
        
            
                
            
        

    
Body Swap The Forbidden Exchange

Jenna Sahara


Body Swap The Forbidden Exchange

Chapter 1: The Unexpected Exchange

Chapter 2: Boundaries Crossed

Chapter 3: Hidden Desires Revealed

Chapter 4: No Turning Back

Epilogue: Thursday Night

Also by Jenna Sahara


Chapter 1: The Unexpected Exchange

Morning cut through the blinds in pale stripes and laid itself across David Morgan’s face. He groaned, rolled away from it, and buried his head beneath the pillow. Last night came back in fragments: Sophia in the hallway with mascara smudged under one eye, his own voice sharpened by anger, the old fight about curfews and attitude and whether a twenty-year-old college sophomore still had to answer to the man her mother had married. Then the snow globe. That tacky little family heirloom with the cabin inside, glittering on the hall shelf where Elena kept things she couldn’t throw away. Both of them grabbing for it at once — Sophia to put it out of reach, David to keep it from shattering. A cold current snapping up his arm, through his shoulder, behind his molars, like biting foil.

“Just stress,” he mumbled into the pillow. His voice sounded wrong — higher, melodic, like something played back at the wrong speed. He put it down to congestion.

David stretched and knew before he opened his eyes that the bed was wrong. He was lighter. Smaller. The sheet dragged over skin that was too smooth, too responsive. His chest shifted with an unfamiliar weight when he moved, and when his hand brushed his ribs he went absolutely still. Where his flat, moderately maintained forty-two-year-old torso should have been, his palm found soft, unmistakable fullness.

His eyes snapped open. He sat bolt upright.

“What the fuck?” he gasped, in a voice that wasn’t his.

Small hands with manicured nails. Full breasts straining against a thin pink camisole. Long toned legs extending from silk sleep shorts. A silver ring in the navel he had told Sophia was inappropriate two months ago. He catalogued each detail like evidence at a crime scene.

“Sophia’s?” The word came out in her voice.

David lurched out of the bed — Sophia’s bed, in Sophia’s room — and grabbed the mirror on her vanity. The face looking back was undeniably his twenty-year-old stepdaughter’s: wide hazel eyes, full lips, high cheekbones framed by long brown hair with the blonde highlights she’d gotten last month after Elena said they were too expensive. That face moved when he moved. Breathed when he breathed.

“This is a dream,” he told it. “A very, very fucked-up dream.”

His mind raced forward to its obvious conclusion. If he was in Sophia’s body, then she—

A scream tore down the hall from his bedroom. David was already moving when the door burst open and he found himself staring at his own body: shoulders heaving, eyes blown wide with a panic that looked strange on his forty-two-year-old face.

“What the FUCK did you do to me?” his own voice shouted.

“Sophia?” he said, though the word was almost unnecessary.

“Why am I in your disgusting old man body?” she shrieked, grabbing at his — her — stomach, horror working his familiar features into something almost comic and too awful to laugh at. “What kind of sick pervert shit is this?”

“Keep your voice down,” David hissed, shutting the door. “Elena’s neighbor can probably hear you through the wall.”

“Change us back! Right now!”

“I would if I knew how.” He ran a hand through hair that fell to his collarbone and kept going. “It has to be the snow globe. We both grabbed it at the same time, remember? When we were arguing?”

Sophia — wearing his body like a bad costume, his shoulders curled inward under her restless energy — paced the length of the room. “This is not happening. This is not happening.”

“We need to be calm,” David said, in his most reasonable voice, which was currently Sophia’s voice and therefore not remotely reasonable sounding. “Your mom’s away until Sunday. Four days to figure this out.”

“Four DAYS? I can’t be stuck in this—” she made a broad disgusted gesture at his body, “—this THING for four days!”

“Hey,” David said, stung. “I’m forty-two, not dying. I have decent muscle mass and a functioning cardiovascular system.”

“You have knee pain and a SAD lamp,” Sophia shot back, and despite everything he almost laughed.

Then: “I have a date tonight! With Brad!”

“You’re clearly canceling that.”

“Like hell. Brad Sutton is the best-looking guy in my program. I’ve been trying to get his attention for months.”

“You expect me to go on a date with him in your body.” David said it flatly, as a statement, because it was too absurd to be a question.

“Just go, be boring, claim a migraine, leave early. He’ll think I’m modest.”

David pressed Sophia’s palms against his temples and felt the beginning of a headache that belonged, in the old economy, to him. “We’ll discuss that later. Right now I need clothes, coffee, and five uninterrupted minutes with a search engine.”

Sophia stormed out, his body’s long stride making the floorboards complain under feet not used to this much weight. David listened to the sounds of his own gait retreat down the hall, then turned back to the mirror.

He needed to look clearly. He forced himself to.

Sophia’s body was not abstractly attractive in the way he had always managed to observe and immediately set aside. From inside it, the observation was inescapable: the soft weight of her breasts under pink cotton, the narrow waist, the toned thighs, the careless young skin that had not yet learned to apologize for existing. His eyes — her eyes — moved across the reflection before he could stop them, taking inventory of curves he had no right to catalogue.

“Jesus,” he said, in her voice. He turned away. “Focus, David.”

He opened the top drawer of her dresser and was met by an array of lace and silk that put heat in Sophia’s cheeks. He grabbed the most functional bra he could find — black, unembellished — and a plain cotton pair of underwear. The mechanics of fastening a bra behind his back were entirely foreign; he had unclasped them for other women but never done this from the inside, and it took four attempts and a moment of silent humiliation before the hooks caught. Then jeans, a t-shirt from her closet. Simpler. The sensation of how they settled on this body was disorienting — everything about his center of gravity was different, the brush of denim against softer skin, the way his own hair kept falling across his face.

In the kitchen he found Sophia making coffee, his body moving with increasing ease in ways that bothered him, though he couldn’t have articulated why.

“You’re wearing that?” she said, looking him over with the flat assessment she normally aimed at his taste in home decor.

“My priority ranking has shifted.”

“People will think I’ve lost my mind. That shirt doesn’t go with those jeans at all.”

“I don’t know your shirt-jeans taxonomy, Sophia.”

They drank their coffee in a silence broken by spoons and Sophia misjudging the counter’s distance with his larger hands. The coffee maker dripped. The clock moved with agonizing normalcy.

“This is so weird,” she muttered, holding his mug in his hands and staring at them. “Everything’s heavy. And farther away than it’s supposed to be.”

“Try being five inches shorter with a foreign chest in the way,” David said.

She snorted, the first thing approaching a laugh either of them had managed. “Those cost me a lot of back pain, so enjoy.”

The morning was a sequence of humiliations. Sophia’s hair caught in zippers; jeans designed for female hips demanded different geometry for sitting; the internet had eighteen thousand results for “cursed objects” and nothing useful on snow globes. Sophia texted from his phone under strict supervision and complained at length about his knees, his reading glasses, his “tragic lack of ass,” and the systematic unfairness of male body hair. David found himself making a list of what little he knew about body-swap mythology and crossing out most of it.

By afternoon, biology had forced him into Sophia’s bathroom, which he navigated with clinical determination and considerably less dignity. He washed his hands until the water ran hot. If soap could scrub anything here, he intended to use it.

As evening came, the matter of Brad’s date loomed.

“I’m not doing it,” David said flatly, while Sophia rummaged through his own closet looking for things to put on him.

“Yes you are.” A black dress landed on the bed. Short, with a neckline that made him uncomfortable just looking at it.

“I’m not wearing that.”

She emerged with a blue dress, marginally more conservative. “This one.”

“This is insane,” David muttered.

“You owe me,” Sophia said, and the logic, as absurd as everything else today, seemed to work on him, because forty-five minutes later — after a makeup tutorial that left him feeling as if he had survived something — he was standing in the living room in the blue dress and the shoes she had chosen, waiting for Brad’s car in the driveway.

“Laugh at his jokes,” Sophia coached from his body, looking deeply wrong giving fashion advice with his gruff face. “But claim a headache and leave by nine.”

“I’ve been on dates before.”

“In the Stone Age.”

