak, sending a water glass crashing to the floor. He didn’t seem to notice. He lay back, Jade’s dark hair fanning out around her head, her chest heaving.

Chloe looked down at him, this man-woman she loved, spread out before her in a stranger’s form. The bikini bottoms were still on. She hooked her thumbs in the sides and pulled, dragging them down Jade’s legs and off. They joined the bikini top on the floor.

David was completely bare. Exposed. Chloe’s gaze traveled hungrily over the familiar-yet-alien landscape: the gentle swell of hips, the dark triangle of curls, the glistening folds of Jade’s pussy. She was already wet, the evidence shining in the dim light.

Chloe’s own need was a throbbing, insistent ache. Marcus’s cock was painfully hard, straining against his boxers. She finally, desperately, pushed them down and stepped out of them. The air on her bare skin was a shock. She saw David’s eyes widen, fixed on the thick, heavy length of Marcus’s erection. A flicker of fear, then a deeper, hotter fascination.

“Touch me,” Chloe commanded, the words leaving her before she could think.

David hesitated for only a second. Then he pushed himself up on his elbows and reached out. His hand—Jade’s small, fine-boned hand—closed around the base of Marcus’s cock. The contact was electric. Chloe gasped, her hips jerking forward. David’s grip was tentative at first, then firmer. He stroked upward, his thumb swiping over the slick head.

“It’s so… hot,” David whispered, awe in his voice. “And the skin is… god, it’s soft.” He was exploring now, his scientist’s mind engaging even through the haze of lust. He traced a vein, weighed the heft of her balls.

Chloe was drowning in sensation. The visual of Jade’s delicate hand on Marcus’s thick cock, the feel of it, the knowledge that it was David touching her, worshipping this alien part of her… it was too much. She covered his hand with her own, guiding his strokes, showing him the rhythm Marcus’s body liked.

From the sofa, a low, continuous moan pulled her attention. Jade was riding Marcus-David’s lap, her movements a smooth, relentless rhythm. Marcus had David’s head thrown back, his eyes squeezed shut, his hands gripping Chloe’s hips. Jade was watching them, her gaze locked on Chloe’s face as she moved.

“He’s close,” Jade called, her voice ragged with triumph. “Your husband’s body is about to come. For me.”

The words were a catalyst. Chloe leaned over David, bracing her hands on the table on either side of his head. She lowered her mouth to his, kissing him with a bruising intensity. “I need to be inside you,” she growled against his lips.

David’s eyes were wild. “Yes. Please.”

The logistics were awkward, comical. Chloe tried to lift him, to position him, but the height of the table was wrong. David finally slid off, turning around, bracing his hands on the table’s edge, presenting himself to her. The position was vulnerable, submissive. Jade’s round, perfect ass, offered to her.

Chloe stepped closer, her cock nudging against wet heat. She used her hand to guide herself, the broad head pressing against David’s—against Jade’s—entrance. She looked down the line of his back, saw the tension in his shoulders, heard his shaky inhale.

“Look at me,” Jade commanded from across the room.

Chloe glanced over. Jade had stopped moving, though she still straddled Marcus. She had one hand braced on his chest, the other pointing directly at Chloe. “Look at me while you do it. I want to see my face when you take him.”

Chloe held that fierce, blue-eyed gaze—her own eyes, burning with a fire she’d never possessed. She pushed forward.

The sensation was catastrophic. Tight, silken heat enveloped the head of Marcus’s cock, then more, then deeper. David cried out, a sharp, broken sound. Chloe sank deeper, inch by incredible inch, until she was fully sheathed inside him. Inside Jade. Her vision whited out for a second, pure sensation obliterating thought. She was huge inside him. She could feel every clenching, fluttering internal pulse.

She began to move. Slow, shallow thrusts at first. David was panting, his forehead pressed to the table. “Oh god… oh fuck, Chloe… it’s…”

“What?” she managed, her voice strangled.

“It’s so full,” he sobbed, pushing back against her. “Don’t stop.”

She didn’t. She found a rhythm, drawing back until only the head remained inside before driving in again. The slap of skin joined the wet sounds of their joining. She kept her eyes on Jade, who watched with rapt, hungry attention, her hand between her own legs, touching Chloe’s clit as Chloe’s body took Marcus’s cock.

Marcus-David was bucking under Jade, his climax clearly near. Jade leaned down, whispering something in his ear, and his whole body went rigid. A raw, guttural shout tore from David’s throat as he came, his back arching, his hands scrabbling on the table.

The sight, the sound, the knowledge that it was Marcus coming inside her own body, pushed Chloe to the edge. Her thrusts became frantic, uneven. David was meeting her every move now, chanting “yes, yes, yes” in Jade’s voice.

“Now, Chloe,” Jade shouted, her own voice cracking. “Come for me. Come in my pussy.”

It was the final permission. The coil snapped. Pleasure detonated at the base of Chloe’s spine and rocketed through every nerve of Marcus’s body. She slammed into David one last, deep time, her hips grinding against his ass as the orgasm tore through her, wave after wave of blinding, convulsive release. She threw her head back, a roar tearing from Marcus’s throat that was part agony, part victory.

She collapsed forward, catching herself on her hands before she crushed David. She was still inside him, pulsing weakly. She could feel his internal muscles still fluttering around her. They stayed like that, gasping, dripping with sweat.

The sound of slow clapping broke the silence.

Chloe pulled out, a shiver running through her at the loss of connection. She turned.

Jade was standing now, looking down at Marcus-David, who lay spent on the sofa. Then she turned her applause toward them, a slow, sardonic smile on Chloe’s face. “Bravo,” she said, her tone unreadable.

David straightened, turning around, his face flushed, his eyes dazed. He looked from Chloe to Jade, then down at himself, as if remembering whose skin he wore.

Marcus sat up on the sofa, running a hand—David’s hand—through his disheveled hair. He looked at Jade, then at the two of them by the table. A sheepishness crossed David’s features that could only have belonged to Marcus. “We’re going to need better rules.”

A bubble of hysterical laughter rose in Chloe’s chest. It escaped as a choked snort. David stared at her, then a giggle burst from Jade’s lips. In seconds, they were all laughing—tense, ragged, disbelieving laughs that echoed in the sun-drenched villa.

When the laughter faded, the reality rushed back in. The sticky evidence on their skin. The tangled clothes on the floor. The four of them, naked and shattered in borrowed bodies.

Jade walked to the table, picked up a glass of water, and drained it. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand—Chloe’s hand. “So,” she said, her voice quieter now, almost thoughtful. “No more pretending this is theoretical.”

David sank onto the floor, his back against the table leg. He looked up at Chloe-Marcus, his expression soft, wondering. “Are you… are you okay?”

Chloe looked down at herself. At Marcus’s big, capable hands. At the spent cock already softening between her legs. At David, looking up at her with Jade’s eyes, filled with love and a new, terrifying curiosity.

“I don’t know,” she answered honestly. Her gaze drifted to the sliding glass door, to the impossible blue of the ocean beyond. “But I’m not sorry.”

From the sofa, Marcus-David let out a long, weary sigh. “The staff will be by for turndown service in a few hours.”

It was a mundane, practical statement. A return to the rules, to the pretense. But nothing would be pretended anymore. The lines were not just blurred; they were gone, washed away in sweat and saltwater and a pleasure so complex it felt like grief.

Jade nodded. She walked over to David-Jade, offering a hand to pull him up. Her touch was gentle now. “Shower,” she said. “Then we talk.”

As they moved, a fragile, exhausted truce settling over them, Chloe’s mind kept circling back to one thing: the look in Jade’s eyes—in her eyes—as she’d watched Chloe come. It hadn’t been just voyeurism, or even just arousal.

It had been recognition. A reflection.

And as Chloe followed the others toward the bathroom, her body humming with a satisfaction deeper than the physical, she knew with sudden clarity that the ritual hadn’t failed. It had begun. Whatever had opened on the beach was no longer trapped in moonlight and folklore. It was here, in their hands, their mouths, their ruined rules.


Chapter 6 — Borrowed Skin

The shower in the villa was a glass hexagon tiled in slate, big enough for four but feeling suddenly, unbearably intimate for two.

Chloe stood under the rain showerhead, the hot water sluicing the sweat and salt from Marcus’s skin. Her skin. She watched the suds slide down the hard planes of his stomach, the dense, dark hair on his chest plastered flat. Her own body, yet not. The sheer physicality of it still stole her breath. The weight of his muscles, the span of his hands, the steady, deep thrum of his heart in a chest broader than any she’d ever known.

Beside her, David—in Jade’s body—stood with his back to the spray, head bowed. Water darkened Jade’s sleek black hair to oil-slick black, beaded on the graceful curve of her shoulder blades. Chloe could see the tension in the set of those shoulders, in the delicate knobs of her spine.

“David,” Chloe said, her voice Marcus’s low baritone in the steamy enclosure.

He didn’t turn. “This is insane.”

“I know.”

“I just watched my wife… I watched you…” He shook his head, Jade’s wet hair whipping. “And I felt… God, Chloe. I felt jealous.”

The admission hung between them, thick as the steam. Chloe reached out, her hand—Marcus’s hand—hesitating before settling on the smooth, wet skin of David’s borrowed back. The contact was electric. David flinched, then leaned into it, a soft groan escaping Jade’s lips.

“Of who?” Chloe asked, though she thought she knew.

“Of him. Of Marcus. Because he got to touch you. And of you. Because you were touching her.” He finally turned, his face—Jade’s beautiful, sharp-featured face—etched with confusion. “I’m in the body of a woman we met three days ago, and I’m jealous of my wife and her husband. Is there a flowchart for this?”

A laugh bubbled out of Chloe, rusty and unexpected. “If there is, I didn’t pack it.”

David smiled then, a tiny, fragile thing on Jade’s mouth. He looked down at Jade’s hands, turning them over as if seeing them for the first time. “Her fingers are so long. I keep trying to adjust glasses that aren’t there.”

Chloe’s own hand—Marcus’s hand—moved of its own accord, tracing the line of David’s jaw, the elegant column of his throat. David’s breath hitched. Jade’s dark eyes flickered shut.

“We should talk about the rules,” David whispered, but he was leaning into her touch.

“The rules are fucked,” Chloe murmured, her thumb brushing over his lower lip. “We broke them the second I kissed you on that beach.”

“We broke them before that,” David said, his eyes opening. They were full of a heat Chloe had rarely seen in her husband’s eyes—a raw, unguarded hunger. It was Jade’s native expression, she realized, worn now by David’s soul. “We broke them when we didn’t run screaming from that ritual. When we agreed to live this lie.”

His hand came up, slender fingers with perfect manicured nails—Jade’s hands—curling around Marcus’s thick wrist. Not to pull her away. To hold her there.

“I want to touch you,” David said, the words barely audible over the water. “I want to touch this body. Not because it’s mine, or because it’s hers. But because you’re inside it.”

Chloe’s pulse hammered in Marcus’s veins. “Yes.”

It was all the permission he needed. David stepped closer, the soft, wet curves of Jade’s body pressing against the hard planes of Marcus’s. The contrast was dizzying. He looked up at her—he had to look up, a novel sensation for Chloe—and brought Jade’s mouth to hers.

The kiss was different this time. Less frantic discovery, more deliberate claim. David tasted of mint and the sea, and his hands moved with a new confidence over Marcus’s shoulders, down the slabs of his pectorals, fingertips catching on his nipples. Chloe gasped into his mouth. The shock ran straight to her—his—groin, and Marcus’s cock, spent and soft just minutes before, began to thicken against the firm muscle of Jade’s abdomen.

David broke the kiss, his gaze dropping down between them. He watched, fascinated, as Marcus’s cock grew to full, heavy erection, curving up against his own stomach. “Jesus,” he breathed.

“It’s… responsive,” Chloe managed, her voice tight.

“I can see that.” David’s hand—Jade’s hand—drifted down, fingers trailing through the wet hair on Marcus’s belly, lower, until they wrapped gently around the base of his cock.

Chloe’s knees unlocked. The heat of his grip, the softness of Jade’s skin against the most demanding part of this borrowed anatomy, the sight of that elegant hand wrapped around the thick, veined shaft hit her all at once. She slapped a palm against the wet tile and bowed her head, breathing through her teeth.

“Is this okay?” David asked, his voice husky.

“Don’t you dare stop.”

He didn’t. He began to move his hand, a slow, tentative stroke that quickly grew more confident. His other hand came up to cup Marcus’s balls, rolling them gently in their sac. Chloe groaned, a deep, ragged sound that seemed to vibrate the glass walls.

“I never thought,” David whispered, his eyes fixed on his hand’s movement, “about what it would feel like. To have one of these. To touch one while… while feeling like this.”

“Like what?” Chloe panted.

“Like I’m on fire everywhere else.” He leaned in, pressing his lips to the pulse point in Marcus’s neck. “Tell me what feels good.”

“Everything. Faster. A little tighter at the head.”

David obeyed, his grip adjusting, his thumb sweeping over the slick tip. Pre-cum beaded and mixed with the shower water. Chloe’s hips began to move, a shallow thrust into his fist. The pleasure was a coiled, building pressure, different from anything she’d experienced in her own body. It was broader, deeper, a gathering storm in the base of his spine.

“I want to taste you,” David said, the words a hot puff against her collarbone.

Before Chloe could process the offer, David was sinking to his knees on the shower floor. The sight of Jade’s face, her dark eyes heavy-lidded with desire, level with Marcus’s erection, was the most surreal, hottest thing Chloe had ever witnessed. David looked up at her, a question in his eyes.

Chloe could only nod, her fingers tangling in his wet hair.

David leaned forward and took the head of Marcus’s cock into his mouth.

The world dissolved into sensation. The wet, searing heat of his mouth, the clever flick of Jade’s tongue against the frenulum, the gentle suction. Chloe cried out, her head thumping back against the tile. Her hands tightened in his hair, not guiding, just holding on.

David moaned around her, the vibration traveling straight up her shaft. He took her deeper, his head bobbing, one hand working the base while the other cupped her balls. It was skilled, enthusiastic, and utterly devastating. Chloe could feel the orgasm building, a tidal wave threatening to crash.

“David… I’m gonna…”

He pulled off with a wet pop, his lips swollen and slick. “Not yet,” he said, his voice wrecked. He stood up, his body sliding against hers again. “I want you inside me.”

The words landed like a physical blow. Chloe stared at him. “You’re sure?”

“I’ve never been less sure of anything in my life,” David said, a wild, giddy light in his eyes. “And I’ve never wanted anything more.”

He turned around, bracing his hands against the tile wall, presenting the perfect, rounded curves of Jade’s ass. Water cascaded over the small of her back, down the cleft. Chloe’s mouth went dry. Her own arousal was a secondary thrum beneath the roaring need in Marcus’s body.

“There’s… lube,” David said, nodding toward a shelf built into the shower. “In the black bottle.”

Chloe fumbled for it, her big hands clumsy with urgency. She squeezed a generous amount onto her fingers, the clear gel cool against her heated skin. She stepped closer, her body caging David against the wall. With her other hand, she smoothed Jade’s wet hair aside and kissed the back of his neck.

“Tell me if you want to stop.”

“Just go slow.”

She pressed a slick finger against his entrance. David jerked, inhaled sharply, then pushed back against the pressure. Chloe worked her finger inside, the tight, clenching heat threatening to drag her over before they had even begun. She moved slowly, carefully, feeling him relax by degrees around her.

“Another,” David gasped, his forehead resting on his forearms.

She added a second finger, scissoring gently, stretching him. David was panting now, small, broken sounds escaping his throat. When she brushed over his prostate, he shouted, his body bowing. “Fuck! There, Chloe, right there.”

The sound of her name on his lips, in this context, broke something open inside her. She withdrew her fingers. “Ready?”

“Yes. God, yes.”

She positioned the broad head of Marcus’s cock at his entrance, her hands gripping his hips. She pushed forward, a slow, inexorable invasion.

The feeling was beyond description. The overwhelming, velvet-soft tightness, the heat, the profound intimacy of the act from this side of it. David cried out, a raw, open-throated sound, as she seated herself fully inside him. They both froze, breathing raggedly, connected in the most fundamental way.

“Okay?” Chloe rasped.

“So full,” David moaned. “Move. Please.”

She drew back until the head nearly slipped free, then pushed in again, setting a slow, deep rhythm. The slap of wet skin echoed in the shower, mingling with their ragged breaths and guttural moans. David pushed back to meet every thrust, his hands scrambling for purchase on the slick tile.

“Harder,” he begged.

Chloe obliged, her thrusts becoming more powerful, more urgent. The angle was perfect. Every stroke dragged the head of Marcus’s cock over David’s prostate, wracking his borrowed body with shudders. Chloe could feel her own climax coiling, a spring wound to its breaking point. The visual was obscene, beautiful: Jade’s gorgeous body taking Marcus’s powerful frame, both of them moving in a desperate, hungry sync.

“I’m close,” David warned, his voice cracking.

“Come for me,” Chloe growled, one hand slipping around to find Jade’s clit, already swollen and hard beneath her fingers.

That was all it took. David screamed, his body convulsing around her, clamping down in rhythmic pulses that milked her cock. The sensation tore Chloe’s own orgasm from her. She drove deep, holding him there as she came, wave after wave of blinding pleasure erupting from her core, spilling into him with a groan that felt ripped from the very root of her being.

They slumped against the wall, spent, the water cooling around them. Chloe stayed inside him, her forehead pressed between his shoulder blades, both of them trembling.

After a long moment, David let out a shaky, incredulous laugh. “I’m revising my entire understanding of plumbing,” he said, his voice muffled against the tile. The sound of it—David’s laugh, Jade’s vocal cords, in an expensive resort shower in the middle of their honeymoon—broke something open in Chloe that felt less like surrender and more like relief.

Chloe laughed too, weak and ragged. She pulled out gently, turning him around to face her. David looked wrecked—Jade’s face flushed, lips bruised from kissing, eyes glazed with satiation and wonder. He wrapped his arms around her neck, pulling her down into a soft, deep kiss that tasted of salt, sweat, and spent nerve endings.

“I love you,” he whispered against her lips. “Even when you’re a six-foot-three rugby player.”

“I love you,” Chloe whispered back, her heart so full it ached. “Even when you’re a gorgeous marine biologist.”

They washed each other with a tenderness that felt new—hands that knew the wrong architecture learning it anyway. Chloe washed the dark curve of Jade’s hair while David tilted his head back like a cat. David soaped the tattoo on Marcus’s forearm with the careful attention of a conservator examining something rare. Afterward, they wrapped themselves in thick, white resort robes and padded back into the main villa, leaving the shower running behind them for an extra minute just to hear the sound of the water.

The living room was empty. The sliding door to the deck stood open, the sheer curtains drifting in the evening breeze.

“Marcus and Jade?” David wondered aloud, tying his robe.

A sound from the master bedroom—a low, rhythmic thumping against a wall, followed by a stifled, feminine cry—answered his question.

Chloe and David looked at each other. A fresh, illicit thrill shot through Chloe, followed by a pang of something else. Possessiveness? Curiosity?

Another cry, this one unmistakably Jade’s voice, but colored with a masculine grunt of effort. Marcus. In her body.

David’s eyes widened. He took a step toward the hallway, then stopped, glancing back at Chloe. The unspoken question hung between them.

From the bedroom, Jade’s voice rose, clear and commanding now. “Right there, yes! God, Marcus, don’t you dare stop!”

Chloe met David’s gaze. Her pulse, which had finally settled, began to hammer again. She reached out and took his hand—Jade’s slender hand—in hers—Marcus’s large one.

“We should…” she started, her voice low.

“We should check on them,” David finished, his eyes dark. “Make sure they’re… following the rules.”

The rhythmic thumping from the master bedroom didn’t stop. It was a steady, solid beat, punctuated by another sharp cry that was definitely Jade, though the tone was lower, rougher—filtered through Chloe’s own vocal cords.

David’s hand tightened in hers. His eyes, Jade’s dark, expressive eyes, were wide with a mixture of shock and a fascination he couldn’t hide. The sounds painted a vivid picture: Marcus, inside Chloe’s petite body, moving with the power and intensity of an athlete. Jade, inside David’s lean form, meeting him with a fierce hunger.

