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      Chapter 1
    

    
      
    

    
      “And what exactly is this supposed to do for us? Apart from the fact that I can finally pee without having to sit down?” Julia asked.
    

    
      She popped a gummy bear into her mouth as if it were the most natural thing in the world to confront her boyfriend with a question like that. Julia was lying on the sofa, wearing only shorts and a loose top, barefoot, radiating the kind of summer aura that always got to Marc: shamelessly relaxed and effortlessly sexy.
    

    
      Marc sat across from her on the floor, leaning his back against the couch with his iPhone in hand. On the screen was an email from Dr. Niemeyer, outlining the therapy he had suggested for them. It was more unusual than they had expected.
    

    
      “No idea,” Marc mumbled. “But somehow… it sounds exciting, doesn’t it? I mean, not sexually. Or maybe it does. I mean, being inside your body for once…”
    

    
      Julia threw a sofa cushion at his face.
    

    
      “You pig!”
    

    
      “What? It can only be a good thing if I know your body as well as my own.”
    

    
      They laughed together. Both of them were still trying to wrap their heads around Dr. Niemeyer’s proposal. It was simply too crazy.
    

    
      Marc was twenty-five, Julia a year younger. They had met in their second semester of media studies and gotten together after too much beer, a few rounds of Mario Kart, and a kiss in the elevator. For the past year they had been living in a small house they shared with neighbors on the other side of the wall, with a tiny garden, a grill, and a plastic pool far too big for the space. It had quickly turned their place into the go-to spot for friends whenever the sun was out. And that summer, the sun was out a lot.
    

    
      Things were going pretty well between them. Their love for each other was still alive even after four years together. Only in bed, things had cooled off. Routine had replaced the rush of new love.
    

    
      They wanted to change that. Their first attempt had been to share their sexual fantasies. That was when Marc admitted to Julia that he had cuckold fantasies. Together they tried out a few hotwife scenarios in bed, but always half serious, half joking. They found out that role play wasn’t really for them.
    

    
      Once they had taken it a step further. It was one of those hot afternoons when Marc’s best friend came over to hang out in the garden. They splashed in the pool and teased each other, messing around. Julia flirted with him for fun, a little too openly, a little too physically. That night in bed, she confessed to Marc that she had felt his friend’s hard cock brushing against her underwater more than once. During sex, they replayed the pool scene in their minds, pushing it further in fantasy than it had gone in reality. In their role play, Julia not only held his friend’s cock but also kissed the tip. Their orgasms ended the game abruptly.
    

    
      The afternoon incident and the role play that followed had brought something new into their relationship. Something that tempted them both, yet something they agreed was too dangerous to pursue. In the end, they decided it was best, and safest, to focus on getting their own sex life back on track.
    

    
      They got to Dr. Niemeyer through one of Julia’s friends, who had heard about him from a friend of a friend. On paper, he was a couples therapist. In person, he was a guy with a beard, sneakers, and a black T-shirt printed with a glowing wired-up brain, as if to suggest he had the synapses under his personal control. To Marc, he looked less like a therapist and more like a start-up founder in search of meaning. From the start, Niemeyer made it clear that his specialty was boundary-pushing experiences to deepen relationships. How far those boundaries could go, they had no idea yet.
    

    
      “All right,” said Dr. Niemeyer when they sat down for the initial consultation in his loft office. The large windows looked out over a half dozen rooftop terraces, and between the potted plants stood several monitors and coils of cables. “If you want, I can give you a quick look at the lab.”
    

    
      He led them through a glass door into the adjoining room. The atmosphere here was a complete break from the creative chaos of his office. White, clinical, cool. In the middle stood two chairs, next to them a console with cables, helmets, and a screen on which neural patterns danced in real time.
    

    
      “What I am suggesting is a forty-eight-hour exchange of consciousness. I can assure you there is no danger. We have been testing daily for months. The experience, however, is extremely insightful. It can put your relationship on an entirely new footing.”
    

    
      Marc and Julia looked at each other and had to suppress a laugh. They felt like they were in a bad science fiction movie. There was no way he could be serious.
    

    
      “For two days you will slip into each other’s body. No magic tricks, pure neurotechnology. It is still in the testing phase, but you would be surprised how many couples have already found their way back to each other through it.”
    

    
      For a while the three of them went back and forth. It was hard to believe such a machine could exist. In the end, they agreed to go along with it for now and laugh later about the doctor’s crazy machine, once nothing had happened.
    

    
      Julia crossed her arms. “And what are we supposed to do in these forty-eight hours? Go for a walk and try a new perspective?”
    

    
      “You could scratch your balls,” Marc said, earning a less than enthusiastic look from his girlfriend.
    

    
      “You do whatever you feel like,” said Niemeyer. “Many of my clients… let us just say they discover sides of themselves they never knew existed.”
    

    
      Marc looked at Julia. Her expression was hard to read. It was a mix of curiosity, skepticism, and a suspicious glimmer of excitement.
    

    
      “And what does it feel like?” Julia asked.
    

    
      “Like yourself, but not in your own skin,” answered Dr. Niemeyer. “You feel your new body. Its sensations. Its weaknesses. Its desires.” The doctor glanced between the two of them. He always seemed relaxed and never pushed them into anything. “Think about it carefully. I am free on Saturday morning. We would do the switch back on Monday morning.”
    

    
      That evening at home, it was Julia who spoke first. “I am in.”
    

    
      Marc grinned. “Because you are curious what it is like to have a dick?”
    

    
      “No,” she said, leaning toward him. “Because I want you to find out what it feels like to be on our terrace in my body in a bikini, the sun on your skin, when your buddies show up, and you are the one in the body they cannot stop staring at.”
    

    
      Marc swallowed. Part of him wanted to object immediately. Another part, one he rarely admitted to himself, tingled at the thought. But in his fantasies, he always pictured himself in his own body. He had no desire to wander the world in Julia’s, much less show himself in a bikini. He suspected the doctor had been pulling their leg anyway. Deep down, he even expected a hidden camera to pop out at some point. This had to be a prank by one of this stupid TV shows.
    

    
      Two days later, they signed the consent form.
    

    
      On Saturday, the big moment came. Dr. Niemeyer led them straight into the lab. A technician attached sensors to their bodies and checked the readings.
    

    
      “Forty-eight hours. Afterwards, you will think differently about yourselves,” Dr. Niemeyer declared with conviction. “And perhaps differently about each other.”
    

    
      Marc felt Julia’s hand on his. Her fingers trembled slightly. Or were they his?
    

    
      The technician lowered a wired helmet over his head. Suddenly, everything went dark. A moment later came blinding white.
    

    
      
    

    
      Chapter 2
    

    
      Marc opened his eyes and knew right away that something was wrong.
    

    
      The ceiling above him was the same as before. The smell in the room too. But his body did not feel like his body.
    

    
      He blinked. His view seemed lower, as if someone had dropped the camera. The arms in front of him were slimmer, more delicate, the skin paler. He moved the fingers. Long, shiny nails flashed in the light.
    

