
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: The Uninvited Miracle

David Morse had perfected the art of looking engaged during Pastor Hendricks' sermons while actually cataloguing everything wrong with the church's architecture. This particular Sunday—a blistering July morning in Phoenix that made the building's inadequate AC wheeze like an asthmatic—he was fixated on a water stain in the shape of Texas spreading across the ceiling tile above the choir loft. Texas. In an Arizona church. The irony would've made him smile if Claire weren't gripping his hand hard enough to cut off circulation.

She always got tactile during services. Fifteen years of marriage had taught David to read her body language better than any vow: the hand-holding meant she was trying to convince herself they were still in love. The absence of hand-holding meant she'd already given up for the week. Today's grip suggested desperation.

Pastor Hendricks—a barrel-chested man in his late fifties with a voice that could rattle stained glass—was deep into a sermon about resisting temptation. David had heard variations on this theme roughly two hundred times since Claire had started dragging him here. The pastor's face gleamed with sweat under the lights, his tie askew, his Bible clutched like a weapon.

"The flesh is WEAK!" Hendricks thundered, and the elderly woman in front of David startled awake with a snort. "The enemy knows our vulnerabilities! He sends his agents disguised as angels of light, as objects of desire, as—"

The side door opened, spilling sunlight and a figure into the sanctuary.

David's attention snapped toward the interruption with the relief of a drowning man spotting land. A young woman slipped through the door, moving with the guilty hunch of someone arriving unforgivably late. She was trying for discretion but failing spectacularly—her sundress was the color of ripe peaches, cut in that modern style that technically covered everything while suggesting absolutely nothing was off-limits underneath. The fabric clung to her body in ways that made David's mouth go dry: the swell of her breasts, the indent of her waist, the curve of her hips that flared just enough to make his hands ache with the phantom sense of gripping them.

She had honey-blonde hair that fell in beach waves to the middle of her back, sun-lightened streaks catching the light streaming through the window. Her face was heart-shaped, features arranged in that devastating combination of innocence and knowledge that seemed biologically designed to short-circuit male higher reasoning. She wasn't wearing makeup—didn't need it. Her skin glowed with the kind of youth that made David acutely aware of the lines forming at his own forty-three-year-old eyes.

But what struck him most were her legs. Christ, her legs. They seemed to go on forever beneath the sundress's modest hemline, tanned and toned, terminating in simple white sandals that showed off coral-painted toenails. She moved like a dancer, each step precise and unconsciously graceful, and David realized with a jolt of recognition who she was.

Megan Hendricks. The pastor's daughter.

He'd seen her maybe four times total over the years—always at a distance, always in passing. She'd been away at college, at BYU-Idaho if he remembered Claire's gossip correctly, studying something appropriate and forgettable. But she'd never looked like THIS before. Or maybe she had and David had successfully avoided noticing because acknowledging his pastor's daughter as a sexual being felt like a one-way ticket to hell.

Too late now. His body had noticed. His cock was thickening in his slacks, pressing against the zipper with insistent wrongness. Claire's hand tightened on his, and he wondered if she could sense his arousal, if fifteen years had given her some kind of infidelity radar.

Megan slipped into a pew three rows ahead, settling beside an older couple who smiled at her with grandparental indulgence. From David's angle, he could see her profile: the slope of her nose, the fullness of her bottom lip that she was currently biting as her father's voice rose to a crescendo.

"—must ARMOR ourselves against lustful thoughts!" Pastor Hendricks was saying, and David wanted to laugh at the cosmic timing. "We must see each other as SOULS, not bodies! As children of God, not objects of carnal desire!"

Megan's shoulders tensed. David watched, fascinated, as a blush crept up her neck and colored her cheeks. She was staring straight ahead, posture rigid, but her hands were clenched in her lap so tight her knuckles had gone white. Something about her reaction struck David as wrong—not shame exactly, but something more complex. Anger, maybe. Or frustration.

The sermon continued for another twenty minutes, but David absorbed none of it. He was too busy watching Megan, cataloguing details with the obsessive focus of a man who knew he was doing something inappropriate and couldn't stop. The way she crossed and uncrossed her legs. The way she tucked her hair behind her ear, revealing a small constellation of freckles along her jaw. The way her chest rose and fell with each breath, drawing his eyes to the swell of her breasts beneath the sundress's modest neckline.

He was going to hell. Definitely, absolutely going to hell.

"Let us pray," Pastor Hendricks intoned, and the congregation rose as one. David stood, grateful for the opportunity to adjust himself discreetly, but his erection wasn't subsiding. If anything, standing put him at the perfect angle to see Megan's ass as she bent slightly to retrieve her dropped bulletin.

Stop, David commanded himself. She's twenty-one. You're forty-three. She's your pastor's daughter. You're married. Stop stop stop—

But his body had other ideas. His pulse was hammering. His skin felt too tight. There was a strange pulling sensation behind his navel, like invisible fingers hooking into his intestines and tugging gently. He chalked it up to guilt manifesting physically and tried to focus on the prayer.

"Heavenly Father," Pastor Hendricks began, his voice dropping to that sonorous tone he used for direct divine communication. "We come before You as flawed vessels, yearning for Your grace..."

David closed his eyes, trying to summon some shred of actual spirituality. Instead, all he could see was Megan's legs. Her ass. Her lips. His mind conjured images without permission: those lips wrapped around his cock, those legs wrapped around his waist, those hands gripping his shoulders as he—

The pulling sensation intensified.

David's eyes snapped open. The sanctuary had gone weird—edges blurring, colors too bright, sounds muffled as if he were underwater. He looked down at his hands and found them translucent, like he was fading out of reality. Panic spiked through him.

Heart attack, he thought wildly. I'm having a heart attack from lusting after someone young enough to be my daughter—

But no. This wasn't pain. It was movement. He was being pulled somewhere, or something was being pulled out of him, he couldn't tell which. His vision doubled, tripled, and suddenly he could see himself from two angles: his own perspective looking down at his fading hands, and another perspective three rows ahead looking back at—

Himself.

David was staring at his own body, which was swaying slightly in the pew, eyes glazed and distant. Claire was still gripping his hand, oblivious, her own eyes closed in prayer. But David wasn't in that body anymore. He was—

"—guide us away from temptation," Pastor Hendricks continued, and David felt reality lurch sideways.

When the world snapped back into focus, everything was wrong.

His center of gravity had shifted dramatically forward. His chest felt heavy, constrained by something tight and lacy. His hair was long enough to brush his shoulders, tickling the back of his neck. The air conditioning that had been barely noticeable before now felt arctic against his bare legs, which stretched out beneath him in a skirt that ended way too high for comfort.

David looked down and saw small hands—delicate, feminine, with coral-painted nails—resting in the lap of a peach-colored sundress. The dress was clinging to curves that definitely hadn't existed on his body two seconds ago: the swell of breasts that rose and fell with each rapid, panicked breath, the indent of a waist he could probably circle with both hands, the flare of hips that felt foreign and impossible.

His breathing quickened. The woman to his right—a grandmother type with steel-gray curls—glanced over with concern. "You okay, sweetie?"

The voice that came out of David's mouth wasn't his. It was soft, feminine, pitched higher and breathier than any sound he'd ever produced. "I'm—I need—bathroom—"

He stood abruptly, and the movement sent new sensations cascading through his awareness: the sway of breasts without a bra (Jesus Christ, was Megan not wearing a bra?), the brush of thighs against each other, the curious absence between his legs where his cock should be and the unfamiliar presence of something else, something that felt warm and slick and disturbingly sensitive.

David stumbled out of the pew, moving on autopilot toward the back of the sanctuary. His sandals—her sandals—clicked against the tile floor. He could feel eyes on him, probably judging him for leaving mid-prayer, but he couldn't process social niceties right now. He was too busy trying not to scream.

The women's bathroom was blessedly empty. David locked himself in a stall and leaned against the door, his heart hammering so hard it felt like it might crack a rib. Except these weren't his ribs. This wasn't his heart. This wasn't his BODY.

He looked down at himself—herself—taking in details his panicked brain had rejected before: the sundress, yes, but beneath it he could see the outline of panties that felt like they were riding up in a way that made him acutely aware of the cleft between his legs. The legs themselves were smooth, hairless, impossibly long and toned. He raised one hand to his face and felt foreign features: high cheekbones, full lips, a small nose.

"No," David whispered, and the voice was wrong wrong wrong. "No no no this isn't—this can't be—"

His phone buzzed in the small purse slung across his shoulder—her purse, decorated with a charm bracelet that jingled musically. David fumbled for it with shaking hands, almost dropping it twice before managing to open the home screen.

The wallpaper was a photo of Megan and three other girls, all of them in modest swimwear at what looked like a lake, all of them laughing at the camera with the unselfconscious joy of people who didn't know they were devastatingly beautiful. He swiped past it and opened the camera, flipping to selfie mode.

Megan Hendricks' face stared back at him.

Not a hallucination. Not a dream. He was somehow, impossibly, in Megan's body. He could see it in the reflection: her hazel eyes wide with shock, her lips parted, a flush creeping up her neck that he could feel as heat against his skin. He raised a hand to his face and watched her do the same, fingers trembling as they traced the unfamiliar contours of her cheek, her jaw, her lips.

"Fuck," David breathed, and hearing that profanity in Megan's soft voice felt like sacrilege. "Fuck fuck fuck—"

The phone buzzed again. A text from a number saved as "Dad":

"Are you feeling alright? You left very suddenly. We can talk after the service if something's troubling you."

Pastor Hendricks. Texting his daughter. Except his daughter wasn't in her body anymore—David was. And that meant...

David's stomach dropped. If he was in Megan's body, where was Megan?

He opened a new text thread, fingers fumbling over the unfamiliar keyboard, and sent a message to his own number:

"What the fuck is happening?????"

The response came almost immediately:

"DAVID?? Oh thank god. I thought I was losing my mind. I'm in your body. I'm sitting next to your wife and she has NO IDEA and your body is so DIFFERENT, everything feels wrong, I can feel something between my legs and it's getting HARD and I don't know what to do—"

Another message:

"How did this happen??? Did you feel it too? During the prayer? I was looking at you and thinking about how tired you looked and wishing I could understand what it's like to be older, to be free, to not have everyone watching me all the time, and then everything went sideways and suddenly I was YOU."

David stared at the messages, his mind struggling to process. Megan had been looking at him during prayer. Wishing she could be him. And he'd been looking at her, cataloguing every curve of her body with guilty hunger, and—

And somehow they'd swapped.

"We need to swap back," David typed frantically. "This is insane. This can't be happening."

"I don't know how! I don't know what triggered it!" Megan's response came in a flurry of texts. "But David... your wife just grabbed my hand. YOUR hand. She's squeezing it and looking at me like she knows something's wrong but she's trying to pretend everything's fine. What do I do??"

David's breathing was coming in short, sharp gasps. He could feel the walls of the bathroom stall closing in, could feel the unfamiliar weight of breasts rising and falling with each breath. His mind was screaming that this wasn't possible, that bodies didn't just SWAP, but the evidence was irrefutable. He was in Megan Hendricks' body. Young, female, devastatingly attractive Megan Hendricks whose father was currently leading a congregation in prayer while completely unaware his daughter had been replaced by a middle-aged man having a panic attack in the women's bathroom.

"Just... act normal," David typed, though the advice felt laughable. "Don't let anyone know. We'll figure this out after the service."

"Act normal??? David, I have a DICK. Your dick. And it's pressing against these slacks and I can FEEL it and it's making me feel things I've never—"

The message cut off. David waited, his borrowed heart hammering, but no follow-up came. Instead, a new text appeared:

"Oh god. Oh god oh god oh god. Your wife just whispered in my ear. She said 'I can tell you're distracted, baby. We'll deal with whatever's bothering you when we get home.' And the way she said it... David, what does that MEAN?"

David's stomach clenched. He knew exactly what it meant. Sunday after-church sex was a ritual he and Claire had maintained for years—one of the few things still holding their marriage together. Claire would be expecting him to come home, to pull her into the bedroom, to fuck her with the kind of urgency that made them both forget they were slowly becoming strangers.

Except it wouldn't be David doing the fucking. It would be Megan, in his body, with his cock, confronted with sexual expectations she almost certainly wasn't prepared for.

And David would be here. In Idaho. In Megan's body, in Megan's life, with Megan's father finishing up his sermon about resisting temptation while completely unaware that his daughter's body was currently housing a middle-aged man who'd spent the last twenty minutes thinking about her in ways that would've earned a personal exorcism.

"Megan," David typed, his fingers still clumsy on the unfamiliar phone. "Listen to me. Just... just go along with whatever she wants. Don't make her suspicious. I'll figure out what to do from this end."

"Go along with—David, are you telling me to have SEX with your WIFE? In your body??"

Was he? David's mind whirled. The alternative was Claire discovering the swap, which would lead to questions neither of them could answer, which would lead to police or psychiatrists or worse. If they could just maintain the illusion until they figured out how to reverse this...

"Yes," David typed before he could second-guess himself. "Do whatever she expects. She can't know. Promise me."

A long pause. Then:

"...okay. But David? I've never... I'm a virgin. I don't know what to do with a... with YOUR..."

David closed his eyes—her eyes—and felt the full weight of what he'd just agreed to crash over him. He'd essentially pimped out his own body to his pastor's virginal daughter, who was about to go home with his wife and have sex with her using his cock. And meanwhile, he was trapped in a twenty-one-year-old bombshell's body, in a church bathroom, with no idea how to reverse this nightmare.

"Just... follow her lead," David typed weakly. "She'll show you what to do."

"Okay. Okay. I can do this. I think. Maybe. ...David?"

"Yeah?"

"Your body is kind of amazing. I can feel muscle and strength and SIZE that I've never had before. And when I think about your wife touching me... touching YOU... I can feel your cock getting harder and it's making me feel powerful in a way I've never..."

David waited for the message to finish, but it didn't. Instead, his phone buzzed with a notification from an app he didn't recognize—some kind of social media he'd never used. He opened it and found himself staring at Megan's profile: hundreds of photos, most of them carefully curated to project the image of a wholesome Mormon girl. Beach days in modest swimwear. Study sessions with scriptures open. Smiling family photos.

But as David scrolled deeper, he found another folder. Private photos marked "Just for me." And when he opened it, his breath caught.

Megan in lingerie. Megan in poses that were anything but wholesome. Megan on her knees with her mouth open, practicing an expression David recognized instantly. And captions: "Getting so good at this..." and "Can't wait to try it for real..." and "Maybe after I graduate and Dad can't control me anymore..."