“We should check on them,” David repeated, his voice barely above a whisper. It wasn’t a statement of concern. It was a question, an invitation.

Chloe’s own curiosity was a live wire. Hearing them, knowing they were just down the hall, in their bed, doing what she and David had just done… It felt like trespassing. And it felt inevitable. She nodded, a single sharp movement, and led the way, their bare feet silent on the cool tile floor.

They paused just outside the open doorway. The room was dim, lit only by the last of the sunset bleeding through the sheer curtains. The sight that greeted them stole the air from Chloe’s lungs.

Jade—in David’s body—was on her back on the wide bed, her—his—slender legs wrapped high around Marcus’s waist. Except it wasn’t Marcus’s waist. It was Chloe’s waist, her own petite, freckled body, moving with a strength and abandon Chloe had never possessed. Marcus-in-Chloe was above her, braced on his—her—arms, his face a mask of fierce concentration. Sweat gleamed on Chloe’s forehead, her strawberry-blonde hair plastered to her skin. Every thrust drove a grunt from his throat, a sound that was utterly male emanating from her mouth.

“Harder,” Jade-in-David commanded, her voice a strained version of David’s usual calm baritone. Her hands—David’s hands with their architect’s long fingers—clutched at Chloe’s narrow shoulders. “Don’t hold back. I can take it.”

“You sure?” Marcus-in-Chloe gritted out, pausing, his body trembling with the effort of control.

“I’m in a body that can bench press a small car,” Jade gasped, a wild laugh caught in her throat. “This one feels everything, but it’s sturdy. Now fuck me like you mean it, Rossi.”

The use of his real name seemed to break the last of Marcus’s restraint. He drove forward, a deep, powerful stroke that made the bedframe creak and Jade cry out, her head thrashing back against the pillows. His rhythm became punishing, a steady, piston-like drive that had Jade’s eyes rolling back in her head.

Chloe watched, frozen, from the doorway. She was seeing her own body from the outside, seeing the expressions of ecstasy and strain on her own face, hearing the sounds she made. It was the most profound voyeurism imaginable. And it was unbearably hot. She felt a fresh, insistent stirring in Marcus’s cock, which had softened only minutes ago. It was responding to the visual, to the raw carnality of the scene, to the knowledge that she was the one who had ignited this in Marcus.

David’s breathing beside her was shallow and fast. She glanced at him. He was staring, transfixed, his lips parted. His own arousal was evident even through the plush robe; the fabric tented over Jade’s hips.

On the bed, Marcus’s thrusts grew ragged. “Jade, I’m close,” he warned, his voice tight.

“Don’t you dare come yet,” Jade snarled, her grip tightening. She bucked her hips, taking him deeper. “Not until I say.”

The dominance in her tone, coming from David’s face, sent a fresh jolt through Chloe. She saw David flinch beside her, a flicker of something like recognition—or jealousy—crossing his borrowed features.

Jade’s hand slid down between their bodies. Chloe couldn’t see exactly what she was doing, but from the sharp, hissing intake of breath from Marcus, she was touching herself—touching Chloe’s clit.

“Now,” Jade growled. “Come for me. Come in my pussy.”

The crude, commanding words did it. Marcus shouted, a raw, guttural sound, and his body—Chloe’s body—stiffened, then convulsed in the unmistakable throes of an orgasm. He collapsed onto Jade, burying his face in the curve of her neck.

Their breathing filled the room, rough and animal. Then Jade laughed, low and satisfied. She ran her hands down Marcus’s back—Chloe’s back—in a slow, possessive caress. “Good boy,” she murmured.

Marcus lifted his head. In the dim light, Chloe could see her own face slack with post-coital bliss, her own eyes glazed. It was surreal.

“Fuck, Jade,” Marcus breathed, his voice hoarse. “You wrecked me.”

“I know,” Jade said, smiling. She shifted beneath him, then her gaze—sharp, observant—landed directly on the doorway. “You two planning to lurk all night, or are you going to join us?”

Chloe jumped, a guilty thrill shooting through her. David straightened up, his hand slipping from hers.

Marcus-in-Chloe rolled off Jade-in-David and onto his side, propping his head up on one elbow. He looked amused, not angry. “Took you long enough,” he said, his tone dry. “Shower must have been… thorough.”

Chloe found her voice, Marcus’s deep timbre feeling strange in her throat. “We didn’t want to interrupt.”

“You’re not interrupting,” Jade said, sitting up. She stretched, David’s long arms reaching for the ceiling, his spine cracking softly. The movement was entirely Jade—confident, feline. “You’re observing. Which, given the circumstances, seems fair.” Her eyes, David’s myopic, intelligent eyes, swept over them, noting their robes, their damp hair. “Productive shower?”

David flushed, a pink stain rising on Jade’s cheeks. “You could say that.”

Jade’s smile widened. “Good.” She patted the space on the bed beside her. “Come on. The floor’s drafty.”

Hesitantly, Chloe stepped into the room, David following. The air was thick with the scent of sex—musky, sweet, intimate. She felt like an intruder in her own villa, in her own marital bed. She perched on the edge of the mattress, the vast expanse of Marcus’s frame making the king-sized bed feel suddenly small.

Marcus-in-Chloe watched her, his expression unreadable. “So,” he said finally. “We’ve all… acclimatized.”

It was such an understatement that a hysterical laugh bubbled in Chloe’s chest. She swallowed it down. “Seems that way.”

“The rules are officially ashes,” Jade stated, leaning back against the headboard. She looked utterly at home in David’s body, one knee drawn up, her arm resting on it. “We’ve crossed every line we drew in the sand. So what now?”

Silence descended, heavy and charged. The reality of their situation settled over them like a weight. They were two married couples, swapped into each other’s bodies, who had just spent the afternoon having sex with each other’s spouses. The pretense was gone. The boundary between the two villas, between the two marriages, had dissolved.

“Now,” David said, his voice quiet but firm, “we stop pretending.” He looked at Chloe, his gaze soft. “We wanted to know what it was like. We know.” He looked at Marcus-in-Chloe. “You wanted to see what your wife felt like in bed with someone else. You’ve seen.” Finally, he looked at Jade-in-David. “And you… you wanted an adventure.”

Jade’s smile was sharp. “I got one.”

“So we’re even?” Marcus asked, a hint of challenge in his tone.

“Even?” Chloe echoed. She looked around at the three of them—her husband wearing a stranger’s face, a stranger wearing her face, and the woman whose body she currently inhabited. “We’re a fucking mess.”

“A hot mess,” Jade corrected, and this time the laugh did escape Chloe, a short, surprised bark.

“A hot mess,” Chloe agreed, shaking her head. “But a mess all the same. What happens tomorrow? At breakfast? Do we just… swap back?”

“Do you want to?” Marcus asked, his gaze intent on her. It was bizarre, being studied so intently by her own blue eyes.

Chloe thought of the shower. Of David’s—Jade’s—mouth on Marcus’s cock. Of the feeling of being inside him, of the profound, terrifying intimacy of it. She thought of the look on Jade’s face when she’d watched Chloe come earlier. The recognition.

“No,” she said softly. “Not yet.”

David took her hand again. “I don’t either.”

Jade and Marcus exchanged a look, a silent communication that was pure husband-and-wife, despite the swapped vessels. “We’re not ready to switch back either,” Marcus said for both of them. “There’s more we haven’t touched.”

The sentence hung in the air, ripe with implication.

Jade swung her legs off the bed and stood up. David’s body was lean and graceful in the low light. She walked over to the sliding door and looked out at the darkening ocean, then turned back to face them. “The ritual connected us,” she said, her tone shifting to something more analytical, more like the scientist she was. “It didn’t just swap our minds. It linked our… our nervous systems, our arousal. What one of us feels, the others feel echoes of it. Not full empathy, but… resonance.”

Chloe remembered the jolt she’d felt when Marcus came inside Jade, the phantom pulse of pleasure she’d experienced while watching from the doorway. “You felt it too? During…?”

“When you were in the shower,” Jade said, nodding. “A distant… thrum. Like hearing bass through a wall. And just now, when you two were watching us… I felt a spike of heat. Of exhibitionism.” She looked at David, a sly smile touching his lips. “You liked being watched.”

David looked down, but didn’t deny it.

“So we’re linked,” Marcus summarized, running a hand—Chloe’s small, freckled hand—through his hair. “Psychically. Sexually.”

“For now,” Jade said. “While whatever opened between us is fresh. It might fade. It might get stronger.” She walked back to the bed, stopping in front of Chloe. David’s slender form confronted Marcus’s imposing one, but Jade’s fearless spirit blazed out of his eyes. “You’re in my husband’s body. I’m in yours. We’ve shared our spouses.” She rested David’s hand flat on Marcus’s chest, over his heart. Chloe felt the beat jump under her palm. “The lines are gone. Why draw new ones?”

Chloe’s breath caught. She understood what Jade was suggesting. Not just paired exploration. Not just voyeurism. Something more.

David stood up from the bed, coming to stand beside Jade. He looked from Chloe to Marcus-in-Chloe, his expression a complex tapestry of desire, uncertainty, and dawning acceptance. “You mean all of us. Together.”

Jade didn’t take her eyes off Chloe. “Why not? We’ve all felt the pull. Let’s stop pretending it belongs to only two of us at a time.”

Marcus sat up straighter. Chloe saw the interest flare in her own eyes, saw the way his—her—body tensed with anticipation. He was a former athlete, used to physical challenge, to pushing limits. This was the ultimate game.

Chloe, the planner, felt a surge of panic. This wasn’t on any itinerary. This was chaos. But the panic was smothered by a hotter, darker wave of want. She had felt the connection. She had tasted the forbidden fruit. And she was hungry for more.

“Chloe?” David asked softly, seeking her lead.

She looked at her husband, seeing the woman he wore, seeing the man she’d just made love to. She looked at Marcus, seeing herself, seeing the stranger who held her husband’s soul. She looked at Jade, seeing the bold, curious spirit in her husband’s form.

The pull was here, in this room, gathered in the inches between their bodies. It wasn’t trapped. It was waiting.

“Okay,” Chloe said, the word leaving her lips on a sigh of surrender. “Okay.”

It was as if a taut wire had been cut. The tension shattered, replaced by a crackling, anticipatory charge. Jade’s smile was triumphant. She leaned in and kissed Chloe—a hard, possessive kiss that tasted of David and salt and power. Chloe kissed her back, her hands coming up to cup David’s—Jade’s—face.

From the bed, Marcus watched, his breath quickening. David moved first. He walked over to the bed, to the version of himself that housed Marcus. He knelt on the mattress, his movements tentative at first, then gaining certainty. He leaned down and kissed Marcus-in-Chloe—a soft, searching kiss. Marcus responded immediately, his hands—Chloe’s hands—coming up to tangle in David’s hair.

Chloe broke the kiss with Jade, her head swimming. She watched her husband kiss her own body, watched the careful, passionate exploration. It should have been strange. It was. But it was also beautiful.

Jade took her hand and led her to the bed. They joined the other two, a tangle of limbs and identities on the rumpled sheets. For a moment, it was a mess of confusion—who to touch, how to touch, which body housed which soul. Then Jade took charge.

“Here,” she said, her voice a low command. She guided Chloe down onto her back, then positioned David beside her, on his side facing her. “Marcus, here.” She directed Marcus-in-Chloe to kneel over David’s face, presenting Chloe’s pussy to him. “Taste yourself,” she instructed David, her tone leaving no room for argument.

David, his eyes wide, looked up at the familiar yet foreign sight of his wife’s body from this angle. He hesitated for only a second before leaning forward, his tongue tracing a slow, experimental line through Chloe’s folds.

A sharp gasp tore from Marcus’s throat—Chloe’s throat. He shuddered, his hands bracing on the bed. “Oh, fuck,” he moaned. “That’s… oh God.”

Chloe felt the echo of it, a ghost of pleasure tingling through Marcus’s body. She watched, mesmerized, as David began to eat her out with growing fervor, his hands gripping her—Marcus’s—thighs. Marcus rocked against his mouth, her own soft cries filling the room.

Meanwhile, Jade had positioned herself behind Chloe. Her hands—David’s skilled, gentle hands—ran over Marcus’s torso, teasing his nipples, tracing the lines of his tattoos. She leaned down, her mouth close to Chloe’s ear. “You like watching him pleasure her?” she whispered.

“Yes,” Chloe admitted, the word a ragged breath.

“Good.” Jade’s hand slid down Marcus’s stomach, through the coarse hair, and wrapped around his already-hard cock. She began to stroke him, her grip firm and knowing. “Because I like watching you.”

Chloe’s hips bucked into her fist. The dual sensations were overwhelming—the visual of David worshipping her own body, the physical thrill of Jade’s hand on her cock. She turned her head and captured Jade’s mouth in a desperate kiss, their tongues tangling.

The room filled with gasps, moans, slick sounds, and filthy encouragements. David brought Marcus-in-Chloe to a shuddering, shouting orgasm with his mouth, his own body trembling with sympathetic release. As Marcus collapsed, boneless, to the side, David turned, his face glistening, and crawled up the bed to kiss Chloe deeply, letting her taste herself on his lips.

Jade guided Chloe over David, positioning her so she could lower herself onto his face while Jade, behind her, continued to stroke her cock. David’s tongue was relentless, lapping at Jade’s clit with an expertise that had Jade throwing her head back and swearing in three languages. Chloe, suspended between them, felt like a conduit, pleasure firing from both points of contact, mingling in the center of her being.

When Jade’s orgasm hit, it was a silent, arching thing, her body going rigid, a choked scream trapped in her throat. The intensity of it, the silent vibration of her pleasure, seemed to trigger something in David. He came beneath them, his own climax pulsing through Jade’s body with a series of sharp, breathy cries.

Chloe was teetering on the edge, her whole world reduced to the friction of Jade’s hand, the sight of the three beautiful, ravaged bodies around her, the electric current humming between them all. Jade sensed it. She shifted, her own body still thrumming, and pressed herself against Chloe’s back.

“Look at them,” Jade murmured, her voice raw. “Look at your husband. Look at me. Look at you.”

Chloe looked. At David, spent and beautiful in Jade’s form. At Marcus, watching her with her own eyes, filled with awe and lust. At the tangled, sweaty, glorious mess they had made.

“Now come,” Jade commanded, her hand moving faster. “Come for all of us.”

The orgasm tore through Chloe with the force of a tidal wave. It was not just physical. It was emotional, psychic, a release of every inhibition, every fear, every tightly-held rule. She shouted, a raw, guttural sound from Marcus’s lungs, as her cock pulsed in Jade’s fist, her vision whiting out at the edges.

When she came back to herself, she was collapsed in a heap of limbs, her head on David’s chest, her leg thrown over Marcus’s, Jade’s arm draped possessively across her waist. The room smelled of sex and sweat and salt air. The only sound was their ragged, slowing breaths.

No one spoke. There was nothing to say that hadn’t been communicated with their bodies.

Chloe stared up at the ceiling fan, its blades turning lazily. What Jade had named in ritual language now felt bluntly physical: heat cooling on skin, breath shared in the dark, four bodies arranged around one new center.

David’s hand found hers, their fingers linking. On her other side, Marcus’s hand—her own small, delicate hand—came to rest on her arm.

Jade was the first to break the silence, her voice soft and sated. “That,” she sighed, “was not theoretical.”

A slow laugh started in David’s chest, vibrating against Chloe’s ear. It spread to Marcus, then to Chloe herself, until all four of them were laughing—weak, incredulous, relieved laughter that filled the darkening room.

Outside, the first stars began to prick the velvet Maldivian sky. The turndown service would come soon. The real world, with its schedules and judgments and rules, waited beyond the villa door.

For now, in this tangle of borrowed skin and shared souls, they had the quiet, the warmth, and the impossible connection humming between them.

And the certain, terrifying knowledge that nothing would ever be the same again.


Chapter 7 — The Morning After

The laughter faded, leaving a hollow in its place that was quickly filled by the weight of what they’d done. The turndown service came and went, a discreet knock met with a muffled “We’re fine, thank you!” from David—his voice, but Jade’s higher, softer pitch. They’d lain there in their pile, listening to the staff member’s footsteps retreat across the deck.

Eventually, limbs stiff and sticky, they’d untangled themselves. The movement was clumsy, a series of murmured apologies and accidental touches that sent fresh sparks skittering across skin that had stopped feeling foreign and started feeling merely rearranged. She’d felt Marcus’s—her own—hand brush the small of her back as she’d sat up, and the sensation had been a doubled echo: she’d felt the touch, and known exactly how that touch felt from the giver’s side—the warmth of the skin beneath his palm, the involuntary gentleness in the pressure.

No one made eye contact as they gathered discarded clothes. The four of them, naked and silent in the dim room, were like strangers who’d survived a shipwreck together and weren’t yet sure what to call each other. They were, Chloe thought, a shipwreck of their own making. A beautiful one.

“Well,” David had said, finally, holding Jade’s lacy black panties in his delicate hands as if they were unexploded ordnance. “I suppose we should… reconvene tomorrow. To talk.”

“To talk,” Jade had echoed, her tone unreadable. She’d pulled on David’s boxer briefs, the grey cotton stark against her—his—slender hips.

They’d parted without another word, slipping back through the connecting door to their respective borrowed villas. The click of the latch had sounded like a full stop.

Now, morning light speared through the slatted blinds of the master bedroom in Villa Seven—Chloe and David’s villa, currently occupied by their minds in Marcus’s and Jade’s bodies. Chloe lay on her back, staring at the ceiling. She was in Marcus’s body, a fact that registered differently each morning: not the raw shock of the first day, but a persistent, intimate strangeness, like wearing someone else’s coat and slowly learning its warmth. The sheer mass of him. The low, constant hum of latent strength in the limbs she now commanded. The weight of his cock against her thigh, half-hard from sleep and the residue of last night still in the muscles, still in the sheets. The terminology remained a minefield she’d stopped trying to navigate cleanly.

David—in Jade’s body—was a warm curve beside her. He was awake; she could tell by the controlled stillness of his breathing.

“You’re thinking too loudly,” his voice, Jade’s voice, murmured into the pillow.

“How can you tell?”

“I can feel the tension radiating from you. It’s… different. In this body. Like I’m tuned to a different frequency.” He rolled onto his back, and Chloe turned her head to look at him. Seeing Jade’s beautiful, sharp-featured face wearing David’s expression of pensive concentration was still profoundly unsettling. “Did you sleep?”

“In fits.” She’d been plagued by dreams that were less narrative and more sensory montage: the feeling of Jade’s mouth on hers, but from both sides at once; the crushing weight of Marcus’s body, followed by the dizzying lightness of her own; David’s voice coming from a stranger’s lips.

“Me too.” He pushed a fall of dark hair off his forehead—a gesture so inherently David it made Chloe’s heart ache. “We have to talk about it, Chloe. About last night.”

“I know.” She sat up, the sheet pooling around her waist. The movement was still unnervingly powerful. “But not here. Not in this bed. I can’t… process it while I’m wearing someone else’s skin.”

David nodded, understanding. “Breakfast. Neutral territory.”

They dressed in silence, another awkward ballet. Chloe fumbled with the unfamiliar mechanics of Marcus’s wardrobe, eventually pulling on a pair of his linen shorts and a tight black t-shirt that stretched across the broad plane of his chest. Seeing her reflection in the full-length mirror was a fresh jolt. A giant, tattooed stranger stared back, but the eyes—her eyes, a clear, worried blue—were all wrong in that rugged face.

David emerged from the walk-in closet in one of Jade’s sundresses, a simple turquoise wrap that highlighted the curves he now possessed. He caught her looking.

“It’s the only thing that fit without feeling like a costume,” he said, defensive.

“You look… fine,” Chloe said, which was a lie. He looked beautiful and strange, and it stirred something complicated in her gut.

They found Marcus and Jade already on the deck of Villa Eight, sitting at the wrought-iron table with a pot of coffee between them. The scene was eerily domestic. Jade, in David’s body, was wearing his glasses and one of his polo shirts, the collar popped in a way David never would have allowed. Marcus, in Chloe’s petite form, was dwarfed by one of her own silk robes, the fabric swimming on him. He had his—her—legs crossed, and was tapping a bare foot impatiently.

All four of them froze for a moment, a tableau of mutual surrealism.

“Coffee?” Jade offered, her voice David’s baritone, but her inflection light and playful.

