
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: The Algorithm's Gift

Carter scrolled mindlessly through TikTok, his thumb flicking upward with practiced precision as video after video passed before his eyes. The afternoon sun filtered through his blinds, casting stripes across his unmade bed where he'd been lying for the past three hours. His roommate was gone for the weekend, and the apartment had that particular emptiness that made time feel suspended.

"Fuck," he muttered as his phone battery dipped below 15%. He reached for his charger without looking up from the screen, unwilling to miss even one second of Brooke Keller's latest video.

Brooke wasn't just any TikTok creator. With 8.4 million followers, she occupied that perfect space of being massively popular yet somehow feeling accessible. Her content was the ideal mix of dancing, outfit transitions, and those direct-to-camera confessionals that made you feel like you were her closest friend. At twenty-three, she'd already launched her own swimwear line and had brand deals that Carter could only dream about.

Carter had been following her for two years now, ever since a friend had sent him one of her videos with the caption "isn't she your type?" She was—effortlessly beautiful with dark wavy hair that fell just past her shoulders, a smile that transformed her entire face, and a body that Carter had spent more nights than he cared to admit fantasizing about.

The video playing now showed Brooke in her bathroom, doing some trend where she transitioned from wearing a baggy sweatshirt to a bikini top, her flat stomach and curves suddenly on display. Carter felt the familiar tightening in his groin as he watched her laugh at the end of the video, her hand reaching out to stop the recording.

"If only," he murmured, his imagination wandering to the impossible as he wondered what it would feel like to be her for just one day. To know what it was like to be desired by millions, to feel what her body felt like from the inside.

His finger hesitated over the like button—he rarely engaged with content, preferring to remain a lurker—but something compelled him to double-tap the screen. Immediately, a strange ad popped up, covering Brooke's image.

"REALITY SWAP: THE APP THAT LETS YOU LIVE SOMEONE ELSE'S LIFE," the text proclaimed over an image of two silhouettes exchanging places.

"Bullshit," Carter snorted, his finger moving to the tiny x in the corner. But before he could close it, the ad expanded to fill his screen, and a download button pulsed hypnotically at the bottom.

Maybe it was boredom. Maybe it was the three beers he'd drunk earlier. Whatever the reason, Carter found himself pressing the download button, watching as a small app icon materialized on his home screen—a simple white mask against a black background.

"This is stupid," he told himself as he opened it. The app interface was minimalistic: just a search bar and the words "Who would you like to be?"

Carter's fingers hovered over the keyboard. This was obviously some scam app that would probably steal his data or fill his phone with malware. But the apartment was quiet, the afternoon stretched endlessly ahead of him, and the idea of playing along with this ridiculous fantasy for a few minutes seemed harmless enough.

He typed: "Brooke Keller."

The screen went black immediately. Carter tapped it, thinking the app had crashed, when suddenly white text appeared:

"Swap initiated. Close your eyes and count to ten."

"Yeah, right," Carter laughed, but found himself closing his eyes anyway. "One... two... three..."

A strange tingling sensation spread from his fingertips up his arms. At first, he thought his arm had fallen asleep from holding his phone too long.

"Four... five... six..."

The tingling intensified, covering his entire body now. Behind his closed eyelids, he saw bursts of color like fireworks.

"Seven... eight... nine..."

A rushing sound filled his ears, like he was standing under a waterfall. His body felt weightless, then heavy, then weightless again.

"Ten."

Carter opened his eyes and immediately knew something was wrong. He wasn't in his apartment anymore. He was sitting on a plush white couch in a sun-drenched living room he didn't recognize. Plants hung from macramé holders in the corners, and large windows showcased a view of what looked like downtown Los Angeles.

"What the fuck?" he said, but the voice that came out wasn't his. It was higher, softer.

He looked down and froze. Where his baggy basketball shorts and t-shirt should have been, he saw smooth, tanned legs extending from white linen shorts. His flat chest had been replaced by the gentle swell of breasts under a cropped tank top.

Carter's hands—smaller now, with nails painted a soft pink—flew to his face, feeling unfamiliar high cheekbones, fuller lips, a narrower jaw.

"No fucking way," he whispered, stumbling to his feet. His center of gravity was different, his movements feeling strange and uncoordinated as he navigated through the unfamiliar apartment, searching for a mirror.

He found one in what was clearly a bedroom—a large, airy space with a king-sized bed covered in white linens and more plants on every surface. The full-length mirror on the closet door reflected back an image that made Carter's new heart skip a beat.

Brooke Keller stared back at him, her dark eyes wide with shock, her perfect mouth hanging slightly open. Carter raised a hand; the reflection did the same. He turned to the side; so did she.

"Holy shit," he breathed, watching Brooke's lips form the words. "It actually worked."

A phone buzzed somewhere in the apartment. Carter followed the sound back to the living room, where a sleek iPhone lay on the coffee table. He picked it up, unsurprised to find Brooke's face on the lock screen—a professional photo of her on a beach at sunset.

The notification showed a text from someone named "Jake - Agent": "Reminder: Meeting with Sephora execs tomorrow at 10. Don't be late this time!"

Carter swiped the notification away, his hands shaking as he tried to process what was happening. Had he lost his mind? Was this some elaborate hallucination? Or had that app somehow, impossibly, switched his consciousness with Brooke's?

And if he was here, in her body... where was she?

The thought of Brooke suddenly finding herself in his body, in his apartment, sent a wave of panic through him. But it quickly subsided as a more pressing realization took hold: he was actually in Brooke Keller's body. He could feel her heart beating in her chest, feel the weight of her hair against her neck, feel the soft fabric of her clothes against her skin.

His skin now. Her skin. Whatever.

Carter walked back to the bedroom, still unsteady on Brooke's legs. He stood before the mirror again, studying her—his—reflection with growing fascination. Slowly, hesitantly, he raised his hands to his chest, cupping the breasts he'd only ever dreamed of touching.

Even through the fabric of the tank top and bra, the sensation sent a shock through his system. It wasn't like touching someone else's breasts; he could feel both the pressure of his hands and the pleasurable sensation of his breasts being touched.

"Fuck," he whispered, watching Brooke's face flush in the mirror. He'd fantasized about Brooke countless times, imagined what it would be like to touch her, kiss her, fuck her. But this—being her—was something he'd never even considered.

Before he could stop himself, Carter pulled off the tank top, revealing a simple white bra underneath. Brooke's body was even more perfect up close: smooth, tanned skin, a flat stomach with just the hint of abs, the elegant curve of her waist.

His hands moved to the clasp of the bra, fumbling slightly before managing to undo it. The bra fell away, and Carter stared at Brooke's bare breasts in the mirror. They were perfect—not too large, but full and round, with small pink nipples that hardened under his gaze.

"Jesus Christ," he murmured, cupping them again, this time feeling skin against skin. The sensation was electric, nothing like what he'd imagined. His nipples were incredibly sensitive, sending pulses of pleasure through his body with each touch.

Carter's new body was responding in ways he didn't fully understand. There was no erection—obviously—but there was a warmth spreading through his lower abdomen, a tightening sensation that made him press his thighs together.

Experimentally, he pinched one nipple lightly, gasping at the sharp spike of pleasure it sent straight between his legs. He did it again, harder this time, watching as Brooke's back arched slightly in the mirror, her lips parting.

"Holy fuck," he breathed, his voice coming out as a soft moan.

Carter's hands trailed down Brooke's flat stomach to the waistband of the linen shorts. He hesitated for only a moment before unbuttoning them and letting them fall to the floor. Brooke wore matching white panties, simple but sexy against her tanned skin.

This was wrong, a small voice in the back of his mind insisted. This was Brooke's body, not his to explore. But another, louder voice countered: how could he not? When would he ever get another chance like this?

His fingers slipped beneath the waistband of the panties, sliding over smooth skin until they reached a patch of neatly trimmed hair. Carter held his breath as his fingers ventured lower, into unexplored territory.

The sensation was unlike anything he'd ever experienced. As a man, sexual arousal had been straightforward: hardness, friction, release. But this—this was different. His entire body felt like an erogenous zone, waves of pleasure radiating outward from between his legs with each tentative touch.

Carter slid a finger between his folds, shocked at how wet he already was. The slick heat against his fingertips sent another pulse of pleasure through him. He found the hard nub of Brooke's clit and circled it gently, his knees nearly buckling at the intensity of the feeling.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck," he panted, watching Brooke's face contort with pleasure in the mirror. Her cheeks were flushed, her eyes half-lidded, her lips parted.

Carter moved to the bed, lying back against the plush comforter as his fingers continued their exploration. He slid one finger inside himself, gasping at the strange but incredible sensation of penetration from this new perspective. He added a second finger, thrusting slowly while his thumb circled his clit.

The pleasure built differently than he was used to—not the linear progression toward a clear finish line, but waves that seemed to crash over him with increasing intensity. His back arched off the bed, Brooke's voice escaping his lips in a series of moans he couldn't control.

"Oh my god, oh my god," he gasped, his fingers moving faster, his hips rocking against his hand. The pressure inside him was building toward something massive, something he couldn't quite grasp.

When the orgasm hit, it blindsided him completely. It wasn't localized to his groin but seemed to consume his entire body, radiating outward in pulsing waves that left him trembling and gasping for breath. His inner walls clenched rhythmically around his fingers, each contraction sending another aftershock of pleasure through him.

"Holy shit," Carter breathed when he could finally speak again. Sweat had formed a light sheen on Brooke's skin, and his new body felt simultaneously energized and deeply relaxed.

He lay there for several minutes, processing what had just happened, before curiosity drove him to the bathroom. The space was exactly as he'd seen in countless TikToks—white marble countertops, gold fixtures, plants everywhere. A large bathtub dominated one corner, while a glass-enclosed shower took up another.

Carter caught sight of Brooke's reflection in the bathroom mirror and was struck again by the surreality of the situation. Her hair was tousled now, her cheeks still flushed from her orgasm, her eyes bright.

On impulse, he reached for his phone—Brooke's phone—and opened the camera. He posed as he'd seen her do in countless selfies, tilting her head slightly, parting her lips in that way that drove her followers wild. He snapped several photos, each one more daring than the last, until he was capturing images of Brooke's naked body that no follower had ever seen.

It was only when he lowered the phone that a new thought struck him: how long would this last? Was this a twenty-four-hour thing? Would he switch back when he fell asleep? Or was he stuck in Brooke's body indefinitely?

And what about Brooke herself? Was she currently in his body, freaking out in his apartment? Should he try to contact her somehow?

Carter's thoughts were interrupted by the phone in his hand buzzing with an incoming call. The screen displayed "Ryan 🖤" and a photo of a guy Carter recognized from Brooke's Instagram—tall, dark-haired, with the kind of jawline that belonged on a movie poster.

Her boyfriend.

Carter's finger hovered over the screen. He could ignore it, but what if Ryan got worried and decided to come over? Better to play along and maintain the illusion that everything was normal.

He took a deep breath and answered. "Hey," he said, doing his best to mimic Brooke's speech patterns from her videos.

"Hey, beautiful," Ryan's deep voice came through the speaker. "Just checking if we're still on for tonight?"

Carter's mind raced. Tonight? What was tonight?

"Um, tonight?" he stalled.

Ryan laughed. "Don't tell me you forgot. Dinner at Nobu, then that party at Mason's place, remember? You've been talking about it all week."

"Right, right," Carter said quickly. "No, I didn't forget. I was just, um, taking a nap."

"You sound weird. Are you okay?"

"Just tired," Carter said. "But definitely still on for tonight."

"Great. I'll pick you up at seven," Ryan said. "Wear that black dress I like."

Before Carter could respond, Ryan added, "And maybe those panties from last weekend," his voice dropping to a suggestive murmur. "I've been thinking about you all day."

A strange flutter went through Carter's stomach. The thought of meeting Ryan—of maintaining the charade in person—was terrifying. But there was something else, too: a curiosity, an excitement he couldn't quite name.

"I'll see what I can do," he replied, trying to sound flirtatious.

"Can't wait. Love you."

"Love you too," Carter echoed, the words feeling strange on Brooke's lips.

After hanging up, Carter stared at the phone for a long moment. This was insane. He was going to go on a date with Brooke Keller's boyfriend while in her body. And from the sound of it, Ryan was expecting more than just dinner.

The thought should have repulsed him. Carter had never been attracted to men, had never even considered the possibility. But as he stood there, in Brooke's body, with the memory of his recent exploration still tingling through his system, he found himself wondering: what would it be like? To be touched the way Ryan touched Brooke? To feel what she felt when they were together?

Nobody would ever know. It would be his secret, his experience alone.

Carter walked back to the bedroom, opening Brooke's closet to find the black dress Ryan had mentioned. It hung among dozens of other beautiful clothes, a simple but elegant piece that looked expensive.

As he held it up against Brooke's body, Carter made a decision. He was going to see this through—wherever it led. For one night, at least, he would live Brooke Keller's life completely. He would go to dinner, attend the party, and yes, if it came to it, he would experience what it was like to be with Ryan.

