
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: The Morning After

Mara's eyes snapped open to unfamiliar ceiling tiles—not the soft cream of her bedroom, but harsh white institutional panels with those little perforations that always reminded her of graph paper. Her body felt wrong. Heavy in places that should be light, empty in others that should be full. She sat up too quickly and the world tilted, her center of gravity completely off-kilter.

"What the fuck?" The voice that came out wasn't hers. Deep, resonant, masculine—it rumbled from a chest that was too broad, too flat. Mara's hands flew to that chest and found hard planes of muscle where soft curves should be, and when her fingers brushed over where her nipples should be, she felt them—small, tight, barely raised from the surrounding skin. Not the sensitive peaks she was used to, but something entirely different.

She stumbled out of bed, legs longer than they should be, and caught herself on the dresser. In the mirror above it, a stranger stared back. Tall, maybe six-two, with dark hair cropped short, strong jaw shadowed with stubble, and startled gray eyes that were definitely hers but set in a face that absolutely was not. Broad shoulders tapered to a narrow waist. And below that—

Mara's gaze dropped and she saw it. Saw him. A cock, thick and soft, hanging between muscular thighs dusted with dark hair. Her breath caught. No, not her breath. His breath. The breath of whatever body this was.

"This isn't real," she whispered, but even as she said it, she reached down with tentative fingers to touch. The skin was velvety-soft and warm, and the second her fingertips made contact, a jolt of sensation shot through her—no, him—no, fuck, this was confusing. The cock twitched at her touch, and Mara jerked her hand back like she'd been burned.

Somewhere across the city, Marcus woke in Mara's apartment, in Mara's bed, drowning in the scent of her lavender sheets. His eyes opened slowly, still heavy with sleep, and the first thing he noticed was how everything felt softer. The sheets against his skin were almost overwhelming, every thread a caress he could actually feel in a way he never had before. He stretched, and his body moved differently—lighter, more fluid, with none of the tight muscle resistance he was used to.

His hands came up to rub sleep from his eyes and stopped halfway. Delicate hands. Slender fingers with nails painted a deep wine red. Marcus's breath hitched as he brought them closer, studying the elegant shape, the soft skin, the complete absence of the calluses he'd built up from years of rock climbing.

Then he felt the weight on his chest.

Two soft, heavy mounds that shifted when he moved, pulling at muscles he didn't have words for. Marcus sat up slowly, and they moved with him, bouncing slightly with the motion. He looked down and there they were—breasts. Full, round, topped with dusky pink nipples that were already hardening in the cool morning air.

"No fucking way," he breathed, and Mara's voice came out—higher than his, musical in a way that made his ears ring. He cupped the breasts experimentally, felt their weight settle into his palms, and when his thumbs accidentally brushed over those hardening nipples, lightning shot straight down to—

To where his cock should be. Except there was no cock. Just a smooth mound between his thighs, and when that lightning struck, it bloomed into wetness, into an ache he'd never experienced, a hollow need that made him gasp and clench muscles he didn't know how to control.

Marcus scrambled out of bed, nearly tripping over his—her—their center of gravity, and found the full-length mirror Mara kept by her closet. The woman staring back at him was gorgeous. Shoulder-length chestnut hair tousled from sleep, hazel eyes wide with shock, full lips parted in surprise. Curves everywhere—the swell of hips, the indent of a waist, thighs that touched at the top, and those breasts, Jesus Christ, those breasts that moved when he breathed.

He turned to the side, watched how his new body curved and dipped, and felt that strange arousal building again between his legs. Without thinking, his hand slid down his stomach—so much softer than he remembered, with just a slight give to it—and hesitated at the apex of his thighs.

This was insane. This was impossible. But when he let his fingers drift lower, parting the soft folds he found there, the slick heat that greeted him was undeniable. Real. His fingertip brushed something that made his knees buckle, made a sound escape his lips that was half-gasp, half-moan, and entirely foreign.

Meanwhile, Mara had locked herself in the bathroom of whatever apartment this body belonged to, staring at her reflection with growing horror and fascination. The shock was wearing off, replaced by curiosity she couldn't quite suppress. This body was fit—actually fit in a way she'd never managed despite her best efforts at the gym. Defined abs, strong arms, powerful thighs. She flexed experimentally and watched muscles cord under skin.

And the cock. God, the cock kept drawing her attention. It was bigger now, semi-hard from her earlier touch, pointing away from her body at an angle that felt obscene. She watched it twitch in the mirror, responding to her thoughts in a way that was both disturbing and oddly thrilling.

Mara gripped the edge of the sink, trying to ground herself. She needed to figure out what happened, needed to find out whose body this was, needed to—

The cock twitched again, harder this time, and she felt it. Actually felt the blood rushing to fill it, felt it lengthening, thickening, rising up against her stomach. The sensation was intoxicating in its strangeness—pressure building, skin stretching, a heat that radiated outward from her groin.

"Fuck," she whispered, and her new voice made it sound like a growl. She couldn't help it. She looked down and wrapped her hand around the shaft.

The sensation was nothing like touching herself had ever been. Every nerve ending was concentrated here, in this hot, hard length of flesh that pulsed under her palm. She stroked upward experimentally and pleasure spiked so sharp she had to brace herself against the sink with her other hand. The head was leaking already, clear fluid beading at the slit, and when her thumb swiped over it, her whole body shuddered.