Brad was precisely what David had expected: handsome in the uncomplicated way of young men who have always been considered handsome and haven’t needed to develop anything to compensate for it. Too much cologne. A car that was too new for his apparent income. The restaurant had good lighting and bad acoustics and Brad filled both with equal comfort. His attention moved between David’s face and neckline and the angle of the dress’s collar with a frank confidence that made Sophia’s borrowed skin prickle in a way that was uncomfortable and clarifying in equal measure.

So this was what it felt like to be on this side of it.

David filed the observation away and spent the rest of dinner counting seconds until the check arrived. Brad’s jokes were adequate and he laughed at them with Sophia’s laugh, which he had been practicing in mirror fragments all day. He asked questions, maintained eye contact at the correct intensity, and performed interest in Brad’s thesis project without listening to a word of it.

“You seem different tonight,” Brad said over the entrées, frowning slightly.

“Just not quite myself,” David replied, which was precisely accurate. He deployed Sophia’s smile — he had been watching it for two years and had, it turned out, catalogued it with more attention than he’d admitted to himself. “I think I might be coming down with something. I hate to do this, but could we call it early? I feel terrible for bailing.”

He did not feel terrible at all. He felt like a man who had been sitting in his stepdaughter’s body for four hours and was ready to go home.

Brad was disappointed but gallant about it — the disappointment and the gallantry both practiced and well-deployed. He drove David home and walked him to the door in a way that was genuinely courteous, and it occurred to David that Brad was probably fine, that Sophia could do much worse, and that none of this was his business in any version of reality.

“Hope you feel better,” Brad said, and leaned in with the specific incline of a young man who has decided to try.

“Thanks so much.” David stepped back with the decisive body language of a woman who has decided not to. “Good night!”

He was inside with the door locked before Brad had fully recalibrated. The deadbolt sliding home was one of the more satisfying sounds he had heard all day.

“That was the most uncomfortable experience of my life,” he announced to Sophia, who was waiting on the couch in his body with the TV on low.

“Did he try to kiss you?”

“He tried, and I stepped back. Nicely.”

Sophia looked pained. “You probably came across as completely uninterested.”

“That was the point.”

“He is never going to ask me out again.”

“Then next time, don’t make me attend your dates.” David sat down, kicking off the shoes with a groan of relief. The heels had left marks on Sophia’s feet that he suspected would be there for days. “Look, we need to focus on switching back, not your social calendar.”

“Any progress?”

“Nothing concrete. We might need to wait until your mom gets home and ask about the snow globe. She might know where Elena’s grandmother got it.”

The silence that followed held the weight of what neither of them had said aloud: they might be stuck like this for days. The house held its breath around them.

“I’m going to change,” David said finally, heading toward Sophia’s room.

He peeled the blue dress off with a sigh that went too deep for simple relief and stood in the underwear she had selected for him. The mirror was unavoidable in a room this small.

He looked. He had been looking all day without permission, catching glimpses in reflections, in windows. This was different — deliberate. Sophia’s body in cotton underwear, hip slightly cocked, hair coming down from where she’d put it up for the date. The silver navel ring caught the light.

“This is wrong,” he whispered to the reflection.

But his hands were already moving, curiosity pulling at the restraint he’d been holding all day. He reached back and unclasped the bra with the ease his third attempt had taught him. It fell away. In the mirror, Sophia’s breasts came free, and a jolt went through him that was shame and something else — something specific and warm and entirely unwelcome.

His hands — her hands — rose before he could stop them, cupping the weight that was not his. The sensation split both directions: the pressure of fingers closing around softness, and the answering heat inside the flesh, a tender shock that ran inward instead of stopping at the skin surface.

“Fuck,” he gasped, and dropped his hands.

But the warmth had already started between his legs, low and insistent and entirely at odds with what he knew was right. This body did not ask permission before wanting. It answered touch with slickness and pulse and an eager urgency that smeared his thoughts at the edges.

He should stop. The argument was clear and had multiple components.

He brushed a nipple with his thumb.

The sensation tore a sound from Sophia’s throat that he had never imagined coming from her, short and involuntary, and pleasure crackled across the borrowed skin like static.

“Just anatomical research,” he told himself, in a voice that convinced no one, as his hands continued moving, learning the soft underside of the breast, the sensitive skin along the ribs, the way the nipple hardened almost painfully against a second pass. He was shaking. That was new.

One hand slid lower, tracing her flat stomach and pausing at the cotton waistband. The pulse between his legs had become a demand. He’d been managing it all day, categorizing it as a background interference, and he had run out of ways to categorize it.

His fingers slipped beneath the fabric.

Everything here was different — texture, temperature, the specific geography of sensation that bore no resemblance to his forty-two years of anatomical experience. The first touch made him gasp against the mirror. This body taught him in real time, communicating what it wanted through flinches, through a slickness that felt like permission, through Sophia’s throat making small sounds he was making against his will.

Arousal from inside a woman’s body did not work the way he had understood it. It did not concentrate in one blunt place and demand resolution. It spread beneath the skin, coiled in the belly, tightened his nipples again with no direct contact, softened his thighs until he had to lean against the vanity for balance. When his fingers found a particular spot, he stopped breathing for a full second.

“Oh my god,” he breathed.

He explored with more intention now, learning the rhythms this body preferred, the pressure, the angle. Pleasure built in slow rolling waves, each one loosening another piece of restraint, until he was gasping against the mirror with his eyes shut and Sophia’s voice making sounds he had absolutely no right to be making.

When the climax took him, it did not fire and vanish like anything he knew. It rolled. Sophia’s body clenched in deep waves that started in his fingers and moved outward and inward simultaneously, making his legs shake and his hand keep moving past the point where he meant to stop. He collapsed back onto the edge of the bed and lay there while the ceiling swam, breathing hard through parted lips.

Shame arrived once the pleasure receded, flooding in to claim the space. He pulled the underwear back into place with trembling hands and lay very still, staring upward.

“Biological response,” he told himself. “Just the body.” The ceiling didn’t argue, but it didn’t agree either.

He pulled on Sophia’s pajamas and got into her bed and tried to sleep.

The worst part — and he recognized it as the worst part — was not the shame. It was the thing beneath the shame, quietly cataloguing what he had learned: the specific pressure, the angle, the sound Sophia’s body made right before the end. As if he might need to know this again.

He drifted toward sleep with his hands very still at his sides, and could not pretend this was finished.


Chapter 2: Boundaries Crossed

Dawn arrived with no sympathy. Sophia’s room went pale, then bright, and David lay in her bed remembering in exact detail what he had done the night before. The self-recrimination was thorough and arrived already well-organized, as if his sleeping mind had been composing it for hours.

“Fuck,” he said softly into the pillow.

The bedroom door opened without a knock.

Sophia stood in the doorway wearing only his boxers, his face carrying an expression that looked like cold fury translated through unfamiliar muscles. She came into the room and closed the door with terrible quietness — the kind of quiet that was louder than slamming.

“We need to talk,” she said, in his deep voice, clipped.

David sat up slowly. “What happened?”

“What happened,” Sophia said, “is that I woke up at two in the morning feeling things. In my body. Coming from my body.” She didn’t cross her arms; she just stood there, which was somehow worse. “I was asleep, and then I wasn’t, because someone was touching me.”

The blood left his face. “That’s not possible.”

“I FELT IT.” Her voice — his voice — didn’t rise, which was more frightening than shouting. “Fingers. Heat. These waves of pleasure, and I knew exactly where they were coming from because it was my own body and I could feel the difference between what I was experiencing and what it was doing.”

“I—” David started, and stopped, because there was nothing useful to say.

“You were getting yourself off in my body.” It wasn’t a question. “That’s what happened.”

“I didn’t plan it. It wasn’t—”

“You’re not denying it.” She took a breath that expanded his chest and expanded the silence. “That is so deeply violating. I was asleep. I didn’t consent to whatever you did with my body while I was asleep.”

Shame burned in him, specific and deserved. “I know. I’m sorry. It won’t happen again.”

“Damn right it won’t.” Sophia moved to the window, turning her back on him, David’s shoulders held rigid under her agitation. “And I knew it. I always felt you looking at me.”

“That’s not—”

“Don’t.” She didn’t turn around. “Don’t tell me it’s not fair when you can’t even deny the other thing.”

The silence had weight. David could feel how completely he had lost standing for any argument he might have wanted to make, and the humility of that felt appropriate, even if it sat badly.

