
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: The Morning After the Wish

The first thing Marcus Calloway became aware of was warmth—a heavy, pervasive warmth that seemed to radiate from his chest outward, pooling in places that felt both familiar and utterly alien. His mind swam up through layers of sleep, consciousness arriving in fragments: the softness of expensive sheets against his skin, the faint smell of Vanessa's lavender shampoo that permeated her side of the bed, and the strange, insistent weight pressing down on his ribcage.

His eyes fluttered open, lashes brushing against something—were his eyelashes longer? The thought was absurd, dream-logic, but it persisted as he blinked against the morning sunlight filtering through the gauzy white curtains Vanessa had insisted on installing last spring. The light had a different quality to it somehow, or maybe his eyes were processing it differently. Everything seemed slightly sharper, colors more saturated.

Marcus started to sit up, moving with the automatic ease of someone who'd performed this action ten thousand mornings in a row, but his body didn't respond the way it should. His center of gravity was all wrong. There was weight on his chest—not pressure, not pain, but actual mass that moved and shifted as he rose. Long hair, far longer than his close-cropped cut, spilled over his shoulders and tickled bare skin.

"What the—"

The voice that emerged from his throat stopped him cold. It wasn't his voice. Not even close. Where his normal morning rasp was a low, rough baritone that Vanessa had once compared to "bourbon and gravel," this was melodic, feminine, slightly breathy with that particular quality his wife's voice had when she first woke up.

Marcus looked down.

Two breasts rose from his chest, full and soft and undeniably real, their weight pulling at muscles he'd never had before. They were contained in Vanessa's favorite sleep shirt—the pink one with the faded Cyndi Lauper reference that she'd owned since college, the cotton worn soft from years of washing. The fabric draped differently over this body, clinging to curves instead of hanging loose over his normally flat chest and stomach.

He could see the outline of nipples through the thin material, darker circles visible beneath the pink cotton, and they were hard. Achingly hard. The sensation of the fabric rubbing against them sent jolts of pleasure-pain through him that made his breath catch.

"No," Marcus whispered, his—her—hands flying to his chest. His hands looked wrong too. Smaller, with slender fingers and nails painted that specific shade of coral that Vanessa called "sunset shimmer" or "peachy keen" or something equally whimsical. The hands cupped the breasts, feeling their weight, their warmth, the way they filled his palms completely.

They were real. Soft and real and attached to his body, responding to his touch with sensation that shot through him like electricity. His thumbs brushed over the hardened nipples almost experimentally, and he gasped at the intensity of it. It was so different from male nipple stimulation—instead of a pleasant, mild sensation, this was urgent and demanding, creating a direct line of connection to his core that made his thighs clench together instinctively.

Between those thighs, he felt it. The absence. The profound, disorienting absence of the equipment he'd carried for thirty-four years. No morning wood pressing insistently against his boxer briefs. No familiar weight and heft. Instead, there was a different kind of heat, a different kind of awareness. Wetness. Sensitivity. A hollow feeling, like his body was waiting to be filled.

Marcus's breathing quickened, his chest—Vanessa's chest—rising and falling rapidly, making those unfamiliar breasts bounce slightly with each inhalation. His hands traveled down from his chest, over a stomach that was softer than his own, smoother, with a gentle curve rather than the defined abs he'd worked so hard to maintain at the gym. His fingers encountered the elastic waistband of Vanessa's sleep shorts, those gray cotton ones with the little pink hearts that she'd bought in a three-pack from Target.

He hesitated. This was insane. This was impossible. This was—

His hand slipped beneath the waistband.

Soft curls of hair, trimmed neat and short the way Vanessa preferred. Then warm, slick flesh. Folds and valleys that his fingers explored with growing disbelief and, despite himself, mounting arousal. There was a small, incredibly sensitive nub at the apex—Vanessa's clitoris, now apparently his—and when his finger brushed against it, his entire body jolted like he'd been shocked.

"Ahh!" The sound escaped him, high and breathy and unmistakably feminine, and that's when he heard movement beside him.

"Mmph... Marcus? What time is it?"

The voice was wrong. Not Vanessa's melodic alto but his own voice, rough and deep and tinged with sleep. Marcus turned his head so quickly that the unfamiliar weight of long hair whipped across his face, some of it catching in his mouth. He sputtered, pushing it away with hands that still felt too small, too delicate, and stared at the figure sitting up beside him in bed.

It was him. Or rather, his body. Marcus Calloway's body, with its broad shoulders and the dusting of dark hair across the chest, the tattoo of a compass on the left bicep that he'd gotten on a dare during a trip to Portland five years ago, the slight scar on the right collarbone from a childhood bicycle accident. The stubble along the jaw that he could never quite eliminate no matter how carefully he shaved. The hazel eyes that were currently going very, very wide.

"Marcus?" the figure said again, but this time with a different inflection. Questioning. Uncertain. Those hazel eyes—his eyes—looked down at the body they inhabited, taking in the muscled chest, the flat stomach, the strong thighs. Then the eyes went even wider. "Oh my god. Oh my god."

"Vanessa?" Marcus asked, and hearing his wife's voice shape her name was surreal beyond measure.

"I'm... you're... we..." Vanessa, wearing Marcus's body like an ill-fitting suit, looked between them with an expression of dawning horror and fascination. Her hands—Marcus's hands, large and calloused from years of architectural drafting and weekend woodworking—explored the foreign terrain of his chest. Thick fingers traced over pectoral muscles, down the line of abs that Marcus maintained through religiously boring gym sessions three times a week, and then lower.

She threw back the covers with a sharp yank, revealing Marcus's body clad only in the black boxer briefs he'd worn to bed. And there, tenting the thin cotton fabric obscenely, was a massive morning erection.

"Holy shit," Vanessa breathed, Marcus's voice dropping into a register he usually reserved for dirty talk. She stared at the rigid shaft straining against the confines of the underwear, her new face flushed red from the neck up. "Is it always this... hard?"

Despite the absolute insanity of the situation, Marcus felt a laugh bubble up in his chest. "Yeah, pretty much every morning. It's called morning wood. You've seen it a thousand times, Nessa."

"Seeing and feeling are very different things," Vanessa said, and there was something almost reverent in her tone. Her hand—Marcus's hand—moved down tentatively, palm cupping the bulge through the fabric. "Oh fuck. Marcus. Marcus. It's throbbing. I can feel it throbbing against my hand and it's like, there's this pressure building in my—god, are those balls? They feel so heavy and full and—"

She squeezed experimentally and groaned, the sound so familiar yet so strange coming from Marcus's mouth. Her hips jerked forward involuntarily, seeking friction, and she looked up at Marcus with eyes dark with sudden, unexpected arousal.

"Nessa," Marcus said slowly, his borrowed voice trembling, "what the hell is happening to us?"

Vanessa tore her gaze away from the erection to look at Marcus—really look at him. At her own body, wearing her favorite sleep shirt, hair mussed from sleep and spilling over narrow shoulders. At her own face, those gray-green eyes wide with shock, lips parted in surprise. She reached out with one hand, touching Marcus's cheek, feeling the smoothness of skin she'd washed and moisturized for thirty-two years.

"We swapped," she whispered. "Marcus, we actually fucking swapped bodies."

The memory hit them both at the same moment. Marcus could see it in Vanessa's expression, the way his own face shifted from confusion to realization.

Last night. The bottle of cheap Merlot they'd split on the couch. That stupid Netflix rom-com Vanessa had picked, some high-concept body-swap thing where a teenage girl and a middle-aged man switched places and learned important life lessons. They'd made fun of it, MST3K style, throwing popcorn at the screen and laughing at the plot holes.

"God, can you imagine?" Vanessa had said, sprawling across Marcus's lap with the casual intimacy of five years of marriage. Her cheeks had been flushed with wine, her eyes bright and playful. "Actually swapping bodies with someone? Just completely being them for a while?"

Marcus had run his fingers through her hair, already half-hard from the weight of her against his crotch. "Who would you want to swap with?"

"You, obviously." She'd grinned up at him, that mischievous smile that still made his heart skip after all these years. "I'd want to know what it's like to be you. To have a dick. To be tall. To not have to deal with periods and bras and all that fun stuff."

"And I'd want to know what it's like to be you," Marcus had replied, playing along with what he'd thought was just tipsy pillow talk. "To be beautiful and graceful and have multiple orgasms."

Vanessa had sat up, straddling him, her hands on his chest. The movie had continued playing, forgotten, as she'd looked at him with sudden intensity. "Let's make a wish. Like, a real one. I wish we could swap bodies. Just for a day."

"Just for a day," Marcus had echoed, pulling her down for a kiss. "I wish we could swap bodies and really understand each other."

They'd laughed. Made out. The movie had ended without them noticing. They'd stumbled to bed, had sex that was perfectly normal and satisfying in all the usual ways, and fallen asleep tangled together.

And now...

"The wish," Marcus said, his voice barely above a whisper. "Nessa, you don't think... that couldn't have actually—"

"What else could explain this?" Vanessa gestured at herself—at Marcus's body—with both hands. "We made a wish, and now we're..." She looked down at the erection again, which hadn't flagged even slightly during their conversation. If anything, it seemed harder, more insistent. "We're swapped."

Marcus ran his hands through his long hair again, a nervous gesture he'd seen Vanessa do a thousand times, and it felt natural in a way that made his stomach flip. This body knew this gesture, had muscle memory for it. "Okay. Okay. We need to stay calm. We need to figure out how to swap back."

"Do we?"

The question hung in the air between them. Marcus stared at his wife, at his own face wearing an expression he'd never seen in a mirror—a mixture of curiosity, excitement, and unmistakable lust.

"What do you mean, 'do we'?" Marcus asked.

Vanessa shifted on the bed, and Marcus couldn't help but notice the way his body moved, the confidence and strength in those movements. She was still touching herself—touching his body—hands roaming over the muscled torso with growing familiarity. "I mean... we wished for a day, right? To really understand each other? Well..." Her hand dipped into the waistband of the boxer briefs, and Marcus watched with horrified fascination as Vanessa pulled out his cock.

It was strange seeing it from this angle, from outside his own body. He'd seen it in mirrors, sure, looked down at it countless times, but this was different. Vanessa held it in her hand—his hand—and it looked huge, thick and flushed dark at the tip, a bead of precum already forming at the slit. She stroked it experimentally, base to tip, and her whole body shuddered.

"Jesus fuck," she hissed, stroking again. "Marcus, is this what it feels like all the time? It's so... it's hard and sensitive and there's this pressure building in my balls and I feel like I'm going to explode if I don't—"

She stopped herself, looking up at Marcus with eyes blown dark with arousal. "Sorry. Is this weird? This is super weird, isn't it?"

Marcus couldn't answer immediately because his own body—Vanessa's body—was responding to the visual of his cock being stroked, responding to the obvious pleasure on Vanessa's face. His nipples ached, pressed hard against the thin cotton of the sleep shirt. Between his legs, he could feel wetness gathering, his new pussy clenching around nothing, empty and needy.

"It's weird," he managed, his voice coming out breathier than intended. "But also... kind of hot?"

Vanessa grinned, and it was Marcus's cocky, lopsided grin, the one he used when he was about to suggest something adventurous in bed. "Kind of hot or really hot?"

"Really hot," Marcus admitted, and saying it out loud seemed to break something open between them. "Nessa, I'm... god, this body wants..."

"What does it want?" Vanessa asked, still stroking slowly, her eyes locked on Marcus.

Marcus squeezed his thighs together, trying to alleviate the ache building there, but it only made it worse. The friction against his clit sent sparks through his nervous system. "It wants to be touched. It wants..." He looked at his own cock, at the way Vanessa was handling it with growing confidence. "It wants that. Inside."

"Yeah?" Vanessa's voice dropped lower, taking on that dominant edge that Marcus sometimes used when he was really turned on. "You want me to fuck you with this cock? Your cock?"

The dirty talk, delivered in his own voice, should have been ridiculous. Instead, it made Marcus's pussy clench hard, more wetness flooding his folds. He nodded, not trusting his voice.

"I want to explore this first," Vanessa said, releasing the cock reluctantly. It bobbed in the air, painfully hard. "I want to know what it all feels like. Every part of being you. And I want to watch you explore my body. Our bodies."

She moved closer on the bed, closing the distance between them, and Marcus could smell himself—his own scent, masculine and familiar, mixed with the arousal that was making Marcus's cock leak steadily. Vanessa reached out, her large hand cupping Marcus's face with surprising gentleness.

"Is this okay?" she asked. "Are we really doing this?"

Marcus leaned into the touch, his borrowed body responding instinctively to the warmth and strength of that palm against his cheek. "We're really doing this," he confirmed. "I want to know what it's like. All of it. To be you, to feel what you feel."

"Then let me make you feel good," Vanessa murmured, and she leaned in to kiss him.

It was the strangest kiss of Marcus's life. His own lips, familiar from thirty-four years of existence, pressed against Vanessa's lips, soft and full and flavored with her strawberry lip balm. But the sensations were reversed. He was the one being kissed, feeling the scratch of stubble against his smooth skin, tasting himself—toothpaste and that faint hint of the bourbon he'd had before bed. Vanessa's tongue, thick and insistent in the way his had always been, pushed into his mouth, and Marcus moaned.

The sound was high and breathy and desperate, nothing like any sound he'd ever made before. It seemed to inflame Vanessa, who deepened the kiss, one hand tangling in Marcus's long hair while the other moved to his chest.

Through the thin fabric of the sleep shirt, Vanessa's palm cupped one breast, thumb finding the nipple and circling it with maddening precision. Marcus arched into the touch, breaking the kiss to gasp for air.

"Ahh! Nessa, that's—god, that's so sensitive—"

"Is it?" Vanessa sounded fascinated. Her hand squeezed gently, kneading the soft flesh, and Marcus's hands flew up to grip her shoulders for balance. "I always wondered if it felt as good as it looked when I touched them."

"It feels incredible," Marcus panted. "It's different from... when you touched my nipples before, it was nice but this is... it's intense, it's like there's a direct line from here to—ahhh!"

Vanessa had pinched the nipple, rolling it between thumb and forefinger, and Marcus's whole body jolted. His pussy clenched, wetness soaking through the sleep shorts now, and he could feel his clit throbbing in time with his rapid heartbeat.

"To your pussy?" Vanessa supplied helpfully, and the word sounded deliciously filthy in Marcus's voice. "Does it make your pussy wet when I touch your tits?"

"Yes," Marcus hissed, his hips rolling unconsciously, seeking friction. "Touch them more, please, I need—"

Vanessa pulled back slightly, her hands moving to the hem of the sleep shirt. "Take this off," she commanded, and Marcus complied immediately, pulling the shirt over his head with trembling hands.

The cool bedroom air hit his bare breasts, and he looked down at them for the first time without fabric in the way. Vanessa's breasts. C-cups, full and round with pink nipples that were puckered hard with arousal. They were beautiful. He'd always thought so, had spent countless hours worshipping them with hands and mouth, but seeing them attached to his own chest was surreal.

"Fuck, you're gorgeous," Vanessa breathed, and Marcus looked up to see her staring at him—at her own body—with undisguised hunger. "I mean, I know it's my body, but seeing it like this, seeing you wearing it and looking at me like that..."

"Like what?" Marcus asked.

"Like you want me to fuck you senseless," Vanessa said bluntly, and Marcus felt his face flush hot. She was right. That's exactly how he felt.

Vanessa's hands returned to his chest, both of them this time, cupping and squeezing and exploring with the enthusiasm of someone discovering something new and wonderful. Her thumbs worked over the nipples in circles, then in flicks, testing different pressures and speeds while Marcus writhed beneath her attention.

"Touch yourself," Vanessa said suddenly. "I want to watch you touch my pussy. Show me what it looks like when you're turned on."

Marcus hesitated for only a moment before his hand slid down his stomach, fingers slipping beneath the waistband of the sleep shorts. He'd touched Vanessa countless times, knew her body intimately, but this was different. These were his nerve endings, his pleasure receptors, and when his fingers found his clit, the sensation was so intense that his eyes rolled back.

"Ohhh," he moaned, circling the sensitive nub with two fingers. The wetness was incredible, slick and warm, coating his fingers as he explored. He found the entrance to his pussy, tight and clenching, and pushed one finger inside.

The intrusion felt strange at first—he was used to being the one doing the penetrating, not being penetrated—but as he pumped his finger in and out, the strangeness gave way to pleasure. It built slowly, each thrust creating friction against sensitive inner walls, each withdrawal leaving him feeling empty and desperate to be filled again.

"Another finger," Vanessa instructed, her eyes glued to where Marcus's hand disappeared into the sleep shorts. "I can take two easy."

Marcus complied, adding a second finger, and the stretch was delicious. He curled them experimentally, searching for that spot he always aimed for when fingering Vanessa, and when he found it—

"Fuck!" he cried out, his back arching off the bed. His free hand flew to his breast, squeezing roughly, pinching the nipple the way Vanessa had been doing. "There, right there, oh my god—"

"That's your G-spot," Vanessa said, her voice rough with arousal. She was stroking his cock again, slow and deliberate, watching Marcus fall apart with obvious fascination. "Feels good, doesn't it?"

"So good," Marcus panted, fucking himself on his fingers faster now, his thumb finding his clit and rubbing in tight circles. The pleasure was building in a way that felt completely foreign—not the focused, almost urgent climb to orgasm he was used to, but a slow, full-body wave that seemed to encompass every nerve ending.

His thighs were trembling, his toes curling, his pussy clenching rhythmically around his fingers. The nipple stimulation was sending jolts straight to his core, everything connected in a web of sensation that made his mind go blissfully blank.

"I'm going to—Nessa, I think I'm going to—ahhhh!"

The orgasm crashed over him without warning, stealing his breath and his ability to think. His pussy spasmed around his fingers, his clit pulsing under his thumb, and waves of pleasure radiated outward from his core in concentric circles. It went on and on, longer than any orgasm he'd ever experienced as a man, each wave cresting higher than the last until he was sobbing with the intensity of it.

"Oh god oh god oh god—nnnngh—ahhhhh—yes yes yes—fuck!"

He was dimly aware of Vanessa watching him, her hand still moving on his cock, her face flushed and her breathing ragged. But most of his awareness was consumed by the pleasure, by the way his new body was coming apart in the best possible way.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, the waves began to subside. Marcus's hand stilled between his legs, his fingers still buried in his pussy, and he lay there panting and trembling and utterly wrecked.

"Holy shit," Vanessa whispered. "That was... Marcus, that was incredible to watch. You were so beautiful, and the sounds you made, and the way your whole body moved—"

Marcus pulled his fingers out slowly, wincing at the sensitivity, and looked at them. They were coated in clear, slick arousal, glistening in the morning light. Without thinking about it, he brought them to his mouth and sucked them clean.