This was wrong. This was crazy. But Mara couldn't stop herself from stroking again, finding a rhythm that made her hips buck forward involuntarily, chasing the friction. Her breathing came faster, harsh pants echoing in the small bathroom, and the pleasure built in waves—not the slow, spreading warmth she was used to, but something sharper, more urgent, concentrated entirely in her cock and balls.

Balls. She had balls. They were tight against her body now, drawn up with arousal, and when she cupped them with her free hand, the dual sensation made her vision blur. Heavy and sensitive and so fucking full, like they contained something that needed to be released, needed to—

"Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh—" The orgasm hit her like a freight train. Nothing like the cascading pulses she knew, but a sudden, violent explosion that started deep in her pelvis and shot through her cock in thick, hot spurts. Cum painted the mirror, the sink, her hand, and Mara stood there gasping, knees weak, watching the evidence of male pleasure drip down the glass.

Her cock was still twitching, still sensitive, and she realized with a mix of fascination and dismay that while the intensity had peaked, she could probably go again. Soon. That refractory period she'd heard men complain about didn't seem quite as absolute from this side.

Across town, Marcus had made it back to the bed, legs too shaky to stand. His—her—fuck, this pronoun situation was a nightmare—her new body was on fire with need. That brief touch had ignited something that wouldn't quit, a throbbing ache between her legs that demanded attention.

She slid back against the pillows and let her legs fall open, exposing herself to the empty room. The vulnerability should have felt wrong, but instead it was thrilling. Cool air kissed her wet folds and made her shiver. Slowly, giving herself permission she didn't quite feel entitled to, Marcus brought his hand back down.

The anatomy was a maze. Soft outer lips, delicate inner ones, everything so slick it was almost too much. He explored carefully, mapping this new terrain, until his finger brushed over a small bundle of nerves at the apex and his back arched clean off the bed.

"Holy shit," he gasped, and did it again. The pleasure was different from anything he'd known—not the straightforward friction of a hand on a cock, but something deeper, more complex. Circles worked better than back-and-forth. Light pressure was somehow more intense than firm. And when he pressed down and felt his hips roll up to meet the touch, felt the way his inner walls clenched around nothing, seeking something to fill them, he understood what Mara must feel like when she said she needed him inside her.

His other hand found his breast, cupped it, squeezed. The nipple was a hard point against his palm, and when he pinched it experimentally, the sensation shot straight to his clit—that's what it was called, right?—and made him whimper. Everything was connected. Touch the nipples, feel it between the legs. Circle the clit, feel the breasts tighten. It was a whole-body experience in a way male arousal had never been.

Marcus worked himself higher, fingers moving faster now, slipping down to tease at his entrance—so wet, God, he was literally dripping—before returning to his clit. The pleasure built in layers, each one more intense than the last, and unlike the quick climb to orgasm he was used to, this seemed to go on forever. Building and building, pressure mounting, his thighs starting to shake, small sounds escaping his throat that would have embarrassed him if he could think straight enough to care.

And then he felt it. Something different. His fingers had slipped inside while circling, pressing deep, and they curved upward to touch a spot on the front wall that made stars explode behind his eyes. He pressed harder, rubbing that spot, and the orgasm crashed over him in waves.

His whole body seized, inner muscles clamping down rhythmically on his fingers, and he could feel it—actually feel the contractions rippling through him. But there was more. Liquid warmth gushed from him, soaking his hand, the sheets, running down between his ass cheeks. He was squirting, he realized dimly through the pleasure. Actually squirting, something he'd only seen in porn and half-believed was real.

The orgasm seemed to go on forever, wave after wave, and even when the intensity finally crested and began to ebb, aftershocks kept rolling through him, making him twitch and gasp. His fingers were still inside, still pressed to that magic spot, and every tiny movement sent another ripple of pleasure through his oversensitive body.

When he could finally breathe again, Marcus pulled his hand away and stared at it. Drenched. The sheets were drenched too, a dark wet spot spreading beneath his hips. And his body was still humming, still ready for more in a way that made him understand why Mara sometimes begged him not to stop after she came, why she'd pull him back down when he thought they were finished.

Multiple orgasms. That was a thing. That was a real thing he could apparently do now.


Chapter 2: Discovery

Mara cleaned up the bathroom with shaking hands, still processing what had just happened. The orgasm had been incredible—intense and overwhelming in its directness—but it was over now, and in its wake came a strange emptiness. Not the satisfying languor she was used to, but an almost immediate return to baseline, like her body had already moved on and filed the experience away.

She found clothes in the bedroom—jeans that fit these longer legs perfectly, a t-shirt that stretched across the broader chest. Boxer briefs that cradled her new anatomy in a way that felt supportive and slightly arousing at the same time. As she dressed, she caught sight of a wallet on the nightstand and flipped it open. David Chen, the license read. Twenty-eight years old. The address matched this apartment.

Her phone—David's phone—buzzed with a text. From her own number.

Is this real? Did we switch bodies? I'm you and you're me and I just... fuck, I just came so hard I can't think straight.

Mara's breath caught. Marcus. It had to be. They'd fallen asleep together last night after drinks at that weird pop-up bar in Midtown. The one with the fortune teller who'd given them both that strange drink and said something about "seeing through each other's eyes." They'd laughed it off, stumbled home to her place, had sex that was good but unremarkable, and passed out tangled together.

And apparently woken up in different bodies.

She typed back with thumbs that felt too large for the phone. It's me. Mara. I'm in some guy named David Chen's body. Where are you?

Your apartment. Your body. I woke up with TITS, Mara. And I just squirted all over your sheets. I didn't even know I—you—we could do that.