After all, when would he ever get another chance to know what it felt like to be desired the way men desired Brooke?

Carter laid the dress on the bed, then headed back to the bathroom. He had a few hours to figure out how to do Brooke's makeup, style her hair, and transform himself into the woman Ryan was expecting to see tonight.

As he sorted through the countless products on the bathroom counter, a message notification appeared on Brooke's phone. Carter glanced at it and froze.

It was from his own number: "We need to talk. NOW."

Brooke had figured out how to contact him. And from the tone of the message, she was not happy.

Carter stared at the phone, his heart—Brooke's heart—pounding in his chest. He should respond. He should try to explain, to reassure her that this was temporary, that he hadn't meant for this to happen.

Instead, he put the phone on silent and placed it face-down on the counter. There would be time to deal with Brooke later. Right now, he had a date to prepare for and a whole new world of experiences waiting for him.

Whatever consequences came, they would be worth it for the chance to live in Brooke's skin, if only for one night.


Chapter 2: Learning Curves

Carter stared at the array of cosmetics spread across Brooke's bathroom counter, feeling simultaneously overwhelmed and excited. He'd watched her makeup tutorials dozens of times, but there was a vast difference between being a passive viewer and actually attempting to recreate her signature look.

"How the hell does she make this look so easy?" he muttered, picking up a tube of foundation that probably cost more than his entire skincare routine.

The phone buzzed again on the counter. Carter glanced at it—three more messages from his own number:

"I know you're seeing these."
"What the fuck did you do to me???"
"ANSWER ME!!"

Guilt twisted in his stomach, but he pushed it aside. He'd deal with Brooke later. Right now, he needed to focus on not looking like a complete disaster for this date.

After watching a quick makeup tutorial on YouTube (the irony of using Brooke's own video for guidance wasn't lost on him), Carter set to work. His hands were unsteady at first, but Brooke's muscle memory seemed to help, her fingers somehow knowing the right pressure to apply the foundation, the correct angle to hold the mascara wand.

An hour later, he stood back and surveyed his handiwork in the mirror. Not perfect, but surprisingly decent—a natural look that enhanced Brooke's already striking features. Her dark hair fell in soft waves around her shoulders, and the subtle eyeshadow made her brown eyes look even larger.

"Not bad," he murmured, turning his head to examine his work from different angles. "Not bad at all."

The black dress was his next challenge. It was sleeker than it had appeared on the hanger, a formfitting piece that hugged every curve of Brooke's body. Carter slid it over his head, wiggling slightly to get it in place, then reached awkwardly behind himself to pull up the zipper.

The reflection that greeted him was stunning—Brooke looked elegant and sexy, the dress showcasing her slim figure while still leaving something to the imagination. Carter couldn't help but run his hands down the sides of his new body, marveling at the soft curves beneath the fabric.

Ryan's suggestion about the underwear came back to him. After a moment's hesitation, Carter returned to Brooke's dresser, opening drawers until he found her lingerie collection. The array of delicate, expensive-looking pieces made his breath catch. He selected a black lace set that looked vaguely familiar from her boyfriend's description, the material so fine it felt like nothing between his fingers.

Changing into the lingerie was an experience in itself. The bra cupped Brooke's breasts perfectly, lifting them just enough to create an enticing hint of cleavage in the dress. The matching panties were minimal, the lace against his skin creating a sensation that was both foreign and arousing.

Carter checked the time—6:45 PM. Ryan would arrive soon. He slipped into a pair of strappy black heels he found in the closet, wobbling slightly before finding his balance. Walking in them was another challenge entirely, but he practiced pacing the length of the bedroom, gradually adjusting to the new center of gravity.

By the time the doorbell rang at 7:05, Carter had worked himself into a state of nervous excitement. This was it—the real test of whether he could pass as Brooke in person, with someone who knew her intimately.

Taking a deep breath, he made his way carefully to the front door and opened it to reveal Ryan standing there, looking even more handsome in person than in photos. He wore a crisp white shirt under a navy blazer, his dark hair styled casually, a hint of stubble on his jaw.

"Wow," Ryan said, his eyes traveling appreciatively over Brooke's body. "You look incredible."

"Thanks," Carter replied, trying to channel Brooke's confident demeanor. "You don't look so bad yourself."

Ryan stepped forward, one hand sliding naturally to Carter's waist as he leaned in for a kiss. Carter's heart hammered in his chest, but he didn't pull away. This was part of the experience, after all—the full Brooke Keller life.

Ryan's lips were firm but gentle against his, the kiss brief but intimate. When he pulled back, his eyes were warm with affection. "Ready to go?"

Carter nodded, grabbing a small purse he'd found that matched the dress. "Ready."

Ryan's car was a sleek black Tesla, the interior smelling of expensive leather and his cologne. As they drove through the LA streets, Carter tried to relax into the role, responding to Ryan's casual questions about his day with vague answers that couldn't get him into trouble.

"You're quiet tonight," Ryan observed as they pulled up to the restaurant. "Everything okay?"

"Just tired," Carter said, the excuse becoming his go-to. "Had a long day shooting content."

Ryan seemed to accept this, placing a hand on Carter's thigh as they waited for the valet. The casual intimacy of the gesture—and the way it sent a strange thrill through his new body—caught Carter off guard.

Nobu was exactly as exclusive as its reputation suggested. The hostess greeted Ryan by name, leading them to a secluded table with a view of the ocean. Carter had never been anywhere this upscale before, and he tried not to look too impressed as he settled into his chair.

"I ordered that sake you like," Ryan said as a waiter appeared with a bottle. "Thought we could start with that before the omakase."

Carter nodded, grateful for the decision being taken out of his hands. He sipped the sake, surprised at how smooth it was compared to the cheap beer he was used to drinking.

As the meal progressed—a parade of exquisite dishes that Carter would never have been able to afford on his own—he found himself gradually relaxing into the role. Ryan was attentive and charming, his conversation easy to follow. Carter discovered that if he kept his responses brief and asked questions instead, he could navigate the interaction without revealing his ignorance of Brooke's life.

By the time dessert arrived, Carter was enjoying himself immensely. There was something intoxicating about being treated the way Ryan treated Brooke—with a mixture of desire and respect that Carter had never experienced from the other side.

"So," Ryan said, leaning forward as they finished their green tea ice cream, "are we still thinking about that weekend in Cabo next month? I can finalize the booking tomorrow if you want."

Carter froze momentarily. A weekend away? Next month? How long was this body swap going to last?

"Um, let me check my schedule tomorrow," he replied cautiously. "I might have that shoot for Fenty that weekend."

Ryan nodded, seemingly satisfied with the answer. "Just let me know. The villa I found has that infinity pool you were drooling over on Instagram."

The meal concluded with Ryan insisting on paying, waving away Carter's halfhearted offer to split the bill. As they left the restaurant, Ryan's hand found the small of his back, guiding him through the crowded entrance. The gesture was possessive in a way that Carter found surprising—and surprisingly appealing.

"We've got about an hour before we need to be at Mason's," Ryan said as they got back into his car. "Want to go back to your place for a bit?"

The implication was clear in his tone, and Carter felt a flutter of both anxiety and curiosity in his stomach. He'd been so focused on getting through dinner that he hadn't fully considered what might come after.

"Sure," he heard himself say, the word emerging before he could overthink it.

The drive back to Brooke's apartment was charged with a new energy. Ryan's hand returned to Carter's thigh, this time sliding slightly higher under the hem of the dress. Each touch sent electric currents through his unfamiliar body, awakening sensations he was still learning to interpret.

Once inside the apartment, Ryan didn't waste any time. The door had barely closed behind them when he pulled Carter against him, one hand cupping the back of his neck as he kissed him deeply. This wasn't the chaste greeting from earlier—this was hungry, intense, his tongue sliding against Carter's as his other hand gripped his waist.

Carter's first instinct was panic. This was too much, too fast. But Brooke's body responded automatically, her arms winding around Ryan's neck, her lips parting to deepen the kiss. The sensation was disorienting but not unpleasant—Ryan knew what he was doing, his mouth confident against Carter's.

When they broke apart, both slightly breathless, Ryan's eyes were dark with desire. "I've been thinking about you all day," he murmured, his lips moving to Carter's neck. "Thinking about taking this dress off you."

Carter's pulse quickened, his new body responding to Ryan's words and touch in ways that confused and excited him. This was crossing a line he'd never imagined crossing, but the physical responses were undeniable—the wetness gathering between his legs, the sensitivity of his skin, the way his breath caught when Ryan's hand slid down to cup his ass through the dress.

"We only have an hour," Carter managed to say, partly as a reminder to himself as much as to Ryan.

Ryan smiled against his neck. "I can do a lot in an hour," he promised, his hand finding the zipper at the back of the dress and slowly pulling it down.

Carter closed his eyes as the dress loosened around him, Ryan's fingers tracing the newly exposed skin of his back. This was happening. He was going to experience sex as a woman—as Brooke—with her boyfriend.

The dress slipped from his shoulders, pooling at his feet, leaving him standing in just the black lingerie and heels. Ryan took a step back, his gaze traveling appreciatively over Brooke's body.

"Fuck, you're beautiful," he said, his voice rough with desire. "Turn around for me."

Carter obeyed, turning slowly, feeling exposed and vulnerable in a way he'd never felt as a man. Ryan's sharp intake of breath as he took in the view from behind was oddly gratifying.

"The things I want to do to you," Ryan murmured, stepping forward again to wrap his arms around Carter from behind, his lips finding the sensitive spot where neck met shoulder. One hand slid up to cup Brooke's breast through the lace bra, while the other pressed against her flat stomach, holding her against him.

Carter could feel Ryan's erection pressing against his lower back through his pants, the hard length of it both intimidating and intriguing. As Ryan's fingers teased his nipple through the lace, Carter let out a soft moan that didn't sound like his own—higher, breathier.

"Bedroom," Ryan suggested, his voice a low command in Carter's ear.

They moved together to Brooke's bedroom, Ryan shedding his blazer and unbuttoning his shirt as they went. Carter perched on the edge of the bed, watching as Ryan revealed a surprisingly well-defined chest and abs. This man clearly spent time at the gym—his body was nothing like Carter's own lean but unmuscled frame.

Ryan kicked off his shoes and socks, then approached the bed, standing between Carter's knees. He cupped Brooke's face in his hands, tilting it up for another kiss, this one slower but no less intense than before.

"I want to taste you," he murmured against Carter's lips.

Before Carter could fully process what that meant, Ryan was kneeling between his legs, pushing them gently apart. His hands slid up the inside of Brooke's thighs, thumbs tracing teasing circles on the sensitive skin.

"These," Ryan said, hooking his fingers into the waistband of the lace panties, "need to come off."

Carter lifted his hips automatically, allowing Ryan to slide the panties down his legs. The cool air against his exposed sex made him acutely aware of how wet he already was.

Ryan settled between his thighs, looking up at him with a wicked smile. "I've been thinking about this all day," he said again, before lowering his head.

The first touch of Ryan's tongue against his folds made Carter gasp, his back arching involuntarily. The sensation was entirely different from what he'd experienced with his own fingers—warmer, wetter, more unpredictable. Ryan knew exactly what he was doing, his tongue circling Carter's clit with practiced skill before dipping lower to tease his entrance.

"Oh god," Carter moaned, his hands finding their way into Ryan's hair, hips lifting to meet his mouth.

Ryan hummed appreciatively against him, the vibration adding another layer to the already overwhelming sensations. His tongue worked steadily, alternating between broad strokes and focused attention on Carter's clit, while one finger slowly pressed inside him.

The dual stimulation was unlike anything Carter had ever felt. His previous exploration had been tentative, exploratory. This was expert, deliberate, Ryan's movements suggesting intimate knowledge of Brooke's body and what drove her wild.

A second finger joined the first, curling upward to find a spot that made Carter cry out in shock and pleasure. Ryan focused his attention there, his fingers working in rhythm with his tongue, gradually building an intensity that had Carter clutching at the bedsheets.

"Ryan," he gasped, the name feeling strange on his lips but right in the moment. "Oh my god, don't stop."

Ryan had no intention of stopping. His free hand gripped Carter's thigh firmly, holding him open as his mouth and fingers worked in tandem. The pleasure was building faster this time, more directed, spiraling toward a peak that seemed impossibly high.

When the orgasm hit, it was even more intense than the one Carter had given himself earlier. His thighs trembled on either side of Ryan's head, his back arching off the bed as waves of pleasure crashed through him. Ryan didn't let up, his tongue and fingers working him through every pulse and aftershock until Carter had to push weakly at his shoulders, the sensation becoming too much.

Ryan rose to his feet, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand as he looked down at Carter with undisguised satisfaction. "I love watching you come," he said, his hands moving to his belt buckle. "But I'm not done with you yet."