So the pastor's perfect daughter had a secret. David shouldn't have been surprised—repression always bred this kind of double life—but seeing the evidence made his borrowed pulse quicken. Made heat pool low in his borrowed belly in a way that felt completely foreign but undeniably sexual.

A knock on the stall door made him jump.

"Megan? Honey?" It was her father's voice, concerned and gentle. "Are you alright? Service is over. Everyone's asking about you."

David's mind went blank with panic. He had to respond. Had to sound like Megan. Had to convince Pastor Hendricks that his daughter was fine, that nothing world-shatteringly impossible had just occurred, that—

"I'm okay, Dad," David heard himself say, and the voice that emerged was perfect—Megan's soft, slightly breathy tone with just enough strain to suggest mild illness. "Just felt a little dizzy. The heat, maybe. I'll be out in a second."

"Do you need me to take you home? You look flushed."

Because your daughter's body is currently being piloted by a middle-aged man who was lusting after her ten minutes ago, David thought hysterically. "No, I'm fine. Really. Just need a minute."

A pause. Then: "Alright. I'll be in my office if you need me. But Megan?" His voice dropped lower, more serious. "We need to talk. About your future. About the path you're choosing. I've been hearing concerning things from your university..."

David's stomach clenched. "Okay, Dad. Later. I promise."

Footsteps retreated. David waited until he was sure the coast was clear before emerging from the stall. The bathroom mirror showed him Megan's reflection in full—the sundress, the legs, the face that could've launched ships if anyone had been honest about her effect on men. He looked devastating. Young and fresh and so achingly beautiful it felt like a weapon.

His phone buzzed. Claire, texting his actual number:

"Bringing David home now. He seems off but won't tell me what's wrong. I'm going to make him talk... or make him forget about talking ;)"

And then, from Megan:

"She just grabbed my ass in the parking lot. Your wife grabbed YOUR ass and I can feel everything and oh my god David your body is responding and I don't know if I should be horrified or turned on and I think I'm both and what do I DO???"

David stared at the messages, his borrowed heart racing, and realized with creeping certainty that whatever had caused this swap wasn't going to reverse itself conveniently. He was going to have to live as Megan. Navigate her life, her relationships, her religious obligations. And Megan was going to have to live as him—which apparently included fucking his wife with his cock while learning exactly what it felt like to be a man drowning in desire.

The bathroom door opened. A woman from the congregation walked in, smiled at David with bland church-friend recognition, and headed for a stall. David forced himself to smile back, to move toward the sink and wash his hands—Megan's hands—with soap that smelled like artificial lavender.

In the mirror, Megan's face stared back at him with eyes that held his forty-three years of exhaustion and confusion and growing, terrible curiosity about exactly what this body could do. What it felt like to be desired instead of desiring. What it felt like to be young and female and so sexually charged that even thinking about it made heat bloom between his legs in a way that was completely foreign and utterly, shamefully intriguing.

Seventy-two hours, David thought, though he had no idea where that number came from. I just need to survive seventy-two hours until we figure out how to reverse this.

But as he watched his reflection, as he registered the way Megan's body responded to his spiraling thoughts with a slick heat he could feel dampening her panties, David wondered if surviving was really the challenge.

Or if the real challenge was going to be resisting the urge to explore every forbidden inch of this miracle he'd been given.

His phone buzzed one more time:

"We're home. She's pulling me toward the bedroom. David... I'm scared. But I'm also so fucking hard it hurts. Is that normal?? Does it always feel like this??"

David typed back with shaking hands:

"Yes. That's normal. And Megan? ...enjoy it."


Chapter 2: The Body Betrays

Megan had never driven a car this large before—some kind of SUV that felt like piloting a tank—but Claire seemed to think nothing of tossing her the keys and saying, "You drive, baby. I want to watch you."

Watch her. Megan's borrowed hands trembled as she gripped the steering wheel, hyperaware of Claire's eyes tracking her every movement. David's body was still sending signals Megan didn't know how to interpret: the persistent hardness trapped in these slacks that wouldn't go away no matter how much she tried to think about scriptures or hymns or anything wholesome. The strange weight between her legs that shifted when she moved. The breadth of her shoulders, the length of her arms, the deep timbre of her voice when she'd managed a shaky "Sure, honey" in response to Claire's request.

Everything was BIGGER. Megan had spent twenty-one years inhabiting a body that the world constantly reminded her was small, delicate, something to be protected and controlled. But David's body was solid, powerful, taking up space in a way that felt both thrilling and terrifying. She could feel muscle in her arms when she gripped the wheel. Could feel the strength in her legs as she worked the pedals.

And she could feel the cock. God help her, she could feel it constantly—thick and insistent, pressed against the fabric of David's boxer briefs in a way that made her want to adjust herself but she didn't know HOW, didn't know if that was something men did casually or if it would reveal her as an imposter.

Claire's hand landed on her thigh.

Megan nearly swerved into the next lane. The touch sent electricity shooting straight to that foreign hardness, making it pulse and swell even more. She could feel blood rushing there, could feel it growing, and the sensation was so overwhelming she had to bite her lip—David's lip—to keep from gasping.

"You're tense," Claire murmured, her fingers sliding higher on Megan's thigh. "What happened at church? You've been weird since the prayer."

I swapped bodies with your husband and now I'm driving his car with his cock so hard I can barely think straight, Megan thought hysterically. "Just... felt strange. Dizzy spell, maybe."

"Mmm." Claire's fingers traced idle patterns, moving closer to the bulge in Megan's slacks. "Well, I know something that'll help you feel better."

Megan's breath caught. She knew what Claire was implying—she wasn't THAT sheltered, despite what her father thought. She'd seen porn (deleted immediately after, followed by tearful prayers for forgiveness). She'd touched herself in her dorm room late at night, fingers finding that secret place between her legs while she imagined scenarios that would've gotten her expelled if anyone knew.

But she'd never actually HAD sex. Never been touched by another person. The closest she'd come was Ryan Miller in high school, whose clumsy attempt to kiss her behind the church had ended with her father materializing like an avenging angel and Ryan getting a lecture about purity that lasted forty-five minutes.

And now Claire—beautiful, confident Claire who looked like she'd stepped out of a catalog for women who knew exactly what they wanted—was touching her, expecting her to know what to do, expecting her to be DAVID.

"I'm thinking," Claire continued, her voice dropping to that husky register that Megan recognized from late-night fantasies she'd never admit to having, "that when we get home, I'm going to strip you out of these clothes and remind you exactly why you married me."

Megan's borrowed cock twitched violently. She could feel it leaking now, a wetness at the tip that was soaking through the boxer briefs. This body WANTED. Wanted with an urgency that obliterated thought, that made her hands tighten on the wheel until her knuckles went white.

"Claire, I—" Megan's voice cracked. She tried again, pitching it lower to match David's rumble. "Maybe we should talk first. About... about us."

Claire's hand stopped moving. "About us?"

"Yeah. I just..." Megan scrambled for words that would make sense, that would buy her time to figure out what the hell she was doing. "I want to make sure you're happy. That we're happy."

A long pause. Then Claire laughed—not cruelly, but with a edge of sadness. "You want to have a relationship talk? Right now? When you've been hard since we left the parking lot?"

Megan's face burned. So Claire HAD noticed. "I just—"

"David." Claire's voice was firm. "Whatever existential crisis you're having, we can discuss it AFTER. Right now, I want my husband to take me home and fuck me like he hasn't in six months. Can you do that for me?"

Six months. They hadn't had sex in six months? Megan's mind reeled. She thought about the photos she'd seen of David and Claire at church functions—always standing slightly apart, smiling for the camera with the practiced ease of people performing happiness. She'd envied them. Envied their marriage, their freedom, their ability to just EXIST without every choice being monitored by a congregation.

But maybe their life wasn't as perfect as it looked from the outside.

"Yes," Megan heard herself say, because what else could she say? David had told her to go along with it, to keep Claire from suspecting. "Yes. I can do that."

Claire smiled—a genuine smile that transformed her face from pretty to devastating. "Good boy."

The praise sent a bolt of pleasure straight to Megan's borrowed cock. Good boy. She'd been called a good girl her entire life—by her father, by her teachers, by every authority figure who'd shaped her into the modest, obedient daughter they wanted. But good BOY hit different. Made her feel powerful and desired and—

The SUV pulled into the driveway of a modest two-story house. Megan killed the engine with shaking hands, trying to prepare herself for what was about to happen. She was going to have sex. As a man. With David's wife. Using David's cock that was currently threatening to burst through these slacks.

I can do this, Megan told herself. It's just bodies. Just biology. Just—

Claire was out of the car and around to the driver's side before Megan could finish the thought. She pulled open the door and grabbed Megan's hand—David's hand—tugging her out with surprising strength.

"Inside," Claire commanded. "Now."

Megan followed on autopilot, her borrowed legs carrying her up the walkway, through the front door, into a living room that smelled like vanilla candles and fabric softener. Comfortable. Lived-in. Nothing like the sterile dorm room she'd left behind when this impossible swap had occurred.

Claire locked the door behind them and turned to face Megan with an expression that was pure hunger.

"Bedroom?" Megan managed, her voice coming out rougher than intended.

"Here." Claire's hands went to the buttons of her modest church dress—a floral print that ended at her knees, sleeves that covered her shoulders. She undid them one by one with practiced efficiency, and Megan realized she was about to see another woman naked for the first time in her life.

The dress fell away. Underneath, Claire wore lingerie that made Megan's brain short-circuit: black lace bra that pushed her breasts up into perfect mounds, matching panties that were nearly transparent, showing the dark shadow of hair beneath. She was curvy in ways that Megan's own body wasn't—softer, more generous, unapologetically female in a way that made Megan's borrowed cock ACHE.

"Your turn," Claire said, and there was challenge in her voice. "Or do I need to undress you myself?"

Megan's hands went to her shirt—David's shirt—fumbling with buttons that suddenly felt impossibly small. She got three undone before Claire's patience ran out. She crossed the space between them and grabbed the fabric, yanking it open hard enough to send buttons skittering across the hardwood floor.

"There," Claire breathed, her hands spreading across Megan's borrowed chest. "That's better."

Megan looked down and saw David's body as if for the first time: chest hair that felt foreign and masculine under her fingers when she touched it experimentally, muscle definition that came from weekend basketball games and yard work, a stomach that was softer than it used to be but still solid. And below that, straining against her slacks, the unmistakable outline of her borrowed cock.

Claire's eyes followed Megan's gaze and darkened. "God, you're so hard. What were you thinking about at church? What got you this worked up?"

Your husband was fantasizing about my body, Megan thought, and the irony was so sharp it made her dizzy. "You," she said instead, because it seemed like the right answer. "I was thinking about you."

Claire's smile was feline. "Liar. But I'll take it." Her hands dropped to Megan's belt, working it open with the efficiency of fifteen years of practice. "You know what I want?"

"What?" Megan's voice was barely a whisper.

"I want you to fuck me like you're starving for it. Like I'm the only thing that matters. Like we're not two people slowly drowning in boredom and obligation." Claire's hands pushed Megan's slacks and boxer briefs down in one smooth motion, and suddenly Megan's borrowed cock sprang free, standing at full attention between them.

Megan stared at it with fascination and horror. She'd seen penises before—in anatomy textbooks, in those hastily-deleted porn videos—but HAVING one was completely different. It was thick and flushed dark with blood, curving slightly upward, the head already leaking clear fluid that caught the light. She could feel it twitching, responding to Claire's proximity with a will of its own.

"Beautiful," Claire murmured, and before Megan could process that, she dropped to her knees.

"Wait—" Megan started, but then Claire's mouth was on her, and all coherent thought evaporated.

The sensation was INSANE. Wet heat engulfing her borrowed cock, Claire's tongue working the underside, her hand wrapping around the base to stroke what her mouth couldn't reach. Megan's hips bucked involuntarily, driving deeper, and she heard herself groan—a deep, masculine sound that came from David's chest.

"Mmmph," Claire hummed around her borrowed cock, the vibration sending shockwaves up Megan's spine. She looked up with eyes that sparkled with satisfaction, clearly pleased with the reaction she was getting.

Megan's hands found Claire's hair, tangling in the soft strands, and she realized she was gripping too hard but couldn't make herself let go. The pleasure was building to something impossible, something that felt like it would crack her open if it got any more intense.

"Claire, I'm—I'm going to—" Megan gasped, not even sure what she was warning about but knowing instinctively that something was approaching, some threshold she was about to cross.

Claire pulled off with an obscene pop, her lips swollen and glistening. "Not yet," she said firmly. "Not until you're inside me."

Inside. Inside her. Megan's virgin mind struggled to process what that meant in practical terms. She'd researched sex academically, knew the mechanics, but knowing and DOING were galaxies apart.

Claire stood, hooked her thumbs in her panties, and slid them down her legs with agonizing slowness. When she straightened, she was naked except for the bra, and Megan could see EVERYTHING: the curve of her hips, the soft swell of her stomach, the dark curls between her legs that were already glistening with arousal.

"Couch," Claire said, and Megan obeyed because her borrowed body seemed to know what to do even if her mind didn't. She sat heavily on the cushions, her borrowed cock jutting up obscenely from her lap.

Claire climbed onto her lap, straddling her, and suddenly they were face to face, Claire's breasts at eye level still trapped in that black lace bra. Megan could feel heat radiating from between Claire's legs, could feel wetness brushing against the tip of her borrowed cock.

"You're shaking," Claire observed, her hands cupping Megan's face. "Are you nervous?"

"Yes," Megan admitted, because what was the point in lying?

"Don't be." Claire's smile was gentle now, almost loving. "I've got you."

She reached between them, wrapped her hand around Megan's borrowed cock, and lined it up with her entrance. Megan felt the head press against slick heat, felt Claire begin to sink down, and then—

Oh.

Oh god.

Oh FUCK.

The sensation of sliding into Claire was indescribable. Tight, wet heat enveloping her borrowed cock inch by impossible inch, squeezing in a way that made Megan see stars. Her hands flew to Claire's hips, gripping hard enough to bruise, and a sound tore from her throat that was pure animal need.

"There you go," Claire breathed, taking her all the way to the base. "There's my husband."

Except Megan wasn't her husband. Megan was a twenty-one-year-old virgin who'd just lost her virginity in the most backwards way possible—by taking someone else's wife's virginity with someone else's cock. The irony would've been funny if she could think past the overwhelming sensations.

Claire began to move, rolling her hips in a rhythm that had Megan gasping. Every thrust sent pleasure shooting through her borrowed cock, up her spine, into her brain where it erased everything except the need for MORE.