Despite everything, Mara felt a flush of heat at the image. Marcus exploring her body, discovering things about it she'd maybe never fully explored herself. Part of her was mortified. The other part was deeply, inappropriately aroused.

We need to meet up. Figure this out. Can you get here?

Yeah. Give me twenty. I need to figure out how to walk in this body without everything bouncing.

Mara spent those twenty minutes exploring David's apartment, trying to piece together who this person was. Engineer, based on the textbooks. Single, based on the lack of female items anywhere. Tidy, based on the way everything had its place. And apparently very, very fit, based on the home gym setup in the spare bedroom and the protein powder in the kitchen.

When the knock came at the door, Mara wasn't prepared for the sight of herself. Her body, animated by Marcus's mannerisms, stood in the hallway wearing her favorite oversized sweater and leggings. The sweater hung off one shoulder, exposing the curve of her neck, and the leggings hugged every curve in a way that made David's cock immediately take notice.

"Don't," Marcus said, noticing the bulge forming in her jeans. "That's so fucking weird."

"You're telling me." Mara stepped aside to let him in, trying not to stare at her own body. "Did you seriously wear that out? Everyone can see—"

"That I'm not wearing a bra? Yeah, I noticed. But nothing else fit right and I was freaking out and I just needed to get here." Marcus wrapped his arms around himself, unconsciously pushing her breasts up in a way that made Mara's mouth go dry. "We need to fix this. Call that fortune teller, go back to the bar, something."

"The bar's not there anymore. I checked the address. It's just an empty lot."

"Fuck." Marcus sank onto the couch, and Mara watched the way her body moved—all the little details she'd never noticed from the outside. How her hips settled into the cushions, how her hands fidgeted with the hem of the sweater, how her legs crossed at the ankle rather than the knee. "So we're stuck?"

"Maybe not permanently. We just need to figure out what triggered the switch." Mara sat down next to him, hyperaware of David's larger body taking up more space. "That drink. The fortune teller said something about understanding, right? Maybe we have to... I don't know, learn something first."

"Learn what? How to jack off in each other's bodies? Because I definitely figured that out already." Marcus's cheeks flushed—Mara's cheeks flushed—and the sight was oddly endearing.

"You really squirted?" Mara couldn't help asking.

"Everywhere. It was..." Marcus trailed off, looking down at his hands. "It was different. The orgasm. It kept going and going, and I thought it was done but then I touched this spot inside and it started all over again, and yeah, I squirted. Didn't even know that was possible."

"It's not usually," Mara admitted. "For me, I mean. Only happened a few times, usually when I'm really turned on and the angle's perfect." She paused. "You found the G-spot."

"Is that what that is? Felt like a magic button."

"Kind of is." Mara shifted on the couch, David's cock still half-hard and pressing against the zipper of his jeans. "I found something too. The prostate, I think. When I was... you know. After I came, I was curious, so I tried putting a finger—"

"You put your finger in your ass?" Marcus's eyes went wide.

"David's ass. And yeah. Just to see. And there's this gland, right inside, and when I pressed on it..." Mara shivered at the memory. "It was like the orgasm hadn't really stopped. Like there was more pleasure stored up in there just waiting to be released."

They sat in silence for a moment, both processing. The apartment was too warm, or maybe that was just the tension building between them. Mara was acutely aware of Marcus in her body, of how close they were sitting, of how this was utterly insane and yet somehow also the most intimate they'd ever been.

"We should probably try to reverse it," Marcus said, but his voice lacked conviction.

"Probably," Mara agreed. But neither of them moved.

"Or..." Marcus turned to face her, and Mara saw the exact expression she made when she was working up courage to say something. "We could explore this. While we have the chance. I mean, when else are we ever going to know what it actually feels like to be the other person?"

"That's a terrible idea," Mara said, even as heat pooled in her groin.

"Is it though?" Marcus's hand landed on her thigh, and even through the denim, the touch sent electricity through David's nervous system. "Don't you want to know what it's like when I fuck you? What it actually feels like from the inside?"

Mara's cock went from half-hard to fully erect so fast it was almost painful. "Marcus—"

"I felt what you feel when you come," Marcus continued, his hand sliding higher. "I want you to feel what I feel. And I want to feel what it's like to have you inside me. To be filled up. You always say it's your favorite part, and I want to understand why."

"This is so fucked up." But Mara was leaning in, drawn by the familiar scent of her own perfume mixing with arousal, by the way her body looked spread out on the couch like an invitation.

"Yeah," Marcus breathed. "It really is."

The kiss was strange and perfect and wrong in all the right ways. Mara had to lean down instead of up, had to be mindful of David's strength, had to navigate the scratch of stubble against lips that were soft and familiar. Marcus made a sound in the back of his throat—Mara's throat—and opened his mouth, inviting her in.

Mara's hands found her own body, mapping curves she knew by heart from a completely new angle. The dip of her waist, the swell of her hips, the soft give of her breast through the sweater. Marcus arched into the touch, and Mara felt him—her—God, the pronouns—felt her nipple harden under her palm.

"Touch me," Marcus whispered against her mouth. "Please. I'm so wet already, and I need—"

Mara's hand slid under the waistband of the leggings, past the soft cotton of her own underwear, and found slick heat. Marcus gasped and spread his legs wider, giving her access, and Mara's fingers parted her own folds from the outside for the first time.

So different from this angle. She could feel how swollen her clit was, how it responded when she circled it with David's fingertip. Could feel the wetness coating her fingers, could hear the obscene sounds as she explored lower, pressing inside with one finger, then two.