    
      “Shit,” he whispered, startled by the voice coming out of his mouth. High and soft. Julia’s voice.
    

    
      A muffled laugh sounded next to him. He ignored it for now. He was too caught up in himself.
    

    
      “Man, this is insane!” Marc sat up abruptly and felt two soft, unexpectedly heavy cushions shift on his chest. He instinctively laid his hands on them.
    

    
      Warm. Firm. Completely different from how they had felt in his memory. He was wearing only a thin hospital gown, and the nipples showed clearly through the fabric. When his fingers brushed over them, he almost groaned in pleasure. A jolt of electricity ran through his belly.
    

    
      “Careful, you don’t get too carried away,” said a deep, sonorous voice beside him.
    

    
      Marc turned toward the voice and saw himself.
    

    
      Or rather, his body. It was sitting next to him with a huge grin on its face. It took him a moment to realize that Julia was inside it now. If he had not been in her body himself, he never would have believed it. She looked like she was having the time of her life.
    

    
      “This is so crazy,” she said, running a hand over the stomach he usually saw in the mirror each morning. “I feel… strong. Heavier, more solid.” She leaned forward a little and grabbed between her legs. “And here… God, that is weird. But also… wow.”
    

    
      “Hey!”
    

    
      “What? You already started feeling me up, too.”
    

    
      She nodded at his hands, still resting on her breasts, though they were his for the moment.
    

    
      He let them sink slowly. “It just feels… different when it’s your body. Softer, more sensitive.”
    

    
      She laughed. “Yeah, welcome to my life. Lucky you caught me on a good day. Far away from my period. Going through that would have really given you another perspective.”
    

    
      They stood up. Both of them moved awkwardly. The legs and body proportions were unfamiliar. Marc noticed immediately how light he felt, as if he were floating through the room. The muscles moved differently, the hips swayed on their own without him doing anything.
    

    
      When he took a step, he felt the thin fabric of the hospital gown against bare skin, more intensely than he had ever felt clothing before. It was confusingly intense and strangely foreign.
    

    
      Julia on the other hand moved broader, steadier, like someone who knew they could take up more space. She rolled her shoulders, clenched her fists, and tested her new voice with a deep “Test, test.”
    

    
      “Okay,” Marc said after a moment. “Rule number one. We behave. No weird stuff.”
    

    
      “Sounds good,” Julia said, but her grin told him he could not count on it.
    

    
      They got their clothes back. Marc slipped into Julia’s jeans and noticed how they were tight at the waist but looser around the thighs. The top stretched across his chest, and he caught himself staring at his reflection in the mirror longer than he meant to.
    

    
      Not bad, he thought.
    

    
      He turned slightly to the side. Damn, her ass really was as round and firm as he had always told her. Julia had every reason to be proud of it.
    

    
      “Well?” Julia nudged him. She stood next to him, now in his T-shirt and loose sweatpants. She seemed oddly at ease in his body. “I get now why you always look so self-satisfied in the mirror.”
    

    
      Marc laughed. “And I get why you wear tight pants so often.”
    

    
      Dr. Niemeyer wished them fun and good experiences. They were to come back on Monday morning, when he would switch them back into their own bodies. For emergencies, he gave them his phone number, though he seemed very sure they wouldn’t need it.
    

    
      They left the lab and walked to the car. Marc did what he always did and got behind the wheel. Even as he sat down, he felt how strange it was to drive in another body. The seat, the steering wheel, the view of the road, everything felt foreign. He kept it to himself.
    

    
      Julia talked nonstop, as always, only this time it was his voice filling the air. Marc wouldn’t have been surprised if it came back hoarse once they switched back on Monday.
    

    
      “I feel this constant pressure in my crotch now,” she said casually at a red light. “Not bad, just… like something is waiting there.”
    

    
      Marc cleared his throat. “Welcome to the club.”
    

    
      Julia grinned. “Seriously? You guys walk around like this all day?”
    

    
      “Well, if we see a pretty woman, it can happen pretty fast.”
    

    
      “Pretty woman?” Julia asked, looking out the window. “Where is she?”
    

    
      “Hey!” Marc snapped in warning. “I can lift this shirt, and we’ll see how the world reacts to these tits.”
    

    
      “Don’t you dare,” Julia shot back, laughing. “Remember rule number one.”
    

    
      The drive home felt longer than usual, maybe because every move came with a new sensation. Marc was relieved when they finally stepped into the safety of their home. They stood across from each other in the living room, taking one another in.
    

    
      “So,” Julia said. “What do we do now? Go for a walk to stick to your rule number one?”
    

    
      Marc looked down at himself, then at her. Or rather, at his own body, which was winking at him mischievously. Julia loved to do that. He would probably see it more than once before Monday.
    

    
      “Maybe we start slow. Eat. Talk. Work our way up.”
    

    
      Julia nodded. “Sure. Sounds reasonable.”
    

    
      Yet her eyes drifted over his body, technically her own, pausing at the hips before moving back up.
    

    
      Marc felt his cheeks burn. Damn, that was the way he usually looked at Julia. Only this time it was aimed at him, with Julia inside his body.
    

    
      The whole thing was confusing as hell.
    

    
      And the forty-eight hours had only just begun.
    

    
      Marc already had a feeling that rule number one would be tested sooner rather than later.
    

    
      
    

    
      Chapter 3
    

    
      Marc was wrong. Saturday ended without much excitement. Dr. Niemeyer had even predicted it. After the body swap came a wave of fatigue. The change had to sink in first, especially the first time. They went to bed early and held each other close. Marc didn’t even think about going beyond a goodnight kiss.
    

    
      Sunday morning began with sunlight slipping through the curtains and the chirping of birds in the garden. The fatigue was gone. They had both slept deeply and well.
    

    
      Marc stood in Julia’s body at the kitchen cupboard, searching for coffee. It felt strange to perform familiar motions with unfamiliar hands. The thin T-shirt brushed across his chest, each pass a soft but undeniable touch that reminded him again and again that he was inside a body that was not his own.
    

    
      Julia sat at the table in his body, eating toast. She watched him with a look he knew all too well. Usually it was his look at her. Now everything was reversed.
    

    
      “You move like a girl sneaking on tiptoe,” she said, biting into her toast.
    

    
      “I move the way I move,” he replied.
    

    
      “Exactly.” She grinned.
    

    
      It was a casual remark, yet in her eyes he caught that glint he knew so well, the quiet sparkle that said she knew exactly how far she could push things.
    

    
      There were also subjects they left unspoken. Marc had no idea how to bring them up. Did he want to get intimate with her while he was inside Julia’s body? It was not like that would mean touching another man. It was his own body, after all. And now, seeing it from the outside through Julia’s eyes, he could even appreciate it in a new way.
    

    
      That in the process a strange kind of arousal stirred in him was something he preferred not to think about.
    

    
      Instead, they focused on their plans for the day. Marc would have preferred to stay home and explore the unfamiliar sensations in peace. Julia, however, had other ideas.
    