"Fuck, you feel different today," Claire panted, her nails digging into Megan's shoulders. "Bigger. Or maybe just more present. Like you're actually HERE for once."

Megan was definitely here. Couldn't be anywhere else if she tried. Her hips were moving on instinct now, meeting Claire's rhythm, driving deeper, and some primal part of David's body knew exactly what to do.

"Yes," Claire moaned, her head falling back. "Yes, just like that, don't stop—"

Megan's hands moved up Claire's body, cupping her breasts through the lace, and Claire arched into the touch with a gasp. The bra had a front clasp—thank god—and Megan managed to unhook it, freeing Claire's breasts to spill into her borrowed hands.

They were perfect. Heavy and soft, nipples already peaked with arousal. Megan had fantasized about touching breasts like this—had felt guilty about those fantasies for years—but the reality was so much more intense than imagination.

She leaned forward and took one nipple into her mouth, sucking hard, and Claire keened—a high, desperate sound that went straight to Megan's borrowed cock and made it pulse.

"Gonna—" Claire gasped, her movements becoming erratic. "Oh god, David, I'm gonna come, don't stop, please don't stop—"

Megan didn't stop. Couldn't stop. Her hips pistoned faster, her borrowed cock driving into Claire with a force she didn't know this body possessed. And then Claire was screaming, her inner walls clamping down like a vice, her whole body shaking with the force of her orgasm.

The sensation of Claire coming around her borrowed cock triggered something in Megan. Pressure that had been building since the moment she'd landed in this body suddenly released, and she was coming too—hot spurts of cum flooding into Claire, her hips jerking uncontrollably, pleasure so intense it bordered on pain ripping through her borrowed nervous system.

"Unnnngh," Megan groaned, the sound barely human as her borrowed cock emptied itself into David's wife. Wave after wave of sensation, each one stronger than the last, until finally it crested and began to ebb, leaving her shaking and gasping for air.

Claire collapsed against her, both of them breathing hard. Megan could feel her borrowed cock still twitching inside Claire, could feel the wetness of their combined fluids starting to leak out. It was messy and primal and nothing like the sanitized version of sex she'd been taught about in church youth group.

It was incredible.

"Jesus," Claire breathed against Megan's borrowed neck. "I don't know what's gotten into you today, but do NOT lose it."

What's gotten into me is your husband's soul, Megan thought, and had to suppress a hysterical giggle. Her phone—David's phone—buzzed in the pocket of the slacks pooled around her borrowed ankles. She managed to extract it with trembling hands while Claire remained draped across her lap.

A text from her own number—from David in her body:

"How did it go??? Did you...?"

Megan typed back with shaking fingers:

"I just lost my virginity by fucking your wife with your cock and holy shit David your body is AMAZING. I came so hard I think I blacked out for a second."

A long pause. Then:

"...glad you enjoyed yourself. Meanwhile I'm in your dorm room trying to figure out how to pee sitting down and your roommate just got back and keeps asking if I'm okay because apparently Megan never stays in on Sunday afternoons."

"Sorry. I know this is insane. But David? Thank you. For letting me feel this. Even if it's temporary. Even if it's wrong. I've never felt this FREE before."

Another pause. When David's response came, it was shorter:

"Your body is also... interesting. In ways I'm trying very hard not to explore without permission. But Megan? We need to figure out how to swap back before this gets more complicated."

Megan looked at Claire, who was still nestled against her borrowed chest, looking more content than Megan had ever seen her in church. At the living room around them, cozy and lived-in and NORMAL in a way Megan's controlled existence had never been.

"What if I don't want to swap back right away?" Megan typed. "What if I want to know what it's like to live as you for a little while longer?"

The response came quickly this time:

"Megan. That's a VERY bad idea."

"Maybe. But your wife just told me not to lose whatever's different about me today. And David? I think she's been waiting for someone to fuck her like they actually want her. When was the last time you made her scream like that?"

No response. Megan waited, Claire's breathing evening out against her borrowed chest, her borrowed cock slowly softening inside Claire's warm pussy. Finally, David replied:

"...point taken. Fine. 72 hours. We give this three days to figure out how to reverse it. But Megan? Your father wants to have a 'serious conversation' with you about your future. I have no idea what to tell him."

"Tell him whatever he wants to hear. That's what I've been doing my whole life."

"That's not an answer."

"Sure it is. It's the only answer that's kept me from drowning in his expectations."

Megan locked the phone and tossed it aside. Claire stirred against her, pressing a kiss to her borrowed jaw.

"Round two?" Claire murmured hopefully. "I want you in the bedroom this time. Want you to spread me out and take your time..."

Megan's borrowed cock twitched with interest despite having just come. Apparently David's body had impressive recovery time.

"Yeah," Megan said, her borrowed voice rough with lingering pleasure. "Let's do that."

As she stood—Claire still wrapped around her, legs locked around her borrowed waist—Megan caught sight of their reflection in the hallway mirror. David's body carrying Claire toward the bedroom, both of them flushed and satisfied and completely unaware that the man Claire thought she was fucking wasn't her husband at all.

Megan should have felt guilty. Should have felt horrified at the deception.

Instead, she felt alive.


Chapter 3: The Pastor's Daughter

David had been in Megan's body for approximately forty-seven minutes and had already learned several mortifying lessons about female anatomy.

Lesson one: Peeing sitting down required a completely different spatial awareness than he'd developed over forty-three years of standing. He'd nearly missed the toilet twice before figuring out the correct angle.

Lesson two: Megan's sundress had seemed modest from the outside, but from the inside, the thin fabric felt like wearing nothing at all. Every breeze that came through the dorm room window made him acutely aware of his bare legs, the way the dress shifted across his borrowed thighs, the conspicuous absence of his usual boxer briefs replaced by what he'd discovered—with mounting horror—were lacy panties that rode up constantly.

Lesson three: Breasts moved. All the time. When he walked, when he breathed, when he shifted position on Megan's narrow dorm bed. They weren't large—maybe a B-cup?—but they were THERE, a constant weight on his borrowed chest that the sundress's built-in shelf bra did almost nothing to contain.

And lesson four, the most disturbing: Megan's body was in a constant state of low-level arousal that David couldn't turn off. There was a slickness between his borrowed legs, a warmth that felt nothing like male arousal but was unmistakably sexual. Every time he moved, every time the fabric of the panties shifted against that sensitive flesh, sensation sparked through him in ways that made his borrowed pulse quicken.

He'd locked himself in Megan's dorm room immediately after fleeing the church bathroom, needing privacy to process the impossibility of his situation. The room was aggressively wholesome: motivational posters with scripture verses, photos of Megan with friends at various church activities, a bookshelf filled with religious texts and romance novels with tasteful covers. Her desk was neat, laptop closed, a planner open to this week's schedule that showed classes, study groups, and multiple entries that just said "Prayer time."

But David had found the other side of Megan's life hidden in a locked drawer beneath her bed.

A vibrator. Pink, discreet, but unmistakably designed for pleasure. A journal filled with detailed fantasies that made David's borrowed face burn. Lingerie that definitely wasn't approved by BYU's honor code. And most damning: printouts of erotic stories from websites that would've gotten her expelled if discovered.

The pastor's perfect daughter was living a double life. And now David was trapped in the middle of it.

His—her—phone buzzed. A text from someone named "Roommate Sarah":

"Be back in 20! Got us Cafe Rio. You better not have done homework ALL afternoon you beautiful psycho."

Panic spiked through David's borrowed chest. He'd been hoping for more time to figure out how to act like Megan before dealing with other people. But apparently that luxury was gone.

He stood from the bed and immediately stumbled, his borrowed center of gravity completely wrong. The sundress swished around his legs as he caught himself on the desk, and he caught sight of his reflection in the mirror mounted on the back of the door.

Megan Hendricks stared back at him, looking rumpled and flushed and so young it made his borrowed heart ache. Honey-blonde hair falling in messy waves past her shoulders. Hazel eyes wide with panic. Lips parted slightly, full and pink without any lipstick. The sundress had ridden up slightly, showing more leg than was probably appropriate.

David smoothed the dress down with shaking hands—small hands, delicate hands that felt like they'd snap if he applied any real pressure. He tried to finger-comb his borrowed hair into something presentable, but it was tangled in ways his short male hair had never been.

How do women deal with this? he thought frantically. How does Megan deal with this?

His phone buzzed again. Megan, texting from his body:

"Still alive over there? I just went for round two with your wife. She's in the shower now. David, your stamina is INSANE. How do you function with this much sexual energy all the time?"

David typed back: "By NOT acting on it constantly. Unlike some people apparently."

"Hey, YOU'RE the one who told me to keep her from getting suspicious! Besides, your body seems to really enjoy what we're doing. I came THREE TIMES in the last hour. Is that normal??"

"I don't know, Megan! I've never been a woman having sex before!"

"Neither have I! That's kind of the point! But oh my god, David, the way it feels when your cock slides into her and she's so wet and tight and she MOANS and your body just takes over and—"

David locked the phone and tossed it on the bed, his borrowed face burning. He did NOT need detailed descriptions of Megan fucking his wife right now. He had bigger problems—like the fact that Megan's roommate was about to arrive and would expect him to act like her best friend.

He frantically opened Megan's Instagram, scrolling through photos to learn whatever he could. There: Sarah Chen, tagged in dozens of photos. Asian-American, pixie cut, wearing BYU hoodies in most shots. Pre-med, according to her bio. Looked intense and smart and exactly like the kind of person who'd notice if her roommate was acting weird.

Keys jingled in the hallway. David's borrowed heart hammered against his borrowed ribs as the door swung open.

Sarah Chen burst in carrying two bags of takeout, her energy filling the small space instantly. "Okay, so I maybe got us way too much food, but I was STARVING and— Meg?" She stopped, her eyes narrowing as she took in David's expression. "Are you okay? You look like you've seen a ghost."

"I'm fine," David said automatically, and winced at how unconvincing it sounded. "Just... tired. Long service this morning."

"Your dad was extra intense today, huh?" Sarah dumped the food on Megan's desk and flopped onto her own bed across the room. "I caught some of it online. Something about resisting temptation? He really loves that topic."

"Yeah." David sat carefully on Megan's bed, hyperaware of his posture, his borrowed legs, the way the sundress required him to sit with his knees together or risk exposure. "He does."

Sarah was staring at him. "You're acting weird. Did something happen?"

I swapped bodies with a forty-three-year-old man and now I'm trapped in his pastor daughter's body while she fucks his wife with his cock, David thought. "Just a dizzy spell. At church. I'm still feeling off."

"Do you need to go to health services? Because I will literally drag you there if—"

"No!" David said too quickly. "No, I'm fine. Really. Just need rest."

Sarah's expression shifted from concern to something more calculated. "Is this about Trevor?"

Trevor? David's mind scrambled. Who the fuck was Trevor?

"He texted me asking about you," Sarah continued, apparently interpreting David's silence as confirmation. "Wanted to know if you were coming to institute tonight. I told him you'd probably be there because you're a glutton for punishment, but..." She tilted her head. "Are you actually going? Because you've been avoiding him for like two weeks and it's getting obvious."

Institute. David vaguely remembered that was some kind of Mormon religious education thing. And Trevor was apparently someone Megan was avoiding.

"I don't know," David said carefully. "Maybe I'll skip this week."

"FINALLY." Sarah sat up, eyes bright. "Meg, I love you, but you need to stop letting that douchebag make you feel guilty. He's the one who couldn't handle you having boundaries. You don't owe him anything."

Boundaries. That suggested Trevor had wanted something Megan hadn't been willing to give. David filed that information away.

"You're right," he said, because it seemed like the safe response.

Sarah's phone buzzed. She glanced at it and groaned. "My study group moved up our meeting. I have to eat and run." She grabbed one of the takeout bags and started shoveling food into her mouth with impressive efficiency. "But seriously, Meg. You've been off lately. More than usual. If something's wrong, you can talk to me. You know that, right?"

David's borrowed throat tightened. Sarah clearly cared about Megan. Was probably her closest friend at this school. And here David was, a complete stranger puppeting Megan's body, lying with every word.

"I know," he managed. "Thank you."

Sarah finished her food in record time, grabbed her backpack, and paused at the door. "Oh, and your dad called me earlier. Said he couldn't reach you and wanted to make sure you were okay."

Dread pooled in David's borrowed stomach. "What did you tell him?"

"That you were probably napping. But he sounded worried. You might want to call him back before he shows up here." Sarah gave him a pointed look. "You know how he gets."

The door closed behind her, leaving David alone with the rapidly cooling takeout and mounting panic. Pastor Hendricks wanted to talk. About Megan's future, about the "concerning things" he'd heard from the university. And David had no idea what any of that meant.

His phone buzzed. Not Megan this time—a call from "Dad."

David stared at the screen, watching it ring, his borrowed pulse hammering. He should answer. Should pretend to be Megan and deal with whatever crisis her father wanted to discuss. But the thought of deceiving Pastor Hendricks—a man who'd always been kind to him at church, who genuinely seemed to care about his congregation—made his borrowed stomach churn.

The call went to voicemail. Thirty seconds later, a text:

"Megan Rose Hendricks. Call me back. We need to talk. This is serious."

Rose. Megan's middle name. David had never known that.

Another text, this time from Megan herself:

"Your wife wants to go out to dinner. Like, an actual date. She's getting dressed up and everything and keeps saying how she hasn't felt this connected to you in years. David, what am I supposed to do? I don't know how to date someone!"

"Just be yourself," David typed back. "Apparently that's working."

"Be MYSELF? I'm a twenty-one-year-old virgin Mormon girl in the body of a forty-three-year-old man! Which self should I be??"

Before David could respond, someone knocked on the door. Not Sarah's casual knock-and-enter—this was authoritative, demanding.

"Megan? It's Dad. Open up."

David's borrowed blood turned to ice. Pastor Hendricks was HERE. In the hallway. Expecting his daughter to open the door and have a serious conversation about her future.

"Megan." The knocking intensified. "I know you're in there. Sarah said you were resting."

David stood on shaking borrowed legs and approached the door. His reflection in the mirror showed a girl who looked terrified, young, trapped. He took a breath—shallow, because apparently Megan's ribs didn't expand the way his used to—and opened the door.

Pastor Hendricks filled the doorway, still in his church clothes, his face creased with concern that shifted to relief when he saw David.

"There you are." He stepped into the room without invitation, and David found himself backing up automatically. "You had me worried. You ran out of service, wouldn't answer my calls..."