Carter watched, still catching his breath, as Ryan undid his pants and pushed them down along with his boxer briefs. His erection sprang free, larger than Carter had expected, the head already glistening with precum.

A new wave of anxiety washed over him. This was taking things to another level entirely. Receiving oral sex was one thing, but actually having penetrative sex with a man? As a woman? The thought was both terrifying and, Carter was surprised to realize, exciting.

Ryan reached for his discarded pants, pulling a condom from the wallet in the pocket. Carter watched as he tore it open and rolled it over his length with practiced ease.

"How do you want it?" Ryan asked, one knee on the bed as he leaned over Carter.

Carter blinked, momentarily at a loss. How did Brooke usually like it? What would she say?

"You choose," he replied, hoping the response wouldn't seem suspicious.

Ryan smiled, a predatory edge to his expression that sent a shiver down Carter's spine. "Turn over," he instructed. "On your knees."

Carter's heart pounded as he complied, turning onto his stomach and then rising to his hands and knees. He felt incredibly exposed in this position, especially when Ryan unhooked his bra and tossed it aside, leaving him completely naked except for the heels he somehow still wore.

The bed dipped as Ryan positioned himself behind him. Carter felt strong hands on his hips, adjusting his position slightly. Then the blunt head of Ryan's cock was pressing against his entrance, seeking admission.

"Relax," Ryan murmured, one hand stroking soothingly down Carter's spine. "You're so wet for me already."

It was true—despite his nervousness, Carter's body was more than ready, slick with arousal from his recent orgasm. He took a deep breath, trying to relax as Ryan began to push slowly inside him.

The sensation was unlike anything he could have imagined. There was pressure, a slight burning stretch that bordered on discomfort but didn't quite cross into pain. And then, as Ryan continued his careful entry, a fullness that was strangely satisfying.

"Fuck," Ryan groaned when he was fully seated. "You feel amazing. Always so tight for me."

He began to move, slow, measured thrusts that gradually increased in tempo as Carter's body adjusted to the intrusion. Each stroke hit places inside him that he hadn't known existed, sending sparks of pleasure radiating through his core.

Carter lowered himself to his elbows, changing the angle slightly, and nearly cried out as Ryan's next thrust hit something that made his vision blur with pleasure. Ryan noticed the reaction and adjusted his position to hit that spot repeatedly, his fingers digging into Carter's hips as he pulled him back to meet each thrust.

"That's it," Ryan encouraged, his voice strained with effort. "Take it just like that."

The dirty talk, combined with the increasingly forceful thrusts, was pushing Carter toward another peak. He reached between his legs, finding his clit with his fingers, circling it in time with Ryan's movements.

"Yes," Ryan hissed, noticing the action. "Touch yourself while I fuck you. I want to feel you come on my cock."

The crude words sent another thrill through Carter. This was so far beyond his normal experience, so taboo and yet so intensely pleasurable. His fingers worked faster, matching Ryan's increasingly erratic rhythm.

"I'm close," Ryan warned, his grip on Carter's hips tightening to the point of slight pain. "Come for me, baby. Come on."

Whether it was the command, the relentless stimulation, or some combination of factors, Carter felt himself tipping over the edge again. This orgasm was different—deeper, more internal, his inner walls clenching rhythmically around Ryan's length as pleasure pulsed outward from his core.

Ryan groaned, his thrusts becoming desperate as he chased his own release. "Fuck, fuck, fuck," he chanted, driving into Carter with abandon before suddenly stilling, buried to the hilt as he came.

For several moments, they remained frozen in position, both panting heavily. Then Ryan slowly withdrew, causing Carter to wince slightly at the sudden emptiness.

"That," Ryan said, disposing of the condom in a small wastebasket beside the bed, "was worth waiting all day for."

Carter rolled onto his back, feeling dazed and slightly disoriented. His body—Brooke's body—felt different somehow, like it had been recalibrated by the experience.

Ryan stretched out beside him, propping himself up on one elbow to look down at Carter with a satisfied smile. "We should probably get ready for the party," he said, though he made no move to get up. "Unless you want to skip it?" His hand traced lazy patterns on Carter's stomach, dipping lower in suggestion.

The idea was tempting—to stay here, explore more of what this body could feel, learn more about the mysteries of female pleasure. But Carter was also curious about the party, about experiencing more of Brooke's life beyond the bedroom.

"We should go," he said, sitting up carefully. His new body felt pleasantly sore in unfamiliar places. "I promised Mason I'd be there."

Ryan nodded, stealing one more kiss before getting up to retrieve his clothes. "I'll use the guest bathroom to clean up. You take the master."

Carter watched him go, marveling at the casual intimacy of it all. This was Brooke's life—gorgeous apartment, successful career, attentive and skilled lover. And for tonight, at least, it was his to experience.

In the bathroom, Carter surveyed the damage in the mirror. His carefully applied makeup had smudged somewhat, and Brooke's hair was mussed from their activities. He cleaned up between his legs with a warm washcloth, the area tender to the touch, then set about repairing the damage to his appearance.

As he worked, he caught sight of Brooke's phone on the counter, the screen lit up with more notifications. He couldn't resist checking them.

Twenty-seven missed calls from his own number. Fifteen text messages, the most recent reading: "I'm coming over there. I found your address in your email. This ends NOW."

Carter's stomach dropped. Brooke was on her way here, in his body. And from the timestamp on the message, she could arrive any minute.

"Shit," he muttered, quickly finishing his makeup touch-up and hurrying back to the bedroom to find a fresh outfit. The black dress was lovely but too formal for a house party. He settled on a pair of high-waisted jeans that showcased Brooke's long legs, paired with a silky tank top that draped elegantly over her curves.

"Ryan?" he called, his voice urgent. "We should probably head out soon!"

Ryan appeared in the doorway, looking freshly groomed. "Ready when you are."

Carter grabbed a leather jacket from Brooke's closet, slipping his feet into more comfortable ankle boots. "Let's go now," he said, trying not to sound as panicked as he felt. "I don't want to be too late."

They were nearly to the door when the buzzer sounded, indicating someone at the building's entrance. Carter froze, knowing exactly who it must be.

"Are you expecting someone?" Ryan asked, reaching for the intercom.

"No!" Carter said quickly, too quickly. "It's probably just a delivery or something. Let's go out the back way."

Ryan gave him a strange look. "There is no back way. And you never get deliveries this late." He pressed the intercom button. "Hello?"

"It's me," came a voice that Carter recognized as his own, though it sounded strained and furious. "Let me up. Now."

Ryan turned to Carter, confusion written across his features. "Who the hell is that?"

Carter's mind raced. There was no way to explain this situation that wouldn't sound completely insane. "Just some guy," he said desperately. "A fan who's been stalking me online. He must have found my address."

Ryan's expression darkened immediately. "I'll handle this," he said, his posture shifting to something more protective. "You stay here."

"No!" Carter exclaimed. "Let's just go. Security will deal with him."

"Brooke," Ryan said firmly, "if you have a stalker, we need to confront this now. I'm calling the police."

The buzzer sounded again, more insistent this time.

"Please," Carter begged. "Let's just go to the party. I'll deal with this tomorrow."

Ryan studied him for a long moment, clearly torn between concern and confusion. Finally, he nodded. "Fine. But we're talking about this later, and I'm telling the front desk not to let anyone up."

Carter sagged with relief as Ryan made a quick call to the building's security desk, instructing them to turn away the "harasser" at the door. As they left through the lobby, Carter caught a glimpse of his own body through the glass doors, arguing animatedly with the security guard.

It was the strangest sensation—seeing himself from the outside, knowing that Brooke was in there, trying desperately to reclaim her life. For a moment, their eyes met through the glass, and Carter saw the fury and desperation in his own face. Then Ryan was guiding him to the car, and the moment was broken.

As they drove away, Carter couldn't shake the image from his mind. He'd gotten what he wanted—a chance to experience life as Brooke Keller. But at what cost? And how long could he maintain this charade before everything fell apart?

The party awaited, and with it more opportunities to explore this borrowed life. But Brooke was clearly not going to give up easily. This game of body-swapping had only just begun, and Carter had a feeling that the night's adventures were far from over.


Chapter 3: Reflections and Revelations

The Tesla glided through the night streets of Los Angeles, its sleek interior cocooning Carter and Ryan in a bubble of luxury. Carter stared out the window, his mind racing faster than the passing streetlights. The image of his own body—Brooke trapped inside it—fighting with the security guard kept flashing before his eyes.

"You're a million miles away," Ryan said, his hand finding Carter's knee in the darkness. "Is this about that guy at your building?"

Carter forced a smile, turning to face him. "Just tired. It's been a long day."

Ryan's thumb traced small circles on his knee. "We don't have to stay at the party long. Make an appearance, have a drink, then we can head back to my place if you want." The suggestion carried clear implications that sent a fresh wave of nervous excitement through Carter's borrowed body.

"That sounds good," Carter agreed, still processing the fact that he'd just had sex with a man—and enjoyed it thoroughly.

Mason's house turned out to be a sprawling modernist structure perched in the Hollywood Hills, all glass and clean lines with a view that showcased the city lights like a carpet of stars below. The party was already in full swing when they arrived, music pulsing through the open floor plan as beautiful people clustered in conversation groups, drinks in hand.

"Brooke!" A tall blonde in a silver mini-dress detached from a nearby group, rushing over to envelop Carter in a perfumed hug. "Oh my god, I've been looking everywhere for you!"

Carter returned the hug awkwardly, having no idea who this woman was. "Hey! Sorry we're late."

The blonde pulled back, holding him at arm's length. "You will not believe what Trent said about the Revolve campaign. Complete disaster. I'll tell you everything." She glanced at Ryan. "Mind if I steal your girl for a minute?"

Ryan smiled indulgently. "I'll get us drinks. Vodka soda?" he asked Carter.

Carter nodded, grateful for the prompt, and allowed himself to be led away by the unknown blonde, who was already launching into a detailed story about someone named Trent and a photoshoot gone wrong. He nodded at appropriate intervals, scanning the party as they walked.

The gathering was clearly exclusive—he recognized several faces from television and Instagram. These were Brooke's peers, the elite circle of influencers, models, and industry people that populated her social media. In his own body, Carter would never have gained entry to this world.

"—and then he had the nerve to say my angles weren't working! Me! Can you believe it?" The blonde was still talking, clearly expecting a response.

"That's insane," Carter offered, hoping it was appropriate. "He's clearly threatened by you."

This seemed to be the right answer. The blonde beamed. "That's exactly what I said to Kylie! You always understand." She lowered her voice conspiratorially. "Speaking of understanding, how are things with Ryan? Still as perfect as your Instagram makes it look?"

Carter hesitated, unsure how Brooke would respond. "Things are good," he said carefully. "Really good, actually."

The blonde raised a perfectly shaped eyebrow. "That good, huh? Girl, you're glowing. Did you guys finally...?" She left the question hanging suggestively.

Carter had no idea what milestone she might be referring to. "We're just in a good place," he said vaguely.

"Well, I'm happy for you. After that disaster with Jake, you deserve someone who treats you right." The blonde squeezed his arm affectionately.

Jake? Carter filed away the name for future reference. An ex, apparently, and not a good one.

Ryan appeared with their drinks, saving Carter from further conversation. "Ladies," he said, handing Carter a vodka soda. "Ellie, Mason was looking for you. Something about the DJ playlist?"

The blonde—Ellie—rolled her eyes. "That man cannot make a decision without consulting at least three people. I'll catch up with you later, Brooke." She air-kissed Carter's cheek before disappearing into the crowd.

"You looked like you needed rescuing," Ryan murmured, his mouth close to Carter's ear. "Ellie can talk for hours if you let her."

"My hero," Carter replied, taking a sip of his drink. The vodka was top-shelf, barely detectable under the soda.

Ryan's hand settled on the small of his back as they moved through the party, stopping occasionally to chat with people. Carter let Ryan lead these interactions, offering only brief comments and smiles, terrified of saying something that would reveal his ignorance of Brooke's life and relationships.

The strategy seemed to work. No one appeared to notice anything amiss as they circulated through the gathering. Carter found himself relaxing slightly, enjoying the novelty of being in this beautiful space, surrounded by beautiful people who all seemed to want Brooke's attention.

"Brooke! Ryan! You made it!" A tall man with carefully tousled hair approached, clapping Ryan on the shoulder before leaning in to kiss Carter's cheek. "Brooke, you look incredible as always."

"Thanks, Mason," Carter replied, correctly guessing this was their host. "Beautiful party."

Mason grinned, clearly pleased. "Wait until midnight. I've got something special planned." He lowered his voice. "The pool house is set up if you guys want some... privacy later." He winked at Ryan.

Ryan laughed, his arm tightening around Carter's waist. "We'll keep that in mind."

As Mason moved on to greet other guests, Carter took another sip of his drink, feeling a pleasant warmth spreading through him. The vodka was hitting him differently in this body—faster, more intensely than he was used to.