    
      “You know who reached out yesterday?” Julia asked. “Tom and Ben. They want to come over today, bring some beer, sit in the garden. Maybe a dip in the pool.”
    

    
      Marc stared at her. “And you’re telling me this now?”
    

    
      “I thought it could be interesting.” Her voice gave nothing away.
    

    
      Two hours later they were in the garden. The sky was clear, the sun hot on the grass. Marc wore short denim shorts and a simple top, Julia’s standard summer look. The warm air clung to him like a second skin, and every light breeze slipped under the fabric. He felt naked even though everything was covered.
    

    
      Julia had taken one of Marc’s swim trunks and was walking around topless, the way he often did on hot days. The sunscreen made his back, now hers, shine, and the familiar sight felt to him both strange and provocative. Which was absurd, because it was his own body he was looking at.
    

    
      Their friends arrived just after noon. Tom carried two six-packs, Ben had chips and sunscreen tucked under his arm. Both had a deep tan from last weekend at the lake. They greeted loudly, put the beer in the fridge, and sat down under the sunshade.
    

    
      “Well, Julia, you look very relaxed today,” Tom said, letting his eyes run briefly over Marc, who for him was Julia. For Marc, it didn’t feel casual at all. Tom’s eyes traced the lines of his body a bit too closely.
    

    
      “Thanks. Must be the weather,” Marc answered. His voice sounded bright and friendly, but his heart was beating faster. He couldn’t stop thinking that his best friend was now looking at him in a completely different way. The words and the look were aimed at a beautiful, lightly dressed woman, one he knew was his best friend’s girlfriend. For a fleeting moment, he even wondered what it would be like if Tom did more than just look. Of course, only once Julia was back in her own body.
    

    
      “Looks like someone has a new fan,” Julia whispered to him with a quiet laugh.
    

    
      That was about what Marc himself might have said in his own body. Only this time the situation was completely different.
    

    
      They sat together. The beer flowed, the talk circled around soccer, the last barbecue, and plans for the summer. Marc tried to play the part of easygoing Julia. But whenever one of his friends let their eyes linger on him for a little longer, the look felt almost physical, warm and searching, as if it really moved across his skin. Each time it made him painfully aware that he was in another body.
    

    
      The heat grew stronger. Julia got up, went to the edge of the pool, and tested the water with her hand, leaning far forward. Marc couldn’t help staring at the familiar back with its broad shoulders. The movement was so ordinary that he wondered why his stomach still tightened.
    

    
      “Perfect temperature for a dip,” Julia said. “We should go in later.”
    

    
      Tom opened another beer. “Tell me, Julia… do you still have that blue bikini? The one you wore at the lake last summer. But only once.”
    

    
      Marc froze. “That one? Uh… yeah. Why?”
    

    
      “Looks good on you. Would fit today too,” Tom said and drank. Ben grinned in agreement.
    

    
      Marc laughed nervously. “Maybe later.”
    

    
      Julia came back, catching only that last part, and tilted her head. “Later?”
    

    
      “Your blue bikini,” Marc whispered. “The guys want to see it.”
    

    
      Julia looked at him, then at their friends. Her smile showed that she understood immediately what was going on and that she didn’t mind in the least. “Why not? It’s warm enough. You don’t need much fabric.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Half an hour later, Marc stood in the bathroom staring at the mirror. The blue bikini fit perfectly, just as he had seen it on Julia before. The top stretched tight, every movement made the fabric rub against his skin. The bottoms clung more closely than he had expected and outlined every curve. They covered very little of his ass. He couldn’t help imagining what it would be like if one of his friends saw him here now, alone, up close, with no witnesses. They would stare even more openly at his breasts and admire Julia’s ass.
    

    
      What are we doing? Marc asked himself. What am I doing?
    

    
      He took a deep breath and stepped outside. The conversations on the terrace stopped. All eyes were on him. Julia’s body seemed to have captured all three of them. Ben broke the silence with a grin.
    

    
      “Looks even better than I remembered,” Tom said, eyeing him.
    

    
      Marc stayed silent. He just wanted to get away from their stares. Three hungry pairs of eyes were fixed on him, and even though they belonged to his two best friends and his girlfriend, it was overwhelming.
    

    
      Now that he had just come outside, he could hardly turn around, run back in, and change without raising questions. So he climbed the ladder to the pool and dipped a toe in. The water was warm. The stares of his friends prickled on his skin. He looked down at himself and saw Julia’s nipples, now his own, standing firm. Time to get himself into the water.
    

    
      He glanced once more at the lounge chairs. Tom, Ben, and Julia were watching him. He felt like he was on display.
    

    
      The water glittered in the sun, cooled his legs, and eased the heat for a moment. Tom and Ben did not hide their stares, and even though Marc knew they were aimed only at his borrowed body, a warmth spread inside him that had nothing to do with the sun.
    

    
      Julia stood and came to the edge of the pool. Marc swam over to her.
    

    
      “Well, does it feel good?” she asked softly, just for him.
    

    
      “Strange. But… yeah,” he murmured.
    

    
      Julia brushed a wet strand from his forehead in a playful gesture and kissed him. It was strange to experience that kiss as a woman. Softer and more tender in one way, but also carrying a raw strength that touched him differently. Marc let it happen and felt how much he enjoyed it.
    

    
      
    

    
      The mood loosened. Tom splashed water, Ben dug up an old school story, and Marc laughed along. Yet again, and again he caught their eyes on him, longer than they needed to be, open, searching, oddly interested. It felt as if something between them had shifted. For the first time, Marc felt this kind of attention directed at him so clearly. When women had looked at him in his male body, it had been something completely different. He liked it, but it had never felt like a big deal.
    

    
      When Julia went inside to get more drinks, he was left alone with his two friends. Tom leaned back and studied him. “You’re acting different today.”
    

    
      Marc raised an eyebrow. “What do you mean?”
    

    
      The comment set off alarms in his head. He had no way to explain to his friends that the Julia they were talking to was really Marc. And they wouldn’t believe him anyway. If he were not in her body right now, he wouldn’t have believed it himself.
    

    
      “I don’t know. More open. More relaxed. And…” Tom broke off and took a drink.
    

    
      Ben grinned. “Maybe you should wear a bikini like that more often.”
    

    
      Marc laughed, though it sounded forced, while something flickered inside him. It was the thrill of knowing that they desired the body he was in, a body that actually belonged to Julia. The thought that they were looking at him like that, maybe even wanting more, tied directly into his cuckold fantasies. And since they had already gone as far as swapping bodies, it suddenly didn’t seem so impossible that Julia might one day take that step too.
    

    
      He couldn’t really blame them. Julia stirred the same feelings in him when he was in his own body. And lately his admiration for her often took the form of imagining her in another man’s hands.
    

    
      Julia came back, set down the bottles, and dropped into the lounge chair again. She gave him a quick look that told him instantly she had seen how the two of them had been looking at him. And she liked it.
    

    
      She had never made a secret of being proud that her looks could turn men’s heads. That was probably also why it hadn’t bothered her when Marc told her about his cuckold fantasies. She enjoyed being admired.
    