“Then you said you could feel it through the connection,” he said, quietly. “How much?”

Sophia turned. Her expression had shifted slightly — still angry, but something more complicated underneath. “Everything. It was like my nerves were still attached, just… feeding it back to me remotely.” A pause. “Only the intense things, I think. Not every small sensation.”

David absorbed this. A two-way wire between the bodies they currently occupied, live at certain intensities. He should have registered this as alarming.

“So you felt—”

“Every. Thing,” Sophia confirmed flatly. “So enjoy knowing that.”

Another silence. This one stretched longer, and David felt something shift in it — the initial rage cooling slightly, replaced by something more complicated in the way she was looking at him across the room.

“There’s a consequence,” Sophia said finally. “Since you got to explore, I’m going to too.”

David’s stomach dropped. “Sophia—”

“It’s only fair.” A smile that looked strange on his face moved there briefly. “Don’t pretend to be shocked. I’m going to start figuring out this body, the same way you did.” She glanced down at herself — at David’s body. “Consider it educational.”

“Don’t—”

But she was already leaving, closing the door with that same quiet precision. David sat in the wreckage of his moral standing and looked at the ceiling and understood that he had absolutely no ground on which to forbid her anything.

By mid-morning he had showered — eyes mostly closed, purely functional, a performance of discipline that he believed in less with every passing minute — and dressed, and made coffee, and was sitting at the kitchen table performing normalcy when Sophia came down looking flushed and oddly satisfied, wearing his jeans and a t-shirt, his hair still damp from what had apparently been a thorough shower.

“Coffee’s fresh,” David said carefully.

“Thanks.” She poured herself a cup in his hands, less cautious with them now than yesterday, finding their radius more naturally.

They ate in near-silence. David had just decided the morning might pass without further disaster when Sophia set down her fork and looked at him across the table.

“I need to tell you something,” she said. “About what happened upstairs.”

“You don’t need to—”

“I want to.” His voice, but her directness in it. “I went to your room. I locked the door.” A pause. “I wanted to know what it felt like. Being a man. Being — you, in your body.” She met Sophia’s eyes across the table steadily. “I didn’t hate it.”

David set down his coffee cup. “I see.”

“And you felt it. Just now.” It wasn’t a question — she would have known, through their connection, the moment the echo crossed the wire. “The same way I felt what you did last night.”

“Faintly,” David admitted. “Like a memory of a sensation.”

“But you felt it.”

“Yes.”

The acknowledgment hung between them. Sophia wrapped his hands around her mug with a thoughtfulness that looked foreign on his larger frame.

“It seems like we have a problem,” she said.

“Several,” David agreed.

“Or,” Sophia said carefully, “we have an opportunity that literally no one has ever had before.” She looked up. “You got to feel what female arousal actually feels like, from the inside. I’m getting to feel what male arousal feels like. Both of us are learning something no amount of empathy or research could teach.” A small, difficult smile. “That’s not nothing.”

David stared at her across the table. He wanted to say she was rationalizing, that this was sophistry in service of something she already wanted. The argument was sound. It died before he could form the words, because the honest part of him could not pretend he disagreed.

“This can’t keep happening,” he said.

“Can’t it?” Sophia tilted her head, his features doing something complicated. “We’re stuck together for at least three more days. The connection goes both ways. We can either spend that time feeling guilty about something that’s already happening — or we can actually be honest about it.”

David had no answer for that which was both true and clean.

“I’m going upstairs,” Sophia said, standing with his coffee cup. “If you want to pretend you’re not going to feel every major thing that happens up there through that wire between us, go right ahead.”

She left him at the kitchen table, listening to his own footsteps go up the stairs and down the hall. Thirty minutes crawled past. The shower had been off for twenty minutes. David sat with his phone — Sophia’s phone — face-down on the table and did not look at it.

Then he stood up and went upstairs.

He knocked on his own bedroom door. No answer. He opened it.

The sight stole the air from him.

Sophia lay on his bed in his naked body, one hand wrapped around his erect cock, stroking with the slow experimental focus of someone learning an instrument for the first time. His head was thrown back against the pillow. His mouth was slightly open. The body David had inhabited for forty-two years looked both familiar and completely alien under someone else’s direction.

“Jesus Christ,” David managed.

Sophia’s eyes — his eyes — snapped open, but her hand kept moving. “Hey.” As casual as if he’d walked in on her watching television. “Close the door.”

“Stop—”

“Why?” She increased the pace fractionally, and a ghost of the sensation went through David’s borrowed body like a hand pressed to glass. “You got to explore. It’s my turn.”

“This is different—”

“How? Because I’m in your body instead of you in mine?” She watched him with steady attention from behind his eyes. “You’re feeling this right now, aren’t you. The echo.”

“Yes,” he admitted, and hated how inadequate the word was.

“Come here, then.” The command was quiet, sure.

He shouldn’t. He remained in the doorway — feet rooted, every reasonable argument assembled and waiting. Then he crossed the room and stood at the foot of the bed, and all the arguments became theoretical.

“It feels different than I thought,” Sophia said, her voice going lower with his arousal. She adjusted her grip, watching the result with fascinated focus. “More direct. Less ambient. Like all the sensation is right there, concentrated in one place, demanding.” She looked up at him. “When you’re a woman it spreads everywhere. It takes over the whole body. This is more like—” she squeezed, and David caught himself on the bedpost, “—like holding a live wire.”

“That’s an accurate description,” David said, breathless.

“Touch yourself,” Sophia said.

“I—”

“Touch my body while I touch yours. I want to feel it both ways.”

The logic was terrible. He could feel her arousal building through the connection, mixed with the ghost of his own, the two sensations braided together in a way he didn’t have language for. His hand moved — Sophia’s hand — to her breast, cupping it through the t-shirt, and Sophia’s breath caught in his chest.

“Yes,” she said quietly. “Keep going.”

He found the nipple, remembered exactly how sensitive it was, pinched lightly, and gasped at the double return: sensation in the flesh and the echo feeding back through the wire.

“I can feel both,” Sophia said, her strokes more uneven now. “What you’re doing to my body and what I’m feeling in yours. It’s—” his voice broke slightly, “—it’s a lot.”

David’s other hand moved under the waistband of the jeans, his fingers finding Sophia’s body already wet, ready, as if it had been waiting for him to stop pretending he wasn’t going to do this. His fingers moved with the specific knowledge of what had worked two nights ago, and Sophia’s back arched.

“Fuck,” she breathed, her grip on his cock going ragged as the dual feedback hit her. “I can feel that. Right now, both of them.”

“So can I,” David said, voice stripped down to nothing. He circled her clit with two fingers, watched Sophia’s chest heave in his chest, and felt the echo of his own cock in her hand like a warm ghost current.

They moved together — bodies on opposite ends of the room, bridged by an impossible shared nervous system. Horror remained; it had moved to the corner and sat there quietly watching. The larger part of David’s attention had narrowed to wet heat and the knowledge that no amount of imagination could have prepared either of them for what it felt like to be both sides of a body’s arousal simultaneously.

“David—” Sophia’s voice, in his voice, rising with urgency. “I’m going to—”

“Let go,” he said, fingers pressing exactly where he knew.

His body on the bed arched, tensed, and spent itself in hot white pulses across Sophia’s stomach while his own borrowed body clenched around his fingers in deep rolling waves, her voice from his throat calling his own name in a way he would hear behind his eyes for the rest of his life.

They both went still, breathing ragged, separated by six feet of carpet and something that had no name in any framework he owned.

David withdrew his hand. He wiped it on the inside of the jeans, a small, inadequate gesture. On the bed, Sophia pressed his forearm across his eyes.

“What did we just do?” she said.

“I don’t know.” It was the most honest thing he’d said in two days.

Sophia propped herself up, reached for tissues. “I don’t regret it,” she said, cleaning his body with the matter-of-fact care of someone tidying up after an experiment. “Do you regret last night?”

He should say yes. The yes was right there, prepared, and it would mean something if he could say it.

“Not entirely,” he admitted.

A small smile moved across his features, inhabiting them differently than his own expressions usually did. “Exactly,” she said. “This is impossible and wrong and probably going to cause problems neither of us can predict. But it’s also something no one has ever experienced, and I’m not pretending I don’t want more of it.”