"Oh fuck," Marcus whimpered, hips rocking up to meet her hand. "Right there, yes—"

Mara curled her fingers upward, searching for that spot Marcus had mentioned, and she knew when she found it because his whole body went rigid. She pressed and rubbed, fascinated by the way her own body responded, by the way Marcus's face twisted with pleasure, by the gush of wetness that coated her hand.

"I'm gonna come," Marcus warned, voice breaking. "Mara, I'm—oh God—"

She felt it. Felt her own pussy clench rhythmically around her fingers, felt the flood of liquid that soaked through the leggings, felt the way Marcus's thighs trembled and his back arched. And she kept going, kept rubbing that spot, drawing it out until Marcus was sobbing with overstimulation, pushing at her hand weakly.

"Too much," he gasped. "I can't—sensitive—"

Mara pulled her hand out carefully, brought it to her lips, and tasted herself for the first time. Salt and musk and something slightly sweet. Marcus watched with heavy-lidded eyes, chest heaving, legs still spread wide.

"Your turn," he said, voice rough. "I want to make you come. Want to feel what it's like."


Chapter 3: Exploration

Marcus slid off the couch and knelt between David's—between Mara's—spread legs. From this angle, the bulge in those jeans was impossible to ignore. Marcus had touched plenty of cocks before, had Mara's in his mouth more times than he could count. But being on this side of it, being the one receiving, was going to be entirely new.

"You don't have to—" Mara started, but Marcus cut her off.

"I want to." His fingers found the button of the jeans, popped it open, pulled down the zipper. The cock tented the boxer briefs obscenely, a dark wet spot already forming at the tip. "I want to feel what you feel when you suck me off."

He pulled the jeans down, then the underwear, and Mara's cock sprang free. It was beautiful, Marcus thought distantly. Thick and flushed, curving slightly upward, the head already shiny with pre-cum. He wrapped his smaller hand around it—couldn't quite close his fingers all the way—and stroked from root to tip.

Mara made a choked sound above him. "Fuck, that feels—your hands are so much softer—"

"Yeah?" Marcus stroked again, twisting his wrist the way he liked when he jerked himself off, and was rewarded with another groan. "What about this?"

He leaned forward and ran his tongue along the underside of the shaft, from balls to tip, and tasted salt and musk and something fundamentally male. The cock jerked in his hand, and Mara's hips bucked up involuntarily.

"Sorry," she gasped. "Hard to control—"

"Don't control it." Marcus licked again, swirled his tongue around the head, then took the first few inches into his mouth. The weight and heat of it on his tongue was strange, the slightly bitter taste of pre-cum unfamiliar, but the way Mara moaned made him want to take more.

He relaxed his throat the way he'd coached Mara to do a hundred times and sank down, taking the cock deeper until it hit the back of his throat. He could feel it throb, could taste more pre-cum leaking from the tip, could hear Mara's ragged breathing above him.

"Holy shit," Mara panted, hands gripping the couch cushions. "I never knew it felt like this. The way your throat contracts around—oh God, do that again—"

Marcus did, swallowing around the cock, and Mara's hips jerked again, pushing deeper. The sensation of being this full, of having something hard and alive in his mouth, was doing things to him. His own body was responding, wetness soaking through the leggings again, nipples hard and aching.

He pulled off with a wet pop, stroked the spit-slick cock with his hand. "I need you inside me," he said, voice husky. "I need to feel it."

Mara looked wrecked already, face flushed, David's gray eyes dark with lust. "The bedroom?"

"Here." Marcus stood, shimming out of the leggings and underwear, and straddled Mara's lap. "Right here. I want to watch your face while you're in me."

He reached down and positioned the cock at his entrance, felt the broad head pressing against his opening. He was wet enough that there should be no problem, but the size was intimidating from this angle. He'd been on the delivering end of this so many times, but receiving it—

"Go slow," Mara said, hands coming up to grip his hips. "Let yourself adjust."

Marcus sank down an inch, felt himself stretch around the intrusion, and gasped at the intensity of it. Not pain, but fullness, pressure, a sense of being opened up from the inside. He took another inch, then another, and Mara's hands tightened on his hips.

"You're so fucking tight," she groaned. "I can feel everything. Every clench, every—oh fuck—"

Marcus bottomed out, the cock fully buried inside him, and had to pause to breathe. He felt impossibly full, stretched in the best way, and when he shifted slightly, the cock pressed against that spot inside him that made his vision blur.

"Move," Mara urged. "Please move, I need—"

He did. Raised himself up slowly, feeling every inch slide out, then sank back down. The drag of the cock against his walls was exquisite, hitting nerve endings he didn't know existed, and when he ground down at the bottom of the stroke, the pressure against his G-spot made him cry out.

"There," he gasped. "Right there, that's—"

He found a rhythm, rising and falling, chasing the angle that made stars explode behind his eyes. Mara's hands guided him, helped him move, and the sounds filling the room were obscene—skin slapping, wet squelching, ragged moans from both of them.

"Touch yourself," Mara commanded, voice strained. "Touch your clit while I'm inside you."

Marcus brought his hand down, found the swollen bud, and circled it. The dual stimulation was overwhelming—the fullness inside, the sharp pleasure outside, all of it building into something massive. His inner walls started to flutter, clenching rhythmically around the cock, and Mara groaned.