"Want to check out the view?" Ryan suggested, nodding toward glass doors that led to a sprawling terrace.

Outside, the air was cooler, carrying the scent of jasmine from planters strategically placed around the space. The view was even more spectacular than from inside—the entire Los Angeles basin spread before them, a sea of twinkling lights.

They found a relatively secluded corner with a low bench. Ryan sat first, pulling Carter down beside him so that their thighs touched.

"You've been quiet tonight," Ryan observed, his fingers tracing patterns on Carter's exposed shoulder. "Everything okay with you and Ellie? She seemed intense."

Carter took another sip of his drink. "Everything's fine. Just taking it all in."

Ryan studied him for a moment, his expression thoughtful. "You know, sometimes I forget how much pressure you're under. All these people wanting a piece of you all the time." He gestured toward the party inside. "It must be exhausting."

The unexpected insight caught Carter off guard. "It can be," he admitted, thinking about how strange and overwhelming this whole experience was. "Sometimes I just want to be... someone else for a while. Someone normal."

Ryan laughed softly. "Brooke Keller, wanting to be normal? That's a first." He leaned closer, his breath warm against Carter's ear. "It's one of the things I love about you, you know. How extraordinary you are."

The sincerity in his voice made Carter turn to look at him. In the soft lighting of the terrace, Ryan's features seemed gentler, his expression open and vulnerable in a way Carter hadn't noticed before.

"You're not so bad yourself," Carter replied, surprising himself with how much he meant it.

Ryan's lips found his, the kiss deep and unhurried, his hand cupping the back of Carter's neck. When they separated, Ryan's eyes were dark with desire.

"You want to check out that pool house Mason mentioned?" he suggested, his voice husky.

Carter hesitated. The sex earlier had been incredible, an experience beyond anything he could have imagined. But it had also crossed lines he'd never expected to cross. Was he ready to do it again?

Looking at Ryan's handsome face, feeling the warmth of his body so close, Carter found his answer. "Lead the way."

They slipped away from the main party, following a lit path that curved around the main house toward a smaller structure nestled among tropical landscaping. The pool house was designed as a miniature version of the main building, with the same clean lines and glass walls, though strategic plantings provided privacy.

Inside, Mason had indeed "set it up"—the space was dimly lit by candles, a plush king-sized bed dominating the room. A bottle of champagne chilled in an ice bucket beside it.

"Mason thinks of everything," Ryan observed, closing the door behind them.

Carter moved to the center of the room, suddenly feeling nervous again. This was different from before—more deliberate, less caught up in the heat of the moment.

Ryan approached slowly, his eyes never leaving Carter's face. "We don't have to do anything," he said softly. "We can just hang out here, away from the crowd."

The consideration in his voice made Carter's chest tighten with an unfamiliar emotion. "I want to," he said, stepping closer. "I just... can we take it slow?"

Ryan's smile was gentle as he reached out to tuck a strand of hair behind Carter's ear. "We can take all night if you want."

He leaned in to kiss Carter again, this time with exquisite slowness, his lips barely brushing against Carter's at first, then gradually deepening the contact. His hands remained on Carter's waist, making no move to undress him or push for more.

Carter found himself melting into the kiss, his arms winding around Ryan's neck as their bodies pressed together. The feel of Ryan's hard chest against Brooke's soft curves created a delicious friction, even through their clothes.

When Ryan finally broke the kiss, they were both breathing faster. "Champagne?" he suggested, his voice rough with restrained desire.

Carter nodded, watching as Ryan moved to open the bottle. The cork came free with a muted pop, and Ryan poured two glasses, handing one to Carter.

"To tonight," Ryan said, raising his glass in a toast.

"To new experiences," Carter replied, clinking his glass against Ryan's before taking a sip. The champagne was exquisite, tiny bubbles dancing on his tongue.

Ryan set his glass aside and moved to a small speaker system in the corner, connecting his phone and scrolling briefly before selecting something. Soft, sensual music filled the space, the bass line a gentle throb that seemed to match the pulse now racing in Carter's veins.

"Dance with me?" Ryan asked, extending his hand.

Carter hesitated only briefly before setting down his glass and accepting the invitation. Ryan pulled him close, one arm around his waist, the other hand holding Carter's as they began to sway to the music.

It was strange being the shorter partner, having to look up into Ryan's eyes, feeling enveloped by his larger frame. But there was something undeniably thrilling about it too—a surrender of control that Carter had never experienced before.

"You're so beautiful," Ryan murmured, his lips brushing against Carter's temple. "Sometimes I still can't believe you're mine."

The words sent a complicated mix of emotions through Carter. These sentiments weren't meant for him, but for Brooke. Yet in this moment, in this body, they were his to receive and respond to.

"I'm right here," he whispered, tilting his face up for another kiss.

This time, there was more urgency in Ryan's response. His hands slid lower to cup Carter's ass, pulling their bodies flush against each other. Carter could feel Ryan's arousal pressing against him, the hard length of it both intimidating and exciting.

"I want you," Ryan breathed against his lips. "Can I have you again?"

Carter nodded, beyond words now as Ryan's hands moved to the hem of his silky top, lifting it slowly over his head to reveal the lacy bra beneath. Ryan's eyes darkened as he took in the sight, his hands coming up to cup Brooke's breasts through the delicate fabric.

"Perfect," he murmured, bending to place open-mouthed kisses along the swell of Carter's cleavage. "So fucking perfect."

Carter's head fell back, giving Ryan better access as his lips trailed up to the sensitive spot just below his ear. Ryan's hands were busy at the fastening of Carter's jeans, undoing the button and zipper with practiced ease.

"Bed," Ryan suggested, already walking Carter backward toward it. When the backs of his knees hit the mattress, Carter sank down onto it, looking up at Ryan as he quickly stripped off his own shirt.

In the candlelight, Ryan's body was all defined muscle and smooth skin. Carter couldn't help but stare, admiring the male physique from this new perspective. Ryan seemed to enjoy the attention, taking his time as he unbuckled his belt and stepped out of his pants.

"Your turn," he said, nodding toward Carter's partially undone jeans.

Carter stood again, shimmying out of the tight denim, leaving him in just the matching bra and panties. Ryan's sharp intake of breath was gratifying, a confirmation of Brooke's beauty and the power it held.

"Come here," Ryan said, his voice a low command that sent shivers down Carter's spine.

They met at the foot of the bed, bodies pressing together, skin against skin. Ryan's kisses grew more demanding, his hands roaming freely over Brooke's curves. When he reached behind Carter to unclasp the bra, Carter didn't resist, allowing the garment to fall away.

Ryan backed him toward the bed again, following him down as Carter lay back against the plush comforter. His weight settled partially on top of Carter, one thigh pressing between his legs, creating a pressure that made Carter gasp with pleasure.

"I want to try something different," Ryan murmured, his lips trailing down Carter's neck to his collarbone. "Will you let me?"

Carter nodded, curious and excited despite a flutter of nervousness. "What did you have in mind?"

Ryan smiled against his skin, continuing his downward journey until his mouth closed around one of Carter's nipples, drawing a surprised moan from him. "I want to watch you," Ryan said, releasing the hardened bud to look up at Carter's face. "Watch you touch yourself while I'm inside you."

The suggestion sent a jolt of heat straight to Carter's core. "Yes," he breathed, beyond embarrassment or hesitation now.

Ryan's smile widened as he shifted off Carter to remove his boxer briefs, his erection springing free. Carter watched, mesmerized, as Ryan rolled on a condom he'd apparently brought with him.

"These," Ryan said, hooking his fingers into the waistband of Carter's panties, "need to go."

Carter lifted his hips, allowing Ryan to slide the lace down his legs and toss it aside. Completely naked now, he felt exposed but powerful under Ryan's admiring gaze.

"Scoot up," Ryan instructed, and Carter complied, moving to the center of the bed. Ryan followed, positioning himself between Carter's spread legs. "Touch yourself," he said, his voice rough with desire. "Show me what you like."

Carter hesitated only briefly before sliding a hand down his body, finding his clit with practiced ease now. He began to circle it with his fingers, watching Ryan's face as he touched himself. The raw hunger in Ryan's expression was intoxicating.

"That's it," Ryan encouraged, his hand stroking his own length as he watched. "Get yourself ready for me."

Carter continued pleasuring himself, his other hand coming up to tease his nipple, heightening the sensation. He was already wet, his fingers gliding easily over sensitive flesh.

Ryan watched for several moments, his breathing becoming more ragged. Finally, he moved forward, positioning himself at Carter's entrance. "Keep touching yourself," he instructed. "Don't stop."

Carter gasped as Ryan began to push inside him, the sensation of fullness even more intense in this position. His fingers continued their work on his clit as Ryan seated himself fully, both of them moaning at the connection.

"So tight," Ryan groaned, beginning to move in slow, deep thrusts. "So fucking good."

Carter's back arched as Ryan found just the right angle, hitting that spot inside him that sent sparks of pleasure radiating outward. Combined with the stimulation of his own fingers, the sensation was overwhelming.

"Faster," Carter urged, surprising himself with the demand.

Ryan complied immediately, his hips picking up speed, driving into Carter with increasing force. The sound of skin against skin filled the room, punctuated by their mingled moans.

"That's it," Ryan encouraged, his voice strained with effort. "Take what you need, baby."

Carter's fingers moved faster, matching Ryan's rhythm as pleasure built inside him like a gathering storm. This position allowed him to see everything—Ryan's muscled abdomen flexing with each thrust, the place where their bodies joined, the look of concentrated pleasure on Ryan's face.

"I'm close," Carter warned, feeling the telltale tightening in his core.

"Wait for me," Ryan urged, his thrusts becoming more erratic. "Almost there. Almost—fuck!"

He drove in deep, grinding against Carter as his orgasm took him. The sight and sensation pushed Carter over the edge, his inner walls clenching around Ryan's length as pleasure crashed through him in waves.

For several moments, they remained locked together, both panting heavily. Then Ryan carefully withdrew, disposing of the condom before collapsing beside Carter on the bed.

"That," he said when he'd caught his breath, "was incredible."

Carter could only nod, his body still humming with aftershocks of pleasure. Sex as a woman was so different—more full-body, more waves than peaks, more connected somehow.

Ryan propped himself up on one elbow, looking down at Carter with a soft expression. "You're amazing, you know that?"

Carter smiled, reaching up to trace Ryan's jawline with his fingers. "You're not so bad yourself."

They lay in comfortable silence for several minutes, their breathing gradually returning to normal. Carter found himself studying Ryan's face, seeing details he hadn't noticed before—the tiny scar near his eyebrow, the fan of dark lashes, the way one corner of his mouth lifted slightly higher than the other when he smiled.

"We should probably head back to the party at some point," Ryan said eventually, though he made no move to get up.

Carter nodded, but he too remained still. "In a minute."

Ryan leaned down to kiss him again, slow and sweet. "Take your time. I'm in no rush."

As they eventually began to dress, helping each other find discarded clothing in the dimly lit room, Carter caught sight of his reflection in a decorative mirror. Brooke's face looked back at him, her cheeks flushed, her hair tousled, her eyes bright with satisfaction. It was still jarring, seeing that face where his should be, but less alien now, more familiar.

They were just finishing straightening their clothes when Ryan's phone buzzed with a text. He checked it, frowning slightly.

"Everything okay?" Carter asked.

"It's from Mason," Ryan replied. "Apparently there's some guy at the front gate causing a scene, asking for you." He looked up, his expression concerned. "He's saying he's your boyfriend."

Carter's stomach dropped. "What?"

"Mason thinks it's the same guy from your building earlier. The security isn't letting him in, but he's threatening to call the police." Ryan's eyes narrowed. "Brooke, what's going on? Who is this guy?"

Carter's mind raced. Brooke had tracked him here somehow—perhaps she'd seen the party mentioned on social media, or maybe she'd gone through his phone back at the apartment. Either way, she wasn't giving up.

"It's complicated," Carter said, desperately trying to think of a plausible explanation. "He's... an ex-assistant. I had to fire him for inappropriate behavior, and he's been stalking me online ever since."

Ryan's expression darkened. "That's it. I'm calling the police myself." He began dialing.

"No!" Carter exclaimed, more forcefully than he'd intended. Ryan looked up in surprise. "I mean," Carter continued, trying to sound calmer, "let's not make a scene. This is Mason's party. I'll handle it."

"Brooke, this is serious," Ryan insisted. "If this guy is stalking you—"

"Please," Carter interrupted. "Let me talk to him. If that doesn't work, then we can call the police."

Ryan hesitated, clearly torn. "I'm coming with you," he said finally. "And if he tries anything, I'm stepping in."

Carter nodded, relieved that Ryan had agreed but increasingly anxious about the confrontation to come. How was he going to explain this to Brooke without revealing the impossible truth?

They made their way back to the main house and then down to the front gate, where a small crowd had gathered to watch the disturbance. Through the ornate ironwork, Carter could see his own body—Brooke inside it—arguing heatedly with two security guards.