“More of it,” David repeated, as if testing whether the words had weight.

“We have three more days,” Sophia said. “Your mom’s neighbor isn’t going to call Elena. Nobody’s watching this house. And we are the only two people on earth who understand what it feels like to experience both sides of the same body.” She looked at him across the wreckage of the ordinary day they had failed to have. “I’m starting to think we shouldn’t be in a hurry to switch back.”

David turned away from the sight of his own body, comfortable and satisfied under her control. He walked to the door. He paused.

“Don’t make any decisions yet,” he said.

“I’m not deciding anything,” Sophia replied. “I’m stating facts.”

He closed the door behind him and leaned against the wall in the hallway and listened to his own pulse hammering in Sophia’s borrowed throat.

The worst part — and there was always a worst part — was that she was right.


Chapter 3: Hidden Desires Revealed

The afternoon dragged toward evening in a house that felt too quiet for what it now contained. David sat in the living room with a book open in Sophia’s lap, staring at the same paragraph. His mind kept circling back: Sophia’s hand on his cock, his own fingers inside her, the impossible feedback of two nervous systems sharing a circuit. The guilt was real and he wasn’t sure it was making things worse or just more honest.

“We need groceries,” Sophia announced, materializing in the doorway in his jeans and a button-down. “I’m starving and the fridge is a crime scene.”

“Can’t you just—”

“No.” She dangled his car keys. “And I’m driving.”

“You don’t have a license for that body.”

“I have your license, your face, and your body. The only person who might notice something’s off is you, and you’re in the passenger seat.” She raised an eyebrow in a way that looked profoundly wrong on his eyebrows. “Are you coming or not?”

Twenty minutes later — after the outfit arbitration Sophia apparently needed to have about what David was wearing into public in her body — they were in the car. David sat in the passenger seat in jeans that fit differently than he was used to and a top Sophia had called “casual” with the confidence of someone who had never considered being cold.

“You don’t have to dress me like I’m going to a rooftop bar just for groceries,” he muttered.

“That’s my casual,” Sophia replied, reversing out of the driveway with competence that slightly annoyed him. “You should see what I wear when I’m trying.”

The store was mercifully quiet for a Friday evening. Fluorescent lights hummed. Carts rattled on linoleum. Somewhere a child made a case for the wrong cereal. The domestic normalcy of it made the secret between them feel louder, not quieter.

“Organic eggs,” Sophia directed as David reached for the regular. “And the good coffee. Don’t let the price talk you out of it.”

“You’re spending my money.”

“I’m the one cooking breakfast, so I’m the one picking ingredients.”

She was right; his attempt at cooking that morning had ended with smoke and apology. They moved through the aisles with the efficient irritation of people who have been cohabitating under duress, which was close enough to what they were.

In the personal care aisle, Sophia stopped the cart.

“My body wash,” she said, selecting a bottle. “And this conditioner — my hair tangles without it.” She scanned further down the aisle, and a particular smile crossed his face. David recognized the expression because it was his face, but the thought behind it was entirely hers.

She moved toward the feminine hygiene section and stopped in front of the vibrators.

“We’re not doing that,” David said.

“The one in my bedside drawer is dying.” She selected a small purple device and dropped it in the cart next to the organic eggs, where it sat with quiet intent. “Besides, you might want your own.”

“Put it back.”

“You liked what it showed you last night.” She moved on to the produce section as if the matter were settled. “There’s no point in pretending you’re prudish now. The ship sailed at approximately two in the morning.”

David stared at the item in the cart. He didn’t put it back.

At the checkout, a teenage cashier scanned everything with the universal indifference of someone working a weekend shift, and the vibrator passed through the register without drama. Sophia signed David’s name on the receipt with a flourish that bore no resemblance to his actual signature.

“No one ever checks,” she said when he pointed this out.

The drive home held its own particular tension — the grocery bags rustling in the back, the vibrator in its plastic among them, the specific silence of two people who have said too much and not enough.

“I’m showering,” David announced when they’d put the groceries away. He needed the hot water and twenty minutes alone with his thoughts.

“Use the exfoliating scrub on my elbows and knees,” Sophia called after him. “And don’t skip the conditioner.”

He closed the bathroom door and stood in the steam climbing the mirror. Sophia’s reflection still startled him, though slightly less than that morning. She was beautiful, and now that word meant something different to him — more specific, more complicated, because he knew what the beauty felt like from the inside. The silver navel ring. The particular way her collarbone caught the light. He had catalogued all of it, intimately, and could not pretend he hadn’t.

He stepped under the shower and let the heat climb his borrowed shoulders and tried to organize his thoughts.

The thoughts were not organizing.

He reached for the shampoo and his hand knocked something in the corner of the caddy: a small waterproof vibrator, tucked behind a conditioner bottle with the casual concealment of an item that lives there. Not hidden. Just private. He stood holding it under the spray and felt the water pattern against Sophia’s back and looked at the small device and thought about the specific architectural logic of the last two days.

“You know what?” he said to no one, and switched it on.

The hum was quieter than he expected, almost lost in the shower noise. He brought it to Sophia’s breast and the sensation was categorically different from his own hands — focused, deliberate, a concentrated vibration that transmitted directly through the skin into some deeper register, and his knees did a thing where they briefly forgot their primary function.

He moved it lower. Tracing down her flat stomach, ribs, the dip at her waist. Anticipation built well before arrival — this body read intention as sensation; the mere direction of travel across her skin was enough to start the warmth gathering low in his belly, the slickness beginning, his breath going shallow. He hovered at the curve of her hip—

A knock at the door.

“Don’t use the pink one in the shower,” Sophia’s voice said through the wood. “The waterproofing’s gone.”

David went perfectly still. “I’m not—”

“Yes you are. The connection doesn’t lie.” His voice, carrying her amusement, perfectly level. “The one we bought is better anyway. I left it on the edge of the tub.”

David switched off the vibrator.

The bathroom door opened. Sophia walked in wearing his boxers and nothing else, entirely at home in his body now in a way that was different from yesterday’s clumsy unfamiliarity. She leaned against the sink with his arms crossed lightly, watching through the shower curtain’s translucence with the patient attention she had apparently been developing for some time.

“Get out,” David managed.

“It’s my body,” she said. “And I can feel everything you were doing to it through the connection, so the visual is mostly academic.” She reached into the shopping bag she’d brought. “But since you’re clearly intent on continuing, use this one instead.” The purple vibrator appeared over the edge of the tub, set on the rim within reach. “The pink one has a dead zone on the left side. Start at the lowest setting and work up — don’t rush it.”

“Why are you helping me do this?” David said.

Sophia tilted her head and considered him through the curtain. “Because I can feel everything you do to my body through the connection,” she said, as if this were obvious. “I have reasons to want you to do it well.”

She left before he could respond, closing the door with quiet finality.

The purple vibrator sat on the rim of the tub, beaded with spray.

David picked it up.

He finished the shower in significantly more time than he had allocated for it, running the water cold at the end to clear his head, and emerged still slightly unsteady with the specific, intimate knowledge of a woman’s pleasure that he had no business possessing and possessed completely anyway.

When he emerged, wrapped in a towel and still slightly unsteady, he remembered what she had said earlier. The bottom drawer. He crossed to the vanity, told himself this was a bad idea three times while he pulled the drawer open, and found the lockbox under the scarves exactly where she’d said it would be.

It wasn’t actually locked. The key sat in the mechanism, which struck him as either naivety or an invitation. He opened the lid.

Photographs. Dozens of them.

Him, coming out of the bathroom with a towel riding his hip. Him asleep in boxers on the couch during summer heat. Him in the backyard, shirtless, sweat darkening his waistband. None fully nude, but the framing was deliberate — the angles were intimate in the way that only deliberate effort produces. The camera had wanted something specific from every shot.

David sat down slowly on the edge of the bed, heart unsteady.

Under the photographs: a small notebook, its cover softened from use. He opened it with something between dread and a pull too strong to name. Pages of handwriting in Sophia’s looping script, covering both sides. His name appeared within the first three lines and many times after. The content — detailed, explicit, unmistakably practiced — was about him in ways he could not have predicted, couldn’t have guessed from any argument they’d ever had, any dinner they’d survived together, any look he had managed not to hold too long.