“Please,” David said, and they took the remaining seats.

The silence was thick, broken only by the clink of porcelain and the cry of distant gulls. Chloe watched Marcus—watched herself—pour cream into his coffee. Her own hands, so small and familiar, moving with a masculine, deliberate control. It was hypnotic and horrifying.

Jade broke the stalemate. “So. Last night.”

“Yes,” David said.

“It was…” Chloe began, then floundered.

“Incredible,” Marcus finished for her, his voice her own, but blunt and deep with conviction. He looked at each of them in turn. “Let’s not pretend it wasn’t. Confusing as hell, but incredible.”

Chloe felt a flush creep up her neck—Marcus’s neck. “It was a mistake.”

“Was it?” Jade asked, leaning forward. “Because it didn’t feel like a mistake in the moment. It felt inevitable. Like all of us were waiting for someone else to admit the obvious.”

“The obvious,” David repeated, his tone skeptical. “The same obvious that got us into this mess.”

“Maybe it’s not a mess,” Jade countered. “Maybe it’s an opportunity. Look at us. We’re sitting here, four people, but we’re really… eight. We’re experiencing intimacy from angles no one ever gets. Don’t you think that’s worth exploring?”

“We agreed to pretend,” Chloe said, her voice tight. “To act normal until we could find a way to swap back. Last night was not normal. Last night was the opposite of normal.”

“Define normal,” Marcus said, sipping her coffee. “You mean, you pretending to be me while you ogle my wife’s ass? Me pretending to be you while I have to stop myself from jumping your husband every time he uses a big word? That normal?”

David choked on his coffee.

“We’re not pretending very well, are we?” Jade said, a smile playing on David’s lips.

“This isn’t a joke,” Chloe snapped, the force of it coming from Marcus’s lungs, making the words boom.

The table went quiet again.

“No,” David said softly, placing a hand over Chloe’s—over Marcus’s large, tanned hand. The touch was a shock. “It’s not. But Marcus has a point. The pretending is cracking. And last night… last night happened because the tension was unsustainable. We touched the stove because we had to know if it was hot.”

“And now we know,” Chloe said, pulling her hand back.

“Do we?” Jade’s eyes, behind David’s glasses, were bright with curiosity. “We know what it’s like to kiss someone while you’re in the wrong body. We know what it’s like to feel your own spouse’s hands on you, but coming from a stranger. But we were all… polite about it. Paired off. What about the rest?”

“The rest of what?” David asked, though his tone suggested he knew.

“The four of us. Together. Not as two separate couples trading partners, but as a unit.” Jade’s gaze swept over them. “Last night, after, when we were all tangled up. That was new. That was more. Don’t tell me you didn’t feel it.”

Chloe had. That warm, humming pool of connection. She’d basked in it.

“It’s day four,” David said, running a hand through Jade’s long hair, a self-soothing gesture that looked utterly foreign. “We have three days left before the week is up. Before we’re supposed to… try the ritual again.”

“And what if it works?” Marcus asked. “What if we go back to being just Chloe and David, and Jade and Marcus? Do we just say thanks for the weird week and fly home? Pretend this never happened?”

“Could you?” Jade pressed, looking directly at Chloe.

Chloe thought of David’s face, slack with pleasure as he’d come last night, but it was Jade’s face she saw. She thought of the rough, possessive grip of Marcus’s hands—her hands—on her hips. She thought of the way Jade had kissed her, with David’s mouth, a kiss that had been both familiar and thrillingly new.

“No,” she admitted, the word pulled from her like a confession. “I couldn’t.”

“Then we have three days,” Jade said, a slow smile spreading. “To understand what this is.”

“And what is the goal?” David asked, ever the architect needing a blueprint. “Understanding for its own sake? Or are we building towards something?”

“Maybe both,” Marcus said. He stood up, Chloe’s tiny frame unfolding from the chair. He walked to the deck railing, looking out at the impossible blue of the lagoon. “I spent my whole life in a body that was a weapon. Big, strong, fast. I was taught to use it, to dominate with it. Now…” He held up his—her—small, freckled hands. “Now I’m in this. And it’s not weak. It’s just… different. Powerful in ways I don’t understand yet. Last night, with you,” he turned and looked at David-in-Jade, “I felt… gentle. I’ve never been gentle. I didn’t know I had it in me.”

David looked down at Jade’s hands in his lap, his cheeks coloring.

“And you,” Marcus continued, turning to Chloe-in-him. “You were in my body. You used my strength. Did it feel good?”

The memory was visceral. The sense of control, of raw power channeled into the act of giving pleasure. “Yes,” Chloe whispered.

“So we stop circling the subject,” Jade said, standing now too. She came to stand beside Marcus-at-the-rail, a tall, slender figure next to a petite one. “We have a beach picnic booked for today. A private cove. No staff for hours. We can talk. Or…” She let the word hang.

“Or we don’t talk,” Marcus said, looking at Chloe.

The decision hovered in the salt-tinged air. Chloe looked at David, seeking his logical, grounding counsel. But his face—Jade’s face—was alight with a curiosity she rarely saw in him. He was the one who’d kissed Jade-in-David first. He was already exploring.

“The cove,” Chloe heard herself say. “We should go.”

The picnic was absurdly luxurious, set up by the resort staff before they arrived: a wide cabana with billowing white curtains, a low table laden with fresh fruit, chilled seafood, and a bottle of champagne in a silver bucket of ice. It was nestled in a crescent of pure white sand, walled in by leaning coconut palms and the turquoise shallows of the lagoon. Utterly private.

For a while they let the cove do the work. They cracked lobster tails, ate mango with juice running down their wrists, and made brittle conversation about the food, the weather, the resort. None of it touched the real subject lying in the sand between them: four bodies still remembering what the night had taught them.

Jade, ever the catalyst, finally stood and peeled off David’s polo shirt, revealing his lean torso. “I’m going in,” she announced, and strode into the water, David’s body moving with a loose-limbed grace he’d never possessed.

David—in her body—watched her go, a complicated look on Jade’s features. Then he shrugged off the turquoise dress, standing there in just Jade’s simple black bikini bottoms. Chloe’s breath caught. It was one thing to intellectually know her husband was in that woman’s body. It was another to see that body, so beautiful and so other, and know it was him looking back at her with love and trepidation.

“Coming?” David asked her.

Chloe nodded, stripping off Marcus’s t-shirt and shorts. She followed him into the water, the warm, clear sea embracing her—embracing Marcus’s powerful legs. She swam out to where Jade floated on her back.

David waded in more slowly, getting used to the different balance, the different buoyancy of Jade’s form.

Marcus was the last to join them, Chloe’s small body slicing through the water with efficient, neat strokes. He surfaced near Chloe, treading water easily.

For a few minutes, they just floated, a loose square in the calm sea. The sun was a hot weight on their shoulders. The world was reduced to blue and gold and the sound of their breathing.

Then Jade swam closer to Chloe. “Can I try something?” she asked, her voice low.

Chloe nodded, her heart beginning to hammer against Marcus’s sturdy ribs.

Jade closed the distance, and in the water, their bodies collided softly. Jade’s hands—David’s long-fingered, architect’s hands—came up to cradle Chloe’s face. She kissed her.

It was different from the frantic, confused kiss of the night before. This was slow, deliberate. Chloe felt it from both sides: the soft press of David’s lips, now familiar, and the shocking sensation of being kissed by her own mouth, knowing exactly how her lips felt, how they moved. It was a closed loop of pleasure, dizzying and deep.

A soft sound made Chloe break the kiss. David was watching them, treading water a few feet away, his expression unreadable. But his eyes were dark, his breathing shallow.

Marcus watched too, his gaze intent.

Jade pulled back, a smirk on David’s face. “See?” she said softly. “New angles.”

Then she turned and swam to David. She didn’t ask permission this time. She simply kissed him, her mouth on his—on her own mouth. David-in-Jade stiffened for a second, then melted into it, his hands coming up to tangle in her—in his own—hair.

Chloe watched her husband kiss… himself. Or a version of himself. It was the most surreal thing she had ever witnessed, and yet it was profoundly, unbearably hot. A low throb of desire pulsed through her, centered in Marcus’s cock, which was rapidly hardening in the concealing water.

Marcus moved then, swimming to her side. He didn’t speak. He just looked at her with her own eyes, his gaze asking a silent question. She answered by reaching for him, her large hands finding the delicate curve of his—her—waist under the water. She pulled him closer, their bodies aligning. The contrast was exquisite: her massive strength against his petite fragility. She kissed him, and it was like kissing a ghost of herself, a memory made flesh. She could feel his—her—small breasts pressed against the hard wall of Marcus’s chest. She could feel his—her—arousal, a slick heat against her thigh.

A moan echoed over the water. Chloe broke the kiss to see David and Jade locked in an embrace, Jade’s hands roaming over David’s back, down to the swell of Jade’s own ass. They were lost in each other, a feedback loop of self and other.

“We should…” Chloe panted, her voice rough. “The water…”

“The cabana,” Marcus agreed, his voice husky.

They splashed back to shore, a chaotic, dripping procession. The sun baked the water from their skin as they stumbled up the sand, hands linked, pulling each other along. They collapsed onto the thick, woven rug beneath the cabana, a jumble of limbs and heated glances.

The champagne bottle stood forgotten, sweating in its bucket.

Jade was on David again, her mouth on his neck, her hands pushing down the bikini bottoms he wore. David helped, shimmying out of them, exposing Jade’s body to the dappled light filtering through the cabana roof. He was fully aroused, Jade’s clit swollen and needy, her wetness glistening.

Chloe, kneeling beside Marcus, watched as Jade leaned down and took David—took herself—into her mouth. David cried out, a sharp, surprised sound, his head falling back. He was watching too, watching his own body give pleasure to the woman who owned it.

The voyeurism was electric. They were all watching each other, a spectator sport of swapped souls.

Marcus’s hand on her cheek turned Chloe’s face back to his. “My turn,” he murmured, and he kissed her again, deep and hungry. His small hands were surprisingly strong as they pushed at the waistband of her borrowed swim trunks. She lifted her hips, helping him, until the fabric was gone and Marcus’s thick, hard cock sprang free.

He looked down at it, a strange expression on her face—a mix of awe and possession. Then he wrapped her small hand around it. “Show me,” he breathed against her lips. “Show me what he likes. What you like.”

Guided by his hand, Chloe began to stroke him. It was an out-of-body experience in the most literal sense. She was giving a handjob to her own husband’s body, using the hand of the man whose cock she was stroking. The sensations were a feedback loop: the silken heat of his skin under her palm, the faint tremor in his thighs, the choked sound he made in the back of his throat—her throat.

Nearby, the sounds changed. Jade had shifted, positioning herself over David’s face. She lowered herself onto his mouth, her hands braced on his shoulders. David’s tongue, in Jade’s mouth, was now worshipping Jade’s pussy. Jade threw her head back, a ragged moan tearing from David’s lungs. “Oh, god, yes… right there…”

The sound spurred Chloe on. She leaned down, replacing her hand with her mouth, taking Marcus’s cock—her husband’s cock—deep. The taste, the weight, the feel of it was both intimately known and thrillingly new. She was giving head as a man, with a man’s strength in her jaw, a man’s control.

Marcus cried out, her own voice breaking on the sound. His hands fisted in her short hair—Marcus’s hair. “Chloe… fuck…”

The cabana became the whole world: white curtains snapping in the breeze, wet mouths, slick fingers, the table rattling softly when someone’s heel knocked against it. The barriers were gone, burned off by heat and curiosity. Chloe came up for air, her own need a throbbing, insistent ache. She looked over, panting.

David was on his back now, Jade straddling his hips. She was guiding him—guiding herself—inside her. They both watched, transfixed, as the head of David’s cock, nestled in Jade’s body, pressed into the wet, waiting heat of Jade’s pussy. It was a mirror image, a paradox made flesh. Jade sank down slowly, taking him—taking herself—all the way, until she was seated fully, a look of profound shock and pleasure on David’s face.

“Look at me,” Jade commanded, her voice guttural.

David’s eyes, wide behind his glasses, snapped to hers.

“You feel that?” Jade whispered, beginning to move. “That’s you. That’s me. That’s us.”

Chloe couldn’t watch anymore. The need was too great. She moved, positioning herself over Marcus. She looked down at her own face, flushed with desire, her own blue eyes clouded with lust. She took his hand—her small, delicate hand—and guided it between her legs, to Marcus’s aching cock.

“Touch me,” she pleaded, her voice not her own. “Please.”

Marcus understood. He wrapped her small fingers around his shaft, and together they guided him to her entrance. The broad head of him pressed against her, and Chloe, hovering above, felt the sensation from both sides: the incredible tightness, the slick welcome.

She sank down, taking him into her body.

It was unlike anything she had ever felt. She was being filled by her husband, but she was also doing the filling. She was watching her own face contort in pleasure from a foot above. She was in control and utterly surrendered at once.

A rhythm began, clumsy at first, then finding a syncopated beat. Marcus thrust up into her as she rocked down on him. Across the cabana, Jade was riding David with a fierce, steady pace, her head thrown back. David’s hands were on her hips, his eyes squeezed shut, lost in the sensation of being inside his own… other.

The pleasure built, a wave gathering force from four separate points, crashing towards a single shore. Chloe could feel her own climax coiling tight in Marcus’s body, a tension in his balls, a heat racing up his spine. Below her, Marcus was breathing in ragged gasps, her body trembling.

“I’m close,” Marcus gritted out.

“Me too,” Chloe gasped.

“Don’t stop,” Jade cried, her movements becoming erratic.

David’s answer was a wordless groan.

The world fractured into pure sensation. Chloe felt Marcus’s orgasm erupt, a hot, pulsing flood inside her. The feeling triggered her own, a detonation that ripped through the borrowed muscles and nerves, blinding her. She heard someone scream—was it her voice? His?—as she collapsed forward, onto Marcus’s heaving chest.

Through the haze, she heard a final, shuddering cry from Jade, saw David’s body arch off the rug as he came, his release painting Jade’s stomach.

Silence descended, heavy and complete, broken only by the sigh of the waves and their shattered breathing.

They lay there, two tangled pairs, the cabana curtains still snapping in the breeze overhead, indifferent.

Jade was the first to move, rolling off David to lie on her back in the sand beside him. She let out a low, incredulous laugh, the sound mixing with the distant wash of waves. “Okay,” she breathed. “So that’s…”

“Yeah,” David finished, his voice wrecked. He turned his head to look at the ceiling of the cabana, his chest heaving.

Chloe, still draped over Marcus, felt the rapid thud of his heart—of her heart—against her ear. She should move. She should say something. But her limbs were liquid, her mind blissfully blank, and there was sand in her hair and come on her stomach, and none of it felt like a mistake.

Marcus’s hand came up, stroking her back—his own broad, muscular back. The touch was gentle, reverent in a way that made her throat tighten.

The moment stretched, fragile and new.

Then, from the path through the palms, came the sound of approaching voices. Resort staff. Coming to clear the picnic.

All four of them froze.

“Shit,” Marcus whispered.

They were naked, splayed, covered in each other. There was no time.

“Grab the robes!” Jade hissed, already in motion. She snatched the discarded silk robe Marcus had worn earlier and threw it over herself, her—David’s—lean frame making it look like a bizarrely chic trench coat. David scrambled for her turquoise wrap dress, fumbling it over his head as Chloe lunged for Marcus’s linen shorts. Marcus was faster, pulling on her own small bikini bottoms and yanking Chloe’s silk robe around his shoulders just as the first uniformed staff member, a young woman with a polite smile, appeared from the palm grove.

“Just checking if you require anything else before we clear?” the woman asked, her eyes carefully averted from the obvious disarray.

“No!” all four of them said in unison, their voices a discordant chorus of panic and forced calm.

“We’re perfect, thank you,” Jade added, slipping into a smooth, hostess-like tone that sounded utterly wrong coming from David’s mouth.

The staff member nodded, her smile never wavering. “Very good. We’ll return in one hour.” She retreated back down the path.

The moment she was out of sight, the tension snapped, replaced by a gale of nervous, giddy laughter. They collapsed back onto the rug, a heap of half-clothed, sated bodies.

“Oh my god,” Chloe gasped, clutching Marcus’s shorts to her bare chest. Her pulse battered at her throat. “I need a minute.”

“Close,” David finished, adjusting the dress that was twisted around his torso. He looked down at the mess of release on Jade’s stomach and winced. “We’re a disaster.”

“A beautiful disaster,” Jade corrected, leaning over to swipe a finger through the mess on her own skin. She brought it to her lips, her eyes locked on David’s. His—her—eyes widened. “See?” Jade said, sucking her finger clean. “Still me.”

The act was so brazen, so deliberately provocative, that the air shifted again. The near-discovery had been an adrenaline spike, but this was a different kind of charge—a rekindling of the fire they’d just barely put out.

Marcus cleared his throat, the sound small and high. “We should… clean up. Before they come back.”

Practicalities saved them. They used the champagne, now lukewarm, and the crisp linen napkins to wipe away the worst of the evidence. They dressed in silence, but it was a different silence than the morning’s awkwardness. This was a saturated quiet, heavy with shared experience. Chloe pulled on Marcus’s t-shirt, the cotton smelling of salt, sex, and him. She watched David fasten Jade’s bikini top with a clumsy fumbling that was endearing and strange.

When they were decent, they gathered the remnants of their picnic, a silent agreement passing between them to leave the cove. They walked back along the beach path in a staggered line, the sun beginning its slow descent toward the horizon. Chloe felt raw, every nerve ending exposed. The physical release had been cataclysmic, but it had left a hollow, aching question in its wake.

Back at the villas, they hovered in the space between the two decks. The mood was suspended, uncertain.

“Dinner?” Jade asked, finally. “Our booking at the overwater restaurant is for eight.”

“We should probably… look like we’re on a double date,” David said, pushing his glasses up his nose—a gesture that was now Jade’s. “For the staff.”

It was a flimsy excuse, and they all knew it. But it was a structure, a next step. A way to move forward without having to define what had just happened.

“Okay,” Chloe said. “We’ll meet back here at seven-thirty.”

They separated, retreating behind their respective doors. The click of the latch was less of a full stop this time, more of a semicolon.

Inside Villa Seven, the air felt different. Charged. David went straight to the shower. Chloe listened to the sound of the water, her mind replaying the afternoon in a relentless, vivid loop. The feel of Marcus’s cock inside her. The sight of David coming apart under Jade’s ministrations. The look on her own face as she climaxed.

She wandered out to the deck, needing air. The sight that greeted her made her stomach clench.

On the deck of Villa Eight, Marcus stood at the railing in her body, one of her thin cotton sundresses stirring around his thighs. He stared out at the ocean with her profile and someone else’s hunger. As if he felt her looking, he turned. Ten feet of dark water separated them; it did nothing to break the contact.

He didn’t smile. He didn’t wave. He just looked at her, and she looked back. It was a long, silent communion. She saw the confusion in his eyes—her eyes—and knew it mirrored her own. She saw the lingering heat, too. The memory of his hands on her, of her mouth on him.

After a moment, he gave a single, slow nod. Then he turned and went inside.

The shower had stopped. David emerged a few minutes later, a towel wrapped around Jade’s curvy hips, another turbaned around her dark hair. He looked… softer. The defensive tension he’d carried since the swap seemed to have melted.

“Your turn,” he said, his voice quiet.

Chloe showered mechanically, scrubbing the salt and sweat from Marcus’s skin. She tried not to think, but her body kept offering up sensation-memories: the grip of her own small hand on Marcus’s cock, the crushing pressure of his orgasm inside her. She leaned her forehead against the cool tile, letting the water sluice over her.

When she emerged, wrapped in a towel, David was standing by the closet, contemplating a row of Jade’s dresses.

“What are you thinking?” she asked, her voice echoing in the large, tiled bathroom.

He didn’t turn. “I’m thinking that I just had sex with a woman while I was in her body. And that I watched my wife have sex with a man while she was in his body. And that it was, objectively, the most profoundly bizarre and… electrifying experience of my life.”

Chloe came to stand beside him, the damp from her body seeping into the towel. “And?”

He finally looked at her, his expression stark. “And I don’t know what that makes us. What it makes me.”

“It doesn’t have to make you anything, David. It just… is.”

