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Title: Ghost Wife


Subtitle: After losing his wife Emma, Calvin believes his own life is over, but when she returns as a ghost, able to possess any woman she touches, their grief collides with a reality neither of them knows how to navigate.


Emma survives by inhabiting other women. But the longer she stays inside them, the more she starts thinking like them, wanting like them, slipping away from herself. The only thing that pulls her back, that keeps her anchored as Emma, is sex with Calvin.


But how do you love someone when you no longer know where they end and someone else begins?

    
    





Chapter 1: Death


There are moments when the only reason you keep going is because your world has become so meaningless that stopping seems just as pointless. You let the disgusting wave of reality carry you forward, not really caring where it takes you.


That was me, emotionless as the overly polite bald undertaker gestured for me to enter the room where my wife’s body awaited. I paused in the doorway, wondering if this really was how I wanted to remember her.


The undertaker sensed my hesitation and took that half step toward me. “Our cosmetologist was able to work some magic,” he said reassuringly. “I’m sure you’ll be quite pleased with her appearance.”


I doubted it. I doubted anyone even managed to find all the pieces, much less put them back together. I walked into the room anyway, because that was where the current took me.


She looked good. Better than I thought she would. Not great, but pretty damn close. The undertaker was right. They had done a lot with what they had to work with. She seemed asleep rather than dead, laying there on display in her open casket. It was almost enough to fool me into thinking everything was going to be okay, like she was just taking a nap and any minute now she’d wake up and tell me how stupid I looked standing there gawking at her.


“I’ll leave you alone so you can say goodbye,” the undertaker said behind me, then vanished as he closed the door.


Goodbye? Yeah. Goodbye to my sanity, to any semblance of a normal life. Fifteen years and half of me gone in one stupid accident. One single moment in time, and my world shattered like glass. Looking at her lying there, I wanted nothing more than to let the wave carry me to the other side where I wouldn’t have to feel anything anymore.


I noticed my reflection in the glass of the window behind her coffin. I looked just as dead as she did, only still moving, which in my case might be considered a curse. The man in the window had no life left in his eyes, no hope or dreams, no purpose or direction. Just a middle-aged with a circle of greying red hair around his head, his suit a little too tight around his middle, his face pale and haggard, green eyes bloodshot from a week of not enough sleep, too much whiskey and more tears than he ever thought he’d cry.


“Psst!” The hiss came from my left. “Calvin!”


I turned toward the sound and saw a woman in her thirties beckoning me from behind a slightly open door across the room. She looked both embarrassed and excited, like she had accidentally uncovered some big secret but wasn’t quite sure what to do next. She was wearing a white blouse with black slacks and an apron with the funeral home’s logo on it. I guessed she worked here.


“Yes?” I asked wearily. This day just kept getting better and better.


She whispered, “Okay this is going to sound weird but bear with me, okay?” Her face flushed red like she was asking me out on a date.


“Uh, sure.” I glanced back at my wife lying peacefully in her casket. Just once I wished something today would make sense.


The woman stepped forward, peeking over my shoulder to make sure no one else was around, then said, “I hate chocolate...”


It took me a second to process that. My heart started beating faster, pumping ice cold blood through my veins. I could hear my pulse pounding in my ears. “Excuse me?”


She leaned forward until our eyes were only inches apart, staring deep into my soul. She was shaking. “The blue monkey!” she hissed frantically. “Your father’s house! The blue monkey!”


I didn’t mean to but I grabbed her shoulders and pushed her against the wall. Hard. Pictures rattled as my voice cracked. I wanted to scream at her, to get her to shut up, to tell me how she knew those things, but all I managed to croak out was, “What did you say?”


She started crying. Big tears streaming down her cheeks as she shook harder. For some reason she looked... relieved? “Calvin!” she wailed. “It’s me! I know it doesn’t make any fucking sense but it’s me!” She wrapped her arms around me and buried her face in my chest, sobbing.


My wife was dead. What the hell was this lady talking about? Nothing made sense anymore. I hugged her back for some reason I couldn’t understand. She felt familiar in my arms. Comfortable. Like we had done this a thousand times before.


Her muffled voice said, “I don’t know what happened... Last thing I remember is the car flipping over...” She shuddered again. “Then I was me, I mean, Clara... I mean this woman whose body I’m in.” She sniffed, wiped her nose, then looked down at herself. “And I know everything about her life but I still feel like me, Calvin!” She was looking up at me now, pleading for help, “Do you know what happened?


“Listen, erm, Clara, right?” I gently pushed her away from me. “I think maybe you should go lie down somewhere. You seem pretty upset.” I needed to sit down too. Maybe then the world would stop spinning.


She was getting frustrated. Her eyebrows narrowed as she shook my hands off her shoulders. “Calvin! I’m not crazy! Don’t you dare treat me like I am!”


Shit, now she really sounded like my wife. I stared at her, not really knowing what to do or say. Was this were the current was taking me? To madness? That actually sounded kinda nice.


The door to the viewing room opened and the undertaker stepped in, eyeing the woman suspiciously. “Everything okay in here?” he asked with that fake smile of his plastered on his face.


The woman who claimed to be my dead wife looked back and forth between us. “Yes, sorry Peter,” she said sheepishly. “I was just, huh, showing Mr. Kent here the work we’ve done on his wife’s makeup.” She eyed Emma’s corpse with a weird look on her face, fascination mixed with disgust.


Peter relaxed his stance a bit but still watched the woman warily. “Right, well, I think it best if you take your break now.” He motioned for her to leave.


The woman clenched her teeth, shot me a desperate glance, then said, “Of course.” She walked past Peter and disappeared through the door behind him.


Peter closed it and turned toward me. “Sorry about that. Sometimes our staff gets a little too involved with the families of our guests.” His fake smile returned as he gestured toward the casket. “Would you like more time alone with your wife?”


I shook my head. “No. I think I’d like to go home now.” I walked toward the exit without waiting for a response.


I got into my car and sat there staring at nothing. My thoughts were racing. What the hell had just happened? How could that woman know those things she knew? Who was she really? Was it possible my wife had somehow come back to life inside the body of another woman? I burst out laughing hysterically. Jesus Christ, I really had lost it.


I didn’t realize how long I had been sitting there until someone knocked on my window. It was the woman again, looking down at me worriedly. I rolled down the window.


She knelt down so we were face to face. “Calvin Richard Kent, don’t you dare give up on me! Do you hear me?!”


I blinked. She had this woman’s face, this woman’s voice, but the way she talked, the fire in her eyes, the determination... “Emma?”


She smiled and nodded. Tears started rolling down her cheeks again. “Yes Calvin. It’s me. I don’t know what the fuck happened but it’s me!”


I opened the passenger door and she sat down next to me. Was I diving deeper into insanity or had I just found a life raft? I studied her closely, looking for some sign this was all just a dream. She was cute. She had dark hair pulled into a bun and bright green eyes that pierced right through me.


“Alright... Emma,” it hurt to even say her name, “I’ll play along. Say you are my dead wife. Just... how?”


She frowned, staring straight ahead through the windshield. “When I woke up inside my... her body, I had my hand on my old body, the one that’s dead. One minute I was just Clara, starting my shift, doing my job, and the next I was Emma inside Clara’s body, with her memories, her thoughts, her feelings, but also me!” She turned toward me and grabbed my hands. “Fuck, Calvin... Am I me or am I just Clara with my memories? I’m so confused... Please help me! I don’t want to lose you, Calvin.”


I burst out laughing, nervously at first, then harder and harder, until I was gripping my sides, tears running down my face, unable to breathe. My dead wife didn’t want to lose me. That was just so rich. So god damned funny. “Wait... So what? You put your body back together?” I said, wiping my eyes with the back of my hand. She just looked at me blankly, not seeing the humor in it at all.


“Yeah... That was fucking strange.” She shivered. “But it felt normal. My daily routine, except I was working on myself.” She chuckled nervously. “Jesus, Calvin, I’ve spent the last couple days pretending to be Clara! I kissed her husband, slept in her bed, took care of her kids. It all felt natural. But I also felt guilty, like I was a spy in her house, you know?”


“Yeah.” I didn’t know. I didn’t know anything anymore. “Listen, Emma,” I said, not quite believing the words coming out of my mouth. “Why don’t you come over to my place tomorrow and we can talk, okay?”


“But...” she started, then stopped, her eyebrows furrowed in concentration. “I can’t... I mean, what am I going to do? I can’t keep pretending to be someone else!”


I didn’t have an answer for that. I was overwhelmed. I couldn’t handle this. Not right now. Not after today. I needed time to think. “Just give me some time. Please. Let’s talk tomorrow. Maybe we’ll figure this out. I’ll give you my address, okay?”


“I know our fucking address!” she snapped. “I’m your wife!”


I nodded slowly. “Yeah... Sorry... I’ll see you tomorrow then, okay?”


“When?”


“At the end of your... Clara’s shift?”


She pursed her lips but nodded. “Fine. I’ll see you tomorrow.” She got out of the car and walked back into the funeral home, her hands stuffed into the pockets of her apron, looking like a teenager being sent to her room. Part of me wanted to drive away as fast as I could and never look back, but a bigger part of me wanted to hold her, to kiss her, to tell her everything was going to be okay. The waves of reality were starting to make me seasick.
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Chapter 2: Another One


I spent the evening drinking myself stupid. Not a great idea. But it was either that or spend the evening thinking about... everything. That was something I didn’t want to do, not tonight. I wanted to shut off my mind and let the world fade away. I imagine others would have jumped at the chance of their dead spouse somehow magically returning to life in another body, but I found myself resisting the idea. It was too easy, too perfect, too absurd. As I turned around and around in my bed that night, I even wondered if I had imagined the whole thing. That made sense. It was the most likely explanation. I just created the whole scenario in my head to try to deal with my loss, that was all. Yet, as the morning light streamed in through the bedroom window, and with a headache from hell, I suddenly found myself hoping it was true. I couldn’t wait for the day to pass so I could find out once and for all if what happened yesterday was real. I literally couldn’t wait. I got into my car and drove back to the funeral home.


I waited in the parking lot, in the same spot I had been in yesterday. I hadn’t had breakfast or lunch and my stomach rumbled angrily, but the thought of food made me feel nauseated. I just stared at the entrance, watching the seconds tick by. Peter the bald undertaker opened the front door and stepped in. The fog that hung low to the ground began to burn off in the early morning sun as the street lamps clicked off. Finally, Clara, or Emma, whoever, appeared, getting out of a small Honda Civic and walking toward the entrance.


I got out of my car and didn’t even bother to close the door behind me. “Emma!” I shouted, but she didn’t turn around. “Emma! Wait!”


She paused at the door and spun around. She looked at me with confusion, like she didn’t know who I was. “Can I help you?” she asked.


I stopped dead. “Emma...” I was at a loss for words.


She raised an eyebrow and frowned. “I think you have me confused with someone else.”


I felt so fucking dumb standing there. I had driven all the way down here in a daze like some lovesick teenager to find out it was all just a bad dream. “You don’t remember? What you told me yesterday?”


Clara shook her head, looking uneasy. “Erm... I’m sorry. The last few days are a bit of a blur for me... I think I may have had an episode or something.” She seemed a bit worried about her own sanity. “I hope I didn’t say anything too weird.”


“No,” I said, feeling numb and empty. “It’s fine. We just... talked about my wife. That’s all.” I couldn’t help myself. I felt tears welling up in my eyes and I didn’t want to cry in front of her.


She seemed to realize who I was. “Oh, of course, Mr. Kent,” she mumble. “I’m very sorry for your loss.” Her eyes flickered down to the open car door behind me.


I nodded and stared at her pretty eyes, hoping to catch some glimpse of my wife in them, but there was nothing there. “Right, I’m sorry to have bothered you.” I walked away in a daze, feeling my whole world come crashing down again. I heard the funeral home’s door open and close behind me.


I sat back in my car, gripping the steering wheel and sobbing. Why did my brain have to play such cruel jokes on me? To make me believe for one fleeting moment that my wife was somehow back, then rip her away again? How was that part of any healthy coping mechanism?


I turned the ignition and drove home, my vision blurred by tears. I didn’t know what I was going to do with myself now. A week of recovery, if you could call it that, felt wasted. I was back to square one. Back to the moment they called me and told me my wife’s car had been hit by a semi. Back to that moment of pure, unadulterated despair.


But as I pulled into my driveway, a young girl in her early twenties was waiting for me in front of the door. She was wearing a casual t-shirt and jeans, her dark hair pulled back into a pony tail, her hands thrust into her pockets. She stared at me as I got out of the car, her face set in an expression of determination, her jaw moving up and down, clearly chewing some gum. She had a bubbly, kind of innocent look to her, but her demeanor was confident, like she knew exactly what she was doing here.


“Hi?” I said, confused.


“Calvin!” she called out, her voice excited and happy. She almost threw herself at me and wrapped her arms around my waist.


I gently pushed her away, holding her at arm’s length, eyebrows furrowed. “Okay, now, who the hell are you?”


She laughed and smacked me on the shoulder. “Calvin, it’s me! Emma!” She was practically bouncing up and down, her eyes wide with excitement. “I mean, I get it. You’d never guess this was me, would you? I’m Mandy...” she gestured to herself, “I mean, she’s Mandy. But I’m also Emma!” She giggled and then seemed to realize how she looked. “Sorry! I’m... Mandy’s not Clara, for sure!” She giggled again. “But I’m me, for sure! Emma, I mean!”


My head was spinning. I stumbled backwards until I felt the car behind me and leaned against it for support.


“Calvin!” the girl cried out, reaching toward me. “Are you okay?”


I shook my head, trying to make sense of what she’d just said. “How?” I muttered. “I don’t understand...” Was this another trick? Another dream?


She shrugged and gave me a lopsided smile. “Okay, so, yesterday, after I left the funeral home, I had to buy groceries for her husband or whatever, and I went to the store where I work. I mean, Mandy works, and when I got there, I touched her at the cash register, and suddenly, bam! I’m in her body instead of Clara’s, and I remember everything she knows!” She looked down at herself and smirked, still chewing loudly on her gum. “I’m Mandy now, not Clara! Crazy, right?!”


I rubbed my forehead and sighed. I felt like running away, but I wasn’t about to back down from a second chance at... Whatever the fuck this was. “So, wait,” I said, still trying to wrap my head around this. “You still remember being Clara?”


“No.” She looked down at herself and shrugged. “I mean, yeah, I remember when I was her, you know, but I don’t remember the rest of her life, just mine, now. I mean Mandy’s... Oh and Emma’s, duh!”


I looked at the front door of the house and then back at the young girl. “Wanna come inside?”


She grinned. “Sure!” She bounded up to the door, waiting for me to catch up. I opened the door and she skipped inside. “Finally!” she cried out. “Home sweet home!” She dropped her purse on the kitchen table and spun around the room. “So it’s like, for example, I remember putting Clara’s kids to bed when I was her, but I can’t remember their names now.” She opened one of the top drawers and grabbed a bottle of wine, then turned and immediately found where the glasses were and poured us both a drink, just like Emma used to do after a long day.


I watched her, mesmerized, still not sure if I should be believing any of this. If this was my wife, she certainly was much more energetic and bubbly than she used to be. But then again, what other explanation was there? She even knew where to find the cork screw... She raised her glass and giggled again. “I’m not even old enough to drink yet!” she said, before taking a sip. She groaned and coughed. “Oh god, this is disgusting!” She laughed. “I guess Mandy’s more into soda and energy drinks...”


“Emma...” I said.


“Oh! Don’t worry! I’m legal, in case that’s what you’re wondering,” she said with a wink. She seemed to realize I was struggling with this and her expression turned serious, though more like the seriousness of an eight year old trying to act adult. She put down the glass and sat at the kitchen table, folding her hands in front of her. “Sorry... Must be weird, huh?”


I scoffed and sat down across from her. “You could say that.”


“Calvin, it’s really me,” she said, looking me deep in the eyes. “I know I’m acting a bit strange... It’s like, Mandy, the girl whose body I’m in, has different feelings about things, you know?”


“How the hell did you get inside her body?” I asked. “Where is the real Mandy?”


She shrugged. “I don’t know. It’s like, I can go inside the body of whoever I touch. I think?”


This was mental. “What about Clara?”


“What about her?”


“Is she back to herself? You know, her husband and kids?”


She raised her eyebrow and tilted her head. “I guess? I mean, she looked a bit confused after we, um, switched. Like she didn’t know what she was doing at the grocery store.”


I stared at her for a few seconds, trying to figure this out. It was impossible. There was no way any of this could be happening. I don’t know how long I sat there, just staring at her, before she reached out and touched my hand.


“Calvin... I’m sorry. I can’t even imagine how weird this is for you.” Her tone was soft and gentle but still had the inflection of a teenager. It sounded a bit forced, like she wasn’t used to talking that way. “But we’re back together now, right?” She smiled.


I scoffed. “Back together? You’re in a twenty year old’s body!”


She giggled. “So?”


“So what? You’re gonna take over...” I trailed off, looking at her. “What’s your name again?”


“Mandy,” she said, frowning a little. “And it’s not my name. I’m Emma. I’m inside Mandy.” She was pouting. Actually pouting. “Okay, maybe I’m kinda her too, but mostly I’m Emma!”


“You’re gonna take over Mandy’s life?”


“Why not?” she said, shrugging. “I don’t wanna go back to being dead!”


“But what about her? She’s not dead. She’s still got a whole life to live.” I shook my head. “This is fucked up. What about her family? Her friends? You expect them to be fine with her settling down with some forty something dude? You can’t just waltz into her life and pretend to be her!”


She crossed her arms, looking offended. “And what about me? I don’t deserve a life anymore?”


I rubbed my temples. “That’s not what I mean.” Jesus Christ. Was I really arguing against having my wife back? A hotter, younger version of her, kinda? I couldn’t help but notice how cute Mandy was, in a youthful, innocent way. I had long stopped noticing girls that age, but it was difficult to ignore now, the familiar way she looked at me, the love in her eyes. I looked down at the table, avoiding her gaze, but it was too late. My wife knew me better than that.


“Hey...” she smirked. “I don’t look too bad, do I?” She leaned forward, her shirt hanging open just enough to reveal her deep, smooth cleavage. I looked away, feeling guilty. “Tell you what... What if I kept switching?”


I looked at her, confused. “Huh?”


She was grinning again. “Yeah! I keep switching bodies! That way no one notices! Mandy’s life won’t change too much! She’ll just be confused, right?” She was excited now. “I can be anyone you want! Anytime you want!” She stood up and moved closer, sitting on the edge of the table, facing me, her legs dangling, her hands gripping the table’s edge, biting her lower lip seductively. “It’s weird, but like, I’m horny all the time in Mandy’s body... Do you think it’s cause she’s young?” I cleared my throat, trying to look anywhere but her tight, perky breasts, the swell of her hips, her lean, toned stomach, but it was no use. “Nah... Probably not...” she said, leaning forward until her face was close to mine. “I was just as horny when I was Clara, and she’s old, like, my age.”


I swallowed nervously. “I don’t know if...”


Her hands reached down and unbuckled my pants. I didn’t stop her. “You know what’s funny?” she asked, her voice low and husky. “I’ve never had sex before. I mean, Mandy hasn’t.” I moaned as she pulled my hard cock out of my pants and started stroking it. She giggled nervously, blushing. “Oh that’s, like, super weird, huh? I feel like this is brand new to me.” She looked at me and smirked. “But I know exactly how you like it...”


I closed my eyes, my breath coming short and fast, trying to control myself. Her pace increased, her grip tightening. Her other hand slipped between her legs, rubbing herself through her jeans. “Emma,” I croaked, reaching out to her, but before I could stop her, she had lowered herself to her knees and wrapped her lips around my rock hard dick. “Fuck...” I whispered.


She looked up at me as she sucked, her big, doe-like eyes wide with excitement, her cheeks flushed with desire. She let out a low, throaty groan, her mouth full of my cock. I couldn’t resist. Adrenaline rushed through me, my heart pounding, my body shaking. This was wrong, so fucking wrong... It felt like... cheating? But it was Emma. I was sure of it now. But it wasn’t Emma. Not entirely. It was Mandy too, her whole, bubbly, innocent persona. It was my wife in a stranger’s body, in a stranger’s brain. My wife who had died, who I had never thought I’d see again, who I had never thought I’d touch again. I let out a loud moan as I felt the familiar sensation of my orgasm building inside me.


I looked down at her, her eyes closed as she sucked, and I grabbed her hair, pushing her further down onto my cock, feeling her lips tighten around the base of my shaft, her throat bulging. I thrust into her mouth, my balls slapping against her chin, her moans muffled by my thick, throbbing dick. I couldn’t hold back any longer. I let out a strangled cry as my cum filled her mouth, my body tensing up, my hands gripping her hair, pulling her close, holding her in place as I came.


When it was over, I let go of her and collapsed into a chair, panting heavily. I looked down at her, still kneeling at my feet, her face red, her chest heaving as she caught her breath. Her eyes were wide open now, staring up at me in shock. “You alright?” I asked, suddenly worried I had hurt her. I had been so rough, but I was so horny, I hadn’t been able to control myself.


“Honey, I’m absolutely fucking fantastic,” she said, then giggled. She swallowed, licking her lips. “Things feel a lot clearer all of a sudden. I feel more like me. Like Emma.” She somehow didn’t sound as childishly exuberant as before. It was still her voice, but the inflection, the tone, it was more like my wife.


“I didn’t know my sperm was magical...” I said, smirking.


“Seriously, Calvin,” she said, standing up and wiping her mouth. “I feel more like myself. More than before.”


“Okay...”


She grinned. “Maybe we should keep doing it... Just in case?”


I laughed and pulled her toward me. She sat on my lap and kissed me. I wrapped my arms around her and held her tight. “Maybe...” I whispered. My wife was back... She really was back...


“Ah! I guess I made a pretty good point there, huh?” she said, grinding her ass against my spent cock. I moaned and kissed her neck. “I’ve got two other points here, too, if you’re interested,” she teased, grabbing my hands and slipping them underneath her shirt. Her skin was warm and smooth and soft. I squeezed her firm breasts, feeling the hard nubs of her nipples beneath the thin fabric of her bra.


“Alright, alright,” I said, chuckling, “you win. I don’t know what the fuck is going on, but I’m not gonna question it anymore. If this is some insane dream, or a delusion, or if you’re really my wife somehow, I don’t care.”


“Sweet way of going about it, Cal,” she said, then giggled. “I don’t really care either. It’s good to be back.”


“You really do sound more like yourself...” I said, looking into her eyes.


“I feel more like myself,” she said, nodding. “Like, I’m more me now. Like, Mandy’s in the background somewhere, but I’m up front.” She shrugged. “It felt a bit like the opposite before, you know? I was kinda just watching from the background. Still in control but with more... layers?”


I didn’t really understand. “So... You think sex is making you more... yourself?”


She shrugged again. “Not the weirdest thing that’s happened in the last few days, right?”


“Definitely not.”


“Now that I think about it... I felt more like myself when I first woke up inside Clara’s body.” She looked thoughtful. “But over time I started to feel more and more like her.” That was a creepy thought. She was slowly becoming whoever she inhabited? Slowly fading away? Unless...


I snorted. “So... What? If we keep fucking, you’ll stay you?”


She laughed and kissed me. “Well... Let’s not take any chances.” She grabbed my hand and pulled me to my feet. “Come on, let’s go upstairs,” she said, leading the way. “Let’s see how much more me I can be.”
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Chapter 3: Good Morning


Sometimes when waking up, as your brain slowly comes back to life, it can take a moment or two to re-orient yourself, to figure out where you are and why. The unfamiliar face of a twenty year old woman sleeping peacefully next to you doesn’t help. I squinted, blinking away the sleep from my eyes, and remembered everything that had happened the day before. “Shit...” I whispered, sitting up in bed and looking at my wife’s new body.


“Hm?” came a sleepy reply from the other side of the bed. Emma turned over and stretched, the sheets falling off her and revealing her bare, perky tits. She looked up at me with a smile, her eyes half closed. “Did you say something, mister?” she asked, giggling. Her voice was light and playful, her words coming out in a sing-song way.


“Just wondering how the hell this happened,” I said. I reached over and gently traced the curve of her breast with my finger, admiring its youthful firmness. I frowned, suddenly feeling uncomfortable, like I was taking advantage of a college kid. My wife may have been inside that body, but it was someone else’s body that I was enjoying.


“What?” she said, raising an eyebrow. “You don’t like my new boobs?” She pouted cutely.


I chuckled. “I do, but they’re not yours. I just want to make sure I’m not making you uncomfortable, you know?”


She sat up, the bed sheets falling further down, revealing the toned, sexy curve of her hips and stomach. “I thought I’d made that pretty clear, like, when I was riding your face last night...” she said, raising her eyebrow again. “Anyway, it feels like my boobs now.” She cupped them in her hands, lifting and jiggling them. “See?”


“Alright, alright,” I said, holding up my hands in surrender, grinning. “Just wanted to make sure.”


“Mm-hmm,” she murmured, leaning in and kissing me, her tongue slipping into my mouth, her hand reaching down and grabbing my morning wood. “And I’m sure I’ll feel the exact same way about the next pair of tits I’ll manage to borrow for you to stare at, okay?” she said with a giggle, slowly stroking my cock.


“Stare at?” I grinned.


“Or play with, suck on, whatever...” She winked, then pulled back the sheets and slid her body on top of mine.


“How are you feeling?” I asked as she settled herself against me. “Do you still feel like Emma? More like yourself?”


“A bit less after waking up, I think.” She held my dick between her legs, teasing her pussy lips with the head, her warm wetness sending shivers down my spine. “Let’s fix that, okay?”


A phone buzzed on the bedside table. Emma glanced over at it. “Shit,” she said, sighing.


“What?”


“It’s my sister...” She picked up the phone and swiped the screen.


“Your sister?” I asked, confused. Why would Ashley be texting her? Had she been in contact with her family since her sudden resurrection?


“I mean Mandy’s sister. She wants to know where I am,” she said, quickly tapping on the screen. “I don’t usually spend the night out, I guess.”


I slowly stroked her thighs as she texted, enjoying the smooth, silky feeling of her warm skin. She had a small butterfly tattoo on her ankle that looked brand new. I ran my fingers along the lines of ink, wondering what the story was there. “How does a hottie like Mandy manage to stay pure for so long in college?” I wondered out loud, still stroking the butterfly. “She looks like the type of girl that gets around.”


“Fuck you, Cal,” she groaned, looking at me and frowning. “What is that supposed to even mean?” she added, sounding annoyed.


Shit, was she taking it personally? “I didn’t mean you, Em, sorry... I was just curious, that’s all.”


“Right...” she muttered. She put the phone down and looked at me, her eyes narrowing. “Well, maybe girls don’t always want to jump into bed with some random dude they met at the club.”


“Fair enough...”


“Or maybe some girls don’t have time for dating, especially when they work full time and take night classes.” She pushed her phone away and climbed off of me.


I looked at her, a bit confused. “You’re really mad at me?”


She sighed and rubbed her face. “No, yes... I don’t know...” She turned back to me. “I’m not just like, a ghost pulling strings inside some other chick’s body, Cal.” She pointed at her chest, tapping it. “I’m actually in her head, okay? When you’re mean to her, you’re being mean to me, too, you get it?”


I nodded, realizing she was right. “That was insensitive of me. I didn’t mean it that way, Em. I’m sorry.”


“Ah! Don’t worry about it, old man,” she said, smiling. “I mean, I’m not really sure how to deal with all this shit either.”


Right, she was struggling with her new reality as much as I was. “Listen, I guess embracing this weird paranormal situation is nice and all, but the truth is we don’t really understand how it works, right?”


“Right...” she said, nodding. “So?”


I shook my head. “So maybe we still ought to do a bit of research on our own before we just give up trying to understand what’s happening, yeah?”


Emma chuckled. “You wanna science the shit outta me?” She laughed.


“Well, you are a pretty unique phenomenon, aren’t you?”


“Yeah, I suppose, Mister Scientist.”


“I’m no scientist,” I said, sitting up in bed, “but that doesn’t mean we shouldn’t try to understand what’s going on. Though I guess real scientists would freak out if they found out about you.”


“Definitely,” Emma agreed. “They’d probably lock me in some sort of secret lab and stick electrodes in my brain to see what happened.” She shivered, hugging her knees. “No thanks.”


“I wouldn’t let that happen,” I said, wrapping my arm around her, kissing her softly on her shoulder. “We’ll figure it out together.”


She snuggled up to me and rested her head on my chest. “Okay, Mister Scientist,” she whispered. She sighed happily and closed her eyes, relaxing against me. “You know what?” she asked after a while, breaking the peaceful silence that had settled over the room.


“What?” I asked, stroking her hair.


“There’s that girl I know from high school... Well, that Mandy knows,” she said, sitting up. “Big nerd, she was in all the advanced science classes, graduated early, went to some fancy university, got her PhD, or Masters, or whatever.”


I frowned. “I thought we just agreed no scientists?”


She smirked, a mischievous twinkle in her eye. “What if I am the scientist?”


I blinked, trying to process what she meant. “What if you’re the... Wait, are you saying what I think you’re saying?”


“I’m saying, what if I take over her body? I’ll become the scientist, and then I’ll science the shit outta me, right?”


That wasn’t such a bad idea, actually. But I had to laugh at the thought of Emma suddenly turning into a nerd.


My wife noticed my expression. “She’s hot too,” she teased “In a hot lesbian bookworm type of way.” She giggled. “You’d like her.”


I rolled my eyes. “You know that doesn’t really matter, Em.”


She pressed a finger against my lips, shushing me. “Don’t even, Cal. You were totally checking me out in Mandy’s body.” She grinned. “I saw you. You’re still doing it right now.”


“I was checking YOU out, Em. Not her,” I lied, kissing the tip of her finger.


“Mmhmm,” she hummed doubtfully. “Sure, mister. You weren’t checking these out at all, were you?” she asked, taking my hands and putting them on her breasts, winking at me. “Or this?” She slid my left hand down her stomach and between her legs. “Come on, Cal. Admit it. You were super turned on when I came at you in Mandy’s body. You couldn’t wait to get inside her panties.”


If it was a trap, I couldn’t help but fall into it. I groaned as my fingers slipped into her tight pussy, feeling her wetness. Emma moaned and pushed herself against me, grinding her hips. “I was turned on,” I admitted, kissing her, “I just don’t want you to take it the wrong way.”


She rolled her eyes, her childish pout returning. “Let’s make things clear, Cal. I’m myself but, like, I feel like Mandy too. I don’t really mind you checking her out because in a way it’s like you’re checking ME out, you know?”


“We were talking about that nerdy friend of yours...”


“Exactly!” She grinned. “And I’ll be her, too. And then you can check me out in her body, and it’ll be fine.”


I nodded, still a bit uncomfortable with the idea, but I could see the logic. “Okay.”


She laughed, seeing my expression. “Okay, okay, maybe there’s also some of that weird arousal thing going on too.” She looked at me sheepishly. “Since I came back it’s like... I can’t stop thinking about pleasing you. I’m, like, really horny all the time. I don’t think it’s just Mandy, or Clara, I think it’s, like, me? Pleasing you feels... super important...”


Whatever had brought her back to life had definitely changed her. We sure hadn’t fucked the way we did last night in ages. It was like a hunger, an all consuming desire that couldn’t be sated. I didn’t need a PhD to figure out that her constant arousal, aimed at me, had something to do with the fact making me cum seemed to strengthen her hold on the body she was in. Was I her battery?


A phone buzzed again. It was my turn this time. I reached out and grabbed it, glancing at the screen. A wave of dread washed over me, sobering me up immediately. “Fuck,” I groaned.


“What?”


“It’s Ashley. She’s asking me what time we’re supposed to meet up at the cemetery tomorrow.”


“Oh...” Emma whispered. “Shit.”


I shook my head, sighing. “I was supposed to go over the last details for the burial with her.” The burial of my wife, currently straddling me in the naked body of a twenty year old girl. Flashes of Emma’s corpse lying peacefully in that open casket flashed through my mind, making me queasy. For a moment, the teenager on top of me seemed like a stranger, Mandy, her big innocent eyes staring at me, her hands on my chest. “Should I tell her?” I wondered out loud.


“Tell her what, that I’m back from the dead?” She scoffed. “Why?”


“Because she’s your sister. She’s suffering too. We shouldn’t keep it from her.”


Emma shook her head, frowning slightly. “I’m sorry for her but... I don’t know... The more people who know, the more complicated things become, right?”


She had a point, but still. I felt guilty. “So what? I just go to the funeral, stand next to her, and watch the casket being lowered into the ground, knowing the whole time it’s not you in there?”


She shrugged, as if the thought didn’t bother her at all. “Sure. I mean, what’s the alternative, Cal? You tell Ashley I’m alive, then we tell Mom and Dad? What about my friends, huh?” I gulped, seeing where she was going with this. “If you don’t go to the funeral, it’ll look weird. People might start to suspect something.”


I couldn’t argue with her. I grabbed my head in my hands, groaning. “I can’t do this,” I mumbled. “I’m losing my mind.”


Emma sighed and took my hand. She kissed my palm, softly. “I’ll come with you.”


I looked up at her. “What? You’re not serious!”


“Hey! It’s my own god damned funeral, Cal! Why can’t I go?”


I laughed despite myself. “This is so fucked up.”


Mandy’s phone buzzed again. Emma frowned and picked it up. “I really need to get going though. My parents are worried about me. And, um, I have a shift this afternoon.”


I couldn’t help but smile at that. Even in death, life continued. “Right. We wouldn’t want to ruin Mandy’s life. Especially if you’re already planning to jump ship, huh?” I teased.


She climbed off my lap and stretched, yawning. “I’ll go home, talk to them, let them know I’m okay, and tomorrow I’ll meet you at the funeral. After that, I’ll go find the girl and, well, you know.” She smirked, then bent down to pick up her underwear from the floor. She slipped her panties on and then looked at me over her shoulder. “Why don’t you go ahead and, um, text Ashley?” She smiled. “I’m gonna go take a shower, okay?”


“Right...” I said, watching her naked body disappear behind the bathroom door.
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Chapter 4: The Funeral


The next day was a beautiful, sunny morning, a nice change from the cold and rain. I stood outside the cemetery, waiting for Emma. A crowd of people were gathered near the entrance, talking amongst themselves. My in-laws, some distant relatives, and some friends were all here, looking solemn and sad.


Shaking hands, pretending to care, I felt like a total fraud. I kept glancing over my shoulder, hoping to see a young girl with dark hair walking through the cemetery gates, but there was no sign of her.


“I don’t know how you even do it,” a voice said beside me. I turned to see Ashley, Emma’s sister, looking at me with concern. She was dressed in a simple black dress, her blonde hair pulled back in a loose ponytail. She looked so much like Emma it hurt. “I feel like I’m about to throw up.”


“Just doing my best to look like I’m fine,” I said. I glanced at the casket, resting on a pedestal. It was open, and there she was, the empty shell that had once housed my wife’s soul. It was surreal, standing here, mourning someone who wasn’t really gone. “Or maybe not fine, but the socially acceptable level of not fine...”


She nodded, understanding. “You too?” She scoffed. I could see the pain in her eyes, the slight tremble in her hands as she clutched her purse. She was devastated, but she was good at hiding it. That was Ashley for you. Always the strong one.


She looked around the cemetery, her eyes narrowing as she spotted someone in the crowd. “God, look at Veronica,” she muttered, nodding toward a woman standing a few feet away. “She’s actually enjoying this.”


I followed her gaze and saw a woman in her thirties, dressed in an expensive-looking black dress that hugged her curves a bit too tightly for a funeral. Her makeup was immaculate, her hair styled in a way that suggested she had spent hours in front of a mirror. She was standing next to a balding man who I assumed was her husband, laughing quietly at something he had said, then quickly covering her mouth with her hand and pretending to wipe away a tear.


“Who is she again?” I asked, though I vaguely remembered Emma mentioning her a few times.


“Our cousin,” Ashley said, her voice dripping with disdain. “Dad’s brother’s daughter. She and Emma couldn’t stand each other. Look at her, pretending to be sad.” She scoffed. “She’s probably already planning what to wear to the next funeral.”


I watched as Veronica made her way through the crowd, stopping to hug people, her face contorting into an exaggerated mask of grief every time she approached someone new. It was like watching a bad actress in a B-movie.


“She asked me earlier if I you were planning to sell Emma’s jewelry,” Ashley continued, her voice low. “Can you believe that? She didn’t even wait until the funeral was over.”


I shook my head, disgusted. “Jesus.”


“Yeah.” Ashley sighed, then looked at the open casket. “Emma would have hated this whole thing, you know. All these people pretending to care.”


“You’re sarcastic enough on her behalf to make up for it,” I said, trying to lighten the mood. Ashley laughed, a genuine one this time. The two sisters were quite different, but shared a very similar sense of humor.


“Yeah, well,” she said, “I’ll do my best to make her proud.”


I wrapped my arm around her shoulder, giving her a half hug. “She was proud of you, Ash. Very proud. You know that, right?”


She looked up at me, tears in her eyes, and gave me a weak smile. I felt a sudden wave of guilt wash over me. She had no idea that her sister was still here, that she was alive in another body.


I looked around again, hoping to see Emma, but there was still no sign of her. Where the hell was she? “You alright?” Ashley asked. “I mean, relatively speaking, obviously.”


“Yeah, I’m okay,” I said. “Just thinking about Emma, you know? Wondering what she would say if she could see us here.” Subtle, Cal. Real subtle.


Ashley smiled, a genuine smile that reached her eyes. “She’d be proud of you too, Calvin.” She glanced at the casket again, then back at me. “She’d want us to remember her as she was, not…” She gestured vaguely at the coffin.


I nodded, understanding. “Not as an empty shell.”


Ashley nodded slowly. “I guess that’s one way to look at it.” She sighed, then straightened her shoulders. “I should go say hello to Aunt Martha before she thinks I’m avoiding her.” She squeezed my arm one last time. “Hang in there, Calvin.”


I watched her walk away, her head held high despite the weight of her grief. I turned back to the casket, looking at the peaceful face of my wife’s body. It was strange how detached I felt from it now. It wasn’t Emma anymore. Emma was out there somewhere, in Mandy’s body, making her way here. At least, I hoped she was.


I continued to shake hands, my mind drifting further away with each sympathetic nod and murmured condolence. Mrs. Henderson from next door, my boss from work, Emma’s old college roommate—their faces blurred together as I scanned the crowd for Mandy. Where the hell was she? The uncertainty was eating away at me. Had something happened? Had Emma lost her grip on Mandy’s consciousness?


“Such a tragedy,” said someone—I didn’t even register who—as they patted my shoulder and moved on.


I caught Veronica staring at me from across the small gathering. When our eyes met, she had the audacity to wink at me, her red-painted lips curling into what I suppose she thought was a seductive smile. I felt my stomach turn. Her husband was right beside her, oblivious, as she dabbed at perfectly dry eyes with a lace handkerchief that probably cost more than my suit. Every few minutes, she’d let out a theatrical sigh loud enough for everyone to hear, then immediately return to whispering and giggling with another woman. She was like a caricature of grief, a performance so bad it would have been comical if it weren’t so disrespectful.


The priest approached me, his face a practiced mask of professional sympathy. “Mr. Kent, we’ll be asking everyone to take their seats in about five minutes. I’ll do the opening prayer, and then if anyone wishes to say a few words about the deceased, they may do so.” He lowered his voice. “Will you be speaking, sir?”


The question hit me like a bucket of ice water. A speech. Of course there would be a speech. What kind of husband wouldn’t speak at his wife’s funeral? But I had completely forgotten to prepare anything. I left it for the last minute, grief and shock leaving me unable to string two coherent thoughts together, and then... well, between discovering my wife’s consciousness in Clara’s body, then finding her again in Mandy’s, and then spending the night tangled in sheets with her... Jesus, what was I supposed to say? “Thank you all for coming, but don’t worry, my wife is actually alive in someone else’s body, and we had sex all night”?


“I… yes, I’ll say something,” I heard myself say. The old man nodded and moved away, leaving me in a cold sweat.


“You look positively ghastly, Calvin,” came a voice dripping with false concern. I turned to find Veronica standing beside me, close enough that I could smell her expensive perfume. She placed a hand on my arm, letting it linger there longer than was appropriate. “But I must say, grief becomes you.”


I resisted the urge to pull away. “Thanks,” I muttered.


“Oh, don’t be so glum,” she said, her voice inappropriately cheerful. “Death is only the beginning, you know.” She gave a little laugh, as if she’d said something clever.


I stared at her, unable to hide my disgust. “I don’t think this is the time for jokes.”


She smirked, her perfectly manicured fingers still resting on my arm. “Oh, come now. I think Emma would have wanted her funeral to be fun, don’t you? She never was one for all this…” she waved her hand dismissively, “…dreary business.”


“I don’t think you knew Emma as well as you think you did,” I said coldly, finally pulling my arm away.


Veronica’s eyes sparkled with something I couldn’t quite identify. “Maybe I know her better than you think,” she said, and then winked at me again. She looked down at her own hands, turning them over as if seeing them for the first time, then looked back at me with a strange little chuckle.


“I’m sorry to be stuck in such an unpopular person,” she said, her tone suddenly different, though I couldn’t put my finger on how. “But I didn’t think Mandy would cut it. People would wonder who she is.”


I felt the blood drain from my face as understanding dawned on me. “Emma?” I whispered, barely audible.


I stared at her, trying to process what was happening. My brain felt like it was short-circuiting. The woman standing before me was everything Emma had despised: superficial, self-centered, with that irritating high-pitched laugh and those calculated mannerisms. Yet somewhere behind those heavily mascara-coated eyes was my wife.


“Close your mouth, darling, you’ll catch flies,” she said with Veronica’s characteristic condescension, flicking her manicured nails against my chest. “God, these nails are divine though, aren’t they? I get them done weekly.” She examined them with a smirk that was pure Veronica.


I finally found my voice. “How… when did this happen?”


She glanced around to make sure no one was within earshot, then leaned in closer, her expensive perfume clouding my senses. “This morning. I was in Mandy’s body, getting ready to come here, when I ran into Veronica at a coffee shop. She was being absolutely horrid to the useless barista—typical—and I thought, well, wouldn’t it be interesting to attend my own funeral as someone who’s actually invited?” She shrugged Veronica’s shoulders in a fluid, elegant motion that seemed foreign on my wife. “I considered taking over Ashley, you know, but that felt… rude. She deserves to grieve properly, the poor thing.”


“You say that like it’s nothing,” I whispered, horrified. “Like you’re just trying on a new outfit.”


She laughed—a grating, too-loud laugh that surely would have made Emma cringe. “I know, I know. I’m taking this all rather lightly, aren’t I? But it’s freeing, Calvin. I used to think Veronica was just an asshole, but now I understand—she’s just learned to seize life without worrying about what others might feel or want. There’s a certain power in that.”


“I imagine that’s her point of view, yeah,” I said, shaking my head.


The woman my wife was currently inhabiting seemed taken aback, as if the self-reflection required to see her situation from an outside point of view was not a skill Veronica had honed. “It is, actually,” she said quietly, looking down at her own hands again, the nails perfect, the skin smooth and unblemished. “But I suppose I see why others might disagree. People are so... fragile, aren’t they? Emotions are a burden. It’s much simpler to live without the less convenient ones.”


“How can you even claim to be Emma when you’re talking like that? My wife cared about people. She wouldn’t—”


“Wouldn’t what? Enjoy herself?” She raised one perfectly shaped eyebrow. “I’m still me, Calvin. I’m just… experiencing things through a different lens. I’ll admit, Veronica might not be the best host in such dire circumstances. In Mandy’s brain, I didn’t think this through properly. But I thought inside this woman, I’d have the freedom to experience my own funeral a bit more… relaxed.” Her eyes traveled down my body and back up again. “Plus, she’s hot, isn’t she? I thought you might want to fuck her afterward—if not out of attraction, maybe out of anger.”


She winked at me again, then waved cheerfully at her husband, who was engaged in conversation with another mourner. “Poor guy hasn’t fucked me in ages,” she whispered, leaning in close. “Though I’ve been having plenty of fun with the younger neighbor. He’s quite the specimen—abs you could bounce quarters off of.”


As she spoke, she took my hand and, with a boldness that left me speechless, guided it to her ass, pressing it against the curve while maintaining eye contact with her husband across the room. She smiled at him innocently while my hand remained frozen against the expensive fabric of her dress.


I was horrified. I was disgusted. And God help me, I was turned on. The conflict made me feel sick with myself. This was my wife’s cousin, for Christ’s sake. A woman I found repulsive on a personal level, even if she was objectively attractive. But knowing Emma was in there somewhere, watching me through those eyes…


“Stop it,” I hissed, pulling my hand away. “This isn’t right.”


“What isn’t right?” she asked in Veronica’s mock innocence. “That I’m in this body, or that you’re getting hard thinking about it?”


I didn’t doubt for a second that this was Emma—the Emma I knew was in there somewhere. But it was like watching her through a funhouse mirror, distorted and warped by Veronica’s personality. How much control did she actually have? How much of Veronica was influencing her thoughts, her actions? Or worse, how much of Emma was being consumed by the women she inhabited?


“Both,” I admitted quietly. “I don’t like what this brain is doing to you.”


She tilted her head, studying me with an expression that was suddenly more thoughtful, more Emma-like. “Or maybe it’s just showing you parts of me you never knew existed.” She straightened Veronica’s designer jacket. “We should find our seats. The service is about to start, and I’m dying to hear what people say about me.” She paused, then laughed at her own pun. “See what I did there? Dying?”


I walked toward the front of the seating area, feeling numb and on autopilot. The wind was picking up, rustling the leaves on the trees that surrounded the open field. It was a peaceful place, I had to admit. It wasn’t a peaceful moment... Though, I was lucid enough to realize that funerals were rarely peaceful for those left behind. I was just experiencing a different kind of fucked up than most people did on a day like this.


The priest had begun his opening speech. I wasn’t really listening. I sat next to Ashley and her parents, feeling Veronica’s eyes on me from across the aisle. She was sitting next to her husband, her smirk barely hidden under a mask of faux sympathy. She was both an intruder and the guest of honor at her own funeral, and the absurdity of it was not lost on me. I hoped some part of my real wife was at least finding some genuine solace in all of this. She had to know that the people around her were hurting, missing the real Emma. She had a to care, even a little, right?


I turned to look at my in-laws. Robert and Margaret Davis looked like they had aged a decade in the past week. Robert, a tall man with the same blonde hair as his daughters, though now more gray than blonde, sat rigid in his seat, his jaw clenched so tight I could see the muscle twitching. Margaret, petite and usually so full of energy, seemed to have collapsed in on herself, her eyes red-rimmed and vacant. Ashley reached out and squeezed my hand as I sat down beside her.


The priest was carrying on with the usual platitudes about the fleeting nature of life and the importance of remembering those we’ve lost. Jesus, God, and Heaven were sprinkled into his speech, though I knew Emma had never been religious. She had wanted a non-denominational service, but I guess her parents had other ideas. I couldn’t bring myself to be mad at them, though. I’d always wondered why some of my non-religious deceased relatives ended up with religious funerals. I was starting to understand. After Emma’s death, I had seen no point in denying her grieving parents anything they thought might offer them some comfort. My wife was gone. Who cared what words were said in a church?


And then it hit me again—my wife wasn’t gone, she was right fucking there, wearing the skin of her cousin like a brand new dress, her eyes sparkling with the thrill of the game she was playing. I shook my head to clear it. This was insane.


“Now, if anyone else would like to share some memories of Emma, please feel free to come forward,” the priest was saying. Ashley gave my hand a final squeeze and then stood up. I watched her walk to the front, her head held high, her posture straight and dignified. This was all a sham, a farce. My wife was dead, and yet she wasn’t. Her family was grieving, and yet the source of their grief was sitting across from them, smiling. I felt like I was losing my mind.


Ashley began to speak, and as she did, the crowd fell silent. She tried to smile, then cleared her throat, her voice trembling slightly. After a moment, she laughed, tears in her eyes. Some in the crowd laughed with her. “I’m sorry,” she said, “It’s just... this is so ridiculous. Emma hated these kinds of things. She would have wanted us to have a barbecue or something. She would have wanted us to laugh and remember her in a way that didn’t involve black dresses and uncomfortable shoes.”


Her parents chuckled at that, clearly uneasy with the unconventional eulogy, but unable to deny the truth of it. I glanced back at Veronica, and saw her smiling, a more genuine smile than I would have expected.


“But I guess we’re here, and I guess we’re doing this, and I guess that’s okay too. So, I just wanted to say a few things about my sister.” She paused, her voice catching. “Bad things, obviously. That’s what she would have wanted. She always hated those sickeningly sweet eulogies where everyone lies and says the dead person was a saint.”


A few more laughs from the audience. “Emma was many things,” Ashley continued, “but a saint was not one of them. She was stubborn, she was bossy, she was opinionated, and she was sometimes downright infuriating,” she looked over to me, and winked. “Just ask her husband.”


I forced myself to smile back, and the crowd laughed again.


“But she was also the most loyal, the most caring, and the most genuine person I’ve ever known. She was my best friend. She was the only one who would tell me when I was being an idiot. And trust me, that happened often.” More laughter, this time genuine and warm. “She was the first person to hold me accountable, and the first person to forgive me. She was my rock, and I don’t know what I’m going to do without her. I don’t know how I’m going to navigate this world without her guidance, her love, or her unrelenting support.” She looked up at the sky for a moment, her chin quivering, then cleared her throat. “Emma, I hope you’re looking down on us now and laughing your ass off at this ridiculousness. And I hope that wherever you are, you’re at peace.”


I looked back at Veronica again. Her eyes were twinkling, and she was smiling, a genuine smile that reached her eyes and crinkled the corners of her mouth. No tears, of course—that would have been too much to expect from Emma’s cousin. But at least she seemed to be somewhat touched by Ashley’s words.


Ashley came back to sit beside me, her eyes wet with tears. I reached out and took her hand, giving it a squeeze. She squeezed back. “Your turn,” she whispered.


As I stood up and made my way to the podium, I couldn’t help but glance back at Emma’s cousin once again. She had a hand on her husband’s thigh, whispering something in his ear that made him shift uncomfortably. When she caught my eye, she winked and subtly arched her back, pushing her chest forward just enough to be noticeable to me but not obvious to anyone else. She crossed her legs slowly, the hem of her dress riding up just a fraction, revealing another inch of toned thigh.


I felt a flush of heat rise to my face—partly from anger, partly from an unwanted arousal that made me feel like the worst kind of traitor. This was my wife’s funeral, for God’s sake, and here I was getting turned on by her cousin. Except it was really Emma, fucking with me in the most inappropriate way possible.


I reached the podium and gripped its edges, steadying myself. The crowd fell completely silent, all eyes on me. I could see Ashley’s encouraging smile, Robert’s stoic nod, Margaret’s tearful gaze. Behind them, rows of faces—some familiar, some not—all waiting for me to put my grief into words.


I took a deep breath, my mind completely blank. What could I possibly say? How could I eulogize a woman who wasn’t really gone? How could I pretend to be a grieving widower when my wife was sitting right there, inhabiting another woman’s body, acting like this was all some kind of joke?


I cleared my throat and looked out at the sea of expectant faces.


“Emma didn’t fear death,” I finally said, my voice hoarse with emotion. I glanced briefly at Veronica and saw her smirking, her eyes locked on me. “She feared a lot of things, like spiders and clowns and that weird noise the fridge makes in the middle of the night, but never death.”


The audience gave a sympathetic chuckle at that, and I felt some of the tension ease from my shoulders. I took a deep breath and continued.


“I, for once, fear death. Fear it like hell. Death is final, inevitable. And when Emma died, I thought it was the end. I felt like... Like I died with her, in a way. I was... Dead inside, empty, lost. I didn’t know how I could go on without her.” I paused, my voice catching in my throat. I could feel the hot prickle of tears behind my eyes and I fought to keep them from falling. “I still don’t know how I’ll go on without her. Or maybe I don’t know how to carry her with me.” I looked down at the ground, collecting myself, then back up at the audience, back at Veronica, back at my wife. “She’s still here, you know? With us. She’ll always be with us. She might look different, sound different, act different, but she’s still here.” Veronica’s smirk faltered at that. She shifted in her seat, her gaze suddenly uncertain. “She’s in the way Ashley smiles, the way her parents laugh. She’s in the memories that her friends share, the stories that they’ll tell for years to come. And me? In whatever form she chooses to haunt me, I’m grateful for it. I’m grateful because, even though I can’t explain why or how, my wife is still alive to me.” I looked directly at Veronica, my eyes locking onto hers. “And that’s all that matters, in the end.”


The room was silent for a moment, and then someone—Ashley, I think—nodded. A few people murmured in agreement, and then the whole room. I barely paid attention to it. I was focused on Veronica. Her smirk was gone, replaced by a thoughtful expression. She met my gaze, her eyes shining with unshed tears. I nodded slightly, and she returned the gesture, a silent acknowledgment of our strange, impossible situation. A silent acknowledgment that we were both haunted by the same ghost, though in very different ways.


After my speech, others took their turn at the podium.


Robert and Margaret spoke together, holding each other up both literally and figuratively. Robert’s deep voice rumbled about how proud he was of his daughter, while Margaret shared stories of Emma’s stubborn determination, even as a child. “She never gave up on anything or anyone she believed in,” Margaret said, looking directly at me. “Especially not the people she loved.”


Soon enough, the casket was lowered into the ground, and we all gathered around to toss a handful of dirt onto the wood. I watched as the mound of earth grew, burying my wife’s empty shell. The wind had died down, and the air was still and quiet, the only sound the soft thud of earth hitting wood and the few occasional birdsong in the trees. I didn’t even know how to feel at this point. I was numb, detached from reality.


The ceremony droned on, a blur of ritual and reverence, the priest’s voice a low, monotone hum in the background. As the final prayers were recited, and the mourners began to disperse, I found myself once again shaking hands, accepting hugs, and thanking people for coming. It felt easier now, somehow. The weight on my chest had lightened, if only a little. I caught Emma—it was getting harder to think of her as Veronica—looking at me from across the room several times. Her glances seemed warmer, more genuine, though she still played her part as the insufferable Veronica, whispering things to her equally insufferable husband that made him chuckle inappropriately.


“You did good, Calvin,” came Ashley’s voice as she appeared at my elbow. “Really good. That speech was…” She paused, searching for words, then settled on, “Emma would have loved it. She would have made fun of you for getting all poetic, but she would have loved it.”


I managed a genuine smile. “Thanks, Ash.”


“I mean it,” she continued, her usual sarcasm softened by sincerity. “The way you talked about her living on in different forms—that was beautiful. Cheesy as hell, but beautiful.”


Before I could respond, I noticed Emma approaching us. Ashley tensed beside me, clearly uneasy about interacting with her cousin.


“Ashley, darling,” Emma said in Veronica’s voice, but there was something different about her tone—less sharp around the edges. “That was a lovely tribute to your sister. She would have been touched.”


Ashley blinked, clearly surprised by the uncharacteristic kindness. “Thanks, Veronica. That’s… unexpectedly nice of you to say.”


Emma shrugged. “Even I have my moments.” She turned to me. “And you, Calvin. Who knew you had such poetry in you? It was quite moving.”


“Thank you,” I said simply, holding her gaze.


“Well,” Ashley said, looking between us with slight confusion, “I should go check on Mom and Dad.” She squeezed my arm. “Call me if you need anything, okay?”


As Ashley walked away, Emma leaned in closer to me. “See?” she whispered. “I’m still here. Just in a slightly more… high-maintenance package.”


“Well,” I said, tensing slightly as I lowered my voice, “it only took me eulogizing you at your own funeral to get through Veronica’s thick skin. Should I be flattered or concerned?”


Emma laughed—that high, tinkling laugh that was all Veronica. “Oh, Calvin, darling, don’t be so dramatic. Veronica’s just selective about who she shows her softer side to.” She ran a manicured finger down the lapel of my suit. “Besides, you should see how I—I mean, how she—behaves at other funerals. This is positively restrained.”


I felt my jaw clench. Just when I thought I was seeing more of Emma, Veronica came roaring back. “Right. Restrained. Is that what you call it?”