"You're close," she said. "I can feel it. You're gonna come on my cock, and I want to feel it squeeze me, want to feel you gush—"

The orgasm hit like a tidal wave. Marcus's whole body seized, inner muscles clamping down so hard Mara cried out, and liquid warmth gushed from him, soaking them both. The pleasure rolled through him in pulses, each one making him clench again, and he could feel the cock inside him throbbing, swelling, getting even harder.

"Don't stop," he begged, still circling his clit, riding the aftershocks. "Keep going, I can—I can go again—"

Mara grabbed his hips and thrust up, fucking him through the orgasm, and the second wave hit before the first had fully receded. More gushing, more clenching, more pleasure flooding his system until he couldn't tell where one orgasm ended and the next began.

"I'm gonna come," Mara warned, voice breaking. "I'm gonna—where do you want it?"

"Inside," Marcus gasped. "Come inside me, I want to feel—"

Mara slammed up one final time and Marcus felt it. Felt the cock pulse and throb, felt the warmth spreading deep inside him, felt the way each spurt triggered another flutter of his own walls. It was intimate in a way that made his chest tight, this sharing of pleasure, this moment of being so completely connected.

When they finally stilled, both panting, Marcus's head dropped to Mara's shoulder. The cock was still inside him, softening now but not enough to slip out, and every breath made him shift and caused a fresh spark of oversensitivity.

"That was..." Mara trailed off, hands running up and down his back.

"Yeah," Marcus agreed. He could feel the cum leaking out around the cock, dripping down onto David's thighs, and instead of being gross, it felt like evidence. Like proof of what they'd just shared.

He lifted his head and kissed her, slow and deep, tasting himself on her lips. "We're definitely not fixed yet."

"Definitely not," Mara agreed, grinning against his mouth.


Chapter 4: Deeper Understanding

They moved to the bedroom after Marcus's legs stopped shaking enough to walk. Mara watched her own body move ahead of her—the sway of her hips, the bounce of her breasts under the sweater, the slight waddle from being thoroughly fucked. It was surreal and arousing in equal measure.

David's cock had gone soft after that intense orgasm, but Mara could feel it starting to stir again. The male refractory period was real, but apparently so was the quick recovery time when presented with the right stimulus. And watching Marcus strip off the sweater, revealing her bare breasts with their peaked nipples still flushed from arousal, definitely qualified as the right stimulus.

"Come here," Marcus said, settling onto the bed. He spread his legs, showing off the cum-slick mess between his thighs, the pink folds still swollen from use. "I want to show you something."

Mara climbed onto the bed, her new body's strength making it easy to cage Marcus in with her arms. "What's that?"

"What it feels like when you play with my tits properly." Marcus guided her hand to his breast, positioned her thumb and forefinger around the nipple. "Not too hard at first. Just roll it. Tease it."

Mara did as instructed, fascinated by the way the nipple hardened further, by the small gasp Marcus let out. "Like this?"

"Yeah. Now the other one." Marcus arched his back, pushing his chest up into her touch. "And you can use your mouth. Please use your mouth."

Mara lowered her head and took the other nipple between her lips, circling it with her tongue the way Marcus had done to David's cock earlier. The taste was clean skin and a hint of salt, and when she sucked lightly, Marcus's hands came up to tangle in her short hair.

"Harder," he urged. "You can be rougher than you think. Pinch the other one."

She did, increasing the pressure of her fingers and teeth simultaneously, and Marcus moaned. His hips rolled upward, seeking friction, and Mara could feel the wetness against her stomach where their bodies pressed together.

"You really like this," she said, switching breasts, lavishing the same attention on the other nipple.

"Love it. You never spend enough time on them." Marcus's voice was breathy, needy. "Sometimes I can almost come just from this. Almost."

"Show me." Mara pulled back, wanting to watch. "Make yourself come just from your tits."

Marcus's eyes darkened with lust. He brought both hands to his breasts, cupping them, pushing them together. His fingers found his nipples and began to work them—rolling, pinching, tugging in a rhythm that made his breathing quicken.

"Tell me what it feels like," Mara said, her cock fully hard now, pressing against Marcus's thigh.

"It's like—mmm—like the pleasure goes straight down," Marcus panted, hands never stopping. "Connect directly to my clit. When you pinch hard—ah!—it's almost too much, but in the best way. And when you suck them while you're inside me? I feel it everywhere."

Mara watched, transfixed, as Marcus worked himself higher. His thighs fell open wider, hips rocking against nothing, and she could see the way his clit stood out from its hood, swollen and needy. His nipples were deep pink now, almost red from the constant stimulation, and the small pained sounds he was making suggested he was dancing that edge between pleasure and too much.

"Touch yourself," Mara commanded, echoing his earlier words. "I want to see you come."

Marcus's right hand left his breast and slid down his body, fingers finding his clit. The first touch made him jerk, made his left hand clench harder on his breast, and then he was moving both hands in concert—pinching and rolling the nipple, circling and pressing the clit.

"Oh fuck, oh fuck—" The orgasm built fast, his whole body going tense, thighs trembling. "Mara, I'm—"

He came with a sharp cry, his back bowing off the bed, and Mara watched her own body seize with pleasure. No gushing this time, just the rhythmic clench of internal muscles she couldn't see, the flush spreading across his chest, the way his mouth fell open on gasps.

Before he could fully come down, Mara grabbed his legs and pulled him to the edge of the bed. She knelt on the floor, bringing her face level with his dripping pussy, and for the first time in her life, she tasted a woman.