“Doesn’t it?” He turned fully to face her. “Chloe, I came watching you with him. I came while she was… while I was… God, the pronouns are a nightmare.” He ran a hand through Jade’s hair, a gesture of frustration. “The point is, it felt right. In the moment. And now, in the aftermath, I feel… guilty? No. Not guilty. Terrified. Because it felt right, and I don’t know what that means for us. For our marriage.”

Chloe reached out, taking his hand—Jade’s delicate hand, with fine knuckles and the faint drafting callus on the index finger—in hers, in Marcus’s big calloused grip. “Our marriage isn’t a piece of paper, David. It’s us. It’s the space between us. And right now, that space has… expanded. To include them.”

“Is that okay?” The question was naked, vulnerable.

“I don’t know,” she answered honestly. “But what happened today didn’t feel like it was happening to us. It felt like it was happening for us. Like we were discovering a new room in a house we thought we knew every corner of.”

A slow smile touched David’s lips. “That’s dangerously poetic for my logical wife.”

“I’m not your wife right now,” she said, squeezing his hand. “And you’re not my husband. Maybe that’s the point. Maybe we had to stop being us to find a new way to be together.”

He leaned forward, resting his forehead against hers. It was a familiar gesture of intimacy, but the physical reality was new: her taller frame, his softer features. “I love you,” he whispered. “Whoever you’re in.”

“I love you, too,” she whispered back. “Whoever you’re in.”

They dressed for dinner with a newfound sense of collaboration. David helped Chloe with the buttons on one of Marcus’s dress shirts, a crisp white linen affair. Chloe zipped David into a sleek, emerald-green sheath dress that suited Jade’s body beautifully.

“You look handsome,” David said, adjusting the collar of her shirt.

“You look beautiful,” Chloe replied, tucking a strand of hair behind his ear.

When they met Marcus and Jade on the deck at seven-thirty, the transformation was striking. They had all made an effort. Jade had dressed David’s body in tailored tan trousers and a navy blazer, looking every inch the elegant academic. Marcus had chosen a simple black slip dress for Chloe’s body, the contrast with her fair skin and freckles dramatic and stunning.

For a moment, they just stared at each other, four people wearing each other’s skins, dressed in each other’s clothes, bound by a secret that was both terrifying and thrilling.

“Shall we?” Jade said, offering her arm—David’s arm—to Marcus.

He took it, linking his arm—Chloe’s arm—through hers.

The walk to the overwater restaurant was surreal. The resort was beautiful in the twilight, torches flickering along the pathways, the lagoon a sheet of dark glass reflecting the first stars. They passed other couples, honeymooners lost in each other, oblivious to the quartet of soul-swapped strangers in their midst.

They were seated at a prime table on the deck, the glass floor revealing darting fish below. The wine was poured, menus presented. They ordered, making stilted small talk with the waiter.

When they were alone again, the silence stretched.

Marcus raised his wine glass. “To new… perspectives.”

They clinked glasses, the crystal ringing a clear, bright note.

Over seared tuna and roasted lamb, the conversation began to flow, awkwardly at first, then with gathering ease. They talked about their lives before the resort. David spoke of his architecture projects, the logic of structures and spaces. Jade talked about her marine research, the chaos and beauty of coral ecosystems. Chloe shared stories of wedding-planning disasters, and Marcus regaled them with tales from the rugby pitch, of controlled violence and brotherhood.

It was a getting-to-know-you dinner, but the subtext hummed beneath every word: I have been inside your body. I have felt your pleasure. I know a part of you your own spouse may not.

“Do you miss it?” Chloe asked Marcus as the dessert was cleared. “Your body, I mean.”

Marcus swirled the cognac in his snifter, a gesture that looked so odd on her petite form. “I miss the certainty of it,” he said after a moment. “I knew its limits, its capabilities. This,” he gestured down at himself, “is a mystery. Every move is a calculation. But…” He looked at Jade, then at David, then back at Chloe. “Mysteries can be compelling. I’m learning things. About patience. About… receptiveness.”

“I miss my hands,” David said suddenly, staring at Jade’s elegant fingers curled around her wine glass. “I know how to think with them, to draw. These…” He flexed them. “They’re capable. Strong. But they’re not my tools.”

“You’ll get them back,” Jade said, but it sounded less like a certainty and more like a question.

“Will we?” Chloe asked. The words hung in the air, charged with the day’s events.

No one had an answer.

The walk back to the villas was quieter, the mood shifting from the public performance of dinner back to the private reality of their situation. The moon was high, casting a silver path on the dark water.

At the junction of their decks, they stopped again. The goodnight hung between them, unspoken.

It was Jade who broke the standoff. “I don’t want to say goodnight,” she said, her voice low. “Not like this. Not after today.”

“What do you want?” David asked, his voice equally quiet.

Jade looked at Marcus, then at Chloe. “I want to not be alone. I think… I think we’re past pretending we’re two separate couples for the night.”

Marcus nodded slowly. “She’s right. It’s not between two pairs anymore. It’s between the four of us. It’s in the center.”

Chloe felt the truth of it, a pull towards the others that was as much emotional as it was physical. She looked at David. He met her gaze, and in his eyes—Jade’s dark, expressive eyes—she saw the same reluctant, undeniable acceptance.

“One villa or the other?” David asked, practical to the last.

“Ours,” Marcus said. “The bed is bigger.”

They filed into Villa Eight, the space now familiar yet charged with new intention. The master suite was dominated by a massive four-poster bed. They stood around it like actors unsure of their blocking.

Jade moved first. She walked to David and began to unbutton his blazer. He stood still, allowing it. She slipped it from his shoulders, then turned to Chloe and started on the buttons of Marcus’s linen shirt. Her fingers were deft, her touch impersonal yet intimate. When the shirt was open, she pushed it back, letting it fall to the floor. Then she did the same for Marcus, unzipping the black dress and letting it pool at his—her—feet.

David, watching, began to mimic her. He stepped behind Chloe and untucked the shirt from her shorts, his hands smoothing over the broad planes of Marcus’s back. He undid the button of her shorts, the zipper, and pushed them down. Then he turned to Jade, and with a deep breath, he unzipped the emerald dress, letting it slide from her body.

They were all standing there, in various states of undress, exposed not just physically but psychically. The barriers were gone.

“Now,” Jade said, her voice a husky command. “Together.”

She took David’s hand and led him to the bed. She lay back, pulling him down beside her. They faced each other, and Jade kissed him, a deep, searching kiss. David responded, his hands coming up to frame her face.

Chloe watched, her breath catching. Marcus’s hand found hers, his small fingers threading through her large ones. He tugged her gently toward the other side of the bed.

They climbed on, a mirror image of the other pair. Chloe lay facing Marcus, their bodies aligned. She leaned in and kissed him, a slow, tender exploration. She could taste the cognac on his lips, feel the delicate flutter of his—her—pulse in his throat.

For a while, they simply kissed, two pairs side-by-side on the vast bed, a study in contrasts and reflections. The sound of four sets of breathing filled the room, syncing and diverging.

Then Jade shifted. She broke her kiss with David and rolled onto her back, pulling him with her so he was half on top of her. Her hand reached out, groping blindly, until it found Chloe’s arm. She tugged.

Chloe understood. She turned from Marcus, rolling onto her back beside Jade. David shifted to accommodate her, so now the two women—or the bodies of the two women—lay side-by-side, with David and Marcus hovering over them.

It was a silent, mutual agreement. David bent his head, taking Jade’s nipple into his mouth. Jade gasped, her back arching. At the same time, Marcus lowered his mouth to Chloe’s breast, his tongue laving her—his own—nipple. The sensation was a lightning bolt: she felt the pleasure of his mouth on her, and simultaneously, through the bizarre connection of the swap, she felt the ghostly echo of her own mouth on her own breast.

It was too much. It was not enough.

Chloe turned her head, and Jade turned hers. Their lips met in a searing kiss. Chloe tasted David on Jade’s mouth, and Jade tasted Marcus on Chloe’s. The kiss carried all four of them at once: marriage, trespass, recognition, hunger.

David’s hand slid down Jade’s body, over the curve of her stomach, into the thatch of dark hair between her legs. Jade moaned into Chloe’s mouth, her hips lifting. At the same moment, Marcus’s hand found Chloe’s cock, already hard and leaking. He stroked her, his small hand a perfect, knowing fist.

The bed became a moving knot of hands, mouths, hips, and breath. Chloe lost track of whose knee pressed against her ribs, whose nails scratched her thigh, whose cry broke against whose shoulder. She was touching and being touched, giving and receiving, until the old categories of spouse and stranger stopped being useful.

Jade guided David’s head lower, and he went, his mouth finding her pussy with an eager hunger that was both his and not his. Chloe watched, mesmerized, as David licked and sucked at Jade’s clit, as Jade’s hands fisted in his—in her own—hair.

Marcus, above Chloe, positioned himself. He guided her cock to his entrance, his eyes locked on hers. “Now,” he whispered, and she pushed up into him, into the tight, wet heat of her own body. The feeling was transcendent, a paradox of self and other so profound it brought tears to her eyes.

Jade, watching them, reached for David. “I need you inside me,” she breathed. “Now. I need to feel… both.”

David, his face glistening from her, moved up her body. He positioned himself at her entrance, and as Chloe thrust into Marcus, David pushed into Jade. They moved in a slow, counterpoint rhythm, a four-part harmony of flesh.

Chloe fixed on the impossibility of it: buried inside herself while her husband moved inside the woman whose body he wore. The visual feedback was maddening, erotic beyond reason. David’s pleasure opened across Jade’s face. Marcus’s climax gathered inside Chloe’s own body, fluttering and tight, while she felt the heavy pressure building in Marcus’s balls.

“I can’t…” Marcus gasped, her voice breaking. “Chloe, I’m…”

“Me too,” Chloe groaned, the pressure in Marcus’s balls reaching a critical peak.

Beside them, Jade cried out, a sharp, wordless sound, and David shuddered, his release triggering hers.

The release hit in two directions. Marcus’s orgasm tore through the body beneath her, clenching around her cock, while her own climax fired through Marcus’s frame in hard, hot pulses. She screamed into the pillow, coming and being come into, trapped in a perfect loop that felt less like fantasy than physics.

They collapsed, a tangle of sweaty, trembling limbs. For a long time, the only sound was their ragged breathing and the distant sigh of the ocean.

David was the first to speak, his voice slurred with exhaustion. “Well,” he sighed. “So much for taking it slow.”

A weak chuckle rippled through the group. They untangled slightly, just enough to breathe, but no one moved to leave the bed. Chloe found herself curled against Marcus’s back, her front spooning his small form. David was nestled against Jade, his head on her shoulder.

The moon cast a square of silver light across the rumpled sheets.

“What happens tomorrow?” Chloe whispered into the dark.

Marcus’s hand found hers where it rested on his stomach. “Tomorrow,” he said, his voice thick with sleep, “we figure out the day after.”

It was no answer, but it was enough. The warmth of the bodies around her, the steady breathing, the hum of that strange, shared energy pooling in the center of the bed—it was enough. For the first time since the swap, Chloe felt not fear, but a dizzying, dangerous sense of possibility.

As sleep pulled her under, the last thing she felt was David’s hand, reaching across the tangle of legs to find hers. Their fingers linked, a silent anchor in the strange, wonderful, terrifying new world they had created.


Chapter 8 — Four-Way Mirror

The morning came in through the gauzy curtains of Jade and Marcus’s villa whether they were ready for it or not. Sunlight, sharp as a blade, painted the four of them in stripes of gold and shadow—the mess of tangled sheets, the discarded clothes on the floor, the half-empty water glass on the nightstand. Chloe blinked, her vision swimming into focus. She was still curled around Marcus’s small, warm back, his arm numb beneath her. She could smell them all—salt, sex, the coconut oil from the spa, the faint ghost of frankincense. David’s hand was still linked with hers across the expanse of tangled sheets and other limbs, as if even in sleep he’d reached for an anchor.

Jade stirred first. Chloe felt the shift in the mattress, heard the soft, sleepy groan. It was strange, hearing that sound come from David’s mouth, seeing his familiar angular face slack with sleep on the pillow next to Jade’s. No—next to her face. The face that belonged to Chloe. Her mind snagged on the image before she had even fully woken.

“Oh, fuck,” Jade-in-David’s-body said, her voice a husky rasp that was utterly foreign coming from David’s throat. She pushed herself up on one elbow, her—his—glasses askew. “We really did that.”

“We really did,” Marcus-in-Chloe’s-body murmured, his voice low and rough with morning. He stretched, a sinuous movement that made the sheet slip down to reveal the delicate, freckled curve of a shoulder Chloe knew intimately, yet had never seen from this angle. The sight sent a confusing jolt through her.

David-in-Jade’s-body was the last to wake. He opened his eyes—Jade’s dark, long-lashed eyes—and for a moment, there was pure, unfiltered panic. Then his gaze landed on Chloe, on the body she inhabited, and the panic morphed into a bewildered awe. “Chloe?” he whispered.

“I’m here,” she said, her own voice, Marcus’s deep baritone, feeling like a costume. “We’re all here.”

The silence that followed was thick, charged with the memory of the night before—the desperate, exploratory touches, the shocking intimacy of being both giver and receiver in a loop of four. The scent of sex and salt and sunscreen hung in the air, a permanent record of their transgression.

Marcus sat up fully, the sheet pooling around his—her—waist. He ran a hand through Chloe’s short strawberry-blonde hair, a gesture that looked so natural on her face, but felt so alien coming from him. “Right,” he said, all business, though a faint blush stained his—her—cheeks. “We need rules. New rules.”

“We had rules,” David said, shifting to sit cross-legged. He looked down at Jade’s hands, the delicate fingers splayed on the sheet, and a flicker of something like fascination crossed his borrowed features.

“The ‘no sex with your own spouse’ rule?” Jade snorted, a very un-David-like sound. “Kind of obliterated that one last night. Along with the ‘maintain appearances’ rule. And the ‘sleep in your assigned villa’ rule.”

“We didn’t sleep with our own spouses,” Chloe pointed out, her logical wedding-planner brain fighting to the surface. “Technically. I was in your body, Marcus, touching David-in-Jade’s-body. That’s… that’s different.”

“Semantics,” Marcus said, but he was smiling a little. Chloe watched her own mouth curve in a way she’d never seen before—confident, a little wicked. It was electrifying.

“The point is,” David said, drawing their attention. He took a deep breath, his—her—chest rising. “Last night happened. We can’t un-happen it. And I’m not sure I’d want to.”

The admission hung in the sunlit air. Chloe felt Marcus’s body—her current body—tense, then relax.

“Okay,” Jade said, her voice softer now. “So we acknowledge it. We don’t pretend it was a mistake. It was… an experiment. A really, really good experiment.”

“But we can’t just free-for-all for the rest of the week,” Chloe said. “We have to live together. We have to figure out how to swap back. And the resort staff already think we’re odd. If we’re constantly… entangled… they’ll notice more.”

“So we need structure,” David agreed. “But structure that acknowledges… this.” He gestured vaguely at the bed, at the four of them.

Marcus leaned back on his hands. “Proposal,” he said. “We operate as two couples in public. Chloe and Marcus,” he pointed to himself, then to Chloe-in-his-body. “Jade and David.” He pointed to Jade-in-David’s-body and David-in-Jade’s-body. “That’s the facade. In private… we renegotiate.”

“Renegotiate what, exactly?” Jade asked, a spark of challenge in her eyes.

“Boundaries. Activities. Who touches whom, and when, and how.” Marcus’s gaze swept over them all, and Chloe felt a surge of heat that had nothing to do with the Maldivian sun. There was a dominant edge to him in her body, a taking-charge quality that was new. “We have three days until the next possible reversal ritual. Three days of forced proximity. We can make it awkward, or we can use it.”

David swallowed. Chloe saw the movement in Jade’s slender throat. “Explore,” he repeated.

“We’re already in each other’s skins,” Jade said, her voice thoughtful. She looked at David-in-her-body. “We’ve already crossed the biggest line. What’s left to be afraid of?”

“Plenty,” Chloe whispered. But her fear was now laced with a pulsing, undeniable thread of anticipation.

The new rules were drafted over a room-service breakfast of tropical fruit, pastries, and strong coffee, eaten on the sun-drenched patio in various states of undress. They’d scavenged for clothing—David wore Marcus’s discarded swim trunks, Chloe was in a pair of Jade’s linen shorts and a tank top that strained across Marcus’s broad chest. It was absurd. It was intimate.

The rules were simple: 1. Public facade maintained at all costs outside the villa. 2. Private time is collectively agreed upon. No assumptions. 3. Check-ins after every interaction. Honesty, even if it’s uncomfortable. 4. Tonight, after the guided snorkeling trip, they would reconvene and decide what they wanted with their eyes open.

The promise sat between them all day, bright and unsaid.

The snorkeling trip was a study in surrealism. Chloe, navigating the world from a height of six-foot-three, her vision sharp and unfiltered, felt both powerful and clumsy. She watched “herself”—Marcus-in-her-body—move with a surprising grace in the water, her small form cutting through the turquoise sea with efficient strokes. David, in Jade’s body, was hesitant at first, then gave himself over to the wonder of the coral reefs, his—her—face alight with a joy Chloe recognized but had never seen on that face before. And Jade, in David’s lanky form, was a natural, pointing out fish and coral formations with David’s long finger, her enthusiasm infectious.

The resort guide, a cheerful local named Amin, kept giving their group mildly puzzled looks. “You two are very… synchronized,” he said to Chloe and Marcus, gesturing between Marcus-in-Chloe’s-body and Chloe-in-Marcus’s-body.

“Newlyweds,” Marcus said brightly, slipping an arm around Chloe’s waist. His hand—her small, freckled hand—settled on the hard plane of her stomach, and Chloe felt a jolt that had nothing to do with the cool water.

Back at the villas, the sun began its slow descent, painting the sky in violent streaks of orange and purple. The charged silence from the morning returned, amplified by the day of stolen glances and accidental touches. They showered separately—a rule, for now—and regrouped in the main living area of Jade and Marcus’s villa as dusk settled.

Everyone was clean, dressed in fresh resort wear. The air was thick with the scent of plumeria and nervous tension.

Jade broke the silence. She was standing by the open glass doors to the patio, the ocean breeze ruffling David’s short hair. “So,” she said, turning to face them. “Exploration.”

David, perched on the arm of a sofa, nodded. “Where do we even start?”

Marcus, who had been unusually quiet, stood up from the deep chair where he’d been curled. He walked—with Chloe’s sway, but with his own decisive stride—to the center of the room. “We start by seeing,” he said. “Really seeing.”

“Seeing what?” Chloe asked from her spot on the sofa.

“Each other. In these bodies.” His gaze landed on her. “Chloe. Stand up.”

It was a request, but it felt like a command. A thrill, hot and immediate, shot down Chloe’s spine. She stood, feeling suddenly hyper-aware of the sheer bulk of Marcus’s form around her, the weight of his cock nestled against his thigh, the strength in the tattooed forearms she now controlled.

Marcus walked a slow circle around her. “You’re wearing me,” he said, his voice low. “You feel the power in these shoulders? The reach?” He stopped in front of her. “Touch your own face.”

Chloe blinked. “What?”

“My face. Touch it. With my hands.”

Hesitantly, she raised a hand—his large, calloused hand—and brought it to her—his—cheek. The stubble was rough against his palm. The sensation was doubled: she felt the scratch on her palm, and a ghost of the pressure on his cheek. It was dizzying.

“Now me,” Marcus said. He took her other hand—his hand—and placed it on his own chest. On Chloe’s chest. Through the thin cotton of her sundress, she felt the soft swell of her own breast, the quickening beat of her heart under Marcus’s control. A gasp escaped her, from his lips.

“See?” Marcus murmured, his eyes locked on hers. “It’s not just sex. It’s recognition. Learning what the skin remembers.”

David made a soft sound. He had risen from the sofa arm and was watching, Jade’s dark eyes wide. Jade, in his body, moved to stand beside him, a mirror image of curiosity and heat.

“My turn,” Jade said, her voice husky. She approached David. “You. In my body. Do you know what it can do?”

David shook his head, a faint, helpless motion.