She must have noticed the shift in my tone because her eyes narrowed with a calculating gleam that made my skin crawl. She leaned in closer, her perfume enveloping me in a cloud of expensive scent.


“You know,” she said, her voice dropping to a husky whisper, “if you’re so angry at Veronica, I’ll be vaping behind the church in two minutes. Why don’t you meet me there and teach me a lesson?”


“Jesus,” I muttered under my breath.


She patted my cheek condescendingly. “Don’t look so shocked, darling. It’s just a thought.” With that, she sauntered away, making sure to put an extra sway in her hips that I was certain was for my benefit.


I watched her go, feeling a storm of emotions raging inside me. Anger, confusion, and underneath it all, an undeniable current of desire that made me feel sick with myself. On one hand, the idea of following Veronica—of all people—behind a church for a quickie right now, of all moments, felt beyond reprehensible. On the other hand, it wasn’t really Veronica, was it? It was Emma. My Emma, trapped in the body of a woman I couldn’t stand.


The thought of putting Veronica in her place, of somehow spanking Emma back into reality, sent a shameful thrill through me. Would it help? Would a physical connection strengthen Emma’s hold on Veronica’s consciousness, the way it had with Mandy? Or would it just be giving in to a twisted desire I didn’t want to acknowledge?


I loosened my tie slightly, suddenly feeling too warm. Two minutes, she had said. Two minutes until she’d be waiting, expecting me to either follow through or chicken out. Either way, I knew she’d have something to say about it.


God help me, I was actually considering it.


I found Emma exactly where she said she’d be—behind the church, leaning against the brick wall, a thin stream of vapor escaping her lips as she exhaled. She was partially hidden by a large dumpster, the irony of which wasn’t lost on me. Veronica’s designer heels clicked against the pavement as she straightened up at the sight of me.


“Well, well,” she said, her red lips curving into a smile that was pure predator. “I wasn’t sure you’d come. How deliciously naughty of you, Calvin.”


I kept my distance, hands in my pockets. “I just wanted to talk.”


She laughed, taking another drag from her vape pen before tucking it into her purse. “Talk? Is that what we’re calling it now?” She stepped closer, her eyes gleaming. “God, I’ve never been this horny in my entire life—well, Veronica’s life, anyway. It’s strange. No matter what body I’m in, I want you so badly it hurts.”


The crude words coming from Veronica’s mouth sent an unwanted jolt of heat through me.


“You can have me right here,” she continued, running her hands down her sides, emphasizing the curves of her body. “Veronica the bitch, freely available for whatever you want.” She lowered her voice to a whisper. “My mouth, my pussy, my ass—take your pick. I’ve been working this body hard at the gym, you know. It would be a shame for you to pass on this opportunity.”


I felt my face flush with anger and arousal in equal measure. “You could possess any other woman,” I said through gritted teeth. “Any other woman would be a more pleasant partner than Veronica.”


She threw her head back and laughed, the sound echoing off the brick walls. “Oh, please. Don’t try to bluff me, Calvin. I know you too well.” She closed the distance between us, pressing her body against mine. I could feel the heat of her through our clothes. “I can see it in your eyes. You’re dying to push me against this wall and fuck me raw. Teach the bitch a good lesson, right?”


Her hand found its way to my crotch, confirming what she already knew. “Go ahead,” she whispered, her breath hot against my ear. “I’m on the pill.”


Something snapped inside me. All the confusion, grief, and anger of the past few days crystallized into a single, burning need. I grabbed Veronica by her shoulders and spun her around, shoving her roughly against the brick wall. She gasped—a sound of surprise mixed with excitement—as I pinned her there with my body.


“Is this what you want?” I growled, my voice barely recognizable to my own ears. “You want me to hate-fuck you at my wife’s funeral?”


She laughed, that infuriating Veronica laugh. “Your wife is right here, darling. And yes, that’s exactly what I want.”


I silenced her with a bruising kiss, my hands already pushing up the hem of her expensive black dress. She wore silk underwear—of course she did—which I yanked down with enough force that I heard the delicate fabric tear. She moaned against my mouth, her hands fumbling with my belt.


“Hurry,” she whispered, her voice husky with need. “Someone might come looking for us.”


The thought should have stopped me cold, but instead it only fueled the fire. I freed myself from my pants and hoisted her up, her back scraping against the rough brick as she wrapped her legs around my waist. Without preamble, I thrust into her, earning a shocked gasp that quickly morphed into a moan.


“Oh god, Calvin,” she cried out, her head falling back against the wall. “Yes, fuck me like you hate me.”


And I did. I pounded into her with all the rage and confusion and twisted desire I’d been suppressing. Each thrust was punishment—for her taking Veronica’s body, for her acting like this was all some game, for making me want her despite everything. Her moans grew louder, echoing in the small space between the building and the dumpster.


“Shut the fuck up,” I hissed, clamping my hand over her mouth. “You want everyone to hear you? To come see Veronica getting fucked behind a church?”


Her eyes widened above my hand, but I could feel her smile against my palm. She was enjoying this—the danger, the degradation, all of it. And God help me, so was I. I hated myself for it, hated her for bringing me to this point, but I couldn’t stop.


Veronica’s body responded to every thrust, her inner muscles clenching around me, her perfectly manicured nails digging into my shoulders through my suit jacket. I could feel her building toward climax, her breathing becoming more ragged against my hand.


“You’re not coming until I say so,” I growled, slowing my pace deliberately. “You don’t get to enjoy this that much.”


She whimpered in protest, trying to move her hips to increase the friction, but I held her firmly in place. I removed my hand from her mouth just long enough to hear her beg.


“Please, Calvin,” she gasped. “Please let me come. I need it.”


“Who are you?” I demanded, still moving torturously slow inside her.


“I’m Emma,” she whispered, her eyes locking with mine. “I’m your wife.”


Something about hearing those words from Veronica’s mouth pushed me over the edge. I resumed my punishing pace, driving into her with renewed vigor. She came almost immediately, her body convulsing around me, her scream muffled by my hand clamped firmly over her mouth again. I followed seconds later, emptying myself inside her with a guttural groan, hatred and pleasure washing over me in equal measure.


I sagged against the wall, my breath coming in ragged gasps as the reality of what we’d just done crashed over me. My wife’s funeral. Behind the church. With her cousin’s body. Jesus Christ, what was wrong with me? And yet, I couldn’t deny the relief flooding through me—not just physical release, but something deeper. Some primal part of me had needed this, needed to reclaim Emma in whatever form she took.


Veronica—Emma—stood shakily, adjusting her torn underwear and smoothing down her dress. Her carefully styled hair was now a mess, makeup smudged, lipstick all but gone. My release trickled down her inner thigh, and she made a half-hearted attempt to clean herself with a tissue from her purse.


“Shit,” she muttered, her voice sounding different somehow. “This dress costs more than your monthly mortgage payment.”


I tucked myself away and zipped up my pants, shame and satisfaction warring within me. When I looked up at her face, I noticed something had changed in her eyes. The cold, calculating gleam that was pure Veronica had softened, replaced by something warmer, more familiar. More Emma.


“Calvin, I…” she started, then paused, running a hand through her disheveled hair. “I’m sorry. This was stupid. So fucking stupid.” She shook her head. “Taking over Veronica of all people. What was I thinking?”


I stared at her, taken aback by the sudden shift. “Emma?” Was she more herself again?


“When I was Mandy, I didn’t realize how much of a bitch Veronica actually was,” she continued, leaning against the wall for support. “My memories of her were intact, but Mandy had no emotional response to seeing her. It was just… information. But being inside her head…” She shuddered. “It’s like swimming in toxic waste.”


“You sound different,” I said cautiously. “More like yourself.”


She looked down at her hands—Veronica’s hands—with disgust. “I feel more like myself. Less… Veronica.” She looked up at me, her eyes wide with realization. “It’s the sex, isn’t it? Just like with Mandy. Having sex with you brings me back, makes me stronger than the host.”


I nodded slowly. “Seems that way. You were acting like a complete bitch before.”


“I know,” she said, genuine remorse in her voice. “And the worst part is, I was enjoying it. Veronica gets off on being cruel. It’s like a drug.” She reached out and touched my face gently. “I’m so sorry, Calvin. For all of this. For making you fuck me at my own funeral, for Christ’s sake.”


“It’s not entirely your fault,” I admitted. “I could have said no.”


She gave a small, sad laugh. “But you didn’t. And I’m glad you didn’t.” She gestured to herself. “This is helping. I’m stronger now. More me.”


I straightened my tie, trying to make myself presentable again. “So sex with me is really like an anchor? It helps you stay you, no matter whose body you’re in?”


“Seems that way,” she said, attempting to fix her makeup using her phone’s camera. “God, we look like we just had sex behind a dumpster.”


“We did just have sex behind a dumpster.”


“Fair point.” She sighed, giving up on her appearance.


Emma did her best to make herself presentable, using a compact mirror from Veronica’s purse to fix her smudged makeup. Her hands moved with Veronica’s practiced efficiency, but there was a gentleness to her movements now, less of the sharp, aggressive energy that had dominated her earlier.


“How do I look?” she asked, smoothing down her dress.


“Like someone who just had rough sex behind a funeral home, but trying really hard to hide it,” I answered honestly.


She laughed—a sound that was somewhere between Veronica’s tinkling fake laugh and Emma’s genuine one. “Well, it’ll have to do.” She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. “We need to figure out what happens next. I can’t stay in Veronica forever.”


“Where’s Mandy?” I asked. “Could you go back to her?”


Emma shook her head. “Probably long gone by now. You should have seen her at the coffee shop after we switched—completely freaked out. Poor thing looked like she’d just woken up from a nightmare.” She frowned. “I feel bad about that. She didn’t ask for any of this.”


I glanced toward the funeral home. “What about someone else here? Someone who wouldn’t be missed for a while? At least for as long as it takes us to find someone else out there?”


“Like who? A friend? Family?” She shuddered. “I don’t think I can do that, Calvin. One good thing about Veronica is she doesn’t give a shit about my death. She’s just here because it’s the socially expected thing to do.” She gestured toward the building. “Everyone else in there is grieving me. I’m not ready to feel that—to grieve myself through someone else’s emotions. It would be too much.”


I nodded, understanding. The psychological implications of inhabiting someone who was actively mourning you were disturbing to contemplate.


“We’ll figure something out,” I said, checking my watch. “But we should do it quickly, before you start feeling more like Veronica again.”


“God, please don’t let that happen.” She shuddered. “Being Veronica is like having your brain marinated in entitlement and spite. The longer I’m in here, the harder it is to remember who I really am.”


We made our way back to the cemetery, trying to look casual. I noticed Ashley watching us, her eyes narrowing slightly as she took in Veronica’s disheveled appearance and the fact that we’d both been absent at the same time. She didn’t say anything, but the knowing look on her face made my stomach twist with guilt. How much did she suspect?


The service ended without further drama, and the guests began to disperse. Emma and I stuck around to mingle, both of us desperate for some kind of solution. We needed a host who had no link to Emma and no one would miss for at least long enough to get back home.


“What’s up with you and Veronica?” Ashley whispered to me as she passed by. “You two seem awfully chummy all of a sudden.”


“She... asked about Emma’s will,” I lied smoothly. “Wanted to know if she’d been left anything.”


“Typical.” Ashley rolled her eyes, though she still seemed skeptical. “Did you tell her she’s in line for a lifetime supply of free Botox and fake tits?”


“Something like that...” I trailed off, catching sight of the priest who’d presided over the ceremony. He was packing up his things, helped by a young woman in a simple black dress. “Excuse me for a sec,” I said to Ashley, already moving toward the duo.


They watched me approach with polite smiles, the young woman standing slightly behind the priest, fiddling with her cross necklace.


“Hi, thank you so much for the service,” I said, shaking the priest’s hand. “It was lovely. Very... touching.”


“Thank you, son,” the priest said with a benevolent smile.


I stared at the nun, my mind racing. “I’m sorry, I didn’t catch your name,” I said, holding out my hand to her.


“Sister Margaret,” she replied quietly, taking my hand in a firm shake.


“Sister Margaret, lovely.” I glanced around, trying to look nonchalant. “Would you mind me introducing you to my wife’s cousin? She... she keeps talking about wanting to get closer to God, but I think she’s too afraid to ask.” I lowered my voice, leaning in closer.


The priest and Sister Margaret exchanged glances. The poor girl, in her twenties, was pretty, in a quiet, innocent way. Her blonde hair was tucked neatly under her veil, and her blue eyes were wide and trusting. She seemed particularly uneasy in her conservative black dress. “I’d be happy to talk to her,” the priest said. “Where is she?”


“Oh, no need to bother yourself, Father. I think a woman’s touch might work better with this one.” I gave Sister Margaret an encouraging smile. “If you could spare five minutes, Sister?”


She hesitated, glancing at the priest for permission, which he granted with a nod.


“I’d be honored to help,” she mumbled, her voice barely audible.


“Wonderful.” I led her away, searching for Emma. I spotted her across the cemetery, chatting with a group of well-wishers. “There she is.”


I approached, Sister Margaret in tow, and tapped Emma on the shoulder. She turned around, her face lighting up with a false smile when she saw the nun. It seemed to take all of her self-control to keep her eyes from rolling out of her head. “Calvin! How lovely! What’s this?”


“I wanted to introduce you to Sister Margaret,” I said, nudging the shy nun forward. “She wanted to talk to you about... about getting closer to God. I know it’s something you’ve been thinking about a lot lately.”


“Of course,” Emma said with a tight smile, keeping her hands folded in front of her. It was pretty obvious that my wife, as Veronica, found the idea of becoming a nun laughable. I had to elbow her slightly to get her to shake the nun’s hand. She extended her arm stiffly, giving the sister a limp handshake.


For a moment, the two women stared at each other, the tension thick between them. Then, Sister Margaret blinked and straightened her shoulders, her expression changing slightly, blushing. In the meantime, Veronica’s eyes widened. She looked around in confusion, her gaze finally settling on her hands, still encased in the nun’s. She let go of the nun’s hands as if they were on fire and stumbled backward a few steps.


“What on earth?” Veronica mumbled, her voice shaky. Veronica’s relatives and friends looked over, some of them clearly concerned about her sudden change in demeanor. Veronica didn’t seem to be one to show uncertainty or weakness. Obviously aware that she was being watched, she quickly regained her composure, flashing her usual, plastic smile.


“Everything alright, dear?” asked an elderly man, who I recognized as her father.


“Perfectly fine, Daddy,” she said smoothly, brushing a lock of hair from her forehead. “Erm... I’m sorry,” she told the nun. “You were saying?” She clearly had no idea what she was doing here, but her pride wouldn’t allow her to show it.


Sister Margaret, meanwhile, had been staring at Veronica, her blush deepening. “Oh, yes. I just wanted to tell you that...” She was stammering, looking around her, and fiddling with her dress. She kept stealing glances at me, her blush intensifying every time our eyes met. “Nothing important... Sorry for bothering you...”


“I’ll accompany the sister back to the priest,” I said to all present. “Please, enjoy the refreshments.” And then, in a whisper, I said to the nun, “Come with me.”


We walked a few steps away, out of earshot. “Are you...” I asked the sister, who was now trailing behind me.


“Emma? Yes, it’s me,” the sister mumbled. Her voice was barely audible. It seemed like she was even shyer than before.


“How do you feel?” I asked, looking over my shoulder.


“A bit... disgusted?” the sister said, clearly struggling to find the right word. “Disappointed, maybe?” She shuddered, her arms wrapped tightly around her waist as we walked.


“About us...? Behind the church?”


She bit her lower lip, her cheeks now bright red. “No... I mean yes... But I was thinking about being Veronica... What a...”


“Bitch?” I offered.


“Horrible person,” she corrected me, frowning slightly at my word choice. She turned to look at the priest, standing a few dozen yards away, conflicting emotions playing across her face. “Calvin, I... I know we planned for me to leave with you but...”


“But?”


She sighed, her breath shaky. “Would you mind waiting for a few minutes? I promised Father O’Brien that I’d help him pack up and get everything back to the parish.”


“How long is a few more minutes? Can’t you find an excuse to leave early,” I asked, uneasy with the idea of letting her out of my sight.


“It’s just that... I feel like I have a duty here,” she said, looking down at her feet. “And to... God?” She looked at her hands as if they weren’t her own. “I don’t know how to explain.”


I sighed. “Right. You’re a nun now. Should have seen that coming.” I shook my head, frustrated. “Alright, you help Father...”


“O’Brien...”


“O’Brien,” I repeated. “You help him pack and load his car, then meet me at mine. Promise?”


“I promise,” the sister said, her smile beatific. She gave me a little wave before hurrying back toward the priest. Fuck, I thought to myself, watching her go. A nun. Of all the people I could have chosen, why the hell did I pick a nun?
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Chapter 5: Faith


I was startled by a knock on the car window. I blinked, looking up to find Ashley standing outside, her face pressed against the glass. I rolled down the window.


“Cal, you okay?” she asked, concern in her voice. “You’ve been sitting here forever.”


I looked at the clock on the dashboard and realized that an hour had already passed. “Fuck,” I mumbled, running a hand over my face.


“Want me to stay with you for a while?” she offered, leaning in through the window.


I glanced past her to where Father O’Brien and his helpers were packing a small van with religious paraphernalia. Sister Margaret—Emma—was among them. I watched as she lifted a large box, grunting slightly with the effort, her arms straining against the weight. “It’s alright, Ash. Go home. I’ll be fine.”


Ashley frowned. “Are you sure?” She followed my gaze, her eyes narrowing. She seemed genuinely concerned. “Are you waiting for someone?”


“No. I’m...” My words died in my throat as my brain tried to catch up. “Yeah, I am,” I said, nodding slowly. “The priest asked me to drive one of the sisters home after they were finished. She’s been working here for a while, and she doesn’t have a car.”


Ashley’s expression changed from one of worry to one of relief. She laughed softly. “That’s nice of you.” She patted my shoulder through the open window. “See you later, Cal.”


“See ya.” I watched her walk away, feeling a pang of guilt for lying to my sister-in-law.


Another twenty minutes passed before Emma finally climbed into the passenger seat. She sat rigidly, her hands folded primly in her lap, her posture perfect.


“You okay?” I asked, studying her profile.


“Hmm? Oh, yes. Just... thinking,” she replied, her voice distant. She turned to face me, her expression serious. “My... Her life is so different. She’s given herself to God. She spends her days in prayer, in service. It’s a hard life, but also... peaceful. Fulfilling.” She shook her head. “Maybe it’s the contrast to Veronica that’s making me feel this way. It’s like... like a cleansing. Like a baptism, washing away all the sin and filth.”


“Shit,” I chuckled nervously. “Do I need to fuck you again, bring you back down from your holy high horse?”


She frowned at me, her lips pursed in disapproval. “Please, Calvin. Have some respect.”


“Sorry,” I mumbled, feeling chastised. “I just want you back to normal. You’re not you right now.”


She sighed, looking down at her lap. “I... I’m me. I’m Emma... It’s just that... I feel like I’ve been called to a higher purpose.” She looked out the window.


I gulped, my heart racing. This was exactly what I’d feared. “Emma,” I began, but she cut me off with a sharp gesture.


“Relax,” she said, her tone dry. “I know this isn’t me. It’s just her. Her body, her mind. All of this is Sister Margaret, not me.”


“But you feel like her.”


“But I feel like her,” she conceded. “And it’s hard to ignore.”


I nodded, starting the car. “Still coming? Or are you going to fuse with her forever to fulfill your duty to God?”


“I’ll come,” she said, her voice soft. “I made a promise to you and I’ll keep it. We’ll find a solution together. And... I still love you.” It seemed to take her a great effort to say the words, and I felt my heart clench in my chest. She noticed the way my shoulders slumped and reached out to pat my arm, blushing. “Oh, don’t take it the wrong way, Calvin. It’s not that I love you less. It’s just hard to process through... through this.” She gestured at herself.


I drove in silence, my mind racing with the implications of everything we were dealing with. “Well, it’s obviously temporary,” I said finally. “I imagine your new friends are going to wonder where you are if you’re gone for too long. What are you going to tell them? Are you even allowed outside?”


She looked away. “I’m not a child, Calvin. I’m allowed to go where I please. I just want to make sure my duties are taken care of.”


“And when are your duties taken care of?”


“I’m supposed...” She groaned, hitting her legs. “I mean, she’s supposed to be back at the parish tomorrow morning. We were... I mean, they were going to pray and meditate at the cathedral tonight, but I told them I was meeting an old friend and might be late.”


I sighed, my eyes fixed on the road. Traffic was heavy, and it was taking longer to get home than usual. Looking at people in other cars, going about their normal lives, made me realize just how far we were from our regular routines. “We need to stop jumping you into new bodies every day without any planning. We need to understand the rules and find someone you can... stay in. For a while, at least, until we figure this out.”


I drove in silence for a few minutes, my mind racing with the implications of everything we were dealing with.


“Something happened when I went from Veronica to me,” the nun said, breaking the silence. “It felt... different. Not as immediate as the others.”


“Different how?”


“Like... I could see threads...”


“Threads?” I repeated, glancing over at her. “What kind of threads? Like spider webs?”


“Memories, I think,” she explained. “Veronica’s memories, maybe feelings, thoughts?”


“Okay...”


“It felt like I could pull them, twist them?” She blushed again. “I’m not explaining myself well.”


“What about that nerd you talked about when you were Mandy?” I said, getting off the highway and onto the quieter surface streets. “You seemed to think she’d be the perfect person to help us figure things out.”


“Oh... I don’t know... I don’t remember her now that I’m Lisa.” I saw her frowning as I looked over.


“Lisa?”


“That’s my name, Calvin!” she said, pouting at me. “Sister Margaret is my holy name. We pick a holy name when we take our vows.”


I chuckled, shaking my head. “Lisa, alright...”


She sighed. “I don’t remember much of her, but I remember thinking she was a good choice. I have no idea why.”


“Shit... I guess it’s too late now. We’re not going to go after Mandy again. She’s probably freaked out enough by all this.”


The young nun smirked. “I wrote down her name and number back at home, when I was still Mandy.”


I opened my mouth to say something, but closed it. I smirked back. “Good thinking.”


“Thank Mandy,” the nun said, winking.
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Chapter 6: Sin


I pulled into our driveway and killed the engine, glancing over at Sister Margaret—or Lisa, or Emma, or whoever she was now. The silence between us felt heavier than it had with Mandy. There was a tension in the air I couldn’t quite place.


“Home sweet home,” I said, trying to sound casual despite the absurdity of bringing a nun—my wife’s consciousness trapped inside a nun—into our marital home. “You okay?”


Lisa’s hands were folded neatly in her lap, her posture rigid. She still had that aura of piety about her that seemed at odds with everything I knew about Emma.


“I’m… not sure,” she said softly, her blue eyes darting nervously around the house as we entered. She stood awkwardly in our living room, looking at familiar objects as if they were artifacts in a museum. Her fingers traced the edge of a photo frame—our wedding picture—but she didn’t pick it up.


She turned to me, her expression conflicted. “It feels so strange being here. I remember everything, but it’s like… I’m viewing it through a filter.” She touched her chest. “I—I mean Lisa, Sister Margaret—she’s not used to this. She sleeps at the convent with the other sisters. This place feels…” She struggled for words. “Worldly. That’s how I—she—would describe it.”


Was I going to have to get used to every host making similar comments? Now it felt like Emma was rediscovering the house every time she moved on to someone else. I felt at a loss. Emma was still there, buried beneath layers of Sister Margaret’s personality, but the nun’s influence was undeniable. I needed to break the ice, to bring her back to herself.


I approached her slowly, reaching out to take her in my arms the way I had with Mandy, the way I would have with Emma. “Maybe we just need to—”


“NO!” she screamed, recoiling violently and backing against the wall. Her eyes were wild with fear. “Don’t touch me! This is a sin! You’re married to her, not me! I’ve taken vows before God!” Her voice wasn’t Emma’s anymore—it was higher, panicked. “The Lord sees all! I cannot betray Him!”


I backed away, hands raised. “Whoa, whoa! I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to—”


“Fornicator! Tempter!” she spat, then immediately covered her mouth with her hands, eyes wide with shock at her own outburst.


“Emma,” I said firmly, keeping my distance. “Emma, I need you to focus on my voice. Remember who you are. Remember us.”


Lisa was trembling now, tears streaming down her face. “I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” she whispered. “That wasn’t me—I mean, it was me but... Lisa is… Her faith is like a wall inside my mind.”


I cautiously sat on the couch, patting the spot beside me. “Come sit. No touching. Just talk to me.”


After a moment’s hesitation, she perched on the edge of the cushion, as far from me as possible.


“Tell me what’s happening,” I said gently.


She wiped her tears with shaking hands. “It’s like being torn in two. I want you—God, I want you so badly it hurts.” Her cheeks flushed deep red. “But Lisa is horrified by those feelings. I’ve never… she’s innocent in ways I wasn’t even before we met. The desire I feel terrifies her. It’s like something screaming inside my head that these thoughts are sinful.” She looked up at me, her eyes a battlefield of desire and devotion. “I’ve never felt so conflicted. With Mandy, with Veronica, their personalities influenced me, but Lisa… her faith is the core of who she is. I can’t just push it aside.”


I sat there watching Lisa—Emma—whoever she was now, struggling with herself. My mind raced with conflicting thoughts. What the hell were we supposed to do now? I couldn’t force her into anything she wasn’t comfortable with, but our options were limited. If we tried finding another host, what would happen to Sister Margaret afterward? She’d wake up in a strange man’s house with no memory of how she got there. We’d be looking at kidnapping charges at minimum. Even if we had Emma switch out in the open, away from witnesses, the trauma of suddenly finding herself in a random part of town, miles away from her convent with no explanation would be devastating. I frowned, realizing we had been doing just that to everyone Emma had possessed up to now.


“I don’t know what to do,” I admitted, running a hand through my hair. “We can’t just… let her go like this. She’d be confused, and it would raise too many questions.” I didn’t say the other part out loud—that each time we’d been intimate, Emma had seemed to grow stronger in her host body. The sex with Veronica had brought Emma fully to the surface, but now, in Lisa’s body, all that strength seemed gone. Had the transfer drained her somehow? Or was Sister Margaret’s faith simply too powerful to overcome?


Lisa sat rigidly on the couch, her hands clasped in prayer. “I don’t know either,” she whispered. “These feelings… they’re so confusing. I remember wanting you, but it feels… it feels…” She couldn’t even finish the sentence, her face flushing crimson.


“What if,” I said carefully, “we just start small? A kiss, maybe? Just one little kiss.”


“No!” Lisa’s eyes flashed with panic. “That would be a sin! I can’t—we can’t—”


“It doesn’t have to be on the lips,” I said quickly, trying a different approach. “Just a kiss on the cheek. Friends do that all the time. Even nuns must give friendly kisses, right?”


She hesitated, her internal struggle visible on her face. “I… I suppose that wouldn’t be… entirely inappropriate.”


“Just one,” I promised, not moving any closer, letting her come to me.


After what felt like an eternity, Lisa inched toward me on the couch. Her movements were stiff, uncertain. She leaned forward and quickly pressed her lips to my cheek, then immediately pulled back as if burned.


“There,” I said softly. “That wasn’t so bad, was it?”


She touched her lips with her fingertips, a look of wonder crossing her face. Something had shifted in her eyes—a flicker of my Emma coming through.


“It feels… warm,” she said, sounding surprised. “Like… like sunshine inside.”


I chuckled at her innocence. “Would you like to try again?” I asked, hardly daring to breathe.


Lisa nodded slowly, her eyes never leaving mine. This time, when she leaned in, she lingered a moment longer, her lips soft against my skin. When she pulled back, her breathing had quickened slightly.


“I’ve never…” she started, then corrected herself. “Lisa has never felt this way before. It’s… it’s frightening but also… nice?” She sounded like a child discovering something new and forbidden. “There’s this feeling, down in my… in my private places. It makes me feel all tingly and warm.”


I swallowed hard. “That’s normal. It’s called desire.”


“Desire,” she repeated the word like it was foreign on her tongue. “I was taught that desire is the devil’s playground. But it doesn’t feel evil. It feels… good.”


This time, I was the one who leaned forward, slowly, giving her every chance to pull away. I pressed my lips gently to hers, a chaste kiss that lasted only a second. When I pulled back, her eyes were wide, pupils dilated.


“Oh,” she breathed. “Oh my.”


The next kiss came from her, surprising me with its urgency. Her lips pressed against mine, inexperienced but eager. I felt her hands tentatively touch my shoulders, then slide up to cup my face. When she pulled away, she was panting slightly.


“These feelings,” she whispered, “they’re so strong. I remember them, but it’s like… it’s like I’m feeling them for the first time. My body—Lisa’s body—it’s never known this before. It’s… it’s making me wet.” She looked mortified at her own words. “I’m not supposed to say things like that. I’m not supposed to feel things like that. But I do. I really, really do.”


The next kiss broke something loose in her. Her mouth opened under mine, her tongue shyly meeting my own. She moaned into my mouth, the sound so innocent and erotic at the same time that it sent heat coursing through my veins. Her hands clutched at my shirt, pulling me closer.


“Calvin,” she gasped when we broke apart. “I feel so… so sinful. But I don’t want to stop. Is that wrong? Lisa thinks it’s wrong, but Emma… I… I want more. I want to do the things I remember. The things we used to do together.” Her face was flushed, her blue eyes dark with a mixture of desire and confusion. “Will God punish me for these thoughts? For wanting to… to make love with you?”


I took her trembling hands in mine, looking directly into those conflicted blue eyes.


“Listen to me,” I said firmly. “You’re not Lisa. You’re Emma—my Emma—who happens to be controlling Lisa’s body right now. Nothing you’re doing is Lisa’s sin. She’s not even here, not really. She’s not making these choices.” I squeezed her hands gently. “You’re borrowing her body, that’s all. And you, Emma, have never been religious. You’ve never worried about these things before. So Emma’s guilt is not something that should be weighing on your mind.”


The tension in her shoulders eased slightly. “You’re right. I’m not her. I’m me.” She touched her chest. “But what about my soul, Calvin? Emma’s soul? If I can move between bodies like this… what does that mean? Am I… am I damned already?” The question hung in the air between us, but even as she asked it, her hands were moving to my chest, fingers splaying across my shirt.


“I don’t know,” I answered honestly. “But I know that I love you, and I know that you’re here, against all odds. If there is a God, wouldn’t He want us to cherish this miracle?”


She bit her lower lip, a gesture so unlike a nun and so much like my Emma that it made my heart ache. “I want to touch you,” she whispered, her voice a mixture of shame and desire. “I remember how it feels, but Lisa’s body… it’s never known a man’s touch. It’s like I’m a virgin again, but with all these memories of what to do.”


Her hands moved tentatively to the buttons of my shirt, fumbling slightly as she undid them one by one. When her fingers brushed against my bare chest, she gasped.


“You’re so warm,” she murmured, exploring me with the wonder of someone discovering the ocean for the first time. Her touch was hesitant, then bolder as she traced the contours of my chest and shoulders.


I reached for her, sliding my hand to her waist, feeling the curve of her hip through the simple black dress. She shivered under my touch, her breath catching.


“Can I…” she started, then blushed furiously. “Can I touch you… down there? I remember how, but it feels so forbidden.”


Before I could answer, she froze, her eyes widening with sudden panic.


“Wait,” she said, pulling back slightly. “Will she—will Lisa—remember any of this when I’m gone? Will she wake up knowing what we did?” The horror in her voice was palpable.


I shook my head. “No, that’s not how it seems to work. You know it’s not. Clara didn’t remember anything. Neither did Veronica. When you leave a body, their memories of that time go with you.”


Relief washed over her face, followed by something darker, more primal. “So she’ll never know,” she whispered, and I watched as something shifted in her eyes. The last vestiges of Sister Margaret’s restraint seemed to crumble away.


“Then God forgive me,” she breathed, and lunged forward, crushing her mouth against mine.


The transformation was startling. Her hands were suddenly everywhere—in my hair, under my shirt, fumbling with my belt. She kissed me with a desperate hunger that belied her innocent appearance, her tongue sliding against mine with growing confidence.


“I want to do everything,” she gasped between kisses. “All the things I remember but Lisa’s never done. I want to feel you inside me. I want to taste you. I want—” She broke off, seemingly shocked by her own words, but the desire burning in her eyes didn’t diminish.


She pulled at my shirt, nearly tearing it in her eagerness to get it off. When I was bare-chested before her, she stared in fascination.


“It’s so strange,” she murmured, running her hands over my skin. “I know this body. I’ve touched it a thousand times. But it feels like the first time.” She leaned forward and pressed her lips to my chest, a tentative kiss that quickly turned into something more as she began to explore me with her mouth.


“Show me,” she whispered against my skin. “Show me everything again.”


I watched in awe as Lisa—Emma—began to undress. Her movements were a contradiction: hesitant yet determined, innocent yet knowing. She fumbled with the buttons of her simple black dress, her fingers trembling slightly.


“I’ve never undressed for a man before,” she whispered, though we both knew it wasn’t entirely true. Emma had undressed for me countless times, but Lisa’s body never had. “Help me?”


I stepped forward, my hands replacing hers on the buttons. As the dress opened, I revealed pale, unblemished skin that had likely rarely seen the sun. Her breasts were small but perfectly formed, topped with pink nipples that hardened under my gaze. Without the modest clothing, Sister Margaret’s body was surprisingly lithe—slender but with gentle curves at her hips and waist.


“You’re beautiful,” I breathed, sliding the dress from her shoulders. She stood before me in nothing but simple white cotton panties, her blonde hair falling loose around her shoulders. The contrast between her innocent appearance and the hunger in her eyes was the most erotic thing I’d ever seen.


“I want to see you too,” she said, her voice stronger now. She reached for my belt with newfound confidence, unfastening it and pulling it free with a soft hiss of leather. As she worked on my pants, I couldn’t help but marvel at the situation. Yesterday it was Mandy, today a nun. How many bodies would Emma inhabit? How many different women would I make love to, all of them containing some essence of my wife?


When we were both naked, she pressed her body against mine, gasping at the contact. “Oh God,” she moaned, then immediately covered her mouth. “I shouldn’t say His name like that.”


“It’s okay,” I assured her, guiding her to our bedroom, to our bed. “It’s just us here.”


She lay back on the couch, her legs instinctively closing, that last bit of Lisa’s modesty still present. I knelt between her thighs, gently coaxing them apart. Her pussy was pink and perfect, with just a small tuft of blonde hair above it. It looked untouched, virginal—which, of course, it was.


“I’m going to make you feel good,” I promised, lowering my head between her legs.


At the first touch of my tongue against her clit, she cried out, her back arching off the bed. “Fuck!” she gasped, then immediately, “I’m sorry, I shouldn’t say—oh, oh my God!”


I worked her with my mouth, savoring the sweet taste of her, so different from Mandy, from my Emma’s original body. Each woman had her own unique flavor, and there was something intoxicating about discovering them all.


“Calvin, please,” she begged, her hips bucking against my face. “I need you inside me. I need to feel you stretching me open. Please, please fuck me.”


The filthy words coming from the mouth of a woman who had taken vows of chastity sent a jolt of pleasure straight to my cock. I moved up her body, positioning myself at her entrance.


“This might hurt,” I warned, remembering that Lisa’s body was untouched.


“I don’t care,” she panted, wrapping her legs around my waist. “I want it to hurt. I want to feel everything.”


I pushed forward slowly, feeling the resistance of her hymen. She winced but urged me on, her nails digging into my shoulders. With one firm thrust, I broke through, burying myself to the hilt in her tight, virgin pussy.


“Oh fuck, oh fuck,” she chanted, her eyes wide with pain and pleasure. “It’s so much… you’re so big inside me.”


I held still, letting her adjust, watching the play of emotions across her face. “Are you okay?”


“Yes,” she nodded frantically. “Move. Please move. Fuck me, Calvin. Fuck your wife.”


I began to thrust, slowly at first, then with increasing force as her body opened to me. Her pussy gripped me like a vise, so tight it was almost painful. I couldn’t help comparing. Mandy had been eager but experienced, Veronica wanton and skilled. This was different. The physical innocence of the body combined with Emma’s sexual knowledge created an intoxicating blend.


“Harder,” she demanded, her voice losing all traces of Sister Margaret’s gentleness. “Fuck me harder. I want to feel your cock all the way inside me. I want you to pound my virgin cunt until I can’t walk.”


I complied, driving into her with abandon, the headboard slamming against the wall with each thrust. Her legs wrapped tighter around me, her heels digging into my lower back.


“Yes, yes, yes,” she chanted, her head thrashing from side to side. “Oh God, I’m going to come. I’m going to come on your big cock!”


Her pussy clenched around me as she climaxed, her inner walls pulsating in waves that nearly pushed me over the edge. I gritted my teeth, holding back, wanting to prolong this.


“I want to try everything,” she gasped when she came down from her peak. “All the things I remember but have never done with this body.”


Before I could respond, she was pushing me onto my back, straddling me with newfound confidence. She positioned my cock at her entrance and sank down, taking me deep inside her again.


“Oh fuck,” she moaned, beginning to ride me. Her small breasts bounced with each movement, her blonde hair wild around her face. “I love the way your cock feels inside me. So deep like this.”


I gripped her hips, guiding her movements, watching in awe as this woman who had dedicated her life to God rode me like a woman possessed. And she was possessed, in a way—possessed by my Emma.


“I’m going to come inside you,” I warned as I felt my climax approaching.


“Yes,” she hissed, grinding down harder. “Fill me up. Mark me. Make me yours.”


With a groan, I erupted inside her, pumping her full of my cum. She collapsed on my chest, panting, her inner muscles still milking every last drop from me.


“I can feel you,” she whispered against my neck. “I can feel your cum inside me. It’s so warm.”


We lay there for several minutes, catching our breath. I stroked her hair, marveling at how different it felt from Mandy’s, from Veronica’s, from my Emma’s original hair.


“We need to figure this out,” I said finally. “How long you can stay in a body without… recharging. How the transfers work exactly.”


She nodded against my chest. “I know. But right now, I just want to enjoy this. Being with you again.” She lifted her head, looking into my eyes with a mixture of Emma’s love and Lisa’s wonder. “Can we do it again? There are so many things this body has never experienced.”


I laughed, feeling a stirring of renewed desire despite having just finished. “I’m not sure how long I can keep up if we’re doing this daily with new bodies,” I admitted. “But for you, I’ll certainly try.”


She grinned, a mischievous expression that looked utterly out of place on Sister Margaret’s innocent face. “Good. Because I want to taste you next. I want to feel your cock in my mouth.”


I sighed happily, surrendering to whatever strange new reality this was. Then, the strange reality came crashing back as I realized I had missed a key detail.


“We didn’t use protection, Em,” I said, the weight of this sudden new responsibility settling on me. “We’ve just been going at it like rabbits with no condoms.”


My wife raised an eyebrow, her cute, innocent face contorting into a wry, amused expression that was entirely Emma. “Don’t worry, I’m on birth control.”


I blinked. “You’re on birth control?” I asked, confused. “Sister Margaret is on birth control? A nun?”


Emma giggled. “Not for that, Cal. For my—” she paused, looking down at her new body. “For her period. She gets horrible cramps without it.”


I relaxed a little, though I couldn’t help but feel a sense of unease. It was one more reminder that we were playing with people’s lives here.


My wife, however, seemed completely unfazed, studying my naked body like it was a fascinating piece of art. Her eyes were bright, still full of desire. No more guilt, no more confusion. I laughed.


“What’s so funny?” she asked, propping herself up on one elbow, her blonde hair falling in a curtain around her face.


“Just wondering if you’re feeling more like yourself now that I’ve fucked the holiness out of you,” I said with a smirk. “You’re still acting like you’ve never done any of this before. I thought the sex was supposed to bring Emma to the surface.”


She smiled, a curious blend of Emma’s mischief and Sister Margaret’s innocence. “I am more myself. Look—” She sat up straight, her small breasts bouncing slightly with the movement. “Fuck, shit, goddamn, Jesus Christ on a bicycle!” She immediately covered her mouth, her cheeks flushing crimson. “See? I can say it, but it still feels… wrong. Like I’m wearing shoes on the wrong feet.”


“So you’re not fully Emma?”


She shook her head. “I don’t think I ever am, not completely. I’m Emma in my consciousness, in my memories, in my love for you. But I’m still experiencing everything through Lisa’s brain, her neural pathways, her hormones.” She touched her temple thoughtfully. “It’s like… I’m playing a piano I’ve never touched before. I know the song by heart, but my fingers have to learn where the keys are.”


I reached out to stroke her cheek. “That must be disorienting.”


“It is. But it’s also…” She bit her lip, that same gesture that was becoming familiar on this unfamiliar face. “It’s also incredibly fucking hot. Lisa’s body has never known any of this. Every sensation is new and intense. And there’s something about the forbidden nature of it all…” She leaned closer, her voice dropping to a whisper. “I can feel her in here, you know. Not conscious, but present. Part of her wants this, Calvin. Part of her has always wanted to know what it feels like to be filled, to be taken, to be… fucked.”


Her hand slid down my chest, fingers trailing over my stomach. “She’ll never admit it. She’ll never even know she experienced it. But right now, I can feel how her body responds to you. How wet she gets when I think about tasting your cock.”


My breath caught as her hand wrapped around my semi-hard shaft, coaxing it back to life. “Another round?” I asked, my voice rough.


“Mmm-hmm,” she nodded, sliding down my body. “I want to know what you taste like on this tongue. I want to feel you hit the back of this throat.” She positioned herself between my legs, her blue eyes looking up at me with that intoxicating mixture of innocence and desire. “I want to sin again.”


Without breaking eye contact, she lowered her head and took me into her mouth. The wet heat of her engulfed me, her inexperienced tongue exploring the contours of my cock with tentative licks that quickly grew more confident.


“Jesus,” I groaned, threading my fingers through her hair.


She pulled off just long enough to whisper, “Don’t take the Lord’s name in vain,” before swallowing me down again, deeper this time. The sight of Sister Margaret’s angelic face, her lips stretched around my cock, her eyes watering slightly as she took me deeper than her untrained throat was ready for, was almost enough to make me come right then.


She worked me with growing enthusiasm, her hands joining her mouth, stroking what she couldn’t fit. Occasionally she would pull back, gasping for air, strings of saliva connecting her lips to my cock, before diving back in with renewed determination.


“That’s it,” I encouraged her, guiding her movements with my hand in her hair. “Take it deeper. You’re doing so well.”


She moaned around me, the vibrations sending jolts of pleasure up my spine. When I felt my climax approaching, I tried to warn her, to pull her off, but she clung to me, sucking harder, her eyes locked on mine with fierce determination.


I came with a shout, flooding her mouth. She swallowed valiantly, though some escaped, trickling down her chin. When she finally released me, she licked her lips, looking both shocked and pleased with herself.


“So that’s what you taste like,” she said, wiping her chin with the back of her hand. “Salty. Not what I expected.”


I laughed, pulling her up to lie beside me. “You know damn well what I taste like.”


She grinned, resting her head on my chest. “Lisa didn’t. She never even let herself think about what cum tastes like.” She yawned, her body relaxing against mine. “But I think she liked it. I know I did.”


As she drifted off to sleep in my arms, I stared at the ceiling, wondering what tomorrow would bring. How long would Emma stay in Lisa’s body? Who would she jump to next? And how long could we go on like this, body-hopping through the world, before something went terribly wrong?


But for now, I held her close, this strange amalgamation of my wife and a nun, and allowed myself to enjoy the impossible miracle we’d been given.
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Chapter 7: Looking for a Doctor


I woke with a start, my hand automatically reaching for the warm body that should have been beside me. The sheets were cold and empty. My heart rate spiked as I sat bolt upright, suddenly wide awake.


“Lisa? Emma?” I called out, panic rising in my throat. Had the nun’s consciousness reasserted itself overnight? Had she fled in horror at what we’d done? I imagined Sister Margaret waking up naked in a strange man’s bed, the memories of our night together missing but the evidence all too clear. She’d go straight to the church. Or worse, straight to the police.


I scrambled out of bed, pulling on a pair of sweatpants. “Emma!” I shouted, louder this time, rushing toward the bedroom door.


The smell hit me before I reached the kitchen—bacon, coffee, something sweet baking. I skidded to a stop in the doorway, relief washing over me in a dizzying wave.


Lisa stood at the stove, her back to me, wearing one of my t-shirts that hung to mid-thigh on her petite frame. Her blonde hair was pulled back in a loose ponytail, and she was humming softly to herself as she flipped pancakes with practiced ease.


“You’re here,” I breathed.


She turned, spatula in hand, and smiled. It was a reserved smile, nothing like the wicked grin Emma had worn when she was Mandy, but it was genuine.


“Of course I’m here. Where else would I be?” She gestured around the kitchen. “I always help with breakfast at the convent. Sister Agnes says I make the best pancakes.” She blushed slightly. “Well, Lisa does. I do. You know what I mean.”


I moved closer, studying her. In the morning light, she looked even younger than she had yesterday, barely into her twenties. Her face was scrubbed clean, her blue eyes clear and bright. Without the nun’s habit, with just my oversized shirt and her bare legs, she looked like any young woman making breakfast for her lover—except for that air of innocence that clung to her like a subtle perfume.


“How are you feeling today?” I asked cautiously. “About… everything that happened?”


The blush deepened, spreading down her neck. “I’d rather not speak of it,” she said, turning back to the stove. “It was… it was sinful. What we did.” She flipped a pancake with perhaps more force than necessary.


“Emma—”


“It’s fine,” she cut me off, her voice softening. “I’m not… I don’t regret it. I just…” She sighed, setting down the spatula and turning to face me. “This body, this mind—it’s not used to such things. It feels ashamed, even though I know it shouldn’t.”


She stepped closer, rising on her tiptoes to press a soft kiss to my lips. It was chaste, nothing like the passionate kisses we’d shared last night, but I felt her tremble slightly before she pulled away, looking both pleased and scandalized at her own boldness.


“Goodness,” she murmured, touching her lips. “I shouldn’t… The Lord sees all.” But she didn’t look particularly concerned about divine judgment, just slightly flustered.


“Sit,” she instructed, gesturing to the table. “Breakfast is nearly ready.”


I obeyed, watching as she moved around the kitchen with a grace that seemed both familiar and foreign. She wasn’t moving like Emma, who had always been a bit clumsy in the morning. There was a precision to her movements, an economy of motion that spoke of years of disciplined routine.


When she set a plate of perfectly golden pancakes in front of me, along with bacon and fresh coffee, I couldn’t help but smile. “This looks amazing.”


“Thank you,” she said, sitting across from me with her own plate. She bowed her head briefly, murmuring what I assumed was a silent prayer, before picking up her fork.


“I found the note I left here when I was Mandy,” she said after a few bites, reaching for a folded piece of paper on the counter. “It was here in the kitchen but I don’t remember all the details.”


She handed me the paper. On it was scrawled a phone number and a name: Dr. Katherine Winters, Ph.D. Below that were hastily written instructions: “Tell her Mandy says ‘you owe me for the clinic.’ She’ll come.”


“I remember writing it. I remember thinking she’d be perfect—she’s brilliant, studying neuroscience or something similar. But I don’t know what ‘the clinic’ refers to. That must have been in Mandy’s memories, not mine.“I frowned, considering our options. “Even if we get her to come here, how do we experiment? We’d need two bodies for you to switch between, and we can’t exactly kidnap someone.”


“Actually,” Emma said, taking a sip of her coffee, “I called Father O’Brien this morning. I told him—well, Sister Margaret told him—that I had a family emergency and needed to stay away from the convent today. He was very understanding.”


I stared at her in surprise. “You called him? On what?”


She rolled her eyes, looking suddenly much more like my Emma than the demure nun of a moment ago. “On my smartphone, Calvin. For heaven’s sake, what century do you think nuns live in? We’re not completely cut off from technology.” She grabbed a sleek phone from the counter next to her. “We’re encouraged to maintain family connections. We just use them… judiciously.”


“Sorry,” I said, feeling my face heat. “I just assumed…”


“That we communicate via carrier pigeon and smoke signals?” she teased, a hint of Emma’s sarcasm breaking through Sister Margaret’s reserve. “The Lord works in mysterious ways, Calvin, including through iPhones.”


I laughed, relieved to see this flash of my wife’s personality. “So we have you for the day. That’s good. But we still need to figure out how to get Dr. Winters here without sounding like complete lunatics.”


“And if we start switching between two bodies, the other person will notice.” Emma frowned, pushing a pancake around her plate.


Yeah, that was the tricky part. Maybe that doctor could be informed of the situation and be willing to help, but Sister Margaret would definitely go running to the church or the police or both, and that would complicate everything beyond belief. Though, I didn’t think we had much of a choice. At some point we’d have to take a risk if we wanted to learn more about what was happening to Emma’s consciousness.


I studied the phone number again. “I guess there’s only one way to find out...”
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Chapter 2: Another One


I spent the evening drinking myself stupid. Not a great idea. But it was either that or spend the evening thinking about... everything. That was something I didn’t want to do, not tonight. I wanted to shut off my mind and let the world fade away. I imagine others would have jumped at the chance of their dead spouse somehow magically returning to life in another body, but I found myself resisting the idea. It was too easy, too perfect, too absurd. As I turned around and around in my bed that night, I even wondered if I had imagined the whole thing. That made sense. It was the most likely explanation. I just created the whole scenario in my head to try to deal with my loss, that was all. Yet, as the morning light streamed in through the bedroom window, and with a headache from hell, I suddenly found myself hoping it was true. I couldn’t wait for the day to pass so I could find out once and for all if what happened yesterday was real. I literally couldn’t wait. I got into my car and drove back to the funeral home.


I waited in the parking lot, in the same spot I had been in yesterday. I hadn’t had breakfast or lunch and my stomach rumbled angrily, but the thought of food made me feel nauseated. I just stared at the entrance, watching the seconds tick by. Peter the bald undertaker opened the front door and stepped in. The fog that hung low to the ground began to burn off in the early morning sun as the street lamps clicked off. Finally, Clara, or Emma, whoever, appeared, getting out of a small Honda Civic and walking toward the entrance.


I got out of my car and didn’t even bother to close the door behind me. “Emma!” I shouted, but she didn’t turn around. “Emma! Wait!”


She paused at the door and spun around. She looked at me with confusion, like she didn’t know who I was. “Can I help you?” she asked.


I stopped dead. “Emma...” I was at a loss for words.


She raised an eyebrow and frowned. “I think you have me confused with someone else.”


I felt so fucking dumb standing there. I had driven all the way down here in a daze like some lovesick teenager to find out it was all just a bad dream. “You don’t remember? What you told me yesterday?”


Clara shook her head, looking uneasy. “Erm... I’m sorry. The last few days are a bit of a blur for me... I think I may have had an episode or something.” She seemed a bit worried about her own sanity. “I hope I didn’t say anything too weird.”


“No,” I said, feeling numb and empty. “It’s fine. We just... talked about my wife. That’s all.” I couldn’t help myself. I felt tears welling up in my eyes and I didn’t want to cry in front of her.


She seemed to realize who I was. “Oh, of course, Mr. Kent,” she mumble. “I’m very sorry for your loss.” Her eyes flickered down to the open car door behind me.


I nodded and stared at her pretty eyes, hoping to catch some glimpse of my wife in them, but there was nothing there. “Right, I’m sorry to have bothered you.” I walked away in a daze, feeling my whole world come crashing down again. I heard the funeral home’s door open and close behind me.


I sat back in my car, gripping the steering wheel and sobbing. Why did my brain have to play such cruel jokes on me? To make me believe for one fleeting moment that my wife was somehow back, then rip her away again? How was that part of any healthy coping mechanism?


I turned the ignition and drove home, my vision blurred by tears. I didn’t know what I was going to do with myself now. A week of recovery, if you could call it that, felt wasted. I was back to square one. Back to the moment they called me and told me my wife’s car had been hit by a semi. Back to that moment of pure, unadulterated despair.


But as I pulled into my driveway, a young girl in her early twenties was waiting for me in front of the door. She was wearing a casual t-shirt and jeans, her dark hair pulled back into a pony tail, her hands thrust into her pockets. She stared at me as I got out of the car, her face set in an expression of determination, her jaw moving up and down, clearly chewing some gum. She had a bubbly, kind of innocent look to her, but her demeanor was confident, like she knew exactly what she was doing here.


“Hi?” I said, confused.


“Calvin!” she called out, her voice excited and happy. She almost threw herself at me and wrapped her arms around my waist.


I gently pushed her away, holding her at arm’s length, eyebrows furrowed. “Okay, now, who the hell are you?”


She laughed and smacked me on the shoulder. “Calvin, it’s me! Emma!” She was practically bouncing up and down, her eyes wide with excitement. “I mean, I get it. You’d never guess this was me, would you? I’m Mandy...” she gestured to herself, “I mean, she’s Mandy. But I’m also Emma!” She giggled and then seemed to realize how she looked. “Sorry! I’m... Mandy’s not Clara, for sure!” She giggled again. “But I’m me, for sure! Emma, I mean!”


My head was spinning. I stumbled backwards until I felt the car behind me and leaned against it for support.


“Calvin!” the girl cried out, reaching toward me. “Are you okay?”


I shook my head, trying to make sense of what she’d just said. “How?” I muttered. “I don’t understand...” Was this another trick? Another dream?


She shrugged and gave me a lopsided smile. “Okay, so, yesterday, after I left the funeral home, I had to buy groceries for her husband or whatever, and I went to the store where I work. I mean, Mandy works, and when I got there, I touched her at the cash register, and suddenly, bam! I’m in her body instead of Clara’s, and I remember everything she knows!” She looked down at herself and smirked, still chewing loudly on her gum. “I’m Mandy now, not Clara! Crazy, right?!”


I rubbed my forehead and sighed. I felt like running away, but I wasn’t about to back down from a second chance at... Whatever the fuck this was. “So, wait,” I said, still trying to wrap my head around this. “You still remember being Clara?”


“No.” She looked down at herself and shrugged. “I mean, yeah, I remember when I was her, you know, but I don’t remember the rest of her life, just mine, now. I mean Mandy’s... Oh and Emma’s, duh!”


I looked at the front door of the house and then back at the young girl. “Wanna come inside?”


She grinned. “Sure!” She bounded up to the door, waiting for me to catch up. I opened the door and she skipped inside. “Finally!” she cried out. “Home sweet home!” She dropped her purse on the kitchen table and spun around the room. “So it’s like, for example, I remember putting Clara’s kids to bed when I was her, but I can’t remember their names now.” She opened one of the top drawers and grabbed a bottle of wine, then turned and immediately found where the glasses were and poured us both a drink, just like Emma used to do after a long day.


I watched her, mesmerized, still not sure if I should be believing any of this. If this was my wife, she certainly was much more energetic and bubbly than she used to be. But then again, what other explanation was there? She even knew where to find the cork screw... She raised her glass and giggled again. “I’m not even old enough to drink yet!” she said, before taking a sip. She groaned and coughed. “Oh god, this is disgusting!” She laughed. “I guess Mandy’s more into soda and energy drinks...”


“Emma...” I said.


“Oh! Don’t worry! I’m legal, in case that’s what you’re wondering,” she said with a wink. She seemed to realize I was struggling with this and her expression turned serious, though more like the seriousness of an eight year old trying to act adult. She put down the glass and sat at the kitchen table, folding her hands in front of her. “Sorry... Must be weird, huh?”


I scoffed and sat down across from her. “You could say that.”


“Calvin, it’s really me,” she said, looking me deep in the eyes. “I know I’m acting a bit strange... It’s like, Mandy, the girl whose body I’m in, has different feelings about things, you know?”


“How the hell did you get inside her body?” I asked. “Where is the real Mandy?”


She shrugged. “I don’t know. It’s like, I can go inside the body of whoever I touch. I think?”


This was mental. “What about Clara?”


“What about her?”


“Is she back to herself? You know, her husband and kids?”


She raised her eyebrow and tilted her head. “I guess? I mean, she looked a bit confused after we, um, switched. Like she didn’t know what she was doing at the grocery store.”


I stared at her for a few seconds, trying to figure this out. It was impossible. There was no way any of this could be happening. I don’t know how long I sat there, just staring at her, before she reached out and touched my hand.