"I told you I was fine," David said, trying to match Megan's soft tone. "Just dizzy."

"Hmm." Pastor Hendricks' eyes swept the room, landing on the takeout bag. "You're eating. That's good. But Megan, we need to talk about what I heard from your RA."

David's borrowed heart sank. "What did you hear?"

"That you've been seen coming back to the dorms very late. Multiple nights. Sometimes not until morning." Pastor Hendricks' voice was gentle but firm. "That you've been skipping morning prayers. That Sarah covered for you last week when you missed curfew."

Curfew. BYU had a fucking curfew. David hadn't thought about that.

"Dad—"

"And Trevor came to me. In confidence." Pastor Hendricks sat heavily on Sarah's bed, his shoulders slumping. "He said you've been pushing him away. That you've changed. That you're not the girl he thought you were."

David's borrowed hands clenched into fists. Trevor had gone to Megan's FATHER to complain that she wasn't giving him what he wanted? That was manipulative as hell.

"Trevor doesn't get to decide who I am," David said, and the words came out sharper than intended.

Pastor Hendricks looked up, surprise flickering across his face. "Megan—"

"I'm serious, Dad. Trevor wanted something from me I wasn't ready to give. And when I said no, he made it my fault. That's not okay."

"What did he want?" Pastor Hendricks' voice had gone very quiet.

David realized his mistake. He had no idea what Trevor had actually asked for. Marriage? Sex? Something else? And Megan's father was looking at him with an expression that suggested he was about to get answers one way or another.

"It doesn't matter," David said, backtracking. "The point is, I'm allowed to have boundaries."

"Of course you are." Pastor Hendricks stood, crossing to David and placing his hands on David's borrowed shoulders. His grip was gentle but inescapable. "But Megan, honey, you're twenty-one. You're supposed to be thinking about your future. About marriage, about family. Trevor is a good man. He comes from a good family. He could provide for you—"

"Maybe I don't want to be provided for," David interrupted, and he could hear Megan's frustration bleeding through his words. "Maybe I want to figure out who I am before I let someone else decide my future."

Pastor Hendricks' expression darkened. "This is about that program, isn't it? The writing program."

Writing program? David scrambled. "What about it?"

"The one in New York. The one you applied to without telling me." Pastor Hendricks' hands dropped from David's shoulders. "Your advisor called me. Said you'd submitted a portfolio and an application for a graduate program in creative writing. At a secular university, Megan. In NEW YORK CITY."

David's borrowed mind reeled. Megan had applied to grad school. In New York. Without telling her father. And it sounded like she'd been planning an escape from this controlled existence.

"I was going to tell you," David said quietly, because it seemed like what Megan would say.

"When? After you'd already left?" Pastor Hendricks' voice cracked. "Megan, do you have any idea what that city would do to you? The temptations, the influences, the—"

"The freedom?" David finished. "The ability to make my own choices?"

"You're making choices right now that concern me." Pastor Hendricks gestured at the room, at David's borrowed body in its sundress. "You're pulling away from the church. From your community. From everything I raised you to value. And I'm worried, honey. I'm worried you're walking toward a cliff and can't see the edge."

David looked at Pastor Hendricks and saw genuine fear in the man's eyes. Not anger—fear. Fear that his daughter was slipping away, that she was becoming someone he couldn't recognize or control.

And maybe she was. Maybe that's what Megan had been doing—slowly, carefully building an escape route from a life that had been chosen for her before she was old enough to know she had other options.

"Dad," David said gently. "I love you. But I need to figure out my own path. Even if it's not the one you wanted for me."

Pastor Hendricks' eyes went bright with unshed tears. "Your mother would know what to say. Would know how to reach you."

Megan's mother. David didn't know anything about her—Claire had mentioned once that she'd died when Megan was young, but David had never asked for details.

"I wish she was here too," David said, because it seemed safe.

They stood in silence for a long moment. Finally, Pastor Hendricks sighed and pulled David into a hug—awkward, desperate, the embrace of a father watching his daughter grow beyond his reach.

"Just promise me you'll think about it," he said into David's borrowed hair. "About Trevor. About staying. About keeping your faith."

David hugged him back with Megan's small arms, feeling the wrongness of it but unable to deny this man who so clearly loved his daughter even if he didn't know how to let her go.

"I promise I'll think about it," David said.

Pastor Hendricks pulled back, wiped his eyes quickly, and headed for the door. He paused with his hand on the knob. "I'm praying for you, Megan. Every day."

"I know, Dad."

The door closed. David stood in the middle of Megan's dorm room, his borrowed heart aching for this girl he barely knew, and pulled out his phone.

"Megan, we need to talk. About your life. About what you've been planning."

The response came immediately:

"You looked through my stuff, didn't you?"

"Your father just confronted me about grad school in New York. Were you really going to just leave without telling him?"

"YES. Because if I told him, he'd stop me. He'd make me feel guilty and selfish and like I was destroying our family. So I was going to apply, get accepted, and THEN tell him when it was too late to change my mind."

David sat on the bed, processing this. Megan wasn't just living a secret sexual life—she was planning to escape her entire existence.

"And Trevor?" David typed.

"Trevor wanted to get engaged. Said it was 'God's plan' for us. When I said no, he went to my father like I was some possession that needed to be managed. Fuck Trevor."

David had never heard Megan use that language—but then again, he'd never really known Megan at all. Just the performance she put on at church.

"For what it's worth, I told your father you deserved to make your own choices."

"...thank you. Really. That means a lot."

"But Megan? We still need to figure out how to swap back. This can't be permanent."

A long pause. Then:

"What if I don't want to swap back? What if I like being you?"

"You can't BE me. I have a life, a wife, responsibilities—"

"A life you're clearly not happy with. A wife who hadn't been properly fucked in six months. Responsibilities you were clearly tired of. David, admit it—you were as trapped as I was. Just in a different cage."

David stared at the message, his borrowed fingers trembling. Was she right? Had he been trapped too? In a marriage that was dying, a job that bored him, a life that felt like going through motions?

His phone buzzed with another message:

"Also, your wife just told me she loves me. Actually said the words. When was the last time she said that to you?"

David tried to remember. Couldn't.

"Three days," David typed. "We give this three days to see if we can figure out how to swap back. After that, we make a decision."

"Deal. But David? Be honest. When was the last time you felt ALIVE? Because I've felt more alive in your body in the last three hours than I have in my entire life."

David looked down at his borrowed hands, at the sundress, at the dorm room full of a life he didn't recognize. And he realized he didn't have an answer.

His phone buzzed one more time. Sarah:

"Trevor just texted me asking if you're okay. Should I tell him to fuck off? Because I will absolutely tell him to fuck off."

David smiled—Megan's small, pretty smile—and typed back:

"Yes please. Tell him to fuck all the way off."

"THERE'S my Meg! Whatever's going on with you today, I like it. See you tonight for room pizza and trash TV?"

David hesitated. Then: "Absolutely."

He had three days in Megan's body. Three days to understand her life, her struggles, her secret ambitions. Three days to figure out if being trapped in the wrong body was really the worst thing that could happen.

Or if sometimes, the wrong body was exactly the escape you needed.

His borrowed phone buzzed with a notification from the writing program Megan had applied to. An email with the subject line: "Application Status Update."

David's borrowed heart hammered as he opened it:

"Dear Ms. Hendricks, We are pleased to inform you that you have been selected as a finalist for our MFA program in Creative Writing. We would like to invite you to an interview in New York City next month..."

Megan had done it. She'd actually gotten into her dream program.

And David was going to have to be the one to tell her father.


Chapter 4: The Man She Could Be

Megan had never been to a restaurant this nice before. The kind of place where the host called her "sir" and pulled out Claire's chair with practiced elegance, where the wine list had prices that made Megan's borrowed eyes widen, where soft jazz played over speakers hidden in exposed brick walls. Claire had insisted on an Italian place downtown—"our spot," she'd called it, though her tone suggested they hadn't been here in a while.

The borrowed body Megan inhabited was drawing attention. She could feel eyes tracking her—him—as they walked to their table. Respectful nods from other men. Appreciative glances from women that lingered on David's broad shoulders, his confident stride. Nobody looked at Megan with suspicion or judgment or the constant surveillance she'd lived under her entire life.

They looked at her like she had power.

"You're staring," Claire said once they were seated, amusement dancing in her eyes. She looked incredible—had changed into a black dress that hugged her curves, her hair down and wavy instead of the modest bun she'd worn to church. Red lipstick that made Megan's borrowed cock twitch just looking at it. "What are you thinking about?"

How different this feels, Megan thought. How nobody's watching to make sure I sit properly or speak softly or take up the right amount of space.

"You," Megan said, because it seemed like the right answer. "You look beautiful."

Claire's smile widened. "You're being very attentive today. Did you hit your head during that dizzy spell?"

"Maybe." Megan picked up the wine list, pretending to study it while she calibrated David's voice, his mannerisms. She'd gotten better at it over the last few hours—learned to pitch her voice deeper, to take up space without apologizing, to move through the world like she belonged there. "Or maybe I'm just remembering why I married you."

Something flickered across Claire's face—vulnerability mixed with hope. "David..."

The waiter appeared before Claire could finish. Young, attractive, clearly nervous as he addressed Megan. "Can I start you folks with something to drink?"

"Whatever the lady wants," Megan said smoothly, and watched Claire light up at being deferred to.

"The Montepulciano," Claire said. "And let's start with the burrata."

The waiter nodded and disappeared. Claire leaned forward, her dress revealing the barest hint of cleavage that made Megan's borrowed body react with Pavlovian enthusiasm.

"So," Claire said. "Are you going to tell me what's really going on? Because the David I know doesn't fuck me senseless on the living room couch on a Sunday afternoon. Twice."

Megan's borrowed face heated. "Can't I just want my wife?"

"You can. But you usually don't." Claire's expression was complicated—hurt beneath the teasing. "Not like that. Not like you can't get enough of me. Not like I'm the most fascinating thing in your world."

The wine arrived. Claire took a generous sip while Megan tried to figure out how to respond. The truth was impossible—I'm not your husband, I'm the girl he was fantasizing about during church, and I've discovered that sex as a man is so intense I can barely think straight—but lying felt worse with every word.

"Maybe I've been taking you for granted," Megan said carefully. "And today reminded me what I've been missing."

"What changed?" Claire's eyes were searching, trying to read something in David's face that Megan wasn't sure she could fake. "Was it something at church? Something Pastor Hendricks said?"

Oh, if you only knew, Megan thought. "Something like that. Made me think about desire. About not apologizing for what I want."

Claire set down her wine glass. "And what do you want?"

To feel like this forever. To walk through the world without fear. To fuck you until we both forget our names.

"You," Megan said simply. "I want you."

Claire's breath caught. Before she could respond, her phone buzzed. She glanced at it, frowned, then typed a quick response.

"Sorry," she said. "Work thing. My boss wants me to come in early tomorrow for a meeting."

"What do you do again?" Megan asked, then immediately regretted it. David should know this.

But Claire just laughed. "Wow, you really did hit your head. I'm a graphic designer, remember? For the marketing firm downtown? The job I've had for seven years?"

"Right." Megan scrambled. "I mean, tell me about it. The meeting. What's it about?"

Claire studied her—him—with an expression that was half amusement, half concern. "David, are you sure you're okay? You're acting really strange."

"I'm fine," Megan insisted. "Just... seeing things differently today."

The burrata arrived, creamy and decadent, and they ate in silence for a few minutes. Megan watched how Claire moved—graceful, economical, every gesture practiced. She'd been married to David for fifteen years. Had learned to navigate his moods, his silences, his gradual withdrawal. And now Megan was sitting here, pretending to be him, while David was hundreds of miles away in Megan's body dealing with her father and her secrets.

This is so fucked up, Megan thought. And I don't want it to stop.

"Can I ask you something?" Megan said suddenly.

"Of course."

"When did we stop being happy?"

Claire's fork paused halfway to her mouth. She set it down slowly, her expression carefully neutral. "That's a hell of a question for a date night."

"I know. But I want to understand."

"Understand what?"

"When I became someone you had to settle for instead of someone you chose."

Claire's eyes went bright with sudden tears. She blinked them back fiercely, but one escaped, tracking mascara down her cheek. "Fuck, David. Warn a girl before you go existential."

"I'm serious."

"I know." Claire wiped her eyes, smudging her makeup. "That's what scares me. You haven't been serious about us in years. You've been... present but absent. There but not really. Like you were going through the motions because it was easier than admitting you wanted out."

The words hit Megan's borrowed chest like a punch. "Did I want out?"

"I don't know. Did you?" Claire's voice was steady now, but her hands were shaking. "Because some days I'd look at you and see a stranger. Someone who'd given up on whatever dreams he had and decided to just... exist. Pay the bills, go to church because I asked, have obligatory sex every few months so we could pretend we were still connected."

"And today?"

"Today you're different." Claire reached across the table, taking Megan's borrowed hand. "Today you look at me like I matter. Like I'm not just another obligation. Like you actually want to be here."

I do want to be here, Megan thought. More than I've wanted anything in my life.

"I'm sorry," Megan said. "For making you feel that way. For checking out."

"Don't apologize." Claire squeezed her borrowed hand. "Just... don't go back to how you were. Please. Whatever woke you up today, hold onto it."

Megan's borrowed phone buzzed in her pocket. She pulled it out discreetly—David, texting from her body:

"Your father just left. He knows about the MFA program. Megan, you got IN. You're a finalist. Interview next month in New York."

Megan's borrowed heart stuttered. She'd gotten in. Her secret application, the portfolio she'd worked on for months while pretending to study scriptures, the essays she'd written about finding her voice in a world that wanted her silent—it had worked.

She was going to New York.

Except she wasn't in her body anymore. David was.

"Are you going to tell him I got in?" Megan typed back.

"I don't know. Should I?"

Megan looked at Claire, who was watching her with those hopeful eyes. Thought about David's life—his stable job, his house, his wife who clearly still loved him despite everything. Thought about the power she felt walking through the world in his body, the freedom from judgment, the raw pleasure of sex without shame.

"Not yet. I need to think."

"Everything okay?" Claire asked.

Megan locked the phone. "Yeah. Just work stuff."

They ordered dinner—pasta that was probably incredible but Megan barely tasted because she was too busy cataloguing how Claire looked at her. The way her eyes kept dropping to Megan's borrowed mouth. The way she bit her lip when Megan reached across the table to brush a stray hair from her face. The way her breathing quickened when Megan's foot found hers under the table and pressed gently.