Jade reached out and took David’s hand—her own slender hand—and guided it to David’s—her—hip. “This curve,” she said, speaking more to the body than the room. “I’ve always loved it. The way it fits a hand.” She moved his hand up, over the gentle swell of her stomach, to rest just below her breast. David’s breath caught. “You feel how sensitive the skin is here? Just the brush of a thumb…”

She demonstrated, using David’s finger to stroke a light circle. David-in-Jade’s-body shuddered, and a soft moan escaped him—her. The sound was purely feminine, purely Jade, and it seemed to shock him as much as it turned them all on.

Chloe watched, her own breath coming faster in Marcus’s lungs. The voyeurism was intentional, sanctioned. They were all watching, all learning. The room felt charged, the boundary between spectator and participant dissolving.

Marcus stepped back from Chloe, his gaze burning. “I want to feel what you feel,” he said to her. “When you’re in me. And I want you to feel what I feel in you.”

“How?” The word was a whisper.

“The mirror,” Jade said suddenly, pointing to the full-length bedroom door that was slightly ajar, reflecting a sliver of the room. “But bigger. We have the glass doors to the patio. In the dark, with the interior lights on… they’re like black mirrors.”

The idea took hold. It was insane. It was perfect.

They worked quickly, a silent, efficient team. David drew all the curtains in the bedroom, plunging it into near darkness. Jade switched on every light in the living area—the overhead fixture, the lamps, the sconces by the door—until the room was brilliantly, starkly illuminated. The wall of glass doors to the patio became a perfect, shimmering reflection of the room and everyone in it.

They stood facing the glass, the four of them side-by-side. Their reflections stared back: a tall, muscular man with a tense expression; a petite, freckled woman with a hungry gaze; a slender, bespectacled man whose hands were clenched; a curvy, dark-haired woman biting her lip.

“Now,” Marcus said, his voice a thread of sound in the bright room. “Pair off. But watch. Everyone watches.”

Chloe’s borrowed heart kicked against borrowed ribs. David moved first, turning to face Jade. Jade turned to face Marcus. And Marcus turned to Chloe.

The reflection showed it all: two couples, but utterly wrong. Man facing woman, but the souls mismatched.

Jade-in-David’s-body was the first to move. She reached up and cupped David’s face—her own face—in his hands. “Hello, beautiful,” she whispered, and then she kissed him.

It was David kissing Jade, but it was Jade kissing David. It was a man kissing a woman who was also himself. In the mirror, Chloe saw David-in-Jade’s-body stiffen, then melt, his—her—hands coming up to tangle in David’s short hair.

Marcus didn’t wait. He closed the small distance between himself and Chloe, his movements fluid in her body. He placed her small hands on Chloe’s—his—broad chest. “Touch me,” he breathed against her mouth. “Touch yourself.”

Chloe’s mind split along the line of contact. Her hands, Marcus’s hands, slid down the hard planes of his chest, over the ridges of his abs, to the waistband of his trousers. At the same time, the body she wore answered as if those hands were on her too, a phantom pressure with teeth. She moaned, and the sound was deep, masculine, guttural.

In the mirror, she saw her own reflection—Marcus’s body—arching into the touch of the small, fierce woman she once was. She saw Marcus’s face on her body, her features twisted with a pleasure she’d never seen there before.

Gasps and sighs filled the bright room. David and Jade tangled by the sofa, Jade guiding David’s hand under her shirt, David’s head thrown back in ecstasy. Chloe couldn’t look away from the mirror, from the sight of Marcus using her mouth on his own neck, from the way her borrowed hands fumbled with the button of his trousers.

“Pants,” Marcus gasped against her collarbone. “Off. All of them.”

It was a chaos of shedding clothes, of stumbling, of never breaking contact. Fabric whispered to the floor. The cool air of the air-conditioned villa hit heated skin. And then they were bare, all four of them, exposed in the brilliant light before the dark glass.

The sight was breathtaking. Profane. Beautiful.

Chloe stared at the reflection of Marcus’s naked body—her current body. The powerful thighs, the heavy cock lying thick against his thigh, the dark trail of hair leading up to a defined chest. And facing him, her own petite form, freckled and slight, breasts high and peaked, the strawberry-blonde curls at the junction of her thighs. Her own body, animated by Marcus’s fierce, hungry spirit.

“Lie down,” Jade commanded, her voice rough. She was on her knees before David, who was sprawled on a pile of cushions, her—his—body trembling. “Here, in the middle. Where we can all see.”

No one questioned it. They moved to the center of the room, on the soft rug before the glass doors. David lay back, his—her—body pale against the dark weave. Jade knelt between his legs. Chloe and Marcus mirrored them, sinking down onto the rug face-to-face, their limbs intertwining.

The mirror now showed it all: a bird’s-eye view of a carnal, impossible Venn diagram.

Jade leaned down and took David’s nipple into her mouth—his mouth on her breast. David cried out, a high, sharp sound. At the same time, Marcus kissed Chloe, a deep, consuming kiss, and Chloe felt it in two places—the pressure of her own lips on his, and the ghost-sensation of his lips on hers.

“I want you inside,” Chloe heard herself rasp into Marcus’s mouth. “I want to feel what it’s like for you.”

Marcus’s eyes—her blue eyes—flared. In the mirror, Chloe saw her own small hand reach down, fingers wrapping around the thick length of Marcus’s cock. Her cock. The sensation was overwhelming: the smooth, hot skin under her palm, the weight of it, the pulse of blood. And simultaneously, she felt the echo of that grip, a tight, delicious pressure around her own core.

“Yes,” Marcus hissed. He guided her hand, showing her the rhythm he liked. “Like that. Christ, Chloe, just like that.”

Across from them, Jade was now kissing her way down David’s stomach, her—his—lips trailing over the sensitive skin of her own abdomen. David was writhing, his hands fisted in the rug. “Please,” he begged, and it was Jade’s voice, Jade’s word, but David’s desperation.

Jade looked up, her gaze meeting David’s in the mirror. “You watch,” she told him, her voice thick. “You watch me taste you.”

And she lowered her head.

David’s back arched off the rug, a silent scream on his lips. Chloe watched, transfixed, as Jade-in-David’s-body performed on David-in-Jade’s-body, as David experienced his own body being pleasured by a version of himself. The feedback loop of sensation and sight was devastating.

Marcus shifted then, his movements urgent. He nudged Chloe’s legs apart with his knee—her knee. “Now,” he breathed. “I need to be inside. I need to feel what you feel when I’m there.”

Chloe nodded, beyond words. She was on her back, the rug scratchy against his shoulders. Marcus rose over her, his small form blotting out the light. In the mirror, she saw the image reversed: a giant man being covered by a tiny woman. He positioned himself, the head of his cock—her cock—pressing against her entrance. His entrance.

The penetration was slow, inexorable. Chloe felt the stretch, the unbelievable fullness, the burning pleasure-pain of being entered. At the same time she felt tight wet heat gripping her, the slide of sinking into a body that welcomed and resisted at once. She was fucking and being fucked, caught on both sides of the same thrust.

“Oh, God,” she sobbed, Marcus’s voice breaking.

“I see you,” Marcus moaned above her, her voice trembling. “I see me. I feel you.”

Their rhythm started, a clumsy push-pull that quickly found a devastating symmetry. Each thrust drove him deeper into her, and each clench of her internal muscles around him sent a corresponding pulse of pleasure through her own borrowed nerves. The mirror showed it all: the powerful flex of a man’s back, the small hands clutching muscular shoulders, the joining of their bodies in a way that defied all logic.

The sounds from the other pairing grew louder, more urgent. Jade was riding David now, his body arching up to meet her downward strokes. The slap of skin on skin, the ragged panting, filled the room.

Chloe was hurtling toward the edge, the dual sensations coiling into a single, unbearable tension. Marcus’s pace increased, his breaths coming in short, sharp gasps against her neck. She could feel his climax building, a pressure in his balls, a tightening in his gut. And she could feel her own, a rising wave of pleasure centered in her clit, spreading through her pelvis.

“I’m close,” she warned, her voice a raw scrape.

“Me too,” Marcus gasped. “Don’t look away. Watch.”

Chloe turned her head, her gaze locking on their reflection in the black glass. She saw Marcus’s body driving into hers, saw the sweat-slicked skin, the agonized ecstasy on his—her—face. She saw her own body, surrendered, taking him, welcoming him.

It was the sight that did it. The visual feedback, the utter wrongness and perfection of it, shattered the last of her control. The climax tore through her, through him, a seismic wave that blurred the lines between them completely. She felt his cock pulsing inside her, the hot rush of his release, and at the same exact instant, felt the convulsive clenching of her own pussy around him, the sweet, sharp burst of her orgasm radiating out from her core. His shout and her cry merged into one sound, a raw, guttural noise of completion that seemed to shake the very air.

As the aftershocks trembled through them, through the fourfold connection of bodies and souls, the villa’s landline phone on the kitchenette counter began to ring, its sharp, insistent trill cutting through the heavy silence like a blade.

The ringing was an obscene intrusion. For a long, suspended moment, none of them moved. Chloe lay pinned beneath Marcus, his—her—body still shuddering with the last echoes of orgasm, her mind a white static of sensation and reflection. The phone blared again, a shrill, demanding sound in the humid, sex-heavy air.

Marcus collapsed onto his side with a groan, pulling out of her with a slow, wet slide that sent a final aftershock through them both. The loss of connection was physical, a sudden chill. In the mirror, Chloe saw the grimace on her own face—Marcus’s expression of profound irritation.

“Ignore it,” Jade muttered from the tangle of limbs a few feet away. She was slumped against David’s side, her head on his shoulder, both of them glistening with sweat.

David-in-Jade’s-body made a vague noise of agreement, but his—her—eyes were fixed on the ceiling, wide and dazed.

The phone rang a third time, then a fourth. It was the villa’s landline, the one meant for the concierge or room service. No one ever called it.

“Someone knows we’re in here,” Chloe said, her voice—Marcus’s voice—rough. The practical part of her brain, the wedding planner who anticipated every contingency, clawed its way to the surface through the post-coital haze. “The lights are on. The curtains are open on this side.”

Marcus sat up, wincing as he moved Chloe’s sore, well-used body. He peered toward the kitchenette, her small face set in a scowl. “It could be the front desk. About tomorrow’s excursion.”

“At this hour?” David asked, finally stirring. He shifted, and Jade made a soft sound of protest as he dislodged her.

A fifth ring. A sixth.

“Oh, for fuck’s sake,” Marcus grumbled. He stood up, moving with a feline grace that was utterly foreign on Chloe’s limbs. He stalked, naked and unselfconscious, toward the phone, her freckled backside a pale moon in the bright room. He snatched the receiver. “Hello?”

The rest of them watched, a strange, naked tableau frozen in the aftermath. Chloe pushed herself up on her elbows, feeling the pleasant ache deep in Marcus’s muscles. She saw Jade sit up, running a hand through David’s disheveled hair, her expression shifting from sated to alert.

Marcus listened. Then his shoulders—her shoulders—tensed. “Yes, Amin. Sorry, we were… in the shower.” A pause. His lips, her lips, pressed into a thin line. “Tonight? No, I don’t think that’s… Hold on.” He covered the mouthpiece with a small, delicate hand. His gaze found Chloe, then swept over David and Jade. “It’s the guide. Amin. He says there’s a bioluminescent plankton bloom in the lagoon tonight. A rare one. He’s organizing an impromptu night swim for interested guests. Wants to know if ‘the two couples’ would like to join.”

The word ‘couples’ hung in the air, loaded and absurd.

“We can’t,” David said immediately, his voice still breathy. He gestured vaguely at their naked, entangled state. “Look at us.”

“We have to,” Chloe countered, the planner instinct overriding everything else. “If we say no, it looks suspicious. We’re supposed to be excited honeymooners. A rare natural event? We’d be all over that.”

“She’s right,” Jade said, standing up. David’s long, lean body unfolded, and she stretched, a gesture that was all Jade. “We go. We act normal. It’s the perfect cover. Who’d suspect what we were doing in here if we’re out looking at glowing plankton?”

Marcus uncovered the phone. “We’d love to, Amin. What time?” He listened, nodded. “Thirty minutes. See you at the main dock.” He hung up.

The silence returned, but the heat had been replaced by a frantic, practical energy. “Thirty minutes,” Marcus announced, clapping his hands together. It was such a Chloe gesture, performed with her body, that it startled her. “Shower. Fast. Get dressed. Meet at the path in twenty.”

It was a chaotic, comical scramble. They separated, rushing back to their own villa for quick, cold showers. Chloe stood under the spray in Marcus’s body, washing the evidence of their exploration from his skin, her mind reeling. The phantom sensations lingered—the stretch, the fullness, the shocking mirror-image of pleasure. She soaped his cock, her hand hesitating on the familiar-unfamiliar weight of it. Her cock. For now.

They met on the sandy path between the villas as promised, dressed in resort casual—light shirts, swimsuits underneath, sandals. The night was warm, velvet-dark, the sky dusted with more stars than Chloe had ever seen. The air between them crackled with a new, charged awareness. Every accidental brush of hands, every shared glance, was loaded with the memory of skin and glass.

Amin was waiting at the dock with a handful of other guests, his cheerful smile visible in the lantern light. “Mr. and Mrs. Bennett! Mr. and Mrs. Rossi! So glad you could make it.” He beamed at Chloe and Marcus, then at David and Jade, perfectly aligning with their public facade. The surrealism was breathtaking.

They boarded a small, traditional dhoni boat, its wood polished smooth. The other guests were a middle-aged European couple and a trio of young friends, all chatting excitedly. Chloe and Marcus sat close together on one bench, his hand resting possessively on her knee. David and Jade took the bench across, their shoulders touching. The act felt both easier and infinitely more difficult now.

The boat puttered out into the black water, away from the lights of the resort. The only illumination came from the lanterns on the boat and the impossible sprawl of the Milky Way above.

“Here, the lagoon is very shallow,” Amin explained as they anchored. “Please, step down the ladder. The water is warm. And watch.”

One by one, they slipped into the inky sea. The water was bath-warm, silken against the skin. Chloe descended the ladder, her tall frame displacing more water than she was used to. She paddled a few feet from the boat.

“Now,” Amin called, “move your hands. Stir the water.”

Chloe obeyed, sweeping Marcus’s large hands through the blackness. She felt the water resistance differently in these bigger hands—more drag, more water displaced.

And the sea ignited.

A trail of electric-blue sparks swirled from her fingertips in a long, luminous wake. All around her, other guests gasped and laughed, their movements creating whirlpools and ribbons of cold blue fire. Each gesture left its signature in light.

“Oh my god,” David breathed from nearby. In the ethereal glow, Chloe saw his face—Jade’s face—lit with wonder. He swirled his arms, and Jade’s slender limbs painted neon arabesques in the water.

It was magic. For a few minutes, the sheer, childlike joy of it overwhelmed everything else. They splashed and swam, drawing pictures in light, watching the glowing trails curl around their bodies. Chloe floated on her back, Marcus’s powerful legs easily keeping her afloat, and stared up at the real stars while the false ones danced around her hips.

Then she felt a presence beside her. Marcus, in her body, paddled closer. In the bioluminescent glow, her own features were softened, mysterious. He reached out under the water, his hand finding hers. Their fingers linked, and the movement stirred up a cloud of blue light around their wrists, a glowing bracelet.

“You see?” he said softly, so only she could hear. “Even in the dark, we make light.”

The line should have sounded ridiculous. In the water, with blue fire coiling around their joined wrists, it landed. She squeezed his hand—her hand—and he squeezed back.

Amin called them back to the boat too soon. They climbed the ladder, dripping and shimmering with dying light, their skin dusted with tiny, fading blue specks. The mood on the return trip was subdued, dreamy. The other guests chattered about the wonder, but their foursome was quiet, wrapped in their own shared, luminous secret.

Back at the villas, Amin bid them goodnight. They stood in a loose knot on the path between their doors, the spell of the plankton still upon them.

“So,” Jade said, breaking the silence. Her voice was quiet. “New rules held. Public facade maintained.”

David nodded, shivering slightly in the warm air. “Check-in?” he suggested, looking around at them.

They stood there, damp and glowing faintly, under the stars.

“I feel…” Chloe started, then stopped. She searched for the words. “I feel like my wires are crossed. In a good way. A terrifying way.”

“Sensations are bleeding,” Marcus said, his gaze distant. “When you touched my… when I touched my chest earlier. I felt it here.” He placed a hand over Chloe’s heart, over his own heart in her body.

“It’s the mirror,” Jade said. “It made it… visceral. You’re not just imagining the other person’s feelings. You’re seeing them happen to you.”

“And it was…” David swallowed. “Incredible.”

A shared look passed between them, a current of understanding. The exploration hadn’t just been physical. It had been a seismic shift.

“I don’t want to sleep alone tonight,” Chloe said abruptly. The confession hung in the air, raw and honest.

“None of us do,” Jade replied.

No more discussion was needed. They moved as one unit, not toward one villa or the other, but to the strip of pristine white sand that separated their private beachfronts. Someone—David—fetched a large blanket and a bottle of water from his villa. They spread the blanket on the cool sand, just out of reach of the gentle surf.

They sat in a circle, knees touching. The bioluminescence had faded from their skin, but a new kind of glow seemed to emanate from them, a warmth that had nothing to do with the tropical night.

“The ritual,” David said after a while, his voice thoughtful. “We’ve been so focused on the ‘how’ of reversing it. But what about the ‘why’?”

“Why it happened?” Jade asked.

“Why it chose us,” David clarified. “Two couples. On their honeymoons. Right next door to each other. It can’t be a coincidence.”

Marcus leaned back on his hands, looking up at the stars. “The legend Amin told us. The ‘twin spirits’ on the beach who traded forms to understand each other’s hearts. It wasn’t about punishment. It was about… expansion.”

“Expansion,” Chloe repeated. The word felt significant. “You think it’s trying to make us understand each other?”

“I think,” Marcus said slowly, “it’s trying to make us understand ourselves. Through each other.” He looked at Chloe, her own eyes serious in the starlight. “I never knew my own strength until I was in this small, incredible body. I never knew how much gentleness I was capable of.”

Jade reached over and took David’s hand—her hand. “And I never understood my own… magnetism. My own power to draw someone in, until I saw it working on me. From the outside.”

David looked down at their linked hands. “I never let myself want,” he whispered, the confession torn from him. “Not really. Not beyond the plan. Chloe, our life, our marriage… it was the plan. And it was good. It is good. But wanting something else, wanting… more… it felt like a betrayal.” He looked up, his gaze finding Chloe’s across the circle. “Being in Jade’s body, feeling her desire… it’s not separate from me. It’s in here too. And it’s not a betrayal. It’s just… more.”

Tears pricked at Chloe’s eyes. She felt them in Marcus’s ducts, a foreign sensation. Her husband’s voice, speaking from another woman’s lips, telling a truth he’d never shared. The planner in her, the one who needed blueprints and timelines, quieted. The woman—the person currently wearing a rugby player’s form—listened.

“So what do we do with more?” she asked the group, her voice thick.

Jade smiled, a slow, sure curve of David’s mouth. “We follow it. Like we did tonight.” She looked at Marcus, then at Chloe. “The ritual to swap back requires a ‘genuine connection,’ right? Maybe the connection isn’t just between the original pairs. Maybe it’s between all four.”

The implication settled over them. The plankton might have faded, but the idea shimmered.

Marcus moved first. He lay back on the blanket, pulling Chloe down beside him. She went, settling into the curve of his small body, her back to his front. After a beat, David and Jade mirrored them, David spooning Jade from behind. They were two couples, arranged as the world expected, but the souls inside were a kaleidoscope.

Chloe stared out at the black ocean, feeling the rise and fall of Marcus’s—her—chest against her back. David’s hand found hers again in the sand, his fingers lacing through hers. A bridge between the pairs.

“We have two days until the tide turns,” David murmured into the nape of Jade’s neck. “The seventh day. The next chance to try the reversal.”

“Two days,” Jade echoed, her hand covering David’s where it rested on her stomach.

Marcus’s arm tightened around Chloe’s waist. “Let’s not waste them.”

The silence that followed was comfortable, full. The fear was still there, a low hum in the background. But it was outweighed by something else—a dizzying, dangerous sense of possibility, glowing brighter than any plankton.