“Calvin... I’m sorry. I can’t even imagine how weird this is for you.” Her tone was soft and gentle but still had the inflection of a teenager. It sounded a bit forced, like she wasn’t used to talking that way. “But we’re back together now, right?” She smiled.


I scoffed. “Back together? You’re in a twenty year old’s body!”


She giggled. “So?”


“So what? You’re gonna take over...” I trailed off, looking at her. “What’s your name again?”


“Mandy,” she said, frowning a little. “And it’s not my name. I’m Emma. I’m inside Mandy.” She was pouting. Actually pouting. “Okay, maybe I’m kinda her too, but mostly I’m Emma!”


“You’re gonna take over Mandy’s life?”


“Why not?” she said, shrugging. “I don’t wanna go back to being dead!”


“But what about her? She’s not dead. She’s still got a whole life to live.” I shook my head. “This is fucked up. What about her family? Her friends? You expect them to be fine with her settling down with some forty something dude? You can’t just waltz into her life and pretend to be her!”


She crossed her arms, looking offended. “And what about me? I don’t deserve a life anymore?”


I rubbed my temples. “That’s not what I mean.” Jesus Christ. Was I really arguing against having my wife back? A hotter, younger version of her, kinda? I couldn’t help but notice how cute Mandy was, in a youthful, innocent way. I had long stopped noticing girls that age, but it was difficult to ignore now, the familiar way she looked at me, the love in her eyes. I looked down at the table, avoiding her gaze, but it was too late. My wife knew me better than that.


“Hey...” she smirked. “I don’t look too bad, do I?” She leaned forward, her shirt hanging open just enough to reveal her deep, smooth cleavage. I looked away, feeling guilty. “Tell you what... What if I kept switching?”


I looked at her, confused. “Huh?”


She was grinning again. “Yeah! I keep switching bodies! That way no one notices! Mandy’s life won’t change too much! She’ll just be confused, right?” She was excited now. “I can be anyone you want! Anytime you want!” She stood up and moved closer, sitting on the edge of the table, facing me, her legs dangling, her hands gripping the table’s edge, biting her lower lip seductively. “It’s weird, but like, I’m horny all the time in Mandy’s body... Do you think it’s cause she’s young?” I cleared my throat, trying to look anywhere but her tight, perky breasts, the swell of her hips, her lean, toned stomach, but it was no use. “Nah... Probably not...” she said, leaning forward until her face was close to mine. “I was just as horny when I was Clara, and she’s old, like, my age.”


I swallowed nervously. “I don’t know if...”


Her hands reached down and unbuckled my pants. I didn’t stop her. “You know what’s funny?” she asked, her voice low and husky. “I’ve never had sex before. I mean, Mandy hasn’t.” I moaned as she pulled my hard cock out of my pants and started stroking it. She giggled nervously, blushing. “Oh that’s, like, super weird, huh? I feel like this is brand new to me.” She looked at me and smirked. “But I know exactly how you like it...”


I closed my eyes, my breath coming short and fast, trying to control myself. Her pace increased, her grip tightening. Her other hand slipped between her legs, rubbing herself through her jeans. “Emma,” I croaked, reaching out to her, but before I could stop her, she had lowered herself to her knees and wrapped her lips around my rock hard dick. “Fuck...” I whispered.


She looked up at me as she sucked, her big, doe-like eyes wide with excitement, her cheeks flushed with desire. She let out a low, throaty groan, her mouth full of my cock. I couldn’t resist. Adrenaline rushed through me, my heart pounding, my body shaking. This was wrong, so fucking wrong... It felt like... cheating? But it was Emma. I was sure of it now. But it wasn’t Emma. Not entirely. It was Mandy too, her whole, bubbly, innocent persona. It was my wife in a stranger’s body, in a stranger’s brain. My wife who had died, who I had never thought I’d see again, who I had never thought I’d touch again. I let out a loud moan as I felt the familiar sensation of my orgasm building inside me.


I looked down at her, her eyes closed as she sucked, and I grabbed her hair, pushing her further down onto my cock, feeling her lips tighten around the base of my shaft, her throat bulging. I thrust into her mouth, my balls slapping against her chin, her moans muffled by my thick, throbbing dick. I couldn’t hold back any longer. I let out a strangled cry as my cum filled her mouth, my body tensing up, my hands gripping her hair, pulling her close, holding her in place as I came.


When it was over, I let go of her and collapsed into a chair, panting heavily. I looked down at her, still kneeling at my feet, her face red, her chest heaving as she caught her breath. Her eyes were wide open now, staring up at me in shock. “You alright?” I asked, suddenly worried I had hurt her. I had been so rough, but I was so horny, I hadn’t been able to control myself.


“Honey, I’m absolutely fucking fantastic,” she said, then giggled. She swallowed, licking her lips. “Things feel a lot clearer all of a sudden. I feel more like me. Like Emma.” She somehow didn’t sound as childishly exuberant as before. It was still her voice, but the inflection, the tone, it was more like my wife.


“I didn’t know my sperm was magical...” I said, smirking.


“Seriously, Calvin,” she said, standing up and wiping her mouth. “I feel more like myself. More than before.”


“Okay...”


She grinned. “Maybe we should keep doing it... Just in case?”


I laughed and pulled her toward me. She sat on my lap and kissed me. I wrapped my arms around her and held her tight. “Maybe...” I whispered. My wife was back... She really was back...


“Ah! I guess I made a pretty good point there, huh?” she said, grinding her ass against my spent cock. I moaned and kissed her neck. “I’ve got two other points here, too, if you’re interested,” she teased, grabbing my hands and slipping them underneath her shirt. Her skin was warm and smooth and soft. I squeezed her firm breasts, feeling the hard nubs of her nipples beneath the thin fabric of her bra.


“Alright, alright,” I said, chuckling, “you win. I don’t know what the fuck is going on, but I’m not gonna question it anymore. If this is some insane dream, or a delusion, or if you’re really my wife somehow, I don’t care.”


“Sweet way of going about it, Cal,” she said, then giggled. “I don’t really care either. It’s good to be back.”


“You really do sound more like yourself...” I said, looking into her eyes.


“I feel more like myself,” she said, nodding. “Like, I’m more me now. Like, Mandy’s in the background somewhere, but I’m up front.” She shrugged. “It felt a bit like the opposite before, you know? I was kinda just watching from the background. Still in control but with more... layers?”


I didn’t really understand. “So... You think sex is making you more... yourself?”


She shrugged again. “Not the weirdest thing that’s happened in the last few days, right?”


“Definitely not.”


“Now that I think about it... I felt more like myself when I first woke up inside Clara’s body.” She looked thoughtful. “But over time I started to feel more and more like her.” That was a creepy thought. She was slowly becoming whoever she inhabited? Slowly fading away? Unless...


I snorted. “So... What? If we keep fucking, you’ll stay you?”


She laughed and kissed me. “Well... Let’s not take any chances.” She grabbed my hand and pulled me to my feet. “Come on, let’s go upstairs,” she said, leading the way. “Let’s see how much more me I can be.”
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Subtitle: After losing his wife Emma, Calvin believes his own life is over, but when she returns as a ghost, able to possess any woman she touches, their grief collides with a reality neither of them knows how to navigate.


Emma survives by inhabiting other women. But the longer she stays inside them, the more she starts thinking like them, wanting like them, slipping away from herself. The only thing that pulls her back, that keeps her anchored as Emma, is sex with Calvin.


But how do you love someone when you no longer know where they end and someone else begins?

    
    





Chapter 1: Death


There are moments when the only reason you keep going is because your world has become so meaningless that stopping seems just as pointless. You let the disgusting wave of reality carry you forward, not really caring where it takes you.


That was me, emotionless as the overly polite bald undertaker gestured for me to enter the room where my wife’s body awaited. I paused in the doorway, wondering if this really was how I wanted to remember her.


The undertaker sensed my hesitation and took that half step toward me. “Our cosmetologist was able to work some magic,” he said reassuringly. “I’m sure you’ll be quite pleased with her appearance.”


I doubted it. I doubted anyone even managed to find all the pieces, much less put them back together. I walked into the room anyway, because that was where the current took me.


She looked good. Better than I thought she would. Not great, but pretty damn close. The undertaker was right. They had done a lot with what they had to work with. She seemed asleep rather than dead, laying there on display in her open casket. It was almost enough to fool me into thinking everything was going to be okay, like she was just taking a nap and any minute now she’d wake up and tell me how stupid I looked standing there gawking at her.


“I’ll leave you alone so you can say goodbye,” the undertaker said behind me, then vanished as he closed the door.


Goodbye? Yeah. Goodbye to my sanity, to any semblance of a normal life. Fifteen years and half of me gone in one stupid accident. One single moment in time, and my world shattered like glass. Looking at her lying there, I wanted nothing more than to let the wave carry me to the other side where I wouldn’t have to feel anything anymore.


I noticed my reflection in the glass of the window behind her coffin. I looked just as dead as she did, only still moving, which in my case might be considered a curse. The man in the window had no life left in his eyes, no hope or dreams, no purpose or direction. Just a middle-aged with a circle of greying red hair around his head, his suit a little too tight around his middle, his face pale and haggard, green eyes bloodshot from a week of not enough sleep, too much whiskey and more tears than he ever thought he’d cry.


“Psst!” The hiss came from my left. “Calvin!”


I turned toward the sound and saw a woman in her thirties beckoning me from behind a slightly open door across the room. She looked both embarrassed and excited, like she had accidentally uncovered some big secret but wasn’t quite sure what to do next. She was wearing a white blouse with black slacks and an apron with the funeral home’s logo on it. I guessed she worked here.


“Yes?” I asked wearily. This day just kept getting better and better.


She whispered, “Okay this is going to sound weird but bear with me, okay?” Her face flushed red like she was asking me out on a date.


“Uh, sure.” I glanced back at my wife lying peacefully in her casket. Just once I wished something today would make sense.


The woman stepped forward, peeking over my shoulder to make sure no one else was around, then said, “I hate chocolate...”


It took me a second to process that. My heart started beating faster, pumping ice cold blood through my veins. I could hear my pulse pounding in my ears. “Excuse me?”


She leaned forward until our eyes were only inches apart, staring deep into my soul. She was shaking. “The blue monkey!” she hissed frantically. “Your father’s house! The blue monkey!”


I didn’t mean to but I grabbed her shoulders and pushed her against the wall. Hard. Pictures rattled as my voice cracked. I wanted to scream at her, to get her to shut up, to tell me how she knew those things, but all I managed to croak out was, “What did you say?”


She started crying. Big tears streaming down her cheeks as she shook harder. For some reason she looked... relieved? “Calvin!” she wailed. “It’s me! I know it doesn’t make any fucking sense but it’s me!” She wrapped her arms around me and buried her face in my chest, sobbing.


My wife was dead. What the hell was this lady talking about? Nothing made sense anymore. I hugged her back for some reason I couldn’t understand. She felt familiar in my arms. Comfortable. Like we had done this a thousand times before.


Her muffled voice said, “I don’t know what happened... Last thing I remember is the car flipping over...” She shuddered again. “Then I was me, I mean, Clara... I mean this woman whose body I’m in.” She sniffed, wiped her nose, then looked down at herself. “And I know everything about her life but I still feel like me, Calvin!” She was looking up at me now, pleading for help, “Do you know what happened?


“Listen, erm, Clara, right?” I gently pushed her away from me. “I think maybe you should go lie down somewhere. You seem pretty upset.” I needed to sit down too. Maybe then the world would stop spinning.


She was getting frustrated. Her eyebrows narrowed as she shook my hands off her shoulders. “Calvin! I’m not crazy! Don’t you dare treat me like I am!”


Shit, now she really sounded like my wife. I stared at her, not really knowing what to do or say. Was this were the current was taking me? To madness? That actually sounded kinda nice.


The door to the viewing room opened and the undertaker stepped in, eyeing the woman suspiciously. “Everything okay in here?” he asked with that fake smile of his plastered on his face.


The woman who claimed to be my dead wife looked back and forth between us. “Yes, sorry Peter,” she said sheepishly. “I was just, huh, showing Mr. Kent here the work we’ve done on his wife’s makeup.” She eyed Emma’s corpse with a weird look on her face, fascination mixed with disgust.


Peter relaxed his stance a bit but still watched the woman warily. “Right, well, I think it best if you take your break now.” He motioned for her to leave.


The woman clenched her teeth, shot me a desperate glance, then said, “Of course.” She walked past Peter and disappeared through the door behind him.


Peter closed it and turned toward me. “Sorry about that. Sometimes our staff gets a little too involved with the families of our guests.” His fake smile returned as he gestured toward the casket. “Would you like more time alone with your wife?”


I shook my head. “No. I think I’d like to go home now.” I walked toward the exit without waiting for a response.


I got into my car and sat there staring at nothing. My thoughts were racing. What the hell had just happened? How could that woman know those things she knew? Who was she really? Was it possible my wife had somehow come back to life inside the body of another woman? I burst out laughing hysterically. Jesus Christ, I really had lost it.


I didn’t realize how long I had been sitting there until someone knocked on my window. It was the woman again, looking down at me worriedly. I rolled down the window.


She knelt down so we were face to face. “Calvin Richard Kent, don’t you dare give up on me! Do you hear me?!”


I blinked. She had this woman’s face, this woman’s voice, but the way she talked, the fire in her eyes, the determination... “Emma?”


She smiled and nodded. Tears started rolling down her cheeks again. “Yes Calvin. It’s me. I don’t know what the fuck happened but it’s me!”


I opened the passenger door and she sat down next to me. Was I diving deeper into insanity or had I just found a life raft? I studied her closely, looking for some sign this was all just a dream. She was cute. She had dark hair pulled into a bun and bright green eyes that pierced right through me.


“Alright... Emma,” it hurt to even say her name, “I’ll play along. Say you are my dead wife. Just... how?”


She frowned, staring straight ahead through the windshield. “When I woke up inside my... her body, I had my hand on my old body, the one that’s dead. One minute I was just Clara, starting my shift, doing my job, and the next I was Emma inside Clara’s body, with her memories, her thoughts, her feelings, but also me!” She turned toward me and grabbed my hands. “Fuck, Calvin... Am I me or am I just Clara with my memories? I’m so confused... Please help me! I don’t want to lose you, Calvin.”


I burst out laughing, nervously at first, then harder and harder, until I was gripping my sides, tears running down my face, unable to breathe. My dead wife didn’t want to lose me. That was just so rich. So god damned funny. “Wait... So what? You put your body back together?” I said, wiping my eyes with the back of my hand. She just looked at me blankly, not seeing the humor in it at all.


“Yeah... That was fucking strange.” She shivered. “But it felt normal. My daily routine, except I was working on myself.” She chuckled nervously. “Jesus, Calvin, I’ve spent the last couple days pretending to be Clara! I kissed her husband, slept in her bed, took care of her kids. It all felt natural. But I also felt guilty, like I was a spy in her house, you know?”


“Yeah.” I didn’t know. I didn’t know anything anymore. “Listen, Emma,” I said, not quite believing the words coming out of my mouth. “Why don’t you come over to my place tomorrow and we can talk, okay?”


“But...” she started, then stopped, her eyebrows furrowed in concentration. “I can’t... I mean, what am I going to do? I can’t keep pretending to be someone else!”


I didn’t have an answer for that. I was overwhelmed. I couldn’t handle this. Not right now. Not after today. I needed time to think. “Just give me some time. Please. Let’s talk tomorrow. Maybe we’ll figure this out. I’ll give you my address, okay?”


“I know our fucking address!” she snapped. “I’m your wife!”


I nodded slowly. “Yeah... Sorry... I’ll see you tomorrow then, okay?”


“When?”


“At the end of your... Clara’s shift?”


She pursed her lips but nodded. “Fine. I’ll see you tomorrow.” She got out of the car and walked back into the funeral home, her hands stuffed into the pockets of her apron, looking like a teenager being sent to her room. Part of me wanted to drive away as fast as I could and never look back, but a bigger part of me wanted to hold her, to kiss her, to tell her everything was going to be okay. The waves of reality were starting to make me seasick.
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Chapter 3: Good Morning


Sometimes when waking up, as your brain slowly comes back to life, it can take a moment or two to re-orient yourself, to figure out where you are and why. The unfamiliar face of a twenty year old woman sleeping peacefully next to you doesn’t help. I squinted, blinking away the sleep from my eyes, and remembered everything that had happened the day before. “Shit...” I whispered, sitting up in bed and looking at my wife’s new body.


“Hm?” came a sleepy reply from the other side of the bed. Emma turned over and stretched, the sheets falling off her and revealing her bare, perky tits. She looked up at me with a smile, her eyes half closed. “Did you say something, mister?” she asked, giggling. Her voice was light and playful, her words coming out in a sing-song way.


“Just wondering how the hell this happened,” I said. I reached over and gently traced the curve of her breast with my finger, admiring its youthful firmness. I frowned, suddenly feeling uncomfortable, like I was taking advantage of a college kid. My wife may have been inside that body, but it was someone else’s body that I was enjoying.


“What?” she said, raising an eyebrow. “You don’t like my new boobs?” She pouted cutely.


I chuckled. “I do, but they’re not yours. I just want to make sure I’m not making you uncomfortable, you know?”


She sat up, the bed sheets falling further down, revealing the toned, sexy curve of her hips and stomach. “I thought I’d made that pretty clear, like, when I was riding your face last night...” she said, raising her eyebrow again. “Anyway, it feels like my boobs now.” She cupped them in her hands, lifting and jiggling them. “See?”


“Alright, alright,” I said, holding up my hands in surrender, grinning. “Just wanted to make sure.”


“Mm-hmm,” she murmured, leaning in and kissing me, her tongue slipping into my mouth, her hand reaching down and grabbing my morning wood. “And I’m sure I’ll feel the exact same way about the next pair of tits I’ll manage to borrow for you to stare at, okay?” she said with a giggle, slowly stroking my cock.


“Stare at?” I grinned.


“Or play with, suck on, whatever...” She winked, then pulled back the sheets and slid her body on top of mine.


“How are you feeling?” I asked as she settled herself against me. “Do you still feel like Emma? More like yourself?”


“A bit less after waking up, I think.” She held my dick between her legs, teasing her pussy lips with the head, her warm wetness sending shivers down my spine. “Let’s fix that, okay?”


A phone buzzed on the bedside table. Emma glanced over at it. “Shit,” she said, sighing.


“What?”


“It’s my sister...” She picked up the phone and swiped the screen.


“Your sister?” I asked, confused. Why would Ashley be texting her? Had she been in contact with her family since her sudden resurrection?


“I mean Mandy’s sister. She wants to know where I am,” she said, quickly tapping on the screen. “I don’t usually spend the night out, I guess.”


I slowly stroked her thighs as she texted, enjoying the smooth, silky feeling of her warm skin. She had a small butterfly tattoo on her ankle that looked brand new. I ran my fingers along the lines of ink, wondering what the story was there. “How does a hottie like Mandy manage to stay pure for so long in college?” I wondered out loud, still stroking the butterfly. “She looks like the type of girl that gets around.”


“Fuck you, Cal,” she groaned, looking at me and frowning. “What is that supposed to even mean?” she added, sounding annoyed.


Shit, was she taking it personally? “I didn’t mean you, Em, sorry... I was just curious, that’s all.”


“Right...” she muttered. She put the phone down and looked at me, her eyes narrowing. “Well, maybe girls don’t always want to jump into bed with some random dude they met at the club.”


“Fair enough...”


“Or maybe some girls don’t have time for dating, especially when they work full time and take night classes.” She pushed her phone away and climbed off of me.


I looked at her, a bit confused. “You’re really mad at me?”


She sighed and rubbed her face. “No, yes... I don’t know...” She turned back to me. “I’m not just like, a ghost pulling strings inside some other chick’s body, Cal.” She pointed at her chest, tapping it. “I’m actually in her head, okay? When you’re mean to her, you’re being mean to me, too, you get it?”


I nodded, realizing she was right. “That was insensitive of me. I didn’t mean it that way, Em. I’m sorry.”


“Ah! Don’t worry about it, old man,” she said, smiling. “I mean, I’m not really sure how to deal with all this shit either.”


Right, she was struggling with her new reality as much as I was. “Listen, I guess embracing this weird paranormal situation is nice and all, but the truth is we don’t really understand how it works, right?”


“Right...” she said, nodding. “So?”


I shook my head. “So maybe we still ought to do a bit of research on our own before we just give up trying to understand what’s happening, yeah?”


Emma chuckled. “You wanna science the shit outta me?” She laughed.


“Well, you are a pretty unique phenomenon, aren’t you?”


“Yeah, I suppose, Mister Scientist.”


“I’m no scientist,” I said, sitting up in bed, “but that doesn’t mean we shouldn’t try to understand what’s going on. Though I guess real scientists would freak out if they found out about you.”


“Definitely,” Emma agreed. “They’d probably lock me in some sort of secret lab and stick electrodes in my brain to see what happened.” She shivered, hugging her knees. “No thanks.”


“I wouldn’t let that happen,” I said, wrapping my arm around her, kissing her softly on her shoulder. “We’ll figure it out together.”


She snuggled up to me and rested her head on my chest. “Okay, Mister Scientist,” she whispered. She sighed happily and closed her eyes, relaxing against me. “You know what?” she asked after a while, breaking the peaceful silence that had settled over the room.


“What?” I asked, stroking her hair.


“There’s that girl I know from high school... Well, that Mandy knows,” she said, sitting up. “Big nerd, she was in all the advanced science classes, graduated early, went to some fancy university, got her PhD, or Masters, or whatever.”


I frowned. “I thought we just agreed no scientists?”


She smirked, a mischievous twinkle in her eye. “What if I am the scientist?”


I blinked, trying to process what she meant. “What if you’re the... Wait, are you saying what I think you’re saying?”


“I’m saying, what if I take over her body? I’ll become the scientist, and then I’ll science the shit outta me, right?”


That wasn’t such a bad idea, actually. But I had to laugh at the thought of Emma suddenly turning into a nerd.


My wife noticed my expression. “She’s hot too,” she teased “In a hot lesbian bookworm type of way.” She giggled. “You’d like her.”


I rolled my eyes. “You know that doesn’t really matter, Em.”


She pressed a finger against my lips, shushing me. “Don’t even, Cal. You were totally checking me out in Mandy’s body.” She grinned. “I saw you. You’re still doing it right now.”


“I was checking YOU out, Em. Not her,” I lied, kissing the tip of her finger.


“Mmhmm,” she hummed doubtfully. “Sure, mister. You weren’t checking these out at all, were you?” she asked, taking my hands and putting them on her breasts, winking at me. “Or this?” She slid my left hand down her stomach and between her legs. “Come on, Cal. Admit it. You were super turned on when I came at you in Mandy’s body. You couldn’t wait to get inside her panties.”


If it was a trap, I couldn’t help but fall into it. I groaned as my fingers slipped into her tight pussy, feeling her wetness. Emma moaned and pushed herself against me, grinding her hips. “I was turned on,” I admitted, kissing her, “I just don’t want you to take it the wrong way.”


She rolled her eyes, her childish pout returning. “Let’s make things clear, Cal. I’m myself but, like, I feel like Mandy too. I don’t really mind you checking her out because in a way it’s like you’re checking ME out, you know?”


“We were talking about that nerdy friend of yours...”


“Exactly!” She grinned. “And I’ll be her, too. And then you can check me out in her body, and it’ll be fine.”


I nodded, still a bit uncomfortable with the idea, but I could see the logic. “Okay.”


She laughed, seeing my expression. “Okay, okay, maybe there’s also some of that weird arousal thing going on too.” She looked at me sheepishly. “Since I came back it’s like... I can’t stop thinking about pleasing you. I’m, like, really horny all the time. I don’t think it’s just Mandy, or Clara, I think it’s, like, me? Pleasing you feels... super important...”


Whatever had brought her back to life had definitely changed her. We sure hadn’t fucked the way we did last night in ages. It was like a hunger, an all consuming desire that couldn’t be sated. I didn’t need a PhD to figure out that her constant arousal, aimed at me, had something to do with the fact making me cum seemed to strengthen her hold on the body she was in. Was I her battery?


A phone buzzed again. It was my turn this time. I reached out and grabbed it, glancing at the screen. A wave of dread washed over me, sobering me up immediately. “Fuck,” I groaned.


“What?”


“It’s Ashley. She’s asking me what time we’re supposed to meet up at the cemetery tomorrow.”


“Oh...” Emma whispered. “Shit.”


I shook my head, sighing. “I was supposed to go over the last details for the burial with her.” The burial of my wife, currently straddling me in the naked body of a twenty year old girl. Flashes of Emma’s corpse lying peacefully in that open casket flashed through my mind, making me queasy. For a moment, the teenager on top of me seemed like a stranger, Mandy, her big innocent eyes staring at me, her hands on my chest. “Should I tell her?” I wondered out loud.


“Tell her what, that I’m back from the dead?” She scoffed. “Why?”


“Because she’s your sister. She’s suffering too. We shouldn’t keep it from her.”


Emma shook her head, frowning slightly. “I’m sorry for her but... I don’t know... The more people who know, the more complicated things become, right?”


She had a point, but still. I felt guilty. “So what? I just go to the funeral, stand next to her, and watch the casket being lowered into the ground, knowing the whole time it’s not you in there?”


She shrugged, as if the thought didn’t bother her at all. “Sure. I mean, what’s the alternative, Cal? You tell Ashley I’m alive, then we tell Mom and Dad? What about my friends, huh?” I gulped, seeing where she was going with this. “If you don’t go to the funeral, it’ll look weird. People might start to suspect something.”


I couldn’t argue with her. I grabbed my head in my hands, groaning. “I can’t do this,” I mumbled. “I’m losing my mind.”


Emma sighed and took my hand. She kissed my palm, softly. “I’ll come with you.”


I looked up at her. “What? You’re not serious!”


“Hey! It’s my own god damned funeral, Cal! Why can’t I go?”


I laughed despite myself. “This is so fucked up.”


Mandy’s phone buzzed again. Emma frowned and picked it up. “I really need to get going though. My parents are worried about me. And, um, I have a shift this afternoon.”


I couldn’t help but smile at that. Even in death, life continued. “Right. We wouldn’t want to ruin Mandy’s life. Especially if you’re already planning to jump ship, huh?” I teased.


She climbed off my lap and stretched, yawning. “I’ll go home, talk to them, let them know I’m okay, and tomorrow I’ll meet you at the funeral. After that, I’ll go find the girl and, well, you know.” She smirked, then bent down to pick up her underwear from the floor. She slipped her panties on and then looked at me over her shoulder. “Why don’t you go ahead and, um, text Ashley?” She smiled. “I’m gonna go take a shower, okay?”


“Right...” I said, watching her naked body disappear behind the bathroom door.
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Chapter 4: The Funeral


The next day was a beautiful, sunny morning, a nice change from the cold and rain. I stood outside the cemetery, waiting for Emma. A crowd of people were gathered near the entrance, talking amongst themselves. My in-laws, some distant relatives, and some friends were all here, looking solemn and sad.


Shaking hands, pretending to care, I felt like a total fraud. I kept glancing over my shoulder, hoping to see a young girl with dark hair walking through the cemetery gates, but there was no sign of her.


“I don’t know how you even do it,” a voice said beside me. I turned to see Ashley, Emma’s sister, looking at me with concern. She was dressed in a simple black dress, her blonde hair pulled back in a loose ponytail. She looked so much like Emma it hurt. “I feel like I’m about to throw up.”


“Just doing my best to look like I’m fine,” I said. I glanced at the casket, resting on a pedestal. It was open, and there she was, the empty shell that had once housed my wife’s soul. It was surreal, standing here, mourning someone who wasn’t really gone. “Or maybe not fine, but the socially acceptable level of not fine...”


She nodded, understanding. “You too?” She scoffed. I could see the pain in her eyes, the slight tremble in her hands as she clutched her purse. She was devastated, but she was good at hiding it. That was Ashley for you. Always the strong one.


She looked around the cemetery, her eyes narrowing as she spotted someone in the crowd. “God, look at Veronica,” she muttered, nodding toward a woman standing a few feet away. “She’s actually enjoying this.”


I followed her gaze and saw a woman in her thirties, dressed in an expensive-looking black dress that hugged her curves a bit too tightly for a funeral. Her makeup was immaculate, her hair styled in a way that suggested she had spent hours in front of a mirror. She was standing next to a balding man who I assumed was her husband, laughing quietly at something he had said, then quickly covering her mouth with her hand and pretending to wipe away a tear.


“Who is she again?” I asked, though I vaguely remembered Emma mentioning her a few times.


“Our cousin,” Ashley said, her voice dripping with disdain. “Dad’s brother’s daughter. She and Emma couldn’t stand each other. Look at her, pretending to be sad.” She scoffed. “She’s probably already planning what to wear to the next funeral.”


I watched as Veronica made her way through the crowd, stopping to hug people, her face contorting into an exaggerated mask of grief every time she approached someone new. It was like watching a bad actress in a B-movie.


“She asked me earlier if I you were planning to sell Emma’s jewelry,” Ashley continued, her voice low. “Can you believe that? She didn’t even wait until the funeral was over.”


I shook my head, disgusted. “Jesus.”


“Yeah.” Ashley sighed, then looked at the open casket. “Emma would have hated this whole thing, you know. All these people pretending to care.”


“You’re sarcastic enough on her behalf to make up for it,” I said, trying to lighten the mood. Ashley laughed, a genuine one this time. The two sisters were quite different, but shared a very similar sense of humor.


“Yeah, well,” she said, “I’ll do my best to make her proud.”


I wrapped my arm around her shoulder, giving her a half hug. “She was proud of you, Ash. Very proud. You know that, right?”


She looked up at me, tears in her eyes, and gave me a weak smile. I felt a sudden wave of guilt wash over me. She had no idea that her sister was still here, that she was alive in another body.


I looked around again, hoping to see Emma, but there was still no sign of her. Where the hell was she? “You alright?” Ashley asked. “I mean, relatively speaking, obviously.”


“Yeah, I’m okay,” I said. “Just thinking about Emma, you know? Wondering what she would say if she could see us here.” Subtle, Cal. Real subtle.


Ashley smiled, a genuine smile that reached her eyes. “She’d be proud of you too, Calvin.” She glanced at the casket again, then back at me. “She’d want us to remember her as she was, not…” She gestured vaguely at the coffin.


I nodded, understanding. “Not as an empty shell.”


Ashley nodded slowly. “I guess that’s one way to look at it.” She sighed, then straightened her shoulders. “I should go say hello to Aunt Martha before she thinks I’m avoiding her.” She squeezed my arm one last time. “Hang in there, Calvin.”


I watched her walk away, her head held high despite the weight of her grief. I turned back to the casket, looking at the peaceful face of my wife’s body. It was strange how detached I felt from it now. It wasn’t Emma anymore. Emma was out there somewhere, in Mandy’s body, making her way here. At least, I hoped she was.


I continued to shake hands, my mind drifting further away with each sympathetic nod and murmured condolence. Mrs. Henderson from next door, my boss from work, Emma’s old college roommate—their faces blurred together as I scanned the crowd for Mandy. Where the hell was she? The uncertainty was eating away at me. Had something happened? Had Emma lost her grip on Mandy’s consciousness?


“Such a tragedy,” said someone—I didn’t even register who—as they patted my shoulder and moved on.


I caught Veronica staring at me from across the small gathering. When our eyes met, she had the audacity to wink at me, her red-painted lips curling into what I suppose she thought was a seductive smile. I felt my stomach turn. Her husband was right beside her, oblivious, as she dabbed at perfectly dry eyes with a lace handkerchief that probably cost more than my suit. Every few minutes, she’d let out a theatrical sigh loud enough for everyone to hear, then immediately return to whispering and giggling with another woman. She was like a caricature of grief, a performance so bad it would have been comical if it weren’t so disrespectful.


The priest approached me, his face a practiced mask of professional sympathy. “Mr. Kent, we’ll be asking everyone to take their seats in about five minutes. I’ll do the opening prayer, and then if anyone wishes to say a few words about the deceased, they may do so.” He lowered his voice. “Will you be speaking, sir?”


The question hit me like a bucket of ice water. A speech. Of course there would be a speech. What kind of husband wouldn’t speak at his wife’s funeral? But I had completely forgotten to prepare anything. I left it for the last minute, grief and shock leaving me unable to string two coherent thoughts together, and then... well, between discovering my wife’s consciousness in Clara’s body, then finding her again in Mandy’s, and then spending the night tangled in sheets with her... Jesus, what was I supposed to say? “Thank you all for coming, but don’t worry, my wife is actually alive in someone else’s body, and we had sex all night”?


“I… yes, I’ll say something,” I heard myself say. The old man nodded and moved away, leaving me in a cold sweat.


“You look positively ghastly, Calvin,” came a voice dripping with false concern. I turned to find Veronica standing beside me, close enough that I could smell her expensive perfume. She placed a hand on my arm, letting it linger there longer than was appropriate. “But I must say, grief becomes you.”


I resisted the urge to pull away. “Thanks,” I muttered.


“Oh, don’t be so glum,” she said, her voice inappropriately cheerful. “Death is only the beginning, you know.” She gave a little laugh, as if she’d said something clever.


I stared at her, unable to hide my disgust. “I don’t think this is the time for jokes.”


She smirked, her perfectly manicured fingers still resting on my arm. “Oh, come now. I think Emma would have wanted her funeral to be fun, don’t you? She never was one for all this…” she waved her hand dismissively, “…dreary business.”


“I don’t think you knew Emma as well as you think you did,” I said coldly, finally pulling my arm away.


Veronica’s eyes sparkled with something I couldn’t quite identify. “Maybe I know her better than you think,” she said, and then winked at me again. She looked down at her own hands, turning them over as if seeing them for the first time, then looked back at me with a strange little chuckle.


“I’m sorry to be stuck in such an unpopular person,” she said, her tone suddenly different, though I couldn’t put my finger on how. “But I didn’t think Mandy would cut it. People would wonder who she is.”


I felt the blood drain from my face as understanding dawned on me. “Emma?” I whispered, barely audible.


I stared at her, trying to process what was happening. My brain felt like it was short-circuiting. The woman standing before me was everything Emma had despised: superficial, self-centered, with that irritating high-pitched laugh and those calculated mannerisms. Yet somewhere behind those heavily mascara-coated eyes was my wife.


“Close your mouth, darling, you’ll catch flies,” she said with Veronica’s characteristic condescension, flicking her manicured nails against my chest. “God, these nails are divine though, aren’t they? I get them done weekly.” She examined them with a smirk that was pure Veronica.


I finally found my voice. “How… when did this happen?”


She glanced around to make sure no one was within earshot, then leaned in closer, her expensive perfume clouding my senses. “This morning. I was in Mandy’s body, getting ready to come here, when I ran into Veronica at a coffee shop. She was being absolutely horrid to the useless barista—typical—and I thought, well, wouldn’t it be interesting to attend my own funeral as someone who’s actually invited?” She shrugged Veronica’s shoulders in a fluid, elegant motion that seemed foreign on my wife. “I considered taking over Ashley, you know, but that felt… rude. She deserves to grieve properly, the poor thing.”


“You say that like it’s nothing,” I whispered, horrified. “Like you’re just trying on a new outfit.”


She laughed—a grating, too-loud laugh that surely would have made Emma cringe. “I know, I know. I’m taking this all rather lightly, aren’t I? But it’s freeing, Calvin. I used to think Veronica was just an asshole, but now I understand—she’s just learned to seize life without worrying about what others might feel or want. There’s a certain power in that.”


“I imagine that’s her point of view, yeah,” I said, shaking my head.


The woman my wife was currently inhabiting seemed taken aback, as if the self-reflection required to see her situation from an outside point of view was not a skill Veronica had honed. “It is, actually,” she said quietly, looking down at her own hands again, the nails perfect, the skin smooth and unblemished. “But I suppose I see why others might disagree. People are so... fragile, aren’t they? Emotions are a burden. It’s much simpler to live without the less convenient ones.”


“How can you even claim to be Emma when you’re talking like that? My wife cared about people. She wouldn’t—”


“Wouldn’t what? Enjoy herself?” She raised one perfectly shaped eyebrow. “I’m still me, Calvin. I’m just… experiencing things through a different lens. I’ll admit, Veronica might not be the best host in such dire circumstances. In Mandy’s brain, I didn’t think this through properly. But I thought inside this woman, I’d have the freedom to experience my own funeral a bit more… relaxed.” Her eyes traveled down my body and back up again. “Plus, she’s hot, isn’t she? I thought you might want to fuck her afterward—if not out of attraction, maybe out of anger.”


She winked at me again, then waved cheerfully at her husband, who was engaged in conversation with another mourner. “Poor guy hasn’t fucked me in ages,” she whispered, leaning in close. “Though I’ve been having plenty of fun with the younger neighbor. He’s quite the specimen—abs you could bounce quarters off of.”


As she spoke, she took my hand and, with a boldness that left me speechless, guided it to her ass, pressing it against the curve while maintaining eye contact with her husband across the room. She smiled at him innocently while my hand remained frozen against the expensive fabric of her dress.


I was horrified. I was disgusted. And God help me, I was turned on. The conflict made me feel sick with myself. This was my wife’s cousin, for Christ’s sake. A woman I found repulsive on a personal level, even if she was objectively attractive. But knowing Emma was in there somewhere, watching me through those eyes…


“Stop it,” I hissed, pulling my hand away. “This isn’t right.”


“What isn’t right?” she asked in Veronica’s mock innocence. “That I’m in this body, or that you’re getting hard thinking about it?”


I didn’t doubt for a second that this was Emma—the Emma I knew was in there somewhere. But it was like watching her through a funhouse mirror, distorted and warped by Veronica’s personality. How much control did she actually have? How much of Veronica was influencing her thoughts, her actions? Or worse, how much of Emma was being consumed by the women she inhabited?


“Both,” I admitted quietly. “I don’t like what this brain is doing to you.”


She tilted her head, studying me with an expression that was suddenly more thoughtful, more Emma-like. “Or maybe it’s just showing you parts of me you never knew existed.” She straightened Veronica’s designer jacket. “We should find our seats. The service is about to start, and I’m dying to hear what people say about me.” She paused, then laughed at her own pun. “See what I did there? Dying?”


I walked toward the front of the seating area, feeling numb and on autopilot. The wind was picking up, rustling the leaves on the trees that surrounded the open field. It was a peaceful place, I had to admit. It wasn’t a peaceful moment... Though, I was lucid enough to realize that funerals were rarely peaceful for those left behind. I was just experiencing a different kind of fucked up than most people did on a day like this.


The priest had begun his opening speech. I wasn’t really listening. I sat next to Ashley and her parents, feeling Veronica’s eyes on me from across the aisle. She was sitting next to her husband, her smirk barely hidden under a mask of faux sympathy. She was both an intruder and the guest of honor at her own funeral, and the absurdity of it was not lost on me. I hoped some part of my real wife was at least finding some genuine solace in all of this. She had to know that the people around her were hurting, missing the real Emma. She had a to care, even a little, right?


I turned to look at my in-laws. Robert and Margaret Davis looked like they had aged a decade in the past week. Robert, a tall man with the same blonde hair as his daughters, though now more gray than blonde, sat rigid in his seat, his jaw clenched so tight I could see the muscle twitching. Margaret, petite and usually so full of energy, seemed to have collapsed in on herself, her eyes red-rimmed and vacant. Ashley reached out and squeezed my hand as I sat down beside her.


The priest was carrying on with the usual platitudes about the fleeting nature of life and the importance of remembering those we’ve lost. Jesus, God, and Heaven were sprinkled into his speech, though I knew Emma had never been religious. She had wanted a non-denominational service, but I guess her parents had other ideas. I couldn’t bring myself to be mad at them, though. I’d always wondered why some of my non-religious deceased relatives ended up with religious funerals. I was starting to understand. After Emma’s death, I had seen no point in denying her grieving parents anything they thought might offer them some comfort. My wife was gone. Who cared what words were said in a church?


And then it hit me again—my wife wasn’t gone, she was right fucking there, wearing the skin of her cousin like a brand new dress, her eyes sparkling with the thrill of the game she was playing. I shook my head to clear it. This was insane.


“Now, if anyone else would like to share some memories of Emma, please feel free to come forward,” the priest was saying. Ashley gave my hand a final squeeze and then stood up. I watched her walk to the front, her head held high, her posture straight and dignified. This was all a sham, a farce. My wife was dead, and yet she wasn’t. Her family was grieving, and yet the source of their grief was sitting across from them, smiling. I felt like I was losing my mind.


Ashley began to speak, and as she did, the crowd fell silent. She tried to smile, then cleared her throat, her voice trembling slightly. After a moment, she laughed, tears in her eyes. Some in the crowd laughed with her. “I’m sorry,” she said, “It’s just... this is so ridiculous. Emma hated these kinds of things. She would have wanted us to have a barbecue or something. She would have wanted us to laugh and remember her in a way that didn’t involve black dresses and uncomfortable shoes.”


Her parents chuckled at that, clearly uneasy with the unconventional eulogy, but unable to deny the truth of it. I glanced back at Veronica, and saw her smiling, a more genuine smile than I would have expected.


“But I guess we’re here, and I guess we’re doing this, and I guess that’s okay too. So, I just wanted to say a few things about my sister.” She paused, her voice catching. “Bad things, obviously. That’s what she would have wanted. She always hated those sickeningly sweet eulogies where everyone lies and says the dead person was a saint.”


A few more laughs from the audience. “Emma was many things,” Ashley continued, “but a saint was not one of them. She was stubborn, she was bossy, she was opinionated, and she was sometimes downright infuriating,” she looked over to me, and winked. “Just ask her husband.”


I forced myself to smile back, and the crowd laughed again.


“But she was also the most loyal, the most caring, and the most genuine person I’ve ever known. She was my best friend. She was the only one who would tell me when I was being an idiot. And trust me, that happened often.” More laughter, this time genuine and warm. “She was the first person to hold me accountable, and the first person to forgive me. She was my rock, and I don’t know what I’m going to do without her. I don’t know how I’m going to navigate this world without her guidance, her love, or her unrelenting support.” She looked up at the sky for a moment, her chin quivering, then cleared her throat. “Emma, I hope you’re looking down on us now and laughing your ass off at this ridiculousness. And I hope that wherever you are, you’re at peace.”


I looked back at Veronica again. Her eyes were twinkling, and she was smiling, a genuine smile that reached her eyes and crinkled the corners of her mouth. No tears, of course—that would have been too much to expect from Emma’s cousin. But at least she seemed to be somewhat touched by Ashley’s words.


Ashley came back to sit beside me, her eyes wet with tears. I reached out and took her hand, giving it a squeeze. She squeezed back. “Your turn,” she whispered.


As I stood up and made my way to the podium, I couldn’t help but glance back at Emma’s cousin once again. She had a hand on her husband’s thigh, whispering something in his ear that made him shift uncomfortably. When she caught my eye, she winked and subtly arched her back, pushing her chest forward just enough to be noticeable to me but not obvious to anyone else. She crossed her legs slowly, the hem of her dress riding up just a fraction, revealing another inch of toned thigh.


I felt a flush of heat rise to my face—partly from anger, partly from an unwanted arousal that made me feel like the worst kind of traitor. This was my wife’s funeral, for God’s sake, and here I was getting turned on by her cousin. Except it was really Emma, fucking with me in the most inappropriate way possible.


I reached the podium and gripped its edges, steadying myself. The crowd fell completely silent, all eyes on me. I could see Ashley’s encouraging smile, Robert’s stoic nod, Margaret’s tearful gaze. Behind them, rows of faces—some familiar, some not—all waiting for me to put my grief into words.


I took a deep breath, my mind completely blank. What could I possibly say? How could I eulogize a woman who wasn’t really gone? How could I pretend to be a grieving widower when my wife was sitting right there, inhabiting another woman’s body, acting like this was all some kind of joke?


I cleared my throat and looked out at the sea of expectant faces.


“Emma didn’t fear death,” I finally said, my voice hoarse with emotion. I glanced briefly at Veronica and saw her smirking, her eyes locked on me. “She feared a lot of things, like spiders and clowns and that weird noise the fridge makes in the middle of the night, but never death.”


The audience gave a sympathetic chuckle at that, and I felt some of the tension ease from my shoulders. I took a deep breath and continued.


“I, for once, fear death. Fear it like hell. Death is final, inevitable. And when Emma died, I thought it was the end. I felt like... Like I died with her, in a way. I was... Dead inside, empty, lost. I didn’t know how I could go on without her.” I paused, my voice catching in my throat. I could feel the hot prickle of tears behind my eyes and I fought to keep them from falling. “I still don’t know how I’ll go on without her. Or maybe I don’t know how to carry her with me.” I looked down at the ground, collecting myself, then back up at the audience, back at Veronica, back at my wife. “She’s still here, you know? With us. She’ll always be with us. She might look different, sound different, act different, but she’s still here.” Veronica’s smirk faltered at that. She shifted in her seat, her gaze suddenly uncertain. “She’s in the way Ashley smiles, the way her parents laugh. She’s in the memories that her friends share, the stories that they’ll tell for years to come. And me? In whatever form she chooses to haunt me, I’m grateful for it. I’m grateful because, even though I can’t explain why or how, my wife is still alive to me.” I looked directly at Veronica, my eyes locking onto hers. “And that’s all that matters, in the end.”


The room was silent for a moment, and then someone—Ashley, I think—nodded. A few people murmured in agreement, and then the whole room. I barely paid attention to it. I was focused on Veronica. Her smirk was gone, replaced by a thoughtful expression. She met my gaze, her eyes shining with unshed tears. I nodded slightly, and she returned the gesture, a silent acknowledgment of our strange, impossible situation. A silent acknowledgment that we were both haunted by the same ghost, though in very different ways.


After my speech, others took their turn at the podium.


Robert and Margaret spoke together, holding each other up both literally and figuratively. Robert’s deep voice rumbled about how proud he was of his daughter, while Margaret shared stories of Emma’s stubborn determination, even as a child. “She never gave up on anything or anyone she believed in,” Margaret said, looking directly at me. “Especially not the people she loved.”


Soon enough, the casket was lowered into the ground, and we all gathered around to toss a handful of dirt onto the wood. I watched as the mound of earth grew, burying my wife’s empty shell. The wind had died down, and the air was still and quiet, the only sound the soft thud of earth hitting wood and the few occasional birdsong in the trees. I didn’t even know how to feel at this point. I was numb, detached from reality.


The ceremony droned on, a blur of ritual and reverence, the priest’s voice a low, monotone hum in the background. As the final prayers were recited, and the mourners began to disperse, I found myself once again shaking hands, accepting hugs, and thanking people for coming. It felt easier now, somehow. The weight on my chest had lightened, if only a little. I caught Emma—it was getting harder to think of her as Veronica—looking at me from across the room several times. Her glances seemed warmer, more genuine, though she still played her part as the insufferable Veronica, whispering things to her equally insufferable husband that made him chuckle inappropriately.


“You did good, Calvin,” came Ashley’s voice as she appeared at my elbow. “Really good. That speech was…” She paused, searching for words, then settled on, “Emma would have loved it. She would have made fun of you for getting all poetic, but she would have loved it.”


I managed a genuine smile. “Thanks, Ash.”


“I mean it,” she continued, her usual sarcasm softened by sincerity. “The way you talked about her living on in different forms—that was beautiful. Cheesy as hell, but beautiful.”


Before I could respond, I noticed Emma approaching us. Ashley tensed beside me, clearly uneasy about interacting with her cousin.


“Ashley, darling,” Emma said in Veronica’s voice, but there was something different about her tone—less sharp around the edges. “That was a lovely tribute to your sister. She would have been touched.”


Ashley blinked, clearly surprised by the uncharacteristic kindness. “Thanks, Veronica. That’s… unexpectedly nice of you to say.”


Emma shrugged. “Even I have my moments.” She turned to me. “And you, Calvin. Who knew you had such poetry in you? It was quite moving.”


“Thank you,” I said simply, holding her gaze.


“Well,” Ashley said, looking between us with slight confusion, “I should go check on Mom and Dad.” She squeezed my arm. “Call me if you need anything, okay?”


As Ashley walked away, Emma leaned in closer to me. “See?” she whispered. “I’m still here. Just in a slightly more… high-maintenance package.”


“Well,” I said, tensing slightly as I lowered my voice, “it only took me eulogizing you at your own funeral to get through Veronica’s thick skin. Should I be flattered or concerned?”


Emma laughed—that high, tinkling laugh that was all Veronica. “Oh, Calvin, darling, don’t be so dramatic. Veronica’s just selective about who she shows her softer side to.” She ran a manicured finger down the lapel of my suit. “Besides, you should see how I—I mean, how she—behaves at other funerals. This is positively restrained.”


I felt my jaw clench. Just when I thought I was seeing more of Emma, Veronica came roaring back. “Right. Restrained. Is that what you call it?”


She must have noticed the shift in my tone because her eyes narrowed with a calculating gleam that made my skin crawl. She leaned in closer, her perfume enveloping me in a cloud of expensive scent.


“You know,” she said, her voice dropping to a husky whisper, “if you’re so angry at Veronica, I’ll be vaping behind the church in two minutes. Why don’t you meet me there and teach me a lesson?”


“Jesus,” I muttered under my breath.


She patted my cheek condescendingly. “Don’t look so shocked, darling. It’s just a thought.” With that, she sauntered away, making sure to put an extra sway in her hips that I was certain was for my benefit.


I watched her go, feeling a storm of emotions raging inside me. Anger, confusion, and underneath it all, an undeniable current of desire that made me feel sick with myself. On one hand, the idea of following Veronica—of all people—behind a church for a quickie right now, of all moments, felt beyond reprehensible. On the other hand, it wasn’t really Veronica, was it? It was Emma. My Emma, trapped in the body of a woman I couldn’t stand.


The thought of putting Veronica in her place, of somehow spanking Emma back into reality, sent a shameful thrill through me. Would it help? Would a physical connection strengthen Emma’s hold on Veronica’s consciousness, the way it had with Mandy? Or would it just be giving in to a twisted desire I didn’t want to acknowledge?


I loosened my tie slightly, suddenly feeling too warm. Two minutes, she had said. Two minutes until she’d be waiting, expecting me to either follow through or chicken out. Either way, I knew she’d have something to say about it.


God help me, I was actually considering it.


I found Emma exactly where she said she’d be—behind the church, leaning against the brick wall, a thin stream of vapor escaping her lips as she exhaled. She was partially hidden by a large dumpster, the irony of which wasn’t lost on me. Veronica’s designer heels clicked against the pavement as she straightened up at the sight of me.


“Well, well,” she said, her red lips curving into a smile that was pure predator. “I wasn’t sure you’d come. How deliciously naughty of you, Calvin.”


I kept my distance, hands in my pockets. “I just wanted to talk.”


She laughed, taking another drag from her vape pen before tucking it into her purse. “Talk? Is that what we’re calling it now?” She stepped closer, her eyes gleaming. “God, I’ve never been this horny in my entire life—well, Veronica’s life, anyway. It’s strange. No matter what body I’m in, I want you so badly it hurts.”


The crude words coming from Veronica’s mouth sent an unwanted jolt of heat through me.


“You can have me right here,” she continued, running her hands down her sides, emphasizing the curves of her body. “Veronica the bitch, freely available for whatever you want.” She lowered her voice to a whisper. “My mouth, my pussy, my ass—take your pick. I’ve been working this body hard at the gym, you know. It would be a shame for you to pass on this opportunity.”


I felt my face flush with anger and arousal in equal measure. “You could possess any other woman,” I said through gritted teeth. “Any other woman would be a more pleasant partner than Veronica.”


She threw her head back and laughed, the sound echoing off the brick walls. “Oh, please. Don’t try to bluff me, Calvin. I know you too well.” She closed the distance between us, pressing her body against mine. I could feel the heat of her through our clothes. “I can see it in your eyes. You’re dying to push me against this wall and fuck me raw. Teach the bitch a good lesson, right?”


Her hand found its way to my crotch, confirming what she already knew. “Go ahead,” she whispered, her breath hot against my ear. “I’m on the pill.”


Something snapped inside me. All the confusion, grief, and anger of the past few days crystallized into a single, burning need. I grabbed Veronica by her shoulders and spun her around, shoving her roughly against the brick wall. She gasped—a sound of surprise mixed with excitement—as I pinned her there with my body.


“Is this what you want?” I growled, my voice barely recognizable to my own ears. “You want me to hate-fuck you at my wife’s funeral?”


She laughed, that infuriating Veronica laugh. “Your wife is right here, darling. And yes, that’s exactly what I want.”


I silenced her with a bruising kiss, my hands already pushing up the hem of her expensive black dress. She wore silk underwear—of course she did—which I yanked down with enough force that I heard the delicate fabric tear. She moaned against my mouth, her hands fumbling with my belt.


“Hurry,” she whispered, her voice husky with need. “Someone might come looking for us.”


The thought should have stopped me cold, but instead it only fueled the fire. I freed myself from my pants and hoisted her up, her back scraping against the rough brick as she wrapped her legs around my waist. Without preamble, I thrust into her, earning a shocked gasp that quickly morphed into a moan.


“Oh god, Calvin,” she cried out, her head falling back against the wall. “Yes, fuck me like you hate me.”


And I did. I pounded into her with all the rage and confusion and twisted desire I’d been suppressing. Each thrust was punishment—for her taking Veronica’s body, for her acting like this was all some game, for making me want her despite everything. Her moans grew louder, echoing in the small space between the building and the dumpster.


“Shut the fuck up,” I hissed, clamping my hand over her mouth. “You want everyone to hear you? To come see Veronica getting fucked behind a church?”


Her eyes widened above my hand, but I could feel her smile against my palm. She was enjoying this—the danger, the degradation, all of it. And God help me, so was I. I hated myself for it, hated her for bringing me to this point, but I couldn’t stop.


Veronica’s body responded to every thrust, her inner muscles clenching around me, her perfectly manicured nails digging into my shoulders through my suit jacket. I could feel her building toward climax, her breathing becoming more ragged against my hand.


“You’re not coming until I say so,” I growled, slowing my pace deliberately. “You don’t get to enjoy this that much.”


She whimpered in protest, trying to move her hips to increase the friction, but I held her firmly in place. I removed my hand from her mouth just long enough to hear her beg.


“Please, Calvin,” she gasped. “Please let me come. I need it.”


“Who are you?” I demanded, still moving torturously slow inside her.


“I’m Emma,” she whispered, her eyes locking with mine. “I’m your wife.”


Something about hearing those words from Veronica’s mouth pushed me over the edge. I resumed my punishing pace, driving into her with renewed vigor. She came almost immediately, her body convulsing around me, her scream muffled by my hand clamped firmly over her mouth again. I followed seconds later, emptying myself inside her with a guttural groan, hatred and pleasure washing over me in equal measure.


I sagged against the wall, my breath coming in ragged gasps as the reality of what we’d just done crashed over me. My wife’s funeral. Behind the church. With her cousin’s body. Jesus Christ, what was wrong with me? And yet, I couldn’t deny the relief flooding through me—not just physical release, but something deeper. Some primal part of me had needed this, needed to reclaim Emma in whatever form she took.


Veronica—Emma—stood shakily, adjusting her torn underwear and smoothing down her dress. Her carefully styled hair was now a mess, makeup smudged, lipstick all but gone. My release trickled down her inner thigh, and she made a half-hearted attempt to clean herself with a tissue from her purse.


“Shit,” she muttered, her voice sounding different somehow. “This dress costs more than your monthly mortgage payment.”


I tucked myself away and zipped up my pants, shame and satisfaction warring within me. When I looked up at her face, I noticed something had changed in her eyes. The cold, calculating gleam that was pure Veronica had softened, replaced by something warmer, more familiar. More Emma.


“Calvin, I…” she started, then paused, running a hand through her disheveled hair. “I’m sorry. This was stupid. So fucking stupid.” She shook her head. “Taking over Veronica of all people. What was I thinking?”


I stared at her, taken aback by the sudden shift. “Emma?” Was she more herself again?


“When I was Mandy, I didn’t realize how much of a bitch Veronica actually was,” she continued, leaning against the wall for support. “My memories of her were intact, but Mandy had no emotional response to seeing her. It was just… information. But being inside her head…” She shuddered. “It’s like swimming in toxic waste.”