"You're being very romantic," Claire murmured. "Planning to get me drunk and take advantage of me?"

"Do I need to get you drunk?"

"No." Claire's voice dropped to that husky register that made Megan's borrowed cock swell. "You could take me right here on this table and I'd probably let you."

Megan's borrowed pulse hammered. She flagged down the waiter, handed him David's credit card without checking the bill. "We'd like this to go. And the check. Now."

The drive home was torture. Claire kept her hand on Megan's borrowed thigh, fingers tracing patterns that crept higher with every block. Megan's borrowed cock was straining against the slacks, making it difficult to focus on driving.

"I can feel how hard you are," Claire breathed. "Have you been like this all through dinner?"

"Yes," Megan admitted, because what was the point in lying?

"Good." Claire's hand pressed directly against the bulge. "I want you desperate for me. Want you so turned on you can barely function."

They barely made it through the front door before Claire was on her, backing Megan against the wall and kissing her with bruising intensity. Megan's borrowed hands found Claire's ass, lifting her easily—this body was so much stronger than her real one—and Claire wrapped her legs around Megan's waist with a moan.

"Bedroom," Claire gasped between kisses. "Need you inside me. Now."

Megan carried her up the stairs, Claire's dress riding up to reveal she'd removed her panties at some point. The realization made Megan stumble, her borrowed cock throbbing so hard it was almost painful.

They fell onto the bed in a tangle of limbs. Claire was pulling at Megan's clothes, desperate and graceless in a way she hadn't been earlier. Megan helped, shrugging out of the button-down, kicking off the slacks and boxer briefs until she was naked, her borrowed cock jutting up obscenely.

Claire's dress came off in one smooth motion. She wasn't wearing a bra either—had apparently planned this seduction from the moment they'd left the house. Her breasts were flushed, nipples hard, and Megan couldn't help leaning down to take one in her borrowed mouth.

"Oh fuck," Claire whimpered, her hands fisting in Megan's borrowed hair. "Yes, just like that—"

Megan sucked harder, her borrowed hands exploring Claire's body with growing confidence. She'd learned earlier that Claire liked firm pressure, liked to feel dominated but not overpowered. Liked when Megan used her borrowed strength to position her exactly how she wanted.

"Please," Claire was begging now. "Please, David, I need you—"

Megan positioned herself between Claire's legs, the head of her borrowed cock pressing against slick heat. She looked down at Claire—flushed and desperate and so beautiful it made her borrowed chest ache—and felt a surge of something that went beyond physical pleasure.

This was intimacy. Real connection. The thing Megan had been denied her whole life while everyone preached at her about saving herself for marriage, about purity, about being worthy.

Fuck worthy. This was what mattered.

Megan thrust into Claire in one smooth motion, and they both cried out. The sensation was still overwhelming—tight, wet heat enveloping her borrowed cock, Claire's inner walls fluttering around her. But Megan was learning to control it, to ride the pleasure instead of being obliterated by it.

She set a rhythm, watching Claire's face for cues. Faster when Claire's breathing quickened. Deeper when she scratched at Megan's borrowed back. Changing angles until Claire's eyes rolled back and she gasped, "There, right there, don't stop—"

Megan didn't stop. She fucked Claire with single-minded focus, her borrowed hips pistoning, sweat beading on her borrowed skin. And when Claire came—screaming Megan's borrowed name, her whole body convulsing—Megan felt a pride so intense it nearly pushed her over the edge.

But she held back. Wanted this to last. Wanted to give Claire everything she'd been missing.

"Turn over," Megan commanded, and thrilled at how easily Claire obeyed.

On her hands and knees, Claire looked over her shoulder with eyes dark with lust. "Like this?"

"Exactly like this."

Megan entered her from behind, the new angle sending different sensations cascading through her borrowed nervous system. She could go deeper this way, could watch her borrowed cock disappearing into Claire's pussy with every thrust, could grip Claire's hips hard enough to leave marks.

"Yes," Claire moaned, pushing back to meet each thrust. "Fuck, yes, harder—"

Megan obliged, her borrowed body knowing instinctively how to move, how to give Claire what she needed. The sound of flesh slapping against flesh filled the bedroom, punctuated by Claire's increasingly desperate cries.

"I'm close again," Claire gasped. "Oh god, David, I'm so close—"

"Come for me," Megan growled, and the command in her borrowed voice surprised even her. "Come on my cock."

Claire shattered with a scream that was probably audible to the neighbors. Her pussy clenched around Megan's borrowed cock like a vice, and this time Megan couldn't hold back. Her borrowed orgasm ripped through her with devastating force, hot cum flooding into Claire as her borrowed hips jerked uncontrollably.

"Fuuuuck," Megan groaned, collapsing forward onto Claire's back, both of them trembling.

They lay tangled together for long minutes, hearts hammering in sync. Finally, Claire rolled over, pulling Megan into her arms.

"I don't know what happened to you today," Claire whispered against Megan's borrowed shoulder. "But please, please don't let it wear off."

Megan's borrowed phone buzzed on the nightstand. She reached for it, Claire still wrapped around her, and saw multiple texts from David:

"Megan, we need to talk about Trevor. He's not backing off. He came to your dorm while I was out with Sarah and left flowers with a note about 'working through this together.'"

"Also your father wants me to have dinner with him tomorrow. Just the two of us. To 'discuss your future.' I have no idea what to tell him."

"And Sarah asked if I'm seeing someone. Apparently you've been acting 'weirdly happy' and she thinks there's a guy involved. This is getting complicated."

Megan stared at the messages, reality crashing back in. She was lying in bed with David's wife, in David's body, while David was navigating her messy life hundreds of miles away. They'd agreed on three days to figure this out. But what if three days wasn't enough?

What if Megan didn't want to go back?

She typed: "Tell my father I need space to figure things out. Tell Trevor to fuck off. And tell Sarah... tell her I AM seeing someone. Someone who makes me feel alive for the first time ever."

"Megan, you're seeing CLAIRE. My WIFE. This isn't sustainable."

"Maybe it is. Maybe we both needed this more than we realized."

A long pause. Then:

"We swap back in two days. We have to. This isn't our life to live."

Megan looked at Claire, who'd fallen asleep against her borrowed chest, looking more peaceful than she had in any of the photos Megan had seen around the house. She looked at the room around her—this adult life, this freedom, this power.

She looked at her borrowed hands and thought about her real body, trapped at a university that policed every aspect of her existence, living under the shadow of a father who loved her but couldn't let her grow.

"What if I want it to be?" Megan typed.

But she didn't send it. Instead, she locked the phone, pulled Claire closer, and let herself imagine—just for tonight—that this life was really hers.

That she was really him.

That she could really stay.


Chapter 5: The Breaking Point

David was learning that being a beautiful young woman in a religious university came with dangers he'd never had to consider as a middle-aged man.

Trevor showed up at Megan's dorm at 9 PM on Monday—well past the curfew Megan had apparently been violating. Sarah was at the library, leaving David alone when the knock came. He'd been sitting on Megan's bed in yoga pants and an oversized sweatshirt, trying to write responses to the MFA program's interview request without revealing he had no idea what Megan's actual writing samples contained.

The knock was insistent. Aggressive. Not Sarah's friendly rap.

David opened the door to find a tall, broad-shouldered guy in his early twenties standing in the hallway. Conventionally handsome in that clean-cut Mormon way—square jaw, blue eyes, hair styled with too much product. He was holding flowers. Daisies. And his smile didn't reach his eyes.

"Megan." His voice was smooth, practiced. "Can we talk?"

Every instinct David had developed over forty-three years of being male screamed danger. But those instincts were attached to a body that could handle confrontation, that had size and strength as built-in advantages. Megan's body was small, delicate, vulnerable in ways David was only beginning to understand.

"Trevor." David kept his borrowed voice neutral, his borrowed hand on the door ready to close it. "It's late."

"I know. But you've been avoiding me." Trevor's smile tightened. "And I think we need to clear the air. About what happened. About us."

There was no "us" as far as David could tell from Megan's texts and Sarah's comments. But Trevor was standing in the doorway like he had a right to be there, like Megan owed him something.

"There's nothing to clear," David said firmly. "I told you how I felt. That hasn't changed."

"Because of him." Trevor's expression darkened. "Sarah said you're seeing someone. Someone who's making you act different. Is that what this is about? You found some guy who's willing to—"

"Stop." David's borrowed hands clenched into fists. "What I do and who I see is none of your business."

"It IS my business when you're throwing away everything we built together." Trevor stepped closer, and David instinctively backed up—a mistake, because Trevor followed him into the room. "Your father and I talked. He agrees that we're good together. That I can provide the life you need—"

"My father doesn't get to decide my life," David interrupted, and fuck if those words didn't feel good coming out of Megan's mouth. "And neither do you."

Trevor's jaw tightened. He set the flowers down on Megan's desk with deliberate care, then turned back to David with an expression that made David's borrowed pulse quicken with genuine fear.

"You've changed," Trevor said quietly. "Ever since you started staying out late. Coming back to the dorms at weird hours. Skipping prayers." He took another step closer. "Someone's corrupting you, Megan. Leading you away from righteousness. And I think I know who."

David's borrowed heart hammered. "You don't know anything."

"That guy from your writing workshop. The one who's not even LDS. Your RA mentioned seeing you with him." Trevor was close enough now that David could smell his cologne—expensive, aggressive. "Is that who you're fucking?"

The vulgarity shocked David. This was the "good Mormon boy" Megan's father approved of?

"Get out," David said, his borrowed voice shaking but firm.

"Not until you tell me the truth." Trevor's hand shot out, gripping David's borrowed wrist. "Are you sleeping with him? Are you throwing away your virtue for some—"

David yanked his borrowed arm back, but Trevor's grip was iron. The size difference was staggering—Trevor had at least eight inches and sixty pounds on Megan's body. David's borrowed strength was nothing compared to what he was used to.

"Let go of me," David demanded, trying to inject authority into Megan's soft voice.

"Just admit it," Trevor pressed, his other hand coming up to grip David's borrowed shoulder. "Admit you've been lying. Admit you've been sneaking around, giving yourself to someone who doesn't even respect you enough to—"

The door burst open. Sarah stood in the doorway, her expression murderous.

"Get your fucking hands off her," Sarah said, her voice deadly calm.

Trevor's grip loosened but didn't release. "This is between me and Megan—"

"Like HELL it is." Sarah pulled out her phone. "I'm calling campus security. You're violating curfew, you're in a female dorm without permission, and you're physically restraining my roommate. Pick which rule you want to get expelled for."

Trevor released David's borrowed wrist like it burned him. "Megan, tell her—"

"Get out," David said again, and this time Trevor obeyed, his expression shifting from aggressive to wounded so quickly it would've been impressive if it wasn't so clearly manipulative.

"I was trying to help you," Trevor said from the doorway. "Save you from making a mistake you can't take back. Your father would want—"

"My father," David interrupted, surprised by the venom in Megan's borrowed voice, "can have an opinion when he learns to see me as a person instead of a possession. Until then, both of you can fuck right off."

Trevor's face went pale. He opened his mouth, closed it, then turned and left without another word.

Sarah locked the door behind him and immediately turned to David. "Are you okay? Did he hurt you?"

David looked down at his borrowed wrist. Already bruising. Purple marks in the shape of Trevor's fingers blooming on Megan's delicate skin.

"I'm fine," David lied.

"Bullshit." Sarah pulled David to sit on the bed, examining the bruises with a clinical eye. "That asshole. I knew he was possessive but physical? Megan, we need to report this."

"No," David said quickly. "It'll just make things worse."

"Worse than him assaulting you in your own dorm room?" Sarah's eyes were bright with anger. "Meg, he grabbed you. That's not okay. That's never okay."

David's borrowed hands were shaking. He'd been in confrontations before—bar fights in his twenties, aggressive clients at work—but always in his own body. Always with the physical capability to defend himself. This helplessness was new and terrifying.

"He was talking to my father," David said quietly. "About us. About my 'future.'"

"Yeah, because your dad's totally objective about your dating life," Sarah said bitterly. She sat beside David, close enough for comfort but not crowding. "Meg, I love your father. He's a good man. But he doesn't get to decide who you love or what you do with your body."

If only you knew what I'm actually doing with this body, David thought. Or rather, what someone else is doing with MY body.

His borrowed phone buzzed. Megan:

"Claire wants to try something new. She pulled out handcuffs and a blindfold and asked if I trust her. David, what do I say?? I've never done anything like this!"

David stared at the message, his borrowed pulse quickening in a way that had nothing to do with fear. Claire wanted to tie him up. His wife—who he'd thought had lost interest in adventurous sex years ago—wanted to dominate him.

Or rather, wanted to dominate Megan in his body.

"Do you want to?" David typed back.

"...yes. God yes. But is that wrong? Should I be letting your wife tie me up and—"

"If you both want it, it's not wrong. Just use a safeword."

"What's a safeword??"

David had to remind himself that Megan was a virgin Mormon girl whose sexual education had probably consisted of "don't do it until marriage." The idea that she needed instruction on BDSM safety while inhabiting his body was surreal.

"A word you can say if you want to stop. Something you wouldn't normally say during sex. Like 'pineapple' or 'red light.'"

"Okay. Okay I can do this. Your wife is looking at me like she wants to eat me alive and your body is SO HARD and—fuck, she just pushed me onto the bed. I have to go. Wish me luck?"

"Good luck. And Megan? Be gentle with my wife."

"I'll be whatever she wants me to be."

David locked the phone and found Sarah watching him with concern.

"Who's that?" Sarah asked. "The guy?"

David's borrowed heart skipped. "What guy?"

"The one you're seeing. The one who's making you happy." Sarah's smile was gentle. "Meg, I'm not judging. I'm glad you found someone. But be careful, okay? Not everyone at this school is as open-minded as they pretend to be."

"I know," David said quietly.

"And if Trevor gives you any more trouble, you come to me. I don't care if it's three AM. I will absolutely throw hands with that manipulative prick." Sarah squeezed David's borrowed hand. "You deserve better than someone who thinks you're property."

David's borrowed throat tightened. Sarah really cared about Megan. Was a true friend in a way Megan probably hadn't had many of, growing up under her father's watchful eye.

"Thank you," David managed.

Sarah stood, stretching. "I'm gonna shower and then we're watching something trashy and eating our feelings. Sound good?"

"Sounds perfect."

But after Sarah disappeared into the bathroom, David pulled out his phone and stared at the MFA acceptance email. Interview next month in New York. A chance for Megan to escape this controlled existence, to pursue her dreams, to become the writer she wanted to be.