Chloe closed her eyes, Marcus’s long lashes brushing his cheek. In the dark, with the waves breathing beside them and three other hearts close enough to feel, she made a decision. She would stop treating the wrong body as a punishment. She would learn what it could tell her, and what she could tell the others through it.

The plan was gone. In its place was only the next touch, the next glance, the next shared breath under a star-smeared sky. It was terrifying.

It was the most alive she had ever felt.

She drifted to sleep there on the sand, anchored by the bodies around her, the salt air on her skin, and Marcus’s hand resting with its familiar weight on her hip—familiar now, in just these few days. The last thing she heard was the soft, even breathing of the others, and the distant, rhythmic crash of waves on the reef—steady and patient as a heartbeat in a world that had stopped being strange.


Chapter 9 — The Mirror Suite

Chloe woke to the sea breathing against the sand and the solid warmth of Marcus’s—no, her—body curled around her. Dawn pressed gold through her eyelashes. She was still on the beach, pinned in a loose cradle of four entwined limbs and two damp towels. The plankton had faded. What remained was pale light, white sand, and the bodily fact of what they had become overnight.

She was the first awake. David’s face, in repose on Jade’s borrowed chest, looked younger, the lines of perpetual architectural concern smoothed away. Jade—in David’s slender form—had one arm flung back over her head, her mouth slightly open. And Marcus… Rossi. In her petite body, he looked oddly peaceful, his muscular intensity softened in sleep. His freckled arm was draped possessively over her hip, his hand resting on her bare stomach where her shirt had ridden up.

Her stomach. Which was flat, hard with muscle, dusted with dark hair. The disorientation was less a jolt now and more a deep, resonant hum. She was Marcus Rossi. She flexed a hand, watching the tendons move under the skin of a stranger’s forearm, the black tribal ink that curled around his wrist. The power in this body still astonished her. So did its needs. A low thrum of desire, alien yet familiar, pulsed in her groin. Marcus’s cock, half-hard against the small of her back, was a persistent, foreign weight.

She carefully extracted herself, the sand cool under her palms. The others stirred but didn’t wake. She stood, stretching, and felt the glorious pull of Marcus’s tall, powerful frame. She walked down to the water’s edge, the waves licking her ankles. From here, she could see their villa, and the one next to it—Jade and Marcus’s villa, where she and David had slept the last few nights in the wrong beds.

A plan began to form in her mind, not the old, rigid kind, but a spark of intention. An exploration. Last night had stripped them bare, but it had been in the dark, on neutral ground. She wanted light. She wanted to see.

When she returned, the others were waking. David blinked up at her, his glasses—perched on Jade’s nose—slightly askew. “Morning,” he mumbled, his voice still sleep-rough.

“There’s something I want to do today,” Chloe said. Her voice, Marcus’s deep baritone, sounded decisive.

Jade sat up, running a hand through David’s short hair. “What’s that?”

“The resort has a mirror suite. For… themed photoshoots. I saw it in the brochure.” Chloe took a breath. “I booked it for us. For today.”

Marcus, in her body, pushed up on her elbows. “A mirror suite?”

“Walls of mirrors. Ceiling mirror. Every angle.” Chloe looked at each of them in turn. “I want to see. All of it. Not just feel it in the dark. I want to see what we look like.”

A heavy silence fell, broken only by the cry of a distant gull.

David swallowed. “That’s… intense.”

“Last night was intense,” Jade countered, a slow smile spreading across David’s face. It was Jade’s smile, mischievous and bold, on his features. “I like it. Let’s look.”

Marcus looked at Chloe, his blue eyes—her eyes—wide in her small face. “You’re sure?”

Chloe nodded. “I’m done being afraid of the map. I want to study it.”

David let out a long breath. “Okay. When?”

“Now,” Chloe said. “Before we overthink it.”



The mirror suite was a detached pavilion at the far end of the resort, designed for privacy and, as the concierge had winked, “creative expression.” The walls were indeed floor-to-ceiling mirrors, with one entire ceiling panel also mirrored. A large, low platform bed dominated the center of the room, draped in white linen. The effect was dizzying, an infinite regress of reflections.

They stood just inside the door, a quartet of awkward, mirrored selves stretching into forever.

“Wow,” Jade breathed. She walked forward, watching David’s body move in triplicate, septuplicate, infinity. “It’s like we’re a crowd.”

Chloe closed the door and locked it. The click was final. They were alone in a glass world. Marcus’s heart struck hard against his ribs.

David shoved his hands into the pockets of his shorts, a nervous habit that looked strange on Jade’s curvy hips. “So. Do we just… start?”

“We talk,” Marcus said quietly. He was looking at his own reflection—Chloe’s reflection—with wary fascination. “We set the rules. Again.”

“Rules?” Jade turned, her arms crossed. “I thought we were done with rules.”

“New rules,” Marcus clarified. “For this room. A safe word. A check-in.”

“Green, yellow, red,” David said instantly. “Like last night.”

“And ‘pause’ if anyone needs a breath, no questions,” Chloe added, feeling the authority of Marcus’s voice. “We go slow. We watch.”

“Consent at every step,” Marcus said, his gaze finding Chloe’s in the mirror. “Even if it kills the mood.”

“It won’t kill the mood,” Jade said, her tone softening. She walked over to David and took his hand. “It is the mood.”

The tension in the room shifted, thickening from anxiety to anticipation. The infinite versions of them watched, waiting.

Jade was the first to move. She stepped in front of David—her husband’s body inhabited by her new lover’s consciousness. She reached up and took his face in her hands. “May I?”

David nodded, a jerky motion. “Yes.”

She kissed him. It was gentle at first, a meeting of familiar-yet-unfamiliar lips. Chloe watched from three angles: the direct view, the reflection to her left, the reflection behind them. She saw David’s hands—Jade’s delicate hands—come up to cup Jade’s—David’s—jaw. She saw the muscles in David’s borrowed back tense and then relax.

The kiss deepened. Jade’s tongue swept into David’s mouth, and he made a sound, a low moan that was entirely David’s, vibrating in Jade’s throat. The voyeuristic thrill was electric. Chloe’s breath caught.

Marcus moved behind her, his small, warm body pressing against her back. His hands slid around her waist, settling on her stomach. “Watch,” he murmured into her ear, her own voice a whisper against Marcus’s skin.

She was watching. She saw Jade’s hands slide down David’s chest, over the soft cotton of his shirt, to the waistband of his trousers. Jade’s fingers worked the button, the zipper. David broke the kiss, his chest heaving. “Jade…”

“Green?” she asked, her voice husky.

“Green,” he gasped.

Jade pushed the trousers and boxers down in one motion. David’s cock, hard and flushed, sprang free. In the mirrors, a dozen images of it appeared. David looked down at himself, a strange expression crossing Jade’s features—a mix of awe and hunger.

“My God,” David whispered. “I’ve never… seen it from this angle.”

Jade wrapped her hand around him, her slender fingers looking pale against his erection. “It’s beautiful,” she said, and it wasn’t vanity. It was reverence. She began to stroke him, her thumb swiping over the head.

David’s head fell back, a shudder running through him. “Oh, fuck. That’s… oh.”

Chloe was transfixed. The sight of David—her David—being pleasured by Jade while David inhabited Jade’s body tangled her thoughts and fired her blood. Marcus’s hands on her stomach grew bolder, slipping under her shirt to splay over the hard planes of his own abdomen.

“Your turn,” Marcus whispered. “Explore.”

Chloe turned in his arms. Looking down at her own face, flushed and eager, was still the strangest thing. But the desire in those blue eyes was hers. She bent her head—she had to bend so far—and kissed him. Her own lips were softer than she remembered. He tasted of mint and sea air.

Her hands came up to frame his face, his strong, stubbled jaw fitting into Marcus’s large palms. She kissed him deeply, claiming her own mouth with a ferocity that surprised her. Marcus responded instantly, his small hands gripping her biceps, holding on as she dominated the kiss.

When she pulled back, they were both breathing hard. “I want to see you,” Chloe said. “All of you.”

Marcus nodded. With deliberate slowness, he pulled her shirt over his head. Her petite, freckled torso was revealed, her small breasts, the gentle curve of her waist. In the mirrors, her body was everywhere. Chloe’s breath hitched. She looked… fragile. And powerful. A vessel of intense will.

She dropped to her knees before him, the sand from last night still gritting faintly under Marcus’s knees. She looked up at her own face looking down, eyes dark with need. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of his shorts and drew them down, along with her own lace panties.

Her pussy was exposed. A thatch of strawberry-blonde curls, glistening already. The sight sent a jolt through Chloe, a dual sensation of being the observer and the observed. This was her body, aroused, being presented to her by the man living inside it.

“Touch,” Marcus commanded softly, his voice her voice.

Chloe reached out a hand—Marcus’s large, tattooed hand—and let her fingers brush through the curls. The touch echoed dully in her own borrowed nerves, but the visual was everything. She saw her own body jump at the contact, saw her own lips part on a gasp. She traced the outer lips, then dipped a single finger into the wet heat.

A choked sound escaped Marcus’s throat. “More.”

She added a second finger, sliding them inside her own body. The sensation was distant, muffled, like hearing sex through a wall. But the mirrors showed her everything: the flutter of her own eyelids, the arch of her back, the way her own hand moved, fucking her with Marcus’s practiced ease. It was the most erotic, dissociative thing she had ever experienced.

“I’m going to come,” Marcus gasped, his hands fisting in her—his—hair. “Just from this. Just from watching you do that to me.”

Chloe crooked her fingers, finding a rhythm, her thumb circling her own clit. She watched her face contort in pleasure in a hundred mirrors. David and Jade had stopped their own exploration and were watching, too, their hands still on each other, frozen.

Marcus cried out, a high, sharp sound that was utterly her own, and his—her—body convulsed. Chloe watched her own orgasm ripple through her slender form, watched her own knees buckle. She caught her as she fell forward, holding her own shuddering body against Marcus’s broad chest.

“Fuck,” David breathed from across the room. He was still hard in Jade’s hand, pre-come beading at his tip. “I felt that from here.”

“Incredible,” Jade finished, her gaze locked on them. She released David and walked over, kneeling beside Chloe. She looked at Chloe-in-Marcus, then at Marcus-in-Chloe, who was panting and boneless in her arms. “Your turn.”

Chloe looked up, meeting Jade’s eyes in the mirror. Jade’s fierce, marine biologist’s determination was alive in David’s intelligent face. “How?”

Jade leaned forward and kissed Chloe, a hard, claiming kiss. Then she pulled back and started undressing Chloe—or rather, undressing Marcus’s body. She pulled the shirt off, revealing the heavily muscled chest, the dark nipples. She unbuckled the belt, shoved the shorts down. Marcus’s cock, fully erect now, sprang free, thick and heavy.

Chloe gasped at the feel of the warm air on it. The sensation was direct, immediate, overwhelming.

“On the bed,” Jade said, standing up and offering a hand.

Chloe let Jade and a now-recovering Marcus help her—him—to the platform bed. She lay back against the white linen, her head spinning. The ceiling mirror showed her a bird’s-eye view: Marcus Rossi’s powerful body splayed out, vulnerable. Her own body, flushed and satisfied, curling beside it. David’s body, led by Jade’s spirit, standing over them both.

Jade climbed onto the bed, straddling Chloe’s hips. She looked down at Marcus’s cock, then up at Chloe’s face. “I’ve wanted this since I first saw these hands,” she said, lifting one of Chloe’s hands and kissing the palm. “Since I felt this strength.” She guided Chloe’s hand to her own breast—David’s chest, soft and unyielding. “Touch me.”

Chloe squeezed, and Jade’s eyes fluttered closed. “Yes.”

David joined them, kneeling by Chloe’s head. He looked down at her, his expression a complex tapestry of love, confusion, and pure lust. “Hi,” he said softly.

“Hi,” Chloe answered.

“Can I…” He gestured vaguely.

“Yes,” she said, knowing what he wanted. “Anything. Green.”

He bent and kissed her, a sweet, familiar kiss that tasted of David, even through Jade’s lips. At the same time, Jade positioned herself and sank down onto Chloe’s cock.

The feeling was catastrophic.

It wasn’t just the physical sensation—the tight, wet, incredible heat enveloping her—though that was earth-shattering enough. It was the visual. From her vantage point, she saw Jade’s face, transported with pleasure, above her. She saw David kissing her with desperate hunger beside them. She saw, in the wall mirror, the joining of their bodies: Marcus’s thick cock buried to the hilt in David’s slender form, Jade’s back arched, her hands braced on Chloe’s—Marcus’s—powerful thighs.

And she saw, in the ceiling mirror, the entire tableau: the four of them, a tangle of limbs and borrowed flesh, a living mosaic of desire and identity.

“Oh, God,” Chloe groaned, the sound tearing from Marcus’s throat. Her hips bucked involuntarily.

Jade cried out, riding her, setting a punishing rhythm. “Look at you,” Jade panted, her gaze fixed on the mirror beside them. “Look at us.”

Chloe looked. She saw the sweat gleaming on Marcus’s skin—her skin. She saw the concentration on David’s face as he kissed her, his hand straying down to fondle her—Marcus’s—balls. She saw her own face, twisted in ecstasy she was causing.

The sensory overload broke over her in pieces: Jade’s tight channel gripping her with every downstroke; the wet crack of skin on skin echoing off glass in a room of identical sounds; David’s face in the mirror, open and wrecked in a way she’d never seen on him before; sex and salt and the warm-wood scent of the suite mixing with their sweat. Pressure coiled at the base of Marcus’s spine until Chloe could barely hold the borrowed machinery together.

“I’m close,” she gritted out.

“Wait,” Marcus said. He had moved, positioning himself behind David. His small, determined hands were on David’s hips. “David. Look at me.”

David broke the kiss with Chloe, turning his head. He saw Marcus—in Chloe’s body—kneeling behind him, saw the intent in his own wife’s eyes.

“Do you want this?” Marcus asked, his voice gentle.

David’s answer was to reach back and guide Marcus’s hand between his legs, to the wetness he found there. Jade’s body was slick with arousal. “Yes,” David whispered. “Please.”

Marcus’s fingers, Chloe’s fingers, pressed inside. David gasped, his head falling forward against Chloe’s shoulder. Jade, still riding Chloe, slowed her pace, watching them over Chloe’s head, her expression rapt.

The mirrors showed it all: Marcus, in Chloe’s form, carefully preparing David, in Jade’s body. Chloe, trapped beneath Jade, hurtling toward her peak. The connections were a dizzying web: husband with wife’s body, wife with husband’s body, lover with lover, self with other.

Chloe could hold back no longer. “Jade, I’m—”

“Come,” Jade ordered, slamming down onto her one last time.

The orgasm ripped through Chloe, through Marcus’s body, a convulsive, blinding wave. She shouted, a raw, male sound that bounced off the mirrors. Her hips pistoned upward, driving into Jade, who threw her head back and screamed, her own climax triggered by the pulsing heat inside her.

Through the haze, Chloe saw Marcus enter David, saw David’s face crumple in a sob of pleasure as he was filled. She saw her own body, moving with a gentle, powerful rhythm, bringing David to his own shaking release against Chloe’s side.

Afterward came panting, spent sex, and the sight of their wrecked reflections multiplying in every direction.

They collapsed into a heap on the bed, a jumble of sweaty limbs and white linen. No one spoke for a long time. Chloe’s heart gradually slowed from a gallop to a trot. The cool air from the vent kissed her overheated skin, and she watched Marcus’s chest rise and fall, and then David’s shoulder beside her, and Jade’s arm thrown across the tangle of them all.

David was the first to break the silence. He let out a breath that was half-laugh, half-sob. “I think the mirrors got their money’s worth.”

“A lot,” Marcus agreed, his cheek resting on David’s back. He sounded sleepy, satisfied, the way a cat sounds after a long afternoon of sun.

Jade traced a slow finger through the evidence on Chloe’s stomach. “Educational,” she said, in the tone she probably reserved for unusually cooperative coral specimens.

Chloe stared at the ceiling mirror. The four of them looked like a Renaissance painting—all limbs and exhaustion and spent desire, nothing hidden. She felt empty. She felt full. She felt, with a clarity the week had been slowly hammering into her, that the word herself had expanded to include things she hadn’t known she contained.

A knock on the suite door shattered the quiet.

They all froze.

The knock came again, three sharp raps. A woman’s voice, polite but firm, called through the door. “Mr. Rossi? Housekeeping. We have your requested champagne and fruit platter.”

Chloe looked at David, then Jade, then Marcus. No one needed the obvious stated aloud. They were naked, covered in each other, in a mirror suite in the middle of the day.

Jade grinned, a flash of white teeth in David’s face. “Well,” she whispered. “Someone’s got to answer it.” She started to untangle herself, her movements deliberately slow, her eyes on

David’s flushed face. “Better make it you, Chloe. You booked the room.”

Chloe-in-Marcus’s body felt a jolt of pure panic. “Me? Like this?”

“Throw on a robe,” Marcus-in-Chloe said, already sliding off the bed. He padded, gloriously nude, to a closet where several plush white robes hung. He tossed one to Chloe, then one to David, taking one for himself and wrapping Jade’s curvy form in the last.

Chloe shrugged into the robe, the fabric barely closing over Marcus’s broad shoulders. She tied the belt as best she could and ran a hand through his short, dark hair. Her reflection showed a man who looked thoroughly debauched. She took a steadying breath, channeling Marcus’s natural, unflappable confidence.

At the door, she cracked it open, blocking the view with her body. A young woman in resort uniform stood there with a rolling cart bearing an ice bucket, two champagne flutes, and an artfully arranged fruit platter. Her professional smile didn’t falter as she took in Chloe’s disheveled state.

“Your champagne, Mr. Rossi.”

“Thank you. Just… leave it there, please,” Chloe said, her voice gruff.

“Of course, sir.” The housekeeper’s eyes flickered past Chloe for a split second, catching a glimpse of the mirrored interior and the other robed figures within. Her smile became knowing. “Enjoy your afternoon.”

Chloe took the cart, murmured thanks, and closed the door firmly, locking it again. She leaned her forehead against the cool wood, letting out a long, shaky laugh.

“Well,” Jade said, popping the champagne cork with a practiced twist. “That was a dose of reality.”

“More like surreality,” David muttered, accepting a flute. He sipped, then looked at the bubbles rising. “We just… did all that. And then room service arrived.”

Marcus took his own glass, his small hands dwarfed by the crystal. “And we’re drinking champagne about it. Life is weird.”

They regrouped on the bed, sitting in a loose circle amidst the rumpled linen, the taste of champagne cutting through the taste of sex. The mirrors now reflected a calmer, softer scene: four people wrapped in white, sipping from flutes, their limbs casually intertwined.

Chloe studied the reflections. David-in-Jade, curled into Marcus-in-Chloe’s side. Jade-in-David, leaning against Chloe-in-Marcus’s raised knee. It should have looked absurd. Instead, it looked… right. A new symmetry.

“So,” David said after a quiet moment. “The seeing. Did it… help?”

Chloe considered. The visual overload had stripped away every last pretense. “It forced me to look. To really see what we’re doing. Who we’re with.” She gestured with her glass at the multiplied reflections. “It’s not just feeling in the dark anymore. It’s inescapable.”

“And?” Jade pressed, her eyes sharp.

“And I’m not scared of it,” Chloe said, realizing the truth as she spoke. “It’s strange. It’s wrong, according to every map I’ve ever followed. But looking at it… it’s just us. Four people, trying to connect. The packaging is… mixed up.”

Marcus nodded slowly. “It’s easier in here. In this room, the rules are different. It’s just bodies and want. Outside…” He trailed off.

“Outside, we’re still two married couples on a honeymoon who are acting very, very strangely,” David finished. He swirled his champagne. “The staff are starting to talk. The concierge asked me yesterday if Mrs. Bennett was feeling better, since Mr. Rossi was seen carrying her to the spa.” He sighed. “We can’t stay in the mirror suite forever.”

A somber mood threatened to descend, but Jade cut through it. “Then we don’t think about outside. Not yet.” She set down her glass and shifted, crawling into Chloe’s lap. The robe fell open, revealing David’s slender, hairless chest. “We have the suite for two more hours. And I’m not done looking.”