“Find what you were looking for?”

He startled. Sophia stood in the doorway — his body, his face — arms crossed, expression carefully composed into something he could not read.

“How long?” he asked.

She came into the room and sat on the edge of the dresser, which held his weight easily in a way she was still getting used to. “Since you and Mom got serious,” she said. “Maybe before. I tried to talk myself out of it. I dated the guys from my program, went to the parties, did everything that’s supposed to replace the thing you don’t want to want.” A pause. “None of it helped.”

“Sophia—”

“I know what you’re going to say.” She met his eyes across the room — his eyes, but with her certainty behind them. “It’s wrong, it’s complicated, there are a thousand reasons it shouldn’t be this. I’ve said all of them to myself for two years.” She tilted her head. “But you’ve been looking too. I’ve felt it. And not just since the swap.”

He couldn’t dispute that. He had fought his own awareness of her — quietly, privately, with the discipline of a man who understood what it meant for a woman to have a stepfather she could trust. He had never acted on it. But the noticing had been real, and she had seen it, and now they were sitting on opposite sides of a room with evidence in his hands.

“I never meant to let you see it,” he said.

“I know.” Sophia’s expression shifted — something in it going softer without going easier. “Neither did I. The box was under scarves, David. In a locked drawer I didn’t expect anyone to ever open.” She stood and came toward him slowly, stopping close enough that he could see the grain of his own face in unfamiliar detail. “And yet here we are.”

She reached out with his large hand and touched Sophia’s wet hair, tucking a strand behind his ear. The gesture was careful, incongruously tender.

“I’ve wanted this,” she said quietly, “for a very long time.”

He should have stepped back. The argument was available.

He didn’t step back.

Sophia leaned down and pressed his mouth to Sophia’s — gently, almost questioning, a first kiss that carried the weight of two years of a secret and three days of an impossible situation and the shared knowledge of everything they had already done. David felt it move through Sophia’s body like warm water. He tilted his face up to meet it, and when Sophia opened his mouth over hers, the question turned into an answer.

“Bed,” Sophia said against his mouth, low and certain.

They fell onto it together, and whatever last line had remained, thin as paper, dissolved under the combined weight of wanting. Sophia used David’s hands on her own body with the precision of someone who had imagined this many times, guiding David’s attention to places she knew and watching with wide-eyed fascination as his back arched and her voice made sounds she had never heard herself make.

“Tell me what you feel,” she murmured, lips moving against Sophia’s throat, David’s hands curling into her hips. “I want to know everything.”

“It’s—” David struggled for words adequate to the sensation of Sophia’s body opening under her own hands in his control, the feedback loop spinning between them, her arousal and his arousal and both of them feeling everything from both sides. “Everything comes from two places at once. I can’t tell which feeling is mine.”

“Neither can I,” Sophia admitted, and something in her voice said this surprised her.

She reached for the new vibrator. She used it on her own clit while David’s fingers were inside her, and the concurrent sensations crossed the wire in both directions, stacking until David was gasping through Sophia’s throat and clutching his own bedsheets. She edged her body with clinical patience — pressing toward the edge and retreating before arrival, watching David’s reactions through the feedback rather than directly, adjusting based on what she felt through the connection rather than what she saw.

“Not yet,” she’d say, withdrawing, when David’s whole body went rigid. Then: “There.” When the vibrator returned to exactly the angle she knew.

When she finally positioned his body over her own — cock at the entrance of the body he currently inhabited — they both paused. The room held that stillness with them. Every prior transgression had been circling this. They both knew it.

“We shouldn’t,” David breathed, even as Sophia’s body moved toward him involuntarily.

“We already are,” Sophia said, and pushed forward.

The sensation tore through both of them — the tight wet drag of penetration from both directions simultaneously, neither of them insulated from the other’s experience, the impossible fullness and the blunt heat of the cock that was filling it arriving in their awareness as one braided thing. Their combined moan filled the room. Then motion, and the separate pieces of their pleasure knitted together into a rhythm that had no name because no one had ever needed one before.

“I used to watch you,” Sophia gasped against the pillow as she drove his body deeper. “Through your door when it wasn’t quite latched. I used to touch myself afterward. Pretended it was you.”

The confession broke the last of David’s composure. His fingers found her clit again, working in the rhythm he’d learned, and the feedback through their connection told him exactly when the pressure was right by the way it ratcheted through his own nervous system.

“Sophia—” he started.

“Don’t stop,” she said. “Come with me. Let me feel both sides at once.”

The climax hit like a circuit completing. Male release and female orgasm fed into each other through the connection, amplified past what either of them could have felt alone. Sophia cried out in his voice as his body shuddered and his cock pulsed inside her. David felt the contractions around it, felt the hot pulses through them, felt her orgasm from the inside and his own orgasm from the outside and both of them from both sides simultaneously, and was entirely, helplessly overwhelmed.

They lay in the aftermath in a heap, sweat-damp, breathing hard, the magnitude of what they had done settling slowly through them like sediment finding its level.

“We can never tell anyone,” David said when he could speak.

“Who would believe us,” Sophia answered, without a question mark.

She rolled to face him, resting David’s arm across her waist. He was wearing his own arm like a blanket. The absurdity of it was complete and perfect.

“What happens next?” he asked.

“Next?” Sophia’s expression on his face was tender in a way that looked right there, despite all context. “Next, we use the time we have left.” A pause. “And when Mom gets home on Sunday—”

“We find the globe and switch back,” David said.

Sophia smiled — his smile, but with her particular brand of private certainty behind it. “Maybe,” she said. “Or maybe we find out how far this can actually go.”

She lowered his mouth to Sophia’s breast, and David let go of the last argument, and neither of them pretended anymore that there was any version of normal waiting for them on the other side of this.


Chapter 4: No Turning Back

The weekend spread open before them, unscheduled and unchaperoned. Elena wasn’t due home until Sunday evening. They stopped performing the pantomime of managing a crisis and simply lived in the swap — moving through the house together, learning each other’s bodies not as violations but as ongoing revelations, each new sensation filing itself into knowledge that could never be returned.

Saturday morning announced itself through the gap in Sophia’s blinds. David woke to the unfamiliar weight of his own arm draped across his borrowed ribs, heavy and warm, and lay still for a moment parsing the sensation. Beside him, Sophia slept in his body, his face relaxed in a way that made his features look younger — the slight asymmetry in his eyebrows he’d never noticed, the small scar at his temple from a childhood bicycle crash, the way his mouth softened in sleep into something less controlled than his waking expression.

He had been watching his own face from outside for three days and it was still strange in a way he suspected would never entirely resolve.

Sophia’s eyes — his eyes — opened. Found him.

“Still creepy,” she said, voice rough from sleep.

“Still weird seeing myself from out here,” David answered.

She stretched, his body’s muscles rolling under the motion, and turned toward him with the unselfconscious ease they’d arrived at somewhere between yesterday afternoon and last night. “Any regrets?” she asked, not entirely casual.

David considered this honestly, the way she deserved. Should he regret what they’d done? By any standard framework, yes, and the arguments assembled themselves readily: his role in her life, Elena, the ordinary moral architecture of stepfamily. All of it stood, real and accusing.

And yet. “No,” he said. “I should. But I don’t.”

Sophia’s smile moved across his features with warmth that had no business looking that good on his face. “Good,” she said. “Because I’m not done with you.”

She rolled toward him, his body’s greater mass pressing Sophia’s smaller form gently but firmly into the mattress, and the heat that started in David’s hips was immediate and involuntary, this body already fluent in wanting after three days of instruction.

“We have all day,” Sophia murmured, lowering his mouth to Sophia’s neck. “I want to try everything I haven’t yet.”

What she meant by everything occupied the next two hours in detail.

Sophia knew her own body’s geography the way a musician knows a favorite instrument: not just the notes, but the specific pressure required to produce each one, how long to hold before resolution, where patience built something that speed would have demolished. She demonstrated this through David’s borrowed hands, using his larger fingers with precise intent, bringing him to the edge of Sophia’s body with ruthless expertise and withdrawing at the last possible moment while he gasped curses in her voice.

“Please,” he managed, after the third denial. “Sophia—”

“Not yet.” His voice, her patience. “Feel what I feel through the connection. Stop chasing it. Let it come to you.”