    
      The sun kept burning, the beer made them sluggish. Conversation slowed, the pauses grew longer. Marc felt his skin growing warm and damp, and a tingling sensation spread in his belly. Whether it was the heat or the stares he couldn’t say. But he knew this day was far from over.
    

    
      
    

    
      Chapter 4
    

    
      Marc leaned on the edge of the pool, his forearms wet against the plastic rim. The bikini top stretched with every breath, eased, then stretched again. Every brush of fabric sparked sensations that felt foreign yet impossible to ignore.
    

    
      Julia sat on one of the lounge chairs, her eyes fixed on him. It was the same look she used to disarm men in bars. Only now it was aimed at him. Tom and Ben chatted about some weekend game, yet their eyes kept drifting back to Marc, as if pulled by an invisible string.
    

    
      Julia got up and stepped to the pool’s edge. With a gesture, she signaled him to come closer.
    

    
      Marc swam over. She put a hand on the back of his neck, as if it were the most natural thing, just the way he often did with her. Only her hand was larger now, firmer, warmer. He felt a gentle pressure holding him in place, not rough, more guiding. A shiver ran down his spine.
    

    
      “You look good,” she murmured. “Really good.”
    

    
      He gave a nervous laugh. “You should know best. It’s all yours, after all.”
    

    
      “I did know,” she said. “But I never saw it the way I do now. Now I want to experience you as me.”
    

    
      Marc frowned. She wanted to experience him as her? What exactly did she mean by that?
    

    
      Tom stood and stretched. “Who wants a drink? I’ll grab more beer.” He headed for the kitchen, but took a small detour along the pool. His eyes brushed over Marc’s legs beneath the water, slid upward, and lingered on the breasts pressed against the wet fabric. Marc shivered. It felt as if a finger had traced a line across his skin.
    

    
      Julia leaned closer. “Turn a little,” she said. “Just for me.”
    

    
      Marc turned to the side. The water clung to him, the bikini top slipped down a fraction, then caught again. Julia’s gaze darkened. He saw her exhale slowly, as if she needed to rein in her reaction to him.
    

    
      “How does it feel?” she asked. “I mean, when Tom and Ben…”
    

    
      “Every look feels like they’re touching me,” he answered. “And every time it tingles.” It was more honest than he had meant to be.
    

    
      Julia nodded. “I know exactly what you mean.”
    

    
      Tom came back with fresh bottles. They drank, talked, laughed. The sun turned to a warm gold, shadows stretched across the lawn, the air was still heavy with heat. Julia kept watching him whenever he spoke, laughed, or pushed his hair back. Her hand rested on her thigh more often than not, as if she had to control a tension she did not want to release.
    

    
      The pool now stood empty in the garden. They lay on the four lounge chairs arranged in a half circle. Marc still hadn’t gotten used to presenting himself to his buddies in a bikini, but he had accepted it as his reality for the moment.
    

    
      “Can someone do my back with sunscreen?” he asked without thinking. Only after he said it did he realize what he had just asked.
    

    
      Ben raised his hand, almost too quickly. “Sure, happy to do it.”
    

    
      Marc shifted forward in his chair and leaned slightly to the side. The sunscreen smelled of coconut and summer. When the first strokes slid across his shoulder blades, it was as if someone had turned up the temperature. Ben spread the lotion slowly and evenly, each pass leaving a shimmering trail behind. He was careful, but not hesitant. When he came close to the edge of the bikini top, Marc let out a small sound he had not meant to make. He had no idea if Ben had noticed, but Julia’s grin made it clear she had.
    

    
      She cleared her throat softly. “Looks good,” she said, her voice lower than it needed to be.
    

    
      Ben smoothed one last time, let his hands fall, and sat back down. Marc exhaled. The touch of unfamiliar hands lingered on his skin.
    

    
      Julia leaned toward him. “Follow me inside,” she whispered.
    

    
      They went into the living room, the patio door left open, so the voices of their friends drifted in faintly. Julia stopped right in front of him, close enough that Marc felt the warmth of his own body.
    

    
      “I need to tell you something,” she began, placing her hands on his waist, a gesture he knew from himself. “This body drives me crazy. Not only because it was yours, and will be again on Monday. It also has its own way of reacting.”
    

    
      “Reacting?”
    

    
      Julia took his hand and guided it to her crotch. He felt her penis, which was really his. It was hard. She kept his hand there, holding it against his erection. Marc did not know what to feel. That penis was familiar to him. It was his, after all. He had held it countless times in his life, had brought it to orgasm hundreds of times, sometimes alone, sometimes with Julia’s help. Touching it shouldn’t unsettle him.
    

    
      He drew a few deeper breaths. Then, on his own, he squeezed a little firmer. He was fine. In this moment he was a woman. He hadn’t suddenly become gay. He couldn’t be in this body. He had a girlfriend. He had only ever been into women. But now he was someone else until Monday, and suddenly his feelings and desires seemed completely twisted. It was confusing. It wasn’t something he could make sense of right now. Maybe he didn’t even want to.
    

    
      “I want you so badly,” Julia said.
    

    
      Marc swallowed. “And what do you want?”
    

    
      “You,” she said without hesitation. “The way you are right now. And something I never thought I would want. I want to see how they look at you. I want to see what that does to you. I want you to want it too. Fuck.” Julia tilted her head back toward the ceiling. “I am so fucking horny.”
    

    
      Marc felt the air in the room grow heavier. He knew he should tell her no. One of them had to be the voice of reason. The hard cock he held through the swim trunks wouldn’t make it easy for Julia to be that voice. But Marc himself was caught somewhere between fear, nervous tension, and crushing desire. What if he just let it happen? He would never start it on his own, but if it happened, it happened. Was that acceptable? Could he live with it once Monday came?
    

    
      “We have rule number one,” he said at last, his voice unsteady.
    

    
      “Rules are meant to be broken,” Julia replied with a thin smile, “as long as we know what we are doing.”
    

    
      “What do you mean?”
    

    
      “We talk. We set the limits. And we stop when it no longer feels right.” She lifted her hand and tapped his lips. “You say when it is too much. And I will watch out for you. I want to see it and feel it, but most of all, I don’t want to lose you.”
    

    
      He nodded, though his knees felt weak. His hands found her shoulders, felt the familiar muscles that held firm and gave him support. It was so surreal he had to laugh, and right into that laugh, Julia kissed him. It was a confident kiss, steady and tender, but with an undertone that left little doubt. When she let go, he saw stars.
    

    
      “What about them?” he asked softly. “What if they don’t…”
    

    
      “They do,” she said. “You know that. You saw it. And we ask. Nothing happens without a yes.”
    

    
      “But they don’t know that you… that I am you, and you are me.”
    

    
      Julia shrugged. “Do they need to know? In the end, all they see is the hot body of a woman.”
    

    
      Marc’s heart pounded. It was another of those strange moments when he could feel so clearly that it wasn’t his usual heart speaking up. What stirred in him was not only fear. There was also a new hunger, a craving for this unusual experience.
    