The flavor was stronger than her fingers had suggested—earthy and complex, with her own cum still mixed in from earlier. She licked broadly, from entrance to clit, and Marcus's hands flew to her head.

"Sensitive," he gasped. "Too soon—oh—"

But Mara didn't stop. She circled his clit with her tongue, feeling it pulse under the attention, then sealed her lips around it and sucked. Marcus's protests turned to moans, his hips lifting to meet her mouth, and she understood viscerally why he loved going down on her so much. The power of it, the control, the way she could reduce him to desperate whimpers.

She slid two fingers inside while her mouth worked, feeling for that spot again. When she found it, Marcus nearly levitated off the bed.

"There! Right there, don't stop—"

Mara pressed hard, rubbing the rough patch of tissue while her tongue flicked rapidly over his clit, and Marcus came apart. This time he did gush, liquid coating her fingers and chin, and she could feel his pussy clamping rhythmically around her fingers, trying to pull her deeper.

"More," Marcus sobbed. "Don't stop, I need more—"

So Mara gave him more. Added a third finger, stretching him, filling him while she sucked his clit. The wet sounds were obscene, the taste flooding her mouth overwhelming, and when Marcus came again—fourth? fifth? she'd lost count—his whole body went rigid and a scream tore from his throat.

She gentled her touch, bringing him down slowly, licking softly until he was pushing weakly at her head. When she pulled back, her face was soaked, and Marcus was sprawled on the bed looking completely wrecked.

"How many was that?" she asked, climbing back onto the bed.

"I don't know," Marcus admitted, voice wrecked. "They all blurred together. Is it always like that for you?"

"Not quite that intense," Mara said honestly. "You found angles I didn't know I had."

Marcus reached out and wrapped his hand around her cock, which was painfully hard now, leaking precum steadily. "Your turn. I want to explore that prostate thing you mentioned."

"You don't have to—"

"I want to." Marcus pushed her onto her back, positioned himself between her spread legs. "Tell me what to do."

Mara swallowed hard. "There's lube in the bathroom. In the medicine cabinet."

Marcus returned with the small bottle and settled back between her legs. He slicked up his fingers, and Mara felt the cool gel against her balls, then lower, circling her hole. She'd only touched herself there briefly, curiosity overcoming hesitation, but having Marcus do it was entirely different.

"Relax," Marcus murmured, pressing gently. "Let me in."

The first finger breached her, and Mara gasped at the intrusion. It felt wrong and right simultaneously—a pressure that bordered on painful but sparked with something more. Marcus worked it deeper, then crooked it forward.

"Here?"

"No, higher. More toward—oh fuck!"

He'd found it. A firm mound of tissue that, when pressed, sent lightning through her cock and made her hips jerk up involuntarily. Marcus pressed again, harder, and Mara's vision blurred.

"That's it," she gasped. "That's the prostate. Keep—oh God—keep doing that."

Marcus added his other hand to her cock, stroking in time with the pressure inside, and the dual stimulation was almost too much. The orgasm built differently than the first one had—deeper, more intense, radiating from that spot inside her through her entire pelvis.

"I can feel it swelling," Marcus said with fascination. "Every time I press it, it gets bigger."

"That's the—ah!—that's what it does when—fuck, Marcus, I'm gonna come—"

"Good." Marcus increased the pressure, really milking the gland now, and stroked her cock faster. "I want to see it. Want to watch you come from your prostate."

The orgasm hit like a freight train, but different from the first one. Instead of explosive, it was drawn out, pulsing, each wave stronger than the last as Marcus worked her prostate through it. Cum spurted from her cock, but it kept coming, more than seemed possible, coating Marcus's hand, her stomach, pooling in her navel.

"Don't stop," she begged, even though it bordered on too much. "Keep milking it, I can feel more—"

Marcus pressed harder, almost too hard, and another wave hit. More cum, more pulsing, her cock jerking in his fist even though it was starting to soften. The pleasure bordered on pain now, overwhelming her nervous system, and still Marcus kept going.

"I can't—" Mara gasped. "Too much, I can't—"

Marcus finally relented, pulling his finger out carefully and releasing her cock. Mara lay there gasping, covered in her own cum, her body still twitching with aftershocks.

"Holy shit," Marcus breathed, staring at the mess. "That was..."

"Intense," Mara finished. "I've never—that was nothing like regular orgasms. The prostate thing makes it so much more."

Marcus crawled up her body and kissed her, deep and filthy, and Mara could taste herself on his lips. "We're definitely not switching back yet," he murmured against her mouth.

"Definitely not," Mara agreed.


Chapter 5: The Return

They spent the next several hours mapping each other's bodies, learning every response, every sensitive spot, every way to draw out pleasure. Mara discovered that Marcus's—her—nipples were directly connected to her clit in a way she'd never fully appreciated. That the spot just behind his knee, when kissed, made him shiver. That he could, in fact, come from nipple stimulation alone if she was patient and thorough enough.

Marcus learned that David's balls were incredibly sensitive when cupped and rolled during a blowjob. That the prostate could be milked multiple times with diminishing returns—each orgasm less intense but longer, drawing out more fluid. That the sensitive spot just under the head of his cock, when licked just right, could make his whole body go rigid.

They fucked in every position they could think of. Marcus riding Mara's cock, controlling the depth and angle. Mara taking Marcus from behind, reaching around to play with his clit. Marcus on his back with his legs over Mara's shoulders, taking her deep enough to make him scream. Each position revealed new sensations, new angles, new ways their bodies could give and receive pleasure.