"That's him," Carter confirmed to Ryan, whose jaw was set in a hard line.

"Stay behind me," Ryan instructed, stepping forward to address one of the guards. "I'll talk to him first."

Before Carter could protest, Ryan had signaled for the guard to open the pedestrian entrance beside the main gate. Brooke, in Carter's body, immediately tried to push through, but the guard blocked her path, allowing only Ryan to step outside.

Carter watched anxiously as Ryan confronted Brooke, their conversation too distant to overhear clearly. Brooke was gesticulating wildly, her expression desperate and furious in Carter's face. Ryan stood with his arms crossed, his posture defensive and unyielding.

After a minute of heated exchange, Ryan turned and walked back toward the gate, his expression troubled. "He's insisting on talking to you directly," he told Carter. "Says it's a matter of life and death."

Carter took a deep breath. "I'll talk to him. But just for a minute."

Ryan looked like he wanted to object but finally nodded. "I'll be right here watching. If you need me, just signal."

Carter approached the gate, his heart hammering in his chest as he faced his own body. It was surreal—like looking in a mirror, except the reflection moved independently and wore an expression of barely contained rage.

"We need to talk," Brooke hissed through the gate, using Carter's voice. "Now. Alone."

"You're making a scene," Carter replied quietly. "This isn't the way to handle this."

"Handle this?" Brooke's voice rose in incredulous anger. "You stole my body! My life! And you're what—fucking my boyfriend now? Having the time of your life while I'm trapped in... in this?" She gestured disgustedly at Carter's body.

Carter glanced nervously at the onlookers, aware that every word was being overheard. "Look, I understand you're upset, but this isn't the place. Why don't you go back to my apartment, and we can talk tomorrow when things are calmer?"

"Calmer?" Brooke's laugh was bitter and harsh coming from Carter's throat. "I've spent the entire day trying to figure out what the hell happened and how to reverse it. I've called every number in your phone. I've been to your disgusting apartment. I've even tried to contact that stupid app developer. Nobody will help me!"

Carter blinked in surprise. "You tried to contact the developer? Did you get through?"

"No," Brooke spat. "It's a fake company address. The app itself has disappeared from your phone—I've looked everywhere." Her eyes narrowed. "I want my body back. Now."

"I don't know how," Carter admitted in a low voice. "I don't know how it happened or how to reverse it."

Brooke gripped the iron bars of the gate, her knuckles whitening. "Then figure it out," she growled. "Because if you don't, I swear I will make your life a living hell. I will tell everyone what you've done."

"No one would believe you," Carter pointed out, though his stomach twisted with guilt at the desperation in his own face. "They'd think you were crazy."

"Maybe," Brooke conceded, her voice dropping to a dangerous whisper. "But I know things about you now, Carter Wilson. I've been through your apartment, your computer, your pathetic little life. I know about your obsession with me—the folders of saved photos, the comments you've left under fake accounts. How do you think Ryan would feel knowing you've been stalking me for years?"

Carter felt a chill run down his spine. "That's not—I wasn't stalking you. I was just a fan."

"A fan who somehow stole my body?" Brooke's laugh was ugly. "Right." She leaned closer to the bars. "I'm giving you twenty-four hours to figure this out. Meet me at your apartment tomorrow night at 8. If you don't show up, or if you don't have a solution, I start telling everyone exactly what kind of creep you are."

Before Carter could respond, Ryan appeared at his side, placing a protective hand on his lower back. "Everything okay here?" he asked, his tone making it clear the conversation was over.

Brooke glared at Ryan, then at Carter. "Twenty-four hours," she repeated, before turning and stalking away.

Ryan watched her go, his expression troubled. "What was that about? Twenty-four hours until what?"

Carter forced a smile, though his mind was reeling. "Nothing important. He's just... unstable. Thinks if I don't give him his job back by tomorrow, he'll go to the tabloids with some made-up stories."

Ryan's frown deepened. "That's blackmail. We should definitely file a police report."

"Let me handle it," Carter insisted. "I've dealt with this kind of thing before."

Ryan didn't look convinced, but he nodded reluctantly. "If that's what you want. But I'm here if you need me—for anything."

Carter leaned against Ryan, suddenly exhausted by the confrontation and the implications of Brooke's ultimatum. "Thank you. Can we go now? I've had enough excitement for one night."

"Of course." Ryan wrapped a protective arm around Carter's shoulders, leading him back toward the party to make their goodbyes.

As they moved through the crowd, Carter felt as though he was sleepwalking. The beautiful people, the luxurious surroundings, the pulsing music—it all seemed distant and unreal compared to the very real threat Brooke had just delivered.

Twenty-four hours. How was he supposed to figure out in twenty-four hours what had taken a mysterious app just seconds to accomplish? And if he couldn't reverse the swap, what then? Would Brooke really expose him? Would anyone believe her?

"You're shaking," Ryan observed as they said a quick goodbye to Mason. "Are you cold?"

"Just tired," Carter replied automatically, the excuse becoming his mantra for the evening.

In the car, Ryan kept glancing over at him with concern. "Do you want to talk about it?" he asked finally as they pulled away from Mason's hillside property. "About that guy, I mean."

Carter stared out the window at the passing lights of Los Angeles, a city that had seemed full of possibility just hours ago and now felt like a beautiful trap. "Not tonight," he said softly. "I just want to forget about it for now."

Ryan reached across the console to take his hand, squeezing it gently. "Then that's what we'll do. My place or yours?"

The thought of returning to Brooke's apartment, where reminders of her real life would be everywhere, made Carter's anxiety spike. "Yours," he decided.

Ryan's smile was warm, his thumb tracing circles on the back of Carter's hand. "Good. I wasn't ready to let you go yet anyway."

As the Tesla wove through the late-night traffic, Carter leaned his head against the cool glass of the window, watching the city blur past. He had experienced more in this one day as Brooke than he had in months of his own life—pleasure beyond imagination, luxury he'd only dreamed of, attention and desire from all directions.

But now reality was crashing in. This wasn't his body, his life, his boyfriend. He was an imposter, and the clock was ticking.

Twenty-four hours to solve an impossible problem. Twenty-four hours until Brooke made good on her threat. Twenty-four hours left in paradise before his fall back to earth.

The night stretched ahead, offering one last opportunity to experience Brooke's life to the fullest. Tomorrow would bring consequences, complications, perhaps even catastrophe. But tonight—tonight he still had this beautiful borrowed body, this attentive man beside him, this glimpse into a world so different from his own.

As Ryan's apartment building came into view, Carter made a decision. Whatever happened tomorrow, he would make the most of these final hours. He would memorize every sensation, every touch, every moment of being Brooke Keller. He would store these experiences away like treasures to revisit in the lonely nights that would surely follow his return to his own ordinary existence.

"You're quiet again," Ryan observed as he parked the car. "Sure you're okay?"

Carter turned to him, studying the genuine concern in his handsome face. In another life, in his own body, someone like Ryan would never have looked at him twice. The thought brought a bittersweet pang.

"I'm more than okay," Carter replied, leaning across to kiss Ryan softly. "Take me upstairs."

As they rode the elevator to Ryan's penthouse, Carter nestled against his chest, breathing in his cologne, committing the scent to memory. Twenty-four hours wasn't much time. But for now—for these precious remaining hours—he would live as fully as possible in Brooke's skin, consequences be damned.

The elevator doors slid open to reveal Ryan's sleek, minimalist apartment. As Carter stepped inside, he felt a strange sense of fatalism settle over him. Whatever happened tomorrow was beyond his control. For tonight, he would simply be present, experiencing every moment as it came.

Ryan's arms encircled him from behind, his lips finding the sensitive spot below Carter's ear. "What do you need?" he murmured, his breath warm against Carter's skin.

Carter turned in his embrace, looking up into eyes that held nothing but desire and affection—emotions meant for someone else, but his to receive tonight.

"Everything," he whispered, a single word that contained all his complicated feelings: greed for more experiences, hunger for sensations his own body could never feel, and beneath it all, a growing understanding of what it meant to walk in someone else's shoes.

As Ryan lifted him effortlessly, carrying him toward the bedroom, Carter closed his eyes, surrendering to whatever the night would bring. Tomorrow would take care of itself. Tonight belonged to him.

And for now, that was enough.


Chapter 4: The Price of Pleasure

The morning light filtered through Ryan's floor-to-ceiling windows, casting golden rectangles across the rumpled sheets. Carter stirred slowly, his borrowed body pleasantly sore in places he'd never felt before. Last night at Ryan's had been a marathon of exploration—positions, sensations, boundaries pushed and pleasure discovered in ways that still made his skin tingle at the memory.

Rolling onto his side, he found Ryan watching him, propped up on one elbow, his expression soft with something that looked dangerously like love.

"Morning, beautiful," Ryan murmured, reaching out to tuck a strand of hair behind Carter's ear. "Sleep well?"

Carter nodded, stretching languidly, enjoying the way Ryan's eyes tracked the movement of Brooke's body beneath the thin sheet. "Very well. What time is it?"

"Just after nine," Ryan replied, his hand now tracing lazy patterns on Carter's bare shoulder. "No rush. I cleared my morning."

Nine o'clock. Eleven hours until his meeting with Brooke. The thought sent a spike of anxiety through his pleasant morning haze, but Carter pushed it aside. He'd deal with that later. Right now, he wanted to savor every remaining moment in this body, with this man.

"Good," Carter said, sliding closer to Ryan. "Because I'm not done with you yet."

Ryan's eyebrow arched, his mouth curving into a smile that was both surprised and pleased. "Is that right? And here I thought I'd worn you out last night."

Carter let his hand drift down Ryan's chest, enjoying the defined muscles under his palm, the scattered dark hair that narrowed to a trail leading below the sheets. "I'm just getting started," he whispered, his fingers finding their target.

Ryan's sharp intake of breath was gratifying. "Fuck, Brooke," he groaned as Carter's hand wrapped around his rapidly hardening length. "What's gotten into you lately?"

If he only knew, Carter thought wryly, but merely smiled, sliding down Ryan's body to disappear beneath the sheets.

Two hours later, they finally made it to the kitchen, both wrapped in Ryan's plush bathrobes after sharing a shower that had taken significantly longer than necessary. Ryan moved around the space with easy confidence, preparing coffee and slicing fruit while Carter perched on a stool at the island, watching.

"I have a shoot at two," Ryan said, sliding a mug of coffee across to Carter. "But I'm free until then. Anything you want to do today?"

Carter sipped the coffee, considering. Ten hours now until he had to face Brooke and whatever consequences awaited. The responsible thing would be to spend the day researching, trying to figure out how to reverse the swap. But the reality was, he had no idea where to start. The app had vanished, the company appeared to be a fiction, and the swap itself defied all laws of nature and science.

"Actually," he said, making a decision, "would you mind if I borrowed your car? There are some things I need to take care of."

Ryan's expression shifted slightly, concern creeping in. "Is this about that guy from last night? Your stalker?"

Carter nodded, figuring the closest version of the truth was easiest to maintain. "I need to handle it. Alone."

"Brooke," Ryan began, his tone serious, "I don't like the idea of you confronting this person by yourself. He seemed unstable. Let me come with you, or at least let me call the police."

"I appreciate your concern," Carter said, reaching across to squeeze Ryan's hand. "But I know how to handle this. It'll be fine, I promise."

Ryan didn't look convinced, but after a moment, he nodded. "Okay. But you'll call me if anything happens? And you'll be careful?"

"Of course," Carter assured him, feeling a pang of guilt at the genuine worry in Ryan's eyes. Whatever happened with this body swap, Ryan would be left dealing with the aftermath, whether it was a traumatized Brooke or a continued charade.

After breakfast, Ryan lent Carter a Ferrari that had Carter trying not to visibly salivate—another perk of Brooke's life he'd never experienced. The car handled like a dream as he navigated through Los Angeles traffic, heading first to Brooke's apartment.

He needed to prepare, to gather whatever might be useful for the confrontation ahead. And, if he was being honest with himself, he wanted one more chance to experience the luxurious space that had been his temporary home.

The apartment was exactly as they'd left it the previous evening, though Carter noticed immediately that someone—Brooke, in his body—had been there in their absence. Drawers were open, papers scattered across the coffee table, signs of a frantic search.

Carter moved cautiously through the space, listening for any indication that Brooke might still be present, but the apartment was empty. In the bedroom, he found more evidence of her search—clothes tossed from the closet, the bed linens disturbed, the vanity drawers rummaged through.

What had she been looking for? The app, presumably, or any clue about how to reverse the swap. Carter felt a wave of sympathy despite himself. He'd at least gotten the better end of this bizarre exchange—a beautiful body, a luxurious life, incredible sex. Brooke had awakened in the body of an ordinary guy with a messy apartment and no boyfriend.

Moving to the closet, Carter selected a change of clothes—something practical but still flattering. Who knew what the day might bring? He wanted to be prepared for anything.