    
      Julia took his hand and pulled him back outside. The decision seemed made. In this moment she was the man in the relationship, and she had chosen for them. That wasn’t how things usually worked in their relationship. Important choices were always made together.
    

    
      The sun had sunk lower and the pool water had grown darker, shimmering in silver and blue. Tom was half reclined in his chair, Ben sat on the grass tossing a small ball from hand to hand. Both looked up when Marc and Julia returned.
    

    
      Julia stopped, her hands in her pockets, as if she was about to ask something simple. But Marc knew this was going to be big.
    

    
      “You two,” she said calmly. “Do you want to play a game?”
    

    
      Tom grinned. “Depends on the game.”
    

    
      “It is a game with a few very simple rules,” Julia said. “No one does anything the other person doesn’t like. We listen when someone says stop. And we do nothing we cannot live with tomorrow.”
    

    
      Tom and Ben exchanged a look. “Sounds fair,” Ben said. “And the game?”
    

    
      Julia laid a hand on Marc’s shoulder. “I want to see how you two find Julia beautiful,” she said, leaving it a little vague. “I want to see how you look at her. And maybe more. But only if she wants it.”
    

    
      Tom sat up. His eyes were open, not greedy, but more alert. “Are you serious?”
    

    
      Marc felt his heart hammer against his ribs. He looked at Julia. Her gaze was steady, warm, firm. It was the look she gave him whenever he doubted himself, only now it carried something else that pulled at him like a magnet.
    

    
      “I mean it,” Julia said. “And she decides.”
    

    
      Tom and Ben looked at him. Heat rose in Marc. He tried to breathe steady, felt the fabric on his skin, smelled the water, saw the sunlit shimmer of lotion. His blood roared in his ears, and from the neighborhood a laugh drifted over.
    

    
      “I want to,” he said. The words were not loud, but they were clear.
    

    
      Julia placed a hand on his back. “Good,” she whispered. “Tell me if it is too much. I am here.”
    

    
      Tom got up and came closer. Ben followed, as always, a little more cautious. Tom stopped in front of Marc. His eyes seemed to ask if the permission still stood. Marc nodded.
    

    
      Tom lifted his hand and traced a line over Marc’s shoulder where the lotion had dried in the sun earlier. Ben took a place at the side, just enough so Marc could see him out of the corner of his eye. The touch might have looked casual, but Marc knew it was the first real step. Marc noticed his skin react to the touch as if it had been waiting for it.
    

    
      “Slowly,” Julia said calmly. “Listen to her. Ask if you are not sure.”
    

    
      “Of course,” Tom answered softly. “It’s fine. We know what we are doing.”
    

    
      Tom was the ladies’ man among them. Steady girlfriends never lasted more than three months. Instead, he was always open to a one-night stand.
    

    
      Ben cleared his throat. “Should we go inside?”
    

    
      Julia nodded. “It is cooler in there. And we can talk without the whole neighborhood listening.”
    

    
      They went into the house. The air was pleasant, the wooden floor cool beneath Marc’s bare feet. In the living room, Julia stood behind him, close enough that he felt the warmth of his own body against his back, and set her hands on his hips. Tom and Ben kept a step of distance, as if making sure not to move too fast.
    

    
      “Still yes?” Julia asked at his ear.
    

    
      “Still yes,” Marc answered. He was surprised at how easy it was to say. He didn’t know how long that would last, but for the moment he couldn’t stop. He wanted to feel strange skin on his own. Somewhere in the back of his mind, a voice was growing louder, asking if he had really thought this through. It was one thing to feel his buddies’ fingers on his skin. But if he never called stop, the moment might come when he had to touch them back. And it might not just be arms, shoulders, or backs. The way Ben and Tom were looking at him, there was one very specific place they wanted to be touched.
    

    
      Tom stepped closer. “Then let us find out what you like,” he said, his voice free of triumph. It sounded more like an offer.
    

    
      Julia exhaled, and Marc felt her breath on his neck. He leaned his head back against the familiar chest that now felt so different. He felt held and exposed at the same time, and in that strange in-between space something rose that felt like courage. He needed it more than ever in that moment.
    

    
      “Today, we listen only to what feels good,” Julia whispered in his ear. “Everything else stays outside.”
    

    
      Marc closed his eyes. He felt hands that still hesitated, then grew more certain. He heard the soft sound of fabric on skin, the click of a bottle, someone pouring water. He smelled his own skin, the scent of sun, coconut, and something new. When he opened his eyes again, he saw Julia’s gaze, steady, proud, and hungry all at once. And he understood that she wasn’t just watching. She was directing. And he let her take the lead, not because he had to, but because he wanted to.
    

    
      The light shifted across the floor. What had started as a game now felt like a step into something real, something new.
    

    
      “Do you want it?” Julia whispered. “Do you really want it? Say it again. Say it for me.”
    

    
      “I do,” Marc said again. “I really do.”
    

    
      No one laughed. No one made a joke. The air was tight, focused. From here there was no going back. Fear gave way to desire, and Marc exhaled as if slipping into something that had always been inside him. Something that felt completely natural. Maybe on Monday, Dr. Niemeyer could tell him why. Were these truly his own feelings, or had something of Julia remained in her body?
    

    
      The door to the garden stood open, warm air drifting in. For the first time that day, Marc felt not only the stares on his skin but also the safety beneath them. Julia behind him. Tom and Ben in front of him. And he in the middle, exactly where he wanted to be.
    

    
      Maybe he was still Marc. Maybe someone else. For this moment, it did not matter.
    

    
      
    

    
      Chapter 5
    

    
      Tom and Ben stood in front of Marc. Their eyes were on him. On Julia’s body, to be exact. Tom stepped forward first. He was close enough for Marc to feel his warmth, yet still left the space for the decision to stay with him.
    

    
      “May I?” Tom asked.
    

    
      Marc nodded. “Yes.”
    

    
      Tom’s fingers traced along Marc’s collarbone, sliding to the edge of the bikini top. They lingered there for a heartbeat, as if listening for some inner signal. Ben moved to Marc’s side and laid a hand on his upper arm. Marc’s world shrank to breathing, touches, and watching.
    

    
      Julia came up behind him and placed her hands on his hips. “Breathe,” she whispered. “Just breathe and say what feels good.”
    

    
      Marc breathed. The scent of shower gel, beer, and summer clung to his buddies’ skin. Tom’s hand drifted down his arm, across his shoulder, along the inner line until just above where the fabric tightened over his breast. Ben mirrored the movement on the other side. Both of them traced calm lines across his body, and goosebumps spread over Marc’s skin. His body was already reacting, while his head still raced with questions. Was this really a good idea? Why was he letting men touch him? It all felt strangely foreign and yet so familiar.
    

    
      “Let go. They want you. Let it happen,” Julia breathed in his ear.
    

    
      The touches sent tingles racing through him, stirring more desire that pushed his nerves back. For now, this was his body. As long as he was a woman, this was as straight as the sex he usually had with Julia as a man.
    