He tried. The feedback loop through their shared nervous system was disorienting in the best way: his arousal echoing back to him from Sophia’s side, Sophia’s arousal feeding forward to him, neither of them experiencing only their own half of this. He had been pursuing release like an objective. Sophia was teaching him something else.

“There,” she said, when his breathing steadied. “Now we can actually start.”

She reached for the new vibrator, switched it on, and placed it against his clit with the precision of someone who’d had years of solo practice supplemented by the unique advantage of simultaneous first-person feedback. What she could feel through the connection, she could act on without guessing. She pressed directly, then softened to a circle, then held still with the vibration doing its patient work.

“Tell me,” she said.

“Everywhere,” David managed. “It doesn’t — it’s not concentrated, it’s everywhere at once—”

“That’s how it’s supposed to feel.” She shifted the angle and his back came off the mattress. “More?”

“Don’t stop, don’t—”

She removed it. He made a sound that no man had ever heard coming from Sophia’s throat and that David would have been mortified to remember, except he wasn’t, because shame had mostly left the room at some point yesterday and been replaced by something more honest.

“I hate you,” he said, voice shaking.

“No you don’t,” Sophia replied pleasantly, and lowered his head between her legs.

The first stroke of his tongue — controlled by Sophia, applied to her own body inhabited by David — sent a bolt of sensation through both of them that had no clean description. Sophia made a low sound of discovery. David locked his hands in the sheets and held on.

She knew exactly what she wanted. She demonstrated it with his mouth in ways he would not have known to attempt on his own, using knowledge from both sides of the equation: what Sophia’s body responded to, felt from the outside through practice, and what it felt like from inside to receive it, transmitted back to her through the connection in real time. The double information made her ruthlessly effective.

When the orgasm finally broke through him it nearly hurt with the intensity — Sophia’s body clenching hard around nothing, David screaming with her voice, his own body shuddering between her thighs at the reflected sensation.

Sophia gave him forty seconds to recover and then positioned his body and entered her with a single thrust that emptied David’s mind of every thought that was not immediate and physical.

“More,” he managed.

“Yes,” she agreed.

The morning lost its tidy hours. They moved through positions with the exploratory patience of people who have nothing to prove and no deadline other than Elena’s return — Sophia cataloguing angles and sensations from David’s side, David learning Sophia’s body’s specific preferences from a perspective no anatomical text had ever described. Sophia worked with greedy intelligence, interested in everything: the difference in sensation between direct and indirect stimulation, how much pressure translated across the connection, whether the feedback was stronger during climax or the approach to it.

“Turn over,” she said. “Hands and knees.”

David complied. He felt Sophia position herself, felt her hands grip his hips with a firmness that sent current through him, and then she thrust forward and the angle was different — deeper, dragging over a place inside Sophia’s body that made his forearms want to give out on every stroke.

“I’ve imagined this,” Sophia said, her voice rough with David’s arousal. “Taking you this way. Watching you lose control.”

“You’re watching?” David managed, somewhat incoherently.

“I’m watching,” she confirmed, and increased the pace.

Through the connection he felt the tight heat around his cock from her perspective, and the doubling of sensation — his pleasure and the echo of hers — was almost too much to organize into a coherent experience. He reached between his own legs, finding the sensitive bundle of nerves Sophia had shown him how to work, and the dual stimulation cascaded through both of them within seconds.

“Sophia—”

“With me,” she said, driving deep and holding there. “Right now. Both of us.”

Sophia’s body clenched in hard waves around him while his own body shuddered inside her, and the feedback through their connection turned the whole thing into a single experience shared between two nervous systems — neither of them separate from what the other was feeling, neither of them entirely themselves.

They collapsed onto the bed, limp and breathing hard, limbs stacked at odd angles that would be uncomfortable in thirty seconds and were perfect right now.

“That was—” David started.

“Yes,” Sophia agreed, before he could find an ending. She pulled his arm across her stomach in a gesture that had become, over the past day, their default geography.

After a shared shower that was slower and less efficient than showers were supposed to be, they made it to the kitchen for breakfast. David moved through Sophia’s domestic space with a comfort now that surprised him — less translating a foreign body, more inhabiting a temporary home. His hands knew where the coffee filters were. His feet knew how the floor creaked near the refrigerator.

“You’re getting better at being me,” Sophia observed, watching him pour coffee.

“Three days is a long time.”

“Does it bother you? That you know my body so well now?”

David considered this seriously. “No. It’s like—” he framed it carefully, “—I see it differently. I don’t just know what it looks like. I know what it feels like. That changes the way I think about it.”

“Same,” Sophia said, looking at his hands wrapped around his coffee mug. “When I look at your body I don’t just see what I saw before. I see it from the inside now. All the things you don’t notice about yourself.”

“Like what?”

“Like the way you hold tension in your left shoulder and not your right. Like how your voice goes quieter when you’re actually angry, not louder.” She tilted her head. “Like how much older your hands look than the rest of you, but in a way that’s—” she stopped.

“That’s what?”

Sophia looked at him steadily across the table. “That’s something I noticed before the swap. I’m not going to pretend I didn’t.”

The silence that followed was comfortable in a way that would have been impossible on Thursday morning. They had arrived, somehow, at honesty.

“So,” David said eventually. “What else did you want to try?”

Sophia looked at him over her coffee cup with a gleam that meant trouble.

“The box under your bed,” she said. “The one with the handcuffs and the blindfold. The one you and Mom never use.”

“How do you—”

“I’ve been watching you for two years, David.” She set down the cup. “I know which drawers you leave half-open. I know what you keep under the floormat in your car. I know about the box.” A pause. “I want to use what’s in it.”

David should have drawn a line. It was theoretically available to him; the coordinates were clear. Instead, he felt a flush of anticipation move through Sophia’s borrowed cheeks.

“My room or yours?” he said.

The box, when Sophia retrieved it from beneath the bed, contained a small history of unfulfilled ambition: handcuffs, a blindfold, a vibrating plug, other items David had acquired over years with a vague optimism that Elena would come around to them and she never had.

“I knew it,” Sophia said, with the quiet satisfaction of a theory confirmed. “I always thought you were kinkier than she wanted to engage with.”

“It was just—”

“Curiosity,” she finished. “I know. Me too.”

She laid the items on the bed — his bed, where he and Elena slept when things were ordinary, which they were not currently — and the wrongness of it was absolutely present and contributed nothing to stopping either of them.

“On the bed,” Sophia said. “Arms up.”

The metal of the handcuffs was cool against Sophia’s wrists. Sophia threaded the cuffs through the headboard slats with careful attention to fit — firm, not punishing — and tugged to test.

“You’ve thought about this,” David observed.

“I’ve thought about a lot of things involving you and some form of restraint,” Sophia replied, which was simultaneously appalling and entirely consistent with what he’d found in the lockbox.

The blindfold came down over Sophia’s eyes and darkness arrived. David’s other senses sharpened immediately — the scent of his own cologne on Sophia’s body as she leaned near him, the particular sound of his deeper voice when she spoke low, the way the mattress moved with his body’s weight, closer and farther as she moved around him.

“I used to lie awake at night,” Sophia said softly, running his fingers from Sophia’s collarbone to her hip without hesitation, learning the topography through touch at her own speed. “Listening to you and Mom through the wall. You’d try to be quiet, but the walls are thin.” Her fingers found Sophia’s nipple and pinched — hard enough to make David gasp. “I’d touch myself. Time myself to match what I heard.”

“Jesus,” David breathed, the picture too specific to dismiss.

“And now we don’t have to pretend we’re different rooms.” Her touch moved lower, deliberate, following paths she’d already mapped and some she was mapping now. “Now I know exactly what you want, and you know exactly what I want, and we’re in the same room.”

What followed was an education in what it meant to be completely unable to see and completely known.

Without vision, every other sense sharpened to near-pain: the scent of his cologne drifting from Sophia’s body as she moved around him, the quiet exhalation of his deeper voice when she paused to assess, the slight temperature difference where her shadow fell across Sophia’s skin. He could not anticipate where the next touch would arrive. He had learned, during the swap, that not knowing had its own particular voltage.