The taste was tangy and sweet and unmistakably Vanessa. He'd tasted her before, of course, had spent many happy hours with his face between her thighs, but experiencing it from this side, tasting himself, was weirdly erotic.

"Fuck, don't do that," Vanessa groaned, and Marcus looked over to see her stroking his cock faster now, her hips thrusting up to meet her hand. "That's so fucking hot."

Marcus sat up, his body still humming with post-orgasmic bliss, and took in the sight of his wife desperately fucking her own hand with his cock. The shaft was flushed dark, veins standing out prominently, the tip weeping precum steadily. It had to be uncomfortable, bordering on painful, after this much stimulation with no release.

"Want me to help?" Marcus asked, his voice low and sultry in a way that felt natural with Vanessa's vocal cords.

"Please," Vanessa gasped.

Marcus moved down the bed with a grace he didn't quite know how to control yet, his borrowed body moving fluidly. He gently pushed Vanessa's hand away from the cock and replaced it with his own smaller hand. The shaft felt massive in his grip, hot and hard and pulsing with need.

He stroked it experimentally, base to tip, marveling at the texture of it—the silky skin over rigid hardness, the way the foreskin moved, the slickness of precum making his hand glide easily. Vanessa moaned, her hips bucking up into his grip.

"That's good," she panted. "But I want—can you use your mouth? I've always wanted to know what it feels like to get a blowjob."

Marcus hesitated. He'd received countless blowjobs over the years, knew what felt good, but he'd never given one. The mechanics seemed straightforward enough, but the reality of having his cock in his mouth—or rather, having Vanessa's mouth around it—was daunting.

"I'll try," he said, and leaned down.

The first touch of his lips to the tip of the cock made Vanessa cry out. Marcus could taste the precum, slightly salty and musky, and he found he didn't mind it. He opened his mouth wider, taking the head inside, and Vanessa's hands flew to his hair, tangling in the long strands.

"Oh fuck, Marcus, that's—your mouth is so warm and—aahhh—take more, please take more—"

Marcus tried. He really did. But the cock was thick, and he wasn't used to having something this large in his mouth. He gagged slightly as it hit the back of his throat, pulling back with a cough.

"Sorry," he gasped. "I don't think I can deep throat it. Not yet, anyway."

"That's okay," Vanessa said quickly. "Just—whatever you can do feels amazing. Use your hand too."

Marcus found a rhythm, bobbing his head on the first few inches of the cock while his hand stroked the rest of the shaft. His other hand cupped Vanessa's balls—his balls—feeling their weight and heat, rolling them gently.

Vanessa was a mess above him, moaning and cursing and thrusting up into his mouth with increasing urgency. Her grip on his hair tightened, almost painful, and Marcus found he liked it. Liked the evidence of how good he was making her feel, liked the power of reducing his wife to a mindless, needy thing.

"I'm close," Vanessa warned, her voice strained. "Marcus, I'm going to—where do you want me to—"

Marcus pulled off the cock with a wet pop, still stroking it firmly. "Come on me," he said, surprising himself with the request. "On my tits. I want to see it."

"Fuck yes," Vanessa groaned, and Marcus stroked faster, twisting his wrist on the upstroke the way he liked when he jerked himself off.

Vanessa's body went rigid, every muscle tensing, and then she was coming with a roar. The first spurt of cum hit Marcus's chest, hot and thick, painting a line across his breasts. The second and third followed, coating his skin in pearly white, and Marcus watched in fascination as his own cock pulsed and throbbed, emptying itself onto his borrowed body.

"Ahhhhh—fuck fuck fuck—nnnngh—oh god—"

Finally, the spurts slowed to dribbles, and Vanessa collapsed back against the pillows, chest heaving. Marcus looked down at himself, at the cum dripping down his breasts, and felt a strange thrill at the sight.

They lay there in silence for several long moments, both catching their breath, both trying to process what had just happened. The bedroom smelled like sex and sweat and arousal, the sheets tangled around them, the morning sunlight painting everything in shades of gold.

"Well," Marcus said finally, breaking the silence. "That was..."

"Insane," Vanessa finished. "Incredible. Completely fucking surreal."

"Yeah," Marcus agreed. He looked at his wife, at his own face relaxed in post-orgasmic bliss, and felt a smile curve his lips. "So... we've got a whole day like this, apparently."

Vanessa's eyes opened, focusing on Marcus with sudden intensity. "A whole day," she repeated slowly. "To explore. To really understand what it's like to be each other."

"What are you thinking?" Marcus asked, though he could see the wheels turning in Vanessa's mind.

Vanessa sat up, cum-covered cock already starting to soften slightly, and reached for her phone on the nightstand. She checked the time—8:47 AM—and then scrolled through something. Her expression shifted from thoughtful to mischievous.

"Marcus," she said slowly, "what if we didn't just stay home and explore each other?"

"What do you mean?"

Vanessa turned the phone to show him the screen. It was their calendar app, and Marcus could see the notation for tonight: "Drinks with Jake & Melissa—8 PM."

Jake and Melissa Chen were their neighbors from three houses down, a couple in their mid-thirties like Marcus and Vanessa. They'd moved to the neighborhood about two years ago, and the four of them had struck up a casual friendship built on backyard barbecues and the occasional game night.

And, if Marcus was being honest with himself, there was an undercurrent of attraction there. Melissa was gorgeous—tall and athletic with long black hair and curves in all the right places. Jake was handsome in that scholarly way, with wire-rimmed glasses and perpetually tousled hair. Both Marcus and Vanessa had admitted, in tipsy late-night conversations, that they found the other couple attractive.

They'd joked about it. Laughed about what it would be like to see each other with different partners. But they'd never seriously considered actually doing anything about it.

"We have drinks planned with them tonight," Vanessa said, her eyes bright with excitement and something darker, more thrilling. "What if we went? What if we really tested out these bodies? See what it's like to be each other in every way?"

Marcus's heart started pounding, his pussy clenching with sudden renewed arousal despite having just come. "Nessa, are you suggesting...?"

"I'm suggesting we see where the night takes us," Vanessa said. "We're already swapped. We've already crossed the weirdest line possible. Why not go all the way? Experience everything?"

The suggestion hung in the air between them, heavy with possibility and danger and the intoxicating thrill of the forbidden. Marcus looked at his wife, at his own face wearing that reckless, adventurous expression he recognized from their early dating days when they'd been wild and impulsive.

"We'd have to be careful," Marcus said slowly. "Make sure Jake and Melissa don't figure out what happened."

"They won't," Vanessa said confidently. "We know each other well enough to pull it off. And if things go where I think they might..."

"You think they'd be interested?" Marcus asked. "In... swinging?"

Vanessa grinned. "Babe, I've seen the way Melissa looks at you. And the way Jake looks at me. There's definitely interest there. And now..." She gestured at their swapped bodies. "Now we get to experience what that would be like from the other side."

Marcus felt heat pooling in his belly again, arousal building despite having just experienced the most intense orgasm of his life. The idea of seeing Vanessa—in his body—with Melissa was unexpectedly hot. And the thought of experiencing sex as a woman with someone other than his wife, with Jake's hands on this borrowed body...

"Okay," he heard himself say. "Let's do it. But we spend the day getting comfortable with these bodies first. Practice being each other. Make sure we can actually pull this off."

"Deal," Vanessa said immediately. She leaned in and kissed him again, deep and thorough, and Marcus could taste himself on his own tongue. When she pulled back, her eyes were sparkling with mischief and lust. "This is going to be the most insane day of our lives."

Marcus looked at the clock. They had almost twelve hours until drinks with Jake and Melissa. Twelve hours to learn how to be each other, to master these borrowed bodies, to prepare for what might be the wildest night of their lives.

"We should probably shower," he said practically. "Clean up."

Vanessa's grin turned wicked. "Want to shower together? I'd love to see what it's like to wash this body. Learn all its secret spots."

Marcus felt his pussy clench again, wetness gathering anew. "You're insatiable."

"Pot, kettle," Vanessa shot back, gesturing at his obvious arousal. "Come on, babe. Let's get really familiar with each other. We've got a long day ahead of us."

They stumbled out of bed together, Marcus's legs still slightly shaky from his orgasm, Vanessa's cock bouncing half-hard against her thigh. The bathroom beckoned, and with it, hours of exploration and discovery before the real adventure began tonight.

Marcus caught a glimpse of himself in the mirror as they passed—Vanessa's face, flushed and bright-eyed, framed by tousled hair and wearing an expression of barely contained excitement. He looked beautiful. Debauched. Utterly transformed.

This was only the beginning, and both of them knew it. The day stretched ahead, full of possibilities, each more deliciously forbidden than the last. And tonight...

Tonight, they would see just how far they could take this impossible gift they'd been given.


Chapter 2: Learning Curves

The bathroom was still steamy from Vanessa's shower the night before, the mirror fogged at the edges. Marcus stood in front of it, staring at his reflection—Vanessa's reflection—and tried to recognize himself in the gray-green eyes that stared back.

"This is so fucking weird," he muttered, watching Vanessa's lips move with the words. He leaned closer to the mirror, examining the face in detail. The slight freckles across the bridge of her nose that only appeared in summer. The tiny scar on her left eyebrow from a childhood fall. The way her eyes crinkled slightly at the corners when she smiled, early laugh lines that she sometimes complained about but Marcus had always loved.

"Talking to yourself already?" Vanessa's voice came from behind him, and Marcus turned to see his own body leaning against the doorframe, arms crossed over that broad chest. The pose was casual, confident, purely Vanessa despite the masculine packaging.

"Just trying to... process," Marcus said. He gestured at the mirror. "I've seen this face every day for five years, but seeing it as this face is..."

"Trippy as hell?" Vanessa supplied. She pushed off the doorframe and walked into the bathroom, and Marcus noticed immediately that her gait was different from his. Where Marcus walked with long, purposeful strides, Vanessa had a slight sway to her hips even in his body, a fluidity that looked almost comical on his larger frame.

"You walk different than I do," Marcus observed.

Vanessa stopped, looking down at herself. "Do I? How do you walk?"

Marcus demonstrated, moving across the small bathroom with the efficient, straight-line movement he'd always used. "Like this. Less hip movement. More... I don't know, utilitarian?"

"Utilitarian," Vanessa repeated with a laugh. "That's very you." She tried to mimic his walk, stiffening her hips, lengthening her stride. It looked better, more masculine, but still not quite right. "How's that?"

"Better," Marcus said. "But you need to lead more with your shoulders. I kind of... lean forward slightly when I walk. Momentum-based."

They spent the next few minutes practicing Marcus's walk, Vanessa pacing back and forth across the bathroom while Marcus coached her. It was absurd and intimate all at once, this careful study of the tiny physical details that made up a person's presence in the world.

"Okay, your turn," Vanessa said finally. "Show me how I walk."

Marcus tried to emulate what he'd observed—the hip sway, the lighter step, the way Vanessa seemed to float more than stride. But his borrowed body wasn't cooperating entirely. He felt clumsy, overly aware of the breasts bouncing with each step, the different center of gravity throwing off his balance.

"You're overthinking it," Vanessa said, stepping close enough that Marcus could feel the heat radiating from his own body. "My body knows how to walk. You just have to... let it. Don't try to control every movement."

She placed her hands on Marcus's hips, broad palms warm through the thin fabric of the sleep shorts. "Relax here. Let your hips move naturally. The sway happens on its own because of the way the pelvis is shaped."

Marcus took a breath and tried again, this time letting the body's muscle memory guide him. It felt strange, almost like he was exaggerating femininity, but when he caught his reflection in the mirror, it looked natural. It looked like Vanessa walking.

"Perfect," Vanessa breathed, and there was something heated in her tone. Her hands were still on his hips, thumbs rubbing small circles against his hipbones. "God, it's so weird seeing my body move like that and knowing it's you inside."

Marcus turned to face her, close enough that his breasts brushed against his own chest. "Weird hot or weird bad?"

"Definitely weird hot," Vanessa said, and then she was kissing him again, pulling him close with strong arms that knew exactly how to hold this body.

The kiss deepened quickly, tongues sliding together, and Marcus moaned into it. His hands came up to grip Vanessa's shoulders—his shoulders—feeling the muscle and strength there. Between his legs, he could feel his pussy getting wet again, responding to the kiss and the closeness and the large, hard body pressed against him.

"Shower," Marcus gasped when they broke apart. "We should actually shower before we get too distracted."

Vanessa grinned, wolfish and hungry. "Who says we can't do both?"

She reached past Marcus to turn on the shower, adjusting the temperature with the practiced ease of someone who'd done it a thousand times. Steam began to fill the small bathroom immediately, and Vanessa stripped off the boxer briefs with zero self-consciousness, revealing Marcus's naked body in all its glory.

Marcus had seen himself naked countless times, obviously, but never like this. Never from outside, with the perspective to really appreciate the view. His body was good—he worked hard to keep it that way—with defined muscles and strong lines. And his cock, soft now but still impressive, hung heavy between muscular thighs.

"Like what you see?" Vanessa teased, striking a pose.

"Actually, yeah," Marcus admitted. "I mean, I know I'm biased, but objectively, I have a pretty nice body."

"You do," Vanessa agreed. "I've always thought so." Her eyes traveled over Marcus—over her own body—with open appreciation. "But I've gotta say, my body looks really good on you too. The way you blush goes all the way down your chest. Did you know that?"

Marcus looked down and saw that she was right. His face felt hot, and a pink flush had spread across Vanessa's fair skin, painting the tops of his breasts. "I didn't know that, no."

"It's sexy," Vanessa said simply. She hooked her fingers into the waistband of the sleep shorts Marcus still wore and tugged them down slowly, revealing his borrowed body inch by inch. "These should come off too."

Marcus stepped out of the shorts, now completely naked, and felt suddenly vulnerable despite having been in far more compromising positions just thirty minutes ago. There was something about standing here, exposed and aroused, while Vanessa looked at him with his own eyes that made his stomach flip.

"Come here," Vanessa said softly, extending a hand.

Marcus took it, letting himself be led into the shower. The hot water hit his skin immediately, and he gasped at the sensation. It felt different somehow—more intense, like his borrowed body had more nerve endings or processed sensation differently. The water sluiced over his breasts, running in rivulets down his stomach, between his legs, and it felt incredible.

"Oh wow," he breathed, turning his face up into the spray. "Does it always feel this good?"

"Does what feel that good?" Vanessa asked, stepping in behind him. The shower was barely big enough for two people, and they were pressed together immediately, slick skin on slick skin.

"The water," Marcus said. "It's so... sensual? Is that the right word?"

Vanessa's hands came to rest on his waist, thumbs stroking the curve where his waist met his hips. "Women's skin is more sensitive than men's," she explained. "More nerve endings. Everything feels more intense—temperature, texture, touch."

To demonstrate, she ran one hand up Marcus's side, barely grazing the skin, and Marcus shivered despite the hot water. The touch left trails of electricity in its wake, making his breath catch.

"See?" Vanessa murmured against his ear, and Marcus felt his nipples harden into tight peaks. "Sensitive."

Her hands moved to his breasts, cupping them from behind, and Marcus arched back against her—against his own body. The contrast was dizzying: the soft curves of his borrowed body pressed against the hard planes of his real body, Vanessa's hands on his breasts, his cock—hard again already—pressing against the small of his back.

"Let me wash you," Vanessa said, reaching for the body wash on the shelf. She poured a generous amount into her palms, worked it into a lather, and then began to soap Marcus's body with thorough attention to detail.

She started with his shoulders and arms, massaging the muscles gently, learning the geography of this body through touch. Then his back, fingers working down his spine with firm pressure that made Marcus groan. His ass, each cheek cupped and squeezed and soaped until Marcus was squirming with arousal.

"Turn around," Vanessa commanded, and Marcus obeyed.

Face to face now, Vanessa's hands returned to his chest, soaping his breasts with circular motions that made his eyes flutter closed. She paid special attention to the nipples, rolling them between soapy fingers until Marcus was panting and gripping her shoulders for balance.

"You have such responsive nipples," Vanessa observed, her voice clinical despite the obvious arousal in her eyes. "I always wondered if they felt as sensitive as they looked when I touched them."

"They do," Marcus gasped. "God, they really do. Don't stop."

Vanessa didn't stop. She kept working his nipples while her other hand traveled lower, soaping his stomach, his hips, the soft curls of hair above his pussy. Then lower still, fingers slipping between his legs to find him wet and wanting despite the water washing away the evidence.

"Ahh," Marcus moaned as Vanessa's fingers found his clit, circling it with practiced precision. "Nessa, that's—ohhhh—"

"I know exactly how this feels," Vanessa said, her voice low and rough. "I know exactly what you need. How hard to press, what rhythm works best." Her fingers demonstrated, working his clit with the expertise of someone who'd touched it hundreds of times, who knew this body's responses intimately.

Marcus's legs were shaking, his hands scrabbling for purchase on Vanessa's wet shoulders. The pleasure was building fast, that same full-body wave he'd felt earlier, and he was helpless to resist it.

"Come for me," Vanessa commanded, and she slipped two fingers inside his pussy while her thumb worked his clit, and Marcus shattered.

"Fuck fuck fuck—ahhhhh—oh god—yessss—"

He came hard, his pussy clamping down on Vanessa's fingers, his whole body shaking with the force of it. Vanessa held him up, supporting his weight easily, and worked him through it until the aftershocks faded to trembles.

"Two orgasms in less than an hour," Marcus panted when he could speak again. "Is this normal for you?"

"Sometimes," Vanessa said with a grin. "Women can have multiple orgasms more easily than men. Shorter refractory period." She withdrew her fingers slowly, and Marcus whimpered at the loss. "Now, let me show you something else fun about this body."

She turned Marcus around again, pressing his chest against the cool tile wall, and soaped her hands again. Then those hands returned to his breasts, but from this angle, pressed between his body and the wall, the stimulation was different. Vanessa's soapy hands slid and squeezed and massaged, and Marcus could feel his nipples dragging against the tile with each movement.

"There's a position," Vanessa explained, her breath hot against Marcus's ear, "where you can basically fuck your own tits. Press them together and slide something between them. I've always wondered what it would feel like from the other side."

The mental image made Marcus's spent pussy clench. "Have you thought about that? About... titty-fucking me?"

"All the time," Vanessa admitted. "But my boobs aren't quite big enough for it to work well. Would need to be a D-cup at least." Her hands squeezed Marcus's breasts appreciatively. "But now I get to experience the other side. I get to know what it feels like to have my cock between your tits."