    
      “Tell me if I’m going too fast,” Tom murmured.
    

    
      “So far, it’s fine,” Marc answered.
    

    
      Tom nodded. “Good.”
    

    
      He stroked a line with his thumb that Marc swore he felt deep under his skin. Ben leaned in, his closeness at Marc’s side feeling like an invitation. Julia behind him gave him the hold he needed, not only for his body but for his mind.
    

    
      Tom’s hand circled his breast. His fingers drew tighter and tighter circles until they finally brushed over the nipple, pressing through the fabric. He caught it between two fingers and gave it a gentle squeeze.
    

    
      Marc let out a soft sigh. Tom smiled, pleased, and kept going. Julia’s hands slid forward and cupped him under the breasts. Marc watched her tug the bikini top down bit by bit, exposing more and more skin until the nipple was bare. She kept pulling until the top rested under his breasts.
    

    
      Tom wasted no time. His hand closed over one side of the newly exposed chest, his fingers quickly finding the nipple again. He teased it and scratched lightly across it. A hushed “Uh” slipped out of Marc.
    

    
      Ben reached for the other breast. Instead of using his hand, he lowered his head and closed his mouth around the nipple. Marc felt his tongue flick over it, then the suction as Ben began to suck.
    

    
      “Uh. Fuck.” It felt too good to leave unspoken.
    

    
      Marc couldn’t take his eyes off what his two friends were doing to his breasts. Only with a trace of reluctance did he let it happen when Julia turned his head to the side. Her lips pressed hard against his in a wild, hungry kiss.
    

    
      Inside Marc, it was like fireworks going off all at once. The teasing of both nipples and the intensity of the kiss swallowed him whole. He barely did more than move his tongue a little. Mostly he just let it happen. This was nothing like anything he had ever experienced. It couldn’t be compared to any sex he had ever had, or even imagined.
    

    
      A small part of him still wanted to keep asking questions. Wanted to feed his doubts. This was too crazy. In so many ways, too crazy to even take it all in. Especially with a wave of lust crashing over him.
    

    
      It started with the fact that he wasn’t into men. But now he was in a woman’s body, and suddenly everything was different. More than that, with every passing minute, he wanted it more. He had no idea how a woman would normally react in this situation. What he couldn’t deny was that his arousal was climbing higher and higher, stripping away his hesitation to join this game.
    

    
      Julia was at his back, tugging at the bikini top until she freed him of it. Not that it had covered much anymore. She didn’t stop there. She ended the kiss but kept her eyes locked on his. Marc felt her right hand snake around his body until it rested between his legs, right on the last piece of fabric protecting him.
    

    
      Her hand didn’t move. It just pressed there, a faint pressure.
    

    
      “You want more?” Julia asked.
    

    
      Marc didn’t answer. How could he? He was afraid of what “more” might be. And of what it would do to him if he let it happen.
    

    
      Ben and Tom had heard the question too. They had no doubt noticed where Julia’s hand was. Their play on his breasts stopped as they looked at him, waiting.
    

    
      Julia’s hand, in reality Marc’s own male hand, tightened between his legs. She gave a few light squeezes, then rubbed a finger gently over him.
    

    
      Marc closed his eyes. Arousal spread from his borrowed sex through his whole body.
    

    
      “You only get more if you want it,” Julia said.
    

    
      He opened his eyes again.
    

    
      “Which one of you has ever gone down on a woman?” Julia asked his two buddies.
    

    
      Tom and Ben exchanged a look. Neither said a word.
    

    
      “No one?” Julia pressed. “Should we just stop right here?”
    

    
      “I have,” Ben said.
    

    
      “Knew it,” Julia said, turning to Tom. “The guy who constantly has a different girl in his bed doesn’t feel the need to send her home satisfied.”
    

    
      “Hey,” Tom protested. “I’ve got something else that does the job just fine.”
    

    
      He grabbed between his legs and laid a hand on his swim shorts. Marc thought he could see the outline of something there, and it didn’t look small.
    

    
      Tom grinned and Ben rolled his eyes. Marc and Julia both had to laugh. Nobody took the little exchange seriously. It was just teasing among friends.
    

    
      “Well,” Julia said. “Then Ben gets the honor of going first.”
    

    
      To Marc’s complete surprise, she slid the bikini bottom to the side, exposing him. His eyes went wide, but shock kept him from doing anything more.
    

    
      She didn’t stop there. One hand held the fabric aside while the other brushed her fingers through his folds.
    

    
      He couldn’t hold back a moan. When she hit a certain spot, he let out an “Oh, fuck.” These were brand-new sensations, sharper than anything he had ever felt as Julia so far. They were hard to compare even to what he knew as a man. His current body was already threatening to overwhelm him.
    

    
      “Let’s get a little more comfortable,” Julia said, guiding Marc to the couch. She placed him in the middle and pulled his legs apart. “Ben, your turn.”
    

    
      Ben dropped to his knees in front of Marc. He spread Marc’s legs but looked up one more time. Ben often went along with Tom’s ideas, but Marc knew he was the more considerate of the two. A year ago, drunk, he had confessed to Marc that he wished he had a girlfriend like Julia. Someone on his wavelength. Someone to share life with. So far he hadn’t been that lucky.
    

    
      Ben took his time, and for a moment Marc thought he might back out, or at least ask again if this was really okay. But then his head lowered. Maybe this was a chance he didn’t want to miss. And maybe there was something hard in his swim shorts pushing him to go for it.
    

    
      His tongue slid through Marc’s folds, making him tremble. It was an unbelievable feeling that got better with every stroke.
    

    
      Tom and Julia sat down beside him, one on each side. Tom grabbed a breast. Julia pressed close and ran her hand over Marc’s flat stomach.
    

    
      “Fuck!” Marc cried out. Ben was working between his legs and Tom was now sucking on his breast.
    

    
      Julia slipped her hand down between his thighs and moved it through his folds. Then she lifted it up and held it in front of their faces.
    

    
      “You’re already dripping,” she whispered. The shine was impossible to miss. “We shouldn’t linger here too long.”
    

    
      Here? Marc’s eyes shot wide open. How was this supposed to continue? What else did Julia have in mind for him?
    

    
      There was movement on his other side. Tom had let go of his breast and stood up. When Marc looked at him, Tom had already tugged his swim shorts down far enough to free his cock. It wasn’t a new sight. He had seen it before in the locker room and once when they had gone skinny-dipping. But that had always been soft. Now it was thick and hard.
    

    
      “Not bad,” Julia whispered in his ear.
    

    
      Tom swung his hips left and right, his cock swaying with the motion.
    

    
      “Why do you think so many women come back to me a second or even a third time?” he asked with obvious confidence. Then he looked down at Marc. “What do you say, Julia? Want to be one of the lucky ones?”
    

    
      “Not so fast,” the real Julia said from inside Marc’s body, cutting in before Marc could answer. “First, we all get naked.”
    