“You sound different,” I said cautiously. “More like yourself.”


She looked down at her hands—Veronica’s hands—with disgust. “I feel more like myself. Less… Veronica.” She looked up at me, her eyes wide with realization. “It’s the sex, isn’t it? Just like with Mandy. Having sex with you brings me back, makes me stronger than the host.”


I nodded slowly. “Seems that way. You were acting like a complete bitch before.”


“I know,” she said, genuine remorse in her voice. “And the worst part is, I was enjoying it. Veronica gets off on being cruel. It’s like a drug.” She reached out and touched my face gently. “I’m so sorry, Calvin. For all of this. For making you fuck me at my own funeral, for Christ’s sake.”


“It’s not entirely your fault,” I admitted. “I could have said no.”


She gave a small, sad laugh. “But you didn’t. And I’m glad you didn’t.” She gestured to herself. “This is helping. I’m stronger now. More me.”


I straightened my tie, trying to make myself presentable again. “So sex with me is really like an anchor? It helps you stay you, no matter whose body you’re in?”


“Seems that way,” she said, attempting to fix her makeup using her phone’s camera. “God, we look like we just had sex behind a dumpster.”


“We did just have sex behind a dumpster.”


“Fair point.” She sighed, giving up on her appearance.


Emma did her best to make herself presentable, using a compact mirror from Veronica’s purse to fix her smudged makeup. Her hands moved with Veronica’s practiced efficiency, but there was a gentleness to her movements now, less of the sharp, aggressive energy that had dominated her earlier.


“How do I look?” she asked, smoothing down her dress.


“Like someone who just had rough sex behind a funeral home, but trying really hard to hide it,” I answered honestly.


She laughed—a sound that was somewhere between Veronica’s tinkling fake laugh and Emma’s genuine one. “Well, it’ll have to do.” She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. “We need to figure out what happens next. I can’t stay in Veronica forever.”


“Where’s Mandy?” I asked. “Could you go back to her?”


Emma shook her head. “Probably long gone by now. You should have seen her at the coffee shop after we switched—completely freaked out. Poor thing looked like she’d just woken up from a nightmare.” She frowned. “I feel bad about that. She didn’t ask for any of this.”


I glanced toward the funeral home. “What about someone else here? Someone who wouldn’t be missed for a while? At least for as long as it takes us to find someone else out there?”


“Like who? A friend? Family?” She shuddered. “I don’t think I can do that, Calvin. One good thing about Veronica is she doesn’t give a shit about my death. She’s just here because it’s the socially expected thing to do.” She gestured toward the building. “Everyone else in there is grieving me. I’m not ready to feel that—to grieve myself through someone else’s emotions. It would be too much.”


I nodded, understanding. The psychological implications of inhabiting someone who was actively mourning you were disturbing to contemplate.


“We’ll figure something out,” I said, checking my watch. “But we should do it quickly, before you start feeling more like Veronica again.”


“God, please don’t let that happen.” She shuddered. “Being Veronica is like having your brain marinated in entitlement and spite. The longer I’m in here, the harder it is to remember who I really am.”


We made our way back to the cemetery, trying to look casual. I noticed Ashley watching us, her eyes narrowing slightly as she took in Veronica’s disheveled appearance and the fact that we’d both been absent at the same time. She didn’t say anything, but the knowing look on her face made my stomach twist with guilt. How much did she suspect?


The service ended without further drama, and the guests began to disperse. Emma and I stuck around to mingle, both of us desperate for some kind of solution. We needed a host who had no link to Emma and no one would miss for at least long enough to get back home.


“What’s up with you and Veronica?” Ashley whispered to me as she passed by. “You two seem awfully chummy all of a sudden.”


“She... asked about Emma’s will,” I lied smoothly. “Wanted to know if she’d been left anything.”


“Typical.” Ashley rolled her eyes, though she still seemed skeptical. “Did you tell her she’s in line for a lifetime supply of free Botox and fake tits?”


“Something like that...” I trailed off, catching sight of the priest who’d presided over the ceremony. He was packing up his things, helped by a young woman in a simple black dress. “Excuse me for a sec,” I said to Ashley, already moving toward the duo.


They watched me approach with polite smiles, the young woman standing slightly behind the priest, fiddling with her cross necklace.


“Hi, thank you so much for the service,” I said, shaking the priest’s hand. “It was lovely. Very... touching.”


“Thank you, son,” the priest said with a benevolent smile.


I stared at the nun, my mind racing. “I’m sorry, I didn’t catch your name,” I said, holding out my hand to her.


“Sister Margaret,” she replied quietly, taking my hand in a firm shake.


“Sister Margaret, lovely.” I glanced around, trying to look nonchalant. “Would you mind me introducing you to my wife’s cousin? She... she keeps talking about wanting to get closer to God, but I think she’s too afraid to ask.” I lowered my voice, leaning in closer.


The priest and Sister Margaret exchanged glances. The poor girl, in her twenties, was pretty, in a quiet, innocent way. Her blonde hair was tucked neatly under her veil, and her blue eyes were wide and trusting. She seemed particularly uneasy in her conservative black dress. “I’d be happy to talk to her,” the priest said. “Where is she?”


“Oh, no need to bother yourself, Father. I think a woman’s touch might work better with this one.” I gave Sister Margaret an encouraging smile. “If you could spare five minutes, Sister?”


She hesitated, glancing at the priest for permission, which he granted with a nod.


“I’d be honored to help,” she mumbled, her voice barely audible.


“Wonderful.” I led her away, searching for Emma. I spotted her across the cemetery, chatting with a group of well-wishers. “There she is.”


I approached, Sister Margaret in tow, and tapped Emma on the shoulder. She turned around, her face lighting up with a false smile when she saw the nun. It seemed to take all of her self-control to keep her eyes from rolling out of her head. “Calvin! How lovely! What’s this?”


“I wanted to introduce you to Sister Margaret,” I said, nudging the shy nun forward. “She wanted to talk to you about... about getting closer to God. I know it’s something you’ve been thinking about a lot lately.”


“Of course,” Emma said with a tight smile, keeping her hands folded in front of her. It was pretty obvious that my wife, as Veronica, found the idea of becoming a nun laughable. I had to elbow her slightly to get her to shake the nun’s hand. She extended her arm stiffly, giving the sister a limp handshake.


For a moment, the two women stared at each other, the tension thick between them. Then, Sister Margaret blinked and straightened her shoulders, her expression changing slightly, blushing. In the meantime, Veronica’s eyes widened. She looked around in confusion, her gaze finally settling on her hands, still encased in the nun’s. She let go of the nun’s hands as if they were on fire and stumbled backward a few steps.


“What on earth?” Veronica mumbled, her voice shaky. Veronica’s relatives and friends looked over, some of them clearly concerned about her sudden change in demeanor. Veronica didn’t seem to be one to show uncertainty or weakness. Obviously aware that she was being watched, she quickly regained her composure, flashing her usual, plastic smile.


“Everything alright, dear?” asked an elderly man, who I recognized as her father.


“Perfectly fine, Daddy,” she said smoothly, brushing a lock of hair from her forehead. “Erm... I’m sorry,” she told the nun. “You were saying?” She clearly had no idea what she was doing here, but her pride wouldn’t allow her to show it.


Sister Margaret, meanwhile, had been staring at Veronica, her blush deepening. “Oh, yes. I just wanted to tell you that...” She was stammering, looking around her, and fiddling with her dress. She kept stealing glances at me, her blush intensifying every time our eyes met. “Nothing important... Sorry for bothering you...”


“I’ll accompany the sister back to the priest,” I said to all present. “Please, enjoy the refreshments.” And then, in a whisper, I said to the nun, “Come with me.”


We walked a few steps away, out of earshot. “Are you...” I asked the sister, who was now trailing behind me.


“Emma? Yes, it’s me,” the sister mumbled. Her voice was barely audible. It seemed like she was even shyer than before.


“How do you feel?” I asked, looking over my shoulder.


“A bit... disgusted?” the sister said, clearly struggling to find the right word. “Disappointed, maybe?” She shuddered, her arms wrapped tightly around her waist as we walked.


“About us...? Behind the church?”


She bit her lower lip, her cheeks now bright red. “No... I mean yes... But I was thinking about being Veronica... What a...”


“Bitch?” I offered.


“Horrible person,” she corrected me, frowning slightly at my word choice. She turned to look at the priest, standing a few dozen yards away, conflicting emotions playing across her face. “Calvin, I... I know we planned for me to leave with you but...”


“But?”


She sighed, her breath shaky. “Would you mind waiting for a few minutes? I promised Father O’Brien that I’d help him pack up and get everything back to the parish.”


“How long is a few more minutes? Can’t you find an excuse to leave early,” I asked, uneasy with the idea of letting her out of my sight.


“It’s just that... I feel like I have a duty here,” she said, looking down at her feet. “And to... God?” She looked at her hands as if they weren’t her own. “I don’t know how to explain.”


I sighed. “Right. You’re a nun now. Should have seen that coming.” I shook my head, frustrated. “Alright, you help Father...”


“O’Brien...”


“O’Brien,” I repeated. “You help him pack and load his car, then meet me at mine. Promise?”


“I promise,” the sister said, her smile beatific. She gave me a little wave before hurrying back toward the priest. Fuck, I thought to myself, watching her go. A nun. Of all the people I could have chosen, why the hell did I pick a nun?
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Chapter 5: Faith


I was startled by a knock on the car window. I blinked, looking up to find Ashley standing outside, her face pressed against the glass. I rolled down the window.


“Cal, you okay?” she asked, concern in her voice. “You’ve been sitting here forever.”


I looked at the clock on the dashboard and realized that an hour had already passed. “Fuck,” I mumbled, running a hand over my face.


“Want me to stay with you for a while?” she offered, leaning in through the window.


I glanced past her to where Father O’Brien and his helpers were packing a small van with religious paraphernalia. Sister Margaret—Emma—was among them. I watched as she lifted a large box, grunting slightly with the effort, her arms straining against the weight. “It’s alright, Ash. Go home. I’ll be fine.”


Ashley frowned. “Are you sure?” She followed my gaze, her eyes narrowing. She seemed genuinely concerned. “Are you waiting for someone?”


“No. I’m...” My words died in my throat as my brain tried to catch up. “Yeah, I am,” I said, nodding slowly. “The priest asked me to drive one of the sisters home after they were finished. She’s been working here for a while, and she doesn’t have a car.”


Ashley’s expression changed from one of worry to one of relief. She laughed softly. “That’s nice of you.” She patted my shoulder through the open window. “See you later, Cal.”


“See ya.” I watched her walk away, feeling a pang of guilt for lying to my sister-in-law.


Another twenty minutes passed before Emma finally climbed into the passenger seat. She sat rigidly, her hands folded primly in her lap, her posture perfect.


“You okay?” I asked, studying her profile.


“Hmm? Oh, yes. Just... thinking,” she replied, her voice distant. She turned to face me, her expression serious. “My... Her life is so different. She’s given herself to God. She spends her days in prayer, in service. It’s a hard life, but also... peaceful. Fulfilling.” She shook her head. “Maybe it’s the contrast to Veronica that’s making me feel this way. It’s like... like a cleansing. Like a baptism, washing away all the sin and filth.”


“Shit,” I chuckled nervously. “Do I need to fuck you again, bring you back down from your holy high horse?”


She frowned at me, her lips pursed in disapproval. “Please, Calvin. Have some respect.”


“Sorry,” I mumbled, feeling chastised. “I just want you back to normal. You’re not you right now.”


She sighed, looking down at her lap. “I... I’m me. I’m Emma... It’s just that... I feel like I’ve been called to a higher purpose.” She looked out the window.


I gulped, my heart racing. This was exactly what I’d feared. “Emma,” I began, but she cut me off with a sharp gesture.


“Relax,” she said, her tone dry. “I know this isn’t me. It’s just her. Her body, her mind. All of this is Sister Margaret, not me.”


“But you feel like her.”


“But I feel like her,” she conceded. “And it’s hard to ignore.”


I nodded, starting the car. “Still coming? Or are you going to fuse with her forever to fulfill your duty to God?”


“I’ll come,” she said, her voice soft. “I made a promise to you and I’ll keep it. We’ll find a solution together. And... I still love you.” It seemed to take her a great effort to say the words, and I felt my heart clench in my chest. She noticed the way my shoulders slumped and reached out to pat my arm, blushing. “Oh, don’t take it the wrong way, Calvin. It’s not that I love you less. It’s just hard to process through... through this.” She gestured at herself.


I drove in silence, my mind racing with the implications of everything we were dealing with. “Well, it’s obviously temporary,” I said finally. “I imagine your new friends are going to wonder where you are if you’re gone for too long. What are you going to tell them? Are you even allowed outside?”


She looked away. “I’m not a child, Calvin. I’m allowed to go where I please. I just want to make sure my duties are taken care of.”


“And when are your duties taken care of?”


“I’m supposed...” She groaned, hitting her legs. “I mean, she’s supposed to be back at the parish tomorrow morning. We were... I mean, they were going to pray and meditate at the cathedral tonight, but I told them I was meeting an old friend and might be late.”


I sighed, my eyes fixed on the road. Traffic was heavy, and it was taking longer to get home than usual. Looking at people in other cars, going about their normal lives, made me realize just how far we were from our regular routines. “We need to stop jumping you into new bodies every day without any planning. We need to understand the rules and find someone you can... stay in. For a while, at least, until we figure this out.”


I drove in silence for a few minutes, my mind racing with the implications of everything we were dealing with.


“Something happened when I went from Veronica to me,” the nun said, breaking the silence. “It felt... different. Not as immediate as the others.”


“Different how?”


“Like... I could see threads...”


“Threads?” I repeated, glancing over at her. “What kind of threads? Like spider webs?”


“Memories, I think,” she explained. “Veronica’s memories, maybe feelings, thoughts?”


“Okay...”


“It felt like I could pull them, twist them?” She blushed again. “I’m not explaining myself well.”


“What about that nerd you talked about when you were Mandy?” I said, getting off the highway and onto the quieter surface streets. “You seemed to think she’d be the perfect person to help us figure things out.”


“Oh... I don’t know... I don’t remember her now that I’m Lisa.” I saw her frowning as I looked over.


“Lisa?”


“That’s my name, Calvin!” she said, pouting at me. “Sister Margaret is my holy name. We pick a holy name when we take our vows.”


I chuckled, shaking my head. “Lisa, alright...”


She sighed. “I don’t remember much of her, but I remember thinking she was a good choice. I have no idea why.”


“Shit... I guess it’s too late now. We’re not going to go after Mandy again. She’s probably freaked out enough by all this.”


The young nun smirked. “I wrote down her name and number back at home, when I was still Mandy.”


I opened my mouth to say something, but closed it. I smirked back. “Good thinking.”


“Thank Mandy,” the nun said, winking.
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Chapter 6: Sin


I pulled into our driveway and killed the engine, glancing over at Sister Margaret—or Lisa, or Emma, or whoever she was now. The silence between us felt heavier than it had with Mandy. There was a tension in the air I couldn’t quite place.


“Home sweet home,” I said, trying to sound casual despite the absurdity of bringing a nun—my wife’s consciousness trapped inside a nun—into our marital home. “You okay?”


Lisa’s hands were folded neatly in her lap, her posture rigid. She still had that aura of piety about her that seemed at odds with everything I knew about Emma.


“I’m… not sure,” she said softly, her blue eyes darting nervously around the house as we entered. She stood awkwardly in our living room, looking at familiar objects as if they were artifacts in a museum. Her fingers traced the edge of a photo frame—our wedding picture—but she didn’t pick it up.


She turned to me, her expression conflicted. “It feels so strange being here. I remember everything, but it’s like… I’m viewing it through a filter.” She touched her chest. “I—I mean Lisa, Sister Margaret—she’s not used to this. She sleeps at the convent with the other sisters. This place feels…” She struggled for words. “Worldly. That’s how I—she—would describe it.”


Was I going to have to get used to every host making similar comments? Now it felt like Emma was rediscovering the house every time she moved on to someone else. I felt at a loss. Emma was still there, buried beneath layers of Sister Margaret’s personality, but the nun’s influence was undeniable. I needed to break the ice, to bring her back to herself.


I approached her slowly, reaching out to take her in my arms the way I had with Mandy, the way I would have with Emma. “Maybe we just need to—”


“NO!” she screamed, recoiling violently and backing against the wall. Her eyes were wild with fear. “Don’t touch me! This is a sin! You’re married to her, not me! I’ve taken vows before God!” Her voice wasn’t Emma’s anymore—it was higher, panicked. “The Lord sees all! I cannot betray Him!”


I backed away, hands raised. “Whoa, whoa! I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to—”


“Fornicator! Tempter!” she spat, then immediately covered her mouth with her hands, eyes wide with shock at her own outburst.


“Emma,” I said firmly, keeping my distance. “Emma, I need you to focus on my voice. Remember who you are. Remember us.”


Lisa was trembling now, tears streaming down her face. “I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” she whispered. “That wasn’t me—I mean, it was me but... Lisa is… Her faith is like a wall inside my mind.”


I cautiously sat on the couch, patting the spot beside me. “Come sit. No touching. Just talk to me.”


After a moment’s hesitation, she perched on the edge of the cushion, as far from me as possible.


“Tell me what’s happening,” I said gently.


She wiped her tears with shaking hands. “It’s like being torn in two. I want you—God, I want you so badly it hurts.” Her cheeks flushed deep red. “But Lisa is horrified by those feelings. I’ve never… she’s innocent in ways I wasn’t even before we met. The desire I feel terrifies her. It’s like something screaming inside my head that these thoughts are sinful.” She looked up at me, her eyes a battlefield of desire and devotion. “I’ve never felt so conflicted. With Mandy, with Veronica, their personalities influenced me, but Lisa… her faith is the core of who she is. I can’t just push it aside.”


I sat there watching Lisa—Emma—whoever she was now, struggling with herself. My mind raced with conflicting thoughts. What the hell were we supposed to do now? I couldn’t force her into anything she wasn’t comfortable with, but our options were limited. If we tried finding another host, what would happen to Sister Margaret afterward? She’d wake up in a strange man’s house with no memory of how she got there. We’d be looking at kidnapping charges at minimum. Even if we had Emma switch out in the open, away from witnesses, the trauma of suddenly finding herself in a random part of town, miles away from her convent with no explanation would be devastating. I frowned, realizing we had been doing just that to everyone Emma had possessed up to now.


“I don’t know what to do,” I admitted, running a hand through my hair. “We can’t just… let her go like this. She’d be confused, and it would raise too many questions.” I didn’t say the other part out loud—that each time we’d been intimate, Emma had seemed to grow stronger in her host body. The sex with Veronica had brought Emma fully to the surface, but now, in Lisa’s body, all that strength seemed gone. Had the transfer drained her somehow? Or was Sister Margaret’s faith simply too powerful to overcome?


Lisa sat rigidly on the couch, her hands clasped in prayer. “I don’t know either,” she whispered. “These feelings… they’re so confusing. I remember wanting you, but it feels… it feels…” She couldn’t even finish the sentence, her face flushing crimson.


“What if,” I said carefully, “we just start small? A kiss, maybe? Just one little kiss.”


“No!” Lisa’s eyes flashed with panic. “That would be a sin! I can’t—we can’t—”


“It doesn’t have to be on the lips,” I said quickly, trying a different approach. “Just a kiss on the cheek. Friends do that all the time. Even nuns must give friendly kisses, right?”


She hesitated, her internal struggle visible on her face. “I… I suppose that wouldn’t be… entirely inappropriate.”


“Just one,” I promised, not moving any closer, letting her come to me.


After what felt like an eternity, Lisa inched toward me on the couch. Her movements were stiff, uncertain. She leaned forward and quickly pressed her lips to my cheek, then immediately pulled back as if burned.


“There,” I said softly. “That wasn’t so bad, was it?”


She touched her lips with her fingertips, a look of wonder crossing her face. Something had shifted in her eyes—a flicker of my Emma coming through.


“It feels… warm,” she said, sounding surprised. “Like… like sunshine inside.”


I chuckled at her innocence. “Would you like to try again?” I asked, hardly daring to breathe.


Lisa nodded slowly, her eyes never leaving mine. This time, when she leaned in, she lingered a moment longer, her lips soft against my skin. When she pulled back, her breathing had quickened slightly.


“I’ve never…” she started, then corrected herself. “Lisa has never felt this way before. It’s… it’s frightening but also… nice?” She sounded like a child discovering something new and forbidden. “There’s this feeling, down in my… in my private places. It makes me feel all tingly and warm.”


I swallowed hard. “That’s normal. It’s called desire.”


“Desire,” she repeated the word like it was foreign on her tongue. “I was taught that desire is the devil’s playground. But it doesn’t feel evil. It feels… good.”


This time, I was the one who leaned forward, slowly, giving her every chance to pull away. I pressed my lips gently to hers, a chaste kiss that lasted only a second. When I pulled back, her eyes were wide, pupils dilated.


“Oh,” she breathed. “Oh my.”


The next kiss came from her, surprising me with its urgency. Her lips pressed against mine, inexperienced but eager. I felt her hands tentatively touch my shoulders, then slide up to cup my face. When she pulled away, she was panting slightly.


“These feelings,” she whispered, “they’re so strong. I remember them, but it’s like… it’s like I’m feeling them for the first time. My body—Lisa’s body—it’s never known this before. It’s… it’s making me wet.” She looked mortified at her own words. “I’m not supposed to say things like that. I’m not supposed to feel things like that. But I do. I really, really do.”


The next kiss broke something loose in her. Her mouth opened under mine, her tongue shyly meeting my own. She moaned into my mouth, the sound so innocent and erotic at the same time that it sent heat coursing through my veins. Her hands clutched at my shirt, pulling me closer.


“Calvin,” she gasped when we broke apart. “I feel so… so sinful. But I don’t want to stop. Is that wrong? Lisa thinks it’s wrong, but Emma… I… I want more. I want to do the things I remember. The things we used to do together.” Her face was flushed, her blue eyes dark with a mixture of desire and confusion. “Will God punish me for these thoughts? For wanting to… to make love with you?”


I took her trembling hands in mine, looking directly into those conflicted blue eyes.


“Listen to me,” I said firmly. “You’re not Lisa. You’re Emma—my Emma—who happens to be controlling Lisa’s body right now. Nothing you’re doing is Lisa’s sin. She’s not even here, not really. She’s not making these choices.” I squeezed her hands gently. “You’re borrowing her body, that’s all. And you, Emma, have never been religious. You’ve never worried about these things before. So Emma’s guilt is not something that should be weighing on your mind.”


The tension in her shoulders eased slightly. “You’re right. I’m not her. I’m me.” She touched her chest. “But what about my soul, Calvin? Emma’s soul? If I can move between bodies like this… what does that mean? Am I… am I damned already?” The question hung in the air between us, but even as she asked it, her hands were moving to my chest, fingers splaying across my shirt.


“I don’t know,” I answered honestly. “But I know that I love you, and I know that you’re here, against all odds. If there is a God, wouldn’t He want us to cherish this miracle?”


She bit her lower lip, a gesture so unlike a nun and so much like my Emma that it made my heart ache. “I want to touch you,” she whispered, her voice a mixture of shame and desire. “I remember how it feels, but Lisa’s body… it’s never known a man’s touch. It’s like I’m a virgin again, but with all these memories of what to do.”


Her hands moved tentatively to the buttons of my shirt, fumbling slightly as she undid them one by one. When her fingers brushed against my bare chest, she gasped.


“You’re so warm,” she murmured, exploring me with the wonder of someone discovering the ocean for the first time. Her touch was hesitant, then bolder as she traced the contours of my chest and shoulders.


I reached for her, sliding my hand to her waist, feeling the curve of her hip through the simple black dress. She shivered under my touch, her breath catching.


“Can I…” she started, then blushed furiously. “Can I touch you… down there? I remember how, but it feels so forbidden.”


Before I could answer, she froze, her eyes widening with sudden panic.


“Wait,” she said, pulling back slightly. “Will she—will Lisa—remember any of this when I’m gone? Will she wake up knowing what we did?” The horror in her voice was palpable.


I shook my head. “No, that’s not how it seems to work. You know it’s not. Clara didn’t remember anything. Neither did Veronica. When you leave a body, their memories of that time go with you.”


Relief washed over her face, followed by something darker, more primal. “So she’ll never know,” she whispered, and I watched as something shifted in her eyes. The last vestiges of Sister Margaret’s restraint seemed to crumble away.


“Then God forgive me,” she breathed, and lunged forward, crushing her mouth against mine.


The transformation was startling. Her hands were suddenly everywhere—in my hair, under my shirt, fumbling with my belt. She kissed me with a desperate hunger that belied her innocent appearance, her tongue sliding against mine with growing confidence.


“I want to do everything,” she gasped between kisses. “All the things I remember but Lisa’s never done. I want to feel you inside me. I want to taste you. I want—” She broke off, seemingly shocked by her own words, but the desire burning in her eyes didn’t diminish.


She pulled at my shirt, nearly tearing it in her eagerness to get it off. When I was bare-chested before her, she stared in fascination.


“It’s so strange,” she murmured, running her hands over my skin. “I know this body. I’ve touched it a thousand times. But it feels like the first time.” She leaned forward and pressed her lips to my chest, a tentative kiss that quickly turned into something more as she began to explore me with her mouth.


“Show me,” she whispered against my skin. “Show me everything again.”


I watched in awe as Lisa—Emma—began to undress. Her movements were a contradiction: hesitant yet determined, innocent yet knowing. She fumbled with the buttons of her simple black dress, her fingers trembling slightly.


“I’ve never undressed for a man before,” she whispered, though we both knew it wasn’t entirely true. Emma had undressed for me countless times, but Lisa’s body never had. “Help me?”


I stepped forward, my hands replacing hers on the buttons. As the dress opened, I revealed pale, unblemished skin that had likely rarely seen the sun. Her breasts were small but perfectly formed, topped with pink nipples that hardened under my gaze. Without the modest clothing, Sister Margaret’s body was surprisingly lithe—slender but with gentle curves at her hips and waist.


“You’re beautiful,” I breathed, sliding the dress from her shoulders. She stood before me in nothing but simple white cotton panties, her blonde hair falling loose around her shoulders. The contrast between her innocent appearance and the hunger in her eyes was the most erotic thing I’d ever seen.


“I want to see you too,” she said, her voice stronger now. She reached for my belt with newfound confidence, unfastening it and pulling it free with a soft hiss of leather. As she worked on my pants, I couldn’t help but marvel at the situation. Yesterday it was Mandy, today a nun. How many bodies would Emma inhabit? How many different women would I make love to, all of them containing some essence of my wife?


When we were both naked, she pressed her body against mine, gasping at the contact. “Oh God,” she moaned, then immediately covered her mouth. “I shouldn’t say His name like that.”


“It’s okay,” I assured her, guiding her to our bedroom, to our bed. “It’s just us here.”


She lay back on the couch, her legs instinctively closing, that last bit of Lisa’s modesty still present. I knelt between her thighs, gently coaxing them apart. Her pussy was pink and perfect, with just a small tuft of blonde hair above it. It looked untouched, virginal—which, of course, it was.


“I’m going to make you feel good,” I promised, lowering my head between her legs.


At the first touch of my tongue against her clit, she cried out, her back arching off the bed. “Fuck!” she gasped, then immediately, “I’m sorry, I shouldn’t say—oh, oh my God!”


I worked her with my mouth, savoring the sweet taste of her, so different from Mandy, from my Emma’s original body. Each woman had her own unique flavor, and there was something intoxicating about discovering them all.


“Calvin, please,” she begged, her hips bucking against my face. “I need you inside me. I need to feel you stretching me open. Please, please fuck me.”


The filthy words coming from the mouth of a woman who had taken vows of chastity sent a jolt of pleasure straight to my cock. I moved up her body, positioning myself at her entrance.


“This might hurt,” I warned, remembering that Lisa’s body was untouched.


“I don’t care,” she panted, wrapping her legs around my waist. “I want it to hurt. I want to feel everything.”


I pushed forward slowly, feeling the resistance of her hymen. She winced but urged me on, her nails digging into my shoulders. With one firm thrust, I broke through, burying myself to the hilt in her tight, virgin pussy.


“Oh fuck, oh fuck,” she chanted, her eyes wide with pain and pleasure. “It’s so much… you’re so big inside me.”


I held still, letting her adjust, watching the play of emotions across her face. “Are you okay?”


“Yes,” she nodded frantically. “Move. Please move. Fuck me, Calvin. Fuck your wife.”


I began to thrust, slowly at first, then with increasing force as her body opened to me. Her pussy gripped me like a vise, so tight it was almost painful. I couldn’t help comparing. Mandy had been eager but experienced, Veronica wanton and skilled. This was different. The physical innocence of the body combined with Emma’s sexual knowledge created an intoxicating blend.


“Harder,” she demanded, her voice losing all traces of Sister Margaret’s gentleness. “Fuck me harder. I want to feel your cock all the way inside me. I want you to pound my virgin cunt until I can’t walk.”


I complied, driving into her with abandon, the headboard slamming against the wall with each thrust. Her legs wrapped tighter around me, her heels digging into my lower back.


“Yes, yes, yes,” she chanted, her head thrashing from side to side. “Oh God, I’m going to come. I’m going to come on your big cock!”


Her pussy clenched around me as she climaxed, her inner walls pulsating in waves that nearly pushed me over the edge. I gritted my teeth, holding back, wanting to prolong this.


“I want to try everything,” she gasped when she came down from her peak. “All the things I remember but have never done with this body.”


Before I could respond, she was pushing me onto my back, straddling me with newfound confidence. She positioned my cock at her entrance and sank down, taking me deep inside her again.


“Oh fuck,” she moaned, beginning to ride me. Her small breasts bounced with each movement, her blonde hair wild around her face. “I love the way your cock feels inside me. So deep like this.”


I gripped her hips, guiding her movements, watching in awe as this woman who had dedicated her life to God rode me like a woman possessed. And she was possessed, in a way—possessed by my Emma.


“I’m going to come inside you,” I warned as I felt my climax approaching.


“Yes,” she hissed, grinding down harder. “Fill me up. Mark me. Make me yours.”


With a groan, I erupted inside her, pumping her full of my cum. She collapsed on my chest, panting, her inner muscles still milking every last drop from me.


“I can feel you,” she whispered against my neck. “I can feel your cum inside me. It’s so warm.”


We lay there for several minutes, catching our breath. I stroked her hair, marveling at how different it felt from Mandy’s, from Veronica’s, from my Emma’s original hair.


“We need to figure this out,” I said finally. “How long you can stay in a body without… recharging. How the transfers work exactly.”


She nodded against my chest. “I know. But right now, I just want to enjoy this. Being with you again.” She lifted her head, looking into my eyes with a mixture of Emma’s love and Lisa’s wonder. “Can we do it again? There are so many things this body has never experienced.”


I laughed, feeling a stirring of renewed desire despite having just finished. “I’m not sure how long I can keep up if we’re doing this daily with new bodies,” I admitted. “But for you, I’ll certainly try.”


She grinned, a mischievous expression that looked utterly out of place on Sister Margaret’s innocent face. “Good. Because I want to taste you next. I want to feel your cock in my mouth.”


I sighed happily, surrendering to whatever strange new reality this was. Then, the strange reality came crashing back as I realized I had missed a key detail.


“We didn’t use protection, Em,” I said, the weight of this sudden new responsibility settling on me. “We’ve just been going at it like rabbits with no condoms.”


My wife raised an eyebrow, her cute, innocent face contorting into a wry, amused expression that was entirely Emma. “Don’t worry, I’m on birth control.”


I blinked. “You’re on birth control?” I asked, confused. “Sister Margaret is on birth control? A nun?”


Emma giggled. “Not for that, Cal. For my—” she paused, looking down at her new body. “For her period. She gets horrible cramps without it.”


I relaxed a little, though I couldn’t help but feel a sense of unease. It was one more reminder that we were playing with people’s lives here.


My wife, however, seemed completely unfazed, studying my naked body like it was a fascinating piece of art. Her eyes were bright, still full of desire. No more guilt, no more confusion. I laughed.


“What’s so funny?” she asked, propping herself up on one elbow, her blonde hair falling in a curtain around her face.


“Just wondering if you’re feeling more like yourself now that I’ve fucked the holiness out of you,” I said with a smirk. “You’re still acting like you’ve never done any of this before. I thought the sex was supposed to bring Emma to the surface.”


She smiled, a curious blend of Emma’s mischief and Sister Margaret’s innocence. “I am more myself. Look—” She sat up straight, her small breasts bouncing slightly with the movement. “Fuck, shit, goddamn, Jesus Christ on a bicycle!” She immediately covered her mouth, her cheeks flushing crimson. “See? I can say it, but it still feels… wrong. Like I’m wearing shoes on the wrong feet.”


“So you’re not fully Emma?”


She shook her head. “I don’t think I ever am, not completely. I’m Emma in my consciousness, in my memories, in my love for you. But I’m still experiencing everything through Lisa’s brain, her neural pathways, her hormones.” She touched her temple thoughtfully. “It’s like… I’m playing a piano I’ve never touched before. I know the song by heart, but my fingers have to learn where the keys are.”


I reached out to stroke her cheek. “That must be disorienting.”


“It is. But it’s also…” She bit her lip, that same gesture that was becoming familiar on this unfamiliar face. “It’s also incredibly fucking hot. Lisa’s body has never known any of this. Every sensation is new and intense. And there’s something about the forbidden nature of it all…” She leaned closer, her voice dropping to a whisper. “I can feel her in here, you know. Not conscious, but present. Part of her wants this, Calvin. Part of her has always wanted to know what it feels like to be filled, to be taken, to be… fucked.”


Her hand slid down my chest, fingers trailing over my stomach. “She’ll never admit it. She’ll never even know she experienced it. But right now, I can feel how her body responds to you. How wet she gets when I think about tasting your cock.”


My breath caught as her hand wrapped around my semi-hard shaft, coaxing it back to life. “Another round?” I asked, my voice rough.


“Mmm-hmm,” she nodded, sliding down my body. “I want to know what you taste like on this tongue. I want to feel you hit the back of this throat.” She positioned herself between my legs, her blue eyes looking up at me with that intoxicating mixture of innocence and desire. “I want to sin again.”


Without breaking eye contact, she lowered her head and took me into her mouth. The wet heat of her engulfed me, her inexperienced tongue exploring the contours of my cock with tentative licks that quickly grew more confident.


“Jesus,” I groaned, threading my fingers through her hair.


She pulled off just long enough to whisper, “Don’t take the Lord’s name in vain,” before swallowing me down again, deeper this time. The sight of Sister Margaret’s angelic face, her lips stretched around my cock, her eyes watering slightly as she took me deeper than her untrained throat was ready for, was almost enough to make me come right then.


She worked me with growing enthusiasm, her hands joining her mouth, stroking what she couldn’t fit. Occasionally she would pull back, gasping for air, strings of saliva connecting her lips to my cock, before diving back in with renewed determination.


“That’s it,” I encouraged her, guiding her movements with my hand in her hair. “Take it deeper. You’re doing so well.”


She moaned around me, the vibrations sending jolts of pleasure up my spine. When I felt my climax approaching, I tried to warn her, to pull her off, but she clung to me, sucking harder, her eyes locked on mine with fierce determination.


I came with a shout, flooding her mouth. She swallowed valiantly, though some escaped, trickling down her chin. When she finally released me, she licked her lips, looking both shocked and pleased with herself.


“So that’s what you taste like,” she said, wiping her chin with the back of her hand. “Salty. Not what I expected.”


I laughed, pulling her up to lie beside me. “You know damn well what I taste like.”


She grinned, resting her head on my chest. “Lisa didn’t. She never even let herself think about what cum tastes like.” She yawned, her body relaxing against mine. “But I think she liked it. I know I did.”


As she drifted off to sleep in my arms, I stared at the ceiling, wondering what tomorrow would bring. How long would Emma stay in Lisa’s body? Who would she jump to next? And how long could we go on like this, body-hopping through the world, before something went terribly wrong?


But for now, I held her close, this strange amalgamation of my wife and a nun, and allowed myself to enjoy the impossible miracle we’d been given.
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Chapter 7: Looking for a Doctor


I woke with a start, my hand automatically reaching for the warm body that should have been beside me. The sheets were cold and empty. My heart rate spiked as I sat bolt upright, suddenly wide awake.


“Lisa? Emma?” I called out, panic rising in my throat. Had the nun’s consciousness reasserted itself overnight? Had she fled in horror at what we’d done? I imagined Sister Margaret waking up naked in a strange man’s bed, the memories of our night together missing but the evidence all too clear. She’d go straight to the church. Or worse, straight to the police.


I scrambled out of bed, pulling on a pair of sweatpants. “Emma!” I shouted, louder this time, rushing toward the bedroom door.


The smell hit me before I reached the kitchen—bacon, coffee, something sweet baking. I skidded to a stop in the doorway, relief washing over me in a dizzying wave.


Lisa stood at the stove, her back to me, wearing one of my t-shirts that hung to mid-thigh on her petite frame. Her blonde hair was pulled back in a loose ponytail, and she was humming softly to herself as she flipped pancakes with practiced ease.


“You’re here,” I breathed.


She turned, spatula in hand, and smiled. It was a reserved smile, nothing like the wicked grin Emma had worn when she was Mandy, but it was genuine.


“Of course I’m here. Where else would I be?” She gestured around the kitchen. “I always help with breakfast at the convent. Sister Agnes says I make the best pancakes.” She blushed slightly. “Well, Lisa does. I do. You know what I mean.”


I moved closer, studying her. In the morning light, she looked even younger than she had yesterday, barely into her twenties. Her face was scrubbed clean, her blue eyes clear and bright. Without the nun’s habit, with just my oversized shirt and her bare legs, she looked like any young woman making breakfast for her lover—except for that air of innocence that clung to her like a subtle perfume.


“How are you feeling today?” I asked cautiously. “About… everything that happened?”


The blush deepened, spreading down her neck. “I’d rather not speak of it,” she said, turning back to the stove. “It was… it was sinful. What we did.” She flipped a pancake with perhaps more force than necessary.


“Emma—”


“It’s fine,” she cut me off, her voice softening. “I’m not… I don’t regret it. I just…” She sighed, setting down the spatula and turning to face me. “This body, this mind—it’s not used to such things. It feels ashamed, even though I know it shouldn’t.”


She stepped closer, rising on her tiptoes to press a soft kiss to my lips. It was chaste, nothing like the passionate kisses we’d shared last night, but I felt her tremble slightly before she pulled away, looking both pleased and scandalized at her own boldness.


“Goodness,” she murmured, touching her lips. “I shouldn’t… The Lord sees all.” But she didn’t look particularly concerned about divine judgment, just slightly flustered.


“Sit,” she instructed, gesturing to the table. “Breakfast is nearly ready.”


I obeyed, watching as she moved around the kitchen with a grace that seemed both familiar and foreign. She wasn’t moving like Emma, who had always been a bit clumsy in the morning. There was a precision to her movements, an economy of motion that spoke of years of disciplined routine.


When she set a plate of perfectly golden pancakes in front of me, along with bacon and fresh coffee, I couldn’t help but smile. “This looks amazing.”


“Thank you,” she said, sitting across from me with her own plate. She bowed her head briefly, murmuring what I assumed was a silent prayer, before picking up her fork.


“I found the note I left here when I was Mandy,” she said after a few bites, reaching for a folded piece of paper on the counter. “It was here in the kitchen but I don’t remember all the details.”


She handed me the paper. On it was scrawled a phone number and a name: Dr. Katherine Winters, Ph.D. Below that were hastily written instructions: “Tell her Mandy says ‘you owe me for the clinic.’ She’ll come.”


“I remember writing it. I remember thinking she’d be perfect—she’s brilliant, studying neuroscience or something similar. But I don’t know what ‘the clinic’ refers to. That must have been in Mandy’s memories, not mine.“I frowned, considering our options. “Even if we get her to come here, how do we experiment? We’d need two bodies for you to switch between, and we can’t exactly kidnap someone.”


“Actually,” Emma said, taking a sip of her coffee, “I called Father O’Brien this morning. I told him—well, Sister Margaret told him—that I had a family emergency and needed to stay away from the convent today. He was very understanding.”


I stared at her in surprise. “You called him? On what?”


She rolled her eyes, looking suddenly much more like my Emma than the demure nun of a moment ago. “On my smartphone, Calvin. For heaven’s sake, what century do you think nuns live in? We’re not completely cut off from technology.” She grabbed a sleek phone from the counter next to her. “We’re encouraged to maintain family connections. We just use them… judiciously.”


“Sorry,” I said, feeling my face heat. “I just assumed…”


“That we communicate via carrier pigeon and smoke signals?” she teased, a hint of Emma’s sarcasm breaking through Sister Margaret’s reserve. “The Lord works in mysterious ways, Calvin, including through iPhones.”


I laughed, relieved to see this flash of my wife’s personality. “So we have you for the day. That’s good. But we still need to figure out how to get Dr. Winters here without sounding like complete lunatics.”


“And if we start switching between two bodies, the other person will notice.” Emma frowned, pushing a pancake around her plate.


Yeah, that was the tricky part. Maybe that doctor could be informed of the situation and be willing to help, but Sister Margaret would definitely go running to the church or the police or both, and that would complicate everything beyond belief. Though, I didn’t think we had much of a choice. At some point we’d have to take a risk if we wanted to learn more about what was happening to Emma’s consciousness.


I studied the phone number again. “I guess there’s only one way to find out...”
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Chapter 8: Katherine


I sat on the couch, staring at my phone, the cryptic message to Dr. Katherine Winters still displayed on the screen: “From Mandy: You owe me for the clinic. Need your help urgently. Will explain in person.” Short, mysterious, and hopefully effective. We’d decided against explaining anything over text—who would believe it anyway?


Emma paced the living room, her bare feet silent on the hardwood floor. She still wore my t-shirt, though she’d added a pair of Emma’s old sweatpants that hung loose on Lisa’s smaller frame. She kept touching things—the bookshelf, the throw pillows, the framed photos—with a curious expression on her face.


“What’s it like?” I asked, watching her run her fingers over the spines of our books. “Being here, in this house?”


She turned to me, her brow furrowed. “Strange. It’s like… I know this place. I remember buying this couch with you, arguing over the color for hours.” She smiled faintly at the memory. “But at the same time, it feels completely foreign. When I was Mandy, this place felt alien too, but it was still… a normal home, you know? The kind of place a college student might visit.”


She gestured around the room. “But for Lisa—for me—this is so far removed from my life. The convent is sparse, functional. We share most spaces. The idea of owning all this…” She shook her head. “It feels almost sinful. All this space, these possessions, for just two people.”


“So what? Our life is just a distant memory? Someone else’s life? Even though you remember it?” I asked.


She bit her lip, looking troubled. “No, it’s not like... Not entirely. You, Calvin, you’re not someone else to me. I feel the connection. You are my husband, the love of my life.” She sat beside me on the couch, taking my hand in both of hers. “I feel it in my soul.”


My phone buzzed, startling us both. Katherine had replied: “What the hell? Who is this really? Mandy would never bring up the clinic. Need more details before I go anywhere.”


I showed the message to Emma, who shrugged helplessly. “I have no idea what ‘the clinic’ even refers to. It must have been important to Mandy, though.”


I typed back: “It really is from Mandy, in a way. Hard to explain over text. If ‘the clinic’ means something to you, that should be proof enough. It would be easier to show you what’s going on.”


We waited in tense silence until the phone buzzed again. “Fine. What’s the address? But I’m bringing pepper spray and my roommate knows where I’m going. This better not be some weird shit.”


I sent her our address, adding, “It’s definitely weird shit, but not dangerous. Promise.”


“Well, that’s that,” I said, setting the phone down. “Now we wait.”


Emma nodded, then wandered back to the bookshelf. She pulled out a worn copy of “The Great Gatsby”—one of her favorites—and flipped through it with a frown.


“What’s wrong?” I asked.


“I used to love this book,” she said, sounding puzzled. “I remember loving it. But now it seems… I don’t know. Frivolous? All these people with their wealth and their parties and their shallow problems.” She put it back on the shelf with a sigh. “It’s not holding my interest at all.”


I couldn’t help but laugh. “Let me guess—you prefer religious texts now? The Bible? Lives of the Saints?”


She shot me a look that was pure Emma, despite coming from Lisa’s face. “Actually, no. Lisa—I—have quite the collection of thriller novels hidden under my bed at the convent. Murder mysteries, mostly. The gorier the better.” She grinned at my surprised expression. “What? Even nuns need escapism. Sister Agnes thinks I’m reading devotionals, but I’ve got Gillian Flynn and Tana French stuffed between my mattress and box spring.”


“Sister Margaret!” I gasped in mock scandal. “I’m shocked. Absolutely shocked.”


She laughed, a sound that was becoming more familiar on Lisa’s lips. “Everyone has their secrets, Calvin. Even before… this.” She gestured to herself. “Lisa was never quite as perfect as she pretended to be.”


The thought was oddly comforting—that even before Emma had inhabited her body, Sister Margaret had her own small rebellions, her own private self that didn’t align perfectly with her public persona. It made what we were doing seem slightly less like a violation.


“How long do you think it will take Dr. Winters to get here?” Emma asked, settling onto the couch beside me.


I checked the time. “Depends on where she lives. Could be twenty minutes, could be an hour.”


Emma leaned her head against my shoulder, a gesture so familiar it made my chest ache. “I hope she can help us figure this out. I can’t keep jumping from body to body forever.”


I put my arm around her, pulling her close. “We’ll figure it out. Together.”


But as we sat there waiting, I couldn’t help wondering what would happen if we couldn’t solve this puzzle. How many bodies would Emma inhabit? How many lives would be disrupted? And what would happen to my wife if we failed?


After a while, the doorbell rang, and I felt my stomach tighten with anxiety. Emma and I exchanged a glance before I stood to answer it.


“Here we go,” I muttered, taking a deep breath before pulling the door open.


The woman standing on my porch wasn’t what I expected. When Emma had mentioned a “nerdy scientist friend,” I’d pictured someone older, despite her saying she was a friend from high school, maybe with a lab coat and a perpetual scowl. Instead, Katherine Winters looked like she’d walked straight out of some “sexy scientist” Halloween costume—minus the costume.


She was in her early twenties, with short, fiery red hair cut in a tomboyish style that somehow managed to look both practical and stylish. Freckles dusted her nose and cheeks, visible behind black-rimmed glasses that gave her an intellectual air. She wore a simple green t-shirt with some obscure science joke printed on it, fitted enough to show off curves that her lab coat probably hid most days. Her jeans were worn at the knees, and she carried a messenger bag slung across her chest.


“You’re not Mandy,” she said immediately, her eyes narrowing behind her glasses. Her voice was crisp and precise, the kind that commanded attention in lecture halls. “Who are you, and why are you using her name to get me here?”


“I’m Calvin Kent,” I said, stepping back slightly to give her space. “And no, I’m not Mandy. It’s… complicated.”


“I called Mandy,” Katherine said, not budging from the doorway. “My actual friend Mandy. She has no idea who you are or why you’d be contacting me on her behalf. Interestingly, she also can’t account for what she did yesterday, or the two days before. Complete blank.” Her hand slipped into her pocket, presumably gripping the pepper spray she’d mentioned. “So I’ll ask again: who are you, and what do you want?”


“We can explain,” Emma said, appearing beside me. Katherine’s eyes flicked to her, taking in the small blonde in oversized clothes.


“And you are?”


“My name is… Lisa,” Emma said after a slight hesitation. “Sister Margaret, actually, but Lisa is fine.”


Katherine’s eyebrows shot up. “A nun? What the hell is going on here?”


I ran a hand through my hair, struggling to find a starting point that wouldn’t sound completely insane. “Look, this is going to sound crazy, but my wife died last week. In a car accident.”


“I’m sorry for your loss,” Katherine said automatically, though her expression remained suspicious. “But what does that have to do with Mandy or me?”


“Because she’s not dead,” I blurted out. “I mean, her body is, but she’s… she’s here.” I gestured to Emma/Lisa. “She’s in there.”


Katherine took a step back. “Okay, I’m leaving now. You people are clearly—”


“Wait,” Emma said, her voice taking on that gentle but firm tone I’d noticed she used more often in Lisa’s body. “Please. We know how this sounds. But something extraordinary has happened, something beyond scientific explanation—at least, beyond our understanding of science.”


“Which is why we need you,” I added quickly. “You’re supposed to be brilliant. Mandy thought you could help us figure this out.”


“Mandy apparently doesn’t even know you,” Katherine shot back.


“Then how would we know about ‘the clinic?’” I challenged, hoping that would be enough to convince her to at least stay and listen.


Katherine’s expression shifted from suspicion to something more complex—curiosity mingled with concern. “So you’re what? A ghost? What makes you say that?”


“My consciousness transferred,” Emma said simply. “From my dead body to another woman’s, then to Mandy’s, then to my cousin at my funeral, and now to Sister Margaret’s. I retain all my memories as Emma, Calvin’s wife, but I experience the world through the brain and body I’m inhabiting.”


I expected Katherine to turn and run, but instead, she adjusted her glasses, a scientist’s calculation replacing her wariness. “That’s… not possible. Consciousness is a product of brain function. It can’t be transferred like a computer file.”


“And yet, here we are,” I said. “Look, we can prove it. My wife—inside Lisa—knows things only my wife would know. Things about me, about our life together.”


“And Mandy can’t remember the days I was in her body,” Emma added. “Just like the woman at the funeral home can’t remember preparing my body for viewing, because I was in control then.”


Katherine stood silent for a long moment, her fingers drumming against the strap of her messenger bag. Finally, she spoke. “I’m not saying I believe you. But as a neuroscientist, I’m intrigued by the hypothesis. And the fact that Mandy really does have missing time…” She took a deep breath. “Fine. I’ll come in. But I’m keeping my phone on and my pepper spray handy.”


I stepped aside, relief washing over me. “That’s fair. Thank you for giving us a chance.”


As Katherine crossed the threshold, I caught her studying Emma with intense scientific curiosity, like she was a particularly fascinating lab specimen. I couldn’t blame her—if I hadn’t experienced this firsthand, I wouldn’t believe it either.
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Chapter 3: Good Morning


Sometimes when waking up, as your brain slowly comes back to life, it can take a moment or two to re-orient yourself, to figure out where you are and why. The unfamiliar face of a twenty year old woman sleeping peacefully next to you doesn’t help. I squinted, blinking away the sleep from my eyes, and remembered everything that had happened the day before. “Shit...” I whispered, sitting up in bed and looking at my wife’s new body.


“Hm?” came a sleepy reply from the other side of the bed. Emma turned over and stretched, the sheets falling off her and revealing her bare, perky tits. She looked up at me with a smile, her eyes half closed. “Did you say something, mister?” she asked, giggling. Her voice was light and playful, her words coming out in a sing-song way.


“Just wondering how the hell this happened,” I said. I reached over and gently traced the curve of her breast with my finger, admiring its youthful firmness. I frowned, suddenly feeling uncomfortable, like I was taking advantage of a college kid. My wife may have been inside that body, but it was someone else’s body that I was enjoying.


“What?” she said, raising an eyebrow. “You don’t like my new boobs?” She pouted cutely.


I chuckled. “I do, but they’re not yours. I just want to make sure I’m not making you uncomfortable, you know?”


She sat up, the bed sheets falling further down, revealing the toned, sexy curve of her hips and stomach. “I thought I’d made that pretty clear, like, when I was riding your face last night...” she said, raising her eyebrow again. “Anyway, it feels like my boobs now.” She cupped them in her hands, lifting and jiggling them. “See?”


“Alright, alright,” I said, holding up my hands in surrender, grinning. “Just wanted to make sure.”


“Mm-hmm,” she murmured, leaning in and kissing me, her tongue slipping into my mouth, her hand reaching down and grabbing my morning wood. “And I’m sure I’ll feel the exact same way about the next pair of tits I’ll manage to borrow for you to stare at, okay?” she said with a giggle, slowly stroking my cock.


“Stare at?” I grinned.


“Or play with, suck on, whatever...” She winked, then pulled back the sheets and slid her body on top of mine.


“How are you feeling?” I asked as she settled herself against me. “Do you still feel like Emma? More like yourself?”


“A bit less after waking up, I think.” She held my dick between her legs, teasing her pussy lips with the head, her warm wetness sending shivers down my spine. “Let’s fix that, okay?”


A phone buzzed on the bedside table. Emma glanced over at it. “Shit,” she said, sighing.


“What?”


“It’s my sister...” She picked up the phone and swiped the screen.


“Your sister?” I asked, confused. Why would Ashley be texting her? Had she been in contact with her family since her sudden resurrection?


“I mean Mandy’s sister. She wants to know where I am,” she said, quickly tapping on the screen. “I don’t usually spend the night out, I guess.”


I slowly stroked her thighs as she texted, enjoying the smooth, silky feeling of her warm skin. She had a small butterfly tattoo on her ankle that looked brand new. I ran my fingers along the lines of ink, wondering what the story was there. “How does a hottie like Mandy manage to stay pure for so long in college?” I wondered out loud, still stroking the butterfly. “She looks like the type of girl that gets around.”


“Fuck you, Cal,” she groaned, looking at me and frowning. “What is that supposed to even mean?” she added, sounding annoyed.


Shit, was she taking it personally? “I didn’t mean you, Em, sorry... I was just curious, that’s all.”


“Right...” she muttered. She put the phone down and looked at me, her eyes narrowing. “Well, maybe girls don’t always want to jump into bed with some random dude they met at the club.”


“Fair enough...”


“Or maybe some girls don’t have time for dating, especially when they work full time and take night classes.” She pushed her phone away and climbed off of me.


I looked at her, a bit confused. “You’re really mad at me?”


She sighed and rubbed her face. “No, yes... I don’t know...” She turned back to me. “I’m not just like, a ghost pulling strings inside some other chick’s body, Cal.” She pointed at her chest, tapping it. “I’m actually in her head, okay? When you’re mean to her, you’re being mean to me, too, you get it?”


I nodded, realizing she was right. “That was insensitive of me. I didn’t mean it that way, Em. I’m sorry.”


“Ah! Don’t worry about it, old man,” she said, smiling. “I mean, I’m not really sure how to deal with all this shit either.”


Right, she was struggling with her new reality as much as I was. “Listen, I guess embracing this weird paranormal situation is nice and all, but the truth is we don’t really understand how it works, right?”


“Right...” she said, nodding. “So?”


I shook my head. “So maybe we still ought to do a bit of research on our own before we just give up trying to understand what’s happening, yeah?”


Emma chuckled. “You wanna science the shit outta me?” She laughed.


“Well, you are a pretty unique phenomenon, aren’t you?”


“Yeah, I suppose, Mister Scientist.”


“I’m no scientist,” I said, sitting up in bed, “but that doesn’t mean we shouldn’t try to understand what’s going on. Though I guess real scientists would freak out if they found out about you.”


“Definitely,” Emma agreed. “They’d probably lock me in some sort of secret lab and stick electrodes in my brain to see what happened.” She shivered, hugging her knees. “No thanks.”


“I wouldn’t let that happen,” I said, wrapping my arm around her, kissing her softly on her shoulder. “We’ll figure it out together.”


She snuggled up to me and rested her head on my chest. “Okay, Mister Scientist,” she whispered. She sighed happily and closed her eyes, relaxing against me. “You know what?” she asked after a while, breaking the peaceful silence that had settled over the room.


“What?” I asked, stroking her hair.


“There’s that girl I know from high school... Well, that Mandy knows,” she said, sitting up. “Big nerd, she was in all the advanced science classes, graduated early, went to some fancy university, got her PhD, or Masters, or whatever.”


I frowned. “I thought we just agreed no scientists?”


She smirked, a mischievous twinkle in her eye. “What if I am the scientist?”


I blinked, trying to process what she meant. “What if you’re the... Wait, are you saying what I think you’re saying?”


“I’m saying, what if I take over her body? I’ll become the scientist, and then I’ll science the shit outta me, right?”


That wasn’t such a bad idea, actually. But I had to laugh at the thought of Emma suddenly turning into a nerd.