Sophia worked her body through his borrowed hands with none of the tentativeness of someone guessing. She knew from the connection what was landing and what was not; every response David gave fed back to her in real time, calibrating her next move with an exactness no external observer could have achieved. She traced the undersides of Sophia’s breasts until he arched into the contact, then pulled back. She found the sensitive spot at the inner curve of his hip and pressed until his legs shifted helplessly, then moved away. She was building something layered, patient, with the architecture of someone who intended the result to be worth the wait.

The vibrating plug, when she finally introduced it, changed the geometry of everything. The fullness pressed inward and upward, and when she placed the vibrator against Sophia’s clit at the same time, the dual pressure trapped him between two demands with nowhere to go but up.

He was gasping in Sophia’s voice, hands straining against the metal.

“Not yet,” Sophia said, and removed the vibrator from his clit at the exact moment the connection told her he was seconds from tipping over.

He made a sound that came out raw and had no precedent in his forty-two years.

“You’re cruel,” David said, in a voice that shook.

“I know exactly what my body can handle,” she replied pleasantly. “You still have more in you.”

She was right. She pressed forward again — the vibrator circling without landing, the plug’s hum intensifying slightly, his nipples caught between his own fingers at her quiet instruction — and kept him there, balanced at the absolute edge, for long enough that the anticipation became indistinguishable from the pleasure itself.

“Please,” he managed finally, cuffed wrists pulling uselessly. “Sophia, please—”

“Say what you want,” she said. “Exactly.”

“I want to come,” he said, stripped of every pretense. “I want you inside me when I do. Please.”

The bed shifted. He felt the cuffs, the blindfold, the plug’s insistent hum, and then his own cock sliding into Sophia’s body in one slow stroke that drove every other sensation to the edge of his awareness.

“Look at me,” Sophia said.

He felt the blindfold come loose. He opened his eyes.

He was looking at his own face — eyes dark with arousal, jaw set, Sophia’s consciousness fully present and unmistakable behind his features. She held his gaze as she began to move, and the eye contact was the final voltage: he came with his wrists jerking against the metal and Sophia’s voice breaking open in the room, and through the connection felt Sophia release at the same moment, his cock pulsing inside her as she drove down one final time and held there, both bodies working through one shared climax.

When the aftershocks finally released him, his wrists were aching pleasantly and Sophia’s body was entirely, liquidly undone. Sophia reached up and unclipped the cuffs with careful attention, and David rubbed his wrists in the quiet that followed.

“I need five minutes,” David said.

“Take ten,” Sophia replied, lying back on the bed beside him in the sweat-and-satisfaction wreckage of the afternoon. She looked at the ceiling. “When Mom comes home tomorrow—”

“We find the globe,” David said. “Switch back.”

“And then?”

He turned his head. She was already looking at him — his face, but behind it, entirely her.

“And then,” he said carefully, “we figure out what we’re doing.”

She held his gaze. “I know what I’m doing,” she said. “I’m doing it again. As often as I can manage without getting caught.”

David knew he should refuse this. He knew the reasons, and they were good, and they applied. “We’d need to be careful,” he said instead. “Discreet.”

“Very,” Sophia agreed. “But worth it.”

Before he could answer, the sound came from downstairs: a key in the lock, the front door opening and closing.

“David? Sophia? I’m home early! The conference wrapped up — I caught an earlier flight!”

Elena.

They stared at each other for a half-second — pure arrested panic — and then moved with the efficient speed of people who have a great deal to hide and very little time. Clothes were retrieved. The box went back under the bed. The toys went somewhere that was not visible. The handcuffs clinked once against the headboard on the way out and David froze, listening, but Elena’s footsteps were still moving through the kitchen.

“Act normal,” Sophia breathed, looking at him with wide eyes behind his face. “You go to her first. I’ll be down in one minute.”

David, wearing Sophia’s jeans and a slightly wrinkled top, descended the stairs with a carefully composed expression, heart slamming in Sophia’s chest.

Elena stood in the foyer with her suitcase, tired and smiling. “There you are! Give your mom a hug — I missed you both!”

David stepped into her embrace and held on, fighting the hysterical awareness that he was hugging Elena in her daughter’s body, that his face was Sophia’s face, that everything about this required him to perform being Sophia convincingly for the next however-long, and that somewhere upstairs his own body was straightening its clothes and preparing to perform being him.

Over Elena’s shoulder: Sophia appearing on the stairs, David’s face composed and steady, his body carrying her movements now without the clumsy translation of three days ago.

“Hey, honey,” Sophia said in his voice, crossing the foyer to kiss Elena’s cheek. “You should’ve called. We would’ve cleaned up.”

“Wanted to surprise you.” Elena looked between them, warm and oblivious. “Have you two been getting along? I was so worried.”

“We’ve been getting to know each other,” David said carefully.

“Genuinely learning things about each other,” Sophia agreed, and her eyes met his over Elena’s shoulder, and everything they had done and said and felt and learned passed between them in that glance in about half a second.

“That’s wonderful,” Elena said, beaming. “I always hoped you two would find some common ground.”

“Speaking of which,” Sophia said smoothly, “do you still have that old snow globe? The one with the cabin? I thought it might look nice on the mantel.”

Elena thought for a moment. “Hall closet, with the winter decorations. Help yourself.”

The snow globe was exactly where she said. David lifted it carefully from a box of Christmas ornaments, the suspended snow still catching light with that same faint, particular brightness it had in the dark of the closet. Small cabin. Glitter. The tacky family heirloom that had started all of this.

He carried it back to the kitchen, where Sophia had Elena laughing about something with the ease of someone who had, apparently, spent enough time watching David be David that she could do a passable impression in a crisis.

“Oh, that old thing,” Elena said when she saw the globe. “My grandmother was convinced it was magical. Said it revealed true desires — let you walk in someone else’s shoes to understand what you actually wanted.” She smiled at the memory. “Grandma was full of that kind of talk.”

David and Sophia looked at each other. The moment was brief and contained the word for everything.

“True desires,” Sophia murmured. “Interesting.”

“Who knows,” Elena said. “She believed it, at least. Anyway — I’m exhausted. Going to shower and then let’s order dinner? Just the three of us?”

“Perfect,” David said.

As soon as Elena’s footsteps reached the top of the stairs, Sophia crossed the kitchen and gripped his arm. “You heard her,” she said in a low voice. “True desires. It wasn’t an accident, David. The globe put us in each other’s bodies to show us what we already wanted.”

“That’s one interpretation.”

“What’s the other one?” She looked at him steadily from behind his face, and the certainty in her gaze was entirely hers, unborrowable.

He had no better theory.

“Together?” he said, holding the globe out between them.

Sophia put her hand on it and they stood still, both hands on the cold glass. Nothing, and then — the current struck up through his arm, through his chest, behind his eyes; the room tilted and narrowed and went dark at the edges for one vertiginous moment.

When it cleared, he was looking at Sophia’s face from outside. His own hands. His own body, its familiar weight and size, the particular ache in his left shoulder, the roughness of stubble at his jaw.

Across from him, Sophia blinked rapidly, reaching up to touch her own face with both hands.

“We’re back,” she said, in her own voice — that melodic, higher register he had been hearing from inside for three days.

They stood in the living room in the right bodies for a long moment, returned to themselves and entirely changed.

“So,” Sophia said finally. Her chin was slightly lifted. Her eyes were steady. This was Sophia unfiltered — not mediated through his face, not translated through his expressions. Just her, looking at him with the full force of two years of a secret she had stopped pretending not to have.

“So,” David agreed.

Elena’s shower shut off upstairs, marking the end of whatever privacy remained. They stepped apart by mutual instinct, the snow globe sitting on the coffee table between them, the cabin inside it illuminated by the late afternoon light at an angle that made the suspended snow look almost alive.

“Thursday,” Sophia said quietly. “Mom works late. I’ll be home by eight.”

He knew he should refuse. The refusal was right there, fully formed, morally sound, and entirely sincere. “Thursday,” he said instead.

Elena’s footsteps approached the top of the stairs. They were two feet apart on opposite sides of the coffee table — stepfather and stepdaughter, looking at the snow globe — when she appeared.

“Found it!” she said brightly. “That looks beautiful there, actually. Grandma would’ve liked that.”