    
      Ben pulled back from between Marc’s legs, to Marc’s dismay, and stood up. He quickly pushed down his swim shorts. Julia slid hers off too. Marc looked around, taking them all in. Tom had clearly the biggest cock. The difference wasn’t huge, but his girth gave him a clear edge. Ben was probably second. Marc’s own cock was a little shorter by comparison.
    

    
      Not that any of them had reason to complain about what they were carrying between their legs.
    

    
      “So, Julia,” Tom said. “Want to taste this beauty?” He grabbed his cock and swung it playfully.
    

    
      “At least you’re pointing in the right direction,” the real Julia answered him. “But Julia decides. Who, how, and where.”
    

    
      Marc wasn’t sure if that lifted a weight off him or put another one on his shoulders.
    

    
      “What’s that supposed to mean?” Ben asked.
    

    
      Julia had sat back down beside Marc. She kissed him, pressed her now naked male body against his female one, and laid a hand on his chest.
    

    
      “We move forward,” she said. “Step by step. But she decides who gets to take her first.”
    

    
      “Fuck her, you mean,” Tom cut in. “Isn’t it obvious who goes first?” Again he swung his cock, his usual confidence shining through. It didn’t sound arrogant so much as just the way he always joked around.
    

    
      They had just talked about Marc being free to choose what would happen. Now it suddenly felt like it was only about who got to go first.
    

    
      “Give us some space,” Julia told them, and Tom and Ben pulled back from the couch.
    

    
      “Who should it be?” she whispered.
    

    
      “How about you?” Marc asked. It felt like the safest choice, the one he would regret the least.
    

    
      “Boring,” Julia whispered back. “This is your chance to make me, you, or whatever you want to call this, a cuckold. We’re playing out plenty of fantasies here. We might as well add that one too. Let Ben and Tom have the pleasure. I’ll watch. Maybe even direct.”
    

    
      “This is so crazy. Me as you. And… fuck. I don’t see myself as even a little gay, but now, in your body, it’s like everything’s flipped. I’m so turned on.”
    

    
      “And I’m just learning what dick-driven really means,” Julia said. “I won’t stop you. Quite the opposite. I want to see it, and feel this body of mine while I watch.”
    

    
      She gave her cock a quick squeeze.
    

    
      “Pick one,” Julia said. “Who goes first?”
    

    
      “Not Tom. His arrogance doesn’t deserve the reward. Let him sit this one out.”
    

    
      “So Ben?”
    

    
      “Yeah.”
    

    
      “Probably smart to work your way up in cock size anyway,” Julia said with a grin. She stood, called, “Ben,” and he came right away. Tom followed, looking a little sour. He wasn’t used to being second choice.
    

    
      “Should I grab a condom? I’ve got some in my bag,” Ben said, glancing at Marc and then Julia.
    

    
      “I… Julia’s on the pill,” Julia said before Marc could answer. She turned her head toward him, giving him the chance to object. Maybe he should have. Maybe it would have been smarter. But Marc was too far gone to argue. He wanted this to happen now.
    

    
      Julia pushed her hand between his legs, ran her middle finger through his folds, and slipped it inside. She pumped him a few times, sending another wave of brand-new sensations flooding through him.
    

    
      They had a pretty big couch. Julia sometimes called it their playground because they had already had sex on it plenty of times.
    

    
      Ben pushed Marc a little deeper into the corner so he was stretched out along the cushions. Then he knelt between his legs and laid his cock against Marc’s folds. He looked up once more at Marc and Julia, but when neither stopped him, he pressed the tip to the opening and slid inside.
    

    
      “Oh fuck. Ooh, fuck!” Marc gasped.
    

    
      It was the strangest feeling, to suddenly have something pushing into him, deeper and deeper. His arousal and all the wetness made it easy enough for Ben.
    

    
      “Fuck hi...her. Fuck her,” Julia urged. She had almost slipped and said him again. Marc took it as a sign of how turned on she was. She had her own cock in her hand now.
    

    
      She’s watching her body turn me into the cuckold. Crazy. But fuck… so hot.
    

    
      Ben started thrusting faster.
    

    
      “Fuck!” Marc moaned, pressing back against him. “Yes!”
    

    
      The world shrank to nothing but pleasure. He wanted Ben to fuck him faster, harder. He wanted all of it now. That lust had to run its course.
    

    
      Then something happened that he wasn’t so sure he wanted. Tom had pushed Julia aside and taken her spot near Marc’s head. She gave it up surprisingly easily. Now Tom’s cock was hovering just above his face.
    

    
      Having Ben inside him was one thing. But putting his lips on another cock, maybe even giving a blowjob, was something else entirely. Until now, he had mostly let things happen. This would mean taking a much more active role. It felt like a big leap.
    

    
      Julia had circled around the couch and leaned in from the other side. Her hand cupped his breast, her fingers teasing his nipple. If Marc hadn’t already been moaning from Ben’s thrusts, she would have drawn a few sounds out of him herself.
    

    
      She leaned lower. “Kiss it,” she whispered. She could only mean the cock in front of his face. “Go on, kiss it. I know how much you love blowjobs.”
    

    
      Marc almost laughed at that, because it was true. Only back then he had been in his own body, being the one on the receiving end. Julia was great at giving head, and never shy about it.
    

    
      But somehow he couldn’t. It felt like a step too far, even though another voice inside him was already pushing for it. The opening Ben was fucking didn’t exist for him as a man, but lips and a mouth still did. And to him, it felt like he’d be doing it as Marc, in his male body. He had no problem with homosexuality, yet there was still a wall in his head that kept him from crossing that line.
    

    
      Tom let his cock swing above him for a moment, then lowered it playfully against Marc’s body. He traced circles around his nipples, slapped it lightly against his breasts.
    

    
      “Tell me if you need a break,” Tom said to Ben.
    

    
      Ben only answered with a grin. He clearly had no intention of giving up his spot just yet. But five minutes later he had to.
    

    
      “Let’s switch,” Ben said, breathing hard. “I don’t want to finish yet.”
    

    
      Tom didn’t hesitate. He moved straight between Marc’s legs.
    

    
      “Take her from behind,” Julia demanded.
    

    
      Marc didn’t need to be told twice by the supposed boyfriend of the woman he desired. Tom grabbed him, turned him onto his stomach, and pulled his hips up. Before Marc could even get on all fours, Tom shoved himself inside, filling him with a hard, urgent thrust.
    

    
      “Fuck! Yes. Finally,” Tom groaned, sounding like it was the moment he had been waiting for all along.
    

    
      Marc managed to get on all fours and pushed back into him instinctively. He felt how much bigger Tom was, how much deeper he reached compared to Ben.
    

    
      Tom pulled out almost completely, then slammed back in with force. Marc cried out sharply in his now high-pitched voice.
    

    
      Suddenly, a hand smacked across his ass. Startled, Marc turned to Julia. He had never done that himself during sex. But she only grinned, and Marc wasn’t sure how he felt about it. For now, he was too consumed by the cock pounding into him, each thrust ending with Tom’s hips slapping loudly against his ass.
    