Except Megan wasn't in her body anymore. David was.

His borrowed phone rang. Pastor Hendricks. David's borrowed stomach dropped.

"Hi, Dad," David answered, trying to sound like Megan.

"Megan." Pastor Hendricks' voice was strained. "Trevor just called me. Very upset. He said you told him to... well, he said you used language I know my daughter wouldn't use."

Your daughter uses that language all the time, David thought. Just not where you can hear her.

"He grabbed me," David said instead. "Left bruises. Sarah saw."

A long pause. "He grabbed you?"

"Yes."

"Megan..." Pastor Hendricks sighed heavily. "Trevor said he was trying to talk to you about your relationship. That you were being unreasonable. Are you sure you're not overreacting?"

David's borrowed hands clenched. "He physically restrained me against my will. That's assault, Dad. Not overreacting."

"Trevor's a good boy from a good family. He wouldn't—"

"He DID." David stood, pacing Megan's small dorm room. "And the fact that you're more worried about his reputation than your daughter's safety tells me everything I need to know."

"That's not fair—"

"Isn't it?" David's borrowed voice was rising. "You talked to him about my future. About us. Without asking ME what I wanted. You decided I should marry him because he checks the right boxes, regardless of whether he makes me happy or treats me with respect."

"Megan Rose, that is NOT—"

"I got into an MFA program," David interrupted. "In New York. Full funding. They want to interview me next month."

Silence. Then: "You applied without telling me."

"Because I knew you'd react exactly like this." David sat on the bed, exhausted. "Dad, I love you. But I can't live my life according to your script. I need to make my own choices. Even if they're mistakes."

"New York will destroy you," Pastor Hendricks said quietly. "The temptations there, the influences—Megan, you're not strong enough—"

"Then let me find out." David's borrowed voice was steady now. "Let me try and fail on my own terms instead of succeeding at someone else's life."

"I'm your father. It's my job to protect you."

"From what? From living? From experiencing the world? From figuring out who I am outside of your expectations?" David took a breath. "I'm going to that interview, Dad. And if they offer me a spot, I'm going. You can support me or not. But you can't stop me."

Pastor Hendricks was quiet for so long David thought he'd hung up. Finally: "Your mother would be so disappointed."

The words hit like a physical blow. David's borrowed eyes stung with tears he couldn't control.

"Maybe," David said. "Or maybe she'd be proud that I had the courage to choose my own path."

He hung up before Pastor Hendricks could respond, his borrowed hands shaking violently. The bathroom door opened and Sarah emerged in pajamas, took one look at David's face, and immediately sat beside him.

"Your dad?" she asked gently.

David nodded.

"Want to talk about it?"

"He chose Trevor's version of events over mine. Told me New York would destroy me. Used my dead mother as emotional leverage." David wiped Megan's borrowed eyes with the back of his borrowed hand. "I'm so tired, Sarah. So tired of fighting to be seen as a person."

Sarah pulled him into a hug, and David let himself cry into her shoulder—great, gasping sobs that shook Megan's borrowed frame. He was crying for Megan, for the girl who'd grown up in this cage. For himself, trapped in a marriage that had died years ago but nobody had bothered to bury. For the impossible situation they'd created.

His borrowed phone buzzed against his leg. He pulled it out with trembling hands.

From Megan: "David. DAVID. Your wife is incredible and I just came so hard I think I transcended reality and we're not even done yet and oh my GOD is this what sex is supposed to feel like??"

Followed immediately by: "Also she said she loves you. Like, looked right in my eyes and said 'I love you so much' and David I don't think she's said that to you in a really long time based on how surprised she looked that it came out."

And then: "I don't want to go back. I know I have to but I don't want to. This body, this freedom, this POWER—David, I finally understand what it's like to exist without apology."

David stared at the messages, Sarah still holding him, and felt the weight of their situation fully crash down.

Two days. They had two days to figure out how to swap back. But what if swapping back meant Megan returned to an engagement she didn't want, to a father who couldn't let her go, to Trevor who thought he owned her? What if it meant David returned to a marriage where his wife had stopped seeing him, where he'd become a ghost in his own life?

What if the wrong bodies were actually the right ones?

His borrowed phone rang again. Unknown number. David almost didn't answer, but something made him pick up.

"Is this Megan Hendricks?" A woman's voice, professional and warm.

"Yes," David said cautiously.

"This is Dr. Sarah Chen from the NYU MFA program. I know this is short notice, but we've had a cancellation in our interview schedule. Would you be able to come to New York this Wednesday instead of next month? We'd cover all travel expenses, of course."

Wednesday. Two days away. The same day they were supposed to swap back.

"I..." David's borrowed mind raced. "I have some commitments here. School—"

"We understand. But this is a very competitive program, and the earlier interview spots tend to fare better in our selection process." Dr. Chen paused. "Ms. Hendricks, your writing samples were extraordinary. Truly. We'd hate to lose you due to scheduling."

David looked at Sarah, who was watching him with curious eyes. Thought about Megan, currently handcuffed to his bed while his wife rediscovered her sexuality. Thought about the choice they'd have to make.

"I'll be there," David heard himself say. "Wednesday. Definitely."

"Wonderful! I'll email you the details. We're very excited to meet you, Ms. Hendricks."

The call ended. Sarah was grinning.

"Was that—?" she started.

"Yeah," David said. "Interview Wednesday. In New York."

"MEGAN!" Sarah squealed, launching herself at David in a crushing hug. "Oh my god, this is happening! You're getting out!"

David hugged her back, his borrowed heart hammering. He was getting out. Megan was getting out. But only if David stayed in her body long enough to nail that interview.

Only if they didn't swap back.

His borrowed phone buzzed one more time:

From Megan: "Your wife just asked if we can try for a baby. Said she knows we've been putting it off but tonight made her remember why she wanted a family with you. David, what do I tell her??"

David stared at the message, the full impossible complexity of their situation finally crystallizing.

If they didn't swap back, Megan would have his life—his wife, his potential children, his freedom. And David would have hers—her escape to New York, her writing career, her chance to build a life on her own terms.

But they'd be living lies. Wearing each other's faces. Fucking each other's partners. Building futures in borrowed bodies.

"Tell her we'll talk about it after Wednesday," David typed. "I have something important happening that day."

"What's happening Wednesday?"

"Your interview. In New York. They moved it up."

A long pause. Then:

"...are you going to go?"

David looked at Sarah's excited face. At Megan's dorm room full of a life half-lived. At the bruises on his borrowed wrist where a man thought he had the right to control her.

"I don't know yet," David typed. "But we need to decide. Together. Before Wednesday."

"Okay. Tomorrow. We'll video call and figure this out."

"Tomorrow."

David locked the phone and let Sarah pull him toward her laptop, chattering about New York and apartments and all the adventures Megan was about to have.

And David thought: What if the adventure isn't going to New York?

What if it's staying exactly where we are—just in different skin?


Chapter 6: The Choice

David set up Megan's laptop on her desk at 11 PM Tuesday night, after Sarah had finally gone to sleep. The video call request sat waiting on the screen, Megan's contact photo showing David's own face staring back at him. His face, but not his expression—Megan wore David's features with a confidence he didn't recognize, a lightness in his borrowed eyes that David couldn't remember ever feeling.

He clicked accept. The screen split, showing both their faces.

"Hi," Megan said, and hearing his own deep voice coming from hundreds of miles away was surreal.

"Hi," David replied, Megan's soft voice strange in his borrowed throat.

They stared at each other for a long moment. David catalogued the changes in his face—Megan was smiling more easily, sitting up straighter, taking up space in the frame without apologizing for it. Meanwhile, David knew what Megan was seeing in her face: exhaustion, bruises on her borrowed wrist that had darkened to deep purple, eyes that held more pain than a twenty-one-year-old should carry.

"You have my interview Wednesday," Megan said finally. "In New York."

"Yes."

"And Claire wants a baby."

David's borrowed stomach clenched. "She mentioned it?"

"More than mentioned. She's been researching ovulation cycles and prenatal vitamins." Megan's expression—David's expression—was complicated. "David, she thinks we're trying to save our marriage. She thinks the man she's been fucking for the last two days is her husband falling back in love with her."

"And you've been letting her think that."

"What else was I supposed to do?" Megan's borrowed hands—David's hands—spread in frustration. "You told me to keep her from getting suspicious! I did exactly what you asked!"

"I know." David's borrowed voice was quiet. "I'm not blaming you. I'm just... trying to figure out what we do now."

"We swap back," Megan said, but her borrowed voice lacked conviction. "Wednesday morning. Before your—before MY interview. We figure out whatever mechanism made this happen and we reverse it."

"Do we?" David met Megan's borrowed eyes through the screen. "Be honest. Do you want to swap back?"

Megan was quiet for a long moment. When she finally spoke, David's borrowed voice was raw: "No. God help me, no. I don't want to go back to being her."

"Why not?"

"Because I've spent two days being HIM—being YOU—and I finally understand what it's like to exist without fear." Megan's borrowed jaw tightened. "I've walked through the world and nobody questioned my right to be there. Nobody told me to smile more or take up less space or apologize for having opinions. When I speak, people listen. When I want something, I can just TAKE it without asking permission or feeling guilty."

"And the sex," David added quietly.

Megan's borrowed face flushed. "And the sex. Jesus Christ, the SEX. David, I had no idea. No IDEA what it felt like to have a cock, to feel that power, to slide into someone and make them fall apart. To be DESIRED instead of being told my body is something shameful that needs to be hidden and controlled."

David's borrowed body was responding to the conversation in ways that felt foreign and overwhelming. Heat pooling low in his borrowed belly, that slick warmth between his borrowed legs that he was learning meant arousal.

"Your wife tied me up last night," Megan continued, her borrowed voice dropping lower. "Blindfolded me. Spent an hour just exploring your body, finding every sensitive spot, making me beg. And David, I BEGGED. Didn't even feel ashamed about it. Just let myself feel everything and it was—" She paused, struggling for words. "It was the most honest I've ever been in my life."

David's borrowed hands trembled. "And then she said she loves you."

"Yeah." Megan's borrowed expression went soft. "She does. Really loves you. Has been waiting for you to come back to her. And when I'm with her, when I'm being you, I can feel how much she needs that love reflected back."

"Can you give that to her?" David asked. "Can you love her the way she deserves?"

"I don't know," Megan admitted. "But I know I make her happy. Happier than you've been making her. No offense."

"None taken. It's true." David looked down at his borrowed hands—small, delicate, marked with bruises that wouldn't have been possible on his real body. "Trevor grabbed me last night. Tried to force a conversation about 'us' and our future together. Left these." He held up his borrowed wrist to the camera.

Megan's borrowed face went dark with rage. "That FUCK. Did you report him?"

"No. Your father called right after and took Trevor's side. Said I was overreacting. That Trevor is a 'good boy from a good family.'" David's borrowed voice was bitter. "He used your mother against me. Said she'd be disappointed in my choices."

"He always does that," Megan said quietly. "Uses her memory as a weapon whenever I step out of line. Like she'd want me trapped in the same cage she was."

"Was she trapped?"

"I don't know. She died when I was eight. But I remember her journals—found them in the attic when I was sixteen. She wrote about dreams she gave up, places she wanted to see, things she wanted to write. And then there's this entry right before she got sick where she says 'I love my family but I wonder who I would have been if I'd been brave enough to choose differently.'" Megan's borrowed eyes were bright. "I don't want to die wondering, David. I don't want to wake up at forty and realize I've spent my whole life being who other people needed me to be."

"So you want to stay," David said. "In my body. Living my life."

"Don't you want to stay in mine?" Megan challenged. "You've got the interview Wednesday. Full funding to NYU's MFA program. A chance to start completely over in a city where nobody knows you, nobody has expectations. You could be anyone, David. Build any life you want."

"As a twenty-one-year-old woman," David pointed out. "In a body I barely understand. With a father who thinks I'm his property and an ex-boyfriend who might actually be dangerous."

"So leave," Megan said. "Take the interview, get accepted, move to New York. Never come back to Idaho. Let Trevor and my father think I'm just another girl who couldn't handle the secular world and disappeared into the city. They'll pray for my soul and move on."

"And you'll what? Raise a child with Claire? My child? Live my entire life while I live yours?"

"Why not?" Megan leaned forward, David's borrowed face intense. "Your life was dying, David. You said it yourself—you couldn't remember the last time you felt alive. Well, I'm making you alive again. I'm giving Claire the husband she deserves. And you're giving me the escape I've been planning for years."

David's borrowed heart was hammering. "This is insane. We'd be living lies. Every day. Forever."

"We're already living lies," Megan countered. "You spent forty-three years pretending to be happy in a marriage that was suffocating you. I spent twenty-one years pretending to be the perfect pastor's daughter while secretly writing erotica and fantasizing about a life I'd never be allowed to have. At least this way, we're choosing our lies. Building lives we actually WANT."

"And the ethics?" David asked. "Claire doesn't know she's sleeping with someone else. Your father doesn't know his daughter is gone. We'd be deceiving everyone who loves us."

"Are we?" Megan's borrowed expression was serious. "Claire is getting the husband she always wanted—attentive, passionate, present. Your husband wasn't giving her that. I AM. My father wants a dutiful daughter who makes safe choices and follows the approved path. You're giving him that. The real me would have disappointed him eventually. This way, everyone gets what they need."

"Except the truth."

"Fuck the truth," Megan said, and the vulgarity in David's borrowed voice was startling. "The truth is that we were both trapped and we accidentally found a way out. The truth is that your wife is happier than she's been in years. The truth is that I have a chance at the life I've been dreaming about. Why does anyone else need to know more than that?"

David's borrowed hands were shaking. Because Megan was right. About all of it. Claire WAS happier. Megan WAS getting her escape. And David... David had a chance to start over. To be someone new. To explore a world he'd never had access to before.

"Tell me the real reason you want to stay," David said quietly. "Not the justifications. The real reason."

Megan was quiet for a long moment. When she spoke, David's borrowed voice was barely a whisper: "Because for the first time in my life, I feel powerful. Like I matter. Like my desires are valid and my pleasure is important and my voice carries weight." She paused. "And because when I'm inside Claire, when I'm making her come with your cock, I feel like I'm finally WHOLE. Like all the pieces of me that have been scattered and denied and shamed finally have a place to exist."

David's borrowed body was throbbing with arousal now. His borrowed nipples were hard beneath Megan's sweatshirt, his borrowed pussy was slick and aching, and he could feel his borrowed heart hammering against his borrowed ribs.