As the sun set, casting golden light through the bedroom window, they lay tangled together, sweaty and satisfied and completely wrung out.

"I don't want to go back," Marcus admitted quietly. "Is that weird?"

"No," Mara said. "I get it. There's something... freeing about this. Being in a different body. Experiencing pleasure in entirely new ways."

"But we probably should figure out how to switch back eventually."

"Eventually," Mara agreed. "But not yet."

They ordered takeout and ate it naked on the couch, feeding each other bites and laughing at the absurdity of their situation. When Marcus accidentally spilled sauce on his breast, Mara leaned over and licked it off, which led to Marcus straddling her lap again, sinking down on her cock while they made out with mouths that still tasted like Thai food.

This time the sex was slower, more exploratory. Mara ran her hands over every inch of skin she could reach, memorizing the feel of her own body from the outside. Marcus rolled his hips in lazy circles, keeping her deep but not chasing orgasm, just enjoying the fullness.

"I love you," Marcus said suddenly, looking down at her with her own eyes. "Being you has made me understand you better. How you experience the world. How pleasure builds for you. All the little things I took for granted."

"I love you too," Mara replied, throat tight. "And I get it now. Why you say you need me inside you. It's not just the physical—it's the connection. The intimacy of it."

They made love like that for hours, drawing it out, making it last. Marcus came three more times, each one making him gush around her cock, soaking them both. Mara came twice, once from the slow friction and once from Marcus's fingers in her ass, milking her prostate until she was sobbing with overstimulation.

When they finally collapsed together, too exhausted to continue, Marcus was still impaled on her cock, her head on Mara's chest.

"We should probably sleep," Mara murmured, running her fingers through her own hair.

"Probably," Marcus agreed. "You think we'll switch back when we wake up?"

"Maybe. If we're meant to."

"And if we're not?"

Mara kissed the top of his head. "Then we figure it out together."

They drifted off like that, bodies still joined, David's cum leaking slowly from Marcus's well-used pussy. The last thought Mara had before sleep claimed her was that she'd never understood intimacy quite like this—not just physical joining, but a complete exchange of experience.

When morning came, Mara opened her eyes to familiar ceiling tiles. The cream-colored ones from her own apartment. She sat up, and the weight on her chest confirmed it—they'd switched back. Her breasts, her softer skin, her own body.

Beside her, Marcus was stirring, blinking awake in his own body. They stared at each other for a long moment, processing.

"Well," Marcus finally said. "That was—"

"Educational," Mara finished.

"I was going to say the hottest thing I've ever experienced, but sure, educational works too." He reached over and cupped her breast, thumb brushing her nipple in exactly the way she'd shown him yesterday. The pleasure sparked straight to her clit, just like she'd described, and she gasped.

"You remember," she breathed.

"Every detail." His hand slid lower, finding her already wet. "I remember what this feels like now. What you need. Where to touch."

His fingers found her clit and circled it with perfect pressure—not too light, not too firm. Then he slid two fingers inside and curved them up to her G-spot, pressing exactly the way he'd discovered made her see stars.

Mara came embarrassingly fast, her body still sensitized from yesterday's marathon session. She gushed around his fingers, soaking his hand, and the look of satisfaction on Marcus's face tol

"Your turn," she said when she could breathe again. She pushed him onto his back and wrapped her hand around his cock, stroking with the confidence of someone who'd spent a day living in this body. She knew exactly how much pressure to use, how to twist her wrist on the upstroke, how to pay special attention to that sensitive spot just under the head.

But she didn't stop there. Her other hand slid lower, cupping his balls, rolling them gently the way she'd discovered he liked. Then lower still, pressing against his perineum, feeling the prostate from the outside.

"Mara—" Marcus's voice was strained. "What are you—"

"Trust me." She grabbed the lube from the nightstand—because of course they'd brought it with them last night—and slicked up her finger. "I want to try something."

She circled his hole, feeling him tense, then relax as he remembered yesterday. Remembered how it felt when she'd milked his prostate in David's body. She pressed inside slowly, giving him time to adjust, and found that familiar swell of tissue.

"Oh fuck," Marcus gasped as she pressed. "That's—I can feel it different now, knowing what it is—"

Mara stroked his cock and massaged his prostate simultaneously, watching his face for every reaction. His eyes rolled back, his mouth fell open, and when she increased the pressure inside, his whole body went rigid.

"That's it," she murmured. "Let me milk you. I know exactly how it feels now."

The orgasm seemed to tear through him. His cock pulsed in her hand, cum spurting in thick ropes, but she kept pressing, kept milking, and more kept coming. His prostate swelled under her finger with each contraction, and she could feel the fluid moving through it, being forced out by her pressure.

"Can't stop," Marcus panted. "It won't stop—"

"I know." Mara pressed harder, really working the gland now. "It's intense, right? Overwhelming. But so good."

She milked him through two more waves before he was pushing at her hand, oversensitive and spent. When she pulled out carefully, he lay there twitching, covered in his own cum, looking absolutely wrecked.

"Holy shit," he breathed. "I never knew it could be like that. Never even thought to try."

"Neither did I, until yesterday." Mara settled beside him, running her fingers through the mess on his stomach. "We learned a lot."

"Yeah." Marcus turned his head to look at her, eyes soft. "I feel like I know you better now. Like I understand you on a level I never could have otherwise."

"Same." Mara kissed him gently. "And our sex life is going to be infinitely better now that we've literally walked in each other's shoes."

Marcus laughed. "Is that what we're calling it? Walking?"