Her boldness was a spark. Chloe felt an answering heat low in Marcus’s belly. Jade’s fingers traced the line of the robe’s lapel on Chloe’s chest. “I want to watch you with David,” she said, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. “I’ve seen me with you. I’ve seen you with me. I want to see him with you.”

David blinked. “Me? With Chloe?” He looked from Jade’s eager face to Chloe’s. “I… I don’t know how to…”

“You know how to be with me,” Chloe said softly, setting her glass aside. She reached out and took his hand—Jade’s delicate, fine-boned hand. “This is just… a different vessel.”

“But you’re in him,” David said, gesturing at Marcus’s body. “It’s not you.”

“Isn’t it?” Chloe asked. She brought his hand to her lips, kissed the knuckles. “I’m right here, David. I’m the one who knows you hate the feel of sand between your toes but love the sound of the waves. I’m the one who remembers you proposed with a LEGO architecture set because you were too nervous to get the words out. I’m here.” She guided his hand to her cheek, pressed it against the stubble. “Look past the surface. Please.”

David’s eyes searched hers—Marcus’s dark brown eyes. He was looking for her, for Chloe. She let herself be seen, let all her love and fear and newfound wonder shine through. She saw the moment he found her. His expression softened, the tension leaving his shoulders.

“Okay,” he breathed. “Okay, Chloe.”

Jade slipped off Chloe’s lap, giving them space. She settled next to Marcus, who put a reassuring arm around her. They became an audience of two, watching from the center of the bed.

Chloe stood and shed the robe. Marcus’s body felt powerful, exposed. She held out a hand to David. He took it, letting her pull him to his feet. His robe fell open as well. Jade’s body was a landscape of soft curves and smooth skin, so different from the body Chloe knew as her husband’s.

“Just us,” Chloe murmured, leading him to a clear space on the floor before a wall of mirror. “No performance. Just… connection.”

She knelt, bringing herself to his eye level. Up close, she could see the faint freckles on Jade’s nose, the tiny scar above her eyebrow from a childhood fall. She kissed him, a slow, tender kiss. David trembled, but his lips responded, parting for her.

Her hands came up to cradle his face, then drifted down, over the slope of his shoulders, the swell of his breasts. She touched him with a reverence she’d never had for her own body. She cupped the full weight of a breast, her thumb brushing over a taut nipple. David gasped into her mouth.

“Is this okay?” she whispered.

“Green,” he managed. “It’s just… so sensitive.”

Chloe lowered her head and took the nipple into her mouth. The taste was new—soap, salt, skin. The response was electric. David cried out, his hands flying to her head, fingers tangling in Marcus’s short hair. She suckled, gently at first, then with more pressure, learning what made him arch and moan.

“God, Chloe,” he panted. “I never… I didn’t know it could feel like this.”

She moved to the other breast, lavishing it with the same attention. Her own arousal was a fierce, demanding throb between her legs. She could feel Marcus’s cock, hard and heavy against his thigh. She reached between them, taking herself in hand, giving a slow stroke. The dual sensation—the softness in her mouth, the hardness in her grip—was maddening.

David’s hands slid down her back, over the muscles, to grasp her ass. He pulled her closer, grinding against her. The feel of Jade’s soft mound against Marcus’s hard cock made them both groan.

“I want you,” David whispered, his voice ragged. “However… however that works.”

Chloe looked over his shoulder at the mirror. The sight was breathtaking. Marcus’s powerful, tattooed form kneeling, worshipping Jade’s lush curves. David’s head thrown back in pleasure, his expression one of abandoned wonder. And in the reflection behind them, Marcus and Jade watching, their faces alight with shared excitement.

She guided David down onto his back on the plush rug. She followed, covering him, bracing herself on her arms. She kissed him again, deeply, letting him feel the full weight of Marcus’s body on top of Jade’s.

“I don’t want to hurt you,” Chloe murmured against his lips.

“You won’t,” David said, his eyes wide and trusting. He wrapped his legs around her hips. “I’m ready. I want to feel you.”

Chloe reached between them, guiding the head of Marcus’s cock to David’s entrance. Using Jade’s body, he was wet, open. She pushed forward, slowly, an inch at a time.

David’s breath caught. His nails dug into her shoulders. “Oh… oh, wow.”

“Okay?” Chloe froze.

“More than okay,” David breathed, his hips lifting to meet hers. “It’s… full. You’re so… big.”

Chloe sank deeper, watching David’s face. His eyes were screwed shut, his lips parted. She was buried to the hilt. The feeling was indescribable—a hot, tight velvet fist around her cock, a pleasure so acute it bordered on pain. She began to move, a slow, rolling rhythm.

David’s eyes flew open. They were glazed, unfocused, then they locked on hers. “Chloe,” he said, the name a prayer.

“I’m here,” she chanted, thrusting gently. “I’m here, David.”

His hands slid from her shoulders to her face, holding her gaze as she moved inside him. The intimacy of it was shattering. This was her husband, seeing her, accepting her in this impossible form. Tears welled in his eyes, spilling over onto Jade’s cheeks.

“I love you,” he sobbed, the words ripped from him. “I love you so much.”

“I love you,” Chloe echoed, her own voice thick. She leaned down, kissing the tears from his face. Her thrusts became more urgent, driven by a deep, emotional need as much as physical hunger.

From the bed, they heard a soft, choked sound. Chloe glanced in the mirror. Marcus-in-Chloe was crying silently, watching them, his hand clasped over his mouth. Jade-in-David held him, her own eyes bright, a look of profound understanding on David’s face.

The sight pushed Chloe closer to the edge. David felt it, his body tightening around her. “Come on,” he urged, his heels digging into her back. “Let go. I’ve got you.”

Chloe’s control snapped. She drove into him, hard and fast, her rhythm fracturing. David met every thrust, his own hips rising off the floor. He was chanting her name, over and over, a litany against the slap of skin.

The climax tore through her, a bright wire of pleasure searing from the base of her cock to the tips of Marcus’s fingers and toes. She shouted, raw and guttural, as she pulsed inside him. David arched violently beneath her, his own release washing over him in silent, shuddering waves, his body clenching around her in rhythmic pulses.

She collapsed on top of him, careful not to crush him, her face buried in the curve of his neck. They lay there, slick with sweat, breathing in ragged unison. The room was silent except for their gasps.

After a long moment, soft applause broke the silence. Chloe lifted her head. Jade and Marcus were clapping, slow and genuine, their faces wet with tears.

“Bravo,” Jade whispered.

Marcus just nodded, unable to speak.

Chloe carefully withdrew, rolling onto her back beside David. He immediately curled into her side, his head on her shoulder. She held him, stroking Jade’s silky hair.

David opened his mouth, closed it, then gave a helpless little laugh. “No. I’m not architecting a sentence around that.”

“You don’t need them,” Chloe said, pressing a kiss to his forehead.

They lay there for a while, the four of them strewn across the floor and bed in a post-coital haze. The champagne was warm now, but they finished it anyway, passing the bottle between them. The fruit platter was devoured, sticky juice on their fingers.

Eventually, the light in the room began to change, the afternoon sun angling through the high windows.

“We should go,” Marcus said quietly. He was leaning against the bed, Chloe’s small form curled into the curve of Jade’s—David’s—body. “Before we turn into puddles.”

Reluctantly, they gathered their scattered clothes and dressed. The act felt strangely ceremonial. They helped each other—zipping dresses, buttoning shirts, tying shoes—their touches gentle and lingering.

When they were all presentable, they stood once more by the door, a group of four ordinary-looking people in resort wear. The only evidence of the afternoon was a shared, glowing exhaustion in their eyes and a new, unbreakable quiet between them.

Chloe took one last look at the mirror suite. The bed was a wreck. The empty champagne bottle lay on its side. The rug still held the shape of where they’d lain. Their reflections looked back at her from every surface—a crowd of four, multiplied into infinity, none of them the strangers they’d been a week ago.

“Thank you,” she said to the room, to the reflections, to the three people beside her.

Jade squeezed her hand. “For what?”

“For seeing me.” She meant all of it: the mirrors, the watching, the refusing to look away from what they were doing and what they were becoming.

Jade didn’t answer. She just pressed her shoulder against Chloe’s—against Marcus’s—and held her hand a moment longer.

They walked back to the villas as the sun dipped toward the horizon, painting the lagoon in shades of orange and deep rose. The path was deserted. Their shoulders brushed as they walked, a four-abreast line that took up the whole width of the path, unhurried, proprietary.

At the fork that led to their separate villas, they stopped. The real world waited. Dinner reservations. Questions from staff. The performance of being someone else’s spouse.

“Tomorrow,” David said, his voice firm. “The full moon ritual. We need to decide… what we want.”

The unspoken question hung in the humid air: Do we try to swap back?

Marcus looked at Chloe, his expression in her face unreadable. Jade studied David, a question in her eyes.

“We don’t have to decide tonight,” Chloe said. “Let’s just… be. However we are.”

They parted with soft kisses—Chloe with David, a long, tender goodnight; Jade with Marcus, a fierce, promising embrace; and then the cross-kisses, the new goodbyes that were becoming habit: Chloe with Marcus, David with Jade.

Chloe walked with David back to their borrowed villa—Jade and Marcus’s place. The silence between them was comfortable, full. Inside, the bed was still unmade from the morning. David headed for the shower.

Chloe stood on the balcony, looking out at the darkening sea. She felt Marcus’s body thrumming with a deep, satiated fatigue. Her mind, however, was whirling.

The mirror suite had stripped away the final barrier. She had seen, without illusion, what they were becoming. A quartet. A unit of four. The thought should have been terrifying. Instead, it felt like the first solid ground she’d stood on since the swap.

David joined her, clean and smelling of soap, wearing one of Marcus’s too-large t-shirts. He leaned against the railing, his shoulder touching hers.

“What are you thinking?” he asked softly.

“I’m thinking,” Chloe said, taking his hand, “that for the first time in my life, I don’t have a plan. And I’m not trying to make one.”

David brought her hand to his lips, kissing Marcus’s knuckles. “Good.”

They stood there until the stars came out, impossibly bright over the black ocean. The question of tomorrow—of the ritual, of their futures—loomed. But for tonight they had warm wind, waves, and the quiet, steady beating of two hearts in two wrong, perfectly right bodies.


Chapter 10 — The Scent of Want

Chloe woke to the unfamiliar, yet now deeply known, weight of Marcus’s body. Morning light, sharp and golden, slanted through the slats of the bamboo blinds. She was on her back, one heavy tattooed arm flung across David’s chest beside her. For a disorienting second she stared at the tattooed forearm, the sprinkling of dark hair, and her mind stuttered: wrong husband, wrong skin.

Then the memories of the previous night flooded back. The mirror suite. The dizzying, reflective cascade of seeing themselves from every possible angle. David’s expression, raw and open, as Jade rode him. Marcus’s groan, a rumble she felt through the floor, as she—Chloe-in-Marcus—had pressed Jade-in-David against the glass. The four of them, a tangle of limbs and borrowed identities, finding a rhythm that was wholly new.

David stirred beside her. His eyes—Jade’s dark, long-lashed eyes—fluttered open. He blinked, focusing on her face. A slow smile spread, unguarded and soft. “Morning,” he murmured, his voice still thick with sleep.

“Morning,” Chloe said, and the word came out in Marcus’s baritone. It still gave her a jolt.

He shifted, turning onto his side to face her. The sheet slipped down to his waist, and the morning light was precise and merciless—it caught the smooth curve of Jade’s shoulder, the dark fall of her hair, and David’s familiar worried brow wearing all of it. Chloe’s gaze traced the line of his collarbone, the gentle swell of a breast, the tiny blue vein at his temple that she recognized from watching him sleep for three years. A flicker of heat stirred low in her belly—Marcus’s body waking up, starting its daily argument for attention.

“Last night was…” David began, then trailed off, searching her face.

“A lot,” Chloe finished for him. She reached out, brushing a strand of dark hair from his forehead with Marcus’s thick fingers. The gesture felt impossibly tender coming from this vast, unfamiliar hand. “But good. I feel… solid.”

David captured her hand, pressing a kiss to the palm—a thing he’d done a thousand times before, but now the mouth was Jade’s, and the palm was Marcus’s, and somehow it was still theirs. “Me too. Which is terrifying.”

They lay in silence, listening to gulls and the small slap of tide under the villa. The question sat between their bodies, plain as the damp sheet: What now?

The practicalities asserted themselves first. They had a final meeting with the resort’s cultural director, Mr. Hassan, scheduled for that afternoon. He claimed to have found more information about the local legend that might pertain to their “situation.” It was their last lead for a deliberate reversal before the week was out. And then there was the unspoken plan for the evening: Jade and Marcus were expecting them for dinner. The four of them together again.

“We should get up,” Chloe said, not moving.

“We should,” David agreed, his hand sliding from hers to rest on the flat plane of Marcus’s stomach. His fingers traced the line of muscle there, a thoughtful, exploratory touch. “Do you ever just… forget? For a second?”

“All the time,” Chloe admitted. “I’ll reach for a glass and be surprised by the size of my hand. Or I’ll catch my reflection and have this split-second of who the hell is that?”

David’s fingers drifted lower, dipping beneath the waistband of the boxers Marcus’s body wore. “And this?” he asked, his voice dropping to a whisper. “Does this ever feel… not strange?”

Chloe’s breath hitched as his fingers grazed the coarse hair at the base of Marcus’s cock. It was semi-hard, responding to the proximity, the intimacy of the touch. “It feels… mine,” she said, the truth of it startling her as she said it. “When you touch me here, it’s you touching me. Not him.”

David’s eyes held hers. He leaned in, closing the small distance between them, and kissed her. It was Chloe kissing David, but it was also Jade’s mouth on Marcus’s. The layers should have been confusing, but in the quiet morning light, they burned away. There was only the taste of sleep and mint toothpaste, the softness of his lower lip, the way his tongue sought hers.

The kiss deepened, lazy and thorough. David’s hand slipped fully into her boxers, wrapping around the hardening length of Marcus’s cock. Chloe groaned into his mouth, the sound foreign and deep. Her own hands—large, powerful—slid down the curve of his back, over the swell of Jade’s ass, pulling him closer until their bodies were aligned.

She was on top of him then, the weight of Marcus’s frame settling between Jade’s thighs. David looked up at her, his expression a mixture of wonder and hunger. He was wearing her husband’s mind in another woman’s body, and he was looking at her as if she were the only constellation in the sky.

“I want to watch you,” David said, his voice husky. “I want to see my wife’s face when she comes in that body.”

The words were a lightning strike. Chloe felt a corresponding clench low in her core, a phantom echo of her own pussy’s response. She rocked her hips, the friction of cotton between them maddening. “Then take these off,” she commanded, and it was her voice, her will, channeled through Marcus’s vocal cords.

David complied, pushing the boxers down her thighs. The cool morning air kissed Marcus’s exposed skin, but it was quickly replaced by the heat of Jade’s body beneath her. David hooked his fingers into the waistband of his own panties—a delicate lace thing that was absurd and erotic on his—on her—form. He shimmied out of them, kicking them to the foot of the bed.

They were naked. Chloe looked down the length of their bodies: the powerful, tattooed torso over the sleek, athletic one. The contrast was dizzying. She lowered herself, bracing on her forearms, until their faces were inches apart. “How do you want me?” she asked.

David’s hands came up to frame her face, his thumbs stroking the rough stubble on Marcus’s jaw. “Just like this. Slow.”

He guided her hips, and Chloe felt the head of Marcus’s cock nudge against the wet heat of Jade’s entrance. She pushed forward, a slow, inexorable invasion. David’s breath caught, his eyes widening as she filled him—filled her. A sharp, pleasurable gasp escaped his lips.

“God, Chloe,” he moaned, his head falling back against the pillow.

Hearing her name, her real name, in this context shattered the last of her reservations. She began to move, establishing a deep, rocking rhythm. The bed creaked softly beneath them. Each thrust was a revelation: the stretch and fullness David felt, the tight, velvet heat that surrounded her. She watched his face, as instructed. She saw the moment his concentration broke, the moment pleasure overrode thought. His brow furrowed, his lips parted, and a flush spread across Jade’s chest and throat.

“You’re so beautiful,” Chloe whispered, the words torn from her. “Both of you. All of you.”

David’s hands slid from her face to her shoulders, down her back, gripping the hard muscle of Marcus’s ass. He urged her on, meeting each thrust with a lift of his hips. The pace quickened, driven by a building urgency. Chloe could feel the familiar, coiling tension in Marcus’s body, the impending release. But she held it back, focusing on David’s reactions, on the way his—her—nipples pebbled in the cool air, on the little cries that were so unlike David’s usual quiet restraint.

“I’m close,” David gasped, his nails digging into her skin. “Don’t stop.”

Chloe didn’t. She drove into him, again and again, the sound of their joining becoming wet, obscene, perfect. David’s back arched off the bed, a silent cry frozen on his face for a heartbeat before it broke into a ragged moan. She felt the internal flutters, the clenching around her cock, and it tipped her over the edge.

Release tore up from the base of Marcus’s spine and burst behind her eyes. She cried out, a guttural sound that belonged entirely to the man whose body she occupied, as she pulsed inside him. She collapsed forward, catching her weight on her elbows, her forehead against his shoulder.

For long minutes, the only sounds were their ragged breathing and the distant ocean. The scent of sex and sweat and shampoo filled the air.

David’s hands stroked her back, slow and soothing. “Okay,” he breathed. “Okay.”

Chloe nodded, her face still buried in the crook of his neck. She could feel his heart hammering against her chest. “Yeah.”

Eventually, she rolled off, coming to lie beside him. They stayed like that, limbs tangled, until the sun climbed higher and the room grew warm.

The shower that followed was its own form of intimacy. They washed each other without being asked, without discussion. Chloe soaped the long, dark hair that belonged to Jade—Jade who didn’t know her own hair was being tended right now—her fingers working the shampoo into David’s scalp the way she had a hundred times in a different shower, in a different body. He returned the favor with his smaller, deft hands, working shampoo into the short, coarse hair on Marcus’s head with a careful thoroughness. There were no words left that fit. The water sluiced away the physical evidence of the morning, but the new understanding between them remained, clear and unshakable—set, like bone.

By mutual, unspoken agreement, they dressed in the other couple’s clothes. Chloe pulled on a pair of Marcus’s linen trousers and a simple black tank top that stretched across the broad chest. David chose one of Jade’s sundresses, a deep blue wrap that clung to Jade’s curves. He looked at himself in the mirror, adjusting the neckline, and a faint smile touched his lips.

“What?” Chloe asked, coming up behind him. She rested her chin on top of his head, the height difference still a novelty.

“Just thinking,” David said, meeting her eyes in the reflection. “I never would have picked this. In a million years. But it… fits. Today, it fits.”

They made a simple breakfast of fruit and coffee on the villa’s deck, the sea spread before them like a sheet of hammered silver. The impending meeting with Mr. Hassan loomed, a practical dark cloud on a otherwise serene horizon.

“What if he has a solution?” David asked, spearing a piece of pineapple. “A chant, a herb, a specific alignment of the stars.”

Chloe sipped her coffee, considering. “Do you want him to?”

David was quiet for a long time. “A week ago, I would have sold my soul for a solution. Now…” He shook his head. “I don’t know. The thought of going back… of you being in your body, and me in mine, and never touching Jade or Marcus again… it feels like a loss. Which is insane.”

“It’s not insane,” Chloe said softly. “It’s just complicated.”

“It’s a fucking labyrinth,” David corrected, but he smiled.

Mr. Hassan’s office was in the resort’s main complex, a serene space of teak and white linen, overlooking the infinity pool. He was a slight man with kind eyes and a perpetually calm demeanor. He greeted them with a warm smile.

“Mr. Rossi, Ms. Chen,” he said, gesturing to the plush chairs opposite his desk. “Please, sit. I hope you are enjoying your stay, despite the… unusual circumstances.”

Chloe and David exchanged a glance as they sat. They had, of course, explained their situation to Hassan days ago, under the guise of “researching local folklore for a novel.” His discretion had been absolute.

“We are, thank you,” Chloe said, using Marcus’s voice. She crossed her legs, trying to project Marcus’s natural, relaxed authority.

“I have been consulting with some of the elders from a nearby island,” Hassan began, steepling his fingers. “The legend you referenced, about the ‘tide of selves’ on the night of the full moon… it is quite obscure. But there are echoes in other stories. Tales of temporary exchanges, often between lovers or rivals, meant to teach empathy.”