"Later," Marcus promised, already imagining it. "After we're both clean. I want to try that."

They finished washing each other with hands that wandered and explored, learning the intimate details of their swapped bodies. Marcus washed Vanessa's cock with careful attention, marveling at how it responded to his touch, hardening and growing under his soapy palms. Vanessa washed Marcus's pussy with thorough precision, slipping fingers inside to clean him internally in a way that was both practical and intensely erotic.

By the time they finally stepped out of the shower, both were thoroughly aroused again and the water had started to run cool. Vanessa grabbed towels from the rack, tossing one to Marcus and using the other to dry off his own body.

Marcus watched her movements carefully. There was something masculine about the way Vanessa dried off—efficient, unselfconscious, rubbing the towel briskly over skin without the careful pat-dry that Marcus had always used with Vanessa's body. He tried to emulate it, but his borrowed body seemed to demand gentleness, especially around the breasts.

"You always take forever to dry off," Marcus observed. "I never understood why until now. There are so many curves and crevices to get to."

"Welcome to my world," Vanessa said cheerfully. She'd finished drying and was now examining Marcus's body in the mirror, flexing muscles and turning to different angles. "God, I forgot how good it feels to be strong like this. I can just... pick things up. Move furniture. Not worry about my physical safety walking alone at night."

There was something wistful in her tone, and Marcus felt a pang of recognition. He'd never thought much about the privilege of inhabiting a male body—the strength, the lack of fear, the way the world treated you differently. But Vanessa had lived with the alternative for thirty-two years.

"Is it nice?" he asked quietly. "Being in a man's body?"

Vanessa considered the question seriously. "It's different," she said finally. "There are things I miss already—like, I can't feel you touching my breasts anymore, and I really loved that. But there are things that are... freeing. Like knowing I could defend myself if I needed to. Like not having to think about whether my clothes are too revealing or if I'm sending the wrong signals just by existing." She paused. "Is it weird, being in a woman's body?"

Marcus thought about it as he dried between his legs, the towel brushing against sensitive flesh. "It's vulnerable," he admitted. "I feel more... exposed? Even though I'm literally the same amount of naked as I always am. And everything is so sensitive. Every touch, every sensation is amplified. It's kind of overwhelming."

"But good overwhelming?" Vanessa asked.

Marcus met her eyes in the mirror. "Yeah. Really good overwhelming."

They returned to the bedroom, both still naked, and Marcus caught sight of the clock. 9:47 AM. They had hours before their drinks with Jake and Melissa, hours to practice being each other.

"We should get dressed," Vanessa said, echoing his thoughts. "Practice wearing each other's clothes. Learn what feels normal."

Marcus opened Vanessa's closet, confronted with an array of colors and fabrics that suddenly seemed overwhelming. He'd seen these clothes on Vanessa a thousand times, had helped her pick out outfits, had complimented her choices. But now, faced with actually wearing them himself, he felt lost.

"What do I even put on?" he asked helplessly.

Vanessa came up behind him, her hands settling on his hips in a gesture that was becoming familiar. "What do you normally wear on a lazy Saturday morning?"

"Jeans and a t-shirt," Marcus said immediately.

"Okay, so the equivalent for you now would be..." Vanessa reached past him, pulling out a pair of soft gray leggings and a slouchy off-shoulder sweatshirt in pale pink. "These. Comfortable but cute. Very 'Saturday morning Vanessa.'"

Marcus took the clothes skeptically. "I don't know how to put on leggings."

"They're like tights but thicker," Vanessa explained patiently. "Step into them, pull them up, adjust the waistband. I believe in you."

It took Marcus three tries to get the leggings on correctly—he kept getting his feet tangled in the fabric—but finally, he managed it. The material clung to his legs like a second skin, and he felt weirdly exposed despite being covered from waist to ankle.

"Do you always feel this... on display in these?" he asked, turning to examine his ass in the mirror. The leggings left very little to the imagination.

"Pretty much," Vanessa confirmed. She was pulling on a pair of Marcus's jeans—well-worn Levi's that fit her perfectly, unsurprisingly. "Women's clothes are designed to display our bodies. Men's clothes are designed for utility and comfort."

The sweatshirt went on more easily, the soft fabric draping over his shoulders and exposing one collarbone in a way that looked effortlessly sexy. Marcus tugged at it self-consciously, trying to cover both shoulders.

"Don't," Vanessa said, stilling his hands. "It's supposed to hang like that. Off-shoulder is a thing."

"It feels weird."

"You look beautiful," Vanessa said firmly. She'd put on one of Marcus's t-shirts—a navy blue Henley that Marcus wore regularly—and she looked good in it, the fabric stretching across her borrowed chest in a way that accentuated the muscles there.

Marcus forced himself to leave the sweatshirt alone and moved on to the next challenge: a bra. He'd taken off hundreds of Vanessa's bras over the years, but he'd never tried to put one on. The mechanics that seemed simple in reverse were suddenly impossibly complex.

"How the hell do you hook this thing?" he asked, holding up a black lace bra and examining the tiny clasps with frustration.

Vanessa laughed. "Here, let me show you." She took the bra, demonstrated how to hook it in front at the loosest setting, then spin it around and pull it up. "Then you put your arms through and adjust the straps."

Marcus followed her instructions, wrestling with the bra until finally, it was on. He looked down at his breasts, now contained and lifted by the lace cups, and had to admit it looked good. Felt good too, in a strange way—supportive and secure.

"Most women actually prefer to wear them," Vanessa said, noticing his expression. "Despite what the 'free the nipple' movement would have you believe. They're more comfortable than having everything bouncing around unsupported, especially if you're bigger than a B-cup."

They spent the next hour practicing other aspects of being each other. Vanessa showed Marcus how to apply basic makeup—"just enough for a natural look, nothing fancy"—and Marcus was surprised by how much skill it required. Blending foundation, applying mascara without poking himself in the eye, choosing a lip color that complemented his skin tone. By the time he was done, he looked polished and put-together in a way that felt foreign but undeniably attractive.

Marcus, in turn, taught Vanessa how to shave his face properly. She sat on the bathroom counter while he demonstrated on her borrowed skin, guiding her hands with the razor, showing her how to navigate the curve of the jaw, the sensitive skin of the neck, the tricky area under the nose.

"This is way more complicated than shaving my legs," Vanessa complained, rinsing off the shaving cream. "How do you do this every day?"

"Practice," Marcus said. "Lots of practice and occasional bloodshed."

They practiced mannerisms—the way Marcus rubbed the back of his neck when he was thinking, the way Vanessa twirled her hair around her finger when she was nervous. They practiced speech patterns—Marcus's tendency to clear his throat before saying something important, Vanessa's habit of ending statements with a slight upward inflection that made them sound like questions.

By noon, they were getting good at mimicking each other. Not perfect, but convincing enough that casual observers probably wouldn't notice anything amiss.

"Okay," Vanessa said, sprawling on the couch with the casual male entitlement to space that Marcus had never noticed in himself before. "We've got eight hours until drinks. What do you want to do?"

Marcus sat beside her—beside himself—with Vanessa's unconscious grace, legs crossed at the ankle, back straight. "We should probably talk about tonight. About... boundaries. What we're comfortable with."

Vanessa's expression turned serious. "You're right. We should." She paused, gathering her thoughts. "So, Jake and Melissa. You think they'd actually be interested in swinging?"

"I think there's potential," Marcus said carefully. "Melissa definitely flirts with me—er, with you. Well, with my body." This was getting confusing. "And Jake flirts with you. With me. God, the pronouns are a mess."

"Let's just use our current bodies," Vanessa suggested. "I'm Marcus, you're Vanessa. Easier that way."

"Okay. So Melissa flirts with Marcus, and Jake flirts with Vanessa. But flirting and actually wanting to swap partners are different things."

"True," Vanessa agreed. "But we could test the waters. See how they respond to some heavier flirting, some less subtle signals. If they bite, we see where it goes. If they don't, we have a normal evening and come home and fuck each other's brains out."

The casual confidence in her voice sent heat pooling in Marcus's belly. "And if they do bite? What are you comfortable with?"

Vanessa leaned back, her hand absently adjusting the bulge in her jeans in a gesture that was pure masculine habit. Marcus found himself staring at it, at the outline of his cock against the denim.

"I want to experience everything," Vanessa said bluntly. "That's the whole point of this, right? To really know what it's like to be each other? I want to know what it's like to fuck someone as a man. To have my cock inside someone, to feel that release, that power." Her eyes met Marcus's. "I want to fuck Melissa. If she's willing."

The words sent a jolt straight to Marcus's clit. Hearing his wife say she wanted to fuck another woman, in his body, with his cock... it shouldn't be hot, but it absolutely was.

"And I want to know what it's like to be fucked as a woman," Marcus admitted, his voice barely above a whisper. "By someone other than you. To experience sex from this side with fresh eyes." He paused. "But also, I want to watch you. Want to see you fuck her. See what I look like when I'm inside someone."

Vanessa's pupils dilated, her breathing quickening. "Yeah? You want to watch me use your cock?"

"Yes," Marcus breathed.

They stared at each other for a long moment, the air between them charged with possibility and arousal. Then Vanessa was moving, closing the distance between them, pulling Marcus onto her lap so that he was straddling her borrowed body.

"We've got hours," Vanessa murmured against his neck. "Hours to practice. To get really good at being each other. To get these bodies so worked up that by tonight, we'll be ready to explode."

Her hands slid under Marcus's sweatshirt, finding bare skin, and Marcus gasped. "We should... we should practice more. Learn how to... how to perform."

"Mmm, good idea," Vanessa agreed. Her fingers found the clasp of the bra Marcus wore and unhooked it with practiced ease. "Let me show you some of my favorite positions. The ones that make me come hardest. And you can show me what you like. What makes you lose control."

Marcus groaned as Vanessa's mouth found his breast, sucking the nipple through the fabric of the sweatshirt. His hips rolled instinctively, grinding down against the hard bulge in Vanessa's jeans, and he could feel his pussy getting wet, soaking through the leggings.

"Bedroom," he managed. "Need you... need to practice..."

Vanessa stood, lifting Marcus effortlessly, and Marcus wrapped his legs around her waist on instinct. The strength in his borrowed body was intoxicating, the ease with which Vanessa carried him to the bedroom making him feel small and cherished and desperately aroused.

They had hours to fill before drinks with Jake and Melissa. Hours to learn these bodies inside and out, to practice every position and technique, to build the anticipation to unbearable levels.

And then tonight... tonight they would see just how far they could take this impossible gift. Tonight, they would discover what it really meant to swap everything.


Chapter 3: Practice Makes Perfect

Vanessa carried Marcus to the bedroom with an ease that made Marcus's stomach flip. The strength in his borrowed body was still startling—the ability to lift and carry without strain, to move with confidence and power. Marcus's legs stayed wrapped around Vanessa's waist, his arms looped around her neck, and he could feel every step she took reverberating through both their bodies.

The afternoon sunlight streamed through the bedroom windows, painting everything in shades of gold. Vanessa laid Marcus down on the bed with surprising gentleness, her large hands cradling his head as it met the pillow. For a moment, they just looked at each other—husband and wife, trapped in each other's skin, about to explore territory they'd never imagined possible.

"I love you," Marcus said suddenly, the words spilling out before he could stop them. "I know this is weird and insane and we're about to do incredibly crazy things, but I need you to know that. I love you so much."

Vanessa's expression softened, Marcus's features arranging themselves into an expression of such tender affection that it made Marcus's chest ache. "I love you too, babe. So much. This is..." She gestured at their swapped bodies, at the bed, at the situation they found themselves in. "This is the weirdest, most incredible thing that's ever happened to us. And I'm so glad I'm experiencing it with you."

She leaned down and kissed him, slow and deep and thorough, her tongue sliding against his in a dance they'd perfected over five years of marriage. Marcus's hands came up to cup her face—his face—feeling the scratch of stubble against his palms, the strong line of his jaw, the warmth of his skin.

When they broke apart, both were breathing heavily. Vanessa's hands slid under Marcus's sweatshirt, pushing it up and over his head, taking the unhooked bra with it. Marcus lay bare from the waist up, his borrowed breasts rising and falling with each rapid breath, nipples already hard and aching for attention.

"Beautiful," Vanessa murmured, her hands cupping the soft mounds, thumbs circling the sensitive peaks. "God, I never get tired of looking at these. They're perfect."

"They're your tits," Marcus pointed out breathlessly.

"Right now, they're yours," Vanessa corrected. "And I'm going to worship them the way they deserve."

She lowered her head, her mouth closing over one nipple while her hand worked the other. The dual sensation made Marcus arch off the bed with a cry, his hands flying to tangle in Vanessa's hair—his own hair, shorter and darker than what he'd woken up with.

"Ahh—Nessa—fuck—"

Vanessa sucked hard, her teeth grazing the sensitive bud, and Marcus felt the sensation shoot straight to his core. His pussy was already wet, clenching around nothing, desperate to be filled. He could feel arousal dripping out of him, soaking through the leggings, and he didn't care. All he cared about was the mouth on his breast and the promise of more to come.

Vanessa switched to the other nipple, giving it the same devoted attention, while her free hand traveled down Marcus's body. She traced the curve of his waist, the slight swell of his belly, the sharp jut of his hipbone. Then her fingers found the waistband of the leggings and slipped beneath.

"These need to come off," Vanessa growled against his skin, and Marcus could only nod frantically.

She sat back, hooking her fingers into the waistband and pulling the leggings down in one smooth motion. Marcus lifted his hips to help, and soon the fabric was gone, tossed somewhere across the room, leaving him completely bare and exposed.

Vanessa stared at him—at her own body, flushed and aroused and spread out on the bed like an offering—and Marcus could see the hunger in her eyes. His eyes. God, this was still so weird.

"I want to taste you again," Vanessa said, her voice rough. "Want to really learn what you like. What makes you scream."

"Please," Marcus begged, and he wasn't embarrassed by the desperation in his voice. His body needed this, needed her mouth and her fingers and her attention.

Vanessa settled between his legs, broad shoulders pushing his thighs apart, and for a moment, she just looked. Marcus could feel her gaze on his most intimate parts, examining the wet pink folds, the engorged clit, the way his pussy was already clenching in anticipation.

"So pretty," Vanessa murmured. "I love how pink and swollen you get when you're turned on. Love how wet you are for me."

Then her mouth was on him, tongue licking a long stripe from his entrance to his clit, and Marcus nearly came right then and there.

"Oh god—oh fuck—Nessa—"

Vanessa hummed against his flesh, the vibration sending shockwaves through his nervous system. She licked and sucked and explored with the enthusiasm of someone discovering a favorite treat, her tongue delving into his entrance, fucking him shallowly before moving back to his clit.

Marcus's hands fisted in the sheets, his hips rolling up to meet Vanessa's mouth, chasing the pleasure that was building in waves. It was different from earlier—more intense, more focused, like Vanessa had learned from her previous exploration and was now applying that knowledge with devastating precision.

"Right there," Marcus gasped when Vanessa's tongue hit a particularly sensitive spot. "Just like that—don't stop—please don't stop—"

Vanessa didn't stop. She kept her tongue working in tight circles around his clit while two fingers pushed inside, curling to find that spot that made Marcus see stars. The combination was overwhelming, pleasure building on pleasure until Marcus couldn't tell where one sensation ended and another began.

His thighs started to shake, muscles tensing as the orgasm approached. He could feel it building at the base of his spine, in his belly, in his toes—everywhere all at once. His breasts ached, his nipples so hard they were almost painful, and when Vanessa added a third finger, stretching him deliciously full, Marcus came apart.

"Fuck fuck fuck—I'm coming—Nessa I'm—ahhhhhhh—oh god yes yes yes—nnnnngh—"

The orgasm crashed over him in waves, his pussy clamping down on Vanessa's fingers, his whole body convulsing with the force of it. Vanessa kept licking, kept fucking him with her fingers, drawing out the pleasure until Marcus was pushing at her head, oversensitive and trembling.

"Too much," he panted. "Can't—too much—"

Vanessa pulled back, her face glistening with Marcus's arousal, and grinned up at him. "Three orgasms in..." she checked the clock on the nightstand, "two and a half hours. Not bad."

Marcus laughed breathlessly, still trying to catch his breath. "Is this what it's always like for you? Multiple orgasms?"

"Not always," Vanessa admitted, crawling up the bed to lie beside him. "Sometimes it's just one really good one. But when I'm really turned on, when I'm with someone who knows what they're doing..." She kissed his shoulder. "Yeah, multiples are definitely possible."

Marcus turned onto his side to face her, taking in the sight of his own body—still fully clothed in jeans and a t-shirt, the obvious bulge at the crotch straining against the denim. "You're still dressed," he observed.

"I am," Vanessa agreed.

"And you haven't come yet."

"Also true."

Marcus reached out, his hand settling on the bulge, feeling the heat and hardness through the fabric. Vanessa's breath caught, her hips pushing up into his touch involuntarily.

"Want me to fix that?" Marcus asked, his voice taking on a sultry quality that felt natural with Vanessa's vocal cords.

"God yes," Vanessa groaned.

Marcus sat up, his borrowed body moving with a grace he was starting to get used to. He helped Vanessa strip off the t-shirt, revealing the muscled chest that Marcus maintained through dedicated gym time. Then he unbuttoned the jeans, lowering the zipper slowly, teasingly, watching Vanessa's face as he revealed more and more skin.

When he finally pulled the jeans and boxer briefs down together, Marcus's cock sprang free, thick and hard and leaking at the tip. Marcus wrapped his hand around it—smaller now, more delicate, but still capable—and stroked from base to tip experimentally.

Vanessa's whole body jerked, a guttural moan escaping her throat. "Fuck, that's good. Your hands feel different. Softer."

"Different good or different bad?" Marcus asked, stroking again.

"Different amazing," Vanessa panted. "Keep doing that."

Marcus found a rhythm, his hand moving in steady strokes while his other hand cupped Vanessa's balls, rolling them gently. He watched Vanessa's face—his face—contorting with pleasure, and felt a surge of power at being able to reduce her to this state.

"I want to try something," Marcus said, releasing the cock and moving to straddle Vanessa's thighs.

"Try what?" Vanessa asked, propping herself up on her elbows to watch.

Marcus positioned himself so that his pussy was hovering just above the cock, not touching but close enough that they could both feel the heat radiating between them. "I want to feel what it's like. To have you inside me. Your cock—my cock—inside my pussy—your pussy." He laughed. "God, the pronouns are still fucked."