    
      For Marc, who thought he couldn’t get more aroused, this felt insanely good.
    

    
      Julia leaned down to his face and kissed him, their tongues twisting together. He surrendered to the hard rhythm, his breasts bouncing with every thrust. Julia cupped the back of his neck and sucked at his ear.
    

    
      “Call Ben over,” Julia whispered. “Give him a nice blowjob.”
    

    
      Marc turned his head, looking at her. She was serious. She kissed him again, her hand squeezing his breast and twisting a nipple.
    

    
      “Do it,” Julia urged again. “I know you want to.”
    

    
      Marc wasn’t so sure. The thought brought resistance, but also something else. Blowjobs were great, at least for the one receiving, not the one giving. But dwelling on that wasn’t helping him fight the pull. He remembered all too well how Julia had worked his cock. Blowjobs were far too good to ever give up. That memory sparked an idea, maybe even a compromise.
    

    
      “I pick you,” he said to Julia.
    

    
      Julia stared at him. She obviously hadn’t expected that. She didn’t answer right away, clearly weighing it over.
    

    
      “No,” she decided. “As much as I want to. Right now, I’m your cuckold. It has to be someone else.”
    

    
      “That’s right, Marc,” Tom cut in. They had stopped whispering. “You’re the cuckold whose girlfriend needs to be properly fucked by others. And in more than just one hole. Come on, Ben. Stick your cock in her.”
    

    
      Tom said all this without easing up on his thrusts.
    

    
      Ben hesitated, but then moved higher onto the sofa, closer to Marc’s head.
    

    
      “Start with your hand,” Julia told him.
    

    
      Marc’s face had already turned toward Ben’s cock. It was no more than eight inches away. That cock had been inside him only moments ago. On the plus side, it was still slick with Julia’s juices. He had tasted those plenty of times before.
    

    
      “Go on,” Julia whispered at his ear, and a hand smacked across his ass. Marc couldn’t see it, but he was almost sure it hadn’t been Tom’s hand. It had been his own, guided by Julia. “Come on, take him in your hand.”
    

    
      Marc did as he was told. He couldn’t even say why in the end. Probably the mix of everything: his arousal above all, and Julia’s influence right behind it.
    

    
      His fingers wrapped around the unfamiliar shaft. Almost automatically, he began stroking it. It was warm, softer than he expected, even though it was hard. Different from his own in that way.
    

    
      Ben inched closer until his cock was right in front of Marc’s face. If he wanted, Marc could kiss it or just open his mouth and take it in. The thought alone was wild. But that was exactly where he was now.
    

    
      Then the cock moved again, pressing toward his lips. Marc didn’t resist. When it brushed his mouth, he opened and let it slide in until Ben stopped an inch inside, as if leaving the choice to go further with him.
    

    
      Marc noticed Julia shifting her position so she could watch his face better. She held his eyes, then gave a small nod.
    

    
      Marc trembled as he gave in fully. He let the shaft slip deeper and circled it with his tongue, reminding himself it was the tongue of a woman. The taste was faintly salty. Julia’s nectar didn’t come through. Slowly he started to move, building up rhythm. It was strange, having this warm, pliant thing between his lips, knowing how sensitive it was, how easily he could hurt it with his teeth if he wasn’t careful.
    

    
      For a while Tom slowed his thrusts, but now he started driving in hard again, forcing Marc to take Ben’s cock deeper.
    

    
      “Fuck, Ben,” Tom complained. “Now you’re two firsts ahead of me.”
    

    
      “Three, if you count the licking. You can’t win them all,” Ben shot back, though there was no real bite in it.
    

    
      “Is she into anal?” Tom asked, looking at Julia, who for him was still Marc.
    

    
      “No,” Julia answered before Marc could even process where that question was headed.
    

    
      “Shame.”
    

    
      Marc didn’t think it was a shame at all. He had tried to talk Julia into it before without success, and he had no intention of being the one to take that first time for her.
    

    
      Right now, the sex was just incredible. He loved being taken from behind, and he was getting disturbingly used to the cock in his mouth.
    

    
      In front of him, Julia sat watching closely, her hand wrapped around the cock that currently belonged to her.
    

    
      “Fuck! YES!” Ben groaned.
    

    
      “About to shoot my load in you, you filthy slut,” Tom grunted and slapped Marc’s ass again.
    

    
      Every game had to end at some point. Marc realized how this one would end only when it happened. Especially as a man, he should have known better.
    

    
      Ben finished first. Maybe Tom wanted at least to claim he had lasted longer. Ben’s hands tangled in Marc’s long hair, and the next second the first spurt of hot cum hit his mouth. Marc wasn’t just surprised that it happened so suddenly. He hadn’t expected it to be so hot. He could feel exactly where it landed and how it slid deeper.
    

    
      Two more spurts followed, and at some point he swallowed. It had to be done. He was too close to his own climax to waste time on inner debates. Right now, only what turned him on mattered, only what would finally push him over the edge.
    

    
      Minutes later his mouth was free again, and the moan he had been holding back came out raw and loud.
    

    
      “Fuck me!” he cried at Tom. “Fuck me. YES. Fuck me. YES! I’m coming!”
    

    
      At the same time, he felt Tom shoot inside him. Maybe that had been the final trigger. As Tom kept thrusting, slowing his rhythm, Marc went through his first orgasm in a woman’s body. It was enormous. The rush starting between his legs spread through every nerve. For a moment, his entire world was nothing but pleasure.
    

    
      But it was exhausting too, so as soon as it was over he dropped onto the sofa and lay still.
    

    
      For two or three minutes, the room was quiet. Then Julia moved.
    

    
      “Okay, guys, that’s enough for today.”
    

    
      Tom and Ben got dressed and let her usher them out of the house. She even walked them to their cars. Only minutes later, she came back to Marc, who had rolled onto his side.
    

    
      “Wait a sec, or you’ll ruin the sofa,” Julia said.
    

    
      A moment later, she returned with a roll of paper towels and wiped away the cum dripping between his thighs.
    

    
      “That was something,” Marc finally said. He wasn’t sure yet what to make of it, or what he should say.
    

    
      “Something good, right?” Julia asked, leaning down to kiss his cheek.
    

    
      “I think… I hope so.”
    

    
      “Tom and Ben would love to come over again next weekend,” Julia told him.
    

    
      “I’m not sure if we can get another appointment with Dr. Niemeyer that soon.”
    

    
      Julia grinned wide. “We don’t need one. Today was your turn. Next time, it’s mine.”
    

    
      That would make Marc a cuckold again, really for the first time in the truest sense. Watching Julia in his place would give him a completely different perspective on what Tom and Ben had just done with him.
    

    
      He pulled Julia close and kissed her. He would let it happen. Even if he wasn’t ready for sex again yet, the thought of it already stirred new arousal in him. They had started something here that wouldn’t be easy to stop. For now, he didn’t even want to.
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      You can find more stories and books by me on:
    

    
      	
        
          Patreon
        
      

    

    
      	
        
          Amazon
        
      

      	
        
          Literotica
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