My wife noticed my expression. “She’s hot too,” she teased “In a hot lesbian bookworm type of way.” She giggled. “You’d like her.”


I rolled my eyes. “You know that doesn’t really matter, Em.”


She pressed a finger against my lips, shushing me. “Don’t even, Cal. You were totally checking me out in Mandy’s body.” She grinned. “I saw you. You’re still doing it right now.”


“I was checking YOU out, Em. Not her,” I lied, kissing the tip of her finger.


“Mmhmm,” she hummed doubtfully. “Sure, mister. You weren’t checking these out at all, were you?” she asked, taking my hands and putting them on her breasts, winking at me. “Or this?” She slid my left hand down her stomach and between her legs. “Come on, Cal. Admit it. You were super turned on when I came at you in Mandy’s body. You couldn’t wait to get inside her panties.”


If it was a trap, I couldn’t help but fall into it. I groaned as my fingers slipped into her tight pussy, feeling her wetness. Emma moaned and pushed herself against me, grinding her hips. “I was turned on,” I admitted, kissing her, “I just don’t want you to take it the wrong way.”


She rolled her eyes, her childish pout returning. “Let’s make things clear, Cal. I’m myself but, like, I feel like Mandy too. I don’t really mind you checking her out because in a way it’s like you’re checking ME out, you know?”


“We were talking about that nerdy friend of yours...”


“Exactly!” She grinned. “And I’ll be her, too. And then you can check me out in her body, and it’ll be fine.”


I nodded, still a bit uncomfortable with the idea, but I could see the logic. “Okay.”


She laughed, seeing my expression. “Okay, okay, maybe there’s also some of that weird arousal thing going on too.” She looked at me sheepishly. “Since I came back it’s like... I can’t stop thinking about pleasing you. I’m, like, really horny all the time. I don’t think it’s just Mandy, or Clara, I think it’s, like, me? Pleasing you feels... super important...”


Whatever had brought her back to life had definitely changed her. We sure hadn’t fucked the way we did last night in ages. It was like a hunger, an all consuming desire that couldn’t be sated. I didn’t need a PhD to figure out that her constant arousal, aimed at me, had something to do with the fact making me cum seemed to strengthen her hold on the body she was in. Was I her battery?


A phone buzzed again. It was my turn this time. I reached out and grabbed it, glancing at the screen. A wave of dread washed over me, sobering me up immediately. “Fuck,” I groaned.


“What?”


“It’s Ashley. She’s asking me what time we’re supposed to meet up at the cemetery tomorrow.”


“Oh...” Emma whispered. “Shit.”


I shook my head, sighing. “I was supposed to go over the last details for the burial with her.” The burial of my wife, currently straddling me in the naked body of a twenty year old girl. Flashes of Emma’s corpse lying peacefully in that open casket flashed through my mind, making me queasy. For a moment, the teenager on top of me seemed like a stranger, Mandy, her big innocent eyes staring at me, her hands on my chest. “Should I tell her?” I wondered out loud.


“Tell her what, that I’m back from the dead?” She scoffed. “Why?”


“Because she’s your sister. She’s suffering too. We shouldn’t keep it from her.”


Emma shook her head, frowning slightly. “I’m sorry for her but... I don’t know... The more people who know, the more complicated things become, right?”


She had a point, but still. I felt guilty. “So what? I just go to the funeral, stand next to her, and watch the casket being lowered into the ground, knowing the whole time it’s not you in there?”


She shrugged, as if the thought didn’t bother her at all. “Sure. I mean, what’s the alternative, Cal? You tell Ashley I’m alive, then we tell Mom and Dad? What about my friends, huh?” I gulped, seeing where she was going with this. “If you don’t go to the funeral, it’ll look weird. People might start to suspect something.”


I couldn’t argue with her. I grabbed my head in my hands, groaning. “I can’t do this,” I mumbled. “I’m losing my mind.”


Emma sighed and took my hand. She kissed my palm, softly. “I’ll come with you.”


I looked up at her. “What? You’re not serious!”


“Hey! It’s my own god damned funeral, Cal! Why can’t I go?”


I laughed despite myself. “This is so fucked up.”


Mandy’s phone buzzed again. Emma frowned and picked it up. “I really need to get going though. My parents are worried about me. And, um, I have a shift this afternoon.”


I couldn’t help but smile at that. Even in death, life continued. “Right. We wouldn’t want to ruin Mandy’s life. Especially if you’re already planning to jump ship, huh?” I teased.


She climbed off my lap and stretched, yawning. “I’ll go home, talk to them, let them know I’m okay, and tomorrow I’ll meet you at the funeral. After that, I’ll go find the girl and, well, you know.” She smirked, then bent down to pick up her underwear from the floor. She slipped her panties on and then looked at me over her shoulder. “Why don’t you go ahead and, um, text Ashley?” She smiled. “I’m gonna go take a shower, okay?”


“Right...” I said, watching her naked body disappear behind the bathroom door.
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Chapter 2: Another One


I spent the evening drinking myself stupid. Not a great idea. But it was either that or spend the evening thinking about... everything. That was something I didn’t want to do, not tonight. I wanted to shut off my mind and let the world fade away. I imagine others would have jumped at the chance of their dead spouse somehow magically returning to life in another body, but I found myself resisting the idea. It was too easy, too perfect, too absurd. As I turned around and around in my bed that night, I even wondered if I had imagined the whole thing. That made sense. It was the most likely explanation. I just created the whole scenario in my head to try to deal with my loss, that was all. Yet, as the morning light streamed in through the bedroom window, and with a headache from hell, I suddenly found myself hoping it was true. I couldn’t wait for the day to pass so I could find out once and for all if what happened yesterday was real. I literally couldn’t wait. I got into my car and drove back to the funeral home.


I waited in the parking lot, in the same spot I had been in yesterday. I hadn’t had breakfast or lunch and my stomach rumbled angrily, but the thought of food made me feel nauseated. I just stared at the entrance, watching the seconds tick by. Peter the bald undertaker opened the front door and stepped in. The fog that hung low to the ground began to burn off in the early morning sun as the street lamps clicked off. Finally, Clara, or Emma, whoever, appeared, getting out of a small Honda Civic and walking toward the entrance.


I got out of my car and didn’t even bother to close the door behind me. “Emma!” I shouted, but she didn’t turn around. “Emma! Wait!”


She paused at the door and spun around. She looked at me with confusion, like she didn’t know who I was. “Can I help you?” she asked.


I stopped dead. “Emma...” I was at a loss for words.


She raised an eyebrow and frowned. “I think you have me confused with someone else.”


I felt so fucking dumb standing there. I had driven all the way down here in a daze like some lovesick teenager to find out it was all just a bad dream. “You don’t remember? What you told me yesterday?”


Clara shook her head, looking uneasy. “Erm... I’m sorry. The last few days are a bit of a blur for me... I think I may have had an episode or something.” She seemed a bit worried about her own sanity. “I hope I didn’t say anything too weird.”


“No,” I said, feeling numb and empty. “It’s fine. We just... talked about my wife. That’s all.” I couldn’t help myself. I felt tears welling up in my eyes and I didn’t want to cry in front of her.


She seemed to realize who I was. “Oh, of course, Mr. Kent,” she mumble. “I’m very sorry for your loss.” Her eyes flickered down to the open car door behind me.


I nodded and stared at her pretty eyes, hoping to catch some glimpse of my wife in them, but there was nothing there. “Right, I’m sorry to have bothered you.” I walked away in a daze, feeling my whole world come crashing down again. I heard the funeral home’s door open and close behind me.


I sat back in my car, gripping the steering wheel and sobbing. Why did my brain have to play such cruel jokes on me? To make me believe for one fleeting moment that my wife was somehow back, then rip her away again? How was that part of any healthy coping mechanism?


I turned the ignition and drove home, my vision blurred by tears. I didn’t know what I was going to do with myself now. A week of recovery, if you could call it that, felt wasted. I was back to square one. Back to the moment they called me and told me my wife’s car had been hit by a semi. Back to that moment of pure, unadulterated despair.


But as I pulled into my driveway, a young girl in her early twenties was waiting for me in front of the door. She was wearing a casual t-shirt and jeans, her dark hair pulled back into a pony tail, her hands thrust into her pockets. She stared at me as I got out of the car, her face set in an expression of determination, her jaw moving up and down, clearly chewing some gum. She had a bubbly, kind of innocent look to her, but her demeanor was confident, like she knew exactly what she was doing here.


“Hi?” I said, confused.


“Calvin!” she called out, her voice excited and happy. She almost threw herself at me and wrapped her arms around my waist.


I gently pushed her away, holding her at arm’s length, eyebrows furrowed. “Okay, now, who the hell are you?”


She laughed and smacked me on the shoulder. “Calvin, it’s me! Emma!” She was practically bouncing up and down, her eyes wide with excitement. “I mean, I get it. You’d never guess this was me, would you? I’m Mandy...” she gestured to herself, “I mean, she’s Mandy. But I’m also Emma!” She giggled and then seemed to realize how she looked. “Sorry! I’m... Mandy’s not Clara, for sure!” She giggled again. “But I’m me, for sure! Emma, I mean!”


My head was spinning. I stumbled backwards until I felt the car behind me and leaned against it for support.


“Calvin!” the girl cried out, reaching toward me. “Are you okay?”


I shook my head, trying to make sense of what she’d just said. “How?” I muttered. “I don’t understand...” Was this another trick? Another dream?


She shrugged and gave me a lopsided smile. “Okay, so, yesterday, after I left the funeral home, I had to buy groceries for her husband or whatever, and I went to the store where I work. I mean, Mandy works, and when I got there, I touched her at the cash register, and suddenly, bam! I’m in her body instead of Clara’s, and I remember everything she knows!” She looked down at herself and smirked, still chewing loudly on her gum. “I’m Mandy now, not Clara! Crazy, right?!”


I rubbed my forehead and sighed. I felt like running away, but I wasn’t about to back down from a second chance at... Whatever the fuck this was. “So, wait,” I said, still trying to wrap my head around this. “You still remember being Clara?”


“No.” She looked down at herself and shrugged. “I mean, yeah, I remember when I was her, you know, but I don’t remember the rest of her life, just mine, now. I mean Mandy’s... Oh and Emma’s, duh!”


I looked at the front door of the house and then back at the young girl. “Wanna come inside?”


She grinned. “Sure!” She bounded up to the door, waiting for me to catch up. I opened the door and she skipped inside. “Finally!” she cried out. “Home sweet home!” She dropped her purse on the kitchen table and spun around the room. “So it’s like, for example, I remember putting Clara’s kids to bed when I was her, but I can’t remember their names now.” She opened one of the top drawers and grabbed a bottle of wine, then turned and immediately found where the glasses were and poured us both a drink, just like Emma used to do after a long day.


I watched her, mesmerized, still not sure if I should be believing any of this. If this was my wife, she certainly was much more energetic and bubbly than she used to be. But then again, what other explanation was there? She even knew where to find the cork screw... She raised her glass and giggled again. “I’m not even old enough to drink yet!” she said, before taking a sip. She groaned and coughed. “Oh god, this is disgusting!” She laughed. “I guess Mandy’s more into soda and energy drinks...”


“Emma...” I said.


“Oh! Don’t worry! I’m legal, in case that’s what you’re wondering,” she said with a wink. She seemed to realize I was struggling with this and her expression turned serious, though more like the seriousness of an eight year old trying to act adult. She put down the glass and sat at the kitchen table, folding her hands in front of her. “Sorry... Must be weird, huh?”


I scoffed and sat down across from her. “You could say that.”


“Calvin, it’s really me,” she said, looking me deep in the eyes. “I know I’m acting a bit strange... It’s like, Mandy, the girl whose body I’m in, has different feelings about things, you know?”


“How the hell did you get inside her body?” I asked. “Where is the real Mandy?”


She shrugged. “I don’t know. It’s like, I can go inside the body of whoever I touch. I think?”


This was mental. “What about Clara?”


“What about her?”


“Is she back to herself? You know, her husband and kids?”


She raised her eyebrow and tilted her head. “I guess? I mean, she looked a bit confused after we, um, switched. Like she didn’t know what she was doing at the grocery store.”


I stared at her for a few seconds, trying to figure this out. It was impossible. There was no way any of this could be happening. I don’t know how long I sat there, just staring at her, before she reached out and touched my hand.


“Calvin... I’m sorry. I can’t even imagine how weird this is for you.” Her tone was soft and gentle but still had the inflection of a teenager. It sounded a bit forced, like she wasn’t used to talking that way. “But we’re back together now, right?” She smiled.


I scoffed. “Back together? You’re in a twenty year old’s body!”


She giggled. “So?”


“So what? You’re gonna take over...” I trailed off, looking at her. “What’s your name again?”


“Mandy,” she said, frowning a little. “And it’s not my name. I’m Emma. I’m inside Mandy.” She was pouting. Actually pouting. “Okay, maybe I’m kinda her too, but mostly I’m Emma!”


“You’re gonna take over Mandy’s life?”


“Why not?” she said, shrugging. “I don’t wanna go back to being dead!”


“But what about her? She’s not dead. She’s still got a whole life to live.” I shook my head. “This is fucked up. What about her family? Her friends? You expect them to be fine with her settling down with some forty something dude? You can’t just waltz into her life and pretend to be her!”


She crossed her arms, looking offended. “And what about me? I don’t deserve a life anymore?”


I rubbed my temples. “That’s not what I mean.” Jesus Christ. Was I really arguing against having my wife back? A hotter, younger version of her, kinda? I couldn’t help but notice how cute Mandy was, in a youthful, innocent way. I had long stopped noticing girls that age, but it was difficult to ignore now, the familiar way she looked at me, the love in her eyes. I looked down at the table, avoiding her gaze, but it was too late. My wife knew me better than that.


“Hey...” she smirked. “I don’t look too bad, do I?” She leaned forward, her shirt hanging open just enough to reveal her deep, smooth cleavage. I looked away, feeling guilty. “Tell you what... What if I kept switching?”


I looked at her, confused. “Huh?”


She was grinning again. “Yeah! I keep switching bodies! That way no one notices! Mandy’s life won’t change too much! She’ll just be confused, right?” She was excited now. “I can be anyone you want! Anytime you want!” She stood up and moved closer, sitting on the edge of the table, facing me, her legs dangling, her hands gripping the table’s edge, biting her lower lip seductively. “It’s weird, but like, I’m horny all the time in Mandy’s body... Do you think it’s cause she’s young?” I cleared my throat, trying to look anywhere but her tight, perky breasts, the swell of her hips, her lean, toned stomach, but it was no use. “Nah... Probably not...” she said, leaning forward until her face was close to mine. “I was just as horny when I was Clara, and she’s old, like, my age.”


I swallowed nervously. “I don’t know if...”


Her hands reached down and unbuckled my pants. I didn’t stop her. “You know what’s funny?” she asked, her voice low and husky. “I’ve never had sex before. I mean, Mandy hasn’t.” I moaned as she pulled my hard cock out of my pants and started stroking it. She giggled nervously, blushing. “Oh that’s, like, super weird, huh? I feel like this is brand new to me.” She looked at me and smirked. “But I know exactly how you like it...”


I closed my eyes, my breath coming short and fast, trying to control myself. Her pace increased, her grip tightening. Her other hand slipped between her legs, rubbing herself through her jeans. “Emma,” I croaked, reaching out to her, but before I could stop her, she had lowered herself to her knees and wrapped her lips around my rock hard dick. “Fuck...” I whispered.


She looked up at me as she sucked, her big, doe-like eyes wide with excitement, her cheeks flushed with desire. She let out a low, throaty groan, her mouth full of my cock. I couldn’t resist. Adrenaline rushed through me, my heart pounding, my body shaking. This was wrong, so fucking wrong... It felt like... cheating? But it was Emma. I was sure of it now. But it wasn’t Emma. Not entirely. It was Mandy too, her whole, bubbly, innocent persona. It was my wife in a stranger’s body, in a stranger’s brain. My wife who had died, who I had never thought I’d see again, who I had never thought I’d touch again. I let out a loud moan as I felt the familiar sensation of my orgasm building inside me.


I looked down at her, her eyes closed as she sucked, and I grabbed her hair, pushing her further down onto my cock, feeling her lips tighten around the base of my shaft, her throat bulging. I thrust into her mouth, my balls slapping against her chin, her moans muffled by my thick, throbbing dick. I couldn’t hold back any longer. I let out a strangled cry as my cum filled her mouth, my body tensing up, my hands gripping her hair, pulling her close, holding her in place as I came.


When it was over, I let go of her and collapsed into a chair, panting heavily. I looked down at her, still kneeling at my feet, her face red, her chest heaving as she caught her breath. Her eyes were wide open now, staring up at me in shock. “You alright?” I asked, suddenly worried I had hurt her. I had been so rough, but I was so horny, I hadn’t been able to control myself.


“Honey, I’m absolutely fucking fantastic,” she said, then giggled. She swallowed, licking her lips. “Things feel a lot clearer all of a sudden. I feel more like me. Like Emma.” She somehow didn’t sound as childishly exuberant as before. It was still her voice, but the inflection, the tone, it was more like my wife.


“I didn’t know my sperm was magical...” I said, smirking.


“Seriously, Calvin,” she said, standing up and wiping her mouth. “I feel more like myself. More than before.”


“Okay...”


She grinned. “Maybe we should keep doing it... Just in case?”


I laughed and pulled her toward me. She sat on my lap and kissed me. I wrapped my arms around her and held her tight. “Maybe...” I whispered. My wife was back... She really was back...


“Ah! I guess I made a pretty good point there, huh?” she said, grinding her ass against my spent cock. I moaned and kissed her neck. “I’ve got two other points here, too, if you’re interested,” she teased, grabbing my hands and slipping them underneath her shirt. Her skin was warm and smooth and soft. I squeezed her firm breasts, feeling the hard nubs of her nipples beneath the thin fabric of her bra.


“Alright, alright,” I said, chuckling, “you win. I don’t know what the fuck is going on, but I’m not gonna question it anymore. If this is some insane dream, or a delusion, or if you’re really my wife somehow, I don’t care.”


“Sweet way of going about it, Cal,” she said, then giggled. “I don’t really care either. It’s good to be back.”


“You really do sound more like yourself...” I said, looking into her eyes.


“I feel more like myself,” she said, nodding. “Like, I’m more me now. Like, Mandy’s in the background somewhere, but I’m up front.” She shrugged. “It felt a bit like the opposite before, you know? I was kinda just watching from the background. Still in control but with more... layers?”


I didn’t really understand. “So... You think sex is making you more... yourself?”


She shrugged again. “Not the weirdest thing that’s happened in the last few days, right?”


“Definitely not.”


“Now that I think about it... I felt more like myself when I first woke up inside Clara’s body.” She looked thoughtful. “But over time I started to feel more and more like her.” That was a creepy thought. She was slowly becoming whoever she inhabited? Slowly fading away? Unless...


I snorted. “So... What? If we keep fucking, you’ll stay you?”


She laughed and kissed me. “Well... Let’s not take any chances.” She grabbed my hand and pulled me to my feet. “Come on, let’s go upstairs,” she said, leading the way. “Let’s see how much more me I can be.”
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Subtitle: After losing his wife Emma, Calvin believes his own life is over, but when she returns as a ghost, able to possess any woman she touches, their grief collides with a reality neither of them knows how to navigate.


Emma survives by inhabiting other women. But the longer she stays inside them, the more she starts thinking like them, wanting like them, slipping away from herself. The only thing that pulls her back, that keeps her anchored as Emma, is sex with Calvin.


But how do you love someone when you no longer know where they end and someone else begins?

    
    





Chapter 1: Death


There are moments when the only reason you keep going is because your world has become so meaningless that stopping seems just as pointless. You let the disgusting wave of reality carry you forward, not really caring where it takes you.


That was me, emotionless as the overly polite bald undertaker gestured for me to enter the room where my wife’s body awaited. I paused in the doorway, wondering if this really was how I wanted to remember her.


The undertaker sensed my hesitation and took that half step toward me. “Our cosmetologist was able to work some magic,” he said reassuringly. “I’m sure you’ll be quite pleased with her appearance.”


I doubted it. I doubted anyone even managed to find all the pieces, much less put them back together. I walked into the room anyway, because that was where the current took me.


She looked good. Better than I thought she would. Not great, but pretty damn close. The undertaker was right. They had done a lot with what they had to work with. She seemed asleep rather than dead, laying there on display in her open casket. It was almost enough to fool me into thinking everything was going to be okay, like she was just taking a nap and any minute now she’d wake up and tell me how stupid I looked standing there gawking at her.


“I’ll leave you alone so you can say goodbye,” the undertaker said behind me, then vanished as he closed the door.


Goodbye? Yeah. Goodbye to my sanity, to any semblance of a normal life. Fifteen years and half of me gone in one stupid accident. One single moment in time, and my world shattered like glass. Looking at her lying there, I wanted nothing more than to let the wave carry me to the other side where I wouldn’t have to feel anything anymore.


I noticed my reflection in the glass of the window behind her coffin. I looked just as dead as she did, only still moving, which in my case might be considered a curse. The man in the window had no life left in his eyes, no hope or dreams, no purpose or direction. Just a middle-aged with a circle of greying red hair around his head, his suit a little too tight around his middle, his face pale and haggard, green eyes bloodshot from a week of not enough sleep, too much whiskey and more tears than he ever thought he’d cry.


“Psst!” The hiss came from my left. “Calvin!”


I turned toward the sound and saw a woman in her thirties beckoning me from behind a slightly open door across the room. She looked both embarrassed and excited, like she had accidentally uncovered some big secret but wasn’t quite sure what to do next. She was wearing a white blouse with black slacks and an apron with the funeral home’s logo on it. I guessed she worked here.


“Yes?” I asked wearily. This day just kept getting better and better.


She whispered, “Okay this is going to sound weird but bear with me, okay?” Her face flushed red like she was asking me out on a date.


“Uh, sure.” I glanced back at my wife lying peacefully in her casket. Just once I wished something today would make sense.


The woman stepped forward, peeking over my shoulder to make sure no one else was around, then said, “I hate chocolate...”


It took me a second to process that. My heart started beating faster, pumping ice cold blood through my veins. I could hear my pulse pounding in my ears. “Excuse me?”


She leaned forward until our eyes were only inches apart, staring deep into my soul. She was shaking. “The blue monkey!” she hissed frantically. “Your father’s house! The blue monkey!”


I didn’t mean to but I grabbed her shoulders and pushed her against the wall. Hard. Pictures rattled as my voice cracked. I wanted to scream at her, to get her to shut up, to tell me how she knew those things, but all I managed to croak out was, “What did you say?”


She started crying. Big tears streaming down her cheeks as she shook harder. For some reason she looked... relieved? “Calvin!” she wailed. “It’s me! I know it doesn’t make any fucking sense but it’s me!” She wrapped her arms around me and buried her face in my chest, sobbing.


My wife was dead. What the hell was this lady talking about? Nothing made sense anymore. I hugged her back for some reason I couldn’t understand. She felt familiar in my arms. Comfortable. Like we had done this a thousand times before.


Her muffled voice said, “I don’t know what happened... Last thing I remember is the car flipping over...” She shuddered again. “Then I was me, I mean, Clara... I mean this woman whose body I’m in.” She sniffed, wiped her nose, then looked down at herself. “And I know everything about her life but I still feel like me, Calvin!” She was looking up at me now, pleading for help, “Do you know what happened?


“Listen, erm, Clara, right?” I gently pushed her away from me. “I think maybe you should go lie down somewhere. You seem pretty upset.” I needed to sit down too. Maybe then the world would stop spinning.


She was getting frustrated. Her eyebrows narrowed as she shook my hands off her shoulders. “Calvin! I’m not crazy! Don’t you dare treat me like I am!”


Shit, now she really sounded like my wife. I stared at her, not really knowing what to do or say. Was this were the current was taking me? To madness? That actually sounded kinda nice.


The door to the viewing room opened and the undertaker stepped in, eyeing the woman suspiciously. “Everything okay in here?” he asked with that fake smile of his plastered on his face.


The woman who claimed to be my dead wife looked back and forth between us. “Yes, sorry Peter,” she said sheepishly. “I was just, huh, showing Mr. Kent here the work we’ve done on his wife’s makeup.” She eyed Emma’s corpse with a weird look on her face, fascination mixed with disgust.


Peter relaxed his stance a bit but still watched the woman warily. “Right, well, I think it best if you take your break now.” He motioned for her to leave.


The woman clenched her teeth, shot me a desperate glance, then said, “Of course.” She walked past Peter and disappeared through the door behind him.


Peter closed it and turned toward me. “Sorry about that. Sometimes our staff gets a little too involved with the families of our guests.” His fake smile returned as he gestured toward the casket. “Would you like more time alone with your wife?”


I shook my head. “No. I think I’d like to go home now.” I walked toward the exit without waiting for a response.


I got into my car and sat there staring at nothing. My thoughts were racing. What the hell had just happened? How could that woman know those things she knew? Who was she really? Was it possible my wife had somehow come back to life inside the body of another woman? I burst out laughing hysterically. Jesus Christ, I really had lost it.


I didn’t realize how long I had been sitting there until someone knocked on my window. It was the woman again, looking down at me worriedly. I rolled down the window.


She knelt down so we were face to face. “Calvin Richard Kent, don’t you dare give up on me! Do you hear me?!”


I blinked. She had this woman’s face, this woman’s voice, but the way she talked, the fire in her eyes, the determination... “Emma?”


She smiled and nodded. Tears started rolling down her cheeks again. “Yes Calvin. It’s me. I don’t know what the fuck happened but it’s me!”


I opened the passenger door and she sat down next to me. Was I diving deeper into insanity or had I just found a life raft? I studied her closely, looking for some sign this was all just a dream. She was cute. She had dark hair pulled into a bun and bright green eyes that pierced right through me.


“Alright... Emma,” it hurt to even say her name, “I’ll play along. Say you are my dead wife. Just... how?”


She frowned, staring straight ahead through the windshield. “When I woke up inside my... her body, I had my hand on my old body, the one that’s dead. One minute I was just Clara, starting my shift, doing my job, and the next I was Emma inside Clara’s body, with her memories, her thoughts, her feelings, but also me!” She turned toward me and grabbed my hands. “Fuck, Calvin... Am I me or am I just Clara with my memories? I’m so confused... Please help me! I don’t want to lose you, Calvin.”


I burst out laughing, nervously at first, then harder and harder, until I was gripping my sides, tears running down my face, unable to breathe. My dead wife didn’t want to lose me. That was just so rich. So god damned funny. “Wait... So what? You put your body back together?” I said, wiping my eyes with the back of my hand. She just looked at me blankly, not seeing the humor in it at all.


“Yeah... That was fucking strange.” She shivered. “But it felt normal. My daily routine, except I was working on myself.” She chuckled nervously. “Jesus, Calvin, I’ve spent the last couple days pretending to be Clara! I kissed her husband, slept in her bed, took care of her kids. It all felt natural. But I also felt guilty, like I was a spy in her house, you know?”


“Yeah.” I didn’t know. I didn’t know anything anymore. “Listen, Emma,” I said, not quite believing the words coming out of my mouth. “Why don’t you come over to my place tomorrow and we can talk, okay?”


“But...” she started, then stopped, her eyebrows furrowed in concentration. “I can’t... I mean, what am I going to do? I can’t keep pretending to be someone else!”


I didn’t have an answer for that. I was overwhelmed. I couldn’t handle this. Not right now. Not after today. I needed time to think. “Just give me some time. Please. Let’s talk tomorrow. Maybe we’ll figure this out. I’ll give you my address, okay?”


“I know our fucking address!” she snapped. “I’m your wife!”


I nodded slowly. “Yeah... Sorry... I’ll see you tomorrow then, okay?”


“When?”


“At the end of your... Clara’s shift?”


She pursed her lips but nodded. “Fine. I’ll see you tomorrow.” She got out of the car and walked back into the funeral home, her hands stuffed into the pockets of her apron, looking like a teenager being sent to her room. Part of me wanted to drive away as fast as I could and never look back, but a bigger part of me wanted to hold her, to kiss her, to tell her everything was going to be okay. The waves of reality were starting to make me seasick.
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Chapter 4: The Funeral


The next day was a beautiful, sunny morning, a nice change from the cold and rain. I stood outside the cemetery, waiting for Emma. A crowd of people were gathered near the entrance, talking amongst themselves. My in-laws, some distant relatives, and some friends were all here, looking solemn and sad.


Shaking hands, pretending to care, I felt like a total fraud. I kept glancing over my shoulder, hoping to see a young girl with dark hair walking through the cemetery gates, but there was no sign of her.


“I don’t know how you even do it,” a voice said beside me. I turned to see Ashley, Emma’s sister, looking at me with concern. She was dressed in a simple black dress, her blonde hair pulled back in a loose ponytail. She looked so much like Emma it hurt. “I feel like I’m about to throw up.”


“Just doing my best to look like I’m fine,” I said. I glanced at the casket, resting on a pedestal. It was open, and there she was, the empty shell that had once housed my wife’s soul. It was surreal, standing here, mourning someone who wasn’t really gone. “Or maybe not fine, but the socially acceptable level of not fine...”


She nodded, understanding. “You too?” She scoffed. I could see the pain in her eyes, the slight tremble in her hands as she clutched her purse. She was devastated, but she was good at hiding it. That was Ashley for you. Always the strong one.


She looked around the cemetery, her eyes narrowing as she spotted someone in the crowd. “God, look at Veronica,” she muttered, nodding toward a woman standing a few feet away. “She’s actually enjoying this.”


I followed her gaze and saw a woman in her thirties, dressed in an expensive-looking black dress that hugged her curves a bit too tightly for a funeral. Her makeup was immaculate, her hair styled in a way that suggested she had spent hours in front of a mirror. She was standing next to a balding man who I assumed was her husband, laughing quietly at something he had said, then quickly covering her mouth with her hand and pretending to wipe away a tear.


“Who is she again?” I asked, though I vaguely remembered Emma mentioning her a few times.


“Our cousin,” Ashley said, her voice dripping with disdain. “Dad’s brother’s daughter. She and Emma couldn’t stand each other. Look at her, pretending to be sad.” She scoffed. “She’s probably already planning what to wear to the next funeral.”


I watched as Veronica made her way through the crowd, stopping to hug people, her face contorting into an exaggerated mask of grief every time she approached someone new. It was like watching a bad actress in a B-movie.


“She asked me earlier if I you were planning to sell Emma’s jewelry,” Ashley continued, her voice low. “Can you believe that? She didn’t even wait until the funeral was over.”


I shook my head, disgusted. “Jesus.”


“Yeah.” Ashley sighed, then looked at the open casket. “Emma would have hated this whole thing, you know. All these people pretending to care.”


“You’re sarcastic enough on her behalf to make up for it,” I said, trying to lighten the mood. Ashley laughed, a genuine one this time. The two sisters were quite different, but shared a very similar sense of humor.


“Yeah, well,” she said, “I’ll do my best to make her proud.”


I wrapped my arm around her shoulder, giving her a half hug. “She was proud of you, Ash. Very proud. You know that, right?”


She looked up at me, tears in her eyes, and gave me a weak smile. I felt a sudden wave of guilt wash over me. She had no idea that her sister was still here, that she was alive in another body.


I looked around again, hoping to see Emma, but there was still no sign of her. Where the hell was she? “You alright?” Ashley asked. “I mean, relatively speaking, obviously.”


“Yeah, I’m okay,” I said. “Just thinking about Emma, you know? Wondering what she would say if she could see us here.” Subtle, Cal. Real subtle.


Ashley smiled, a genuine smile that reached her eyes. “She’d be proud of you too, Calvin.” She glanced at the casket again, then back at me. “She’d want us to remember her as she was, not…” She gestured vaguely at the coffin.


I nodded, understanding. “Not as an empty shell.”


Ashley nodded slowly. “I guess that’s one way to look at it.” She sighed, then straightened her shoulders. “I should go say hello to Aunt Martha before she thinks I’m avoiding her.” She squeezed my arm one last time. “Hang in there, Calvin.”


I watched her walk away, her head held high despite the weight of her grief. I turned back to the casket, looking at the peaceful face of my wife’s body. It was strange how detached I felt from it now. It wasn’t Emma anymore. Emma was out there somewhere, in Mandy’s body, making her way here. At least, I hoped she was.


I continued to shake hands, my mind drifting further away with each sympathetic nod and murmured condolence. Mrs. Henderson from next door, my boss from work, Emma’s old college roommate—their faces blurred together as I scanned the crowd for Mandy. Where the hell was she? The uncertainty was eating away at me. Had something happened? Had Emma lost her grip on Mandy’s consciousness?


“Such a tragedy,” said someone—I didn’t even register who—as they patted my shoulder and moved on.


I caught Veronica staring at me from across the small gathering. When our eyes met, she had the audacity to wink at me, her red-painted lips curling into what I suppose she thought was a seductive smile. I felt my stomach turn. Her husband was right beside her, oblivious, as she dabbed at perfectly dry eyes with a lace handkerchief that probably cost more than my suit. Every few minutes, she’d let out a theatrical sigh loud enough for everyone to hear, then immediately return to whispering and giggling with another woman. She was like a caricature of grief, a performance so bad it would have been comical if it weren’t so disrespectful.


The priest approached me, his face a practiced mask of professional sympathy. “Mr. Kent, we’ll be asking everyone to take their seats in about five minutes. I’ll do the opening prayer, and then if anyone wishes to say a few words about the deceased, they may do so.” He lowered his voice. “Will you be speaking, sir?”


The question hit me like a bucket of ice water. A speech. Of course there would be a speech. What kind of husband wouldn’t speak at his wife’s funeral? But I had completely forgotten to prepare anything. I left it for the last minute, grief and shock leaving me unable to string two coherent thoughts together, and then... well, between discovering my wife’s consciousness in Clara’s body, then finding her again in Mandy’s, and then spending the night tangled in sheets with her... Jesus, what was I supposed to say? “Thank you all for coming, but don’t worry, my wife is actually alive in someone else’s body, and we had sex all night”?


“I… yes, I’ll say something,” I heard myself say. The old man nodded and moved away, leaving me in a cold sweat.


“You look positively ghastly, Calvin,” came a voice dripping with false concern. I turned to find Veronica standing beside me, close enough that I could smell her expensive perfume. She placed a hand on my arm, letting it linger there longer than was appropriate. “But I must say, grief becomes you.”


I resisted the urge to pull away. “Thanks,” I muttered.


“Oh, don’t be so glum,” she said, her voice inappropriately cheerful. “Death is only the beginning, you know.” She gave a little laugh, as if she’d said something clever.


I stared at her, unable to hide my disgust. “I don’t think this is the time for jokes.”


She smirked, her perfectly manicured fingers still resting on my arm. “Oh, come now. I think Emma would have wanted her funeral to be fun, don’t you? She never was one for all this…” she waved her hand dismissively, “…dreary business.”


“I don’t think you knew Emma as well as you think you did,” I said coldly, finally pulling my arm away.


Veronica’s eyes sparkled with something I couldn’t quite identify. “Maybe I know her better than you think,” she said, and then winked at me again. She looked down at her own hands, turning them over as if seeing them for the first time, then looked back at me with a strange little chuckle.


“I’m sorry to be stuck in such an unpopular person,” she said, her tone suddenly different, though I couldn’t put my finger on how. “But I didn’t think Mandy would cut it. People would wonder who she is.”


I felt the blood drain from my face as understanding dawned on me. “Emma?” I whispered, barely audible.


I stared at her, trying to process what was happening. My brain felt like it was short-circuiting. The woman standing before me was everything Emma had despised: superficial, self-centered, with that irritating high-pitched laugh and those calculated mannerisms. Yet somewhere behind those heavily mascara-coated eyes was my wife.


“Close your mouth, darling, you’ll catch flies,” she said with Veronica’s characteristic condescension, flicking her manicured nails against my chest. “God, these nails are divine though, aren’t they? I get them done weekly.” She examined them with a smirk that was pure Veronica.


I finally found my voice. “How… when did this happen?”


She glanced around to make sure no one was within earshot, then leaned in closer, her expensive perfume clouding my senses. “This morning. I was in Mandy’s body, getting ready to come here, when I ran into Veronica at a coffee shop. She was being absolutely horrid to the useless barista—typical—and I thought, well, wouldn’t it be interesting to attend my own funeral as someone who’s actually invited?” She shrugged Veronica’s shoulders in a fluid, elegant motion that seemed foreign on my wife. “I considered taking over Ashley, you know, but that felt… rude. She deserves to grieve properly, the poor thing.”


“You say that like it’s nothing,” I whispered, horrified. “Like you’re just trying on a new outfit.”


She laughed—a grating, too-loud laugh that surely would have made Emma cringe. “I know, I know. I’m taking this all rather lightly, aren’t I? But it’s freeing, Calvin. I used to think Veronica was just an asshole, but now I understand—she’s just learned to seize life without worrying about what others might feel or want. There’s a certain power in that.”


“I imagine that’s her point of view, yeah,” I said, shaking my head.


The woman my wife was currently inhabiting seemed taken aback, as if the self-reflection required to see her situation from an outside point of view was not a skill Veronica had honed. “It is, actually,” she said quietly, looking down at her own hands again, the nails perfect, the skin smooth and unblemished. “But I suppose I see why others might disagree. People are so... fragile, aren’t they? Emotions are a burden. It’s much simpler to live without the less convenient ones.”


“How can you even claim to be Emma when you’re talking like that? My wife cared about people. She wouldn’t—”


“Wouldn’t what? Enjoy herself?” She raised one perfectly shaped eyebrow. “I’m still me, Calvin. I’m just… experiencing things through a different lens. I’ll admit, Veronica might not be the best host in such dire circumstances. In Mandy’s brain, I didn’t think this through properly. But I thought inside this woman, I’d have the freedom to experience my own funeral a bit more… relaxed.” Her eyes traveled down my body and back up again. “Plus, she’s hot, isn’t she? I thought you might want to fuck her afterward—if not out of attraction, maybe out of anger.”


She winked at me again, then waved cheerfully at her husband, who was engaged in conversation with another mourner. “Poor guy hasn’t fucked me in ages,” she whispered, leaning in close. “Though I’ve been having plenty of fun with the younger neighbor. He’s quite the specimen—abs you could bounce quarters off of.”


As she spoke, she took my hand and, with a boldness that left me speechless, guided it to her ass, pressing it against the curve while maintaining eye contact with her husband across the room. She smiled at him innocently while my hand remained frozen against the expensive fabric of her dress.


I was horrified. I was disgusted. And God help me, I was turned on. The conflict made me feel sick with myself. This was my wife’s cousin, for Christ’s sake. A woman I found repulsive on a personal level, even if she was objectively attractive. But knowing Emma was in there somewhere, watching me through those eyes…


“Stop it,” I hissed, pulling my hand away. “This isn’t right.”


“What isn’t right?” she asked in Veronica’s mock innocence. “That I’m in this body, or that you’re getting hard thinking about it?”


I didn’t doubt for a second that this was Emma—the Emma I knew was in there somewhere. But it was like watching her through a funhouse mirror, distorted and warped by Veronica’s personality. How much control did she actually have? How much of Veronica was influencing her thoughts, her actions? Or worse, how much of Emma was being consumed by the women she inhabited?


“Both,” I admitted quietly. “I don’t like what this brain is doing to you.”


She tilted her head, studying me with an expression that was suddenly more thoughtful, more Emma-like. “Or maybe it’s just showing you parts of me you never knew existed.” She straightened Veronica’s designer jacket. “We should find our seats. The service is about to start, and I’m dying to hear what people say about me.” She paused, then laughed at her own pun. “See what I did there? Dying?”


I walked toward the front of the seating area, feeling numb and on autopilot. The wind was picking up, rustling the leaves on the trees that surrounded the open field. It was a peaceful place, I had to admit. It wasn’t a peaceful moment... Though, I was lucid enough to realize that funerals were rarely peaceful for those left behind. I was just experiencing a different kind of fucked up than most people did on a day like this.


The priest had begun his opening speech. I wasn’t really listening. I sat next to Ashley and her parents, feeling Veronica’s eyes on me from across the aisle. She was sitting next to her husband, her smirk barely hidden under a mask of faux sympathy. She was both an intruder and the guest of honor at her own funeral, and the absurdity of it was not lost on me. I hoped some part of my real wife was at least finding some genuine solace in all of this. She had to know that the people around her were hurting, missing the real Emma. She had a to care, even a little, right?


I turned to look at my in-laws. Robert and Margaret Davis looked like they had aged a decade in the past week. Robert, a tall man with the same blonde hair as his daughters, though now more gray than blonde, sat rigid in his seat, his jaw clenched so tight I could see the muscle twitching. Margaret, petite and usually so full of energy, seemed to have collapsed in on herself, her eyes red-rimmed and vacant. Ashley reached out and squeezed my hand as I sat down beside her.


The priest was carrying on with the usual platitudes about the fleeting nature of life and the importance of remembering those we’ve lost. Jesus, God, and Heaven were sprinkled into his speech, though I knew Emma had never been religious. She had wanted a non-denominational service, but I guess her parents had other ideas. I couldn’t bring myself to be mad at them, though. I’d always wondered why some of my non-religious deceased relatives ended up with religious funerals. I was starting to understand. After Emma’s death, I had seen no point in denying her grieving parents anything they thought might offer them some comfort. My wife was gone. Who cared what words were said in a church?


And then it hit me again—my wife wasn’t gone, she was right fucking there, wearing the skin of her cousin like a brand new dress, her eyes sparkling with the thrill of the game she was playing. I shook my head to clear it. This was insane.


“Now, if anyone else would like to share some memories of Emma, please feel free to come forward,” the priest was saying. Ashley gave my hand a final squeeze and then stood up. I watched her walk to the front, her head held high, her posture straight and dignified. This was all a sham, a farce. My wife was dead, and yet she wasn’t. Her family was grieving, and yet the source of their grief was sitting across from them, smiling. I felt like I was losing my mind.


Ashley began to speak, and as she did, the crowd fell silent. She tried to smile, then cleared her throat, her voice trembling slightly. After a moment, she laughed, tears in her eyes. Some in the crowd laughed with her. “I’m sorry,” she said, “It’s just... this is so ridiculous. Emma hated these kinds of things. She would have wanted us to have a barbecue or something. She would have wanted us to laugh and remember her in a way that didn’t involve black dresses and uncomfortable shoes.”


Her parents chuckled at that, clearly uneasy with the unconventional eulogy, but unable to deny the truth of it. I glanced back at Veronica, and saw her smiling, a more genuine smile than I would have expected.


“But I guess we’re here, and I guess we’re doing this, and I guess that’s okay too. So, I just wanted to say a few things about my sister.” She paused, her voice catching. “Bad things, obviously. That’s what she would have wanted. She always hated those sickeningly sweet eulogies where everyone lies and says the dead person was a saint.”


A few more laughs from the audience. “Emma was many things,” Ashley continued, “but a saint was not one of them. She was stubborn, she was bossy, she was opinionated, and she was sometimes downright infuriating,” she looked over to me, and winked. “Just ask her husband.”


I forced myself to smile back, and the crowd laughed again.


“But she was also the most loyal, the most caring, and the most genuine person I’ve ever known. She was my best friend. She was the only one who would tell me when I was being an idiot. And trust me, that happened often.” More laughter, this time genuine and warm. “She was the first person to hold me accountable, and the first person to forgive me. She was my rock, and I don’t know what I’m going to do without her. I don’t know how I’m going to navigate this world without her guidance, her love, or her unrelenting support.” She looked up at the sky for a moment, her chin quivering, then cleared her throat. “Emma, I hope you’re looking down on us now and laughing your ass off at this ridiculousness. And I hope that wherever you are, you’re at peace.”


I looked back at Veronica again. Her eyes were twinkling, and she was smiling, a genuine smile that reached her eyes and crinkled the corners of her mouth. No tears, of course—that would have been too much to expect from Emma’s cousin. But at least she seemed to be somewhat touched by Ashley’s words.


Ashley came back to sit beside me, her eyes wet with tears. I reached out and took her hand, giving it a squeeze. She squeezed back. “Your turn,” she whispered.


As I stood up and made my way to the podium, I couldn’t help but glance back at Emma’s cousin once again. She had a hand on her husband’s thigh, whispering something in his ear that made him shift uncomfortably. When she caught my eye, she winked and subtly arched her back, pushing her chest forward just enough to be noticeable to me but not obvious to anyone else. She crossed her legs slowly, the hem of her dress riding up just a fraction, revealing another inch of toned thigh.


I felt a flush of heat rise to my face—partly from anger, partly from an unwanted arousal that made me feel like the worst kind of traitor. This was my wife’s funeral, for God’s sake, and here I was getting turned on by her cousin. Except it was really Emma, fucking with me in the most inappropriate way possible.


I reached the podium and gripped its edges, steadying myself. The crowd fell completely silent, all eyes on me. I could see Ashley’s encouraging smile, Robert’s stoic nod, Margaret’s tearful gaze. Behind them, rows of faces—some familiar, some not—all waiting for me to put my grief into words.


I took a deep breath, my mind completely blank. What could I possibly say? How could I eulogize a woman who wasn’t really gone? How could I pretend to be a grieving widower when my wife was sitting right there, inhabiting another woman’s body, acting like this was all some kind of joke?


I cleared my throat and looked out at the sea of expectant faces.


“Emma didn’t fear death,” I finally said, my voice hoarse with emotion. I glanced briefly at Veronica and saw her smirking, her eyes locked on me. “She feared a lot of things, like spiders and clowns and that weird noise the fridge makes in the middle of the night, but never death.”


The audience gave a sympathetic chuckle at that, and I felt some of the tension ease from my shoulders. I took a deep breath and continued.


“I, for once, fear death. Fear it like hell. Death is final, inevitable. And when Emma died, I thought it was the end. I felt like... Like I died with her, in a way. I was... Dead inside, empty, lost. I didn’t know how I could go on without her.” I paused, my voice catching in my throat. I could feel the hot prickle of tears behind my eyes and I fought to keep them from falling. “I still don’t know how I’ll go on without her. Or maybe I don’t know how to carry her with me.” I looked down at the ground, collecting myself, then back up at the audience, back at Veronica, back at my wife. “She’s still here, you know? With us. She’ll always be with us. She might look different, sound different, act different, but she’s still here.” Veronica’s smirk faltered at that. She shifted in her seat, her gaze suddenly uncertain. “She’s in the way Ashley smiles, the way her parents laugh. She’s in the memories that her friends share, the stories that they’ll tell for years to come. And me? In whatever form she chooses to haunt me, I’m grateful for it. I’m grateful because, even though I can’t explain why or how, my wife is still alive to me.” I looked directly at Veronica, my eyes locking onto hers. “And that’s all that matters, in the end.”


The room was silent for a moment, and then someone—Ashley, I think—nodded. A few people murmured in agreement, and then the whole room. I barely paid attention to it. I was focused on Veronica. Her smirk was gone, replaced by a thoughtful expression. She met my gaze, her eyes shining with unshed tears. I nodded slightly, and she returned the gesture, a silent acknowledgment of our strange, impossible situation. A silent acknowledgment that we were both haunted by the same ghost, though in very different ways.


After my speech, others took their turn at the podium.


Robert and Margaret spoke together, holding each other up both literally and figuratively. Robert’s deep voice rumbled about how proud he was of his daughter, while Margaret shared stories of Emma’s stubborn determination, even as a child. “She never gave up on anything or anyone she believed in,” Margaret said, looking directly at me. “Especially not the people she loved.”


Soon enough, the casket was lowered into the ground, and we all gathered around to toss a handful of dirt onto the wood. I watched as the mound of earth grew, burying my wife’s empty shell. The wind had died down, and the air was still and quiet, the only sound the soft thud of earth hitting wood and the few occasional birdsong in the trees. I didn’t even know how to feel at this point. I was numb, detached from reality.


The ceremony droned on, a blur of ritual and reverence, the priest’s voice a low, monotone hum in the background. As the final prayers were recited, and the mourners began to disperse, I found myself once again shaking hands, accepting hugs, and thanking people for coming. It felt easier now, somehow. The weight on my chest had lightened, if only a little. I caught Emma—it was getting harder to think of her as Veronica—looking at me from across the room several times. Her glances seemed warmer, more genuine, though she still played her part as the insufferable Veronica, whispering things to her equally insufferable husband that made him chuckle inappropriately.


“You did good, Calvin,” came Ashley’s voice as she appeared at my elbow. “Really good. That speech was…” She paused, searching for words, then settled on, “Emma would have loved it. She would have made fun of you for getting all poetic, but she would have loved it.”


I managed a genuine smile. “Thanks, Ash.”


“I mean it,” she continued, her usual sarcasm softened by sincerity. “The way you talked about her living on in different forms—that was beautiful. Cheesy as hell, but beautiful.”


Before I could respond, I noticed Emma approaching us. Ashley tensed beside me, clearly uneasy about interacting with her cousin.


“Ashley, darling,” Emma said in Veronica’s voice, but there was something different about her tone—less sharp around the edges. “That was a lovely tribute to your sister. She would have been touched.”


Ashley blinked, clearly surprised by the uncharacteristic kindness. “Thanks, Veronica. That’s… unexpectedly nice of you to say.”


Emma shrugged. “Even I have my moments.” She turned to me. “And you, Calvin. Who knew you had such poetry in you? It was quite moving.”


“Thank you,” I said simply, holding her gaze.


“Well,” Ashley said, looking between us with slight confusion, “I should go check on Mom and Dad.” She squeezed my arm. “Call me if you need anything, okay?”


As Ashley walked away, Emma leaned in closer to me. “See?” she whispered. “I’m still here. Just in a slightly more… high-maintenance package.”


“Well,” I said, tensing slightly as I lowered my voice, “it only took me eulogizing you at your own funeral to get through Veronica’s thick skin. Should I be flattered or concerned?”


Emma laughed—that high, tinkling laugh that was all Veronica. “Oh, Calvin, darling, don’t be so dramatic. Veronica’s just selective about who she shows her softer side to.” She ran a manicured finger down the lapel of my suit. “Besides, you should see how I—I mean, how she—behaves at other funerals. This is positively restrained.”


I felt my jaw clench. Just when I thought I was seeing more of Emma, Veronica came roaring back. “Right. Restrained. Is that what you call it?”


She must have noticed the shift in my tone because her eyes narrowed with a calculating gleam that made my skin crawl. She leaned in closer, her perfume enveloping me in a cloud of expensive scent.


“You know,” she said, her voice dropping to a husky whisper, “if you’re so angry at Veronica, I’ll be vaping behind the church in two minutes. Why don’t you meet me there and teach me a lesson?”


“Jesus,” I muttered under my breath.


She patted my cheek condescendingly. “Don’t look so shocked, darling. It’s just a thought.” With that, she sauntered away, making sure to put an extra sway in her hips that I was certain was for my benefit.


I watched her go, feeling a storm of emotions raging inside me. Anger, confusion, and underneath it all, an undeniable current of desire that made me feel sick with myself. On one hand, the idea of following Veronica—of all people—behind a church for a quickie right now, of all moments, felt beyond reprehensible. On the other hand, it wasn’t really Veronica, was it? It was Emma. My Emma, trapped in the body of a woman I couldn’t stand.


The thought of putting Veronica in her place, of somehow spanking Emma back into reality, sent a shameful thrill through me. Would it help? Would a physical connection strengthen Emma’s hold on Veronica’s consciousness, the way it had with Mandy? Or would it just be giving in to a twisted desire I didn’t want to acknowledge?


I loosened my tie slightly, suddenly feeling too warm. Two minutes, she had said. Two minutes until she’d be waiting, expecting me to either follow through or chicken out. Either way, I knew she’d have something to say about it.


God help me, I was actually considering it.


I found Emma exactly where she said she’d be—behind the church, leaning against the brick wall, a thin stream of vapor escaping her lips as she exhaled. She was partially hidden by a large dumpster, the irony of which wasn’t lost on me. Veronica’s designer heels clicked against the pavement as she straightened up at the sight of me.


“Well, well,” she said, her red lips curving into a smile that was pure predator. “I wasn’t sure you’d come. How deliciously naughty of you, Calvin.”


I kept my distance, hands in my pockets. “I just wanted to talk.”


She laughed, taking another drag from her vape pen before tucking it into her purse. “Talk? Is that what we’re calling it now?” She stepped closer, her eyes gleaming. “God, I’ve never been this horny in my entire life—well, Veronica’s life, anyway. It’s strange. No matter what body I’m in, I want you so badly it hurts.”


The crude words coming from Veronica’s mouth sent an unwanted jolt of heat through me.


“You can have me right here,” she continued, running her hands down her sides, emphasizing the curves of her body. “Veronica the bitch, freely available for whatever you want.” She lowered her voice to a whisper. “My mouth, my pussy, my ass—take your pick. I’ve been working this body hard at the gym, you know. It would be a shame for you to pass on this opportunity.”


I felt my face flush with anger and arousal in equal measure. “You could possess any other woman,” I said through gritted teeth. “Any other woman would be a more pleasant partner than Veronica.”


She threw her head back and laughed, the sound echoing off the brick walls. “Oh, please. Don’t try to bluff me, Calvin. I know you too well.” She closed the distance between us, pressing her body against mine. I could feel the heat of her through our clothes. “I can see it in your eyes. You’re dying to push me against this wall and fuck me raw. Teach the bitch a good lesson, right?”


Her hand found its way to my crotch, confirming what she already knew. “Go ahead,” she whispered, her breath hot against my ear. “I’m on the pill.”


Something snapped inside me. All the confusion, grief, and anger of the past few days crystallized into a single, burning need. I grabbed Veronica by her shoulders and spun her around, shoving her roughly against the brick wall. She gasped—a sound of surprise mixed with excitement—as I pinned her there with my body.


“Is this what you want?” I growled, my voice barely recognizable to my own ears. “You want me to hate-fuck you at my wife’s funeral?”


She laughed, that infuriating Veronica laugh. “Your wife is right here, darling. And yes, that’s exactly what I want.”


I silenced her with a bruising kiss, my hands already pushing up the hem of her expensive black dress. She wore silk underwear—of course she did—which I yanked down with enough force that I heard the delicate fabric tear. She moaned against my mouth, her hands fumbling with my belt.


“Hurry,” she whispered, her voice husky with need. “Someone might come looking for us.”


The thought should have stopped me cold, but instead it only fueled the fire. I freed myself from my pants and hoisted her up, her back scraping against the rough brick as she wrapped her legs around my waist. Without preamble, I thrust into her, earning a shocked gasp that quickly morphed into a moan.


“Oh god, Calvin,” she cried out, her head falling back against the wall. “Yes, fuck me like you hate me.”


And I did. I pounded into her with all the rage and confusion and twisted desire I’d been suppressing. Each thrust was punishment—for her taking Veronica’s body, for her acting like this was all some game, for making me want her despite everything. Her moans grew louder, echoing in the small space between the building and the dumpster.


“Shut the fuck up,” I hissed, clamping my hand over her mouth. “You want everyone to hear you? To come see Veronica getting fucked behind a church?”


Her eyes widened above my hand, but I could feel her smile against my palm. She was enjoying this—the danger, the degradation, all of it. And God help me, so was I. I hated myself for it, hated her for bringing me to this point, but I couldn’t stop.


Veronica’s body responded to every thrust, her inner muscles clenching around me, her perfectly manicured nails digging into my shoulders through my suit jacket. I could feel her building toward climax, her breathing becoming more ragged against my hand.


“You’re not coming until I say so,” I growled, slowing my pace deliberately. “You don’t get to enjoy this that much.”


She whimpered in protest, trying to move her hips to increase the friction, but I held her firmly in place. I removed my hand from her mouth just long enough to hear her beg.


“Please, Calvin,” she gasped. “Please let me come. I need it.”


“Who are you?” I demanded, still moving torturously slow inside her.


“I’m Emma,” she whispered, her eyes locking with mine. “I’m your wife.”


Something about hearing those words from Veronica’s mouth pushed me over the edge. I resumed my punishing pace, driving into her with renewed vigor. She came almost immediately, her body convulsing around me, her scream muffled by my hand clamped firmly over her mouth again. I followed seconds later, emptying myself inside her with a guttural groan, hatred and pleasure washing over me in equal measure.