"I know what you mean," Vanessa said, her hands coming to rest on his hips. "Are you sure? We don't have condoms, and I have no idea if the birth control transferred with our bodies."

Marcus paused. That was a good point. But... "We wished to swap for a day, right? So presumably, everything swaps back tonight at some point. Which means any consequences would swap back too?"

"That's a lot of assumptions," Vanessa pointed out, but her grip on his hips was tight, her cock throbbing against his inner thigh.

"True," Marcus admitted. "But also, I'm really wet, and you're really hard, and I want to know what this feels like. We can pull out before you come. Just... let me feel it. Please?"

Vanessa searched his face for a long moment, then nodded. "Okay. But we're being careful. I'll pull out."

"Deal," Marcus said, and he lowered himself slowly onto the cock.

The first inch made them both gasp. The head pushed past the tight ring of muscle at Marcus's entrance, and the sensation was overwhelming—fullness and stretch and the slight burn of accommodation all mixing together. Marcus paused, giving his body time to adjust, and Vanessa's hands tightened on his hips.

"Fuck, you're tight," Vanessa groaned. "Is this—does this feel good?"

"Yes," Marcus breathed, and he lowered himself further, taking another inch. "God, yes, it feels—so full—you're so big—"

He sank down slowly, inch by inch, until finally, he was fully seated on Vanessa's cock, his ass resting against her thighs. They both stayed still for a moment, adjusting to the sensation. Marcus felt impossibly full, stretched around the thick shaft in a way that was both uncomfortable and intensely pleasurable. And Vanessa...

"Talk to me," Marcus said. "What does it feel like? For you?"

Vanessa's eyes were squeezed shut, her jaw clenched, every muscle in her body taut with tension. "It feels like... like I'm being squeezed. Like your pussy is gripping me so tight I can barely breathe. It's hot and wet and I can feel you pulsing around me and—fuck, Marcus, I don't know how you last more than thirty seconds like this."

Marcus laughed breathlessly and experimentally lifted his hips, then lowered them again. The slide of the cock inside him, the way it dragged against his inner walls, made his eyes roll back. "Like this?"

"*Ahhhh—yes—*just like that—"

Marcus found a rhythm, rising and falling on Vanessa's cock with increasing confidence. His hands braced on her chest for balance, and he could feel her heart hammering beneath his palms. The position let the cock hit deep inside him, pressing against spots that made him see stars with every downward thrust.

"Touch yourself," Vanessa commanded breathlessly. "Touch your clit—I want to watch you come on my cock."

Marcus obeyed, one hand snaking down to find his clit, circling it in time with his movements. The dual stimulation was incredible—the fullness of being penetrated combined with the focused pleasure of clitoral stimulation. His fourth orgasm was building already, faster than the others, driven by the novelty and intensity of the experience.

"I'm close," he panted, moving faster now, chasing his release. "Nessa, I'm so close—"

"Come for me," Vanessa urged. Her hips started thrusting up to meet his downward motions, fucking him from below, and the change in angle pushed Marcus over the edge.

He came with a scream, his pussy clamping down on Vanessa's cock so hard that she cried out too. Wave after wave of pleasure crashed over him, and through the haze, he felt Vanessa's hands grip his hips bruisingly tight.

"Have to pull out," Vanessa gasped. "Marcus, I'm going to—have to—"

Marcus lifted off her cock quickly, and immediately, Vanessa's hand wrapped around the shaft, stroking frantically. It only took three strokes before she was coming, thick ropes of cum painting her own stomach, her chest, even reaching her chin. She groaned through it, her whole body shaking, and Marcus watched in fascination.

"Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck—" Vanessa's voice was hoarse, wrecked, and when the orgasm finally subsided, she collapsed back against the pillows, panting. "Holy shit. Holy shit. That was..."

"Intense?" Marcus supplied, collapsing beside her.

"Understatement of the century," Vanessa said. She looked down at the mess on her chest and stomach and laughed. "I made quite the mess."

"You always do," Marcus said fondly. He grabbed some tissues from the nightstand and helped clean her up, his movements gentle and practiced.

They lay there in the afternoon sunlight, both spent and satisfied, processing what they'd just experienced. Marcus's pussy still pulsed with aftershocks, and he could feel Vanessa's cum leaking out of him—wait, no, that was his own arousal. The confusion of pronouns and ownership was making his head spin.

"We should talk about tonight," Vanessa said after a long silence. "For real this time. Without getting distracted by sex."

Marcus laughed. "Okay. Tonight. Jake and Melissa. What's the plan?"

Vanessa rolled onto her side, propping her head up on one hand. "So, we meet them for drinks at Russo's at eight. That gives us..." she checked the clock, "five and a half hours. We flirt, see if they're receptive. If they are, we escalate gradually. See where it goes."

"And if they're into it? If they want to... swap?"

"Then we swap," Vanessa said simply. "You fuck Jake, I fuck Melissa. We finally know what it's like to have sex with someone else while being in each other's bodies."

Put so bluntly, it sounded insane. Impossible. Wrong. But Marcus found that he didn't feel wrong about it. Instead, he felt... excited. Curious. Aroused at the thought of experiencing everything from this new perspective.

"What if one of us gets jealous?" Marcus asked quietly. "What if seeing you with someone else is too much?"

Vanessa considered this seriously. "Then we stop. Immediately. No questions asked. This only works if we're both completely comfortable." She reached out, taking his hand. "You're my priority. Always. Jake and Melissa are... an experiment. A way to explore this gift we've been given. But if it stops feeling good, we stop. Okay?"

"Okay," Marcus agreed. He squeezed her hand. "And same for you. If seeing me with Jake is too much—"

"I'll tell you," Vanessa promised. "But honestly? I'm more excited than jealous at the thought. I want to watch you discover what it's like to be fucked by a man. Want to see you experience it from the other side."

They spent the next few hours in a strange limbo between anticipation and nervousness. They showered again, separately this time, each learning the routines of their borrowed bodies. Marcus practiced putting on makeup, this time with more confidence, and styled Vanessa's hair in loose waves that framed his face beautifully. Vanessa practiced Marcus's morning routine—the specific way he combed his hair, the cologne he always wore, the watch he never forgot.

By six PM, they were getting hungry. They ordered pizza—their usual Saturday night indulgence—and ate it on the couch while watching TV. Or trying to watch TV. Neither of them could really focus, their minds too occupied with what the night might bring.

"I should probably eat light," Marcus said, looking down at his half-eaten slice. "Vanessa's—my stomach gets upset if I eat too much before drinking."

"Good call," Vanessa agreed. "And I should probably pace myself tonight. I don't handle alcohol as well as you do."

They were learning each other's tolerances, each other's limits, in preparation for pretending to be each other. It was intimate in a way that felt almost more profound than the sex they'd been having all day.

At seven, they started getting ready in earnest. Marcus stood in front of Vanessa's closet again, this time with a clearer mission: choose an outfit that was sexy enough to signal interest but not so overt that it seemed desperate.

"What do you think?" he asked, holding up a burgundy wrap dress. "Too much?"

Vanessa looked up from where she was buttoning one of Marcus's nicer shirts—a charcoal gray button-down that looked good with dark jeans. "That's perfect," she said. "It shows just enough cleavage to be interesting, and it makes your waist look amazing. Pair it with the black heels and you're golden."

Marcus pulled on the dress, figuring out the complicated wrap mechanism with Vanessa's patient guidance. When he finally got it right, the dress hugged his curves in all the right places, the neckline dipping just low enough to hint at his cleavage without being scandalous. The hemline hit mid-thigh, showing off legs that looked longer than they should thanks to the black heels Vanessa had suggested.

"How do I look?" Marcus asked, doing a slow turn.

Vanessa's eyes darkened with appreciation and arousal. "You look incredible. Melissa's going to eat you up with her eyes."

"And Jake?" Marcus asked, gesturing at Vanessa's outfit.

"Won't be able to keep his eyes off you," Vanessa confirmed. She'd paired the gray button-down with dark jeans and Marcus's leather jacket, and she looked good—masculine and confident and just a little dangerous.

They practiced their mannerisms one more time in front of the mirror. Marcus perfected Vanessa's smile, the way she tilted her head when she laughed, the graceful way she crossed her legs when she sat. Vanessa practiced Marcus's confident slouch, the way he ran his hand through his hair when he was thinking, the slightly crooked grin he used when he was flirting.

By 7:45, they were as ready as they'd ever be. They stood in the hallway, looking at each other, and Marcus felt his stomach do a nervous flip.

"Last chance to back out," Vanessa said softly. "We can cancel, stay home, spend the night exploring each other instead."

Marcus considered it. Part of him wanted exactly that—to stay in the safe bubble of their bedroom, where the only variables were the two of them. But a larger part, the part that had always been curious and adventurous, wanted to push forward. Wanted to see what happened when they took this experiment out into the world.

"No," he said firmly. "I want to do this. We're doing this."

Vanessa grinned. "That's my girl."

They took separate cars—the better to maintain the illusion that this was just a casual meetup with friends. Marcus drove Vanessa's sedan, adjusting the seat and mirrors with fingers that knew this car intimately even if the body driving it didn't. Vanessa took Marcus's truck, and Marcus watched in the rearview mirror as she navigated it with surprising ease, clearly comfortable with the larger vehicle.

Russo's was a wine bar downtown, upscale but not pretentious, with exposed brick walls and intimate lighting. Marcus had been there dozens of times, always as himself. Walking in as Vanessa felt surreal.

Jake and Melissa were already there, seated at a high-top table near the back. They both looked up as Marcus approached, and he saw the moment Melissa's eyes widened slightly, her gaze traveling over his dress with unmistakable appreciation.

"Vanessa!" Melissa stood to give him a hug, and Marcus breathed in her perfume—something floral and expensive—as he returned the embrace. "You look amazing. I love that dress."

"Thanks," Marcus said, pleased that his voice came out as Vanessa's natural alto, warm and friendly. "You look great too."

And she did. Melissa wore a sleek black jumpsuit that showed off her athletic figure, her long black hair pulled back in a high ponytail. She was beautiful—Marcus had always thought so—but seeing her through Vanessa's eyes somehow made her even more striking.

Jake stood as well, extending a hand to shake. "Good to see you, Vanessa." His grip was firm, professional, and his eyes were kind behind his wire-rimmed glasses. He was wearing dark slacks and a button-down in deep blue, and Marcus had to admit he was attractive—not in the obvious way Melissa was, but in a more subtle, intellectual way.

"Marcus should be here any minute," Marcus said, taking his seat. "He was parking the truck."

"No worries," Jake said. "We just got here ourselves."

Melissa poured Marcus a glass of wine from the bottle they'd already ordered—a Pinot Noir, Marcus's usual choice, which Melissa apparently remembered. Marcus took a sip, savoring the taste. Vanessa's palate apparently appreciated wine differently than his did; he could pick out notes of cherry and oak that he'd never noticed before.

Vanessa arrived a few minutes later, and Marcus watched with barely concealed amusement as she swaggered up to the table with Marcus's confident stride. She clapped Jake on the shoulder in greeting—a very Marcus gesture—and kissed Melissa on the cheek before turning to Marcus.

"Hey, babe," she said, and leaned in to kiss him on the lips.

It was brief, chaste, the kind of casual kiss married couples exchanged a hundred times a day. But Marcus felt the electricity in it, the promise of what was to come. When Vanessa pulled back, her eyes were dancing with mischief.

They fell into easy conversation, the four of them trading stories and jokes over wine. Marcus found himself relaxing into the role of Vanessa, letting her mannerisms and speech patterns guide him. And across the table, Vanessa was doing the same, embodying Marcus with an ease that was both impressive and slightly unnerving.

The conversation flowed easily, touching on work and neighborhood gossip and plans for the upcoming summer. But underneath the surface pleasantries, Marcus could feel the undercurrent of tension. The way Melissa's eyes lingered on Vanessa—on Marcus's body. The way Jake's gaze kept drifting to Marcus's neckline, then quickly away as if caught doing something inappropriate.

After the first bottle of wine was gone and they'd ordered a second, Melissa leaned forward, her elbows on the table. "So, I have to ask. You two seem particularly... glowy tonight. What's the occasion?"

Marcus and Vanessa exchanged a glance, a whole conversation happening in that brief look.

"No occasion," Marcus said lightly. "Just felt like getting out, seeing friends. We've been cooped up at home too much lately."

"Well, you picked a good night," Jake said. "We've been looking forward to this all week." He paused, then added with a slightly self-deprecating smile, "Work's been brutal. It's nice to unwind with people whose company we actually enjoy."

"Amen to that," Vanessa said, raising her glass. "To unwinding with good company."

They all clinked glasses, and Marcus took a longer sip than he probably should have. The wine was going to his head faster than usual—Vanessa's body apparently had a lower alcohol tolerance than his. He felt warm and loose, the edges of his nervousness softening into something more like confidence.

"Can I ask you something personal?" Melissa said suddenly, her eyes fixed on Marcus.

Marcus's heart rate picked up. "Sure."

"How do you keep things exciting? You and Marcus, I mean. You've been together what, five years? And you still look at each other like you're newlyweds."

It was a loaded question, and Marcus knew it. He could feel Vanessa's attention on him, waiting to see how he'd respond.

"We try new things," Marcus said carefully. "Keep ourselves open to new experiences. Don't let things get too routine."

"New things like what?" Melissa pressed, and there was something in her tone, something almost challenging.

Marcus took another sip of wine, buying time. "All sorts of things. We travel when we can. Try new restaurants. New... activities." He let the word hang there, ambiguous and suggestive.

Melissa's lips curved into a knowing smile. "Activities. I like that word. Very versatile."

Jake shifted in his seat, looking between his wife and Marcus with an expression that was part curiosity, part arousal, and part nervousness. "Lissa's been reading a lot lately. Books about... unconventional relationships."

"Have you now?" Vanessa asked, her tone casual but her eyes sharp. "What kind of unconventional?"

Melissa didn't look away from Marcus. "Open relationships. Polyamory. Ethical non-monogamy." She paused. "Swinging."

The word landed on the table like a grenade, and for a moment, no one spoke. Marcus felt his pulse pounding in his ears, his borrowed body responding to the implication with a rush of arousal that made his nipples tighten and his pussy clench.

"That's interesting," Marcus said, his voice remarkably steady. "What made you start exploring those topics?"

Melissa finally broke eye contact with him to glance at Jake, who nodded almost imperceptibly. "Honestly? We've been curious for a while. About what it would be like to... expand our experiences. See what it's like with other partners."

"But finding people we actually trust and like enough to explore with..." Jake trailed off, leaving the sentence unfinished.

"Is harder than you'd think," Melissa finished. She looked back at Marcus, then at Vanessa. "We've been friends for two years. We trust you. We like you. And if we're being completely honest..." She reached across the table, her hand settling on Marcus's arm. "We're attracted to both of you."

Marcus felt like all the air had been sucked out of the room. His skin was burning where Melissa's hand touched him, and across the table, he could see Vanessa's chest rising and falling rapidly, her pupils blown wide with arousal and surprise.

"You are?" Marcus heard himself ask.

"God, yes," Melissa said. "I mean, look at you." Her hand trailed up his arm to his shoulder, fingers tracing the curve there. "You're gorgeous, Vanessa. I've thought so since the day we met. And Marcus..." She looked at Vanessa with undisguised appreciation. "You're incredibly sexy. The confidence, the way you move, that smile."

Jake cleared his throat. "We understand if this is completely out of left field. If you're not interested, we'll drop it right now and we can all pretend this conversation never happened."

Marcus looked at Vanessa, raising an eyebrow in question. Vanessa's grin was slow and wicked.

"Actually," Vanessa said, her voice dropping into that lower register Marcus used when he was serious, "we've been curious too."

Melissa's hand tightened on Marcus's shoulder. "Really?"

"Really," Marcus confirmed. His mouth was dry, his heart racing, but underneath the nervousness was a thrilling certainty. This was happening. They were really doing this. "We've talked about it. About what it would be like to... explore. With the right people."

"And we're the right people?" Jake asked, his eyes fixed on Vanessa.

Vanessa reached across the table, her hand covering Jake's. "Yeah," she said simply. "You're exactly the right people."

The energy at the table shifted immediately. The subtext that had been simmering all night broke through to the surface, and suddenly, everyone was looking at everyone else with open desire.

"So," Melissa said, her voice slightly breathless, "what happens now?"

Vanessa sat back, radiating that confident, take-charge energy that was pure Marcus. "Well, we could stay here and talk about it. Or..." She paused meaningfully. "We could go somewhere more private. Continue this conversation somewhere we can actually act on it."

"Our place is closer," Jake offered. "Ten-minute drive from here."

Marcus felt a thrill run through him. This was it. The point of no return. They could still back out, laugh it off, go home and process this insane day alone. Or they could push forward, see where this led, experience everything they'd been building toward.

"Okay," Marcus heard himself say. "Let's go to your place."

They settled the bill quickly, barely tasting the last of the wine. The walk to the parking lot was charged with anticipation, the four of them moving as a unit. Melissa's hand found Marcus's, their fingers intertwining, and across the lot, he could see Jake and Vanessa walking close together, their shoulders brushing.

"We'll follow you," Vanessa called out, and Jake nodded, leading Melissa to their car.

Marcus and Vanessa ended up at Marcus's truck, far enough from Jake and Melissa that they could talk privately.

"Are you okay?" Vanessa asked immediately, her hands cupping Marcus's face. "Really okay? Because we can still—"

"I'm okay," Marcus interrupted. "More than okay. I'm excited and terrified and so turned on I can barely think straight, but I'm okay." He searched her face. "Are you okay?"

"Same," Vanessa admitted. "This is really happening."

"This is really happening," Marcus echoed.

They kissed, hard and desperate, pouring all their love and excitement and nervousness into it. When they broke apart, both were panting.

"Remember," Vanessa said quietly, "if either of us wants to stop at any point—"

"We stop," Marcus finished. "I know. I love you."

"I love you too," Vanessa said. "Now let's go see what happens when we really swap everything."

They climbed into their respective vehicles, Marcus following Vanessa's truck which followed Jake and Melissa's sedan through the downtown streets. The drive was short—Jake had been right about the ten minutes—but it felt like an eternity. Marcus's hands were shaking slightly on the steering wheel, adrenaline and arousal and anticipation making his whole body hum.

Jake and Melissa's house was a neat craftsman-style home with a well-maintained yard. They all parked on the street and walked up to the front door together, and Marcus noticed that Melissa had moved to walk beside him while Jake walked with Vanessa.

The pairings were already forming.

Inside, the house was tastefully decorated—hardwood floors, modern furniture with warm touches, art on the walls that suggested actual artistic taste rather than whatever was on sale at HomeGoods. Jake immediately moved to the kitchen, pulling out a bottle of scotch.