As he dressed, Carter caught sight of himself in the mirror. Brooke looked back at him, her eyes reflecting his own uncertainty. It still felt strange, seeing her face where his should be, but less jarring now. In just over a day, he'd grown accustomed to this body, learned its responses, its pleasures, its power.

The thought of giving it up sent a pang through him—not just the physical beauty, but the whole package. The attention, the luxury, the way doors opened and heads turned. The sex that had been beyond his wildest imagination.

Could he really go back to being just Carter Wilson, average guy with an average life?

Pushing the thought aside, Carter gathered what he needed—phone, wallet, keys—and locked up the apartment. He had one more stop to make before confronting Brooke.

His own apartment building looked even shabbier than usual when viewed from behind the wheel of a Ferrari. Carter parked on the street, ignoring the curious stares from his neighbors as he, in Brooke's stunning body, made his way to his unit.

He knocked first, in case Brooke was inside, but there was no answer. Using his key, he let himself in, wrinkling his nose at the familiar but now-foreign smell of his own space—a mixture of laundry detergent, old takeout, and the faint mustiness of a bachelor pad.

The apartment was even messier than usual, clear evidence of Brooke's angry presence. Clothes were strewn everywhere, drawers left open, his laptop open on the coffee table. Carter moved to it, checking the browser history. Searches for "body swap," "consciousness transfer," "identity theft," and "how to contact app developer" filled the screen.

So Brooke had been trying to solve this on her own. Of course she had—she wanted her life back. And who could blame her?

Carter sat on his threadbare couch, suddenly overwhelmed by the strangeness of it all. He'd spent the last day and a half living someone else's life, experiencing pleasures and privileges he'd never known. Meanwhile, Brooke had been trapped in his unremarkable existence, desperate to escape.

What was the right thing to do here? If he could reverse the swap, should he? The selfish part of him—the part that had reveled in the sensations of Brooke's body, in Ryan's attention, in the luxury and excitement of her life—screamed no. But another part, a part he hadn't known existed until this bizarre experience, whispered that he had no right to keep what wasn't his.

Carter's introspection was interrupted by the sound of a key in the lock. He stood quickly, heart pounding as the door swung open to reveal his own body—Brooke—standing in the doorway, frozen in surprise.

For a long moment, they stared at each other, mirror images in the wrong frames.

"You're early," Brooke said finally, her voice—his voice—cold with anger. "I said eight o'clock."

Carter shrugged, trying to appear calmer than he felt. "I thought we should talk sooner rather than later."

Brooke closed the door behind her, moving into the apartment with jerky, unfamiliar movements. She was clearly still uncomfortable in Carter's body, her gestures exaggerated as if she was overcompensating for the different proportions.

"Fine," she said, dropping a shopping bag on the counter. "Let's talk. Have you figured out how to reverse this nightmare?"

Carter shook his head. "I've been trying, but the app is gone. I can't find any trace of it or the company that supposedly made it."

Brooke's laugh was bitter. "Of course not. That would be too easy." She paced the small living room, running Carter's hands through his hair in a gesture that was purely hers. "This is insane. I have a meeting with Sephora tomorrow. A photoshoot on Wednesday. I'm supposed to fly to New York on Friday for Fashion Week. I can't do any of that in this body!" She gestured disgustedly at Carter's form.

"I could go for you," Carter suggested before he could stop himself. "I've been managing so far. Ryan hasn't noticed anything wrong."

Brooke whirled on him, her expression—his face—contorted with rage. "Oh, I know exactly what you've been 'managing' with Ryan," she spat. "I saw the texts on his phone when I tried contacting him. You fucked my boyfriend!"

Carter felt his cheeks heat with embarrassment and something like shame, though not enough to regret his experiences with Ryan. "I was just... living your life," he said weakly. "Like you would have."

"Like I would have?" Brooke's voice rose incredulously. "You have no idea who I am or how I live my life! You're just some creepy fan living out his fantasy at my expense!"

The accusation stung, partly because there was truth in it. "I didn't mean for this to happen," Carter insisted. "I was just scrolling through TikTok, and this ad popped up—"

"Save it," Brooke interrupted, raising a hand. "I don't care how it happened. I care about fixing it." She stopped pacing, fixing Carter with a hard stare. "I've been doing research. There are stories online—urban legends, mostly—about body swaps. In some of them, the swap reverses naturally after a certain period. In others, the people have to recreate the circumstances of the original swap."

Carter perked up at this. "Like what? What were you doing when it happened?"

"I was at home, filming content for TikTok," Brooke replied. "Then suddenly I was here, in your disgusting apartment, in this body." She looked down at Carter's form with undisguised disdain.

"I was watching your TikTok," Carter admitted. "That new transition video in your bathroom. An ad popped up for an app called Reality Swap, and I downloaded it. It asked who I wanted to be, and I typed your name."

Brooke's eyes narrowed. "So this is definitely your fault."

Carter didn't argue the point. "Maybe if we try to recreate it—you watching my social media, me watching yours, at the same time?"

"You don't have any social media worth watching," Brooke pointed out dismissively. "Your Instagram has twelve posts and eighty-three followers. Most of them appear to be spam accounts."

The casual cruelty of the observation made Carter wince. "Then what do you suggest?"

Brooke was quiet for a moment, thinking. "There's one other possibility I read about. In some stories, the swap is reversed when both parties truly understand what it means to be the other person—when they've learned whatever lesson the universe or whatever wanted them to learn."

Carter blinked, surprised by the metaphysical turn. "You think this happened for a reason? As a lesson?"

"I don't know," Brooke admitted, sounding less angry for the first time. "But I've tried everything else I can think of. If there's no technological solution, maybe there's a... spiritual one."

"So what's the lesson?" Carter asked, genuinely curious. "What am I supposed to understand about being you?"

Brooke's laugh was short and humorless. "That it's not all glamour and adoration? That having millions of people watching your every move is exhausting? That maintaining the image everyone expects is a full-time job?" She sighed, sinking onto the couch. "My life looks perfect on social media because that's what sells. The reality is a lot messier."

Carter sat beside her, careful to maintain some distance. "I've noticed," he said quietly. "The constant texts from your agent, the pressure to always look perfect, the way everyone wants something from you."

Brooke looked surprised, as if she hadn't expected him to have picked up on those aspects of her life. "Yeah," she said softly. "It's a lot sometimes."

"But there are good parts too," Carter pointed out. "Ryan, for one. He really cares about you."

A shadow crossed Brooke's face. "Ryan," she repeated flatly. "Who you've been fucking in my body."

Carter had the grace to look embarrassed. "I'm sorry about that. I got caught up in the experience."

"The experience," Brooke echoed, disgust creeping back into her tone. "Is that what this has been for you? An experience?"

"Wouldn't it be the same for you?" Carter challenged. "If you woke up in a woman's body, wouldn't you be curious? Wouldn't you explore?"

Brooke opened her mouth to retort, then closed it again, considering. "Maybe," she conceded finally. "But that doesn't make it right."

They sat in uncomfortable silence for a moment, each lost in their own thoughts.

"What about you?" Carter asked eventually. "What have you learned about being me?"

Brooke's expression softened slightly. "That invisibility has its own kind of pain," she said, surprising Carter with her insight. "Nobody looks at you. Nobody cares what you have to say. You can walk into a room, and it's like you don't exist."

Carter nodded, a lump forming in his throat at the simple truth of it. "Yeah," he agreed softly. "That's pretty much it."

Another silence fell between them, less hostile this time.

"So what now?" Carter asked finally. "If understanding each other is the key, have we done enough? Should we try to switch back somehow?"

Brooke shrugged, looking as lost as Carter felt. "I don't know. Maybe? How would we even attempt it?"

Carter thought for a moment. "We could try focusing on each other, really concentrating on returning to our own bodies. Like meditation or something."

It sounded ridiculous even as he said it, but Brooke nodded, apparently willing to try anything at this point. "Fine. Let's do it."

They positioned themselves facing each other on the couch, knees almost touching. "Should we hold hands or something?" Carter suggested awkwardly.

Brooke grimaced but extended Carter's hands. "If it helps, sure."

The sensation of holding his own hands was beyond strange, but Carter tried to focus. "I think we should close our eyes and concentrate on who we really are. On returning to our true selves."

Brooke nodded, closing her eyes—Carter's eyes—and taking a deep breath. Carter did the same, trying to visualize his own body, his own identity, his own life.

They sat that way for several minutes, the only sound their synchronized breathing. Carter tried to focus, to will himself back into his own skin, but his mind kept wandering to Ryan, to the pleasures he'd discovered in Brooke's body, to the attention and desire he'd experienced.

Did he really want to go back?

The traitorous thought broke his concentration. His eyes snapped open to find Brooke already watching him, a knowing look on her face.

"You don't want to switch back, do you?" she accused softly.

Carter couldn't meet her gaze. "I do," he lied. "Of course I do."

"No, you don't," Brooke insisted. "You like being me. You like the attention, the luxury, the sex." Her voice hardened on the last word. "You want to keep fucking my boyfriend in my body."

The crude accusation hung in the air between them. Carter couldn't deny it—not completely.

"Maybe I do like some aspects of your life," he admitted finally. "Is that so wrong? To want to be desired, to be seen, to experience pleasure the way you can?"

"It is when it comes at my expense," Brooke replied, but her tone had lost some of its edge. "I get it, you know. Why you'd want to stay. But this is my life you're living. My body. My relationships. You don't get to just take them because you downloaded some magical app."

Carter knew she was right. Whatever temporary pleasures he'd found in Brooke's body, they weren't his to keep. But still, he hesitated, unwilling to give up the most extraordinary experience of his life.

"What if..." he began cautiously, "what if we had a little more time? What if we agreed to meet again in, say, a week? That would give you time to handle your most important commitments, and it would give me..." He trailed off, not wanting to voice his selfish desire for more time in Brooke's body, more experiences, more memories to sustain him when he returned to his ordinary existence.

"More time to fuck my boyfriend?" Brooke finished bluntly. "More time to enjoy my body? More time to live my life while I'm stuck in yours?"

Put like that, it sounded terrible. Selfish. Wrong. But Carter couldn't bring himself to deny it.

"One more day," Brooke said finally, her tone suggesting this was a significant concession. "I'll give you one more day. Then we meet back here tomorrow night and try again to switch back. If it doesn't work, I start making good on my threats. I tell Ryan everything. I post about it online. I make sure everyone knows what you've done."

One more day. Twenty-four more hours in Brooke's perfect body, perfect life. It wasn't enough—would never be enough—but it was something.

"Deal," Carter agreed quickly, before she could change her mind. "One more day. And I promise, I'll do everything I can to figure out how to reverse this."

Brooke's expression suggested she didn't believe him, but she nodded. "Fine. Tomorrow night, eight o'clock. Be here."

Carter stood, ready to leave before Brooke could reconsider her offer. "I'll be here," he promised. "And thank you."

Brooke's laugh was bitter. "Don't thank me. Just don't do anything I wouldn't do with my body."

The irony of the statement, given what Carter had already done, hung unspoken between them.

The Ferrari purred beneath him as Carter drove back to Ryan's penthouse, his mind racing faster than the sports car. One more day. How should he spend it?

The answer came to him with surprising clarity: experiencing everything Brooke's body could feel, storing up sensations and memories for the lonely days ahead when he'd be back in his own unexceptional form.

Ryan had texted earlier, letting him know he'd be at his photoshoot until evening. That gave Carter several hours of freedom to enact his plan.

His first stop was a high-end sex shop in West Hollywood, where he purchased items he'd only ever read about online—toys designed specifically for the female body, lubricants promising enhanced sensations, even a small vibrator disguised as a necklace pendant.

The saleswoman didn't bat an eye at Brooke Keller making such purchases, merely offering professional recommendations and discreetly packaging everything in an unmarked bag.

Next, Carter visited an upscale lingerie boutique, selecting pieces that showcased Brooke's perfect body in ways her existing collection didn't—a corset that cinched her waist to impossible proportions, stockings with intricate garters, panties that were little more than strings and a triangle of lace.

By the time he returned to Ryan's apartment, loaded with bags and buzzing with anticipation, it was late afternoon. Ryan had texted that his shoot was running long, and he'd be home around eight.

Perfect. That gave Carter several hours alone to explore the new purchases and Brooke's body in ways he hadn't yet attempted.

He started with a bath, filling Ryan's enormous soaking tub with hot water and fragrant oils he found in the bathroom cabinet. Stripping off Brooke's clothes, Carter caught his reflection in the full-length mirror and paused, taking a moment to really look at the body he'd been inhabiting.

Brooke was objectively stunning—slender but curved in all the right places, her skin smooth and golden, her breasts perfectly proportioned to her frame. Carter ran his hands over her body, appreciating it not just as an object of desire now, but as a vessel of sensation, a gateway to pleasures he'd never known existed before this strange adventure.