"Among other things."

They showered together, taking their time, exploring their restored bodies with new appreciation. Mara paid special attention to her own nipples, understanding now why Marcus loved playing with them so much. Marcus took his time washing his cock and balls, marveling at the sensitivity he'd experienced firsthand yesterday.

Under the hot spray, Marcus pressed Mara against the tile wall and sank to his knees. "I need to taste you," he said, looking up at her with water streaming down his face. "I need to see if I can make you squirt like you made me."

He spread her folds with his fingers and dove in with newfound expertise. His tongue found her clit immediately, circling it with the perfect pressure she'd shown him, and Mara's knees nearly buckled. He knew exactly what he was doing now—not guessing, not hoping, but knowing with certainty what would make her fall apart.

When he slid two fingers inside and curled them to her G-spot, pressing hard while his tongue worked her clit, the orgasm slammed into her so fast she didn't have time to warn him. She gushed against his face, soaking him, and he just pressed harder, drawing it out until she was sobbing.

"Again," he commanded, voice muffled against her pussy. "I want to feel you do it again."

He brought her there three more times, learning her rhythms, her tells, the exact combination of pressure and friction that made her squirt. By the time he finally let her rest, she could barely stand, and the shower floor was flooded with more than just water.

"Okay," she gasped, pulling him up for a kiss. "You've definitely mastered that."

"I had a good teacher yesterday." Marcus grinned against her mouth. "Myself."

They made it to the bed, barely bothering to dry off, and Mara pushed Marcus down onto his back. "My turn to use what I learned."

She took his cock in her mouth, but this time she knew exactly what she was doing. Knew to relax her throat, to swallow around him, to use her tongue on the underside of the shaft. She cupped his balls while she sucked, rolled them gently, then pressed her finger behind them to massage his prostate from the outside.

Marcus lasted maybe two minutes before he was coming down her throat, and she swallowed every drop, knowing now how intense that sensation was, how the throat contractions added to the pleasure.

When she pulled off, his cock was still hard. That was new—or rather, she'd noticed the quick recovery time yesterday, but hadn't fully appreciated it from this side.

"The male refractory period is a lie," she said, stroking him slowly. "Or at least much shorter than I thought."

"Depends on the stimulation," Marcus managed. "And right now, watching you swallow my cum with that look on your face? Yeah, I could definitely go again."

So she climbed on top of him, sinking down onto his cock with a sigh of satisfaction. This was familiar, but different now. She knew what he was feeling—the tight heat, the gripping pressure, the way her walls fluttered around him. And she used that knowledge, clenching deliberately, rolling her hips to create friction exactly where she knew he'd feel it most.

Marcus gripped her hips, helping her move. "Touch yourself," he said. "I want to watch you come on my cock."

Mara brought her hand to her clit, circling it while she rode him. The dual stimulation built quickly, and she could feel her orgasm approaching. But this time, armed with yesterday's knowledge, she didn't just chase it—she drew it out, backing off when she got too close, building it higher and higher.

"Please," Marcus begged. "I can feel you getting tighter. I need to feel you come. Need to feel you gush on me."

That did it. Mara pressed hard on her clit and let the orgasm take her. Her pussy clamped down rhythmically, and she felt the gush of liquid around Marcus's cock, soaking them both. But she didn't stop moving—kept riding through it, kept circling her clit, and the second wave hit before the first had fully faded.

"Fuck, yes," Marcus groaned. "Again, do it again—"

She came four more times before Marcus finally lost control, slamming up into her and filling her with his own release. They collapsed together, sweaty and satisfied and covered in the evidence of their pleasure.

"I don't think I'll ever get tired of that," Marcus said, still buried inside her. "Feeling you come. Especially now that I know exactly what you're experiencing."

"Good." Mara kissed him lazily. "Because I plan to come a lot more now that you actually know what you're doing."

They spent the rest of the day in bed, alternating between sleep and sex, putting their new knowledge to use in every way they could think of. Mara discovered she could come from just nipple stimulation if Marcus was patient enough, spending nearly an hour working her breasts until she came untouched, screaming his name. Marcus discovered that having his prostate milked while Mara rode him created an entirely different kind of orgasm—deeper, more intense, almost overwhelming in its totality.

As the sun set on their second day of sexual exploration, they lay tangled together, thoroughly exhausted and completely satisfied.

"Do you think it was real?" Marcus asked quietly. "The body swap? Or did we both just have the same incredibly vivid dream?"

Mara considered. "Does it matter? Real or dream, we both experienced it. Both learned from it. And our sex life will never be the same."

"True." Marcus ran his fingers through her hair. "Though I kind of hope it was real. Makes for a better story."

"Either way," Mara said, "I'm grateful for it. For understanding you better. For learning what you need, what you feel, what makes you fall apart."

"Same." Marcus pulled her closer. "I love you. In this body, in David's body, in any body. But I especially love you right here, right now, exactly as you are."

Mara kissed him, deep and slow and full of promise. "I love you too. And I can't wait to spend the rest of our lives putting this knowledge to use."

They fell asleep like that, wrapped around each other, dreaming of pleasure both given and received, of intimacy deepened and understanding expanded. And when they woke the next morning, still in their own bodies, they smiled at each other with the secret knowledge of what they'd experienced.

Some mysteries, they decided, were better left unsolved. The how and why didn't matter nearly as much as the result—two people who loved each other, understood each other, and knew exactly how to bring each other pleasure in ways they'd never imagined before.

And really, what more could anyone ask for?
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