"Anyone want a drink?" he called out.

"God, yes," Melissa said with a laugh. "I'm nervous as hell."

"That makes four of us," Vanessa said. She'd settled on the couch with easy confidence, and Marcus moved to sit beside her without thinking. It was instinct—sitting next to his wife—but Melissa intercepted him, her hand on his arm.

"Come sit with me," she said softly, gesturing to the loveseat across from the couch.

Marcus's pulse jumped, but he nodded, following her to the smaller seat. They sat close together, their thighs touching, and Marcus was acutely aware of every point of contact between them.

Jake returned with four glasses of scotch, handing them out. "To new experiences," he said, raising his glass.

"To new experiences," they all echoed, and drank.

The scotch burned going down, but it helped settle Marcus's nerves. He took another sip, then set the glass on the coffee table with slightly shaky hands.

"So," Melissa said, breaking the charged silence, "how do we... start this?"

Vanessa laughed, the sound so perfectly Marcus that it made Marcus's heart squeeze. "I don't think there's a handbook for this, is there?"

"We could just..." Jake trailed off, looking at Vanessa with open desire. "We could just see what feels natural?"

"Okay," Vanessa agreed. She patted the seat beside her. "Come here."

Jake moved to sit next to her, and suddenly, Marcus was watching his wife—in his body—sitting intimately close to another man. Jake's hand came to rest on Vanessa's thigh, and Vanessa didn't pull away. Instead, she turned toward him, her hand cupping his face, and leaned in.

They kissed.

Marcus watched his own lips press against Jake's, watched Jake's hand slide higher on his thigh, watched Vanessa's fingers tangle in Jake's hair. The kiss was deep and thorough, and Marcus felt arousal spike through him at the sight.

Beside him, Melissa made a soft sound of approval. "That's hot," she murmured, and then her hand was on Marcus's thigh, mirroring Jake's placement on Vanessa's leg.

Marcus turned to look at her, finding her eyes already on him, dark with want. "Can I kiss you?" she asked.

"Yes," Marcus breathed, and then Melissa's lips were on his.

She kissed differently than Vanessa—more aggressive, more demanding. Her tongue pushed into his mouth immediately, claiming him, and her hand slid higher up his thigh, fingertips brushing the hem of his dress. Marcus moaned into the kiss, his hands coming up to grip her shoulders.

The kiss deepened, Melissa's hands starting to roam, and Marcus could hear similar sounds coming from the couch—Vanessa's low groan, Jake's sharp intake of breath. The knowledge that his wife was doing the same thing just a few feet away made everything more intense.

Melissa's hand found the tie of his wrap dress, and she pulled back from the kiss to look at him questioningly. "Can I?"

Marcus nodded, beyond words now, and Melissa pulled the tie loose. The dress fell open, revealing the black lace bra Marcus had put on earlier and the smooth expanse of his stomach. Melissa's eyes raked over him hungrily.

"Fuck, you're beautiful," she breathed, and then her mouth was on his neck, sucking and biting while her hands explored his newly exposed skin.

Marcus's head fell back, his eyes closing, and he let himself feel—Melissa's mouth on his throat, her hands cupping his breasts through the lace, the arousal building between his legs. When he opened his eyes again, he looked across the room and found Vanessa watching him while Jake's mouth worked her neck.

Their eyes locked, and Marcus saw his own arousal reflected back at him. Vanessa gave him a small nod—I'm okay, are you okay?—and Marcus nodded back—I'm okay.

Then Melissa was pushing the dress off his shoulders, and Jake was unbuttoning Vanessa's shirt, and suddenly, clothing was being shed rapidly. Marcus helped Melissa out of her jumpsuit, revealing that she wore nothing underneath, and his breath caught at the sight of her naked body—all smooth skin and toned muscle and perfect breasts.

Across the room, Vanessa had gotten Jake out of his shirt and was working on his pants, and Marcus could see the prominent bulge there, evidence of Jake's arousal. His own body was aroused too—he could see the tent in Vanessa's jeans, see the way she was moving restlessly, clearly affected by what was happening.

"Bedroom?" Melissa suggested breathlessly, and everyone agreed.

They made their way upstairs in a tangle of limbs and half-removed clothing. Jake and Melissa's bedroom was spacious, dominated by a king-sized bed with crisp white sheets. They all tumbled onto it together, and for a moment, Marcus wasn't sure of the logistics—how did four people even coordinate this?

But then Melissa was pulling him close, her naked body pressed against his, and across the bed, Vanessa was doing the same with Jake, and it became clear. The couples were splitting off, at least for now.

Melissa kissed him again, her hands working the clasp of his bra, freeing his breasts. She pushed him back onto the pillows and straddled him, her pussy hovering just above his face.

"I want to taste you," she said, her voice husky. "Can I?"

"Please," Marcus begged, and Melissa lowered herself onto his mouth.

Marcus had eaten pussy countless times—Vanessa's pussy, specifically—but doing it now, with Vanessa's mouth and tongue, tasting someone else, was a completely new experience. Melissa tasted different, musky and sweet, and Marcus explored her folds with his tongue enthusiastically.

Melissa moaned above him, her hips rolling against his face, and then he felt her moving, shifting position. The next thing Marcus knew, Melissa's mouth was on his pussy, her tongue licking a stripe from entrance to clit.

They'd formed a sixty-nine, and the dual stimulation was overwhelming. Marcus tried to focus on making Melissa feel good, his tongue working her clit while his fingers pushed inside her, but it was hard to concentrate when she was doing the same to him with expert precision.

From somewhere nearby, he could hear Vanessa's voice—"Fuck, yes, just like that"—and Jake's responding groan. The sounds made Marcus even more aroused, knowing what was happening just feet away.

Melissa's tongue was relentless, licking and sucking and exploring, and Marcus felt his fifth orgasm of the day building rapidly. He doubled his efforts on her, wanting to make her come too, and was rewarded with her thighs trembling around his head.

They came within seconds of each other, Melissa crying out against his pussy while Marcus moaned into hers, both of them shaking with the force of their orgasms. When the waves subsided, Melissa rolled off him, collapsing beside him on the bed, both of them panting.

Marcus turned his head to look at the other side of the bed and found Vanessa on her back, Jake between her legs, his head bobbing as he sucked Marcus's cock. Vanessa's hands were fisted in Jake's hair, her face contorted with pleasure, and as Marcus watched, she came with a roar, her body arching off the bed.

"Fuck—Jake—oh god—"

Jake pulled off, his glasses askew, his face flushed, and Vanessa pulled him up for a kiss. Marcus could see them whispering to each other, could see Jake nodding, and then Vanessa was rolling them over, positioning herself between Jake's legs.

She was going to fuck him. Marcus was going to watch his wife—in his body, with his cock—fuck another man.

The sight was mesmerizing. Vanessa lined herself up, the head of Marcus's cock pressing against Jake's entrance, and slowly pushed in. Jake's eyes went wide, his mouth falling open in a silent moan, and Vanessa's face showed intense concentration mixed with pure pleasure.

"Oh fuck," Vanessa groaned when she was fully seated. "Jake, you feel incredible."

Beside Marcus, Melissa had recovered from her orgasm and was watching the scene with obvious interest. "That's hot," she murmured, her hand sliding down to Marcus's pussy, fingers brushing through the wetness there. "Are you ready for more?"

Marcus looked at her, at this beautiful woman who wanted him, who was touching him, who was offering more pleasure. "Yes," he said.

Melissa reached into the nightstand, pulling out a strap-on and a bottle of lube. "I want to fuck you," she said bluntly. "Want to watch you take it while your husband fucks my husband."

The visual she was painting made Marcus's pussy clench. "Yes," he said again, more emphatically this time.

Melissa helped him move into position—on his hands and knees, facing the other side of the bed where Vanessa was now fucking Jake with long, deep strokes. Marcus could see everything—his own cock sliding in and out of Jake, the look of concentration on Vanessa's face, the way Jake's body was accepting the penetration.

Behind him, Melissa adjusted the strap-on, lubing it up generously. She positioned herself at his entrance, the head of the dildo pressing against his pussy, and Marcus pushed back, desperate to be filled again.

Melissa pushed in slowly, the dildo stretching him deliciously, and Marcus moaned at the sensation. It was different from Vanessa's cock—smoother, more consistent, but still incredibly satisfying. Melissa set a steady rhythm, her hands gripping his hips, and Marcus lost himself in the sensation.

He was being fucked by a woman wearing a strap-on while watching his wife fuck that woman's husband with his own cock. The situation was surreal, impossible, the most erotic thing he'd ever experienced.

"Yes," he heard himself moaning. "Yes yes yes—fuck me—Melissa—"

Across the bed, Vanessa and Jake were moving faster too, both of them chasing their releases. Vanessa's thrusts became erratic, desperate, and Jake was begging—"please please please come in me"—and Marcus knew his wife was close.

Melissa's hand snaked around to find his clit, rubbing in tight circles, and Marcus's sixth orgasm hit him like a freight train. He came screaming, his pussy clamping around the dildo, his whole body convulsing, and through the haze of pleasure, he heard Vanessa roar as she came too, spilling inside Jake while Jake came between them, untouched, just from the stimulation of being fucked.

They all collapsed in a tangled heap, breathing hard, bodies slick with sweat and various fluids. For several long minutes, no one spoke, everyone too wrung out to form coherent sentences.

Finally, Melissa broke the silence. "So," she said breathlessly. "That happened."

Marcus laughed, the sound slightly hysterical. "Yeah. That definitely happened."

He looked across the bed at Vanessa, at his own body flushed and satisfied, and they shared a smile. They'd done it. They'd really done it. Swapped everything—bodies, partners, experiences.

And it had been incredible.

But the night, Marcus suspected, was far from over.


Chapter 4: Young and Reckless

The four of them lay in Jake and Melissa's bed for a long while, bodies cooling, hearts slowing, processing what had just happened. Marcus felt Vanessa's hand find his across the tangle of limbs, and he squeezed it—a silent communication that they were both okay, both processing this together.

"Well," Jake said eventually, his voice hoarse, "that was..."

"Fucking incredible," Melissa finished, laughing breathlessly. She propped herself up on one elbow, looking at the four of them sprawled across her bed. "I mean, wow. That exceeded every expectation."

"Agreed," Vanessa said, and Marcus could hear the satisfied grin in her voice even without looking at her. "You two are amazing."

They eventually disentangled themselves, cleaning up in Jake and Melissa's bathroom before getting dressed again. The energy between the four of them had shifted—still friendly, still warm, but now with an added layer of intimacy that came from shared pleasure.

"We should do this again," Melissa said as they all made their way downstairs. "I mean, if you're interested. No pressure, but... that was really special."

"Definitely interested," Marcus agreed, surprising himself with how easily the words came. His borrowed body was still humming with satisfaction, and the idea of repeating this experience—maybe even expanding it—was thrilling rather than daunting.

They said their goodbyes with hugs and promises to text soon, and then Marcus and Vanessa were walking back to their vehicles in the cool night air. It was nearly midnight, and the neighborhood was quiet, most houses dark.

"How are you feeling?" Vanessa asked when they reached the cars, pulling Marcus into an embrace.

"Good," Marcus said honestly. "Really good. That was intense, but in the best way. You?"

"Same," Vanessa said. She kissed him softly, and Marcus could taste Jake on her lips, a reminder of what they'd just done. "I loved watching you. Loved seeing you discover pleasure from that side."

"I loved watching you too," Marcus admitted. "Seeing you fuck Jake with my cock was one of the hottest things I've ever witnessed."

They stood there in the quiet street, holding each other, and Marcus became aware of music in the distance—a heavy bass beat that seemed to pulse through the air.

"Do you hear that?" he asked.

Vanessa tilted her head, listening. "Yeah. Sounds like it's coming from campus. Probably a party or something."

The nearby state university was known for its vibrant nightlife, and weekends often meant parties that stretched into the early morning hours. Marcus felt a sudden surge of energy, fueled by the wine and scotch and the incredible sex and the knowledge that they were still swapped, still had time to explore.

"Want to check it out?" he found himself asking.

Vanessa pulled back to look at him, eyebrows raised. "Really? You want to go to a college party?"

"Why not?" Marcus said, feeling reckless and alive. "We're already doing impossible things. Might as well keep the night going."

Vanessa's grin was slow and wicked. "You know what? Fuck it. Let's go. We can be the hot older couple at the college party."

They took Marcus's truck, Vanessa driving while Marcus navigated using his phone. The music got louder as they approached campus, and they followed it to what appeared to be a massive outdoor party in one of the university's large parking lots. There were hundreds of people—mostly college-aged—dancing to music blasting from massive speakers. Lights flashed in rhythm with the bass, and the whole scene had the chaotic energy of a rave.

"I don't think this is officially sanctioned," Vanessa observed as they parked on a side street.

"Definitely not," Marcus agreed, taking in the scene. "But it looks fun. Come on."

They walked toward the party, and Marcus felt a thrill at how they looked—him in his burgundy dress and heels, Vanessa in dark jeans and a leather jacket. They were easily the oldest people here, but they fit in seamlessly, moving through the crowd with confidence.

The music was loud enough to feel in Marcus's chest, and he let himself move to it, his borrowed body knowing how to dance in a way his own never had. Vanessa pulled him close, her hands on his hips, and they swayed together, the press of bodies around them creating a bubble of intimacy.

"You two are way too hot to be here."

The voice came from behind them, and they turned to find two young women watching them with open appreciation. Both looked to be college-aged—early twenties at most—with the kind of beauty that came from youth and confidence. The one who'd spoken had platinum blonde hair cut in a sharp bob and was wearing a crop top and high-waisted shorts that showed off a toned stomach and long legs. Her friend was shorter, with dark curly hair piled on top of her head, wearing a tight dress that hugged curves Marcus could appreciate even through his borrowed female gaze.

"Thanks," Vanessa said easily, her voice pitched to carry over the music. "You two aren't so bad yourselves."

The blonde laughed, stepping closer. "I'm Kayla. This is Bree. We're juniors here."

"Vanessa," Marcus said, gesturing to himself, then to Vanessa. "This is Marcus. We're... not juniors."

"We can see that," Bree said, her eyes traveling over Vanessa with obvious interest. "You're like, actual adults. It's hot. What are you doing at a college rave?"

"Living dangerously," Vanessa quipped, and both girls laughed.

"I like it," Kayla said. She moved closer to Marcus, close enough that he could smell her perfume—something sweet and fruity. "Want to dance with us?"

Marcus glanced at Vanessa, who nodded encouragingly. "Sure," Marcus said.

The four of them moved deeper into the crowd, dancing together, and Marcus found himself sandwiched between Kayla in front and Bree behind. Both girls were touchy, their hands on his hips, his waist, his arms, and Marcus felt heat building in his core again despite having already come six times that day.

Beside them, Vanessa had attracted her own attention—a young guy with shaggy dark hair and a college football jersey was dancing with her, his eyes locked on her face with obvious admiration. Marcus watched as the guy leaned in to say something in Vanessa's ear, watched her laugh and nod in response.

"Your boyfriend's getting hit on," Kayla observed, her lips brushing Marcus's ear as she spoke.

"Husband," Marcus corrected automatically. "And I'm not worried. He can handle himself."

"Liberal marriage," Bree said approvingly from behind him. "Even hotter."

The song changed, the beat shifting to something slower and more sensual, and Kayla pressed herself fully against Marcus's front, her hips moving in a way that was unmistakably sexual. "You're gorgeous," she said directly. "Like, seriously stunning. How old are you?"

"Thirty-two," Marcus said honestly.

"Fuck, that's perfect," Kayla breathed. "I love older women. You have this... confidence. This presence." Her hands slid up Marcus's sides, thumbs brushing the underside of his breasts through the dress. "Can I kiss you?"

Marcus should have said no. Should have pulled back, explained that he was married, that this was getting too intense. But the combination of alcohol and arousal and the sheer insanity of the day made him reckless.

"Yes," he heard himself say.

Kayla kissed him hard, her tongue pushing into his mouth immediately, and Marcus kissed back with equal enthusiasm. Behind him, Bree's hands were on his hips, her body pressed against his back, and the dual attention was intoxicating.

When Kayla finally pulled back, her eyes were dark with lust. "We have a house off-campus. Just the two of us. Want to come back with us?"

Marcus looked over at Vanessa, who was now fully making out with the college guy, his hands roaming her body with the enthusiasm of youth. As if sensing Marcus's gaze, Vanessa broke the kiss and looked over, eyebrows raised in question.

Marcus gestured at Kayla and Bree, then pointed in Vanessa's direction, raising his own eyebrows—your thoughts?

Vanessa grinned and said something to the guy, who nodded enthusiastically. She made her way over, the guy following like a puppy.

"This is Tyler," Vanessa said, slinging an arm around the guy's shoulders. "He's on the football team. Tight end." She said it with a completely straight face, and Marcus had to suppress a laugh. "These are your new friends?"

"Kayla and Bree," Marcus confirmed. "They invited us back to their place."

"Tyler invited me back to his dorm," Vanessa said. "But I think a house sounds better. More space for... activities."

"Definitely," Tyler agreed immediately. He was tall—probably six-three—with broad shoulders and the kind of athletic build that came from serious training. Marcus could see the appeal, could understand why Vanessa was interested.

"So it's settled?" Kayla asked, her hand sliding into Marcus's. "The six of us?"

Marcus felt a thrill run through him. Six people. Three couples, sort of. This was beyond anything they'd done with Jake and Melissa, beyond anything he'd ever imagined doing. But the night had already shattered every boundary he'd thought he had. Why stop now?

"It's settled," Vanessa confirmed.

They left the rave together, piling into two cars—Marcus rode with Kayla and Bree while Vanessa took Tyler in the truck. The drive to the girls' house was short, just a few blocks from campus, and Marcus spent it fielding increasingly bold touches from both girls.

"You're married but you play together?" Bree asked from the backseat, her hand on Marcus's shoulder.

"Sometimes," Marcus said. "When we find people we're both interested in."

"And you're interested in us?" Kayla asked, her hand on his thigh.

"Very," Marcus confirmed, and Kayla's hand slid higher, fingertips brushing the hem of his dress.

The house was a typical college rental—slightly run-down but clean, with mismatched furniture and posters on the walls. They all tumbled inside, and Kayla immediately went to the kitchen, pulling out a bottle of cheap vodka.

"Shots?" she offered.

They all took one, the vodka burning its way down Marcus's throat, and then Kayla was pulling him toward the stairs. "Bedroom's up here. Come on."