The bath was divine, the hot water and scented oils relaxing muscles he hadn't realized were tense. Carter took his time, shaving Brooke's already-smooth legs with meticulous care, exfoliating her skin with an expensive scrub he found beside the tub, conditioning her hair with products that smelled like a tropical paradise.

When he finally emerged from the bathroom, wrapped in one of Ryan's plush robes, he felt like a new person—or rather, like Brooke at her absolute best, pampered and prepared for whatever pleasures awaited.

Carter laid out his purchases on the bed, a smorgasbord of sensual possibilities. Where to begin? The decision was delicious in itself—so many options, so many sensations yet to explore.

He started with the lingerie, selecting a midnight blue set that made Brooke's tanned skin glow in contrast. The bra pushed her breasts up and together, creating cleavage that even Carter found himself admiring. The matching panties were barely there, a whisper of lace that disappeared between the cheeks of her ass.

Stockings came next, sheer black with seams up the back, held in place by a lace garter belt that emphasized the narrowness of Brooke's waist. Completing the ensemble with a pair of Ryan's girlfriend's high heels she'd left in his closet, Carter stood before the mirror, barely recognizing the siren who stared back at him.

Is this what Ryan saw when he looked at Brooke? This creature of pure sensuality, designed for pleasure and perfect in every detail?

The thought of Ryan sent a pulse of heat through Carter's core. What would he think if he came home to find Brooke like this, a fantasy come to life in his bedroom?

But Ryan wouldn't be home for hours yet. This time was for Carter alone, to explore sensations he'd never have the chance to experience again after tomorrow night.

He began with the simplest of his purchases—a small bullet vibrator, its rose gold surface gleaming in the late afternoon light. Settling on the bed, propped against the headboard with pillows supporting his back, Carter spread Brooke's legs, positioning himself to see his actions in the mirrored closet doors.

The first touch of the vibrator against his clit sent a jolt through him that made his back arch involuntarily. Even on the lowest setting, the sensation was intense—a focused, insistent pleasure that built quickly as he circled the sensitive bud.

Carter watched his reflection, fascinated by the visual of Brooke pleasuring herself, her legs spread wide, the vibrator a flash of gold against pink flesh. The sight was as arousing as the physical sensations, creating a feedback loop of pleasure that spiraled higher with each passing moment.

When the orgasm hit, it was sharp and sudden, a starburst of pleasure that had him crying out, Brooke's voice higher and breathier than he'd heard it before. But unlike his previous experiences of female orgasm, this one didn't fully satisfy. Instead, it seemed to awaken a deeper hunger, a need for more intense stimulation.

Carter reached for his next purchase—a sleek, curved toy designed to target the G-spot. Coating it liberally with lubricant, he teased his entrance before slowly pressing it inside, gasping at the fullness and the slight stretch.

Angling the toy upward as the saleswoman had instructed, Carter felt it press against a spot inside him that sent shockwaves of pleasure radiating outward. The sensation was entirely different from clitoral stimulation—deeper, more encompassing, building more slowly but promising something more profound.

He worked the toy in and out, gradually increasing the speed and pressure, his free hand returning to circle his clit with slick fingers. The dual stimulation was overwhelming, pushing him toward a peak that seemed impossibly high.

When it finally crested, the orgasm was unlike anything Carter had experienced before—waves of pleasure that seemed to originate from his core and spread outward, lasting longer than he thought possible, leaving him trembling and gasping for breath.

But even this wasn't enough. Carter had one day left in Brooke's body, and he was determined to explore every possibility, every sensation, every limit.

He reached for the most intimidating of his purchases—a device designed for simultaneous stimulation of multiple erogenous zones. The main shaft was intended for vaginal penetration, while a smaller attachment would stimulate his clit, and a third, even smaller extension was meant for anal play—territory Carter hadn't yet explored in Brooke's body.

The toy was substantial, its sleek silicone surface gleaming with promise. Carter applied liberal amounts of lubricant to all three parts, his heart racing with anticipation and a touch of nervousness. This would be unlike anything he'd experienced before, even in the past whirlwind days of sexual discovery.

Positioning himself on his hands and knees on the bed, facing the mirrored closet doors to watch, Carter reached between his legs with the toy. The main shaft slid in easily, his previous orgasms having left him wet and relaxed. The attachment found his clit with precision, while the third extension pressed gently against his back entrance.

Taking a deep breath, Carter pushed back slightly, feeling the smallest part of the toy breach him. The sensation was strange—a slight burning that quickly gave way to a fullness that was neither pleasure nor pain but something in between, something that intensified every other sensation.

When he activated the vibration function, Carter nearly collapsed face-first into the mattress. All three points of contact began to pulse and rumble in different patterns, creating a symphony of stimulation that overwhelmed his nervous system. It was too much and yet not enough; he found himself rocking back against the toy, driving it deeper, chasing sensations that seemed just out of reach.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck," he chanted, Brooke's voice high and desperate in his ears. His thighs began to tremble with the effort of maintaining his position as pleasure built to impossible heights.

The orgasm, when it finally crashed over him, was cataclysmic—a total-body experience that had him howling Brooke's name into the pillow, his inner walls clenching rhythmically around the toy as waves of ecstasy pulsed from his core outward to his fingertips and toes. It went on and on, aftershocks rippling through him long after the main event had subsided.

When he could finally move again, Carter carefully removed the toy and collapsed onto his back, staring at the ceiling as he caught his breath. Brooke's body was incredible—capable of pleasures he'd never imagined, sensations that made his experiences as a man seem one-dimensional by comparison.

How could he possibly give this up?

The question haunted him as he cleaned up and prepared for Ryan's return. He selected another lingerie set from his purchases—blood red this time, with cutouts that framed Brooke's breasts and exposed the curve of her ass. Over this, he slipped on a black silk robe that belonged to Ryan, leaving it untied to reveal tantalizing glimpses of what lay beneath.

Ryan's text arrived at 7:45: "On my way home. Starving. Should we order in?"

Carter smiled to himself as he typed his response: "Dinner can wait. I have something else in mind."

Three dots appeared immediately, then: "Do tell."

"You'll see. Drive fast."

Carter positioned himself on the couch, arranging Brooke's body in what he hoped was an enticing pose. He'd dimmed the lights and put on a playlist of sensual music, creating an atmosphere of seduction that would be impossible for Ryan to resist.

When the key turned in the lock twenty minutes later, Carter's heart was racing with anticipation. This would be his last night with Ryan, his last chance to experience sex from Brooke's perspective. He intended to make the most of it.

Ryan stopped dead in the doorway, his eyes widening as he took in the scene before him. "Holy shit," he breathed, dropping his keys on the entry table without looking. "What's all this?"

Carter stood slowly, allowing the robe to fall open further, revealing more of the red lingerie beneath. "I've been thinking about you all day," he said, moving toward Ryan with a deliberate sway of Brooke's hips. "About what I want you to do to me."

Ryan's throat worked as he swallowed hard. "And what's that?" he asked, his voice already rough with desire.

Carter reached him, running a manicured finger down the center of his chest. "Everything," he whispered. "I want everything tonight. No limits."

Ryan's pupils dilated, his breathing quickening visibly. "Brooke," he said, a question in his tone. "What's gotten into you lately?"

Carter smiled, a predatory curve of Brooke's perfect lips. "Maybe I've finally figured out what I really want," he replied, his hands already working at Ryan's belt. "And right now, that's you. All of you."

Any further questions Ryan might have had were silenced as Carter dropped to his knees, freeing Ryan's already-hard cock from his jeans. Without hesitation, Carter took him into Brooke's mouth, applying techniques he'd only ever been on the receiving end of before.

"Fuck!" Ryan gasped, his hands finding their way into Brooke's hair. "Jesus, Brooke..."

Carter worked him with enthusiasm, taking him deeper than he'd thought possible, using Brooke's tongue and lips and even the lightest scrape of teeth to drive Ryan wild. The power of it was intoxicating—having this strong, handsome man literally at his mercy, reduced to incoherent groans and pleas.

When Ryan's thighs began to tremble, signaling his approaching climax, Carter pulled back, looking up with a wicked smile. "Not yet," he said, rising to his feet. "I'm not done with you."

Ryan looked dazed, his chest heaving. "Bedroom?" he suggested breathlessly.

Carter shook his head. "Right here," he decided, pushing Ryan back toward the couch. "I can't wait that long."

Ryan fell back onto the cushions, watching with hungry eyes as Carter straddled him, the red lingerie stark against Brooke's golden skin. "You're fucking incredible," Ryan murmured, his hands running up Carter's thighs to cup his ass. "The most beautiful woman I've ever seen."

The words sent a pang through Carter—both pleasure at the compliment and a sharp reminder that tomorrow, this would all be over. He pushed the thought aside, focusing instead on the moment, on the hard length of Ryan pressing against him through the thin material of the panties.

"I want to try something new," Carter said, reaching for a small bottle he'd placed strategically within reach. "Something we haven't done before."

Ryan's eyebrow arched in question, but his expression remained eager, open. "I'm all yours," he said simply.

Carter shifted his position, moving the panties aside rather than removing them entirely. He poured lubricant onto his fingers, reaching behind himself to apply it to his back entrance—the one place he and Ryan hadn't yet explored together.

Ryan's eyes widened in understanding. "Brooke," he said cautiously, "we don't have to—"

"I want to," Carter interrupted firmly. "I want to feel you everywhere. Want to be filled completely." He positioned himself over Ryan's cock, guiding it to his prepared entrance. "Want to know what it's like to have you inside me like this."

Ryan groaned, his hands tightening on Carter's hips. "Go slow," he advised, his voice strained with the effort of restraint. "Don't hurt yourself."

Carter nodded, beginning to lower himself slowly onto Ryan's length. The stretch was more intense than the toy had been, a burning pressure that hovered on the edge of pain before giving way to a fullness that made him gasp.

"That's it," Ryan encouraged, watching Carter's face carefully for signs of discomfort. "Just like that. You're doing so well."

Inch by inch, Carter took him in, until finally he was fully seated, Ryan buried to the hilt inside him. They stayed like that for a long moment, both adjusting to the new sensation.

"You okay?" Ryan asked, his thumbs tracing soothing circles on Carter's hips.

Carter nodded, experimentally clenching around Ryan, drawing a sharp hiss from both of them. "More than okay," he assured him, beginning to move slowly.

The sensation was unlike anything Carter had experienced before—intense, bordering on overwhelming, a fullness that seemed to radiate through his entire body. He reached between his legs, finding his clit with practiced fingers, adding that stimulation to the mix.

"God, you're gorgeous," Ryan breathed, watching as Carter rode him. "So fucking hot like this."

Carter increased his pace, finding a rhythm that had them both gasping. Ryan's hands roamed freely over Brooke's body, cupping her breasts through the red lace, teasing her nipples to tight peaks.

"Touch yourself," Ryan urged, his voice rough with desire. "Let me see you come while I'm inside you like this."

Carter complied eagerly, his fingers working his clit in tight circles as he continued to ride Ryan's cock. The dual stimulation was pushing him rapidly toward another shattering orgasm, his thighs trembling with the effort of maintaining the pace.

"That's it," Ryan encouraged, his own breathing becoming ragged as he neared his peak. "Come for me, Brooke. Let go."

The use of Brooke's name should have been jarring, a reminder that this wasn't really his body, his pleasure, his lover. But in that moment, Carter was Brooke—experiencing her body's responses, her sensations, her relationship with Ryan. There was no separation.

When the orgasm hit, it was transcendent—a total surrender of self that had him crying out Ryan's name as his body convulsed in ecstasy. Ryan followed immediately, his fingers digging into Carter's hips as he thrust upward, emptying himself with a hoarse shout.

For long moments afterward, they remained locked together, both panting heavily, sweat-slicked skin cooling in the air-conditioned apartment. Ryan's arms wrapped around Carter, holding him close, his face buried in the crook of Carter's neck.

"I love you," Ryan murmured, the words muffled against Carter's skin.

Carter froze, unprepared for the emotional impact of those three simple words—words meant for Brooke, not for him. Words he had no right to receive or return.

But in that moment, in the afterglow of the most intense pleasure he'd ever known, Carter couldn't help but whisper back, "I love you too."

It wasn't true—couldn't be true. He barely knew Ryan, had only been living Brooke's life for two days. But something about the tenderness of the moment, the vulnerability of their position, made the lie feel necessary, even kind.

Ryan pulled back slightly, looking up at Carter with an expression of such genuine affection that it made Carter's chest ache. "You're amazing," Ryan said softly. "This whole weekend has been... I don't know, different somehow. In a good way."

Carter smiled, brushing Ryan's hair back from his forehead in a gesture that felt surprisingly natural. "Different how?"

Ryan considered this, his thumbs tracing lazy patterns on Carter's lower back. "You seem more... present. More spontaneous. Like you're really experiencing everything, not just going through the motions."

The observation was uncomfortably perceptive. Had Brooke been "going through the motions" in her relationship with Ryan? Had Carter's enthusiasm, his wonder at experiencing her body, his greedy desire for every sensation, shown through as a change in her personality?