At dinner, the three of them passed dishes and talked about the conference and whether the Thai place delivered this far out, and David watched Sophia across the table — her own face, her own hands, her own voice — and tried to remember exactly what she had felt like from the inside, and found he didn’t need to try, because he knew.

He knew exactly how she held tension in her shoulders when she was pretending to be relaxed. He knew what her voice did at the back of her throat when she was suppressing a smile. He knew what her hands looked like wrapped around a coffee mug and what they felt like on his skin and what they could do to his body and what she had been writing about in a notebook under scarves in a locked drawer for two years.

Sophia reached across the table for the bread basket and her fingers brushed his in passing — deliberate, quick, gone. A bolt of remembered pleasure shot through him, targeted and specific.

She did not look at him. She kept talking to Elena about the conference. But the slight curve of her mouth, visible only from where he was sitting, said everything.

Their journey had not ended when the snow globe corrected itself. It had only found firmer ground.


Epilogue: Thursday Night

The clock on David’s office wall moved with deliberate cruelty. 7:55 PM.

Elena had left for her late shift at the hospital an hour ago. Sophia had texted at 7:40: Coming over after study group. 8:00. That single line had been sitting in his chest like a stone and like a heat source simultaneously since he read it.

Five minutes.

He had rearranged the things on his desk twice — pen parallel to notebook, laptop closed, the snow globe on the shelf where he’d moved it after dinner on Saturday, close enough to see without having to look directly at it. Four days since they’d switched back. Four days of careful distance and loaded glances across the dinner table, of accidentally-on-purpose touches in the hallway that made both of them go very still for a moment.

Four days of lying awake knowing exactly what Sophia felt like from the inside and knowing she knew the same about him, and that this knowledge was not going anywhere.

The front door opened downstairs. David’s pulse kicked once, hard. Footsteps in the foyer. The stairs, unhurried. A knock at his office door that was quiet and deliberate — the knock of someone who already knows the answer.

“Come in,” he said, voice steadier than he felt.

Sophia entered and closed the door behind her. Physically, exactly herself: brown hair, hazel eyes, twenty years old, the face he had worn for three days looking back at him now from its rightful inhabitant. She was wearing a dark green top he didn’t recognize and jeans, and she dropped her backpack by the door with the practiced ease of someone who had been in this house for two years.

She looked at him like someone who had been inside every room he had and knew the floor plan.

“Hi,” she said.

“Hi.” He stood from his desk. “How was study group?”

“I left early.” She came across the office toward him — not to the visitor’s chair, but around the desk to where he was. “Couldn’t focus.”

“Neither could I.” He was aware of how close she was now, aware of her specific height against his, the particular scent of her hair at this range. “I kept thinking about—”

“This?” she finished, and kissed him.

It hit him harder than memory had prepared him for. Different from the body-swap kisses — this was Sophia’s mouth, her actual mouth, the one he had inhabited for three days and now met from the outside. He pulled her against him and felt her press in without hesitation, her hands at his chest, her mouth opening under his with the confidence of someone who knows they are wanted and is done pretending otherwise.

“God, I’ve been going insane,” she breathed against his mouth. “Watching you at dinner every night, knowing exactly what I know, and having to just—” her hands moved under his shirt, warm against his ribs, “—sit there and pass the bread basket.”

“The bread basket.” David laughed, one surprised real laugh, and then she was laughing too, briefly, and then neither of them was laughing because his hands had found her waist and she had found the buttons of his shirt.

They undressed each other slowly — David because he was memorizing each difference between this and the three-day education of the swap, Sophia because she was watching his face with the focused attention of someone collecting data she intended to use. When he unclasped her bra she made a small sound at the brush of his hands on her back, and he recognized it — he knew that sound from the inside, knew it meant the sensitivity at the back of her ribs, and he pressed his thumbs there deliberately and she shivered and said “You’re going to be insufferably good at this.”

“Told you,” he said, and lowered her to the desk.

He knelt between her legs and looked up at her — flushed, hair loose around her shoulders, looking back at him with her lower lip caught between her teeth — and felt the specific triumph of being exactly where he wanted to be.

“You have an unfair advantage,” she said, voice already thin with wanting.

“So do you,” he reminded her, and put his mouth to better use.

He knew her body from the inside. This was different — this was her body experienced from the outside, through his own senses, his tongue and fingers doing to her what he had felt from her side — and the combination of intimate knowledge and new perspective made him thorough in ways that would otherwise have taken years to arrive at. He knew where to press, when to soften, how to build the tension at her clit with patient circles and then slip two fingers inside her and find the spot that made her thighs tighten around his shoulders and her voice break open.

“David—” she gasped. “Right there, right there, don’t—”

He didn’t stop. He worked her to the edge and over it and felt her come apart above him, her fingers locked in his hair, her hips rolling against his face, the specific sounds of her orgasm — which he knew, intimately, from two perspectives — filling the office. Triumph and tenderness arrived together. He stayed with her through the aftershocks until she pulled him up to her with unsteady hands.

She kissed him deeply, tasting herself on his mouth, and reached down between them without hesitation. Her grip was exact and knowing — she had spent time in this body, knew its topography, knew what he responded to before he had time to pretend otherwise. His breath left him completely.

“Now,” she said against his mouth. “I need you inside me. The real you, this time.”

He positioned himself at her entrance. He stopped and looked at her.

“Are you sure?” he said — and meant it sincerely, meaning all of it: the situation, the complications, Elena, what this would make them going forward.

Sophia looked back at him with her own eyes, fully herself, fully present, with two years of waiting behind the expression. “I’ve been sure,” she said, “for longer than you have.”

He pushed forward.

No dual feedback this time. No echo from the other side. Just his cock and her cunt and four days of accumulated want — and it was more than enough. It was its own category of sensation, sharpened rather than diminished by its simplicity. He felt her tighten around him, felt her warmth and the specific give of her body receiving him, and drove deeper and heard his own name in her voice at a pitch he had previously only heard from inside.

He braced his hands on the desk and moved, and she moved with him, and the synchronicity between them was already extraordinary — built on impossible knowledge, on three days of reciprocal experience, on everything they had given each other in those days before the globe corrected itself. He knew when she was close by the flutter inside her before the outward signs. He reached between them and worked her clit in the rhythm she had shown him was hers, and she dug her nails into his shoulders and shattered around him with his name still in her mouth.

He buried himself deep and let go, spending into her in long hot pulses, his forehead dropping to her shoulder, her hands pulling him closer rather than away, her body still working through the end of her own orgasm in deep clenches that wrung the last of him out.

They collapsed together across the desk — her back on his papers, his weight half on her and half on the surface, both of them breathing hard and slightly ridiculous, a pen digging into his hip. She was laughing again, softly, and he was too.

“Your desk is not comfortable,” Sophia informed him.

“I’ll get a better one,” David said.

She turned her head to look at him, close, her hazel eyes reading his face with the intimate attention of someone who had looked at it from both sides. “We shouldn’t be doing this,” he said, because it was true.

“We’re going to keep doing it,” she said, because that was also true.

He kissed her in answer — unhurried, thorough, the kind of kiss that was not a beginning or an end but a statement of terms. Against his mouth, she smiled.

On the shelf, the snow globe sat in the late office light, the tiny cabin suspended inside it, the fake snow permanently mid-fall. Reveal true desires, Elena’s grandmother had said. Walk in another’s shoes.

David understood now what it had been doing. Not manufacturing a desire that wasn’t there. Not creating the thing between them. Only showing them, from the inside out and the outside in, what had already been true — what they had spent two years carrying around their ordinary lives without acknowledging.

He dressed first, then helped Sophia button her top because he wanted to, watching her face in the office lamp as she watched his hands.

“Bedroom?” she said.

“Bedroom,” he agreed.

She took his hand, which was new — they had never touched voluntarily, by choice alone, without the body-swap providing the occasion. The contact was quiet and deliberate and said something neither of them had put into words yet.

They had walked in each other’s skin. They had seen themselves from outside, and each other from inside, and arrived at this: two people who knew the full truth of each other in the most literal sense possible, and had chosen to be here anyway.

Whatever the complications ahead — Elena, the table, the ordinary life that would keep requiring performance — none of it was larger than what the snow globe had shown them.

They already knew the whole truth.

The rest was just time.
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