The six of them made their way to what appeared to be Kayla's room—a decent-sized space with a queen bed, string lights, and the general organized chaos of a college student's living space. Bree immediately turned on music from a speaker, something with a heavy beat, and Tyler started pulling off his shirt.

"So," Kayla said, turning to face Marcus with a wicked grin. "How do you want to do this?"

Marcus looked at the five other people in the room—his wife in his body, clearly ready to fuck a college athlete; two beautiful college girls who wanted him; and the promise of pleasure and exploration and continued insanity.

"However feels good," Marcus said, surprising himself with his confidence. "Let's just... see what happens."

"I love that answer," Bree said, and then she was kissing Vanessa while Tyler moved toward Marcus, his hands settling on Marcus's waist.

"Is this okay?" Tyler asked, his face close to Marcus's. "Kayla said you were into it, but I want to make sure."

"It's okay," Marcus assured him. "More than okay."

Tyler kissed him, and it was different from kissing Kayla—more tentative, almost sweet despite the sexual context. Marcus kissed back, his hands coming up to rest on Tyler's broad chest, feeling the muscles there.

Beside them, Kayla had joined Vanessa and Bree, the three of them kissing and touching with increasing urgency. Marcus watched out of the corner of his eye as Vanessa's hands slid under Bree's dress, as Kayla worked on unbuttoning Vanessa's jeans.

Tyler's hands found the tie of Marcus's dress, and he pulled back to look at Marcus questioningly. "Can I?"

"Yes," Marcus breathed.

The dress fell open, revealing Marcus's body in just the black lace bra and panties, and Tyler's eyes went wide. "Fuck," he muttered. "You're perfect."

His mouth found Marcus's neck, sucking and biting, and his hands cupped Marcus's breasts through the lace. Marcus moaned, his head falling back, giving Tyler better access.

On the bed, things were progressing rapidly. Vanessa had gotten both girls naked, and she was on her back while Kayla rode her face and Bree worked on freeing Vanessa's cock from the confines of her jeans. When she finally got it out, Bree wrapped her hand around it, stroking slowly while Vanessa ate Kayla with obvious enthusiasm.

Tyler turned Marcus around, pressing his back against Tyler's front, and his hands slid down to cup Marcus's pussy through the lace panties. "You're so wet," he murmured in Marcus's ear. "Can I touch you properly?"

"Please," Marcus begged, and Tyler slid the panties aside, his fingers finding Marcus's clit.

The stimulation was immediate and intense, Tyler's fingers working in circles while his other hand played with Marcus's breast. Marcus watched the scene on the bed—his wife's face buried between Kayla's legs, Bree now sucking his cock with enthusiasm—and felt his seventh orgasm building.

"I'm close," he gasped, and Tyler's fingers moved faster, more insistently.

"Come for me," Tyler commanded, and Marcus did, shaking apart in the younger man's arms while watching his wife fuck two college girls.

When the waves subsided, Tyler turned Marcus around and kissed him deeply. "Bed," he said. "I want to fuck you properly."

They joined the others on the bed, and the next hours were a blur of pleasure and exploration. Marcus lost track of who was doing what to whom—at one point, he was on his hands and knees while Tyler fucked him from behind while he ate Bree's pussy. Later, he watched Vanessa fuck Kayla while Tyler fucked Vanessa's ass, creating a chain of pleasure. Bree used a vibrator on Marcus's clit while he sucked Tyler's cock, learning what it was like to give head properly.

They switched partners multiple times, everyone touching everyone, creating combinations that shouldn't have worked but somehow did. Marcus experienced pleasure from so many different angles, different touches, different rhythms, that he lost count of his orgasms somewhere around ten.

Finally, as dawn started to lighten the sky outside, they all collapsed in an exhausted heap on the bed, sweaty and satisfied and thoroughly spent.

"Holy fuck," Kayla breathed. "That was the best night of my entire life."

"Same," Bree agreed. She was curled against Vanessa's side, her head on Vanessa's shoulder. "You two are incredible."

Tyler, sprawled across Marcus's legs, just nodded in agreement, apparently too wrung out for words.

Marcus looked at Vanessa across the tangle of young bodies, and they shared a smile. This day—this impossible, insane, wonderful day—had given them more experiences, more pleasure, more understanding of each other than Marcus had thought possible.

"We should probably go," Vanessa said reluctantly, extracting herself from Bree's embrace. "Let you all get some sleep."

"Can we get your numbers?" Kayla asked hopefully. "Maybe do this again sometime?"

They exchanged numbers—why not at this point?—and then Marcus and Vanessa gathered their clothes, getting dressed with the slow movements of people who'd been thoroughly used. They said their goodbyes with kisses and promises to stay in touch, and then they were walking out into the early morning air.

The sun was just starting to rise, painting the sky in shades of pink and gold. Marcus looked down at himself—still in Vanessa's body, still wearing her dress and heels—and felt a pang of something that might have been sadness.

"Do you think we'll swap back soon?" he asked quietly as they walked to the truck.

Vanessa was quiet for a moment, considering. "Honestly? I don't know. We wished for a day, but it's been..." she checked her phone, "almost twenty-four hours since we woke up. Maybe it happens at a specific time? Midnight again?"

"Or maybe when we go to sleep?" Marcus suggested. "Like, we wake up back in our own bodies?"

"Only one way to find out," Vanessa said. She unlocked the truck, and they both climbed in. "Let's go home. Get some sleep. See what happens."

The drive home was quiet, both of them processing everything that had happened. An entire day in each other's bodies. Sex with each other, with Jake and Melissa, with three college students. Experiences neither of them would have ever imagined having.

When they got home, the house felt different somehow—smaller, more mundane after the wildness of the past twenty-four hours. They stripped off their clothes, too tired for showers, and fell into bed together.

"I love you," Marcus said, curling into Vanessa's side.

"I love you too," Vanessa replied, wrapping her arms around him. "Thank you for this day. For being willing to explore all of this with me."

"Thank you for being you," Marcus said. "For being adventurous and open and incredible."

They fell asleep like that, wrapped around each other, as the sun rose fully outside their window. And as Marcus drifted off, he wondered what they'd wake up to—their own bodies returned, or another day of swapped impossibilities.

Either way, he thought drowsily, it had been worth it. Every strange, incredible, boundary-shattering moment of it.


Chapter 5: No Limits

Marcus woke slowly, awareness creeping in through layers of exhausted sleep. His body ached in unfamiliar ways—a pleasant soreness between his legs, tenderness in his breasts, the bone-deep satisfaction of having been thoroughly fucked. For a moment, he kept his eyes closed, half-convinced that when he opened them, he'd find himself back in his own body, the past day nothing but an incredibly vivid dream.

Then he shifted, felt the weight on his chest, the long hair spread across the pillow, and knew before looking that nothing had changed.

He was still Vanessa.

Marcus opened his eyes to find sunlight streaming through the bedroom windows—not the soft golden light of early morning, but the harsh bright glare of midday. He grabbed his phone from the nightstand, squinting at the screen.

1:47 PM.

They'd slept for over seven hours, and based on how his body felt, they'd needed every minute of it. Beside him, Vanessa was still asleep, sprawled on her back in Marcus's body, one arm flung above her head, the sheets tangled around her waist. Marcus's morning wood was evident, tenting the sheets, and Marcus felt a flush of arousal at the sight despite his exhaustion.

He sat up carefully, not wanting to wake Vanessa yet, and looked down at himself. Still Vanessa's body. Still the soft curves and smooth skin, the breasts that felt both foreign and increasingly natural, the pussy that was already responding to his arousal with a telltale wetness.

They'd been swapped for over twenty-four hours now. Well past the "one day" they'd wished for. Which meant either the magic had its own timeline, or...

Or maybe it wasn't going to swap them back at all.

The thought should have terrified him, but instead, Marcus felt a thrill run through his borrowed body. Another day like yesterday. Another day of exploration and discovery and pleasure beyond anything he'd imagined. Another day of really understanding what it meant to be Vanessa, to live in this body, to experience the world from this perspective.

"You're thinking too loud."

Vanessa's voice, rough with sleep and pitched in Marcus's deeper register, made him turn. She was awake now, those hazel eyes—his eyes—watching him with knowing amusement.

"We're still swapped," Marcus said unnecessarily.

"I noticed," Vanessa replied. She stretched, her borrowed body moving with unconscious masculine grace, and the sheet slipped lower, revealing the hard planes of Marcus's stomach, the line of dark hair leading down to his still-hard cock. "How do you feel about that?"

Marcus considered the question seriously. "Honestly? Excited. Is that weird?"

"Not even a little," Vanessa said with a grin. She sat up, the sheet falling away completely, and patted the bed beside her. "Come here."

Marcus crawled across the bed, settling into Vanessa's arms—his arms—and let himself be held. It was strange and comforting all at once, being the one being embraced rather than doing the embracing, feeling small and protected in a way he'd never experienced before.

"Yesterday was insane," Vanessa murmured against his hair. "In the best possible way. We did things I never imagined doing. Experienced things I never thought possible."

"Same," Marcus agreed. "And now we have another day. Maybe more than one day. To keep exploring."

Vanessa pulled back to look at him, her expression serious despite the playful glint in her eyes. "How far do you want to take this? Because I have ideas. Things I've always fantasized about but never thought we'd actually do."

Heat pooled in Marcus's belly, his pussy clenching with renewed interest despite the soreness. "Tell me."

"Well," Vanessa began, her hand sliding down to cup Marcus's breast, thumb circling the nipple through the thin sheet. "I've always wondered what it would be like to watch you get fucked by multiple people at once. Like, really fucked. Airtight."

The crude term made Marcus gasp, arousal spiking through him. Airtight—cock in pussy, ass, and mouth simultaneously. The ultimate in being used, being filled, being overwhelmed with pleasure from all angles.

"That's... that's really intense," Marcus managed.

"Too intense?" Vanessa asked, her hand stilling.

Marcus thought about it—really thought about it. The idea was extreme, definitely beyond anything they'd done even in yesterday's wildness. But the body he was in could take it. Vanessa had told him once, during a particularly adventurous night, that she'd fantasized about exactly that scenario. And now Marcus had the chance to experience it from her perspective, to know what it felt like to be that full, that claimed, that thoroughly used.

"Not too intense," Marcus decided. "But we'd need to find people willing to do that. And I'd need to work up to it. I've never had anything in my ass in this body."

"We can fix that," Vanessa said immediately. "Start small, work our way up. And as for finding people..." She grabbed her phone—his phone—and started scrolling. "There are apps for this. Communities. People who are into group sex, who'd jump at the chance to be with a couple like us."

Marcus watched over her shoulder as Vanessa navigated to an app he'd never heard of—something designed for adventurous couples looking for additional partners. Within minutes, she'd created a profile with a carefully worded description: Married couple in our 30s exploring all possibilities. She wants to experience being completely filled. He wants to watch and participate. Clean, disease-free, looking for others who are the same. Today only—special circumstances.

"Today only?" Marcus questioned.

"Well, we don't know how long we'll be swapped," Vanessa pointed out. "Might as well be upfront that this is time-sensitive."

She uploaded a photo—not of their faces, but of their bodies, carefully cropped to show just enough to be enticing without being identifiable. Then she set their preferences: looking for men, preferably three or more, ages 25-45, within 50 miles.

The responses started coming in immediately.

"Damn," Vanessa breathed, scrolling through message after message. "There are a lot of people interested."

Marcus leaned closer, reading over her shoulder. Some messages were crude and immediately disqualifying. Others were respectful, interested, asking questions about boundaries and preferences. Vanessa filtered through them with clinical efficiency, discarding the ones that gave off bad vibes, responding to the ones that seemed promising.

Within twenty minutes, she'd narrowed it down to a group of four men—all in their early thirties, all friends who apparently did this sort of thing regularly as a group, all with verification photos and clean test results documented in their profiles.

We can host, the primary contact—a guy named David—had written. Have a playroom set up specifically for this. Can be there in an hour if you're serious.

Vanessa looked at Marcus, eyebrows raised in question. "What do you think?"

Marcus's heart was racing, his pussy wet and ready despite having been used thoroughly less than twelve hours ago. This was it. The chance to experience something completely outside the realm of normal, to push every boundary, to really understand what Vanessa's body was capable of.

"I think we should do it," Marcus said, his voice steady despite his nerves. "But I want you there. Want you to be part of it."

"Obviously," Vanessa said. "I'm not missing this for anything." She typed a response: We're serious. Send us the address. We'll be there in 90 minutes.

David's response was immediate: Perfect. Looking forward to it. Address is...

They spent the next hour preparing. Marcus showered thoroughly, paying special attention to cleaning everywhere, knowing what was coming. Vanessa showed him how to prepare his ass properly, using toys they kept in their bedside drawer, working him up from a small plug to larger ones until Marcus could take a decent-sized dildo without too much discomfort.

"How does it feel?" Vanessa asked as Marcus walked around the bedroom with the plug inside him, getting used to the sensation.

"Full," Marcus admitted. "Weird but not bad. Like I'm constantly aware of it."

"That awareness will fade," Vanessa assured him. "And when you have cocks in all your holes, you'll be grateful for the prep work."

They dressed carefully—Marcus in a short black dress that hugged his curves and made his breasts look incredible, Vanessa in dark jeans and a tight t-shirt that showed off Marcus's muscled physique. They looked like exactly what they were: an attractive couple in their thirties, confident and sexual and ready for adventure.

The address David had given them was in a nice neighborhood about thirty minutes away—a modern house with privacy fencing and no immediate neighbors. They parked in the driveway, and Marcus took a deep breath before getting out.

"Last chance to back out," Vanessa said softly.

"I don't want to back out," Marcus replied. "I want this. Want to experience it. With you."

Vanessa kissed him, deep and claiming, and then they were walking up to the front door together. David answered on the first knock—a tall Black man with close-cropped hair and kind eyes, wearing jeans and a casual button-down. He smiled warmly.

"Marcus and Vanessa? I'm David. Come in."

The house was immaculate, tastefully decorated, clearly belonging to someone with money. David led them through to what he'd called the playroom, and Marcus's breath caught.

It was set up like something out of a high-end sex club. A massive bed dominated one wall, but there was also a padded bench, a sling hanging from the ceiling, and various pieces of equipment Marcus couldn't immediately identify. Everything was pristine and clean, and the room smelled faintly of sandalwood.

Three other men were already there, standing as Marcus and Vanessa entered. David made introductions—"This is Chris, Alex, and Jordan"—and Marcus took them in. Chris was white with sandy blond hair and the build of someone who worked out regularly. Alex was Latino with dark eyes and a charming smile. Jordan was Asian with strong features and an athletic frame. All of them were attractive, all of them were looking at Marcus with obvious interest.

"So," David said once introductions were complete, "let's talk boundaries and safe words. We want to make sure everyone's comfortable and having a good time."

They spent the next fifteen minutes discussing limits. Marcus established his safe words—"yellow" for slow down, "red" for stop completely. He outlined what he wanted to try—full penetration, being used by multiple partners simultaneously, experiencing everything his borrowed body could handle. Vanessa made it clear she wanted to participate as well, wanted to fuck Marcus alongside the others.

"And everyone's tested clean?" Vanessa asked pointedly.

All four men produced their phones, showing recent test results. Vanessa did the same with Marcus's phone, showing results from two weeks ago—they'd both been tested regularly as part of their health routine, a practice that was paying off now.

"We're good to go?" David asked, and when everyone nodded, he smiled. "Then let's make this an experience you'll never forget."

They started slowly, the five men surrounding Marcus, hands exploring his body through the dress. Multiple touches at once—someone cupping his breast, someone sliding a hand up his thigh, someone tangling fingers in his hair. The sensation of being the focus of so much attention was overwhelming in the best way.

The dress came off quickly, leaving Marcus in just a black lace thong. Hands continued their exploration, now on bare skin, and Marcus gasped as mouths joined—someone sucking his nipple, someone kissing his neck, someone biting gently at his shoulder.

"On the bed," David commanded, and Marcus moved to obey, lying back on the incredibly soft sheets.

Vanessa was the first to join him, positioning herself between his legs and pulling the thong aside. Her mouth found his pussy immediately, tongue licking and sucking with the expertise of someone who knew this body intimately. Marcus moaned, his back arching, and then Chris was there, his cock positioned at Marcus's mouth.

"Suck him," Vanessa instructed, pulling back just enough to speak. "Show him what that pretty mouth can do."

Marcus opened his mouth, letting Chris push inside. The cock was thick and hard, stretching his lips, and Marcus tried to remember everything Vanessa had shown him earlier about giving head. He hollowed his cheeks, used his tongue, took Chris as deep as he could without gagging.

"Fuck, that's good," Chris groaned, his hands tangling in Marcus's hair.

Vanessa returned her attention to Marcus's pussy, but now there were more hands on him—Alex playing with his nipples, Jordan stroking his thighs. The multiple points of stimulation were overwhelming, pleasure building from all directions.

Then Vanessa pulled back, and Marcus felt the head of a cock—his cock, still so strange to see from this angle—pressing against his entrance. Vanessa pushed in slowly, filling Marcus completely, and Marcus moaned around Chris's cock in his mouth.

"That's it," Vanessa breathed, setting a slow rhythm. "Take it all. Take us both."

Marcus was being fucked from two ends now, Chris using his mouth while Vanessa used his pussy, and the sensation was incredible. He felt completely claimed, completely used, exactly what he'd wanted to experience.

"Think she's ready for more?" David asked, and Vanessa pulled out, leaving Marcus feeling empty and desperate.

"Definitely," Vanessa confirmed. "Put her in the sling. Give her everything."

Marcus was helped into the sling, his legs spread wide, his body supported by the leather straps. The position left him completely exposed and vulnerable, unable to do anything but take what was given to him.

David positioned himself at Marcus's pussy, his cock—thick and long and dark—pressing against the entrance. "Ready?" he asked.

"Yes," Marcus breathed, and David pushed in.

The stretch was intense, David's cock bigger than Vanessa's, filling Marcus in a way that made his eyes roll back. David set a steady rhythm, fucking into Marcus with long, deep strokes, and then Alex was there, his cock at Marcus's mouth.

Marcus sucked Alex while being fucked by David, and the dual stimulation was even more intense in the sling. He was completely at their mercy, unable to move, only able to take what they gave him.

"She's ready for her ass now," Vanessa said, and Marcus felt the plug being removed, replaced quickly by lubed fingers, stretching and preparing him.

Then Chris was positioning himself, his cock pressing against Marcus's virgin ass—virgin in this body, at least—and slowly, carefully, he pushed in.