I sagged against the wall, my breath coming in ragged gasps as the reality of what we’d just done crashed over me. My wife’s funeral. Behind the church. With her cousin’s body. Jesus Christ, what was wrong with me? And yet, I couldn’t deny the relief flooding through me—not just physical release, but something deeper. Some primal part of me had needed this, needed to reclaim Emma in whatever form she took.


Veronica—Emma—stood shakily, adjusting her torn underwear and smoothing down her dress. Her carefully styled hair was now a mess, makeup smudged, lipstick all but gone. My release trickled down her inner thigh, and she made a half-hearted attempt to clean herself with a tissue from her purse.


“Shit,” she muttered, her voice sounding different somehow. “This dress costs more than your monthly mortgage payment.”


I tucked myself away and zipped up my pants, shame and satisfaction warring within me. When I looked up at her face, I noticed something had changed in her eyes. The cold, calculating gleam that was pure Veronica had softened, replaced by something warmer, more familiar. More Emma.


“Calvin, I…” she started, then paused, running a hand through her disheveled hair. “I’m sorry. This was stupid. So fucking stupid.” She shook her head. “Taking over Veronica of all people. What was I thinking?”


I stared at her, taken aback by the sudden shift. “Emma?” Was she more herself again?


“When I was Mandy, I didn’t realize how much of a bitch Veronica actually was,” she continued, leaning against the wall for support. “My memories of her were intact, but Mandy had no emotional response to seeing her. It was just… information. But being inside her head…” She shuddered. “It’s like swimming in toxic waste.”


“You sound different,” I said cautiously. “More like yourself.”


She looked down at her hands—Veronica’s hands—with disgust. “I feel more like myself. Less… Veronica.” She looked up at me, her eyes wide with realization. “It’s the sex, isn’t it? Just like with Mandy. Having sex with you brings me back, makes me stronger than the host.”


I nodded slowly. “Seems that way. You were acting like a complete bitch before.”


“I know,” she said, genuine remorse in her voice. “And the worst part is, I was enjoying it. Veronica gets off on being cruel. It’s like a drug.” She reached out and touched my face gently. “I’m so sorry, Calvin. For all of this. For making you fuck me at my own funeral, for Christ’s sake.”


“It’s not entirely your fault,” I admitted. “I could have said no.”


She gave a small, sad laugh. “But you didn’t. And I’m glad you didn’t.” She gestured to herself. “This is helping. I’m stronger now. More me.”


I straightened my tie, trying to make myself presentable again. “So sex with me is really like an anchor? It helps you stay you, no matter whose body you’re in?”


“Seems that way,” she said, attempting to fix her makeup using her phone’s camera. “God, we look like we just had sex behind a dumpster.”


“We did just have sex behind a dumpster.”


“Fair point.” She sighed, giving up on her appearance.


Emma did her best to make herself presentable, using a compact mirror from Veronica’s purse to fix her smudged makeup. Her hands moved with Veronica’s practiced efficiency, but there was a gentleness to her movements now, less of the sharp, aggressive energy that had dominated her earlier.


“How do I look?” she asked, smoothing down her dress.


“Like someone who just had rough sex behind a funeral home, but trying really hard to hide it,” I answered honestly.


She laughed—a sound that was somewhere between Veronica’s tinkling fake laugh and Emma’s genuine one. “Well, it’ll have to do.” She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. “We need to figure out what happens next. I can’t stay in Veronica forever.”


“Where’s Mandy?” I asked. “Could you go back to her?”


Emma shook her head. “Probably long gone by now. You should have seen her at the coffee shop after we switched—completely freaked out. Poor thing looked like she’d just woken up from a nightmare.” She frowned. “I feel bad about that. She didn’t ask for any of this.”


I glanced toward the funeral home. “What about someone else here? Someone who wouldn’t be missed for a while? At least for as long as it takes us to find someone else out there?”


“Like who? A friend? Family?” She shuddered. “I don’t think I can do that, Calvin. One good thing about Veronica is she doesn’t give a shit about my death. She’s just here because it’s the socially expected thing to do.” She gestured toward the building. “Everyone else in there is grieving me. I’m not ready to feel that—to grieve myself through someone else’s emotions. It would be too much.”


I nodded, understanding. The psychological implications of inhabiting someone who was actively mourning you were disturbing to contemplate.


“We’ll figure something out,” I said, checking my watch. “But we should do it quickly, before you start feeling more like Veronica again.”


“God, please don’t let that happen.” She shuddered. “Being Veronica is like having your brain marinated in entitlement and spite. The longer I’m in here, the harder it is to remember who I really am.”


We made our way back to the cemetery, trying to look casual. I noticed Ashley watching us, her eyes narrowing slightly as she took in Veronica’s disheveled appearance and the fact that we’d both been absent at the same time. She didn’t say anything, but the knowing look on her face made my stomach twist with guilt. How much did she suspect?


The service ended without further drama, and the guests began to disperse. Emma and I stuck around to mingle, both of us desperate for some kind of solution. We needed a host who had no link to Emma and no one would miss for at least long enough to get back home.


“What’s up with you and Veronica?” Ashley whispered to me as she passed by. “You two seem awfully chummy all of a sudden.”


“She... asked about Emma’s will,” I lied smoothly. “Wanted to know if she’d been left anything.”


“Typical.” Ashley rolled her eyes, though she still seemed skeptical. “Did you tell her she’s in line for a lifetime supply of free Botox and fake tits?”


“Something like that...” I trailed off, catching sight of the priest who’d presided over the ceremony. He was packing up his things, helped by a young woman in a simple black dress. “Excuse me for a sec,” I said to Ashley, already moving toward the duo.


They watched me approach with polite smiles, the young woman standing slightly behind the priest, fiddling with her cross necklace.


“Hi, thank you so much for the service,” I said, shaking the priest’s hand. “It was lovely. Very... touching.”


“Thank you, son,” the priest said with a benevolent smile.


I stared at the nun, my mind racing. “I’m sorry, I didn’t catch your name,” I said, holding out my hand to her.


“Sister Margaret,” she replied quietly, taking my hand in a firm shake.


“Sister Margaret, lovely.” I glanced around, trying to look nonchalant. “Would you mind me introducing you to my wife’s cousin? She... she keeps talking about wanting to get closer to God, but I think she’s too afraid to ask.” I lowered my voice, leaning in closer.


The priest and Sister Margaret exchanged glances. The poor girl, in her twenties, was pretty, in a quiet, innocent way. Her blonde hair was tucked neatly under her veil, and her blue eyes were wide and trusting. She seemed particularly uneasy in her conservative black dress. “I’d be happy to talk to her,” the priest said. “Where is she?”


“Oh, no need to bother yourself, Father. I think a woman’s touch might work better with this one.” I gave Sister Margaret an encouraging smile. “If you could spare five minutes, Sister?”


She hesitated, glancing at the priest for permission, which he granted with a nod.


“I’d be honored to help,” she mumbled, her voice barely audible.


“Wonderful.” I led her away, searching for Emma. I spotted her across the cemetery, chatting with a group of well-wishers. “There she is.”


I approached, Sister Margaret in tow, and tapped Emma on the shoulder. She turned around, her face lighting up with a false smile when she saw the nun. It seemed to take all of her self-control to keep her eyes from rolling out of her head. “Calvin! How lovely! What’s this?”


“I wanted to introduce you to Sister Margaret,” I said, nudging the shy nun forward. “She wanted to talk to you about... about getting closer to God. I know it’s something you’ve been thinking about a lot lately.”


“Of course,” Emma said with a tight smile, keeping her hands folded in front of her. It was pretty obvious that my wife, as Veronica, found the idea of becoming a nun laughable. I had to elbow her slightly to get her to shake the nun’s hand. She extended her arm stiffly, giving the sister a limp handshake.


For a moment, the two women stared at each other, the tension thick between them. Then, Sister Margaret blinked and straightened her shoulders, her expression changing slightly, blushing. In the meantime, Veronica’s eyes widened. She looked around in confusion, her gaze finally settling on her hands, still encased in the nun’s. She let go of the nun’s hands as if they were on fire and stumbled backward a few steps.


“What on earth?” Veronica mumbled, her voice shaky. Veronica’s relatives and friends looked over, some of them clearly concerned about her sudden change in demeanor. Veronica didn’t seem to be one to show uncertainty or weakness. Obviously aware that she was being watched, she quickly regained her composure, flashing her usual, plastic smile.


“Everything alright, dear?” asked an elderly man, who I recognized as her father.


“Perfectly fine, Daddy,” she said smoothly, brushing a lock of hair from her forehead. “Erm... I’m sorry,” she told the nun. “You were saying?” She clearly had no idea what she was doing here, but her pride wouldn’t allow her to show it.


Sister Margaret, meanwhile, had been staring at Veronica, her blush deepening. “Oh, yes. I just wanted to tell you that...” She was stammering, looking around her, and fiddling with her dress. She kept stealing glances at me, her blush intensifying every time our eyes met. “Nothing important... Sorry for bothering you...”


“I’ll accompany the sister back to the priest,” I said to all present. “Please, enjoy the refreshments.” And then, in a whisper, I said to the nun, “Come with me.”


We walked a few steps away, out of earshot. “Are you...” I asked the sister, who was now trailing behind me.


“Emma? Yes, it’s me,” the sister mumbled. Her voice was barely audible. It seemed like she was even shyer than before.


“How do you feel?” I asked, looking over my shoulder.


“A bit... disgusted?” the sister said, clearly struggling to find the right word. “Disappointed, maybe?” She shuddered, her arms wrapped tightly around her waist as we walked.


“About us...? Behind the church?”


She bit her lower lip, her cheeks now bright red. “No... I mean yes... But I was thinking about being Veronica... What a...”


“Bitch?” I offered.


“Horrible person,” she corrected me, frowning slightly at my word choice. She turned to look at the priest, standing a few dozen yards away, conflicting emotions playing across her face. “Calvin, I... I know we planned for me to leave with you but...”


“But?”


She sighed, her breath shaky. “Would you mind waiting for a few minutes? I promised Father O’Brien that I’d help him pack up and get everything back to the parish.”


“How long is a few more minutes? Can’t you find an excuse to leave early,” I asked, uneasy with the idea of letting her out of my sight.


“It’s just that... I feel like I have a duty here,” she said, looking down at her feet. “And to... God?” She looked at her hands as if they weren’t her own. “I don’t know how to explain.”


I sighed. “Right. You’re a nun now. Should have seen that coming.” I shook my head, frustrated. “Alright, you help Father...”


“O’Brien...”


“O’Brien,” I repeated. “You help him pack and load his car, then meet me at mine. Promise?”


“I promise,” the sister said, her smile beatific. She gave me a little wave before hurrying back toward the priest. Fuck, I thought to myself, watching her go. A nun. Of all the people I could have chosen, why the hell did I pick a nun?
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Chapter 5: Faith


I was startled by a knock on the car window. I blinked, looking up to find Ashley standing outside, her face pressed against the glass. I rolled down the window.


“Cal, you okay?” she asked, concern in her voice. “You’ve been sitting here forever.”


I looked at the clock on the dashboard and realized that an hour had already passed. “Fuck,” I mumbled, running a hand over my face.


“Want me to stay with you for a while?” she offered, leaning in through the window.


I glanced past her to where Father O’Brien and his helpers were packing a small van with religious paraphernalia. Sister Margaret—Emma—was among them. I watched as she lifted a large box, grunting slightly with the effort, her arms straining against the weight. “It’s alright, Ash. Go home. I’ll be fine.”


Ashley frowned. “Are you sure?” She followed my gaze, her eyes narrowing. She seemed genuinely concerned. “Are you waiting for someone?”


“No. I’m...” My words died in my throat as my brain tried to catch up. “Yeah, I am,” I said, nodding slowly. “The priest asked me to drive one of the sisters home after they were finished. She’s been working here for a while, and she doesn’t have a car.”


Ashley’s expression changed from one of worry to one of relief. She laughed softly. “That’s nice of you.” She patted my shoulder through the open window. “See you later, Cal.”


“See ya.” I watched her walk away, feeling a pang of guilt for lying to my sister-in-law.


Another twenty minutes passed before Emma finally climbed into the passenger seat. She sat rigidly, her hands folded primly in her lap, her posture perfect.


“You okay?” I asked, studying her profile.


“Hmm? Oh, yes. Just... thinking,” she replied, her voice distant. She turned to face me, her expression serious. “My... Her life is so different. She’s given herself to God. She spends her days in prayer, in service. It’s a hard life, but also... peaceful. Fulfilling.” She shook her head. “Maybe it’s the contrast to Veronica that’s making me feel this way. It’s like... like a cleansing. Like a baptism, washing away all the sin and filth.”


“Shit,” I chuckled nervously. “Do I need to fuck you again, bring you back down from your holy high horse?”


She frowned at me, her lips pursed in disapproval. “Please, Calvin. Have some respect.”


“Sorry,” I mumbled, feeling chastised. “I just want you back to normal. You’re not you right now.”


She sighed, looking down at her lap. “I... I’m me. I’m Emma... It’s just that... I feel like I’ve been called to a higher purpose.” She looked out the window.


I gulped, my heart racing. This was exactly what I’d feared. “Emma,” I began, but she cut me off with a sharp gesture.


“Relax,” she said, her tone dry. “I know this isn’t me. It’s just her. Her body, her mind. All of this is Sister Margaret, not me.”


“But you feel like her.”


“But I feel like her,” she conceded. “And it’s hard to ignore.”


I nodded, starting the car. “Still coming? Or are you going to fuse with her forever to fulfill your duty to God?”


“I’ll come,” she said, her voice soft. “I made a promise to you and I’ll keep it. We’ll find a solution together. And... I still love you.” It seemed to take her a great effort to say the words, and I felt my heart clench in my chest. She noticed the way my shoulders slumped and reached out to pat my arm, blushing. “Oh, don’t take it the wrong way, Calvin. It’s not that I love you less. It’s just hard to process through... through this.” She gestured at herself.


I drove in silence, my mind racing with the implications of everything we were dealing with. “Well, it’s obviously temporary,” I said finally. “I imagine your new friends are going to wonder where you are if you’re gone for too long. What are you going to tell them? Are you even allowed outside?”


She looked away. “I’m not a child, Calvin. I’m allowed to go where I please. I just want to make sure my duties are taken care of.”


“And when are your duties taken care of?”


“I’m supposed...” She groaned, hitting her legs. “I mean, she’s supposed to be back at the parish tomorrow morning. We were... I mean, they were going to pray and meditate at the cathedral tonight, but I told them I was meeting an old friend and might be late.”


I sighed, my eyes fixed on the road. Traffic was heavy, and it was taking longer to get home than usual. Looking at people in other cars, going about their normal lives, made me realize just how far we were from our regular routines. “We need to stop jumping you into new bodies every day without any planning. We need to understand the rules and find someone you can... stay in. For a while, at least, until we figure this out.”


I drove in silence for a few minutes, my mind racing with the implications of everything we were dealing with.


“Something happened when I went from Veronica to me,” the nun said, breaking the silence. “It felt... different. Not as immediate as the others.”


“Different how?”


“Like... I could see threads...”


“Threads?” I repeated, glancing over at her. “What kind of threads? Like spider webs?”


“Memories, I think,” she explained. “Veronica’s memories, maybe feelings, thoughts?”


“Okay...”


“It felt like I could pull them, twist them?” She blushed again. “I’m not explaining myself well.”


“What about that nerd you talked about when you were Mandy?” I said, getting off the highway and onto the quieter surface streets. “You seemed to think she’d be the perfect person to help us figure things out.”


“Oh... I don’t know... I don’t remember her now that I’m Lisa.” I saw her frowning as I looked over.


“Lisa?”


“That’s my name, Calvin!” she said, pouting at me. “Sister Margaret is my holy name. We pick a holy name when we take our vows.”


I chuckled, shaking my head. “Lisa, alright...”


She sighed. “I don’t remember much of her, but I remember thinking she was a good choice. I have no idea why.”


“Shit... I guess it’s too late now. We’re not going to go after Mandy again. She’s probably freaked out enough by all this.”


The young nun smirked. “I wrote down her name and number back at home, when I was still Mandy.”


I opened my mouth to say something, but closed it. I smirked back. “Good thinking.”


“Thank Mandy,” the nun said, winking.
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Chapter 6: Sin


I pulled into our driveway and killed the engine, glancing over at Sister Margaret—or Lisa, or Emma, or whoever she was now. The silence between us felt heavier than it had with Mandy. There was a tension in the air I couldn’t quite place.


“Home sweet home,” I said, trying to sound casual despite the absurdity of bringing a nun—my wife’s consciousness trapped inside a nun—into our marital home. “You okay?”


Lisa’s hands were folded neatly in her lap, her posture rigid. She still had that aura of piety about her that seemed at odds with everything I knew about Emma.


“I’m… not sure,” she said softly, her blue eyes darting nervously around the house as we entered. She stood awkwardly in our living room, looking at familiar objects as if they were artifacts in a museum. Her fingers traced the edge of a photo frame—our wedding picture—but she didn’t pick it up.


She turned to me, her expression conflicted. “It feels so strange being here. I remember everything, but it’s like… I’m viewing it through a filter.” She touched her chest. “I—I mean Lisa, Sister Margaret—she’s not used to this. She sleeps at the convent with the other sisters. This place feels…” She struggled for words. “Worldly. That’s how I—she—would describe it.”


Was I going to have to get used to every host making similar comments? Now it felt like Emma was rediscovering the house every time she moved on to someone else. I felt at a loss. Emma was still there, buried beneath layers of Sister Margaret’s personality, but the nun’s influence was undeniable. I needed to break the ice, to bring her back to herself.


I approached her slowly, reaching out to take her in my arms the way I had with Mandy, the way I would have with Emma. “Maybe we just need to—”


“NO!” she screamed, recoiling violently and backing against the wall. Her eyes were wild with fear. “Don’t touch me! This is a sin! You’re married to her, not me! I’ve taken vows before God!” Her voice wasn’t Emma’s anymore—it was higher, panicked. “The Lord sees all! I cannot betray Him!”


I backed away, hands raised. “Whoa, whoa! I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to—”


“Fornicator! Tempter!” she spat, then immediately covered her mouth with her hands, eyes wide with shock at her own outburst.


“Emma,” I said firmly, keeping my distance. “Emma, I need you to focus on my voice. Remember who you are. Remember us.”


Lisa was trembling now, tears streaming down her face. “I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” she whispered. “That wasn’t me—I mean, it was me but... Lisa is… Her faith is like a wall inside my mind.”


I cautiously sat on the couch, patting the spot beside me. “Come sit. No touching. Just talk to me.”


After a moment’s hesitation, she perched on the edge of the cushion, as far from me as possible.


“Tell me what’s happening,” I said gently.


She wiped her tears with shaking hands. “It’s like being torn in two. I want you—God, I want you so badly it hurts.” Her cheeks flushed deep red. “But Lisa is horrified by those feelings. I’ve never… she’s innocent in ways I wasn’t even before we met. The desire I feel terrifies her. It’s like something screaming inside my head that these thoughts are sinful.” She looked up at me, her eyes a battlefield of desire and devotion. “I’ve never felt so conflicted. With Mandy, with Veronica, their personalities influenced me, but Lisa… her faith is the core of who she is. I can’t just push it aside.”


I sat there watching Lisa—Emma—whoever she was now, struggling with herself. My mind raced with conflicting thoughts. What the hell were we supposed to do now? I couldn’t force her into anything she wasn’t comfortable with, but our options were limited. If we tried finding another host, what would happen to Sister Margaret afterward? She’d wake up in a strange man’s house with no memory of how she got there. We’d be looking at kidnapping charges at minimum. Even if we had Emma switch out in the open, away from witnesses, the trauma of suddenly finding herself in a random part of town, miles away from her convent with no explanation would be devastating. I frowned, realizing we had been doing just that to everyone Emma had possessed up to now.


“I don’t know what to do,” I admitted, running a hand through my hair. “We can’t just… let her go like this. She’d be confused, and it would raise too many questions.” I didn’t say the other part out loud—that each time we’d been intimate, Emma had seemed to grow stronger in her host body. The sex with Veronica had brought Emma fully to the surface, but now, in Lisa’s body, all that strength seemed gone. Had the transfer drained her somehow? Or was Sister Margaret’s faith simply too powerful to overcome?


Lisa sat rigidly on the couch, her hands clasped in prayer. “I don’t know either,” she whispered. “These feelings… they’re so confusing. I remember wanting you, but it feels… it feels…” She couldn’t even finish the sentence, her face flushing crimson.


“What if,” I said carefully, “we just start small? A kiss, maybe? Just one little kiss.”


“No!” Lisa’s eyes flashed with panic. “That would be a sin! I can’t—we can’t—”


“It doesn’t have to be on the lips,” I said quickly, trying a different approach. “Just a kiss on the cheek. Friends do that all the time. Even nuns must give friendly kisses, right?”


She hesitated, her internal struggle visible on her face. “I… I suppose that wouldn’t be… entirely inappropriate.”


“Just one,” I promised, not moving any closer, letting her come to me.


After what felt like an eternity, Lisa inched toward me on the couch. Her movements were stiff, uncertain. She leaned forward and quickly pressed her lips to my cheek, then immediately pulled back as if burned.


“There,” I said softly. “That wasn’t so bad, was it?”


She touched her lips with her fingertips, a look of wonder crossing her face. Something had shifted in her eyes—a flicker of my Emma coming through.


“It feels… warm,” she said, sounding surprised. “Like… like sunshine inside.”


I chuckled at her innocence. “Would you like to try again?” I asked, hardly daring to breathe.


Lisa nodded slowly, her eyes never leaving mine. This time, when she leaned in, she lingered a moment longer, her lips soft against my skin. When she pulled back, her breathing had quickened slightly.


“I’ve never…” she started, then corrected herself. “Lisa has never felt this way before. It’s… it’s frightening but also… nice?” She sounded like a child discovering something new and forbidden. “There’s this feeling, down in my… in my private places. It makes me feel all tingly and warm.”


I swallowed hard. “That’s normal. It’s called desire.”


“Desire,” she repeated the word like it was foreign on her tongue. “I was taught that desire is the devil’s playground. But it doesn’t feel evil. It feels… good.”


This time, I was the one who leaned forward, slowly, giving her every chance to pull away. I pressed my lips gently to hers, a chaste kiss that lasted only a second. When I pulled back, her eyes were wide, pupils dilated.


“Oh,” she breathed. “Oh my.”


The next kiss came from her, surprising me with its urgency. Her lips pressed against mine, inexperienced but eager. I felt her hands tentatively touch my shoulders, then slide up to cup my face. When she pulled away, she was panting slightly.


“These feelings,” she whispered, “they’re so strong. I remember them, but it’s like… it’s like I’m feeling them for the first time. My body—Lisa’s body—it’s never known this before. It’s… it’s making me wet.” She looked mortified at her own words. “I’m not supposed to say things like that. I’m not supposed to feel things like that. But I do. I really, really do.”


The next kiss broke something loose in her. Her mouth opened under mine, her tongue shyly meeting my own. She moaned into my mouth, the sound so innocent and erotic at the same time that it sent heat coursing through my veins. Her hands clutched at my shirt, pulling me closer.


“Calvin,” she gasped when we broke apart. “I feel so… so sinful. But I don’t want to stop. Is that wrong? Lisa thinks it’s wrong, but Emma… I… I want more. I want to do the things I remember. The things we used to do together.” Her face was flushed, her blue eyes dark with a mixture of desire and confusion. “Will God punish me for these thoughts? For wanting to… to make love with you?”


I took her trembling hands in mine, looking directly into those conflicted blue eyes.


“Listen to me,” I said firmly. “You’re not Lisa. You’re Emma—my Emma—who happens to be controlling Lisa’s body right now. Nothing you’re doing is Lisa’s sin. She’s not even here, not really. She’s not making these choices.” I squeezed her hands gently. “You’re borrowing her body, that’s all. And you, Emma, have never been religious. You’ve never worried about these things before. So Emma’s guilt is not something that should be weighing on your mind.”


The tension in her shoulders eased slightly. “You’re right. I’m not her. I’m me.” She touched her chest. “But what about my soul, Calvin? Emma’s soul? If I can move between bodies like this… what does that mean? Am I… am I damned already?” The question hung in the air between us, but even as she asked it, her hands were moving to my chest, fingers splaying across my shirt.


“I don’t know,” I answered honestly. “But I know that I love you, and I know that you’re here, against all odds. If there is a God, wouldn’t He want us to cherish this miracle?”


She bit her lower lip, a gesture so unlike a nun and so much like my Emma that it made my heart ache. “I want to touch you,” she whispered, her voice a mixture of shame and desire. “I remember how it feels, but Lisa’s body… it’s never known a man’s touch. It’s like I’m a virgin again, but with all these memories of what to do.”


Her hands moved tentatively to the buttons of my shirt, fumbling slightly as she undid them one by one. When her fingers brushed against my bare chest, she gasped.


“You’re so warm,” she murmured, exploring me with the wonder of someone discovering the ocean for the first time. Her touch was hesitant, then bolder as she traced the contours of my chest and shoulders.


I reached for her, sliding my hand to her waist, feeling the curve of her hip through the simple black dress. She shivered under my touch, her breath catching.


“Can I…” she started, then blushed furiously. “Can I touch you… down there? I remember how, but it feels so forbidden.”


Before I could answer, she froze, her eyes widening with sudden panic.


“Wait,” she said, pulling back slightly. “Will she—will Lisa—remember any of this when I’m gone? Will she wake up knowing what we did?” The horror in her voice was palpable.


I shook my head. “No, that’s not how it seems to work. You know it’s not. Clara didn’t remember anything. Neither did Veronica. When you leave a body, their memories of that time go with you.”


Relief washed over her face, followed by something darker, more primal. “So she’ll never know,” she whispered, and I watched as something shifted in her eyes. The last vestiges of Sister Margaret’s restraint seemed to crumble away.


“Then God forgive me,” she breathed, and lunged forward, crushing her mouth against mine.


The transformation was startling. Her hands were suddenly everywhere—in my hair, under my shirt, fumbling with my belt. She kissed me with a desperate hunger that belied her innocent appearance, her tongue sliding against mine with growing confidence.


“I want to do everything,” she gasped between kisses. “All the things I remember but Lisa’s never done. I want to feel you inside me. I want to taste you. I want—” She broke off, seemingly shocked by her own words, but the desire burning in her eyes didn’t diminish.


She pulled at my shirt, nearly tearing it in her eagerness to get it off. When I was bare-chested before her, she stared in fascination.


“It’s so strange,” she murmured, running her hands over my skin. “I know this body. I’ve touched it a thousand times. But it feels like the first time.” She leaned forward and pressed her lips to my chest, a tentative kiss that quickly turned into something more as she began to explore me with her mouth.


“Show me,” she whispered against my skin. “Show me everything again.”


I watched in awe as Lisa—Emma—began to undress. Her movements were a contradiction: hesitant yet determined, innocent yet knowing. She fumbled with the buttons of her simple black dress, her fingers trembling slightly.


“I’ve never undressed for a man before,” she whispered, though we both knew it wasn’t entirely true. Emma had undressed for me countless times, but Lisa’s body never had. “Help me?”


I stepped forward, my hands replacing hers on the buttons. As the dress opened, I revealed pale, unblemished skin that had likely rarely seen the sun. Her breasts were small but perfectly formed, topped with pink nipples that hardened under my gaze. Without the modest clothing, Sister Margaret’s body was surprisingly lithe—slender but with gentle curves at her hips and waist.


“You’re beautiful,” I breathed, sliding the dress from her shoulders. She stood before me in nothing but simple white cotton panties, her blonde hair falling loose around her shoulders. The contrast between her innocent appearance and the hunger in her eyes was the most erotic thing I’d ever seen.


“I want to see you too,” she said, her voice stronger now. She reached for my belt with newfound confidence, unfastening it and pulling it free with a soft hiss of leather. As she worked on my pants, I couldn’t help but marvel at the situation. Yesterday it was Mandy, today a nun. How many bodies would Emma inhabit? How many different women would I make love to, all of them containing some essence of my wife?


When we were both naked, she pressed her body against mine, gasping at the contact. “Oh God,” she moaned, then immediately covered her mouth. “I shouldn’t say His name like that.”


“It’s okay,” I assured her, guiding her to our bedroom, to our bed. “It’s just us here.”


She lay back on the couch, her legs instinctively closing, that last bit of Lisa’s modesty still present. I knelt between her thighs, gently coaxing them apart. Her pussy was pink and perfect, with just a small tuft of blonde hair above it. It looked untouched, virginal—which, of course, it was.


“I’m going to make you feel good,” I promised, lowering my head between her legs.


At the first touch of my tongue against her clit, she cried out, her back arching off the bed. “Fuck!” she gasped, then immediately, “I’m sorry, I shouldn’t say—oh, oh my God!”


I worked her with my mouth, savoring the sweet taste of her, so different from Mandy, from my Emma’s original body. Each woman had her own unique flavor, and there was something intoxicating about discovering them all.


“Calvin, please,” she begged, her hips bucking against my face. “I need you inside me. I need to feel you stretching me open. Please, please fuck me.”


The filthy words coming from the mouth of a woman who had taken vows of chastity sent a jolt of pleasure straight to my cock. I moved up her body, positioning myself at her entrance.


“This might hurt,” I warned, remembering that Lisa’s body was untouched.


“I don’t care,” she panted, wrapping her legs around my waist. “I want it to hurt. I want to feel everything.”


I pushed forward slowly, feeling the resistance of her hymen. She winced but urged me on, her nails digging into my shoulders. With one firm thrust, I broke through, burying myself to the hilt in her tight, virgin pussy.


“Oh fuck, oh fuck,” she chanted, her eyes wide with pain and pleasure. “It’s so much… you’re so big inside me.”


I held still, letting her adjust, watching the play of emotions across her face. “Are you okay?”


“Yes,” she nodded frantically. “Move. Please move. Fuck me, Calvin. Fuck your wife.”


I began to thrust, slowly at first, then with increasing force as her body opened to me. Her pussy gripped me like a vise, so tight it was almost painful. I couldn’t help comparing. Mandy had been eager but experienced, Veronica wanton and skilled. This was different. The physical innocence of the body combined with Emma’s sexual knowledge created an intoxicating blend.


“Harder,” she demanded, her voice losing all traces of Sister Margaret’s gentleness. “Fuck me harder. I want to feel your cock all the way inside me. I want you to pound my virgin cunt until I can’t walk.”


I complied, driving into her with abandon, the headboard slamming against the wall with each thrust. Her legs wrapped tighter around me, her heels digging into my lower back.


“Yes, yes, yes,” she chanted, her head thrashing from side to side. “Oh God, I’m going to come. I’m going to come on your big cock!”


Her pussy clenched around me as she climaxed, her inner walls pulsating in waves that nearly pushed me over the edge. I gritted my teeth, holding back, wanting to prolong this.


“I want to try everything,” she gasped when she came down from her peak. “All the things I remember but have never done with this body.”


Before I could respond, she was pushing me onto my back, straddling me with newfound confidence. She positioned my cock at her entrance and sank down, taking me deep inside her again.


“Oh fuck,” she moaned, beginning to ride me. Her small breasts bounced with each movement, her blonde hair wild around her face. “I love the way your cock feels inside me. So deep like this.”


I gripped her hips, guiding her movements, watching in awe as this woman who had dedicated her life to God rode me like a woman possessed. And she was possessed, in a way—possessed by my Emma.


“I’m going to come inside you,” I warned as I felt my climax approaching.


“Yes,” she hissed, grinding down harder. “Fill me up. Mark me. Make me yours.”


With a groan, I erupted inside her, pumping her full of my cum. She collapsed on my chest, panting, her inner muscles still milking every last drop from me.


“I can feel you,” she whispered against my neck. “I can feel your cum inside me. It’s so warm.”


We lay there for several minutes, catching our breath. I stroked her hair, marveling at how different it felt from Mandy’s, from Veronica’s, from my Emma’s original hair.


“We need to figure this out,” I said finally. “How long you can stay in a body without… recharging. How the transfers work exactly.”


She nodded against my chest. “I know. But right now, I just want to enjoy this. Being with you again.” She lifted her head, looking into my eyes with a mixture of Emma’s love and Lisa’s wonder. “Can we do it again? There are so many things this body has never experienced.”


I laughed, feeling a stirring of renewed desire despite having just finished. “I’m not sure how long I can keep up if we’re doing this daily with new bodies,” I admitted. “But for you, I’ll certainly try.”


She grinned, a mischievous expression that looked utterly out of place on Sister Margaret’s innocent face. “Good. Because I want to taste you next. I want to feel your cock in my mouth.”


I sighed happily, surrendering to whatever strange new reality this was. Then, the strange reality came crashing back as I realized I had missed a key detail.


“We didn’t use protection, Em,” I said, the weight of this sudden new responsibility settling on me. “We’ve just been going at it like rabbits with no condoms.”


My wife raised an eyebrow, her cute, innocent face contorting into a wry, amused expression that was entirely Emma. “Don’t worry, I’m on birth control.”


I blinked. “You’re on birth control?” I asked, confused. “Sister Margaret is on birth control? A nun?”


Emma giggled. “Not for that, Cal. For my—” she paused, looking down at her new body. “For her period. She gets horrible cramps without it.”


I relaxed a little, though I couldn’t help but feel a sense of unease. It was one more reminder that we were playing with people’s lives here.


My wife, however, seemed completely unfazed, studying my naked body like it was a fascinating piece of art. Her eyes were bright, still full of desire. No more guilt, no more confusion. I laughed.


“What’s so funny?” she asked, propping herself up on one elbow, her blonde hair falling in a curtain around her face.


“Just wondering if you’re feeling more like yourself now that I’ve fucked the holiness out of you,” I said with a smirk. “You’re still acting like you’ve never done any of this before. I thought the sex was supposed to bring Emma to the surface.”


She smiled, a curious blend of Emma’s mischief and Sister Margaret’s innocence. “I am more myself. Look—” She sat up straight, her small breasts bouncing slightly with the movement. “Fuck, shit, goddamn, Jesus Christ on a bicycle!” She immediately covered her mouth, her cheeks flushing crimson. “See? I can say it, but it still feels… wrong. Like I’m wearing shoes on the wrong feet.”


“So you’re not fully Emma?”


She shook her head. “I don’t think I ever am, not completely. I’m Emma in my consciousness, in my memories, in my love for you. But I’m still experiencing everything through Lisa’s brain, her neural pathways, her hormones.” She touched her temple thoughtfully. “It’s like… I’m playing a piano I’ve never touched before. I know the song by heart, but my fingers have to learn where the keys are.”


I reached out to stroke her cheek. “That must be disorienting.”


“It is. But it’s also…” She bit her lip, that same gesture that was becoming familiar on this unfamiliar face. “It’s also incredibly fucking hot. Lisa’s body has never known any of this. Every sensation is new and intense. And there’s something about the forbidden nature of it all…” She leaned closer, her voice dropping to a whisper. “I can feel her in here, you know. Not conscious, but present. Part of her wants this, Calvin. Part of her has always wanted to know what it feels like to be filled, to be taken, to be… fucked.”


Her hand slid down my chest, fingers trailing over my stomach. “She’ll never admit it. She’ll never even know she experienced it. But right now, I can feel how her body responds to you. How wet she gets when I think about tasting your cock.”


My breath caught as her hand wrapped around my semi-hard shaft, coaxing it back to life. “Another round?” I asked, my voice rough.


“Mmm-hmm,” she nodded, sliding down my body. “I want to know what you taste like on this tongue. I want to feel you hit the back of this throat.” She positioned herself between my legs, her blue eyes looking up at me with that intoxicating mixture of innocence and desire. “I want to sin again.”


Without breaking eye contact, she lowered her head and took me into her mouth. The wet heat of her engulfed me, her inexperienced tongue exploring the contours of my cock with tentative licks that quickly grew more confident.


“Jesus,” I groaned, threading my fingers through her hair.


She pulled off just long enough to whisper, “Don’t take the Lord’s name in vain,” before swallowing me down again, deeper this time. The sight of Sister Margaret’s angelic face, her lips stretched around my cock, her eyes watering slightly as she took me deeper than her untrained throat was ready for, was almost enough to make me come right then.


She worked me with growing enthusiasm, her hands joining her mouth, stroking what she couldn’t fit. Occasionally she would pull back, gasping for air, strings of saliva connecting her lips to my cock, before diving back in with renewed determination.


“That’s it,” I encouraged her, guiding her movements with my hand in her hair. “Take it deeper. You’re doing so well.”


She moaned around me, the vibrations sending jolts of pleasure up my spine. When I felt my climax approaching, I tried to warn her, to pull her off, but she clung to me, sucking harder, her eyes locked on mine with fierce determination.


I came with a shout, flooding her mouth. She swallowed valiantly, though some escaped, trickling down her chin. When she finally released me, she licked her lips, looking both shocked and pleased with herself.


“So that’s what you taste like,” she said, wiping her chin with the back of her hand. “Salty. Not what I expected.”


I laughed, pulling her up to lie beside me. “You know damn well what I taste like.”


She grinned, resting her head on my chest. “Lisa didn’t. She never even let herself think about what cum tastes like.” She yawned, her body relaxing against mine. “But I think she liked it. I know I did.”


As she drifted off to sleep in my arms, I stared at the ceiling, wondering what tomorrow would bring. How long would Emma stay in Lisa’s body? Who would she jump to next? And how long could we go on like this, body-hopping through the world, before something went terribly wrong?


But for now, I held her close, this strange amalgamation of my wife and a nun, and allowed myself to enjoy the impossible miracle we’d been given.
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Chapter 7: Looking for a Doctor


I woke with a start, my hand automatically reaching for the warm body that should have been beside me. The sheets were cold and empty. My heart rate spiked as I sat bolt upright, suddenly wide awake.


“Lisa? Emma?” I called out, panic rising in my throat. Had the nun’s consciousness reasserted itself overnight? Had she fled in horror at what we’d done? I imagined Sister Margaret waking up naked in a strange man’s bed, the memories of our night together missing but the evidence all too clear. She’d go straight to the church. Or worse, straight to the police.


I scrambled out of bed, pulling on a pair of sweatpants. “Emma!” I shouted, louder this time, rushing toward the bedroom door.


The smell hit me before I reached the kitchen—bacon, coffee, something sweet baking. I skidded to a stop in the doorway, relief washing over me in a dizzying wave.


Lisa stood at the stove, her back to me, wearing one of my t-shirts that hung to mid-thigh on her petite frame. Her blonde hair was pulled back in a loose ponytail, and she was humming softly to herself as she flipped pancakes with practiced ease.


“You’re here,” I breathed.


She turned, spatula in hand, and smiled. It was a reserved smile, nothing like the wicked grin Emma had worn when she was Mandy, but it was genuine.


“Of course I’m here. Where else would I be?” She gestured around the kitchen. “I always help with breakfast at the convent. Sister Agnes says I make the best pancakes.” She blushed slightly. “Well, Lisa does. I do. You know what I mean.”


I moved closer, studying her. In the morning light, she looked even younger than she had yesterday, barely into her twenties. Her face was scrubbed clean, her blue eyes clear and bright. Without the nun’s habit, with just my oversized shirt and her bare legs, she looked like any young woman making breakfast for her lover—except for that air of innocence that clung to her like a subtle perfume.


“How are you feeling today?” I asked cautiously. “About… everything that happened?”


The blush deepened, spreading down her neck. “I’d rather not speak of it,” she said, turning back to the stove. “It was… it was sinful. What we did.” She flipped a pancake with perhaps more force than necessary.


“Emma—”


“It’s fine,” she cut me off, her voice softening. “I’m not… I don’t regret it. I just…” She sighed, setting down the spatula and turning to face me. “This body, this mind—it’s not used to such things. It feels ashamed, even though I know it shouldn’t.”


She stepped closer, rising on her tiptoes to press a soft kiss to my lips. It was chaste, nothing like the passionate kisses we’d shared last night, but I felt her tremble slightly before she pulled away, looking both pleased and scandalized at her own boldness.


“Goodness,” she murmured, touching her lips. “I shouldn’t… The Lord sees all.” But she didn’t look particularly concerned about divine judgment, just slightly flustered.


“Sit,” she instructed, gesturing to the table. “Breakfast is nearly ready.”


I obeyed, watching as she moved around the kitchen with a grace that seemed both familiar and foreign. She wasn’t moving like Emma, who had always been a bit clumsy in the morning. There was a precision to her movements, an economy of motion that spoke of years of disciplined routine.


When she set a plate of perfectly golden pancakes in front of me, along with bacon and fresh coffee, I couldn’t help but smile. “This looks amazing.”


“Thank you,” she said, sitting across from me with her own plate. She bowed her head briefly, murmuring what I assumed was a silent prayer, before picking up her fork.


“I found the note I left here when I was Mandy,” she said after a few bites, reaching for a folded piece of paper on the counter. “It was here in the kitchen but I don’t remember all the details.”


She handed me the paper. On it was scrawled a phone number and a name: Dr. Katherine Winters, Ph.D. Below that were hastily written instructions: “Tell her Mandy says ‘you owe me for the clinic.’ She’ll come.”


“I remember writing it. I remember thinking she’d be perfect—she’s brilliant, studying neuroscience or something similar. But I don’t know what ‘the clinic’ refers to. That must have been in Mandy’s memories, not mine.“I frowned, considering our options. “Even if we get her to come here, how do we experiment? We’d need two bodies for you to switch between, and we can’t exactly kidnap someone.”


“Actually,” Emma said, taking a sip of her coffee, “I called Father O’Brien this morning. I told him—well, Sister Margaret told him—that I had a family emergency and needed to stay away from the convent today. He was very understanding.”


I stared at her in surprise. “You called him? On what?”


She rolled her eyes, looking suddenly much more like my Emma than the demure nun of a moment ago. “On my smartphone, Calvin. For heaven’s sake, what century do you think nuns live in? We’re not completely cut off from technology.” She grabbed a sleek phone from the counter next to her. “We’re encouraged to maintain family connections. We just use them… judiciously.”


“Sorry,” I said, feeling my face heat. “I just assumed…”


“That we communicate via carrier pigeon and smoke signals?” she teased, a hint of Emma’s sarcasm breaking through Sister Margaret’s reserve. “The Lord works in mysterious ways, Calvin, including through iPhones.”


I laughed, relieved to see this flash of my wife’s personality. “So we have you for the day. That’s good. But we still need to figure out how to get Dr. Winters here without sounding like complete lunatics.”


“And if we start switching between two bodies, the other person will notice.” Emma frowned, pushing a pancake around her plate.


Yeah, that was the tricky part. Maybe that doctor could be informed of the situation and be willing to help, but Sister Margaret would definitely go running to the church or the police or both, and that would complicate everything beyond belief. Though, I didn’t think we had much of a choice. At some point we’d have to take a risk if we wanted to learn more about what was happening to Emma’s consciousness.


I studied the phone number again. “I guess there’s only one way to find out...”
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Chapter 8: Katherine


I sat on the couch, staring at my phone, the cryptic message to Dr. Katherine Winters still displayed on the screen: “From Mandy: You owe me for the clinic. Need your help urgently. Will explain in person.” Short, mysterious, and hopefully effective. We’d decided against explaining anything over text—who would believe it anyway?


Emma paced the living room, her bare feet silent on the hardwood floor. She still wore my t-shirt, though she’d added a pair of Emma’s old sweatpants that hung loose on Lisa’s smaller frame. She kept touching things—the bookshelf, the throw pillows, the framed photos—with a curious expression on her face.


“What’s it like?” I asked, watching her run her fingers over the spines of our books. “Being here, in this house?”


She turned to me, her brow furrowed. “Strange. It’s like… I know this place. I remember buying this couch with you, arguing over the color for hours.” She smiled faintly at the memory. “But at the same time, it feels completely foreign. When I was Mandy, this place felt alien too, but it was still… a normal home, you know? The kind of place a college student might visit.”


She gestured around the room. “But for Lisa—for me—this is so far removed from my life. The convent is sparse, functional. We share most spaces. The idea of owning all this…” She shook her head. “It feels almost sinful. All this space, these possessions, for just two people.”


“So what? Our life is just a distant memory? Someone else’s life? Even though you remember it?” I asked.


She bit her lip, looking troubled. “No, it’s not like... Not entirely. You, Calvin, you’re not someone else to me. I feel the connection. You are my husband, the love of my life.” She sat beside me on the couch, taking my hand in both of hers. “I feel it in my soul.”


My phone buzzed, startling us both. Katherine had replied: “What the hell? Who is this really? Mandy would never bring up the clinic. Need more details before I go anywhere.”


I showed the message to Emma, who shrugged helplessly. “I have no idea what ‘the clinic’ even refers to. It must have been important to Mandy, though.”


I typed back: “It really is from Mandy, in a way. Hard to explain over text. If ‘the clinic’ means something to you, that should be proof enough. It would be easier to show you what’s going on.”


We waited in tense silence until the phone buzzed again. “Fine. What’s the address? But I’m bringing pepper spray and my roommate knows where I’m going. This better not be some weird shit.”


I sent her our address, adding, “It’s definitely weird shit, but not dangerous. Promise.”


“Well, that’s that,” I said, setting the phone down. “Now we wait.”


Emma nodded, then wandered back to the bookshelf. She pulled out a worn copy of “The Great Gatsby”—one of her favorites—and flipped through it with a frown.


“What’s wrong?” I asked.


“I used to love this book,” she said, sounding puzzled. “I remember loving it. But now it seems… I don’t know. Frivolous? All these people with their wealth and their parties and their shallow problems.” She put it back on the shelf with a sigh. “It’s not holding my interest at all.”


I couldn’t help but laugh. “Let me guess—you prefer religious texts now? The Bible? Lives of the Saints?”


She shot me a look that was pure Emma, despite coming from Lisa’s face. “Actually, no. Lisa—I—have quite the collection of thriller novels hidden under my bed at the convent. Murder mysteries, mostly. The gorier the better.” She grinned at my surprised expression. “What? Even nuns need escapism. Sister Agnes thinks I’m reading devotionals, but I’ve got Gillian Flynn and Tana French stuffed between my mattress and box spring.”


“Sister Margaret!” I gasped in mock scandal. “I’m shocked. Absolutely shocked.”


She laughed, a sound that was becoming more familiar on Lisa’s lips. “Everyone has their secrets, Calvin. Even before… this.” She gestured to herself. “Lisa was never quite as perfect as she pretended to be.”


The thought was oddly comforting—that even before Emma had inhabited her body, Sister Margaret had her own small rebellions, her own private self that didn’t align perfectly with her public persona. It made what we were doing seem slightly less like a violation.


“How long do you think it will take Dr. Winters to get here?” Emma asked, settling onto the couch beside me.


I checked the time. “Depends on where she lives. Could be twenty minutes, could be an hour.”


Emma leaned her head against my shoulder, a gesture so familiar it made my chest ache. “I hope she can help us figure this out. I can’t keep jumping from body to body forever.”


I put my arm around her, pulling her close. “We’ll figure it out. Together.”


But as we sat there waiting, I couldn’t help wondering what would happen if we couldn’t solve this puzzle. How many bodies would Emma inhabit? How many lives would be disrupted? And what would happen to my wife if we failed?


After a while, the doorbell rang, and I felt my stomach tighten with anxiety. Emma and I exchanged a glance before I stood to answer it.


“Here we go,” I muttered, taking a deep breath before pulling the door open.


The woman standing on my porch wasn’t what I expected. When Emma had mentioned a “nerdy scientist friend,” I’d pictured someone older, despite her saying she was a friend from high school, maybe with a lab coat and a perpetual scowl. Instead, Katherine Winters looked like she’d walked straight out of some “sexy scientist” Halloween costume—minus the costume.


She was in her early twenties, with short, fiery red hair cut in a tomboyish style that somehow managed to look both practical and stylish. Freckles dusted her nose and cheeks, visible behind black-rimmed glasses that gave her an intellectual air. She wore a simple green t-shirt with some obscure science joke printed on it, fitted enough to show off curves that her lab coat probably hid most days. Her jeans were worn at the knees, and she carried a messenger bag slung across her chest.


“You’re not Mandy,” she said immediately, her eyes narrowing behind her glasses. Her voice was crisp and precise, the kind that commanded attention in lecture halls. “Who are you, and why are you using her name to get me here?”


“I’m Calvin Kent,” I said, stepping back slightly to give her space. “And no, I’m not Mandy. It’s… complicated.”


“I called Mandy,” Katherine said, not budging from the doorway. “My actual friend Mandy. She has no idea who you are or why you’d be contacting me on her behalf. Interestingly, she also can’t account for what she did yesterday, or the two days before. Complete blank.” Her hand slipped into her pocket, presumably gripping the pepper spray she’d mentioned. “So I’ll ask again: who are you, and what do you want?”


“We can explain,” Emma said, appearing beside me. Katherine’s eyes flicked to her, taking in the small blonde in oversized clothes.


“And you are?”


“My name is… Lisa,” Emma said after a slight hesitation. “Sister Margaret, actually, but Lisa is fine.”


Katherine’s eyebrows shot up. “A nun? What the hell is going on here?”


I ran a hand through my hair, struggling to find a starting point that wouldn’t sound completely insane. “Look, this is going to sound crazy, but my wife died last week. In a car accident.”


“I’m sorry for your loss,” Katherine said automatically, though her expression remained suspicious. “But what does that have to do with Mandy or me?”


“Because she’s not dead,” I blurted out. “I mean, her body is, but she’s… she’s here.” I gestured to Emma/Lisa. “She’s in there.”


Katherine took a step back. “Okay, I’m leaving now. You people are clearly—”


“Wait,” Emma said, her voice taking on that gentle but firm tone I’d noticed she used more often in Lisa’s body. “Please. We know how this sounds. But something extraordinary has happened, something beyond scientific explanation—at least, beyond our understanding of science.”


“Which is why we need you,” I added quickly. “You’re supposed to be brilliant. Mandy thought you could help us figure this out.”


“Mandy apparently doesn’t even know you,” Katherine shot back.


“Then how would we know about ‘the clinic?’” I challenged, hoping that would be enough to convince her to at least stay and listen.


Katherine’s expression shifted from suspicion to something more complex—curiosity mingled with concern. “So you’re what? A ghost? What makes you say that?”


“My consciousness transferred,” Emma said simply. “From my dead body to another woman’s, then to Mandy’s, then to my cousin at my funeral, and now to Sister Margaret’s. I retain all my memories as Emma, Calvin’s wife, but I experience the world through the brain and body I’m inhabiting.”


I expected Katherine to turn and run, but instead, she adjusted her glasses, a scientist’s calculation replacing her wariness. “That’s… not possible. Consciousness is a product of brain function. It can’t be transferred like a computer file.”


“And yet, here we are,” I said. “Look, we can prove it. My wife—inside Lisa—knows things only my wife would know. Things about me, about our life together.”


“And Mandy can’t remember the days I was in her body,” Emma added. “Just like the woman at the funeral home can’t remember preparing my body for viewing, because I was in control then.”


Katherine stood silent for a long moment, her fingers drumming against the strap of her messenger bag. Finally, she spoke. “I’m not saying I believe you. But as a neuroscientist, I’m intrigued by the hypothesis. And the fact that Mandy really does have missing time…” She took a deep breath. “Fine. I’ll come in. But I’m keeping my phone on and my pepper spray handy.”


I stepped aside, relief washing over me. “That’s fair. Thank you for giving us a chance.”


As Katherine crossed the threshold, I caught her studying Emma with intense scientific curiosity, like she was a particularly fascinating lab specimen. I couldn’t blame her—if I hadn’t experienced this firsthand, I wouldn’t believe it either.
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Chapter 9: Interrogation


We sat in the living room, Katherine perched on the edge of an armchair like she might need to bolt at any moment. Emma and I took the couch, careful to maintain some distance between us—Sister Margaret’s body language still betrayed discomfort at too much physical contact, especially with an audience.


“So let me get this straight,” Katherine said, her scientific skepticism evident in every syllable. “You’re claiming that your wife’s consciousness somehow transferred from her dead body into a series of living women, and now resides in…” she gestured toward Emma, “a nun?”


“I know how it sounds,” I admitted.


“It sounds like the plot of a bad sci-fi movie,” Katherine replied, adjusting her glasses. “Or actually, it reminds me of ‘The Man from Earth.’ Have you seen it?”


Emma and I exchanged blank looks.


“No? Well it’s about a man who also makes impossible claims to a bunch of scholars. She smirked. “Sister Margaret probably wouldn’t like how it ends. Though I suppose it’s an unpleasant comparison in this case, since it would imply you two are telling the truth, which is ridiculous.”


“We are telling the truth,” Emma said quietly. “I know it defies scientific explanation, but—”


“It defies logic,” Katherine interrupted. “Consciousness isn’t transferable. As I said, it’s a product of specific neural patterns in a specific brain. You can’t just… hop from one brain to another like changing clothes.”


“And yet, that’s exactly what’s happening,” I insisted. “Emma can tell you things only she would know. About our life together, about conversations we had that no one else heard.


Katherine waved this away. “Cold reading techniques. Or maybe you coached her. There are a dozen more plausible explanations than consciousness transfer. It’s not like I would even be able to tell if she’s telling the truth. I don’t know any of you.”


“What about the missing time?” Emma reminded her. “Mandy can’t remember what happened when I was in her body. Clara at the funeral home couldn’t remember the days I spent as her. There’s a pattern.”


This gave Katherine pause. She tapped her fingers against her knee, thinking. “Memory gaps can be caused by trauma, drugs, alcohol—”


“Or by someone else driving your body,” I finished for her.


Katherine sighed. “Fine. Let’s say, for the sake of argument, I entertain this hypothesis. How exactly does this… transfer work? Is it voluntary? Is there a trigger?”


Emma and I exchanged another look, this one more uncomfortable.


“It seems to happen through touch,” Emma explained. “Physical contact with another woman. But staying ‘myself’ within the new body… that’s more complicated.”


I cleared my throat. “We’ve noticed that Emma’s personality becomes more dominant after… intimate contact.”


“Intimate contact,” Katherine repeated flatly.


Emma’s cheeks flushed crimson. “Sexual intercourse,” she clarified, her voice barely above a whisper. “With Calvin. It seems to… strengthen my hold on the host body.”


Katherine’s eyebrows shot up. “So you’re telling me that not only does your wife’s consciousness magically transfer between bodies, but you need to have sex with her to keep her from… what, fading away?”


“Not fading away entirely,” I explained, feeling heat rise to my own face. “She retains her memories regardless. But her personality, her… Emma-ness… it gets weaker without physical contact. She starts acting more like the host.”


“How convenient for you,” Katherine said dryly. “Your wife dies, but you get to keep sleeping with her in a variety of new bodies. Sounds like a male fantasy to me.”


“It’s not like that,” Emma protested, her voice stronger now. “This isn’t something we wanted or planned. We’re just trying to understand it.”


Katherine studied us for a long moment, her scientific curiosity clearly at war with her skepticism. “How long can you maintain your… dominance without this ‘recharging’?”


“We don’t know exactly,” I admitted. “We haven’t been willing to test it for too long.”


“I stayed in Clara’s body for about two days,” Emma added. “Then I switched to Mandy. By the end of the third day, I felt mostly like her until Calvin and I... reconnected.”


“You mean until he fucked you,” Katherine said bluntly.


Emma winced at the crude language, Lisa’s sensibilities clearly offended. “Yes,” she said stiffly. “After that, I was more myself again.”


Katherine turned to me. “So you had sex with Mandy—my friend Mandy—while your wife was, what, possessing her?”


The accusation in her tone made me defensive. “It wasn’t like that. It was Emma, in Mandy’s body. Emma consented. Emma wanted it.”


“But Mandy didn’t consent,” Katherine pointed out, her voice hardening. “Mandy wasn’t even present to consent. You had sex with my friend’s body while she was… what, unconscious? Absent? Do you realize how that sounds?”


“I thought you didn’t believe us,” I countered. “You said it was a bad sci-fi plot. Why worry about consent if you don’t believe it’s real?”


“Because,” Katherine said, “if it is real—and that’s still a big ‘if’—then you’re taking advantage of vulnerable women.”