"I masturbated last night," David admitted, his borrowed voice breathy. "In your body. Couldn't help it. The arousal just kept building and I needed relief and I touched myself and David—" He paused, struggling. "It was different. Softer. More diffuse. Like pleasure spreading through my whole body instead of focused in one place. I came and it didn't stop, just kept rolling through me in waves until I couldn't tell where one orgasm ended and another began."

Megan's borrowed cock was visibly hard beneath David's sweatpants. "Fuck," she breathed. "Tell me more."

"Your body is so SENSITIVE," David continued, his borrowed hand sliding beneath Megan's sweatshirt without conscious thought. "Everything feels like too much and not enough at the same time. The fabric of your clothes against your nipples. The press of your thighs together. Just existing in this body is arousing."

"Touch yourself," Megan commanded, David's borrowed voice rough with desire. "Show me what you learned."

David's borrowed hand found his borrowed breast, cupping it gently. The sensation made him gasp—so different from when Claire touched him, when he'd been on the receiving end of pleasure. This was his own hand on his own body, except neither the hand nor the body were actually his.

"Like this," David breathed, his borrowed fingers finding his borrowed nipple and circling it. "She's so responsive. Just light touch makes her—makes ME—so wet."

On screen, Megan's borrowed hand was palming the bulge in David's sweatpants. "God, watching you touch my body is so fucking hot. I want to feel what you're feeling. Want to know what it's like."

"Then don't swap back," David said, his borrowed hand sliding lower, beneath the waistband of Megan's yoga pants. "Keep my body. Keep my life. And let me keep yours."

"David—"

"I'm serious." David's borrowed fingers found slick heat, and he had to pause to process the sensation. "I've spent two days in your life and yeah, it's complicated and sometimes scary, but it's also REAL. Raw. Honest in a way mine never was. And you've spent two days in mine being more ME than I've managed in years."

"What about the interview?" Megan asked, her borrowed hand working faster now.

"I'll go. I'll nail it. I'll move to New York and build a life as Megan Hendricks the writer." David's borrowed fingers circled his borrowed clit, and pleasure sparked through his borrowed nervous system. "And you'll stay here with Claire. Maybe have that baby she wants. Be David Morse the husband and eventual father. We'll just... be each other."

"That's INSANE," Megan panted, clearly close to orgasm.

"I know."

"We can't—"

"We can." David's borrowed fingers moved faster, pleasure building to something impossible. "We're already doing it. We've been doing it for two days. We just have to decide to keep doing it."

"What if we regret it?" Megan's borrowed hips were jerking now, seeking friction. "What if in a year or five years or ten we realize we made a horrible mistake?"

"Then we'll deal with it then," David gasped, his borrowed body approaching the edge. "But right now, in this moment, are you happy?"

"Yes," Megan admitted. "Fuck, yes."

"Then that's enough."

They came together—David in Megan's body, fingers working his borrowed clit as waves of pleasure rolled through him, softer and longer than he'd ever experienced. And Megan in David's body, his borrowed cock spurting into David's sweatpants as she experienced the sharp, intense release of male orgasm.

They sat in breathless silence, both recovering, both processing what had just happened.

"Wednesday," David said finally. "I take the interview. You tell Claire you support her baby plans. We commit to this. To being each other."

"Forever?" Megan asked.

"Or until we figure out how to swap back," David said. "Whichever comes first."

Megan was quiet, David's borrowed face thoughtful. Then: "Claire's calling for me. Wants to know who I'm talking to this late."

"Tell her it's work," David said.

"Yeah." Megan started to reach for the disconnect button, then paused. "David? Thank you. For giving me this. For letting me be him."

"Thank YOU," David replied. "For giving me permission to explore her."

The screen went black. David sat in the darkness of Megan's dorm room, his borrowed body still trembling with aftershocks, his borrowed mind spinning with the magnitude of what they'd just decided.

They weren't swapping back.

They were staying.

David was going to be Megan Hendricks. Was going to take her interview, move to New York, build a writing career in her body. Was going to navigate the world as a young woman with all the complications and dangers that entailed.

And Megan was going to be David Morse. Was going to stay married to Claire, possibly have children with her, live out the life David had abandoned.

His borrowed phone buzzed. Sarah:

"You still awake? Heard you on a call. Everything okay?"

David typed back: "Yeah. Just talking to... someone important. Making some big decisions."

"Good decisions?"

"Honestly? I have no idea. But they're MY decisions. That's what matters."

"Hell yeah. That's my Meg. Sleep well, okay? Big day Wednesday."

"You too."

David lay back on Megan's narrow dorm bed, staring at the ceiling with his borrowed eyes. Tomorrow he'd have to pack. Prepare for the interview. Figure out what to wear, how to act, how to be Megan Hendricks the promising young writer instead of David Morse the middle-aged man having an existential crisis.

But tonight, he just let himself feel. The wrongness of this body. The rightness of the choice. The terrifying freedom of becoming someone new.

His borrowed phone buzzed one last time. Megan:

"I lied. When I said I didn't know if I could love Claire the way she deserves. I think I already do. Is that wrong? To fall in love with your wife while wearing your face?"

David stared at the message, his borrowed heart aching with complicated emotion.

"No," he typed back. "I think that might be the most honest thing either of us has done in years."

"Then I'll take care of her. I promise. I'll be the husband she deserves."

"And I'll take care of your father. I'll make him understand that his daughter is going to be okay, even if she's living a life he didn't plan for her."

"Deal."

"Deal."

David locked the phone and closed his borrowed eyes. Wednesday would come soon enough. The interview. The decision point. The moment when they either committed fully to this swap or found a way to reverse it.

But David already knew which choice he was making.

He'd already made it, really, the moment he'd felt that first spark of arousal in Megan's body. The moment he'd realized he could be someone new. Someone unencumbered by the weight of forty-three years of compromises and failures and slowly dying dreams.

Wednesday, David Morse would cease to exist.

And Megan Hendricks would walk into that interview room with every intention of acing it.

The real question was: when David finally did face Pastor Hendricks as his daughter, would he be able to sell the lie well enough to set them both free?


Chapter 7: Becoming

The flight to New York was David's first time flying as a woman, and the differences were immediate and unsettling.

TSA agents who'd always waved him through with barely a glance now scrutinized Megan's ID with extra attention, their eyes flicking between the photo and his borrowed face like they were searching for discrepancies. The middle-aged businessman in the seat next to him kept "accidentally" brushing against his borrowed arm, his borrowed thigh, making David acutely aware of how much space men felt entitled to take. And when turbulence hit over Pennsylvania, the flight attendant—a woman in her fifties with kind eyes—touched David's borrowed shoulder with maternal concern and asked if he needed anything, treating him like something fragile that might break.

David was learning that existing as Megan meant constantly navigating a world that saw his borrowed body as simultaneously valuable and vulnerable, desirable and disposable.

But it also meant something else: a kind of invisibility David had never experienced as a middle-aged man. In the airport bathroom, he'd changed into the outfit Sarah had helped him pick—a modest black dress that ended just above the knee, paired with a blazer that Sarah insisted made him look "professional but approachable." The me David saw in the mirror was devastating: Megan's honey-blonde hair falling in waves past her shoulders, minimal makeup that Sarah had applied with expert precision, an expression of nervous determination that made his borrowed face look older, more serious.

Professional. A writer. Someone to be taken seriously despite—or maybe because of—his borrowed youth and beauty.

The cab ride from LaGuardia into Manhattan was sensory overload. David had been to New York twice in his previous life—business conferences that consisted mostly of hotel conference rooms and overpriced dinners. But experiencing the city in Megan's body was different. The cab driver kept glancing at him in the rearview mirror, making conversation that felt slightly too friendly. Other cars honked, and David found himself checking to make sure his borrowed dress hadn't ridden up too high. Street vendors called out to him—"Beautiful lady, you need flowers? You need purse?"—in a way they'd never bothered with David Morse.

The city was loud and aggressive and overwhelming, and David felt simultaneously more alive and more vulnerable than he ever had in his previous body.

The NYU building was in Greenwich Village, all exposed brick and floor-to-ceiling windows. David checked in at the front desk—the receptionist called him "Ms. Hendricks" with a warm smile—and was directed to the third floor. His borrowed heels clicked against hardwood as he walked down the hallway, and he was hyperaware of how the sound announced his presence, how it made him feel simultaneously powerful and on display.

Dr. Sarah Chen—the woman who'd called to move up the interview—met him at the door of a small conference room. She was in her early forties, Chinese-American, wearing jeans and a blazer that somehow looked both casual and authoritative.

"Megan!" She extended her hand, and David shook it with his borrowed hand, trying to match her firm grip. "So glad you could make it on short notice. Come in, sit. Can I get you coffee? Water?"

"Water would be great," David said, settling into a chair and crossing his borrowed legs carefully. The dress required constant awareness—sitting without exposing too much, adjusting fabric, making sure everything stayed where it should.

Dr. Chen returned with water and sat across from him, pulling out a folder thick with papers. "So. Your writing samples were extraordinary. Truly. The voice is so assured, so unapologetically raw. I want to start by asking: where does that voice come from?"

David's borrowed heart hammered. He'd skimmed Megan's writing samples on the flight—visceral, honest stories about desire and shame and religious repression. About a girl trying to reconcile her sexuality with her faith. About bodies that felt like prisons until they became instruments of liberation.

They were good. Really good. Better than anything David had written in his previous life.

"It comes from living between worlds," David heard himself say, and the words felt true even though they were Megan's truth, not his. "Growing up in a community that had very specific ideas about who I should be, while feeling like someone completely different inside. The writing became a way to explore that gap. To give voice to the parts of me I wasn't allowed to express."

Dr. Chen nodded, making notes. "Your personal statement mentioned growing up in a religious household. Can you talk about how that influenced your work?"

David thought about Pastor Hendricks. About the sermon on temptation. About Megan's journals hidden beneath her bed, full of fantasies she'd never been allowed to speak aloud.

"My father is a pastor," David said carefully. "Good man. Loves me deeply. But he sees the world in very binary terms—righteous and sinful, pure and corrupted. And I spent twenty-one years trying to be the daughter he wanted, trying to fit myself into that narrow definition of good." He paused, choosing his words. "But the more I tried to compress myself, the more the pressure built. And eventually, it had to escape somewhere. So it escaped into stories. Into characters who did the things I couldn't do. Who felt the things I wasn't allowed to feel."

"And now?" Dr. Chen leaned forward. "Where are you in that journey?"

"Now I'm choosing myself," David said, and meant it. "I'm applying to this program without my father's blessing. I'm planning to move to New York and build a life that's mine, even if it means disappointing people I love. Because I finally realized that living for someone else's expectations is a different kind of death."

Dr. Chen smiled—genuine warmth that reached her eyes. "That's exactly the kind of courage we look for in our students. Writers who are willing to take risks. To be vulnerable. To tell truths that make people uncomfortable." She flipped through the folder. "Your piece 'Communion'—the one about the girl touching herself during her father's sermon—that's the kind of bold, necessary work we want to support here."

David's borrowed face heated. He'd read that piece on the plane and nearly died of secondhand embarrassment. It was explicit, unflinching, absolutely filthy—and somehow also heartbreaking. The protagonist struggling with arousal during a church service, the shame and desire warring inside her, the moment she realizes her body's responses are valid even if her community says they're sinful.

"Thank you," David managed.

They talked for another hour—about craft, about influences, about what Megan wanted to achieve with her MFA. David found himself relaxing into the conversation, letting Megan's passion for writing flow through him. He'd spent forty-three years in a job that paid well but meant nothing. Had forgotten what it felt like to care deeply about something, to have ambitions beyond just getting through the week.

But Megan cared. Deeply. About stories and truth and using language to crack open the sanitized narratives people used to avoid facing themselves.

And sitting in that conference room, inhabiting her body and her dreams, David realized he cared too.

"One more question," Dr. Chen said as they wrapped up. "What scares you most about this program?"

David didn't have to think. "Failing. Not living up to the potential you see in my work. Coming here and discovering I'm not actually good enough."

"And what excites you most?"

"The same thing." David smiled—Megan's small, genuine smile. "The possibility that I might actually be good enough. That I might build something real."

Dr. Chen closed the folder. "Megan, I'm going to be honest with you. This interview was a formality. We'd already decided to accept you based on your samples. I just wanted to meet the person behind the work, make sure the voice on the page matched the voice in the room." She extended her hand again. "Welcome to NYU's MFA program. Assuming you accept, of course."

David's borrowed heart stopped. "I—really?"

"Really. Full funding, stipend included. You'd start in the fall semester." Dr. Chen's smile widened. "Don't look so shocked. You're talented, Megan. Genuinely talented. We'd be lucky to have you."

David stood on shaking borrowed legs and shook her hand, trying to process. He'd gotten in. Megan had gotten in. He was going to be a graduate student in creative writing, living in New York City, building a life as a writer.

As her.

As Megan Hendricks, who no longer existed in her own body but whose dreams were about to become David's reality.

"I accept," David heard himself say. "Absolutely. Thank you. Thank you so much."

Dr. Chen walked him out, gave him a folder of information about housing and registration, and sent him back into the Manhattan afternoon with a promise to be in touch soon about orientation.

David stood on the sidewalk outside the building, his borrowed body trembling with adrenaline and disbelief. He'd done it. The interview that was supposed to be Megan's escape had become his.

His borrowed phone buzzed. Megan:

"How did it go??? I've been dying over here."

"I got in. Full funding. They want me for fall semester."

"HOLY SHIT. Oh my god oh my god Megan you DID IT!!!"

"WE did it. Your writing got me in. I just showed up."

"No. You sold it. You made them believe in HER. In ME. In whoever we are now."

David leaned against the building, people streaming past him on the sidewalk, and felt the full weight of what they'd done crash over him. There was no going back now. He had to be Megan. Had to move to New York, start the program, build a life in her body.

And Megan had to stay in his. Had to be the husband Claire needed, the man David had failed to be.

"Are you scared?" David typed.

"Terrified. But also? So fucking excited I can barely think straight."

"Me too."

"David? Claire's ovulating. She wants to try tonight. Actually TRY for a baby."

David's borrowed stomach clenched. "And you want to?"

"I don't know. Maybe? Is that insane? To consider having a child in a body that isn't mine?"

"Everything we're doing is insane."

"That's not an answer."

David watched people passing by—couples holding hands, parents with children, people living normal lives in bodies they'd been born into. What right did he and Megan have to keep doing this? To live these lies, to fuck each other's partners, to potentially bring a CHILD into their deception?