The sensation was overwhelming. Pain and pleasure mixed together as Chris's cock breached him, stretched him, filled him in a way he'd never experienced. Marcus would have cried out if his mouth wasn't full of Alex's cock, would have begged for more or mercy or both.

"Breathe," Vanessa coached from somewhere nearby. "Relax into it. Let your body adjust."

Marcus tried, forcing himself to relax, and gradually, the pain faded into a deep, aching fullness. Chris started moving, shallow thrusts at first, and then deeper as Marcus's body accommodated him.

And then Vanessa was there, her cock pressing against Marcus's pussy alongside David's, and Marcus's eyes flew open in shock.

"Double penetration," Vanessa murmured. "You can take it. I know you can."

She pushed in slowly, and the stretch was insane—two cocks in his pussy, one in his ass, one in his mouth. He was completely filled, completely claimed, exactly what he'd wanted to experience.

They found a rhythm together, all four of them moving in concert, fucking Marcus from every angle. The pleasure was unlike anything Marcus had ever experienced—too much and not enough all at once, overwhelming and perfect. His body was being used exactly as it was designed to be used, stretched and filled and pleasured to the absolute limit.

Marcus lost track of time, lost track of everything except the sensation of being fucked by four men simultaneously. His orgasms came in waves, one bleeding into the next, his pussy clamping down on the two cocks inside it, his ass tightening around Chris, his throat working around whoever was currently fucking his mouth.

They switched positions multiple times—Marcus on his hands and knees, Marcus on his back, Marcus bent over the bench. Different combinations of men in different holes, but always at least three, always pushing him to his limits. Somewhere in the blur of pleasure, Jordan replaced Chris in his ass, his cock even thicker, stretching Marcus to new limits. Then Alex took his turn in Marcus's ass while Vanessa and David double-penetrated his pussy again.

"She's incredible," Marcus heard someone say—David maybe, or Chris, he couldn't tell anymore. "Taking all of us like a fucking champion."

"That's my wife," Vanessa said proudly, and Marcus felt a surge of love mixed with the pleasure. "She can handle anything."

Finally, after what felt like hours but was probably only one, David announced he was close. "Where do you want it?" he asked, his thrusts becoming erratic.

"Inside," Marcus gasped, having just gotten his mouth free. "Want to feel it. Want all of you to come inside me."

That seemed to be the trigger everyone needed. Within minutes, Marcus felt David come deep in his pussy, his cock pulsing as he filled Marcus with cum. Then Chris was coming in his ass, and Alex in his mouth, and Vanessa pulled out to come across Marcus's stomach and breasts, painting him with thick ropes of cum.

Jordan was the last to finish, taking over from David in Marcus's pussy and fucking him hard and fast until he came with a roar, adding his cum to the mess already inside Marcus.

They all pulled out slowly, carefully, and Marcus lay there in the sling, completely wrecked. Cum was leaking out of his pussy, his ass, dripping down his chin. His whole body ached in the most delicious way possible. He'd been used exactly as he'd wanted, filled exactly as he'd fantasized, and it had been perfect.

"Holy fuck," he breathed when he could speak again.

Vanessa was there immediately, helping him out of the sling, supporting his weight as his legs threatened to give out. "You were amazing," she murmured, kissing him tenderly despite the mess. "So fucking amazing."

The four men were equally complimentary, offering water and gentle touches as Marcus recovered. They helped him shower in David's luxurious bathroom, washing away the sweat and cum, tending to him with surprising gentleness.

When Marcus finally felt human again, dressed in his rumpled dress with Vanessa's arm around his waist for support, they said their goodbyes.

"That was absolutely incredible," David said sincerely. "If you ever want to do it again, we'd love to have you back."

They exchanged numbers, made vague promises to stay in touch, and then Marcus and Vanessa were walking back to the truck on shaky legs.

"How do you feel?" Vanessa asked as they drove home.

Marcus considered the question. His body ached everywhere, inside and out. He'd been stretched and used and filled beyond what he'd thought possible. And he felt...

"Incredible," Marcus said honestly. "Satisfied in a way I've never been before. Like I finally understand what my body—your body—is truly capable of."

Vanessa squeezed his hand. "I'm so glad. Watching you take all of them, watching you experience that kind of pleasure... it was the hottest thing I've ever seen."

They drove home in comfortable silence, both processing the experience. When they got home, the sun was setting, painting the sky in shades of orange and pink. They'd been swapped for over thirty hours now, and Marcus still felt no indication that they were switching back.

"What if we don't swap back?" Marcus asked as they collapsed onto the couch. "What if this is permanent?"

Vanessa was quiet for a long moment. "Would that be terrible?" she asked finally.

Marcus thought about it. Thought about living the rest of his life in Vanessa's body, experiencing the world as a woman, with all the advantages and disadvantages that came with it. Thought about Vanessa living as him, in his body, with his privileges and responsibilities.

"I don't know," Marcus admitted. "It would be... different. Complicated. But after these last two days, after everything we've experienced and learned..." He looked at Vanessa, at his own face wearing her expression of thoughtful consideration. "I think I could handle it. If it meant we could keep exploring like this. Keep learning. Keep pushing boundaries."

Vanessa grinned. "Well, we've got at least tonight to keep exploring. What do you say we order some food, recover a bit, and then see what other fantasies we can make reality?"

Marcus felt arousal stir despite his exhaustion. "Yeah," he agreed. "Let's do that."

The night was still young, and they were still swapped, and there were still so many possibilities to explore. Marcus had no idea when—or if—they'd swap back, but right now, in this moment, he didn't care.

He was exactly where he wanted to be, in exactly the body he wanted to be in, with exactly the person he wanted to be with.

And whatever came next, they'd face it together.


Chapter 6: Taking It Home

They ordered Thai food—too exhausted to cook, too hungry to wait. While they waited for delivery, Marcus took a long bath, soaking his aching body in hot water infused with Epsom salts. Vanessa joined him, settling in behind him, and Marcus leaned back against his own chest, feeling the strange comfort of being held by himself.

"I can't stop thinking about today," Vanessa murmured, her hands idly stroking Marcus's arms. "Watching you take four men at once. Seeing you so thoroughly used. It was the most erotic thing I've ever witnessed."

Marcus felt heat bloom in his core despite his exhaustion. "It felt incredible," he admitted. "Overwhelming but in the best way. I've never felt so completely... consumed by pleasure."

"You were beautiful," Vanessa said, kissing his shoulder. "The sounds you made, the way your body responded, how you begged for more even when I thought you'd reached your limit."

"This body is amazing," Marcus said, running his hands over his borrowed curves beneath the water. "The capacity for pleasure, the way orgasms just keep coming, how quickly it recovers. I understand now why you're always ready for multiple rounds."

Vanessa's laugh rumbled through his chest. "And I understand why you sometimes need recovery time. This cock is sensitive as hell after coming. It's like every nerve ending is screaming."

They soaked until the water cooled and the food arrived. They ate on the couch, both wrapped in robes, discussing the day with the casual ease of people who'd long since moved past awkwardness.

"I've been thinking," Vanessa said, twirling pad thai around her fork. "We've explored a lot—swinging with friends, group sex with strangers, public play at the rave. But there's one thing we haven't done yet."

"What's that?" Marcus asked.

"Brought the party here," Vanessa said, gesturing around their living room. "To our space. Our home. I want to fill this house with people and pleasure. Want to host something wild and see what happens."

Marcus felt his pulse quicken. "Like a sex party? Here?"

"Exactly like that," Vanessa confirmed. "We could use that app again, put out a call for people interested in coming over tonight. No pressure, just... see who shows up. Could be two people, could be twenty."

The idea was simultaneously terrifying and thrilling. Their home had always been their sanctuary, the place where they were just Marcus and Vanessa, married couple with a quiet life. Bringing strangers here for sex would fundamentally change that dynamic.

But then again, everything had fundamentally changed when they'd woken up in each other's bodies. Why not embrace it fully?

"Okay," Marcus heard himself say. "Let's do it. Let's throw a sex party."

Vanessa's grin was absolutely wicked. "Fuck yes." She grabbed her phone immediately, pulling up the app. "How about we start in a couple hours? Give people time to see the post and get here, give us time to prepare?"

"What kind of preparation does a sex party need?" Marcus asked.

"You'd be surprised," Vanessa said, already typing. "Clean sheets, condoms and lube everywhere, food and drinks, setting up spaces for different activities. This is going to be epic."

She posted an announcement: Hosting at our place tonight. Couples and singles welcome. Safe, clean, respectful play only. BYOB. Address will be provided to verified responders. 9 PM start time.

The responses started immediately. Vanessa filtered through them with practiced efficiency, verifying profiles, asking questions, weeding out anyone who gave off bad vibes. By the time they'd finished eating, she'd compiled a list of confirmed attendees.

"So we've got Jake and Melissa, obviously," Vanessa said, scrolling through her notes. "Plus three other couples and five singles—three men and two women. That's potentially seventeen people including us."

Marcus felt his stomach do a nervous flip. Seventeen people. In their house. For sex. "That's a lot of people."

"It is," Vanessa agreed. "But everyone who responded seems cool. And we can always shut it down if it gets weird."

They spent the next hour preparing. Marcus changed the sheets on their bed, putting down a waterproof mattress protector and their nicest black sheets. Vanessa set up the guest room similarly, and they cleared the living room of anything breakable or valuable. Bowls of condoms appeared on every surface, bottles of lube strategically placed. They put out snacks and set up a drink station in the kitchen.

By 8:45, the house was ready. Marcus and Vanessa took turns getting dressed—Marcus in a silky robe over lacy black lingerie, Vanessa in loose-fitting pants and no shirt, showing off Marcus's torso. They both looked ready for whatever the night might bring.

The first knock came at exactly 9 PM. Marcus opened the door to find Jake and Melissa, both grinning.

"We couldn't resist when we saw your post," Melissa said, pulling Marcus into a hug. "A sex party? At your place? Count us in."

They came inside, and Marcus poured them drinks while more guests arrived. A couple in their forties who introduced themselves as Tom and Sarah. A younger couple, barely out of college, named Brit and Kevin. An older couple in their fifties, Richard and Anne, who had an air of experienced sophistication. The singles trickled in—Marcus recognized David from earlier, which made him blush. Two women arrived together, Lisa and Morgan, both in their thirties and obviously close friends if not lovers. And finally, two more men, solo attendees named Marcus and James.

By 9:30, the living room was full of people, all drinking and chatting with the slightly awkward energy of strangers brought together for a very specific purpose. Vanessa, ever the natural host, moved through the crowd making introductions, keeping conversation flowing.

"So," David said, approaching Marcus with a knowing smile. "Round two already? You're insatiable."

Marcus laughed, feeling heat in his cheeks. "Different scenario. Wanted to try hosting."

"I approve," David said. His hand settled on Marcus's lower back, warm and possessive. "You recovered okay from earlier?"

"Surprisingly well," Marcus admitted. "This body bounces back fast."

"Good," David murmured, leaning close. "Because I'd love another chance to fuck you. Maybe share you with some of these other lucky people."

Before Marcus could respond, Vanessa clinked a glass, getting everyone's attention.

"Thanks for coming," she said, her voice carrying easily. "Ground rules: consent is mandatory, no means no, safe words are respected instantly. There are condoms and lube everywhere—use them. Play happens wherever feels right, but bedrooms are upstairs if you want privacy. And most importantly, have fun."

There was a murmur of agreement, and then Melissa said, "So how do we start this? Do we just... pick someone and go?"

"Or we could play a game," Anne suggested with a sophisticated smile. "Ice breaker, gets everyone comfortable. Something like... truth or dare, but for adults."

"Ooh, I like that," Lisa said. "Make it sexual truth or dare. Everyone sits in a circle, we go around, you pick truth or dare. Truth has to be about your sexual history or preferences, dare has to be sexual but consensual."

Everyone agreed, settling into a rough circle in the living room. There were more people than furniture, so some ended up on the floor. Marcus found himself between David and Melissa, Vanessa directly across from him.

Jake volunteered to go first. "Truth," he said.

"What's your deepest sexual fantasy?" Tom asked.

Jake glanced at Vanessa with a slight blush. "Honestly? To be dominated by a strong woman. Told exactly what to do, used for her pleasure."

"Noted," Vanessa said with a grin, and Jake's blush deepened.

The game continued around the circle. Truths revealed fantasies about exhibitionism, group sex, same-sex experiences, domination and submission. Dares started simple—kiss the person to your left, show us your favorite way to touch yourself—but quickly escalated.

When it was Marcus's turn, he chose dare, feeling bold.

"I dare you," Melissa said with a wicked smile, "to let the person on your right—that's David—finger you right here, right now, until you come."

Marcus's pulse jumped. Everyone was watching, waiting to see if he'd accept. He looked at Vanessa, who nodded encouragingly.

"Okay," Marcus said, his voice steadier than he felt.

David wasted no time. His hand slid under Marcus's robe, finding the edge of his panties and pulling them aside. His fingers found Marcus's pussy already wet, and he slipped two inside easily.

Marcus gasped, his head falling back, and David's fingers curled, finding that spot that made him see stars. The knowledge that everyone was watching, that seventeen pairs of eyes were on him while David finger-fucked him to orgasm, made everything more intense.

"That's it," David murmured in his ear. "Come for us. Show everyone how beautiful you are when you fall apart."

Marcus came with a cry, his pussy clenching around David's fingers, his whole body trembling. When the waves subsided, David withdrew his fingers and, maintaining eye contact, licked them clean.

"Delicious," he said, and the room erupted in appreciative noises.

The game continued, but after Marcus's very public orgasm, the energy shifted. People started pairing off, the circle dissolving as hands began to wander and clothes started coming off.

Marcus found himself pulled into Melissa's lap, her hands on his breasts, while David knelt between his legs. Across the room, Vanessa had Jake bent over the arm of the couch, fucking him from behind while Anne watched with obvious interest. Tom and Sarah were making out with Lisa and Morgan in a tangle of limbs. Brit and Kevin had disappeared upstairs with Richard and James.

David's mouth found Marcus's pussy, tongue licking and sucking, and Melissa's hands worked his nipples. Marcus moaned, grinding against David's face, and then another set of hands joined—one of the solo men, Marcus realized, kneeling beside Melissa to play with his other breast.

The living room became a blur of bodies and pleasure. Marcus lost track of who was doing what to whom, too focused on the sensations overwhelming him. David made him come twice more with his tongue before someone else took his place—Lisa this time, her technique different but equally skilled.

At some point, Marcus ended up on his hands and knees on the floor, David fucking him from behind while he sucked Morgan's strap-on. Beside them, Vanessa was on her back with Melissa riding her cock while Jake ate Melissa out from behind. The whole room was filled with moans and gasps and the wet sounds of sex.

They switched partners multiple times throughout the night. Marcus experienced what it was like to be eaten out by a woman while being fucked by a man. He tried tribbing with Sarah while their respective husbands watched and jerked off. He was double-penetrated again, this time by Tom and James, while Vanessa fucked Anne nearby.

The bedrooms upstairs saw just as much action. Marcus ended up in their own bed at one point, surrounded by five people all touching and kissing and fucking. He came so many times he lost count, his body used and pleasured by strangers and friends alike.

Through it all, he kept finding Vanessa's eyes across the room, checking in, making sure they were both okay with this insanity. And every time, Vanessa would grin and nod, clearly having the time of her life.

As the night wore on, people started to tire. Some left with promises to stay in touch. Others crashed on the couch or in the guest room, too exhausted to drive. By 3 AM, the house was quiet except for soft breathing and the occasional satisfied moan.

Marcus lay in bed, sandwiched between Vanessa and David, with Melissa curled against Vanessa's other side. His body ached in ways that felt both familiar and new, thoroughly used but deeply satisfied.

"You okay?" Vanessa whispered, her hand finding his.

"More than okay," Marcus whispered back. "That was incredible."

"It really was," David agreed sleepily. "Best party I've ever been to."

Marcus smiled in the darkness. They'd turned their home into a pleasure palace for one night, filled it with strangers and friends and impossible amounts of sex. And it had been perfect.

He drifted off to sleep wondering what the next day would bring, whether they'd still be swapped, and what other boundaries they might push.

But those were tomorrow's questions. Tonight, he was exactly where he wanted to be—thoroughly fucked, deeply satisfied, and surrounded by warmth and pleasure.

Whatever happened next, they'd face it together.

And that was all that mattered.


Chapter 7: Coming Home

Marcus woke to golden morning sunlight streaming through the bedroom windows and the unfamiliar weight of multiple bodies pressed against him. For a moment, he kept his eyes closed, taking inventory: Vanessa's arm draped across his waist from behind, her—his—morning wood pressing insistently against his ass. David's chest warm against his front, his breathing deep and even. Melissa somewhere nearby, her leg thrown over Vanessa's hip.

The events of the previous night came back in a rush of vivid sense memories. The sex party. Seventeen people in their home. Hours upon hours of pleasure in every configuration imaginable. His body ached everywhere—a deep, thorough soreness that spoke of being used completely and repeatedly. His pussy was tender, his ass still feeling the echo of being stretched and filled, his jaw slightly sore from all the cock-sucking he'd done.

And he was still in Vanessa's body.

Marcus opened his eyes slowly, taking in the scene around him. Their bedroom looked like a battleground of pleasure—sheets tangled and stained, pillows scattered across the floor, empty condom wrappers on the nightstand, the lingering scent of sex and sweat and multiple bodies heavy in the air.

He carefully extricated himself from between David and Vanessa, wincing at the soreness between his legs as he stood. In the morning light, his borrowed body looked thoroughly debauched—love bites and fingerprint bruises marking his breasts and thighs, his hair a wild tangle, dried cum flaking on his stomach and inner thighs from the few times last night when things had gotten too heated to pause for protection.

He should have felt disgusted. Ashamed. Used.

Instead, he felt powerful. Satisfied. Gloriously, wickedly alive.

Marcus padded to the bathroom on unsteady legs, catching his reflection in the full-length mirror. Vanessa's body, marked and claimed and thoroughly fucked, stared back at him. But the expression on the face was pure Marcus—that slightly dazed, deeply satisfied look he always got after truly exceptional sex.

He started the shower, making it as hot as he could stand, and stepped under the spray with a groan of relief. The water sluiced over his tender body, washing away the physical evidence of last night's debauchery, though it would take much longer for the marks to fade.

Marcus was soaping his breasts, marveling at how tender his nipples were from all the attention they'd received, when he heard the bathroom door open. He turned to see Vanessa standing there, gloriously naked in his body, morning wood jutting proudly from between muscular thighs.

"Room for one more?" she asked, her voice still rough with sleep.

"Always," Marcus replied, and Vanessa stepped into the shower behind him.