I stood up, startling both Katherine and Emma. “And what was I supposed to do? Just ignore her, let my wife’s consciousness fade away until there was nothing left of her? Watch her die a second time?” My anger, fueled by fear and grief, boiled over and seemed to take Katherine by surprise, her hand reaching for her pocket and the pepper spray within. “So far her hosts have been completely clueless about what happened during the time she was possessing them. It’s like they blacked out, and they remember nothing. So yeah, I’ll happily fuck my wife, in whatever body she’s in, to keep her from disappearing. That’s not me taking advantage, that’s me being a husband.”


Dr. Winters stared at me, mouth agape, then frowned slightly. “Well,” she muttered after a pause. “I think a demonstration is in order.”
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Chapter 4: The Funeral


The next day was a beautiful, sunny morning, a nice change from the cold and rain. I stood outside the cemetery, waiting for Emma. A crowd of people were gathered near the entrance, talking amongst themselves. My in-laws, some distant relatives, and some friends were all here, looking solemn and sad.


Shaking hands, pretending to care, I felt like a total fraud. I kept glancing over my shoulder, hoping to see a young girl with dark hair walking through the cemetery gates, but there was no sign of her.


“I don’t know how you even do it,” a voice said beside me. I turned to see Ashley, Emma’s sister, looking at me with concern. She was dressed in a simple black dress, her blonde hair pulled back in a loose ponytail. She looked so much like Emma it hurt. “I feel like I’m about to throw up.”


“Just doing my best to look like I’m fine,” I said. I glanced at the casket, resting on a pedestal. It was open, and there she was, the empty shell that had once housed my wife’s soul. It was surreal, standing here, mourning someone who wasn’t really gone. “Or maybe not fine, but the socially acceptable level of not fine...”


She nodded, understanding. “You too?” She scoffed. I could see the pain in her eyes, the slight tremble in her hands as she clutched her purse. She was devastated, but she was good at hiding it. That was Ashley for you. Always the strong one.


She looked around the cemetery, her eyes narrowing as she spotted someone in the crowd. “God, look at Veronica,” she muttered, nodding toward a woman standing a few feet away. “She’s actually enjoying this.”


I followed her gaze and saw a woman in her thirties, dressed in an expensive-looking black dress that hugged her curves a bit too tightly for a funeral. Her makeup was immaculate, her hair styled in a way that suggested she had spent hours in front of a mirror. She was standing next to a balding man who I assumed was her husband, laughing quietly at something he had said, then quickly covering her mouth with her hand and pretending to wipe away a tear.


“Who is she again?” I asked, though I vaguely remembered Emma mentioning her a few times.


“Our cousin,” Ashley said, her voice dripping with disdain. “Dad’s brother’s daughter. She and Emma couldn’t stand each other. Look at her, pretending to be sad.” She scoffed. “She’s probably already planning what to wear to the next funeral.”


I watched as Veronica made her way through the crowd, stopping to hug people, her face contorting into an exaggerated mask of grief every time she approached someone new. It was like watching a bad actress in a B-movie.


“She asked me earlier if I you were planning to sell Emma’s jewelry,” Ashley continued, her voice low. “Can you believe that? She didn’t even wait until the funeral was over.”


I shook my head, disgusted. “Jesus.”


“Yeah.” Ashley sighed, then looked at the open casket. “Emma would have hated this whole thing, you know. All these people pretending to care.”


“You’re sarcastic enough on her behalf to make up for it,” I said, trying to lighten the mood. Ashley laughed, a genuine one this time. The two sisters were quite different, but shared a very similar sense of humor.


“Yeah, well,” she said, “I’ll do my best to make her proud.”


I wrapped my arm around her shoulder, giving her a half hug. “She was proud of you, Ash. Very proud. You know that, right?”


She looked up at me, tears in her eyes, and gave me a weak smile. I felt a sudden wave of guilt wash over me. She had no idea that her sister was still here, that she was alive in another body.


I looked around again, hoping to see Emma, but there was still no sign of her. Where the hell was she? “You alright?” Ashley asked. “I mean, relatively speaking, obviously.”


“Yeah, I’m okay,” I said. “Just thinking about Emma, you know? Wondering what she would say if she could see us here.” Subtle, Cal. Real subtle.


Ashley smiled, a genuine smile that reached her eyes. “She’d be proud of you too, Calvin.” She glanced at the casket again, then back at me. “She’d want us to remember her as she was, not…” She gestured vaguely at the coffin.


I nodded, understanding. “Not as an empty shell.”


Ashley nodded slowly. “I guess that’s one way to look at it.” She sighed, then straightened her shoulders. “I should go say hello to Aunt Martha before she thinks I’m avoiding her.” She squeezed my arm one last time. “Hang in there, Calvin.”


I watched her walk away, her head held high despite the weight of her grief. I turned back to the casket, looking at the peaceful face of my wife’s body. It was strange how detached I felt from it now. It wasn’t Emma anymore. Emma was out there somewhere, in Mandy’s body, making her way here. At least, I hoped she was.


I continued to shake hands, my mind drifting further away with each sympathetic nod and murmured condolence. Mrs. Henderson from next door, my boss from work, Emma’s old college roommate—their faces blurred together as I scanned the crowd for Mandy. Where the hell was she? The uncertainty was eating away at me. Had something happened? Had Emma lost her grip on Mandy’s consciousness?


“Such a tragedy,” said someone—I didn’t even register who—as they patted my shoulder and moved on.


I caught Veronica staring at me from across the small gathering. When our eyes met, she had the audacity to wink at me, her red-painted lips curling into what I suppose she thought was a seductive smile. I felt my stomach turn. Her husband was right beside her, oblivious, as she dabbed at perfectly dry eyes with a lace handkerchief that probably cost more than my suit. Every few minutes, she’d let out a theatrical sigh loud enough for everyone to hear, then immediately return to whispering and giggling with another woman. She was like a caricature of grief, a performance so bad it would have been comical if it weren’t so disrespectful.


The priest approached me, his face a practiced mask of professional sympathy. “Mr. Kent, we’ll be asking everyone to take their seats in about five minutes. I’ll do the opening prayer, and then if anyone wishes to say a few words about the deceased, they may do so.” He lowered his voice. “Will you be speaking, sir?”


The question hit me like a bucket of ice water. A speech. Of course there would be a speech. What kind of husband wouldn’t speak at his wife’s funeral? But I had completely forgotten to prepare anything. I left it for the last minute, grief and shock leaving me unable to string two coherent thoughts together, and then... well, between discovering my wife’s consciousness in Clara’s body, then finding her again in Mandy’s, and then spending the night tangled in sheets with her... Jesus, what was I supposed to say? “Thank you all for coming, but don’t worry, my wife is actually alive in someone else’s body, and we had sex all night”?


“I… yes, I’ll say something,” I heard myself say. The old man nodded and moved away, leaving me in a cold sweat.


“You look positively ghastly, Calvin,” came a voice dripping with false concern. I turned to find Veronica standing beside me, close enough that I could smell her expensive perfume. She placed a hand on my arm, letting it linger there longer than was appropriate. “But I must say, grief becomes you.”


I resisted the urge to pull away. “Thanks,” I muttered.


“Oh, don’t be so glum,” she said, her voice inappropriately cheerful. “Death is only the beginning, you know.” She gave a little laugh, as if she’d said something clever.


I stared at her, unable to hide my disgust. “I don’t think this is the time for jokes.”


She smirked, her perfectly manicured fingers still resting on my arm. “Oh, come now. I think Emma would have wanted her funeral to be fun, don’t you? She never was one for all this…” she waved her hand dismissively, “…dreary business.”


“I don’t think you knew Emma as well as you think you did,” I said coldly, finally pulling my arm away.


Veronica’s eyes sparkled with something I couldn’t quite identify. “Maybe I know her better than you think,” she said, and then winked at me again. She looked down at her own hands, turning them over as if seeing them for the first time, then looked back at me with a strange little chuckle.


“I’m sorry to be stuck in such an unpopular person,” she said, her tone suddenly different, though I couldn’t put my finger on how. “But I didn’t think Mandy would cut it. People would wonder who she is.”


I felt the blood drain from my face as understanding dawned on me. “Emma?” I whispered, barely audible.


I stared at her, trying to process what was happening. My brain felt like it was short-circuiting. The woman standing before me was everything Emma had despised: superficial, self-centered, with that irritating high-pitched laugh and those calculated mannerisms. Yet somewhere behind those heavily mascara-coated eyes was my wife.


“Close your mouth, darling, you’ll catch flies,” she said with Veronica’s characteristic condescension, flicking her manicured nails against my chest. “God, these nails are divine though, aren’t they? I get them done weekly.” She examined them with a smirk that was pure Veronica.


I finally found my voice. “How… when did this happen?”


She glanced around to make sure no one was within earshot, then leaned in closer, her expensive perfume clouding my senses. “This morning. I was in Mandy’s body, getting ready to come here, when I ran into Veronica at a coffee shop. She was being absolutely horrid to the useless barista—typical—and I thought, well, wouldn’t it be interesting to attend my own funeral as someone who’s actually invited?” She shrugged Veronica’s shoulders in a fluid, elegant motion that seemed foreign on my wife. “I considered taking over Ashley, you know, but that felt… rude. She deserves to grieve properly, the poor thing.”


“You say that like it’s nothing,” I whispered, horrified. “Like you’re just trying on a new outfit.”


She laughed—a grating, too-loud laugh that surely would have made Emma cringe. “I know, I know. I’m taking this all rather lightly, aren’t I? But it’s freeing, Calvin. I used to think Veronica was just an asshole, but now I understand—she’s just learned to seize life without worrying about what others might feel or want. There’s a certain power in that.”


“I imagine that’s her point of view, yeah,” I said, shaking my head.


The woman my wife was currently inhabiting seemed taken aback, as if the self-reflection required to see her situation from an outside point of view was not a skill Veronica had honed. “It is, actually,” she said quietly, looking down at her own hands again, the nails perfect, the skin smooth and unblemished. “But I suppose I see why others might disagree. People are so... fragile, aren’t they? Emotions are a burden. It’s much simpler to live without the less convenient ones.”


“How can you even claim to be Emma when you’re talking like that? My wife cared about people. She wouldn’t—”


“Wouldn’t what? Enjoy herself?” She raised one perfectly shaped eyebrow. “I’m still me, Calvin. I’m just… experiencing things through a different lens. I’ll admit, Veronica might not be the best host in such dire circumstances. In Mandy’s brain, I didn’t think this through properly. But I thought inside this woman, I’d have the freedom to experience my own funeral a bit more… relaxed.” Her eyes traveled down my body and back up again. “Plus, she’s hot, isn’t she? I thought you might want to fuck her afterward—if not out of attraction, maybe out of anger.”


She winked at me again, then waved cheerfully at her husband, who was engaged in conversation with another mourner. “Poor guy hasn’t fucked me in ages,” she whispered, leaning in close. “Though I’ve been having plenty of fun with the younger neighbor. He’s quite the specimen—abs you could bounce quarters off of.”


As she spoke, she took my hand and, with a boldness that left me speechless, guided it to her ass, pressing it against the curve while maintaining eye contact with her husband across the room. She smiled at him innocently while my hand remained frozen against the expensive fabric of her dress.


I was horrified. I was disgusted. And God help me, I was turned on. The conflict made me feel sick with myself. This was my wife’s cousin, for Christ’s sake. A woman I found repulsive on a personal level, even if she was objectively attractive. But knowing Emma was in there somewhere, watching me through those eyes…


“Stop it,” I hissed, pulling my hand away. “This isn’t right.”


“What isn’t right?” she asked in Veronica’s mock innocence. “That I’m in this body, or that you’re getting hard thinking about it?”


I didn’t doubt for a second that this was Emma—the Emma I knew was in there somewhere. But it was like watching her through a funhouse mirror, distorted and warped by Veronica’s personality. How much control did she actually have? How much of Veronica was influencing her thoughts, her actions? Or worse, how much of Emma was being consumed by the women she inhabited?


“Both,” I admitted quietly. “I don’t like what this brain is doing to you.”


She tilted her head, studying me with an expression that was suddenly more thoughtful, more Emma-like. “Or maybe it’s just showing you parts of me you never knew existed.” She straightened Veronica’s designer jacket. “We should find our seats. The service is about to start, and I’m dying to hear what people say about me.” She paused, then laughed at her own pun. “See what I did there? Dying?”


I walked toward the front of the seating area, feeling numb and on autopilot. The wind was picking up, rustling the leaves on the trees that surrounded the open field. It was a peaceful place, I had to admit. It wasn’t a peaceful moment... Though, I was lucid enough to realize that funerals were rarely peaceful for those left behind. I was just experiencing a different kind of fucked up than most people did on a day like this.


The priest had begun his opening speech. I wasn’t really listening. I sat next to Ashley and her parents, feeling Veronica’s eyes on me from across the aisle. She was sitting next to her husband, her smirk barely hidden under a mask of faux sympathy. She was both an intruder and the guest of honor at her own funeral, and the absurdity of it was not lost on me. I hoped some part of my real wife was at least finding some genuine solace in all of this. She had to know that the people around her were hurting, missing the real Emma. She had a to care, even a little, right?


I turned to look at my in-laws. Robert and Margaret Davis looked like they had aged a decade in the past week. Robert, a tall man with the same blonde hair as his daughters, though now more gray than blonde, sat rigid in his seat, his jaw clenched so tight I could see the muscle twitching. Margaret, petite and usually so full of energy, seemed to have collapsed in on herself, her eyes red-rimmed and vacant. Ashley reached out and squeezed my hand as I sat down beside her.


The priest was carrying on with the usual platitudes about the fleeting nature of life and the importance of remembering those we’ve lost. Jesus, God, and Heaven were sprinkled into his speech, though I knew Emma had never been religious. She had wanted a non-denominational service, but I guess her parents had other ideas. I couldn’t bring myself to be mad at them, though. I’d always wondered why some of my non-religious deceased relatives ended up with religious funerals. I was starting to understand. After Emma’s death, I had seen no point in denying her grieving parents anything they thought might offer them some comfort. My wife was gone. Who cared what words were said in a church?


And then it hit me again—my wife wasn’t gone, she was right fucking there, wearing the skin of her cousin like a brand new dress, her eyes sparkling with the thrill of the game she was playing. I shook my head to clear it. This was insane.


“Now, if anyone else would like to share some memories of Emma, please feel free to come forward,” the priest was saying. Ashley gave my hand a final squeeze and then stood up. I watched her walk to the front, her head held high, her posture straight and dignified. This was all a sham, a farce. My wife was dead, and yet she wasn’t. Her family was grieving, and yet the source of their grief was sitting across from them, smiling. I felt like I was losing my mind.


Ashley began to speak, and as she did, the crowd fell silent. She tried to smile, then cleared her throat, her voice trembling slightly. After a moment, she laughed, tears in her eyes. Some in the crowd laughed with her. “I’m sorry,” she said, “It’s just... this is so ridiculous. Emma hated these kinds of things. She would have wanted us to have a barbecue or something. She would have wanted us to laugh and remember her in a way that didn’t involve black dresses and uncomfortable shoes.”


Her parents chuckled at that, clearly uneasy with the unconventional eulogy, but unable to deny the truth of it. I glanced back at Veronica, and saw her smiling, a more genuine smile than I would have expected.


“But I guess we’re here, and I guess we’re doing this, and I guess that’s okay too. So, I just wanted to say a few things about my sister.” She paused, her voice catching. “Bad things, obviously. That’s what she would have wanted. She always hated those sickeningly sweet eulogies where everyone lies and says the dead person was a saint.”


A few more laughs from the audience. “Emma was many things,” Ashley continued, “but a saint was not one of them. She was stubborn, she was bossy, she was opinionated, and she was sometimes downright infuriating,” she looked over to me, and winked. “Just ask her husband.”


I forced myself to smile back, and the crowd laughed again.


“But she was also the most loyal, the most caring, and the most genuine person I’ve ever known. She was my best friend. She was the only one who would tell me when I was being an idiot. And trust me, that happened often.” More laughter, this time genuine and warm. “She was the first person to hold me accountable, and the first person to forgive me. She was my rock, and I don’t know what I’m going to do without her. I don’t know how I’m going to navigate this world without her guidance, her love, or her unrelenting support.” She looked up at the sky for a moment, her chin quivering, then cleared her throat. “Emma, I hope you’re looking down on us now and laughing your ass off at this ridiculousness. And I hope that wherever you are, you’re at peace.”


I looked back at Veronica again. Her eyes were twinkling, and she was smiling, a genuine smile that reached her eyes and crinkled the corners of her mouth. No tears, of course—that would have been too much to expect from Emma’s cousin. But at least she seemed to be somewhat touched by Ashley’s words.


Ashley came back to sit beside me, her eyes wet with tears. I reached out and took her hand, giving it a squeeze. She squeezed back. “Your turn,” she whispered.


As I stood up and made my way to the podium, I couldn’t help but glance back at Emma’s cousin once again. She had a hand on her husband’s thigh, whispering something in his ear that made him shift uncomfortably. When she caught my eye, she winked and subtly arched her back, pushing her chest forward just enough to be noticeable to me but not obvious to anyone else. She crossed her legs slowly, the hem of her dress riding up just a fraction, revealing another inch of toned thigh.


I felt a flush of heat rise to my face—partly from anger, partly from an unwanted arousal that made me feel like the worst kind of traitor. This was my wife’s funeral, for God’s sake, and here I was getting turned on by her cousin. Except it was really Emma, fucking with me in the most inappropriate way possible.


I reached the podium and gripped its edges, steadying myself. The crowd fell completely silent, all eyes on me. I could see Ashley’s encouraging smile, Robert’s stoic nod, Margaret’s tearful gaze. Behind them, rows of faces—some familiar, some not—all waiting for me to put my grief into words.


I took a deep breath, my mind completely blank. What could I possibly say? How could I eulogize a woman who wasn’t really gone? How could I pretend to be a grieving widower when my wife was sitting right there, inhabiting another woman’s body, acting like this was all some kind of joke?


I cleared my throat and looked out at the sea of expectant faces.


“Emma didn’t fear death,” I finally said, my voice hoarse with emotion. I glanced briefly at Veronica and saw her smirking, her eyes locked on me. “She feared a lot of things, like spiders and clowns and that weird noise the fridge makes in the middle of the night, but never death.”


The audience gave a sympathetic chuckle at that, and I felt some of the tension ease from my shoulders. I took a deep breath and continued.


“I, for once, fear death. Fear it like hell. Death is final, inevitable. And when Emma died, I thought it was the end. I felt like... Like I died with her, in a way. I was... Dead inside, empty, lost. I didn’t know how I could go on without her.” I paused, my voice catching in my throat. I could feel the hot prickle of tears behind my eyes and I fought to keep them from falling. “I still don’t know how I’ll go on without her. Or maybe I don’t know how to carry her with me.” I looked down at the ground, collecting myself, then back up at the audience, back at Veronica, back at my wife. “She’s still here, you know? With us. She’ll always be with us. She might look different, sound different, act different, but she’s still here.” Veronica’s smirk faltered at that. She shifted in her seat, her gaze suddenly uncertain. “She’s in the way Ashley smiles, the way her parents laugh. She’s in the memories that her friends share, the stories that they’ll tell for years to come. And me? In whatever form she chooses to haunt me, I’m grateful for it. I’m grateful because, even though I can’t explain why or how, my wife is still alive to me.” I looked directly at Veronica, my eyes locking onto hers. “And that’s all that matters, in the end.”


The room was silent for a moment, and then someone—Ashley, I think—nodded. A few people murmured in agreement, and then the whole room. I barely paid attention to it. I was focused on Veronica. Her smirk was gone, replaced by a thoughtful expression. She met my gaze, her eyes shining with unshed tears. I nodded slightly, and she returned the gesture, a silent acknowledgment of our strange, impossible situation. A silent acknowledgment that we were both haunted by the same ghost, though in very different ways.


After my speech, others took their turn at the podium.


Robert and Margaret spoke together, holding each other up both literally and figuratively. Robert’s deep voice rumbled about how proud he was of his daughter, while Margaret shared stories of Emma’s stubborn determination, even as a child. “She never gave up on anything or anyone she believed in,” Margaret said, looking directly at me. “Especially not the people she loved.”


Soon enough, the casket was lowered into the ground, and we all gathered around to toss a handful of dirt onto the wood. I watched as the mound of earth grew, burying my wife’s empty shell. The wind had died down, and the air was still and quiet, the only sound the soft thud of earth hitting wood and the few occasional birdsong in the trees. I didn’t even know how to feel at this point. I was numb, detached from reality.


The ceremony droned on, a blur of ritual and reverence, the priest’s voice a low, monotone hum in the background. As the final prayers were recited, and the mourners began to disperse, I found myself once again shaking hands, accepting hugs, and thanking people for coming. It felt easier now, somehow. The weight on my chest had lightened, if only a little. I caught Emma—it was getting harder to think of her as Veronica—looking at me from across the room several times. Her glances seemed warmer, more genuine, though she still played her part as the insufferable Veronica, whispering things to her equally insufferable husband that made him chuckle inappropriately.


“You did good, Calvin,” came Ashley’s voice as she appeared at my elbow. “Really good. That speech was…” She paused, searching for words, then settled on, “Emma would have loved it. She would have made fun of you for getting all poetic, but she would have loved it.”


I managed a genuine smile. “Thanks, Ash.”


“I mean it,” she continued, her usual sarcasm softened by sincerity. “The way you talked about her living on in different forms—that was beautiful. Cheesy as hell, but beautiful.”


Before I could respond, I noticed Emma approaching us. Ashley tensed beside me, clearly uneasy about interacting with her cousin.


“Ashley, darling,” Emma said in Veronica’s voice, but there was something different about her tone—less sharp around the edges. “That was a lovely tribute to your sister. She would have been touched.”


Ashley blinked, clearly surprised by the uncharacteristic kindness. “Thanks, Veronica. That’s… unexpectedly nice of you to say.”


Emma shrugged. “Even I have my moments.” She turned to me. “And you, Calvin. Who knew you had such poetry in you? It was quite moving.”


“Thank you,” I said simply, holding her gaze.


“Well,” Ashley said, looking between us with slight confusion, “I should go check on Mom and Dad.” She squeezed my arm. “Call me if you need anything, okay?”


As Ashley walked away, Emma leaned in closer to me. “See?” she whispered. “I’m still here. Just in a slightly more… high-maintenance package.”


“Well,” I said, tensing slightly as I lowered my voice, “it only took me eulogizing you at your own funeral to get through Veronica’s thick skin. Should I be flattered or concerned?”


Emma laughed—that high, tinkling laugh that was all Veronica. “Oh, Calvin, darling, don’t be so dramatic. Veronica’s just selective about who she shows her softer side to.” She ran a manicured finger down the lapel of my suit. “Besides, you should see how I—I mean, how she—behaves at other funerals. This is positively restrained.”


I felt my jaw clench. Just when I thought I was seeing more of Emma, Veronica came roaring back. “Right. Restrained. Is that what you call it?”


She must have noticed the shift in my tone because her eyes narrowed with a calculating gleam that made my skin crawl. She leaned in closer, her perfume enveloping me in a cloud of expensive scent.


“You know,” she said, her voice dropping to a husky whisper, “if you’re so angry at Veronica, I’ll be vaping behind the church in two minutes. Why don’t you meet me there and teach me a lesson?”


“Jesus,” I muttered under my breath.


She patted my cheek condescendingly. “Don’t look so shocked, darling. It’s just a thought.” With that, she sauntered away, making sure to put an extra sway in her hips that I was certain was for my benefit.


I watched her go, feeling a storm of emotions raging inside me. Anger, confusion, and underneath it all, an undeniable current of desire that made me feel sick with myself. On one hand, the idea of following Veronica—of all people—behind a church for a quickie right now, of all moments, felt beyond reprehensible. On the other hand, it wasn’t really Veronica, was it? It was Emma. My Emma, trapped in the body of a woman I couldn’t stand.


The thought of putting Veronica in her place, of somehow spanking Emma back into reality, sent a shameful thrill through me. Would it help? Would a physical connection strengthen Emma’s hold on Veronica’s consciousness, the way it had with Mandy? Or would it just be giving in to a twisted desire I didn’t want to acknowledge?


I loosened my tie slightly, suddenly feeling too warm. Two minutes, she had said. Two minutes until she’d be waiting, expecting me to either follow through or chicken out. Either way, I knew she’d have something to say about it.


God help me, I was actually considering it.


I found Emma exactly where she said she’d be—behind the church, leaning against the brick wall, a thin stream of vapor escaping her lips as she exhaled. She was partially hidden by a large dumpster, the irony of which wasn’t lost on me. Veronica’s designer heels clicked against the pavement as she straightened up at the sight of me.


“Well, well,” she said, her red lips curving into a smile that was pure predator. “I wasn’t sure you’d come. How deliciously naughty of you, Calvin.”


I kept my distance, hands in my pockets. “I just wanted to talk.”


She laughed, taking another drag from her vape pen before tucking it into her purse. “Talk? Is that what we’re calling it now?” She stepped closer, her eyes gleaming. “God, I’ve never been this horny in my entire life—well, Veronica’s life, anyway. It’s strange. No matter what body I’m in, I want you so badly it hurts.”


The crude words coming from Veronica’s mouth sent an unwanted jolt of heat through me.


“You can have me right here,” she continued, running her hands down her sides, emphasizing the curves of her body. “Veronica the bitch, freely available for whatever you want.” She lowered her voice to a whisper. “My mouth, my pussy, my ass—take your pick. I’ve been working this body hard at the gym, you know. It would be a shame for you to pass on this opportunity.”


I felt my face flush with anger and arousal in equal measure. “You could possess any other woman,” I said through gritted teeth. “Any other woman would be a more pleasant partner than Veronica.”


She threw her head back and laughed, the sound echoing off the brick walls. “Oh, please. Don’t try to bluff me, Calvin. I know you too well.” She closed the distance between us, pressing her body against mine. I could feel the heat of her through our clothes. “I can see it in your eyes. You’re dying to push me against this wall and fuck me raw. Teach the bitch a good lesson, right?”


Her hand found its way to my crotch, confirming what she already knew. “Go ahead,” she whispered, her breath hot against my ear. “I’m on the pill.”


Something snapped inside me. All the confusion, grief, and anger of the past few days crystallized into a single, burning need. I grabbed Veronica by her shoulders and spun her around, shoving her roughly against the brick wall. She gasped—a sound of surprise mixed with excitement—as I pinned her there with my body.


“Is this what you want?” I growled, my voice barely recognizable to my own ears. “You want me to hate-fuck you at my wife’s funeral?”


She laughed, that infuriating Veronica laugh. “Your wife is right here, darling. And yes, that’s exactly what I want.”


I silenced her with a bruising kiss, my hands already pushing up the hem of her expensive black dress. She wore silk underwear—of course she did—which I yanked down with enough force that I heard the delicate fabric tear. She moaned against my mouth, her hands fumbling with my belt.


“Hurry,” she whispered, her voice husky with need. “Someone might come looking for us.”


The thought should have stopped me cold, but instead it only fueled the fire. I freed myself from my pants and hoisted her up, her back scraping against the rough brick as she wrapped her legs around my waist. Without preamble, I thrust into her, earning a shocked gasp that quickly morphed into a moan.


“Oh god, Calvin,” she cried out, her head falling back against the wall. “Yes, fuck me like you hate me.”


And I did. I pounded into her with all the rage and confusion and twisted desire I’d been suppressing. Each thrust was punishment—for her taking Veronica’s body, for her acting like this was all some game, for making me want her despite everything. Her moans grew louder, echoing in the small space between the building and the dumpster.


“Shut the fuck up,” I hissed, clamping my hand over her mouth. “You want everyone to hear you? To come see Veronica getting fucked behind a church?”


Her eyes widened above my hand, but I could feel her smile against my palm. She was enjoying this—the danger, the degradation, all of it. And God help me, so was I. I hated myself for it, hated her for bringing me to this point, but I couldn’t stop.


Veronica’s body responded to every thrust, her inner muscles clenching around me, her perfectly manicured nails digging into my shoulders through my suit jacket. I could feel her building toward climax, her breathing becoming more ragged against my hand.


“You’re not coming until I say so,” I growled, slowing my pace deliberately. “You don’t get to enjoy this that much.”


She whimpered in protest, trying to move her hips to increase the friction, but I held her firmly in place. I removed my hand from her mouth just long enough to hear her beg.


“Please, Calvin,” she gasped. “Please let me come. I need it.”


“Who are you?” I demanded, still moving torturously slow inside her.


“I’m Emma,” she whispered, her eyes locking with mine. “I’m your wife.”


Something about hearing those words from Veronica’s mouth pushed me over the edge. I resumed my punishing pace, driving into her with renewed vigor. She came almost immediately, her body convulsing around me, her scream muffled by my hand clamped firmly over her mouth again. I followed seconds later, emptying myself inside her with a guttural groan, hatred and pleasure washing over me in equal measure.


I sagged against the wall, my breath coming in ragged gasps as the reality of what we’d just done crashed over me. My wife’s funeral. Behind the church. With her cousin’s body. Jesus Christ, what was wrong with me? And yet, I couldn’t deny the relief flooding through me—not just physical release, but something deeper. Some primal part of me had needed this, needed to reclaim Emma in whatever form she took.


Veronica—Emma—stood shakily, adjusting her torn underwear and smoothing down her dress. Her carefully styled hair was now a mess, makeup smudged, lipstick all but gone. My release trickled down her inner thigh, and she made a half-hearted attempt to clean herself with a tissue from her purse.


“Shit,” she muttered, her voice sounding different somehow. “This dress costs more than your monthly mortgage payment.”


I tucked myself away and zipped up my pants, shame and satisfaction warring within me. When I looked up at her face, I noticed something had changed in her eyes. The cold, calculating gleam that was pure Veronica had softened, replaced by something warmer, more familiar. More Emma.


“Calvin, I…” she started, then paused, running a hand through her disheveled hair. “I’m sorry. This was stupid. So fucking stupid.” She shook her head. “Taking over Veronica of all people. What was I thinking?”


I stared at her, taken aback by the sudden shift. “Emma?” Was she more herself again?


“When I was Mandy, I didn’t realize how much of a bitch Veronica actually was,” she continued, leaning against the wall for support. “My memories of her were intact, but Mandy had no emotional response to seeing her. It was just… information. But being inside her head…” She shuddered. “It’s like swimming in toxic waste.”


“You sound different,” I said cautiously. “More like yourself.”


She looked down at her hands—Veronica’s hands—with disgust. “I feel more like myself. Less… Veronica.” She looked up at me, her eyes wide with realization. “It’s the sex, isn’t it? Just like with Mandy. Having sex with you brings me back, makes me stronger than the host.”


I nodded slowly. “Seems that way. You were acting like a complete bitch before.”


“I know,” she said, genuine remorse in her voice. “And the worst part is, I was enjoying it. Veronica gets off on being cruel. It’s like a drug.” She reached out and touched my face gently. “I’m so sorry, Calvin. For all of this. For making you fuck me at my own funeral, for Christ’s sake.”


“It’s not entirely your fault,” I admitted. “I could have said no.”


She gave a small, sad laugh. “But you didn’t. And I’m glad you didn’t.” She gestured to herself. “This is helping. I’m stronger now. More me.”


I straightened my tie, trying to make myself presentable again. “So sex with me is really like an anchor? It helps you stay you, no matter whose body you’re in?”


“Seems that way,” she said, attempting to fix her makeup using her phone’s camera. “God, we look like we just had sex behind a dumpster.”


“We did just have sex behind a dumpster.”


“Fair point.” She sighed, giving up on her appearance.


Emma did her best to make herself presentable, using a compact mirror from Veronica’s purse to fix her smudged makeup. Her hands moved with Veronica’s practiced efficiency, but there was a gentleness to her movements now, less of the sharp, aggressive energy that had dominated her earlier.


“How do I look?” she asked, smoothing down her dress.


“Like someone who just had rough sex behind a funeral home, but trying really hard to hide it,” I answered honestly.


She laughed—a sound that was somewhere between Veronica’s tinkling fake laugh and Emma’s genuine one. “Well, it’ll have to do.” She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. “We need to figure out what happens next. I can’t stay in Veronica forever.”


“Where’s Mandy?” I asked. “Could you go back to her?”


Emma shook her head. “Probably long gone by now. You should have seen her at the coffee shop after we switched—completely freaked out. Poor thing looked like she’d just woken up from a nightmare.” She frowned. “I feel bad about that. She didn’t ask for any of this.”


I glanced toward the funeral home. “What about someone else here? Someone who wouldn’t be missed for a while? At least for as long as it takes us to find someone else out there?”


“Like who? A friend? Family?” She shuddered. “I don’t think I can do that, Calvin. One good thing about Veronica is she doesn’t give a shit about my death. She’s just here because it’s the socially expected thing to do.” She gestured toward the building. “Everyone else in there is grieving me. I’m not ready to feel that—to grieve myself through someone else’s emotions. It would be too much.”


I nodded, understanding. The psychological implications of inhabiting someone who was actively mourning you were disturbing to contemplate.


“We’ll figure something out,” I said, checking my watch. “But we should do it quickly, before you start feeling more like Veronica again.”


“God, please don’t let that happen.” She shuddered. “Being Veronica is like having your brain marinated in entitlement and spite. The longer I’m in here, the harder it is to remember who I really am.”


We made our way back to the cemetery, trying to look casual. I noticed Ashley watching us, her eyes narrowing slightly as she took in Veronica’s disheveled appearance and the fact that we’d both been absent at the same time. She didn’t say anything, but the knowing look on her face made my stomach twist with guilt. How much did she suspect?


The service ended without further drama, and the guests began to disperse. Emma and I stuck around to mingle, both of us desperate for some kind of solution. We needed a host who had no link to Emma and no one would miss for at least long enough to get back home.


“What’s up with you and Veronica?” Ashley whispered to me as she passed by. “You two seem awfully chummy all of a sudden.”


“She... asked about Emma’s will,” I lied smoothly. “Wanted to know if she’d been left anything.”


“Typical.” Ashley rolled her eyes, though she still seemed skeptical. “Did you tell her she’s in line for a lifetime supply of free Botox and fake tits?”


“Something like that...” I trailed off, catching sight of the priest who’d presided over the ceremony. He was packing up his things, helped by a young woman in a simple black dress. “Excuse me for a sec,” I said to Ashley, already moving toward the duo.


They watched me approach with polite smiles, the young woman standing slightly behind the priest, fiddling with her cross necklace.


“Hi, thank you so much for the service,” I said, shaking the priest’s hand. “It was lovely. Very... touching.”


“Thank you, son,” the priest said with a benevolent smile.


I stared at the nun, my mind racing. “I’m sorry, I didn’t catch your name,” I said, holding out my hand to her.


“Sister Margaret,” she replied quietly, taking my hand in a firm shake.


“Sister Margaret, lovely.” I glanced around, trying to look nonchalant. “Would you mind me introducing you to my wife’s cousin? She... she keeps talking about wanting to get closer to God, but I think she’s too afraid to ask.” I lowered my voice, leaning in closer.


The priest and Sister Margaret exchanged glances. The poor girl, in her twenties, was pretty, in a quiet, innocent way. Her blonde hair was tucked neatly under her veil, and her blue eyes were wide and trusting. She seemed particularly uneasy in her conservative black dress. “I’d be happy to talk to her,” the priest said. “Where is she?”


“Oh, no need to bother yourself, Father. I think a woman’s touch might work better with this one.” I gave Sister Margaret an encouraging smile. “If you could spare five minutes, Sister?”


She hesitated, glancing at the priest for permission, which he granted with a nod.


“I’d be honored to help,” she mumbled, her voice barely audible.


“Wonderful.” I led her away, searching for Emma. I spotted her across the cemetery, chatting with a group of well-wishers. “There she is.”


I approached, Sister Margaret in tow, and tapped Emma on the shoulder. She turned around, her face lighting up with a false smile when she saw the nun. It seemed to take all of her self-control to keep her eyes from rolling out of her head. “Calvin! How lovely! What’s this?”


“I wanted to introduce you to Sister Margaret,” I said, nudging the shy nun forward. “She wanted to talk to you about... about getting closer to God. I know it’s something you’ve been thinking about a lot lately.”


“Of course,” Emma said with a tight smile, keeping her hands folded in front of her. It was pretty obvious that my wife, as Veronica, found the idea of becoming a nun laughable. I had to elbow her slightly to get her to shake the nun’s hand. She extended her arm stiffly, giving the sister a limp handshake.


For a moment, the two women stared at each other, the tension thick between them. Then, Sister Margaret blinked and straightened her shoulders, her expression changing slightly, blushing. In the meantime, Veronica’s eyes widened. She looked around in confusion, her gaze finally settling on her hands, still encased in the nun’s. She let go of the nun’s hands as if they were on fire and stumbled backward a few steps.


“What on earth?” Veronica mumbled, her voice shaky. Veronica’s relatives and friends looked over, some of them clearly concerned about her sudden change in demeanor. Veronica didn’t seem to be one to show uncertainty or weakness. Obviously aware that she was being watched, she quickly regained her composure, flashing her usual, plastic smile.


“Everything alright, dear?” asked an elderly man, who I recognized as her father.


“Perfectly fine, Daddy,” she said smoothly, brushing a lock of hair from her forehead. “Erm... I’m sorry,” she told the nun. “You were saying?” She clearly had no idea what she was doing here, but her pride wouldn’t allow her to show it.


Sister Margaret, meanwhile, had been staring at Veronica, her blush deepening. “Oh, yes. I just wanted to tell you that...” She was stammering, looking around her, and fiddling with her dress. She kept stealing glances at me, her blush intensifying every time our eyes met. “Nothing important... Sorry for bothering you...”


“I’ll accompany the sister back to the priest,” I said to all present. “Please, enjoy the refreshments.” And then, in a whisper, I said to the nun, “Come with me.”


We walked a few steps away, out of earshot. “Are you...” I asked the sister, who was now trailing behind me.


“Emma? Yes, it’s me,” the sister mumbled. Her voice was barely audible. It seemed like she was even shyer than before.


“How do you feel?” I asked, looking over my shoulder.


“A bit... disgusted?” the sister said, clearly struggling to find the right word. “Disappointed, maybe?” She shuddered, her arms wrapped tightly around her waist as we walked.


“About us...? Behind the church?”


She bit her lower lip, her cheeks now bright red. “No... I mean yes... But I was thinking about being Veronica... What a...”


“Bitch?” I offered.


“Horrible person,” she corrected me, frowning slightly at my word choice. She turned to look at the priest, standing a few dozen yards away, conflicting emotions playing across her face. “Calvin, I... I know we planned for me to leave with you but...”


“But?”


She sighed, her breath shaky. “Would you mind waiting for a few minutes? I promised Father O’Brien that I’d help him pack up and get everything back to the parish.”


“How long is a few more minutes? Can’t you find an excuse to leave early,” I asked, uneasy with the idea of letting her out of my sight.


“It’s just that... I feel like I have a duty here,” she said, looking down at her feet. “And to... God?” She looked at her hands as if they weren’t her own. “I don’t know how to explain.”


I sighed. “Right. You’re a nun now. Should have seen that coming.” I shook my head, frustrated. “Alright, you help Father...”


“O’Brien...”


“O’Brien,” I repeated. “You help him pack and load his car, then meet me at mine. Promise?”


“I promise,” the sister said, her smile beatific. She gave me a little wave before hurrying back toward the priest. Fuck, I thought to myself, watching her go. A nun. Of all the people I could have chosen, why the hell did I pick a nun?
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Chapter 3: Good Morning


Sometimes when waking up, as your brain slowly comes back to life, it can take a moment or two to re-orient yourself, to figure out where you are and why. The unfamiliar face of a twenty year old woman sleeping peacefully next to you doesn’t help. I squinted, blinking away the sleep from my eyes, and remembered everything that had happened the day before. “Shit...” I whispered, sitting up in bed and looking at my wife’s new body.


“Hm?” came a sleepy reply from the other side of the bed. Emma turned over and stretched, the sheets falling off her and revealing her bare, perky tits. She looked up at me with a smile, her eyes half closed. “Did you say something, mister?” she asked, giggling. Her voice was light and playful, her words coming out in a sing-song way.


“Just wondering how the hell this happened,” I said. I reached over and gently traced the curve of her breast with my finger, admiring its youthful firmness. I frowned, suddenly feeling uncomfortable, like I was taking advantage of a college kid. My wife may have been inside that body, but it was someone else’s body that I was enjoying.


“What?” she said, raising an eyebrow. “You don’t like my new boobs?” She pouted cutely.


I chuckled. “I do, but they’re not yours. I just want to make sure I’m not making you uncomfortable, you know?”


She sat up, the bed sheets falling further down, revealing the toned, sexy curve of her hips and stomach. “I thought I’d made that pretty clear, like, when I was riding your face last night...” she said, raising her eyebrow again. “Anyway, it feels like my boobs now.” She cupped them in her hands, lifting and jiggling them. “See?”


“Alright, alright,” I said, holding up my hands in surrender, grinning. “Just wanted to make sure.”


“Mm-hmm,” she murmured, leaning in and kissing me, her tongue slipping into my mouth, her hand reaching down and grabbing my morning wood. “And I’m sure I’ll feel the exact same way about the next pair of tits I’ll manage to borrow for you to stare at, okay?” she said with a giggle, slowly stroking my cock.


“Stare at?” I grinned.


“Or play with, suck on, whatever...” She winked, then pulled back the sheets and slid her body on top of mine.


“How are you feeling?” I asked as she settled herself against me. “Do you still feel like Emma? More like yourself?”


“A bit less after waking up, I think.” She held my dick between her legs, teasing her pussy lips with the head, her warm wetness sending shivers down my spine. “Let’s fix that, okay?”


A phone buzzed on the bedside table. Emma glanced over at it. “Shit,” she said, sighing.


“What?”


“It’s my sister...” She picked up the phone and swiped the screen.


“Your sister?” I asked, confused. Why would Ashley be texting her? Had she been in contact with her family since her sudden resurrection?


“I mean Mandy’s sister. She wants to know where I am,” she said, quickly tapping on the screen. “I don’t usually spend the night out, I guess.”


I slowly stroked her thighs as she texted, enjoying the smooth, silky feeling of her warm skin. She had a small butterfly tattoo on her ankle that looked brand new. I ran my fingers along the lines of ink, wondering what the story was there. “How does a hottie like Mandy manage to stay pure for so long in college?” I wondered out loud, still stroking the butterfly. “She looks like the type of girl that gets around.”


“Fuck you, Cal,” she groaned, looking at me and frowning. “What is that supposed to even mean?” she added, sounding annoyed.


Shit, was she taking it personally? “I didn’t mean you, Em, sorry... I was just curious, that’s all.”


“Right...” she muttered. She put the phone down and looked at me, her eyes narrowing. “Well, maybe girls don’t always want to jump into bed with some random dude they met at the club.”


“Fair enough...”


“Or maybe some girls don’t have time for dating, especially when they work full time and take night classes.” She pushed her phone away and climbed off of me.


I looked at her, a bit confused. “You’re really mad at me?”


She sighed and rubbed her face. “No, yes... I don’t know...” She turned back to me. “I’m not just like, a ghost pulling strings inside some other chick’s body, Cal.” She pointed at her chest, tapping it. “I’m actually in her head, okay? When you’re mean to her, you’re being mean to me, too, you get it?”


I nodded, realizing she was right. “That was insensitive of me. I didn’t mean it that way, Em. I’m sorry.”


“Ah! Don’t worry about it, old man,” she said, smiling. “I mean, I’m not really sure how to deal with all this shit either.”


Right, she was struggling with her new reality as much as I was. “Listen, I guess embracing this weird paranormal situation is nice and all, but the truth is we don’t really understand how it works, right?”


“Right...” she said, nodding. “So?”


I shook my head. “So maybe we still ought to do a bit of research on our own before we just give up trying to understand what’s happening, yeah?”


Emma chuckled. “You wanna science the shit outta me?” She laughed.


“Well, you are a pretty unique phenomenon, aren’t you?”


“Yeah, I suppose, Mister Scientist.”


“I’m no scientist,” I said, sitting up in bed, “but that doesn’t mean we shouldn’t try to understand what’s going on. Though I guess real scientists would freak out if they found out about you.”


“Definitely,” Emma agreed. “They’d probably lock me in some sort of secret lab and stick electrodes in my brain to see what happened.” She shivered, hugging her knees. “No thanks.”


“I wouldn’t let that happen,” I said, wrapping my arm around her, kissing her softly on her shoulder. “We’ll figure it out together.”


She snuggled up to me and rested her head on my chest. “Okay, Mister Scientist,” she whispered. She sighed happily and closed her eyes, relaxing against me. “You know what?” she asked after a while, breaking the peaceful silence that had settled over the room.


“What?” I asked, stroking her hair.


“There’s that girl I know from high school... Well, that Mandy knows,” she said, sitting up. “Big nerd, she was in all the advanced science classes, graduated early, went to some fancy university, got her PhD, or Masters, or whatever.”


I frowned. “I thought we just agreed no scientists?”


She smirked, a mischievous twinkle in her eye. “What if I am the scientist?”


I blinked, trying to process what she meant. “What if you’re the... Wait, are you saying what I think you’re saying?”


“I’m saying, what if I take over her body? I’ll become the scientist, and then I’ll science the shit outta me, right?”


That wasn’t such a bad idea, actually. But I had to laugh at the thought of Emma suddenly turning into a nerd.


My wife noticed my expression. “She’s hot too,” she teased “In a hot lesbian bookworm type of way.” She giggled. “You’d like her.”


I rolled my eyes. “You know that doesn’t really matter, Em.”


She pressed a finger against my lips, shushing me. “Don’t even, Cal. You were totally checking me out in Mandy’s body.” She grinned. “I saw you. You’re still doing it right now.”


“I was checking YOU out, Em. Not her,” I lied, kissing the tip of her finger.


“Mmhmm,” she hummed doubtfully. “Sure, mister. You weren’t checking these out at all, were you?” she asked, taking my hands and putting them on her breasts, winking at me. “Or this?” She slid my left hand down her stomach and between her legs. “Come on, Cal. Admit it. You were super turned on when I came at you in Mandy’s body. You couldn’t wait to get inside her panties.”


If it was a trap, I couldn’t help but fall into it. I groaned as my fingers slipped into her tight pussy, feeling her wetness. Emma moaned and pushed herself against me, grinding her hips. “I was turned on,” I admitted, kissing her, “I just don’t want you to take it the wrong way.”


She rolled her eyes, her childish pout returning. “Let’s make things clear, Cal. I’m myself but, like, I feel like Mandy too. I don’t really mind you checking her out because in a way it’s like you’re checking ME out, you know?”


“We were talking about that nerdy friend of yours...”


“Exactly!” She grinned. “And I’ll be her, too. And then you can check me out in her body, and it’ll be fine.”


I nodded, still a bit uncomfortable with the idea, but I could see the logic. “Okay.”


She laughed, seeing my expression. “Okay, okay, maybe there’s also some of that weird arousal thing going on too.” She looked at me sheepishly. “Since I came back it’s like... I can’t stop thinking about pleasing you. I’m, like, really horny all the time. I don’t think it’s just Mandy, or Clara, I think it’s, like, me? Pleasing you feels... super important...”


Whatever had brought her back to life had definitely changed her. We sure hadn’t fucked the way we did last night in ages. It was like a hunger, an all consuming desire that couldn’t be sated. I didn’t need a PhD to figure out that her constant arousal, aimed at me, had something to do with the fact making me cum seemed to strengthen her hold on the body she was in. Was I her battery?


A phone buzzed again. It was my turn this time. I reached out and grabbed it, glancing at the screen. A wave of dread washed over me, sobering me up immediately. “Fuck,” I groaned.


“What?”


“It’s Ashley. She’s asking me what time we’re supposed to meet up at the cemetery tomorrow.”


“Oh...” Emma whispered. “Shit.”


I shook my head, sighing. “I was supposed to go over the last details for the burial with her.” The burial of my wife, currently straddling me in the naked body of a twenty year old girl. Flashes of Emma’s corpse lying peacefully in that open casket flashed through my mind, making me queasy. For a moment, the teenager on top of me seemed like a stranger, Mandy, her big innocent eyes staring at me, her hands on my chest. “Should I tell her?” I wondered out loud.


“Tell her what, that I’m back from the dead?” She scoffed. “Why?”


“Because she’s your sister. She’s suffering too. We shouldn’t keep it from her.”


Emma shook her head, frowning slightly. “I’m sorry for her but... I don’t know... The more people who know, the more complicated things become, right?”


She had a point, but still. I felt guilty. “So what? I just go to the funeral, stand next to her, and watch the casket being lowered into the ground, knowing the whole time it’s not you in there?”


She shrugged, as if the thought didn’t bother her at all. “Sure. I mean, what’s the alternative, Cal? You tell Ashley I’m alive, then we tell Mom and Dad? What about my friends, huh?” I gulped, seeing where she was going with this. “If you don’t go to the funeral, it’ll look weird. People might start to suspect something.”


I couldn’t argue with her. I grabbed my head in my hands, groaning. “I can’t do this,” I mumbled. “I’m losing my mind.”


Emma sighed and took my hand. She kissed my palm, softly. “I’ll come with you.”


I looked up at her. “What? You’re not serious!”


“Hey! It’s my own god damned funeral, Cal! Why can’t I go?”


I laughed despite myself. “This is so fucked up.”


Mandy’s phone buzzed again. Emma frowned and picked it up. “I really need to get going though. My parents are worried about me. And, um, I have a shift this afternoon.”


I couldn’t help but smile at that. Even in death, life continued. “Right. We wouldn’t want to ruin Mandy’s life. Especially if you’re already planning to jump ship, huh?” I teased.


She climbed off my lap and stretched, yawning. “I’ll go home, talk to them, let them know I’m okay, and tomorrow I’ll meet you at the funeral. After that, I’ll go find the girl and, well, you know.” She smirked, then bent down to pick up her underwear from the floor. She slipped her panties on and then looked at me over her shoulder. “Why don’t you go ahead and, um, text Ashley?” She smiled. “I’m gonna go take a shower, okay?”


“Right...” I said, watching her naked body disappear behind the bathroom door.
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Chapter 2: Another One


I spent the evening drinking myself stupid. Not a great idea. But it was either that or spend the evening thinking about... everything. That was something I didn’t want to do, not tonight. I wanted to shut off my mind and let the world fade away. I imagine others would have jumped at the chance of their dead spouse somehow magically returning to life in another body, but I found myself resisting the idea. It was too easy, too perfect, too absurd. As I turned around and around in my bed that night, I even wondered if I had imagined the whole thing. That made sense. It was the most likely explanation. I just created the whole scenario in my head to try to deal with my loss, that was all. Yet, as the morning light streamed in through the bedroom window, and with a headache from hell, I suddenly found myself hoping it was true. I couldn’t wait for the day to pass so I could find out once and for all if what happened yesterday was real. I literally couldn’t wait. I got into my car and drove back to the funeral home.


I waited in the parking lot, in the same spot I had been in yesterday. I hadn’t had breakfast or lunch and my stomach rumbled angrily, but the thought of food made me feel nauseated. I just stared at the entrance, watching the seconds tick by. Peter the bald undertaker opened the front door and stepped in. The fog that hung low to the ground began to burn off in the early morning sun as the street lamps clicked off. Finally, Clara, or Emma, whoever, appeared, getting out of a small Honda Civic and walking toward the entrance.


I got out of my car and didn’t even bother to close the door behind me. “Emma!” I shouted, but she didn’t turn around. “Emma! Wait!”


She paused at the door and spun around. She looked at me with confusion, like she didn’t know who I was. “Can I help you?” she asked.


I stopped dead. “Emma...” I was at a loss for words.


She raised an eyebrow and frowned. “I think you have me confused with someone else.”


I felt so fucking dumb standing there. I had driven all the way down here in a daze like some lovesick teenager to find out it was all just a bad dream. “You don’t remember? What you told me yesterday?”


Clara shook her head, looking uneasy. “Erm... I’m sorry. The last few days are a bit of a blur for me... I think I may have had an episode or something.” She seemed a bit worried about her own sanity. “I hope I didn’t say anything too weird.”


“No,” I said, feeling numb and empty. “It’s fine. We just... talked about my wife. That’s all.” I couldn’t help myself. I felt tears welling up in my eyes and I didn’t want to cry in front of her.


She seemed to realize who I was. “Oh, of course, Mr. Kent,” she mumble. “I’m very sorry for your loss.” Her eyes flickered down to the open car door behind me.


I nodded and stared at her pretty eyes, hoping to catch some glimpse of my wife in them, but there was nothing there. “Right, I’m sorry to have bothered you.” I walked away in a daze, feeling my whole world come crashing down again. I heard the funeral home’s door open and close behind me.


I sat back in my car, gripping the steering wheel and sobbing. Why did my brain have to play such cruel jokes on me? To make me believe for one fleeting moment that my wife was somehow back, then rip her away again? How was that part of any healthy coping mechanism?


I turned the ignition and drove home, my vision blurred by tears. I didn’t know what I was going to do with myself now. A week of recovery, if you could call it that, felt wasted. I was back to square one. Back to the moment they called me and told me my wife’s car had been hit by a semi. Back to that moment of pure, unadulterated despair.


But as I pulled into my driveway, a young girl in her early twenties was waiting for me in front of the door. She was wearing a casual t-shirt and jeans, her dark hair pulled back into a pony tail, her hands thrust into her pockets. She stared at me as I got out of the car, her face set in an expression of determination, her jaw moving up and down, clearly chewing some gum. She had a bubbly, kind of innocent look to her, but her demeanor was confident, like she knew exactly what she was doing here.


“Hi?” I said, confused.


“Calvin!” she called out, her voice excited and happy. She almost threw herself at me and wrapped her arms around my waist.


I gently pushed her away, holding her at arm’s length, eyebrows furrowed. “Okay, now, who the hell are you?”


She laughed and smacked me on the shoulder. “Calvin, it’s me! Emma!” She was practically bouncing up and down, her eyes wide with excitement. “I mean, I get it. You’d never guess this was me, would you? I’m Mandy...” she gestured to herself, “I mean, she’s Mandy. But I’m also Emma!” She giggled and then seemed to realize how she looked. “Sorry! I’m... Mandy’s not Clara, for sure!” She giggled again. “But I’m me, for sure! Emma, I mean!”


My head was spinning. I stumbled backwards until I felt the car behind me and leaned against it for support.


“Calvin!” the girl cried out, reaching toward me. “Are you okay?”


I shook my head, trying to make sense of what she’d just said. “How?” I muttered. “I don’t understand...” Was this another trick? Another dream?


She shrugged and gave me a lopsided smile. “Okay, so, yesterday, after I left the funeral home, I had to buy groceries for her husband or whatever, and I went to the store where I work. I mean, Mandy works, and when I got there, I touched her at the cash register, and suddenly, bam! I’m in her body instead of Clara’s, and I remember everything she knows!” She looked down at herself and smirked, still chewing loudly on her gum. “I’m Mandy now, not Clara! Crazy, right?!”


I rubbed my forehead and sighed. I felt like running away, but I wasn’t about to back down from a second chance at... Whatever the fuck this was. “So, wait,” I said, still trying to wrap my head around this. “You still remember being Clara?”


“No.” She looked down at herself and shrugged. “I mean, yeah, I remember when I was her, you know, but I don’t remember the rest of her life, just mine, now. I mean Mandy’s... Oh and Emma’s, duh!”


I looked at the front door of the house and then back at the young girl. “Wanna come inside?”


She grinned. “Sure!” She bounded up to the door, waiting for me to catch up. I opened the door and she skipped inside. “Finally!” she cried out. “Home sweet home!” She dropped her purse on the kitchen table and spun around the room. “So it’s like, for example, I remember putting Clara’s kids to bed when I was her, but I can’t remember their names now.” She opened one of the top drawers and grabbed a bottle of wine, then turned and immediately found where the glasses were and poured us both a drink, just like Emma used to do after a long day.


I watched her, mesmerized, still not sure if I should be believing any of this. If this was my wife, she certainly was much more energetic and bubbly than she used to be. But then again, what other explanation was there? She even knew where to find the cork screw... She raised her glass and giggled again. “I’m not even old enough to drink yet!” she said, before taking a sip. She groaned and coughed. “Oh god, this is disgusting!” She laughed. “I guess Mandy’s more into soda and energy drinks...”