"If you want to have a baby with Claire, do it," David typed. "Just know that once you do, there's really no going back. You'll be committed to being me forever."

"I think I already am. Committed, I mean. I don't think I can go back to being her even if we figured out how."

"Then do it. Make Claire happy. Build the family she wants."

"What about you? You're going to be a grad student in New York. Young, beautiful, in a city full of possibilities. Are you going to stay celibate? Honor the body you're borrowing?"

David hadn't thought about that. About sex in Megan's body. About dating, attraction, the reality of inhabiting a young woman's sexuality in one of the most sexually charged cities in the world.

"I don't know," David admitted.

"Figure it out. Explore. This is your chance to experience everything you missed by being male for forty-three years."

David locked his phone and started walking, no destination in mind, just needing to move. The city swallowed him—his borrowed body small and anonymous in the crowd. Nobody knew him here. Nobody had expectations. He could be anyone.

He found himself in Washington Square Park, watching street performers and NYU students sprawled on the grass. Young people living their lives, figuring out who they were, making mistakes and discoveries in equal measure.

David sat on a bench, crossed his borrowed legs, and pulled out Megan's journal—the one he'd brought from her dorm, full of her private thoughts and fantasies. He flipped to a random page and read:

"I touched myself thinking about Professor Morrison today. About what it would be like if he pinned me against his desk and made me forget every rule I've ever been taught. Is it wrong that I want that? That I fantasize about being taken, being overwhelmed, being made to feel things I'm supposed to be ashamed of? I know I should pray for purity. Should resist these thoughts. But they're the only thing that makes me feel alive."

David closed the journal, his borrowed body responding to the words with that now-familiar heat. Megan had been so hungry for experience, for sensation, for permission to want without shame.

And now David was living in that hunger, inhabiting those desires.

His borrowed phone buzzed. Unknown number. David answered cautiously.

"Is this Megan?" A male voice, young, uncertain.

"Yes?"

"This is Marcus. From your writing workshop last semester? Sarah gave me your number. Said you'd be in New York this week."

David's borrowed mind scrambled. Marcus. The guy Trevor had accused Megan of sleeping with. The one from her writing workshop.

"Oh. Hi, Marcus."

"I heard you got into NYU's MFA program. Congrats! That's huge." He paused. "Look, I know this is random, but I'm in the city too. Was wondering if you wanted to grab coffee? Catch up?"

David should say no. Should maintain appropriate boundaries, not complicate things further. But curiosity won out.

"Sure. Where?"

They met at a café in the East Village, all exposed brick and hipster baristas. Marcus was exactly the type Trevor would hate—tall, Black, dreadlocks pulled back in a bun, wearing ripped jeans and a vintage band t-shirt. He had an easy smile and intelligent eyes that actually LOOKED at David when he talked, not at his borrowed breasts or legs.

"You look different," Marcus said after they'd gotten their coffees and settled at a corner table. "Good different. Less... tense."

"I feel different," David admitted. "Like I'm finally becoming who I'm supposed to be."

"The program will do that. Give you space to figure things out without everyone watching." Marcus stirred his coffee. "Trevor's been texting me, by the way. Asking if I've 'corrupted' you. Dude's unhinged."

"He grabbed me," David said quietly. "Left bruises."

Marcus' expression darkened. "Did you report him?"

"No. My father took his side."

"Fuck your father. No offense." Marcus leaned forward. "Megan, you can't let them control you anymore. Trevor, your dad, the whole church community—they want you small and manageable. They're terrified of what you might become if you actually got free."

"And what might I become?"

"I don't know. But it'll be better than spending your life trying to fit into someone else's idea of who you should be." He paused. "For what it's worth, your writing is incredible. Raw and honest in a way most people can't handle. Don't let anyone make you think that honesty is shameful."

David's borrowed body was warm, responding to Marcus' attention in ways that felt both foreign and intoxicating. He was attractive—objectively, undeniably attractive. And he was looking at David like he saw something worth knowing, worth exploring.

"Can I ask you something?" David said.

"Anything."

"Did you and Megan—did WE—ever...?"

Marcus smiled. "No. Trevor seems to think so, but no. We were workshop partners. Friends. I wanted more, but you were clear about your boundaries. Said you weren't ready."

"And if I said I might be ready now?"

Marcus' eyes widened slightly. "Are you?"

David didn't know. His borrowed body was screaming yes—flooding with arousal, nipples hardening beneath the dress, that slick heat building between his borrowed legs. But his mind was still catching up, still processing what it would mean to have sex in this body with someone other than himself.

"I don't know," David admitted. "But I think I want to find out."

Marcus stood, extended his borrowed hand. "Come on. Let me show you my neighborhood."

They walked through the East Village, Marcus pointing out bookstores and music venues and tiny restaurants that only locals knew about. And with every block, David felt himself relaxing into Megan's body, into the possibility of being desired without obligation, of exploring sexuality without shame.

They ended up at Marcus' apartment—a fifth-floor walk-up that was barely bigger than Megan's dorm room but somehow felt more alive. Books everywhere, art on the walls, a record player spinning something jazzy and seductive.

"Want a drink?" Marcus asked, heading to a tiny kitchen area.

"Yes," David said, because he needed liquid courage for what he was considering.

Marcus poured wine—cheap red that tasted better than it should—and they sat on his couch, close but not touching, both aware of the potential energy crackling between them.

"Tell me if I'm reading this wrong," Marcus said quietly. "But it feels like something's different about you. Like you're open to things you weren't before."

"You're not wrong," David admitted. "Everything changed this week. I changed. And I think I want to explore what that means."

"Explore how?"

David set down his wine glass and turned to face Marcus fully. "I've spent my whole life being told my body is shameful. That desire is sinful. That sex is something to be feared and controlled." He paused. "I don't want to believe that anymore. I want to know what it feels like to choose pleasure without guilt."

Marcus' eyes darkened with understanding and hunger. "Are you sure? Because once we start, I don't want you having regrets. Don't want you going back to Idaho feeling guilty—"

David kissed him.

It was clumsy—his borrowed lips meeting Marcus' with more enthusiasm than skill—but Marcus responded immediately, his hand coming up to cup David's borrowed jaw, his mouth opening to deepen the kiss.

And oh god, it felt GOOD. Different from kissing Claire as Megan—this was being KISSED, being the recipient of desire instead of the provider. Marcus' tongue explored his borrowed mouth with confident thoroughness, and David found himself making small sounds of pleasure he'd never made before.

Marcus' hand slid up to tangle in David's borrowed hair, tugging gently, and sensation sparked down David's borrowed spine straight to his borrowed pussy. He was soaking through Megan's panties now, could feel the wetness, the ache, the overwhelming NEED for more.

"Bedroom?" Marcus breathed against David's borrowed mouth.

"Yes. Please yes."

Marcus' bedroom was barely big enough for the bed, but David didn't care. Marcus guided him backward until his borrowed legs hit the mattress, then pressed David down gently, his body covering David's borrowed one with delicious weight.

"Tell me what you want," Marcus murmured, his hands finding the zipper of David's dress. "Tell me what you've been fantasizing about."

"Everything," David gasped as cool air hit his borrowed skin. "I want to feel everything."

Marcus worked the dress down David's borrowed body with reverent slowness, exposing the simple black bra Sarah had insisted on, the matching panties that were soaked through. His eyes went dark with hunger.

"Fuck, you're beautiful," Marcus breathed, his hands mapping David's borrowed curves. "I've imagined this so many times—"

"Show me," David interrupted. "Show me what you imagined."

Marcus' mouth found David's borrowed neck, kissing and sucking hard enough to leave marks. David arched into it, his borrowed body singing with sensation. This was so different from being male—the pleasure was everywhere, diffuse, building slowly instead of urgently.

Marcus' hands found David's borrowed breasts, cupping them through the bra, thumbs circling the nipples until David was whimpering. Then the bra was gone, cool air on feverish skin, and Marcus' mouth was on his borrowed nipple, sucking and biting just shy of painful.

"Oh fuck," David moaned, his borrowed hips bucking up seeking friction. "Marcus—"

"Patient," Marcus commanded, his hand sliding down David's borrowed stomach to the waistband of the soaked panties. "First time should be done right."

He worked the panties down David's borrowed legs, exposing everything. David felt vulnerable and powerful in equal measure—spread out beneath Marcus' hungry gaze, his borrowed pussy slick and swollen and aching to be touched.

Marcus settled between David's borrowed thighs, his breath hot against borrowed flesh. "You've never been eaten out before, have you?"

"No," David admitted, his borrowed voice shaking.

"Then this is going to blow your mind."

The first touch of Marcus' tongue against David's borrowed clit made him cry out. The sensation was overwhelming—too much and not enough, pleasure so intense it bordered on painful. Marcus worked him methodically, alternating between broad licks and focused attention on his borrowed clit, his hands gripping David's borrowed thighs to hold him open and exposed.

David's borrowed hands fisted in the sheets, his borrowed back arching off the bed, sounds spilling from his borrowed mouth that he'd never made before—high, desperate, utterly shameless. This was what Megan had been denied her whole life. This pleasure, this freedom, this acceptance that her body's responses were valid and beautiful.

"I'm—" David gasped, sensation building to something impossible. "Marcus, I'm going to—"

"Come for me," Marcus commanded against borrowed flesh. "Let me taste you."

The orgasm ripped through David like lightning—his borrowed body convulsing, his borrowed pussy clenching around nothing, pleasure radiating out from his borrowed center to his borrowed fingertips and toes. And Marcus kept licking through it, drawing it out until David was sobbing from overstimulation.

"Holy fuck," David panted when he could speak again. "Is it always—?"

"Like that?" Marcus grinned, his face glistening. "When done right, yeah. But we're not done yet."

He stripped off his own clothes, revealing a body that made David's borrowed mouth water—lean muscle, smooth dark skin, and a cock that was thick and long and already hard.

"Do you want this?" Marcus asked, stroking himself slowly. "Because we can stop here if—"

"I want it," David interrupted. "Want to know what it feels like. All of it."

Marcus retrieved a condom from his nightstand, rolled it on with practiced ease, then positioned himself between David's borrowed thighs. The head of his cock pressed against David's borrowed entrance, and David's borrowed body tensed with anticipation and slight fear.

"Relax," Marcus murmured, kissing David's borrowed neck. "I'll go slow. Tell me if it hurts."

He pushed in gradually, and David felt his borrowed body stretching to accommodate the intrusion. It burned slightly—different from the pleasure of oral, more intense, more overwhelming. Marcus worked himself deeper inch by inch until he was fully seated, and David could feel the fullness, the impossible sensation of being FILLED.

"Okay?" Marcus asked, holding still.

"Yes," David breathed. "Move. Please move."

Marcus set a slow rhythm, his cock sliding in and out of David's borrowed pussy with slick ease. And holy fuck, it felt GOOD—different from how sex felt as a man, less focused, more all-encompassing. Every thrust hit something inside David that sent sparks through his borrowed nervous system.

"Harder," David heard himself beg. "I need—harder—"

Marcus obliged, his hips snapping faster, deeper, fucking David with increasing urgency. David's borrowed legs wrapped around Marcus' waist, pulling him deeper, seeking more friction, more pressure, more everything.

"Touch yourself," Marcus panted. "Want to feel you come on my cock."

David's borrowed hand found his borrowed clit, circling it with desperate pressure as Marcus continued to thrust. The dual sensations—the fullness of Marcus' cock inside him, the direct stimulation of his own fingers—built to something catastrophic.

"I'm close," David gasped. "So close—"

"Come," Marcus commanded, his rhythm faltering. "Come with me—"

They came together—David's borrowed pussy clenching around Marcus' cock as waves of pleasure rolled through him, Marcus groaning his borrowed name as he spilled into the condom. They collapsed in a tangle of sweaty limbs, both breathing hard.

David's borrowed body felt wrung out, satisfied in ways he'd never experienced. This wasn't the sharp, quick release of male orgasm—this was deeper, more resonant, leaving him floating in endorphin bliss.

"Fuck," Marcus breathed against David's borrowed shoulder. "That was—"

"Yeah," David agreed, not needing him to finish.

They lay in comfortable silence for a while, Marcus tracing idle patterns on David's borrowed skin. Finally, Marcus spoke:

"Can I see you again? When you move here for the program?"

David's borrowed heart clenched. "I'd like that. But Marcus? I need to be honest. This week has been... complicated. I'm figuring out who I am, what I want. I can't promise anything serious right now."

"I'm not asking for serious. I'm asking for more of THIS. More exploration. More discovery." Marcus smiled. "Besides, you're about to be a grad student in New York. You should absolutely be playing the field, figuring out what you like."

David thought about Megan's journals, her fantasies, her hunger for experiences she'd been denied. Thought about living in this city, in this body, with permission to explore without shame.

"Yeah," David said. "I think I'd like that."

His borrowed phone buzzed on the floor where he'd dropped it. David reached for it, still naked and sated, and saw multiple texts from Megan:

"We did it. Claire and I. Actually TRIED. Your body's sperm is inside her right now and she's lying here glowing and talking about baby names and David—"

"I'm going to be a father. In your body. With your wife. This is actually happening."

"Are you freaking out? Because I'm low-key freaking out but also weirdly excited?"

"David? You there? Please tell me this is okay. Tell me we didn't just make a horrible mistake."

David stared at the messages, his borrowed body still humming with post-orgasmic bliss, Marcus' arm draped over his borrowed waist. He thought about Megan and Claire, about the life they were building in his absence. About the child that might be conceived right now, growing in Claire's womb, fathered by David's borrowed body piloted by Megan's soul.

"It's okay," David typed back. "More than okay. I'm in New York. Just had sex for the first time in Megan's body. Marcus took my virginity and it was incredible and I think I'm starting to understand why you didn't want to swap back."

"WHAT. You had SEX? With MARCUS?"

"Yes. And it was everything you wrote about in your journals. Everything you fantasized about. I gave that to her—to ME. Gave her the experience she deserved."

"...thank you. Seriously. For letting her have that."

"Thank YOU. For giving Claire a husband who actually loves her. For being brave enough to stay."

"We're really doing this, aren't we? We're really staying swapped."

"Yeah. I think we are."

David locked his phone and curled into Marcus' warmth, his borrowed body exhausted and satisfied. Outside, the city continued its relentless noise—sirens, voices, the pulse of millions of lives intersecting and diverging in the darkness.

And David, forty-three-year-old man inhabiting a twenty-one-year-old woman's body, felt more at peace than he had in years.

He'd made his choice.

They'd both made their choices.

Now they just had to live with them.
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