For a long moment, they just stood under the spray together, Vanessa's arms wrapped around Marcus's waist, her chin resting on his shoulder. It was intimate and domestic and completely at odds with the wild depravity of the past two days.

"We're still swapped," Vanessa murmured against his ear.

"I know," Marcus said softly. "It's been over forty-eight hours. More than double what we wished for."

"Do you think it's permanent?" Vanessa asked, and Marcus could hear the complex mix of emotions in her voice—uncertainty, excitement, fear, anticipation.

"I don't know," Marcus admitted. He turned in her arms, pressing his back against the cool tile, looking up at his own face. "Would that be so terrible?"

Vanessa's hands slid down to cup his ass, pulling him closer. "Honestly? I've been thinking about that. About living the rest of my life in your body, being seen as a man, having male privilege and male expectations and a cock." She paused, her thumbs stroking the sensitive skin just above his ass. "And I think I could do it. I think I could be happy as you."

"Even though it means giving up your body? Your identity as a woman?" Marcus asked.

"It's not giving it up," Vanessa said thoughtfully. "It's... trading. You'd be experiencing everything I experience—the objectification, yes, but also the sisterhood, the way women support each other, the permission to be emotional and vulnerable. And I'd get the flip side—the respect that comes automatically with being male, the physical strength, the freedom to move through the world without constant vigilance."

Marcus considered this, his hands tracing patterns on Vanessa's chest—his chest. "I've learned so much in these two days," he said quietly. "About what it's like to be you. How different the world looks from this perspective. How your body experiences pleasure so differently from mine. How vulnerable you are in ways I never fully appreciated."

"And I've learned what it's like to be you," Vanessa said. "The weight of expectations, the constant pressure to be strong and stoic and in control. But also the freedom that comes with male confidence, the way people listen when you speak, the physical power of this body."

They were quiet for a moment, both processing the enormity of what they'd experienced. Then Vanessa's hands slid lower, one cupping Marcus's pussy, fingers finding his clit already swollen and sensitive.

"I want to make love to you," Vanessa said, her voice dropping into that husky register that meant she was serious. "Not fuck—we've done plenty of that. But really make love. Slow and intimate and connected. Because whether we swap back today or stay like this forever, I want to experience that with you. In these bodies. This way."

Marcus felt tears prick his eyes—Vanessa's eyes were apparently more prone to emotional tears than his had been—and he nodded. "Yes," he whispered. "Please."

Vanessa kissed him slowly, thoroughly, her tongue sliding against his with familiar intimacy. Her fingers worked his clit in gentle circles, building pleasure gradually rather than racing toward orgasm. Marcus's hands explored his own body—the muscled chest, the flat stomach, the hard cock pressing insistently against his thigh.

"I want you inside me," Marcus breathed against Vanessa's lips. "Want to feel you, really feel you, one more time like this."

"Out here or the bed?" Vanessa asked.

"Bed," Marcus decided. "Our bed. Where this all started."

They turned off the shower and dried each other with slow, careful touches, taking time to worship every inch of revealed skin. When they were dry enough, they padded back to the bedroom where David and Melissa were still sleeping soundly, completely oblivious.

Vanessa led Marcus to the other side of the bed—the side that was less occupied by sleeping guests—and laid him down gently. She settled between his legs, her hands stroking his inner thighs, her eyes taking in the sight of his pussy, pink and swollen and glistening with arousal.

"You're so beautiful like this," Vanessa murmured. "Spread open for me, wanting me, your body begging to be filled."

"Then fill me," Marcus said, his voice breathy with need. "Make love to me, Nessa. Show me what it feels like when you really mean it."

Vanessa positioned herself at his entrance, the head of his cock—her cock, their cock, god the pronouns were still impossible—pressing against wet heat. Then slowly, so slowly Marcus wanted to scream, she pushed inside.

The stretch was familiar now after two days of near-constant fucking, but it still made Marcus gasp. The fullness, the way Vanessa's cock filled him completely, reaching deep inside to press against spots that sent sparks of pleasure through his nervous system. He wrapped his legs around her waist, pulling her deeper, and Vanessa groaned.

"Fuck, you feel incredible," Vanessa breathed. "So hot and tight and perfect. I could stay inside you forever."

She set a slow rhythm, her hips rolling in long, deep thrusts that pulled almost all the way out before pushing back in to the hilt. It was different from the frantic fucking they'd done with others, different even from their usual sex. This was worship. Devotion. Love made physical.

Marcus's hands roamed Vanessa's back, feeling the play of muscles under skin, the slight sheen of sweat starting to form. He could feel every inch of the cock inside him, every ridge and vein, the way it throbbed in time with his borrowed heartbeat. His pussy was clenching rhythmically, rippling around the intrusion, drawing Vanessa deeper.

"I love you," Marcus gasped as Vanessa's cock hit that perfect spot inside him. "God, Nessa, I love you so much."

"I love you too," Vanessa said, her voice thick with emotion. She changed her angle slightly, and suddenly every thrust was dragging across Marcus's G-spot, sending waves of pleasure radiating outward. "Love you in any body, any form. You're my everything."

The pleasure was building slowly, a gradual crescendo rather than a sudden spike. Marcus could feel it gathering in his core, spreading through his limbs, making his toes curl and his fingers dig into Vanessa's shoulders. His nipples were almost painfully hard, and when Vanessa's mouth found one, sucking and biting gently, Marcus cried out.

"Yes—right there—don't stop—please don't stop—"

Vanessa didn't stop. She maintained that perfect angle, that perfect rhythm, her cock sliding in and out of Marcus's pussy with wet sounds that should have been obscene but somehow felt sacred. Her hand slipped between their bodies, fingers finding Marcus's clit, and the dual stimulation pushed Marcus closer to the edge.

"Come with me," Vanessa panted, her thrusts becoming slightly less controlled. "Want to feel you come around my cock while I fill you up."

"Close," Marcus managed. "So close—just a little more—ahhhh—"

Vanessa's fingers worked his clit in tight circles, her cock pounding into him harder now, faster, and Marcus felt the orgasm building to an impossible peak. Every nerve ending in his borrowed body was firing, pleasure coursing through him in waves that kept building higher and higher.

"Now," Vanessa groaned. "Come now—"

Marcus shattered. The orgasm ripped through him with an intensity that made his vision white out, his pussy clamping down on Vanessa's cock like a vice, his whole body convulsing with the force of it. He was vaguely aware of screaming, of his nails raking down Vanessa's back, of pleasure so intense it bordered on pain.

And through it all, he felt Vanessa's cock pulsing inside him, filling him with cum, Vanessa's voice in his ear groaning his name—his real name, Marcus, not Vanessa—and that somehow made it even more perfect. They were coming together, in each other's bodies, connected in the most intimate way possible.

The orgasm seemed to last forever, wave after wave crashing over Marcus until he was sobbing with the intensity of it. When it finally subsided, leaving him trembling and gasping, Vanessa collapsed on top of him, her weight comfortable and grounding.

They lay like that for long moments, both breathing hard, Vanessa's cock still inside him, slowly softening. Marcus's hands stroked her back idly, and he became aware of wetness on his cheeks—tears, he realized. He was crying.

"You okay?" Vanessa asked softly, lifting her head to look at him.

"More than okay," Marcus said, his voice rough. "That was... god, Nessa, I don't even have words."

"I know," Vanessa said, kissing him gently. "I felt it too. That was..." She paused, searching for words. "Transcendent."

As they lay there, still connected, Marcus became aware of a strange sensation. It started as a tingling in his extremities—fingers and toes—and spread inward. Not unpleasant, but definitely noticeable. Like tiny sparks of electricity dancing across his skin.

"Nessa," he said slowly. "Do you feel that?"

"Feel what—" Vanessa started, then stopped. "Oh. Yeah. I feel it. What is that?"

The tingling intensified, and Marcus felt a pulling sensation, like something was trying to tug him in a direction that didn't exist in three-dimensional space. Vanessa must have felt it too because her eyes widened.

"I think," Marcus said, his heart starting to pound, "I think we're swapping back."

The pulling sensation grew stronger, and Marcus watched in fascination as his hands—Vanessa's hands—began to shimmer slightly, like he was looking at them through heat waves. Vanessa's body—his body—was doing the same thing.

"Should we pull apart?" Vanessa asked, sounding uncertain.

"I don't think it matters," Marcus said. "I think this is happening whether we want it to or not."

The world seemed to tilt sideways, and Marcus felt a moment of complete disorientation—like falling and flying simultaneously. The tingling became a rush, a torrent, every cell in his body vibrating at a frequency that should have been impossible. He was aware of Vanessa's presence, so close they might as well have been one person, and then—

Everything snapped back into place.

Marcus gasped, his eyes flying open, and immediately knew something had changed. The weight on his chest was gone. His center of gravity was different. And he was looking down at Vanessa from a height advantage he hadn't had moments ago.

He was back in his own body.

Beneath him, Vanessa—in her own body now—was staring up at him with wide eyes. And Marcus's cock—his cock, back where it belonged—was still buried deep inside her pussy.

"Holy shit," Vanessa breathed. "We swapped back."

"Mid-fuck," Marcus added, slightly hysterical laughter bubbling up in his chest. "We swapped back mid-fuck."

They stared at each other for a moment, both processing this development, and then Marcus became acutely aware that he was still hard, still inside his wife, and his body—his own body—was very interested in finishing what they'd started.

"Should we..." Marcus started.

"Yes," Vanessa said immediately, wrapping her legs around his waist. "Don't you dare pull out. I want you to fuck me in our own bodies. Want to feel what it's like after everything we've experienced."

Marcus didn't need to be told twice. He started moving, his hips finding that familiar rhythm, and it was both strange and wonderful. His cock felt different—more sensitive than it had been in Vanessa's hand or mouth, now that it was attached to his nerve endings again. And Vanessa's pussy felt different too—tighter, warmer, wetter than he remembered.

"Oh god," Vanessa moaned, her back arching. "Marcus, you feel so good. I missed this—missed feeling you inside me like this—"

Marcus thrust harder, faster, chasing the orgasm that had been interrupted by their swap. He could feel it building in his balls, that familiar pressure that meant he was close. But it felt more intense than usual, charged with the knowledge of what they'd experienced, how they'd explored each other's bodies, how thoroughly they'd pushed every boundary.

"Touch yourself," Marcus commanded, and Vanessa's hand flew to her clit, rubbing frantically. "Want to feel you come around my cock. My cock, in my body, fucking your pussy, in your body."

"Yes," Vanessa gasped, her fingers working faster. "Feels so good—missed being in my own body but also—ahh—I know what it feels like from your side now—know how good this is for you—"

The knowledge that they both understood now, that they'd experienced pleasure from both perspectives, made everything more intense. Marcus could feel Vanessa's pussy starting to flutter around him, could read the signs of her approaching orgasm on her face—the flush spreading across her chest, the way her eyes were starting to lose focus, the increasing desperation of her movements.

"Come for me," Marcus growled, his hips pistoning faster. "Show me what I look like when I make you come."

Vanessa shattered with a scream that probably woke up David and Melissa if they weren't already awake. Her pussy clamped down on Marcus's cock like a vice, rippling and squeezing, and the sensation pushed Marcus over the edge.

He came with a roar, his cock pulsing as he filled Vanessa with cum, and the orgasm was more intense than any he'd had in his own body before. Maybe because he now knew what it felt like from the other side, or maybe because of everything they'd experienced together, but it seemed to go on forever, wave after wave of pleasure radiating out from his core.

When it finally subsided, Marcus collapsed on top of Vanessa, both of them gasping for breath. His cock was still inside her, still twitching with aftershocks, and Vanessa's arms came around him, holding him close.

"Welcome back," she murmured against his shoulder.

"Good to be back," Marcus said honestly. "Though I'm going to miss some things about your body."

"Same," Vanessa agreed. "Your cock is fun. And the confidence that comes with being male is intoxicating. But..." She shifted beneath him, her pussy clenching around his softening cock. "I missed this. Missed being myself. Missed feeling you inside me like this, with all our regular nerve endings in the regular places."

"We learned a lot," Marcus said softly, lifting his head to look at her. "About each other, about ourselves, about what our bodies are capable of."

"We really did," Vanessa agreed. "I understand you so much better now. What it's like to be you, to experience the world as you. And you understand me."

"I do," Marcus confirmed. "And I promise I'll never take for granted again what you experience as a woman. The vulnerability, the sensitivity, the way pleasure builds and spreads. It's incredible."

They were quiet for a moment, both processing the enormity of what they'd been through. Then Marcus heard a throat clearing from across the bed.

"So," David's voice, amused and still sleep-rough, "not to interrupt this beautiful moment, but did we just witness you two swap bodies mid-sex? Because that was trippy as hell to watch."

Marcus and Vanessa both turned their heads to find David and Melissa propped up on their elbows, watching them with expressions of fascination and lingering arousal.

"We, uh," Marcus started, then realized there was no good explanation. "Yeah. That's exactly what you witnessed."

"Huh," Melissa said. She looked at Vanessa. "So you're actually Vanessa now? Not Marcus wearing Vanessa's body?"

"Actually Vanessa," Vanessa confirmed.

"And you're actually Marcus?" David asked, looking at Marcus.

"Actually Marcus," Marcus confirmed.

"That," Melissa said slowly, "is the wildest thing I've ever heard. And I've seen some wild shit." She paused. "Also kind of hot? Is that weird?"

"Nothing is weird anymore," Vanessa said with a laugh. "After the past two days, my definition of weird has been completely recalibrated."

"Fair point," David said. He stretched, the movement causing the sheet to slip and reveal his morning wood. "So, now that you're back in your own bodies... want to christen them properly? See how it feels to fuck each other as yourselves after experiencing it from both sides?"

Marcus looked at Vanessa, eyebrows raised in question. They'd just had incredibly intense, emotional sex, followed by an orgasm that coincided with swapping back to their own bodies. Surely they were done, at least for a few hours.

But Vanessa was looking at David with renewed interest, and Marcus felt his cock—his own cock—twitch with interest against his thigh despite having just come.

"You know what?" Vanessa said with a wicked grin. "Why not? We hosted a sex party last night. Might as well have a proper morning-after session."

What followed was hands-down the most intense sex Marcus had ever experienced in his own body. With the knowledge of what it felt like from Vanessa's perspective—how her pussy felt when he was inside it, what made her gasp and moan and scream—he was able to fuck her with a precision and skill he'd never had before. Every thrust hit exactly right because he knew exactly what it felt like from the inside.

And Vanessa, armed with intimate knowledge of Marcus's cock—its sensitivity, its sweet spots, what touches and pressures felt best—gave him the most incredible blowjob of his life, her mouth and hands working in perfect concert to drive him absolutely wild.

They traded partners multiple times that morning. Marcus fucked Melissa while Vanessa fucked David, both of them bringing their newfound understanding to bear. Then Marcus and David spit-roasted Vanessa, Marcus in her pussy while David took her mouth, and the sounds she made were absolutely filthy. Melissa rode Marcus's face while Vanessa watched and touched herself, and when Marcus made Melissa come, Vanessa's voice guided him—"a little to the left, more pressure there, yes just like that"—until Melissa was screaming.

By the time they all collapsed in an exhausted heap around noon, Marcus had lost count of how many times he'd come. His body ached in the best way—sore but satisfied, thoroughly used but deeply happy.

"We should probably get up," Vanessa said eventually. "Clean up, check on the aftermath from last night."

They all showered—in pairs this time, the shower barely big enough for two—and dressed in clean clothes. David and Melissa collected their things and said their goodbyes with promises to see each other again soon, both of them still slightly dazed by everything they'd witnessed and participated in.

Marcus and Vanessa spent the afternoon cleaning the house, stripping beds and doing laundry, finding random articles of clothing and forgotten condoms in weird places. The physical evidence of the sex party gradually disappeared, but the memories—those would last forever.

As evening approached, they found themselves back on the couch where this had all started, two days and a lifetime ago.

"So," Marcus said, pulling Vanessa into his side. "What did we learn?"

"That wishes can come true?" Vanessa suggested. "That we're more adventurous than we thought? That our bodies are capable of things we never imagined?"

"All true," Marcus agreed. "But also... I learned that I love you even more than I thought possible. That sharing this experience with you, being you for two days, understanding you on a level I never could have otherwise... it made me appreciate you in ways I can't even articulate."

"Same," Vanessa said softly. "Being you, seeing the world through your eyes, experiencing what you experience every day... it made me love you more. Made me understand you better. Made me grateful for everything you are and everything we have together."

They sat in comfortable silence for a while, processing everything. Then Vanessa said, "Do you think we'll ever swap again?"

Marcus thought about it. The wish had been for a day, but they'd gotten two full days plus change. The magic—because what else could it be?—had given them exactly what they needed, exactly when they needed it.

"I don't know," he said honestly. "Maybe. If we need it again. If there's more to learn." He paused. "Would you want to?"

"Part of me would," Vanessa admitted. "I'd love to experience having a cock again, to know what it's like to be seen as male, to feel that strength and confidence. But another part of me is content with what we learned. We experienced it fully. We explored every possibility. Maybe that's enough."

"Maybe," Marcus agreed. "Or maybe someday we'll wake up swapped again and have a whole new adventure."

"Either way," Vanessa said, tilting her head up to kiss him, "I'm glad we went through it together. Glad we pushed every boundary, explored every possibility, really lived in each other's skin."

"Me too," Marcus said, kissing her back. "Best two days of my life."

They ordered dinner—Chinese this time—and ate it curled up together on the couch. As the sun set outside their window, painting the sky in shades of orange and pink, Marcus reflected on everything they'd experienced.

Two days ago, they'd been a normal married couple with a good but somewhat routine sex life. Now they were a couple who'd experienced body-swapping, swinging, group sex, exhibitionism, and pleasures they'd never imagined. They'd fucked friends and strangers, hosted a sex party, been filled and used and worshipped in every possible way.

And through it all, they'd grown closer. Understood each other better. Loved each other more deeply.

The magic had given them a gift, and they'd unwrapped it completely, explored every facet, used it to its fullest potential. And now, back in their own bodies, they had the memories and the knowledge and the understanding that came from truly walking in each other's shoes.

"I love you," Marcus said for what felt like the hundredth time that day.

"I love you too," Vanessa replied, snuggling closer. "Here's to new experiences, broken boundaries, and the best two days of our lives."

"To the best two days of our lives," Marcus echoed.

They fell asleep on the couch that night, tangled together, exhausted but content. And if they both dreamed of swapped bodies and impossible pleasures, well, that was between them and the strange magic that had made it all possible.

The End.
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