"Maybe I just needed to see things from a new perspective," Carter replied, the closest he could come to the truth.

Ryan smiled, leaning up to kiss him softly. "Well, I like it. I like you like this."

The irony was painful. Ryan liked Brooke better when she wasn't herself—when she was Carter inhabiting her body, experiencing her life with the wonder of a tourist rather than the fatigue of a permanent resident.

What would happen tomorrow night, when Brooke was back in her own skin? Would Ryan notice the difference? Would he prefer the real Brooke to Carter's performance of her?

These questions and more swirled in Carter's mind as they eventually made their way to the bedroom, ordering takeout that was mostly forgotten in favor of more exploration, more pleasure, more of what Carter's body—his male body—could never experience.

By the time they finally fell asleep in the early hours of the morning, Carter had lost count of the orgasms Brooke's body had provided him. Each one had been different—some sharp and sudden, others building slowly to shattering crescendos, still others rolling through him in waves that seemed to have no beginning or end.

He drifted off with Ryan's arm draped possessively across his waist, the weight of it both comforting and bittersweet. Tomorrow night, this would all be over. Tomorrow, he would be back in his own unremarkable body, his own unremarkable life, with only memories to sustain him.

Morning brought reality crashing back in the form of Brooke's phone buzzing insistently on the nightstand. Carter fumbled for it, squinting at the screen to see a string of texts from his own number:

"Don't forget. 8 PM tonight."
"My apartment."
"If you're not there, I start telling everyone."

Carter sighed, setting the phone down and glancing over at Ryan, still peacefully asleep beside him. The sight of him—vulnerable in sleep, his dark lashes fanned against his cheeks, his lips slightly parted—sent a pang through Carter's chest.

This was goodbye, though Ryan didn't know it yet. After tonight, Carter would never again feel those lips against his, those hands on his body, that voice murmuring endearments in his ear.

Carefully, trying not to wake Ryan, Carter slipped out of bed and made his way to the bathroom. Brooke's reflection greeted him in the mirror, her hair tousled from sleep and sex, her lips slightly swollen from Ryan's kisses, a small mark visible on her neck where Ryan had gotten carried away.

Carter studied the face that had been his for the past two days, memorizing every detail—the exact shade of brown in her eyes, the curve of her cheekbones, the fullness of her lower lip. Soon, this face would belong solely to Brooke again, and Carter would be back to seeing his own unremarkable features in the mirror.

The thought brought a surprising wave of emotion—not just regret at losing the pleasures of Brooke's body, but something deeper, more complex. In these two days, he'd experienced a life entirely different from his own. He'd known desire, attention, privilege, pleasure beyond imagination. But he'd also glimpsed the pressures, the expectations, the constant scrutiny that came with Brooke's existence.

Was her life better than his? In many ways, undoubtedly yes. But perfect? Far from it.

And what about his own life? Before this strange adventure, Carter had seen it as painfully average, barely worth living. But now, having experienced its absence, he could recognize the freedom in anonymity, the peace in being unremarkable, the simple pleasures he'd taken for granted.

These revelations followed Carter through the day—his last day as Brooke Keller. He and Ryan spent it mostly in bed, with brief breaks for food and showers that inevitably led back to more exploration, more pleasure, more memories to store away.

By late afternoon, Carter found himself watching the clock with growing anxiety. Each passing hour brought him closer to the meeting with Brooke, closer to giving up this borrowed body and life.

"I need to go back to my place for a bit," he told Ryan around six, reluctantly extricating himself from the tangle of limbs they'd become. "There are some things I need to take care of."

Ryan pouted playfully but didn't argue. "Come back tonight? I've got early meetings tomorrow, but I wouldn't mind being tired for a good reason."

Carter hesitated, knowing he couldn't make that promise. "Let me see how long this takes," he hedged. "I'll text you."

Ryan nodded, pulling him down for one more lingering kiss. "Don't be too long," he murmured against Carter's lips. "I'm not done with you yet."

The words sent a bittersweet pang through Carter's chest. "I'll do my best," he replied, the closest he could come to honesty in that moment.

The drive to his apartment was a blur, Carter's mind too full of conflicting emotions to notice the passing scenery. By the time he parked outside the shabby building that housed his unit, it was nearly eight.

Taking a deep breath, Carter headed inside, steeling himself for whatever came next. Would the swap reverse itself naturally once they were both in the same space? Would they need to perform some ritual, speak some incantation? Or was this permanent—were they both trapped forever in the wrong bodies?

Brooke was waiting when he arrived, pacing the small living room in Carter's body, her movements still awkward and unfamiliar. She turned when he entered, her expression—his face—a mixture of relief and apprehension.

"You came," she said, sounding surprised.

Carter nodded, closing the door behind him. "I said I would."

Brooke studied him for a moment, taking in Brooke's body in the simple outfit Carter had chosen—jeans and a t-shirt, nothing like the provocative ensembles he'd been enjoying. "Did you figure anything out? Find any way to reverse this?"

Carter shook his head. "Nothing concrete. But I've been thinking about what you said—about understanding each other's lives being the key."

Brooke's expression was guarded. "And?"

"And I think I understand more now," Carter admitted. "About the pressures you're under, the expectations, the constant scrutiny. It's not just about the perks—the nice apartment, the clothes, the attention. It's about maintaining an image every minute of every day, never being able to just... exist."

Something shifted in Brooke's expression—surprise, perhaps, or grudging respect. "Yeah," she said quietly. "That's part of it."

"And what about you?" Carter asked. "What have you learned about my life?"

Brooke was quiet for a moment, considering. "That invisibility has its cost," she said finally. "The freedom of anonymity comes with loneliness, with being overlooked, with feeling like you don't matter." She met Carter's eyes. "And I'm sorry for that. I assumed your life was just... easier. Simpler. I didn't consider what it might feel like to be unseen."

The unexpected empathy caught Carter off guard. "Thank you," he said softly.

They stood in silence for a moment, the air between them charged with unspoken emotions.

"So what now?" Brooke asked eventually. "Do we try the meditation thing again? Focus on returning to our own bodies?"

Carter nodded. "It's worth a shot."

They positioned themselves as before, sitting facing each other on the couch, hands joined between them. This time, Carter closed his eyes with genuine intent, focusing on his own identity, his own body, his own life. As strange and ordinary as it was, it was his, and he had a responsibility to return to it.

"I'm ready," he said softly. "I'm ready to go back."

Across from him, he heard Brooke echo the sentiment. "I'm ready too. I want my body back. My life."

Something shifted in the air between them—a static charge, a subtle change in pressure. Carter's skin began to tingle, first at his fingertips, then spreading up his arms and across his chest.

"It's happening," Brooke gasped, her grip on Carter's hands tightening. "I can feel it."

Carter could feel it too—a pulling sensation, as if his consciousness was being tugged from Brooke's body, stretched thin and then snapped like a rubber band. There was a moment of disorientation, of floating in darkness, and then—

He opened his eyes to find himself looking at Brooke—the real Brooke, back in her own body, staring at him with wide eyes from across the couch.

"It worked," she breathed, releasing his hands to touch her own face, her hair, her body. "It actually worked!"

Carter looked down to see his own familiar hands, his own chest, his own legs stretched out before him. The return to his body was disorienting—everything felt wrong somehow, too large, too rough, too angular after the softness and curves of Brooke's form.

"Yeah," he agreed, his voice—his real voice—sounding strange in his ears. "We're back."

Brooke stood, still touching her body as if to reassure herself of its reality. "I never thought I'd be so happy to see my own reflection," she said, catching sight of herself in the small mirror hanging on the wall.

Carter remained seated, suddenly overwhelmed by the magnitude of what had happened—and what was now over. His adventure as Brooke Keller, with all its pleasures and privileges, had come to an end. He was back in his ordinary life, his ordinary body, with only extraordinary memories to show for it.

"So that's it then," he said, trying to keep the sadness from his voice. "Back to our regular lives."

Brooke turned to look at him, her expression softening slightly. "It's for the best," she said, though not unkindly. "We were never meant to live each other's lives."

Carter nodded, knowing she was right but unable to shake the sense of loss. "What will you tell Ryan?" he asked. "About the past few days?"

Brooke's expression clouded. "I don't know," she admitted. "I'm still processing... everything that happened." She gave him a pointed look. "Everything you did in my body."

Carter had the grace to look embarrassed. "I'm sorry," he said, meaning it. "I got carried away with the experience. It was wrong of me."

To his surprise, Brooke's anger seemed to have subsided. "I understand the temptation," she said quietly. "If our positions had been reversed, I might have been curious too." She shook her head. "But it complicates things with Ryan. He's going to notice the difference."

The thought sent a pang through Carter. "He said he liked how you—I—seemed more present, more spontaneous these past couple days," he admitted. "More like you were really experiencing everything."

Brooke's eyebrow arched. "Oh? And what does that say about my relationship?"

Carter shrugged. "Maybe nothing. Maybe just that seeing things through new eyes makes you appreciate them more. The way I appreciated your life because it was so different from mine."

Brooke considered this, a thoughtful expression crossing her face. "Maybe," she conceded. She glanced at her watch—an expensive piece Carter had barely noticed while in her body. "I should go. I have a lot to catch up on."

Carter nodded, standing to see her out. At the door, Brooke paused, turning to face him one last time.

"This stays between us," she said, her tone making it clear this wasn't a request. "No one would believe us anyway, but I don't want any hints or rumors about body swaps or strange experiences."

"Agreed," Carter said quickly. "I won't tell anyone."

Brooke studied him for a moment, her expression unreadable. "You know," she said finally, "in a weird way, I'm almost glad this happened. It was... educational."

Carter couldn't help but smile at the understatement. "That's one word for it."

A ghost of a smile touched Brooke's lips. "Goodbye, Carter," she said, opening the door.

"Goodbye, Brooke," he replied, watching as she stepped out into the hallway, back to her real life, her real body, her real self.

As the door closed behind her, Carter stood alone in his apartment, feeling the weight of his own body, the familiar confines of his own life settling around him once more. The past three days seemed like a dream—a vivid, incredible dream that was already beginning to fade around the edges.

But the memories remained—the sensations, the pleasures, the experiences that no man was ever meant to know. The feeling of Ryan inside him, of orgasms that rippled through his entire body, of being desired and admired and wanted in a way he'd never known before.

Carter moved to his bedroom, catching sight of his reflection in the mirror—his own face, his own body, unremarkable and ordinary after the perfection of Brooke's form. But there was something different in his eyes now—a knowledge, an experience, a perspective that changed everything.

He had lived as Brooke Keller for three incredible days. He had known pleasures beyond imagination, experienced life from the other side in the most intimate way possible. No one else could ever claim such a thing.

And though he was back in his own body, his own life, Carter knew he would never be the same. Brooke would move on, return to her glamorous existence, perhaps changed in small ways by her time in his skin. But Carter had been transformed completely.

He had tasted another life, another existence, another set of sensations and experiences. And though that taste had been brief, it would sustain him through whatever ordinary days lay ahead.

With a small smile, Carter turned away from his reflection. Tomorrow, he would begin the work of appreciating his own life, finding meaning in his own existence, perhaps even seeking connections that might bring him a fraction of the pleasure he'd known in Brooke's body.

But tonight—tonight he would relive those memories one more time, savoring every detail, every sensation, every moment of his extraordinary adventure in another's skin.

After all, how many people could say they had truly known what it meant to be someone else? To live in another body, another life, another reality?

As Carter lay in his own bed that night, the familiar contours of his mattress felt strange after the luxurious bedding he'd enjoyed in Brooke's life. His own body seemed awkward and cumbersome, the sensations dulled compared to the exquisite sensitivity he'd experienced in her form.

But as he drifted toward sleep, memories playing behind his closed eyelids like a private film reel of pleasure, a notification chimed on his phone. Expecting nothing important, he almost ignored it, but something compelled him to check.

A text from an unknown number: "Some experiences change us forever. Use this wisdom well."

Below it was a photo—Brooke in the red lingerie he'd purchased, a small smile playing on her lips. She must have found his purchases at Ryan's apartment and decided to try them herself.

Carter smiled, feeling a strange sense of closure. Their paths had crossed in the most impossible way, but now they were back where they belonged, each forever altered by walking in the other's shoes.

As he set his phone aside and closed his eyes, Carter realized that while he might miss the sensations of Brooke's body, the real gift had been perspective—understanding both the privilege and burden of beauty, the power and vulnerability of femininity, the complex reality behind the perfect images on his screen.

He would never scroll mindlessly through TikTok again, never see those flawless influencers without wondering about the person behind the persona, the reality behind the filter.

Some doors, once opened, could never truly be closed. And though he was back in his own skin, Carter would forever carry within him the memory of those three remarkable days when he had known, in the most intimate way possible, what it meant to be someone else.

In that knowledge lay a kind of power—and a responsibility—that would shape the rest of his ordinary, extraordinary life.
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