David leaned forward. “Temporary? So they always swap back?”

“In the stories, yes,” Hassan said. “But the mechanism is vague. It is not a spell to be broken. It is more like… a door that closes on its own, once the lesson is learned.”

“What’s the lesson?” Chloe asked, her heart beginning to thud against Marcus’s ribcage.

Hassan spread his hands. “Understanding. To see through another’s eyes. To feel with another’s skin. The stories suggest the exchange persists until all involved have truly seen each other. Not just the person they swapped with, but… everyone in the weave.”

“The weave?” David echoed.

“The connection between the four,” Hassan said gently. “If the swap involved two couples, the understanding must encompass all four souls. A genuine, mutual recognition.”

Silence filled the sun-dappled room. Chloe felt the truth of his words resonate in her bones. The mirror suite. The way they had watched each other. It hadn’t been voyeurism; it had been seeing.

“Is there a time limit?” David’s voice was tight.

“The stories mention the turning of the tide,” Hassan said. “Seven days. One full cycle of the moon’s influence on the water. Your seventh day is tomorrow.”

Tomorrow. The word hung in the air.

“And if the understanding isn’t reached?” Chloe asked.

Hassan’s kind face grew solemn. “Then the stories say the door remains open. The selves remain… adrift. It is not said to be permanent, but the path back grows fainter.”

He handed David a folded piece of rice paper. “One of the elders wrote this. It is a… a focusing phrase. It is not a reversal. But it may help clarify the heart’s intent when the tide turns tomorrow night. You may wish to be together, all of you, when you speak it.”

David took the paper, his hands—Jade’s hands—trembling slightly.

They thanked Hassan and walked out into the brilliant midday heat. The resort was alive with activity—couples heading to the spa, staff whisking by with towels, the clink of glasses from the pool bar—but it all felt distant, muffled.

Back on the path to the villas, David unfolded the paper. On it, in a spidery script, were four words in a language they didn’t know, and beneath, a translation:

See me. I am here.

“That’s it?” Chloe said, peering at it.

“That’s everything,” David replied, his voice thick. He looked at her, and in Jade’s eyes, Chloe saw her husband’s fear and hope, perfectly mirrored. “We have to tell them. Tonight.”

Chloe nodded. The decision was made. Dinner was no longer just a social engagement; it was a council of war. Or a séance. Or a last-ditch effort to save themselves from being forever unmoored.

As they approached the fork in the path that led to their own borrowed villa, Chloe stopped. A reckless, urgent idea took hold. “We should go now. To their villa. Tell them.”

David hesitated. “They might be… busy. Or out.”

“Then we’ll wait,” Chloe said, a surge of Marcus’s decisiveness propelling her. She couldn’t bear the thought of sitting alone with this knowledge, with the ticking clock of tomorrow’s tide. She needed to see Jade. She needed to see Marcus. She needed the four of them in one room, breathing the same air.

David searched her face, then nodded. “Okay.”

They turned left, taking the shaded path that wound toward the villa Chloe and David had originally booked—the villa where Jade and Marcus now lived in their bodies.

The place was quiet when they arrived. The deck was empty, the curtains drawn. Chloe raised Marcus’s fist and knocked on the heavy teak door.

For a moment, there was nothing. Then the sound of footsteps. The door swung open.

It was Marcus. Or rather, it was Chloe’s own body, wearing a simple cotton shift dress, her strawberry-blonde bob tousled and loose. But the way he stood—hips cocked, a shrewd, assessing look in her own blue eyes—was pure Marcus.

His gaze swept over them, taking in their serious expressions. A slow, knowing smile touched her lips.

“Right on time,” Marcus said, Chloe’s voice dropping into a lower, teasing register. “We were just talking about you. Come in. Jade’s in the bedroom. She’s got a… situation.”

He stepped back, holding the door open. From the depths of the villa, Jade’s voice—David’s voice—called out, “Marcus? Who is it? I need a hand with this clasp, or I’m going to be walking around topless all night.”

Chloe crossed the threshold, David close behind her. The door shut with a soft click, sealing them inside. The air was cool, scented with jasmine from a vase on the console table. Marcus led them through the living area toward the open door of the master suite.

“A situation?” David asked, his tone wary.

“You’ll see,” Marcus chuckled, a strange sound coming from Chloe’s throat.

They reached the bedroom door. Inside, Jade was standing with her back to them, facing a full-length mirror. She was wearing David’s body, dressed in a pair of tailored linen trousers that hung perfectly on his slender frame. She was shirtless, and in her hands she held a delicate silver necklace, struggling with the tiny clasp.

“This is impossible,” Jade muttered to the reflection, her frustration evident in the set of David’s shoulders. “These fingers are so damn clumsy.”

Then she saw them in the mirror. She froze, the necklace dangling from her fingers. Her eyes—David’s hazel eyes—widened. They flicked from Chloe’s face to David’s and back again.

Marcus leaned against the doorframe, crossing her arms. “See?” he said. “A situation.”

Jade turned around slowly, letting the necklace fall to the dresser with a soft clatter. She made no move to cover herself. David’s chest was lean, pale, dusted with light hair. Seeing it exposed, with Jade’s confident, unabashed posture, was profoundly disorienting.

“We need to talk,” Chloe said, forcing the words past a sudden dryness in her throat. She held out the rice paper. “Hassan gave us this.”

Jade’s gaze dropped to the paper, then lifted back to Chloe’s face. Her expression shifted from surprise to a deep, focused intensity. “Tomorrow night,” she stated, as if reading it in the air between them.

“Tomorrow night,” David confirmed softly from beside Chloe.

Silence descended, thick and charged. The sunlight streaming through the bedroom window seemed to highlight every detail: the grain of the teak floor, the flutter of the sheer curtains, the rapid rise and fall of David’s—of Jade’s—chest.

Marcus pushed off the doorframe and walked into the room, coming to stand beside Jade. He reached out and took the paper from Chloe’s hand, his fingers—her fingers—brushing against Marcus’s palm. He read the four words, his brow furrowing.

“See me. I am here,” he read aloud. Chloe’s voice was soft, thoughtful. He looked up, first at Jade, then at Chloe, then at David. “So that’s the key.”

“It’s not a key,” David said. “It’s a… a condition. The swap ends tomorrow with the tide if we all… see each other. Truly see.”

“And if we don’t?” Jade asked, her voice low.

“Then we stay like this,” Chloe answered. “Maybe for good.”

The weight of the declaration settled over them. Jade looked at Marcus, a silent communication passing between them. Then she turned her focus to Chloe and David.

“We have tonight,” Jade said, a spark lighting in her eyes. It was a spark Chloe had never seen in David’s face—a daring, adventurous light. “One more night in the wrong skin.”

Marcus nodded, a slow, wicked grin spreading across Chloe’s features. “One more night to make sure we’ve seen everything there is to see.” He stepped closer to Chloe, tilting her head back to look up into Marcus’s face. “What do you say, big guy? Fancy a proper send-off?”

Chloe’s borrowed heart pounded. The invitation was unmistakable. The room tightened around a single point of desire, and every breath seemed to lean toward it.

Jade moved then, closing the distance to David. She cupped his face—her face—in David’s slender hands. “I want to see you,” she whispered, the words meant for David-in-Jade. “One last time, like this.”

David shuddered, leaning into the touch. He looked over Jade’s shoulder at Chloe, his eyes asking a silent question, granting silent permission.

Chloe looked down at Marcus-in-her-body, at the familiar freckled face looking up with such fierce, open want. She felt the answer rise in her, a tide of its own. She bent her head, bringing Marcus’s mouth down to meet her own—to meet his own.

The kiss was fire and salt and a shocking, profound familiarity. It was her own mouth, her own lips, but the way Marcus used them was entirely different—demanding, confident, a slant of pressure that spoke of hunger and possession. Chloe moaned into the kiss, her hands coming up to cradle her own face, her thumbs stroking the familiar planes of her cheeks. The surrealism of it was eclipsed by sheer sensation.

From the corner of her eye, she saw David and Jade move together. David—in Jade’s body—reached for Jade—in David’s body. Their kiss was a mirror-image of the other, a study in contrasts: the curve of Jade’s back under David’s hand, the lean angle of David’s jaw under Jade’s palm. It was hesitant at first, then deepened with a gasp that Chloe heard as if from a great distance.

Marcus broke the kiss, breathing hard. Her own blue eyes were dark with desire. “Bed,” he said, the word a rough command.

They moved as one entangled unit. The large, canopied bed dominated the room, its white linens crisp and inviting. There was no discussion, no negotiation. The decision was in the air they breathed, in the frantic beat of four hearts in four wrong chests.

Chloe found herself on the edge of the mattress, Marcus standing between her knees. He pushed the linen trousers she wore down her thighs, his hands—her small, freckled hands—surprisingly strong. Cool air brushed Marcus’s cock, already stiff and eager. She looked up at her own face, seeing a predatory gleam there that was thrillingly foreign.

“You look good like this,” Marcus murmured, running a fingertip along the length of her cock. A shiver racked Chloe’s borrowed frame. “Powerful. In control.”

“I don’t feel in control,” Chloe admitted, her voice a rasp.

“Good.” Marcus leaned down, kissing her again, slow and deep. When he pulled back, he whispered against her lips, “Let go. I’ve got you.”

Behind them, the sounds of undressing ceased. Chloe glanced over. David and Jade were naked. Seeing David’s body—the one she knew so intimately—animated by Jade’s fierce grace was a punch to the gut. Jade was tracing the lines of David’s torso with a possessive wonder, while David’s hands—Jade’s delicate hands—were exploring the swell of Jade’s breasts, his touch reverent.

Jade noticed her stare. She turned David’s head, capturing his gaze. “Watch,” she instructed David, her voice low. Then she looked directly at Chloe. “You too. See him. See me.”

Jade guided David onto the bed, onto his back. She followed, straddling his hips, but instead of facing him, she turned to face Chloe and Marcus, presenting the length of David’s body beneath her. She took David’s cock in her hand—his own cock, thick and hard—and positioned it at her entrance. David’s breath hitched, his head falling back.

“Look at him,” Jade said, her eyes locked on Chloe’s. “Look at your husband.”

Chloe watched, transfixed, as Jade sank down onto David, taking him inside the body that David now inhabited. It was the most convoluted, breathtaking thing she had ever seen. David’s eyes flew open, wide with shock and pleasure, as he felt himself being filled by himself. A choked moan escaped Jade’s lips—David’s lips.

“Oh, god,” David gasped, his hands flying to Jade’s hips.

Jade began to move, a slow, rolling grind of her hips. Her focus remained on Chloe. “This is what you do to him,” Jade said, her voice tight with concentration. “This is the feeling he carries for you. This… ache.” She punctuated the word with a deeper thrust, and David cried out.

Marcus’s hands tightened on Chloe’s shoulders. She could feel his arousal pressed against her thigh. “Your turn,” he breathed in her ear. Before she could process it, he pushed her back onto the mattress, following her down so she was lying flat, him crouched over her. He kissed her again, a devouring kiss that tasted of desperation and tomorrow’s goodbye. Then his mouth left hers, trailing hot, open-mouthed kisses down the column of Marcus’s throat, over the firm pectorals, lower.

Chloe propped herself on her elbows, watching as her own strawberry-blonde head moved lower down Marcus’s torso. When Marcus’s mouth closed over the head of her cock, her vision blurred. The sensation was dizzyingly direct, a hot, wet suction that arrowed straight to her core. She hadn’t known—couldn’t have known—how intensely a cock could feel. It wasn’t just a localized pleasure; it vibrated through her entire body, a resonant chord struck deep in her belly.

“Marcus,” she groaned, her hands tangling in her own hair.

He hummed in response, the vibration making her hips jerk. He took her deeper, his technique confident, relentless. Chloe’s head fell back, her eyes squeezing shut against the onslaught. Across the room, the rhythmic sounds of Jade’s movements, David’s ragged pleas, wove into the wet sounds Marcus was making.

She forced her eyes open. She needed to see. David was watching her, his face a mask of stunned arousal. Jade rode him with increasing fervor, her head thrown back, her hands braced on David’s chest.

“Come here,” David gasped, not to Jade, but to Chloe. “Please. I need to touch you.”

The plea broke something in Chloe. She gently pushed Marcus’s head away. He went willingly, his lips swollen, her own face flushed with desire. She rose from the bed, her cock slick and glistening, and crossed the few feet to the other side of the bed.

Jade didn’t stop moving, but she shifted, making space. Chloe lay down beside David, on his free side. He turned his head, and they kissed, a messy, desperate clash of lips and tongue. His taste was different in Jade’s mouth—sweeter, with a hint of coconut oil. One of his hands—Jade’s hand—came up to cup the back of Marcus’s neck, pulling her closer.

His other hand found her cock. The touch was electric. He stroked her, his grip firm, his rhythm matching the rock of Jade’s hips against him. Chloe broke the kiss, crying out, her own hand reaching down to find the wet heat between David’s legs. She slid two of Marcus’s thick fingers inside him—inside her—and felt the tight, clenching heat around them. David arched off the bed, a shattered sound torn from him.

“I can’t—I’m gonna—” David’s warning was a broken stammer.

“Let go,” Jade commanded, her voice guttural. “Come for me. In me.”

It was all the permission he needed. David’s body went rigid, his back bowing off the mattress. A raw shout was ripped from his throat as he came, pulsing inside the body he occupied. Jade threw her head back, a triumphant cry echoing his, her own climax triggered by his convulsions, by the sheer meta-physical insanity of it.

Chloe watched, her fingers still working inside David, feeling the internal flutters of his orgasm. Her own climax was a storm gathering, fed by the sight, by the feel of him coming apart, by Marcus’s hands now roaming her back.

Marcus moved then, his body—her body—sliding off the bed. He came around to where Chloe knelt beside David. He put a hand on her shoulder, urging her up. “My turn,” he said, his voice dark with intent.

Chloe stood, her legs unsteady. Marcus guided her to stand before the full-length mirror where Jade had struggled with the necklace. He positioned her so she could see her own reflection—Marcus’s powerful, tattooed body, flushed and straining.

“Watch,” Marcus said, echoing Jade’s earlier command. He dropped to his knees behind her. His hands—her hands—gripped the cheeks of Marcus’s ass, spreading her open. Chloe’s gaze locked on the mirror. She saw the stark image: her own face, intent and hungry, looking out from behind the muscular form of Marcus Rossi. She saw his dark head dip between her spread thighs.

Then she felt it: the soft, insistent swipe of a tongue over the sensitive skin of Marcus’s perineum, lower, until it found the tight, hidden entrance there. Chloe cried out, her hands slapping against the mirror for support. The sensation was shocking, intimate, a bright spear of pleasure-pain that drove through her hips. Marcus’s tongue pressed, probed, licked with consuming focus.

In the mirror’s reflection, she saw David and Jade watching them, entwined on the bed, their bodies still joined. Jade’s expression was one of fierce approval. David’s was awestruck.

Marcus worked her with his tongue, one hand sliding around her hip to fist her cock, stroking in time with the thrusts of his tongue. The dual assault was unbearable. Chloe’s knees threatened to buckle. Pleasure coiled, tight and burning, at the base of her spine. The visual in the mirror—the submission, the dominance, the sheer wrongness and rightness of it—pushed her higher.

“I’m… Marcus, I’m gonna—” she warned, her voice breaking.

He pulled back, his chin glistening. “Not yet.” He rose to his feet, his body aligning with hers from behind. He reached for the bottle of oil on the dresser, slicking his fingers. His eyes found hers in the mirror. “Now,” he said.

The first press of his finger was careful, a slow, burning stretch. Chloe gasped, her forehead resting against the cool glass. He worked her open, one finger, then two, his other hand still pumping her cock. The fullness was incredible, a deep, satisfying ache. She was panting, her breath fogging the mirror.

“Do you see?” Marcus whispered against the shell of her ear, her own voice a husky promise. “Do you see what you are? What we are?”

In the mirror, her own blue eyes, dark with lust, stared back at her. Behind her, Marcus’s face—her face—was fixed in concentration and desire. On the bed, David and Jade tangled together, watching, their hands moving over each other again. Chloe saw it all: the architect, the athlete, the planner, the scientist; the bodies swapped and shared; the selves laid bare.

“I see,” Chloe choked out.

“Good.” Marcus removed his fingers, replacing them with the blunt, solid head of his cock. He wasn’t asking permission; it was a claiming. He pushed inside.

Chloe screamed. The stretch was intense, overwhelming, a conquering of a frontier she never knew she had. He filled her completely, a hot, hard presence that touched something deep and primal. He held still for a moment, letting her adjust, letting her feel the full, shocking reality of it. Then he began to move.

His thrusts were slow, deep, and devastatingly precise. Each one rocked her forward against the mirror, her cock trapped between her belly and the glass. The friction was maddening. He set a relentless rhythm, one hand braced on the mirror beside her head, the other gripping her hip hard enough to bruise.

The room reduced to impact and sound: skin slapping skin, floorboards creaking, David’s low moans from the bed, sex and salt and jasmine in the air. Chloe’s climax gathered until language broke apart. She babbled pleas, curses, his name—her name—over and over.

“Come on,” Marcus growled, his pace becoming frantic. “Let me see you. Let me see me.”

The dam broke. Pleasure erupted, a seismic wave that tore through Marcus’s body and her own consciousness. She came with a shout that was pure, undiluted Marcus, her cock pulsing against the mirror, stripes of release painting the glass. The convulsions triggered Marcus’s own climax; she felt him shudder, felt the hot rush inside her as he buried himself to the hilt with a final, grinding thrust.

For a long moment, they were frozen, a sculpture of spent passion reflected in the smeared mirror. Then Marcus carefully withdrew, his hands gentle now, holding her up as her legs gave way. He guided her to the bed, where she collapsed between David and Jade.

They lay there, a spent, breathing heap of limbs and wrong skin. The afternoon sun had moved, painting the room in long, golden bars of light. Slowly, sensuously, Jade disentangled herself and got up. She returned with a warm, damp cloth and began to clean them, her touch tender and practical. She wiped Chloe’s stomach, David’s chest, Marcus’s thighs. No one spoke. The only sounds were the cloth against skin and their slowing breaths.

When she was done, Jade curled into David’s side. Marcus spooned behind Chloe, his smaller body fitting against the hard curve of Marcus’s spine. They were a puzzle of interlocking pieces, a human knot.

David was the first to speak, his voice rough. “The phrase. See me. I am here.” He let out a shaky breath. “I think… I think we just did.”

Chloe nodded, her cheek resting on his shoulder. She had seen David’s vulnerability in Jade’s eyes, Jade’s wildness in David’s form. She had seen Marcus’s fierce tenderness in her own face, and her own surrender in Marcus’s powerful body. Desire had moved in every direction and left no one untouched.

“Tomorrow,” Jade murmured, tracing patterns on David’s arm. “The tide turns tomorrow.”

“I know,” Chloe said.

“What do we want?” Marcus asked, the question hanging in the air like incense smoke.

No one answered. The answer was too big, too terrifying. It lived in the warm press of skin against skin, in the smell of them—sex and coconut and the faint jasmine from the villa’s fresh flowers crushed under someone’s shoulder—in the profound exhaustion and satiation that weighed down their limbs like warm sand. To want to stay was to shatter their old lives. To want to go back was to deny what they had just become.

The silence stretched, comfortable and heavy. One by one, they drifted into sleep. The setting sun painted their tangled bodies in shades of amber and rose; the lagoon outside turned to hammered copper. The outside world—the resort, the legend, the impending tide—receded. For now they had the scent of their joining, four bodies arranged around one new center, and a quiet that wasn’t emptiness but its opposite.

Chloe was the last to slip under. Her final thought, as consciousness bled away, was not of the ritual or the choice but of something smaller and more certain. The weight of Marcus’s—her—hand resting on her hip, palm curved around the angle of the bone as if it had always known the shape. David’s breath stirring the short dark hair at her temple. Jade’s foot hooked deliberately around her ankle, a small claim in the dark. A knot. A weave. A unit of four.

Tomorrow would come with its decision and its tide. But tonight, they were here—all of them, in the wrong bodies and the right place. And that, for now, was everything.
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