“Emma...” I said.


“Oh! Don’t worry! I’m legal, in case that’s what you’re wondering,” she said with a wink. She seemed to realize I was struggling with this and her expression turned serious, though more like the seriousness of an eight year old trying to act adult. She put down the glass and sat at the kitchen table, folding her hands in front of her. “Sorry... Must be weird, huh?”


I scoffed and sat down across from her. “You could say that.”


“Calvin, it’s really me,” she said, looking me deep in the eyes. “I know I’m acting a bit strange... It’s like, Mandy, the girl whose body I’m in, has different feelings about things, you know?”


“How the hell did you get inside her body?” I asked. “Where is the real Mandy?”


She shrugged. “I don’t know. It’s like, I can go inside the body of whoever I touch. I think?”


This was mental. “What about Clara?”


“What about her?”


“Is she back to herself? You know, her husband and kids?”


She raised her eyebrow and tilted her head. “I guess? I mean, she looked a bit confused after we, um, switched. Like she didn’t know what she was doing at the grocery store.”


I stared at her for a few seconds, trying to figure this out. It was impossible. There was no way any of this could be happening. I don’t know how long I sat there, just staring at her, before she reached out and touched my hand.


“Calvin... I’m sorry. I can’t even imagine how weird this is for you.” Her tone was soft and gentle but still had the inflection of a teenager. It sounded a bit forced, like she wasn’t used to talking that way. “But we’re back together now, right?” She smiled.


I scoffed. “Back together? You’re in a twenty year old’s body!”


She giggled. “So?”


“So what? You’re gonna take over...” I trailed off, looking at her. “What’s your name again?”


“Mandy,” she said, frowning a little. “And it’s not my name. I’m Emma. I’m inside Mandy.” She was pouting. Actually pouting. “Okay, maybe I’m kinda her too, but mostly I’m Emma!”


“You’re gonna take over Mandy’s life?”


“Why not?” she said, shrugging. “I don’t wanna go back to being dead!”


“But what about her? She’s not dead. She’s still got a whole life to live.” I shook my head. “This is fucked up. What about her family? Her friends? You expect them to be fine with her settling down with some forty something dude? You can’t just waltz into her life and pretend to be her!”


She crossed her arms, looking offended. “And what about me? I don’t deserve a life anymore?”


I rubbed my temples. “That’s not what I mean.” Jesus Christ. Was I really arguing against having my wife back? A hotter, younger version of her, kinda? I couldn’t help but notice how cute Mandy was, in a youthful, innocent way. I had long stopped noticing girls that age, but it was difficult to ignore now, the familiar way she looked at me, the love in her eyes. I looked down at the table, avoiding her gaze, but it was too late. My wife knew me better than that.


“Hey...” she smirked. “I don’t look too bad, do I?” She leaned forward, her shirt hanging open just enough to reveal her deep, smooth cleavage. I looked away, feeling guilty. “Tell you what... What if I kept switching?”


I looked at her, confused. “Huh?”


She was grinning again. “Yeah! I keep switching bodies! That way no one notices! Mandy’s life won’t change too much! She’ll just be confused, right?” She was excited now. “I can be anyone you want! Anytime you want!” She stood up and moved closer, sitting on the edge of the table, facing me, her legs dangling, her hands gripping the table’s edge, biting her lower lip seductively. “It’s weird, but like, I’m horny all the time in Mandy’s body... Do you think it’s cause she’s young?” I cleared my throat, trying to look anywhere but her tight, perky breasts, the swell of her hips, her lean, toned stomach, but it was no use. “Nah... Probably not...” she said, leaning forward until her face was close to mine. “I was just as horny when I was Clara, and she’s old, like, my age.”


I swallowed nervously. “I don’t know if...”


Her hands reached down and unbuckled my pants. I didn’t stop her. “You know what’s funny?” she asked, her voice low and husky. “I’ve never had sex before. I mean, Mandy hasn’t.” I moaned as she pulled my hard cock out of my pants and started stroking it. She giggled nervously, blushing. “Oh that’s, like, super weird, huh? I feel like this is brand new to me.” She looked at me and smirked. “But I know exactly how you like it...”


I closed my eyes, my breath coming short and fast, trying to control myself. Her pace increased, her grip tightening. Her other hand slipped between her legs, rubbing herself through her jeans. “Emma,” I croaked, reaching out to her, but before I could stop her, she had lowered herself to her knees and wrapped her lips around my rock hard dick. “Fuck...” I whispered.


She looked up at me as she sucked, her big, doe-like eyes wide with excitement, her cheeks flushed with desire. She let out a low, throaty groan, her mouth full of my cock. I couldn’t resist. Adrenaline rushed through me, my heart pounding, my body shaking. This was wrong, so fucking wrong... It felt like... cheating? But it was Emma. I was sure of it now. But it wasn’t Emma. Not entirely. It was Mandy too, her whole, bubbly, innocent persona. It was my wife in a stranger’s body, in a stranger’s brain. My wife who had died, who I had never thought I’d see again, who I had never thought I’d touch again. I let out a loud moan as I felt the familiar sensation of my orgasm building inside me.


I looked down at her, her eyes closed as she sucked, and I grabbed her hair, pushing her further down onto my cock, feeling her lips tighten around the base of my shaft, her throat bulging. I thrust into her mouth, my balls slapping against her chin, her moans muffled by my thick, throbbing dick. I couldn’t hold back any longer. I let out a strangled cry as my cum filled her mouth, my body tensing up, my hands gripping her hair, pulling her close, holding her in place as I came.


When it was over, I let go of her and collapsed into a chair, panting heavily. I looked down at her, still kneeling at my feet, her face red, her chest heaving as she caught her breath. Her eyes were wide open now, staring up at me in shock. “You alright?” I asked, suddenly worried I had hurt her. I had been so rough, but I was so horny, I hadn’t been able to control myself.


“Honey, I’m absolutely fucking fantastic,” she said, then giggled. She swallowed, licking her lips. “Things feel a lot clearer all of a sudden. I feel more like me. Like Emma.” She somehow didn’t sound as childishly exuberant as before. It was still her voice, but the inflection, the tone, it was more like my wife.


“I didn’t know my sperm was magical...” I said, smirking.


“Seriously, Calvin,” she said, standing up and wiping her mouth. “I feel more like myself. More than before.”


“Okay...”


She grinned. “Maybe we should keep doing it... Just in case?”


I laughed and pulled her toward me. She sat on my lap and kissed me. I wrapped my arms around her and held her tight. “Maybe...” I whispered. My wife was back... She really was back...


“Ah! I guess I made a pretty good point there, huh?” she said, grinding her ass against my spent cock. I moaned and kissed her neck. “I’ve got two other points here, too, if you’re interested,” she teased, grabbing my hands and slipping them underneath her shirt. Her skin was warm and smooth and soft. I squeezed her firm breasts, feeling the hard nubs of her nipples beneath the thin fabric of her bra.


“Alright, alright,” I said, chuckling, “you win. I don’t know what the fuck is going on, but I’m not gonna question it anymore. If this is some insane dream, or a delusion, or if you’re really my wife somehow, I don’t care.”


“Sweet way of going about it, Cal,” she said, then giggled. “I don’t really care either. It’s good to be back.”


“You really do sound more like yourself...” I said, looking into her eyes.


“I feel more like myself,” she said, nodding. “Like, I’m more me now. Like, Mandy’s in the background somewhere, but I’m up front.” She shrugged. “It felt a bit like the opposite before, you know? I was kinda just watching from the background. Still in control but with more... layers?”


I didn’t really understand. “So... You think sex is making you more... yourself?”


She shrugged again. “Not the weirdest thing that’s happened in the last few days, right?”


“Definitely not.”


“Now that I think about it... I felt more like myself when I first woke up inside Clara’s body.” She looked thoughtful. “But over time I started to feel more and more like her.” That was a creepy thought. She was slowly becoming whoever she inhabited? Slowly fading away? Unless...


I snorted. “So... What? If we keep fucking, you’ll stay you?”


She laughed and kissed me. “Well... Let’s not take any chances.” She grabbed my hand and pulled me to my feet. “Come on, let’s go upstairs,” she said, leading the way. “Let’s see how much more me I can be.”
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Subtitle: After losing his wife Emma, Calvin believes his own life is over, but when she returns as a ghost, able to possess any woman she touches, their grief collides with a reality neither of them knows how to navigate.


Emma survives by inhabiting other women. But the longer she stays inside them, the more she starts thinking like them, wanting like them, slipping away from herself. The only thing that pulls her back, that keeps her anchored as Emma, is sex with Calvin.


But how do you love someone when you no longer know where they end and someone else begins?

    
    





Chapter 1: Death


There are moments when the only reason you keep going is because your world has become so meaningless that stopping seems just as pointless. You let the disgusting wave of reality carry you forward, not really caring where it takes you.


That was me, emotionless as the overly polite bald undertaker gestured for me to enter the room where my wife’s body awaited. I paused in the doorway, wondering if this really was how I wanted to remember her.


The undertaker sensed my hesitation and took that half step toward me. “Our cosmetologist was able to work some magic,” he said reassuringly. “I’m sure you’ll be quite pleased with her appearance.”


I doubted it. I doubted anyone even managed to find all the pieces, much less put them back together. I walked into the room anyway, because that was where the current took me.


She looked good. Better than I thought she would. Not great, but pretty damn close. The undertaker was right. They had done a lot with what they had to work with. She seemed asleep rather than dead, laying there on display in her open casket. It was almost enough to fool me into thinking everything was going to be okay, like she was just taking a nap and any minute now she’d wake up and tell me how stupid I looked standing there gawking at her.


“I’ll leave you alone so you can say goodbye,” the undertaker said behind me, then vanished as he closed the door.


Goodbye? Yeah. Goodbye to my sanity, to any semblance of a normal life. Fifteen years and half of me gone in one stupid accident. One single moment in time, and my world shattered like glass. Looking at her lying there, I wanted nothing more than to let the wave carry me to the other side where I wouldn’t have to feel anything anymore.


I noticed my reflection in the glass of the window behind her coffin. I looked just as dead as she did, only still moving, which in my case might be considered a curse. The man in the window had no life left in his eyes, no hope or dreams, no purpose or direction. Just a middle-aged with a circle of greying red hair around his head, his suit a little too tight around his middle, his face pale and haggard, green eyes bloodshot from a week of not enough sleep, too much whiskey and more tears than he ever thought he’d cry.


“Psst!” The hiss came from my left. “Calvin!”


I turned toward the sound and saw a woman in her thirties beckoning me from behind a slightly open door across the room. She looked both embarrassed and excited, like she had accidentally uncovered some big secret but wasn’t quite sure what to do next. She was wearing a white blouse with black slacks and an apron with the funeral home’s logo on it. I guessed she worked here.


“Yes?” I asked wearily. This day just kept getting better and better.


She whispered, “Okay this is going to sound weird but bear with me, okay?” Her face flushed red like she was asking me out on a date.


“Uh, sure.” I glanced back at my wife lying peacefully in her casket. Just once I wished something today would make sense.


The woman stepped forward, peeking over my shoulder to make sure no one else was around, then said, “I hate chocolate...”


It took me a second to process that. My heart started beating faster, pumping ice cold blood through my veins. I could hear my pulse pounding in my ears. “Excuse me?”


She leaned forward until our eyes were only inches apart, staring deep into my soul. She was shaking. “The blue monkey!” she hissed frantically. “Your father’s house! The blue monkey!”


I didn’t mean to but I grabbed her shoulders and pushed her against the wall. Hard. Pictures rattled as my voice cracked. I wanted to scream at her, to get her to shut up, to tell me how she knew those things, but all I managed to croak out was, “What did you say?”


She started crying. Big tears streaming down her cheeks as she shook harder. For some reason she looked... relieved? “Calvin!” she wailed. “It’s me! I know it doesn’t make any fucking sense but it’s me!” She wrapped her arms around me and buried her face in my chest, sobbing.


My wife was dead. What the hell was this lady talking about? Nothing made sense anymore. I hugged her back for some reason I couldn’t understand. She felt familiar in my arms. Comfortable. Like we had done this a thousand times before.


Her muffled voice said, “I don’t know what happened... Last thing I remember is the car flipping over...” She shuddered again. “Then I was me, I mean, Clara... I mean this woman whose body I’m in.” She sniffed, wiped her nose, then looked down at herself. “And I know everything about her life but I still feel like me, Calvin!” She was looking up at me now, pleading for help, “Do you know what happened?


“Listen, erm, Clara, right?” I gently pushed her away from me. “I think maybe you should go lie down somewhere. You seem pretty upset.” I needed to sit down too. Maybe then the world would stop spinning.


She was getting frustrated. Her eyebrows narrowed as she shook my hands off her shoulders. “Calvin! I’m not crazy! Don’t you dare treat me like I am!”


Shit, now she really sounded like my wife. I stared at her, not really knowing what to do or say. Was this were the current was taking me? To madness? That actually sounded kinda nice.


The door to the viewing room opened and the undertaker stepped in, eyeing the woman suspiciously. “Everything okay in here?” he asked with that fake smile of his plastered on his face.


The woman who claimed to be my dead wife looked back and forth between us. “Yes, sorry Peter,” she said sheepishly. “I was just, huh, showing Mr. Kent here the work we’ve done on his wife’s makeup.” She eyed Emma’s corpse with a weird look on her face, fascination mixed with disgust.


Peter relaxed his stance a bit but still watched the woman warily. “Right, well, I think it best if you take your break now.” He motioned for her to leave.


The woman clenched her teeth, shot me a desperate glance, then said, “Of course.” She walked past Peter and disappeared through the door behind him.


Peter closed it and turned toward me. “Sorry about that. Sometimes our staff gets a little too involved with the families of our guests.” His fake smile returned as he gestured toward the casket. “Would you like more time alone with your wife?”


I shook my head. “No. I think I’d like to go home now.” I walked toward the exit without waiting for a response.


I got into my car and sat there staring at nothing. My thoughts were racing. What the hell had just happened? How could that woman know those things she knew? Who was she really? Was it possible my wife had somehow come back to life inside the body of another woman? I burst out laughing hysterically. Jesus Christ, I really had lost it.


I didn’t realize how long I had been sitting there until someone knocked on my window. It was the woman again, looking down at me worriedly. I rolled down the window.


She knelt down so we were face to face. “Calvin Richard Kent, don’t you dare give up on me! Do you hear me?!”


I blinked. She had this woman’s face, this woman’s voice, but the way she talked, the fire in her eyes, the determination... “Emma?”


She smiled and nodded. Tears started rolling down her cheeks again. “Yes Calvin. It’s me. I don’t know what the fuck happened but it’s me!”


I opened the passenger door and she sat down next to me. Was I diving deeper into insanity or had I just found a life raft? I studied her closely, looking for some sign this was all just a dream. She was cute. She had dark hair pulled into a bun and bright green eyes that pierced right through me.


“Alright... Emma,” it hurt to even say her name, “I’ll play along. Say you are my dead wife. Just... how?”


She frowned, staring straight ahead through the windshield. “When I woke up inside my... her body, I had my hand on my old body, the one that’s dead. One minute I was just Clara, starting my shift, doing my job, and the next I was Emma inside Clara’s body, with her memories, her thoughts, her feelings, but also me!” She turned toward me and grabbed my hands. “Fuck, Calvin... Am I me or am I just Clara with my memories? I’m so confused... Please help me! I don’t want to lose you, Calvin.”


I burst out laughing, nervously at first, then harder and harder, until I was gripping my sides, tears running down my face, unable to breathe. My dead wife didn’t want to lose me. That was just so rich. So god damned funny. “Wait... So what? You put your body back together?” I said, wiping my eyes with the back of my hand. She just looked at me blankly, not seeing the humor in it at all.


“Yeah... That was fucking strange.” She shivered. “But it felt normal. My daily routine, except I was working on myself.” She chuckled nervously. “Jesus, Calvin, I’ve spent the last couple days pretending to be Clara! I kissed her husband, slept in her bed, took care of her kids. It all felt natural. But I also felt guilty, like I was a spy in her house, you know?”


“Yeah.” I didn’t know. I didn’t know anything anymore. “Listen, Emma,” I said, not quite believing the words coming out of my mouth. “Why don’t you come over to my place tomorrow and we can talk, okay?”


“But...” she started, then stopped, her eyebrows furrowed in concentration. “I can’t... I mean, what am I going to do? I can’t keep pretending to be someone else!”


I didn’t have an answer for that. I was overwhelmed. I couldn’t handle this. Not right now. Not after today. I needed time to think. “Just give me some time. Please. Let’s talk tomorrow. Maybe we’ll figure this out. I’ll give you my address, okay?”


“I know our fucking address!” she snapped. “I’m your wife!”


I nodded slowly. “Yeah... Sorry... I’ll see you tomorrow then, okay?”


“When?”


“At the end of your... Clara’s shift?”


She pursed her lips but nodded. “Fine. I’ll see you tomorrow.” She got out of the car and walked back into the funeral home, her hands stuffed into the pockets of her apron, looking like a teenager being sent to her room. Part of me wanted to drive away as fast as I could and never look back, but a bigger part of me wanted to hold her, to kiss her, to tell her everything was going to be okay. The waves of reality were starting to make me seasick.
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Chapter 5: Faith


I was startled by a knock on the car window. I blinked, looking up to find Ashley standing outside, her face pressed against the glass. I rolled down the window.


“Cal, you okay?” she asked, concern in her voice. “You’ve been sitting here forever.”


I looked at the clock on the dashboard and realized that an hour had already passed. “Fuck,” I mumbled, running a hand over my face.


“Want me to stay with you for a while?” she offered, leaning in through the window.


I glanced past her to where Father O’Brien and his helpers were packing a small van with religious paraphernalia. Sister Margaret—Emma—was among them. I watched as she lifted a large box, grunting slightly with the effort, her arms straining against the weight. “It’s alright, Ash. Go home. I’ll be fine.”


Ashley frowned. “Are you sure?” She followed my gaze, her eyes narrowing. She seemed genuinely concerned. “Are you waiting for someone?”


“No. I’m...” My words died in my throat as my brain tried to catch up. “Yeah, I am,” I said, nodding slowly. “The priest asked me to drive one of the sisters home after they were finished. She’s been working here for a while, and she doesn’t have a car.”


Ashley’s expression changed from one of worry to one of relief. She laughed softly. “That’s nice of you.” She patted my shoulder through the open window. “See you later, Cal.”


“See ya.” I watched her walk away, feeling a pang of guilt for lying to my sister-in-law.


Another twenty minutes passed before Emma finally climbed into the passenger seat. She sat rigidly, her hands folded primly in her lap, her posture perfect.


“You okay?” I asked, studying her profile.


“Hmm? Oh, yes. Just... thinking,” she replied, her voice distant. She turned to face me, her expression serious. “My... Her life is so different. She’s given herself to God. She spends her days in prayer, in service. It’s a hard life, but also... peaceful. Fulfilling.” She shook her head. “Maybe it’s the contrast to Veronica that’s making me feel this way. It’s like... like a cleansing. Like a baptism, washing away all the sin and filth.”


“Shit,” I chuckled nervously. “Do I need to fuck you again, bring you back down from your holy high horse?”


She frowned at me, her lips pursed in disapproval. “Please, Calvin. Have some respect.”


“Sorry,” I mumbled, feeling chastised. “I just want you back to normal. You’re not you right now.”


She sighed, looking down at her lap. “I... I’m me. I’m Emma... It’s just that... I feel like I’ve been called to a higher purpose.” She looked out the window.


I gulped, my heart racing. This was exactly what I’d feared. “Emma,” I began, but she cut me off with a sharp gesture.


“Relax,” she said, her tone dry. “I know this isn’t me. It’s just her. Her body, her mind. All of this is Sister Margaret, not me.”


“But you feel like her.”


“But I feel like her,” she conceded. “And it’s hard to ignore.”


I nodded, starting the car. “Still coming? Or are you going to fuse with her forever to fulfill your duty to God?”


“I’ll come,” she said, her voice soft. “I made a promise to you and I’ll keep it. We’ll find a solution together. And... I still love you.” It seemed to take her a great effort to say the words, and I felt my heart clench in my chest. She noticed the way my shoulders slumped and reached out to pat my arm, blushing. “Oh, don’t take it the wrong way, Calvin. It’s not that I love you less. It’s just hard to process through... through this.” She gestured at herself.


I drove in silence, my mind racing with the implications of everything we were dealing with. “Well, it’s obviously temporary,” I said finally. “I imagine your new friends are going to wonder where you are if you’re gone for too long. What are you going to tell them? Are you even allowed outside?”


She looked away. “I’m not a child, Calvin. I’m allowed to go where I please. I just want to make sure my duties are taken care of.”


“And when are your duties taken care of?”


“I’m supposed...” She groaned, hitting her legs. “I mean, she’s supposed to be back at the parish tomorrow morning. We were... I mean, they were going to pray and meditate at the cathedral tonight, but I told them I was meeting an old friend and might be late.”


I sighed, my eyes fixed on the road. Traffic was heavy, and it was taking longer to get home than usual. Looking at people in other cars, going about their normal lives, made me realize just how far we were from our regular routines. “We need to stop jumping you into new bodies every day without any planning. We need to understand the rules and find someone you can... stay in. For a while, at least, until we figure this out.”


I drove in silence for a few minutes, my mind racing with the implications of everything we were dealing with.


“Something happened when I went from Veronica to me,” the nun said, breaking the silence. “It felt... different. Not as immediate as the others.”


“Different how?”


“Like... I could see threads...”


“Threads?” I repeated, glancing over at her. “What kind of threads? Like spider webs?”


“Memories, I think,” she explained. “Veronica’s memories, maybe feelings, thoughts?”


“Okay...”


“It felt like I could pull them, twist them?” She blushed again. “I’m not explaining myself well.”


“What about that nerd you talked about when you were Mandy?” I said, getting off the highway and onto the quieter surface streets. “You seemed to think she’d be the perfect person to help us figure things out.”


“Oh... I don’t know... I don’t remember her now that I’m Lisa.” I saw her frowning as I looked over.


“Lisa?”


“That’s my name, Calvin!” she said, pouting at me. “Sister Margaret is my holy name. We pick a holy name when we take our vows.”


I chuckled, shaking my head. “Lisa, alright...”


She sighed. “I don’t remember much of her, but I remember thinking she was a good choice. I have no idea why.”


“Shit... I guess it’s too late now. We’re not going to go after Mandy again. She’s probably freaked out enough by all this.”


The young nun smirked. “I wrote down her name and number back at home, when I was still Mandy.”


I opened my mouth to say something, but closed it. I smirked back. “Good thinking.”


“Thank Mandy,” the nun said, winking.
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Chapter 6: Sin


I pulled into our driveway and killed the engine, glancing over at Sister Margaret—or Lisa, or Emma, or whoever she was now. The silence between us felt heavier than it had with Mandy. There was a tension in the air I couldn’t quite place.


“Home sweet home,” I said, trying to sound casual despite the absurdity of bringing a nun—my wife’s consciousness trapped inside a nun—into our marital home. “You okay?”


Lisa’s hands were folded neatly in her lap, her posture rigid. She still had that aura of piety about her that seemed at odds with everything I knew about Emma.


“I’m… not sure,” she said softly, her blue eyes darting nervously around the house as we entered. She stood awkwardly in our living room, looking at familiar objects as if they were artifacts in a museum. Her fingers traced the edge of a photo frame—our wedding picture—but she didn’t pick it up.


She turned to me, her expression conflicted. “It feels so strange being here. I remember everything, but it’s like… I’m viewing it through a filter.” She touched her chest. “I—I mean Lisa, Sister Margaret—she’s not used to this. She sleeps at the convent with the other sisters. This place feels…” She struggled for words. “Worldly. That’s how I—she—would describe it.”


Was I going to have to get used to every host making similar comments? Now it felt like Emma was rediscovering the house every time she moved on to someone else. I felt at a loss. Emma was still there, buried beneath layers of Sister Margaret’s personality, but the nun’s influence was undeniable. I needed to break the ice, to bring her back to herself.


I approached her slowly, reaching out to take her in my arms the way I had with Mandy, the way I would have with Emma. “Maybe we just need to—”


“NO!” she screamed, recoiling violently and backing against the wall. Her eyes were wild with fear. “Don’t touch me! This is a sin! You’re married to her, not me! I’ve taken vows before God!” Her voice wasn’t Emma’s anymore—it was higher, panicked. “The Lord sees all! I cannot betray Him!”


I backed away, hands raised. “Whoa, whoa! I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to—”


“Fornicator! Tempter!” she spat, then immediately covered her mouth with her hands, eyes wide with shock at her own outburst.


“Emma,” I said firmly, keeping my distance. “Emma, I need you to focus on my voice. Remember who you are. Remember us.”


Lisa was trembling now, tears streaming down her face. “I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” she whispered. “That wasn’t me—I mean, it was me but... Lisa is… Her faith is like a wall inside my mind.”


I cautiously sat on the couch, patting the spot beside me. “Come sit. No touching. Just talk to me.”


After a moment’s hesitation, she perched on the edge of the cushion, as far from me as possible.


“Tell me what’s happening,” I said gently.


She wiped her tears with shaking hands. “It’s like being torn in two. I want you—God, I want you so badly it hurts.” Her cheeks flushed deep red. “But Lisa is horrified by those feelings. I’ve never… she’s innocent in ways I wasn’t even before we met. The desire I feel terrifies her. It’s like something screaming inside my head that these thoughts are sinful.” She looked up at me, her eyes a battlefield of desire and devotion. “I’ve never felt so conflicted. With Mandy, with Veronica, their personalities influenced me, but Lisa… her faith is the core of who she is. I can’t just push it aside.”


I sat there watching Lisa—Emma—whoever she was now, struggling with herself. My mind raced with conflicting thoughts. What the hell were we supposed to do now? I couldn’t force her into anything she wasn’t comfortable with, but our options were limited. If we tried finding another host, what would happen to Sister Margaret afterward? She’d wake up in a strange man’s house with no memory of how she got there. We’d be looking at kidnapping charges at minimum. Even if we had Emma switch out in the open, away from witnesses, the trauma of suddenly finding herself in a random part of town, miles away from her convent with no explanation would be devastating. I frowned, realizing we had been doing just that to everyone Emma had possessed up to now.


“I don’t know what to do,” I admitted, running a hand through my hair. “We can’t just… let her go like this. She’d be confused, and it would raise too many questions.” I didn’t say the other part out loud—that each time we’d been intimate, Emma had seemed to grow stronger in her host body. The sex with Veronica had brought Emma fully to the surface, but now, in Lisa’s body, all that strength seemed gone. Had the transfer drained her somehow? Or was Sister Margaret’s faith simply too powerful to overcome?


Lisa sat rigidly on the couch, her hands clasped in prayer. “I don’t know either,” she whispered. “These feelings… they’re so confusing. I remember wanting you, but it feels… it feels…” She couldn’t even finish the sentence, her face flushing crimson.


“What if,” I said carefully, “we just start small? A kiss, maybe? Just one little kiss.”


“No!” Lisa’s eyes flashed with panic. “That would be a sin! I can’t—we can’t—”


“It doesn’t have to be on the lips,” I said quickly, trying a different approach. “Just a kiss on the cheek. Friends do that all the time. Even nuns must give friendly kisses, right?”


She hesitated, her internal struggle visible on her face. “I… I suppose that wouldn’t be… entirely inappropriate.”


“Just one,” I promised, not moving any closer, letting her come to me.


After what felt like an eternity, Lisa inched toward me on the couch. Her movements were stiff, uncertain. She leaned forward and quickly pressed her lips to my cheek, then immediately pulled back as if burned.


“There,” I said softly. “That wasn’t so bad, was it?”


She touched her lips with her fingertips, a look of wonder crossing her face. Something had shifted in her eyes—a flicker of my Emma coming through.


“It feels… warm,” she said, sounding surprised. “Like… like sunshine inside.”


I chuckled at her innocence. “Would you like to try again?” I asked, hardly daring to breathe.


Lisa nodded slowly, her eyes never leaving mine. This time, when she leaned in, she lingered a moment longer, her lips soft against my skin. When she pulled back, her breathing had quickened slightly.


“I’ve never…” she started, then corrected herself. “Lisa has never felt this way before. It’s… it’s frightening but also… nice?” She sounded like a child discovering something new and forbidden. “There’s this feeling, down in my… in my private places. It makes me feel all tingly and warm.”


I swallowed hard. “That’s normal. It’s called desire.”


“Desire,” she repeated the word like it was foreign on her tongue. “I was taught that desire is the devil’s playground. But it doesn’t feel evil. It feels… good.”


This time, I was the one who leaned forward, slowly, giving her every chance to pull away. I pressed my lips gently to hers, a chaste kiss that lasted only a second. When I pulled back, her eyes were wide, pupils dilated.


“Oh,” she breathed. “Oh my.”


The next kiss came from her, surprising me with its urgency. Her lips pressed against mine, inexperienced but eager. I felt her hands tentatively touch my shoulders, then slide up to cup my face. When she pulled away, she was panting slightly.


“These feelings,” she whispered, “they’re so strong. I remember them, but it’s like… it’s like I’m feeling them for the first time. My body—Lisa’s body—it’s never known this before. It’s… it’s making me wet.” She looked mortified at her own words. “I’m not supposed to say things like that. I’m not supposed to feel things like that. But I do. I really, really do.”


The next kiss broke something loose in her. Her mouth opened under mine, her tongue shyly meeting my own. She moaned into my mouth, the sound so innocent and erotic at the same time that it sent heat coursing through my veins. Her hands clutched at my shirt, pulling me closer.


“Calvin,” she gasped when we broke apart. “I feel so… so sinful. But I don’t want to stop. Is that wrong? Lisa thinks it’s wrong, but Emma… I… I want more. I want to do the things I remember. The things we used to do together.” Her face was flushed, her blue eyes dark with a mixture of desire and confusion. “Will God punish me for these thoughts? For wanting to… to make love with you?”


I took her trembling hands in mine, looking directly into those conflicted blue eyes.


“Listen to me,” I said firmly. “You’re not Lisa. You’re Emma—my Emma—who happens to be controlling Lisa’s body right now. Nothing you’re doing is Lisa’s sin. She’s not even here, not really. She’s not making these choices.” I squeezed her hands gently. “You’re borrowing her body, that’s all. And you, Emma, have never been religious. You’ve never worried about these things before. So Emma’s guilt is not something that should be weighing on your mind.”


The tension in her shoulders eased slightly. “You’re right. I’m not her. I’m me.” She touched her chest. “But what about my soul, Calvin? Emma’s soul? If I can move between bodies like this… what does that mean? Am I… am I damned already?” The question hung in the air between us, but even as she asked it, her hands were moving to my chest, fingers splaying across my shirt.


“I don’t know,” I answered honestly. “But I know that I love you, and I know that you’re here, against all odds. If there is a God, wouldn’t He want us to cherish this miracle?”


She bit her lower lip, a gesture so unlike a nun and so much like my Emma that it made my heart ache. “I want to touch you,” she whispered, her voice a mixture of shame and desire. “I remember how it feels, but Lisa’s body… it’s never known a man’s touch. It’s like I’m a virgin again, but with all these memories of what to do.”


Her hands moved tentatively to the buttons of my shirt, fumbling slightly as she undid them one by one. When her fingers brushed against my bare chest, she gasped.


“You’re so warm,” she murmured, exploring me with the wonder of someone discovering the ocean for the first time. Her touch was hesitant, then bolder as she traced the contours of my chest and shoulders.


I reached for her, sliding my hand to her waist, feeling the curve of her hip through the simple black dress. She shivered under my touch, her breath catching.


“Can I…” she started, then blushed furiously. “Can I touch you… down there? I remember how, but it feels so forbidden.”


Before I could answer, she froze, her eyes widening with sudden panic.


“Wait,” she said, pulling back slightly. “Will she—will Lisa—remember any of this when I’m gone? Will she wake up knowing what we did?” The horror in her voice was palpable.


I shook my head. “No, that’s not how it seems to work. You know it’s not. Clara didn’t remember anything. Neither did Veronica. When you leave a body, their memories of that time go with you.”


Relief washed over her face, followed by something darker, more primal. “So she’ll never know,” she whispered, and I watched as something shifted in her eyes. The last vestiges of Sister Margaret’s restraint seemed to crumble away.


“Then God forgive me,” she breathed, and lunged forward, crushing her mouth against mine.


The transformation was startling. Her hands were suddenly everywhere—in my hair, under my shirt, fumbling with my belt. She kissed me with a desperate hunger that belied her innocent appearance, her tongue sliding against mine with growing confidence.


“I want to do everything,” she gasped between kisses. “All the things I remember but Lisa’s never done. I want to feel you inside me. I want to taste you. I want—” She broke off, seemingly shocked by her own words, but the desire burning in her eyes didn’t diminish.


She pulled at my shirt, nearly tearing it in her eagerness to get it off. When I was bare-chested before her, she stared in fascination.


“It’s so strange,” she murmured, running her hands over my skin. “I know this body. I’ve touched it a thousand times. But it feels like the first time.” She leaned forward and pressed her lips to my chest, a tentative kiss that quickly turned into something more as she began to explore me with her mouth.


“Show me,” she whispered against my skin. “Show me everything again.”


I watched in awe as Lisa—Emma—began to undress. Her movements were a contradiction: hesitant yet determined, innocent yet knowing. She fumbled with the buttons of her simple black dress, her fingers trembling slightly.


“I’ve never undressed for a man before,” she whispered, though we both knew it wasn’t entirely true. Emma had undressed for me countless times, but Lisa’s body never had. “Help me?”


I stepped forward, my hands replacing hers on the buttons. As the dress opened, I revealed pale, unblemished skin that had likely rarely seen the sun. Her breasts were small but perfectly formed, topped with pink nipples that hardened under my gaze. Without the modest clothing, Sister Margaret’s body was surprisingly lithe—slender but with gentle curves at her hips and waist.


“You’re beautiful,” I breathed, sliding the dress from her shoulders. She stood before me in nothing but simple white cotton panties, her blonde hair falling loose around her shoulders. The contrast between her innocent appearance and the hunger in her eyes was the most erotic thing I’d ever seen.


“I want to see you too,” she said, her voice stronger now. She reached for my belt with newfound confidence, unfastening it and pulling it free with a soft hiss of leather. As she worked on my pants, I couldn’t help but marvel at the situation. Yesterday it was Mandy, today a nun. How many bodies would Emma inhabit? How many different women would I make love to, all of them containing some essence of my wife?


When we were both naked, she pressed her body against mine, gasping at the contact. “Oh God,” she moaned, then immediately covered her mouth. “I shouldn’t say His name like that.”


“It’s okay,” I assured her, guiding her to our bedroom, to our bed. “It’s just us here.”


She lay back on the couch, her legs instinctively closing, that last bit of Lisa’s modesty still present. I knelt between her thighs, gently coaxing them apart. Her pussy was pink and perfect, with just a small tuft of blonde hair above it. It looked untouched, virginal—which, of course, it was.


“I’m going to make you feel good,” I promised, lowering my head between her legs.


At the first touch of my tongue against her clit, she cried out, her back arching off the bed. “Fuck!” she gasped, then immediately, “I’m sorry, I shouldn’t say—oh, oh my God!”


I worked her with my mouth, savoring the sweet taste of her, so different from Mandy, from my Emma’s original body. Each woman had her own unique flavor, and there was something intoxicating about discovering them all.


“Calvin, please,” she begged, her hips bucking against my face. “I need you inside me. I need to feel you stretching me open. Please, please fuck me.”


The filthy words coming from the mouth of a woman who had taken vows of chastity sent a jolt of pleasure straight to my cock. I moved up her body, positioning myself at her entrance.


“This might hurt,” I warned, remembering that Lisa’s body was untouched.


“I don’t care,” she panted, wrapping her legs around my waist. “I want it to hurt. I want to feel everything.”


I pushed forward slowly, feeling the resistance of her hymen. She winced but urged me on, her nails digging into my shoulders. With one firm thrust, I broke through, burying myself to the hilt in her tight, virgin pussy.


“Oh fuck, oh fuck,” she chanted, her eyes wide with pain and pleasure. “It’s so much… you’re so big inside me.”


I held still, letting her adjust, watching the play of emotions across her face. “Are you okay?”


“Yes,” she nodded frantically. “Move. Please move. Fuck me, Calvin. Fuck your wife.”


I began to thrust, slowly at first, then with increasing force as her body opened to me. Her pussy gripped me like a vise, so tight it was almost painful. I couldn’t help comparing. Mandy had been eager but experienced, Veronica wanton and skilled. This was different. The physical innocence of the body combined with Emma’s sexual knowledge created an intoxicating blend.


“Harder,” she demanded, her voice losing all traces of Sister Margaret’s gentleness. “Fuck me harder. I want to feel your cock all the way inside me. I want you to pound my virgin cunt until I can’t walk.”


I complied, driving into her with abandon, the headboard slamming against the wall with each thrust. Her legs wrapped tighter around me, her heels digging into my lower back.


“Yes, yes, yes,” she chanted, her head thrashing from side to side. “Oh God, I’m going to come. I’m going to come on your big cock!”


Her pussy clenched around me as she climaxed, her inner walls pulsating in waves that nearly pushed me over the edge. I gritted my teeth, holding back, wanting to prolong this.


“I want to try everything,” she gasped when she came down from her peak. “All the things I remember but have never done with this body.”


Before I could respond, she was pushing me onto my back, straddling me with newfound confidence. She positioned my cock at her entrance and sank down, taking me deep inside her again.


“Oh fuck,” she moaned, beginning to ride me. Her small breasts bounced with each movement, her blonde hair wild around her face. “I love the way your cock feels inside me. So deep like this.”


I gripped her hips, guiding her movements, watching in awe as this woman who had dedicated her life to God rode me like a woman possessed. And she was possessed, in a way—possessed by my Emma.


“I’m going to come inside you,” I warned as I felt my climax approaching.


“Yes,” she hissed, grinding down harder. “Fill me up. Mark me. Make me yours.”


With a groan, I erupted inside her, pumping her full of my cum. She collapsed on my chest, panting, her inner muscles still milking every last drop from me.


“I can feel you,” she whispered against my neck. “I can feel your cum inside me. It’s so warm.”


We lay there for several minutes, catching our breath. I stroked her hair, marveling at how different it felt from Mandy’s, from Veronica’s, from my Emma’s original hair.


“We need to figure this out,” I said finally. “How long you can stay in a body without… recharging. How the transfers work exactly.”


She nodded against my chest. “I know. But right now, I just want to enjoy this. Being with you again.” She lifted her head, looking into my eyes with a mixture of Emma’s love and Lisa’s wonder. “Can we do it again? There are so many things this body has never experienced.”


I laughed, feeling a stirring of renewed desire despite having just finished. “I’m not sure how long I can keep up if we’re doing this daily with new bodies,” I admitted. “But for you, I’ll certainly try.”


She grinned, a mischievous expression that looked utterly out of place on Sister Margaret’s innocent face. “Good. Because I want to taste you next. I want to feel your cock in my mouth.”


I sighed happily, surrendering to whatever strange new reality this was. Then, the strange reality came crashing back as I realized I had missed a key detail.


“We didn’t use protection, Em,” I said, the weight of this sudden new responsibility settling on me. “We’ve just been going at it like rabbits with no condoms.”


My wife raised an eyebrow, her cute, innocent face contorting into a wry, amused expression that was entirely Emma. “Don’t worry, I’m on birth control.”


I blinked. “You’re on birth control?” I asked, confused. “Sister Margaret is on birth control? A nun?”


Emma giggled. “Not for that, Cal. For my—” she paused, looking down at her new body. “For her period. She gets horrible cramps without it.”


I relaxed a little, though I couldn’t help but feel a sense of unease. It was one more reminder that we were playing with people’s lives here.


My wife, however, seemed completely unfazed, studying my naked body like it was a fascinating piece of art. Her eyes were bright, still full of desire. No more guilt, no more confusion. I laughed.


“What’s so funny?” she asked, propping herself up on one elbow, her blonde hair falling in a curtain around her face.


“Just wondering if you’re feeling more like yourself now that I’ve fucked the holiness out of you,” I said with a smirk. “You’re still acting like you’ve never done any of this before. I thought the sex was supposed to bring Emma to the surface.”


She smiled, a curious blend of Emma’s mischief and Sister Margaret’s innocence. “I am more myself. Look—” She sat up straight, her small breasts bouncing slightly with the movement. “Fuck, shit, goddamn, Jesus Christ on a bicycle!” She immediately covered her mouth, her cheeks flushing crimson. “See? I can say it, but it still feels… wrong. Like I’m wearing shoes on the wrong feet.”


“So you’re not fully Emma?”


She shook her head. “I don’t think I ever am, not completely. I’m Emma in my consciousness, in my memories, in my love for you. But I’m still experiencing everything through Lisa’s brain, her neural pathways, her hormones.” She touched her temple thoughtfully. “It’s like… I’m playing a piano I’ve never touched before. I know the song by heart, but my fingers have to learn where the keys are.”


I reached out to stroke her cheek. “That must be disorienting.”


“It is. But it’s also…” She bit her lip, that same gesture that was becoming familiar on this unfamiliar face. “It’s also incredibly fucking hot. Lisa’s body has never known any of this. Every sensation is new and intense. And there’s something about the forbidden nature of it all…” She leaned closer, her voice dropping to a whisper. “I can feel her in here, you know. Not conscious, but present. Part of her wants this, Calvin. Part of her has always wanted to know what it feels like to be filled, to be taken, to be… fucked.”


Her hand slid down my chest, fingers trailing over my stomach. “She’ll never admit it. She’ll never even know she experienced it. But right now, I can feel how her body responds to you. How wet she gets when I think about tasting your cock.”


My breath caught as her hand wrapped around my semi-hard shaft, coaxing it back to life. “Another round?” I asked, my voice rough.


“Mmm-hmm,” she nodded, sliding down my body. “I want to know what you taste like on this tongue. I want to feel you hit the back of this throat.” She positioned herself between my legs, her blue eyes looking up at me with that intoxicating mixture of innocence and desire. “I want to sin again.”


Without breaking eye contact, she lowered her head and took me into her mouth. The wet heat of her engulfed me, her inexperienced tongue exploring the contours of my cock with tentative licks that quickly grew more confident.


“Jesus,” I groaned, threading my fingers through her hair.


She pulled off just long enough to whisper, “Don’t take the Lord’s name in vain,” before swallowing me down again, deeper this time. The sight of Sister Margaret’s angelic face, her lips stretched around my cock, her eyes watering slightly as she took me deeper than her untrained throat was ready for, was almost enough to make me come right then.


She worked me with growing enthusiasm, her hands joining her mouth, stroking what she couldn’t fit. Occasionally she would pull back, gasping for air, strings of saliva connecting her lips to my cock, before diving back in with renewed determination.


“That’s it,” I encouraged her, guiding her movements with my hand in her hair. “Take it deeper. You’re doing so well.”


She moaned around me, the vibrations sending jolts of pleasure up my spine. When I felt my climax approaching, I tried to warn her, to pull her off, but she clung to me, sucking harder, her eyes locked on mine with fierce determination.


I came with a shout, flooding her mouth. She swallowed valiantly, though some escaped, trickling down her chin. When she finally released me, she licked her lips, looking both shocked and pleased with herself.


“So that’s what you taste like,” she said, wiping her chin with the back of her hand. “Salty. Not what I expected.”


I laughed, pulling her up to lie beside me. “You know damn well what I taste like.”


She grinned, resting her head on my chest. “Lisa didn’t. She never even let herself think about what cum tastes like.” She yawned, her body relaxing against mine. “But I think she liked it. I know I did.”


As she drifted off to sleep in my arms, I stared at the ceiling, wondering what tomorrow would bring. How long would Emma stay in Lisa’s body? Who would she jump to next? And how long could we go on like this, body-hopping through the world, before something went terribly wrong?


But for now, I held her close, this strange amalgamation of my wife and a nun, and allowed myself to enjoy the impossible miracle we’d been given.

    
    
Author Note:


This is chapter 6 out of 28 for Ghost Wife. If you wish to support my work or are eager to discover the next chapters before everyone else, feel free to subscribe to my Patreon and get access to many exlusive stories and chapters. You can also purchase the full Ghost Wife book on Kindle or Smashwords.


Do not hesitate to join my Discord as well to meet people interested in Mind control stories, hypnosis, and to get the latest news about what I’m up to!

    
  
Story: Ghost Wife
Author: Dominic H. Hugh



← 6 of 12 →

What’s New ·
Titles ·
Authors ·
Categories  ·
Readers’ Picks ·
FAQ ·
The Garden of MC ·
MC Forum
Hosting generously provided by Daphne’s Fantasies

The Erotic Mind-Control Story Archive

What’s New ·
Titles ·
Authors ·
Categories  ·
Readers’ Picks ·
FAQ ·
The Garden of MC ·
MC Forum
Story: Ghost Wife
Author: Dominic H. Hugh



← 7 of 12 →



    
Title: Ghost Wife






Chapter 7: Looking for a Doctor


I woke with a start, my hand automatically reaching for the warm body that should have been beside me. The sheets were cold and empty. My heart rate spiked as I sat bolt upright, suddenly wide awake.


“Lisa? Emma?” I called out, panic rising in my throat. Had the nun’s consciousness reasserted itself overnight? Had she fled in horror at what we’d done? I imagined Sister Margaret waking up naked in a strange man’s bed, the memories of our night together missing but the evidence all too clear. She’d go straight to the church. Or worse, straight to the police.


I scrambled out of bed, pulling on a pair of sweatpants. “Emma!” I shouted, louder this time, rushing toward the bedroom door.


The smell hit me before I reached the kitchen—bacon, coffee, something sweet baking. I skidded to a stop in the doorway, relief washing over me in a dizzying wave.


Lisa stood at the stove, her back to me, wearing one of my t-shirts that hung to mid-thigh on her petite frame. Her blonde hair was pulled back in a loose ponytail, and she was humming softly to herself as she flipped pancakes with practiced ease.


“You’re here,” I breathed.


She turned, spatula in hand, and smiled. It was a reserved smile, nothing like the wicked grin Emma had worn when she was Mandy, but it was genuine.


“Of course I’m here. Where else would I be?” She gestured around the kitchen. “I always help with breakfast at the convent. Sister Agnes says I make the best pancakes.” She blushed slightly. “Well, Lisa does. I do. You know what I mean.”


I moved closer, studying her. In the morning light, she looked even younger than she had yesterday, barely into her twenties. Her face was scrubbed clean, her blue eyes clear and bright. Without the nun’s habit, with just my oversized shirt and her bare legs, she looked like any young woman making breakfast for her lover—except for that air of innocence that clung to her like a subtle perfume.


“How are you feeling today?” I asked cautiously. “About… everything that happened?”


The blush deepened, spreading down her neck. “I’d rather not speak of it,” she said, turning back to the stove. “It was… it was sinful. What we did.” She flipped a pancake with perhaps more force than necessary.


“Emma—”


“It’s fine,” she cut me off, her voice softening. “I’m not… I don’t regret it. I just…” She sighed, setting down the spatula and turning to face me. “This body, this mind—it’s not used to such things. It feels ashamed, even though I know it shouldn’t.”


She stepped closer, rising on her tiptoes to press a soft kiss to my lips. It was chaste, nothing like the passionate kisses we’d shared last night, but I felt her tremble slightly before she pulled away, looking both pleased and scandalized at her own boldness.


“Goodness,” she murmured, touching her lips. “I shouldn’t… The Lord sees all.” But she didn’t look particularly concerned about divine judgment, just slightly flustered.


“Sit,” she instructed, gesturing to the table. “Breakfast is nearly ready.”


I obeyed, watching as she moved around the kitchen with a grace that seemed both familiar and foreign. She wasn’t moving like Emma, who had always been a bit clumsy in the morning. There was a precision to her movements, an economy of motion that spoke of years of disciplined routine.


When she set a plate of perfectly golden pancakes in front of me, along with bacon and fresh coffee, I couldn’t help but smile. “This looks amazing.”


“Thank you,” she said, sitting across from me with her own plate. She bowed her head briefly, murmuring what I assumed was a silent prayer, before picking up her fork.


“I found the note I left here when I was Mandy,” she said after a few bites, reaching for a folded piece of paper on the counter. “It was here in the kitchen but I don’t remember all the details.”


She handed me the paper. On it was scrawled a phone number and a name: Dr. Katherine Winters, Ph.D. Below that were hastily written instructions: “Tell her Mandy says ‘you owe me for the clinic.’ She’ll come.”


“I remember writing it. I remember thinking she’d be perfect—she’s brilliant, studying neuroscience or something similar. But I don’t know what ‘the clinic’ refers to. That must have been in Mandy’s memories, not mine.“I frowned, considering our options. “Even if we get her to come here, how do we experiment? We’d need two bodies for you to switch between, and we can’t exactly kidnap someone.”


“Actually,” Emma said, taking a sip of her coffee, “I called Father O’Brien this morning. I told him—well, Sister Margaret told him—that I had a family emergency and needed to stay away from the convent today. He was very understanding.”


I stared at her in surprise. “You called him? On what?”


She rolled her eyes, looking suddenly much more like my Emma than the demure nun of a moment ago. “On my smartphone, Calvin. For heaven’s sake, what century do you think nuns live in? We’re not completely cut off from technology.” She grabbed a sleek phone from the counter next to her. “We’re encouraged to maintain family connections. We just use them… judiciously.”


“Sorry,” I said, feeling my face heat. “I just assumed…”


“That we communicate via carrier pigeon and smoke signals?” she teased, a hint of Emma’s sarcasm breaking through Sister Margaret’s reserve. “The Lord works in mysterious ways, Calvin, including through iPhones.”


I laughed, relieved to see this flash of my wife’s personality. “So we have you for the day. That’s good. But we still need to figure out how to get Dr. Winters here without sounding like complete lunatics.”


“And if we start switching between two bodies, the other person will notice.” Emma frowned, pushing a pancake around her plate.


Yeah, that was the tricky part. Maybe that doctor could be informed of the situation and be willing to help, but Sister Margaret would definitely go running to the church or the police or both, and that would complicate everything beyond belief. Though, I didn’t think we had much of a choice. At some point we’d have to take a risk if we wanted to learn more about what was happening to Emma’s consciousness.


I studied the phone number again. “I guess there’s only one way to find out...”

    
    
Author Note:


This is chapter 7 out of 28 for Ghost Wife. If you wish to support my work or are eager to discover the next chapters before everyone else, feel free to subscribe to my Patreon and get access to many exlusive stories and chapters. You can also purchase the full Ghost Wife book on Kindle or Smashwords.


Do not hesitate to join my Discord as well to meet people interested in Mind control stories, hypnosis, and to get the latest news about what I’m up to!

    
  
Story: Ghost Wife
Author: Dominic H. Hugh



← 7 of 12 →

What’s New ·
Titles ·
Authors ·
Categories  ·
Readers’ Picks ·
FAQ ·
The Garden of MC ·
MC Forum
Hosting generously provided by Daphne’s Fantasies

The Erotic Mind-Control Story Archive

What’s New ·
Titles ·
Authors ·
Categories  ·
Readers’ Picks ·
FAQ ·
The Garden of MC ·
MC Forum
Story: Ghost Wife
Author: Dominic H. Hugh



← 8 of 12 →



    
Title: Ghost Wife






Chapter 8: Katherine


I sat on the couch, staring at my phone, the cryptic message to Dr. Katherine Winters still displayed on the screen: “From Mandy: You owe me for the clinic. Need your help urgently. Will explain in person.” Short, mysterious, and hopefully effective. We’d decided against explaining anything over text—who would believe it anyway?


Emma paced the living room, her bare feet silent on the hardwood floor. She still wore my t-shirt, though she’d added a pair of Emma’s old sweatpants that hung loose on Lisa’s smaller frame. She kept touching things—the bookshelf, the throw pillows, the framed photos—with a curious expression on her face.


“What’s it like?” I asked, watching her run her fingers over the spines of our books. “Being here, in this house?”


She turned to me, her brow furrowed. “Strange. It’s like… I know this place. I remember buying this couch with you, arguing over the color for hours.” She smiled faintly at the memory. “But at the same time, it feels completely foreign. When I was Mandy, this place felt alien too, but it was still… a normal home, you know? The kind of place a college student might visit.”


She gestured around the room. “But for Lisa—for me—this is so far removed from my life. The convent is sparse, functional. We share most spaces. The idea of owning all this…” She shook her head. “It feels almost sinful. All this space, these possessions, for just two people.”


“So what? Our life is just a distant memory? Someone else’s life? Even though you remember it?” I asked.


She bit her lip, looking troubled. “No, it’s not like... Not entirely. You, Calvin, you’re not someone else to me. I feel the connection. You are my husband, the love of my life.” She sat beside me on the couch, taking my hand in both of hers. “I feel it in my soul.”


My phone buzzed, startling us both. Katherine had replied: “What the hell? Who is this really? Mandy would never bring up the clinic. Need more details before I go anywhere.”


I showed the message to Emma, who shrugged helplessly. “I have no idea what ‘the clinic’ even refers to. It must have been important to Mandy, though.”


I typed back: “It really is from Mandy, in a way. Hard to explain over text. If ‘the clinic’ means something to you, that should be proof enough. It would be easier to show you what’s going on.”


We waited in tense silence until the phone buzzed again. “Fine. What’s the address? But I’m bringing pepper spray and my roommate knows where I’m going. This better not be some weird shit.”


I sent her our address, adding, “It’s definitely weird shit, but not dangerous. Promise.”


“Well, that’s that,” I said, setting the phone down. “Now we wait.”


Emma nodded, then wandered back to the bookshelf. She pulled out a worn copy of “The Great Gatsby”—one of her favorites—and flipped through it with a frown.


“What’s wrong?” I asked.


“I used to love this book,” she said, sounding puzzled. “I remember loving it. But now it seems… I don’t know. Frivolous? All these people with their wealth and their parties and their shallow problems.” She put it back on the shelf with a sigh. “It’s not holding my interest at all.”


I couldn’t help but laugh. “Let me guess—you prefer religious texts now? The Bible? Lives of the Saints?”


She shot me a look that was pure Emma, despite coming from Lisa’s face. “Actually, no. Lisa—I—have quite the collection of thriller novels hidden under my bed at the convent. Murder mysteries, mostly. The gorier the better.” She grinned at my surprised expression. “What? Even nuns need escapism. Sister Agnes thinks I’m reading devotionals, but I’ve got Gillian Flynn and Tana French stuffed between my mattress and box spring.”


“Sister Margaret!” I gasped in mock scandal. “I’m shocked. Absolutely shocked.”


She laughed, a sound that was becoming more familiar on Lisa’s lips. “Everyone has their secrets, Calvin. Even before… this.” She gestured to herself. “Lisa was never quite as perfect as she pretended to be.”


The thought was oddly comforting—that even before Emma had inhabited her body, Sister Margaret had her own small rebellions, her own private self that didn’t align perfectly with her public persona. It made what we were doing seem slightly less like a violation.


“How long do you think it will take Dr. Winters to get here?” Emma asked, settling onto the couch beside me.


I checked the time. “Depends on where she lives. Could be twenty minutes, could be an hour.”


Emma leaned her head against my shoulder, a gesture so familiar it made my chest ache. “I hope she can help us figure this out. I can’t keep jumping from body to body forever.”


I put my arm around her, pulling her close. “We’ll figure it out. Together.”


But as we sat there waiting, I couldn’t help wondering what would happen if we couldn’t solve this puzzle. How many bodies would Emma inhabit? How many lives would be disrupted? And what would happen to my wife if we failed?


After a while, the doorbell rang, and I felt my stomach tighten with anxiety. Emma and I exchanged a glance before I stood to answer it.


“Here we go,” I muttered, taking a deep breath before pulling the door open.


The woman standing on my porch wasn’t what I expected. When Emma had mentioned a “nerdy scientist friend,” I’d pictured someone older, despite her saying she was a friend from high school, maybe with a lab coat and a perpetual scowl. Instead, Katherine Winters looked like she’d walked straight out of some “sexy scientist” Halloween costume—minus the costume.


She was in her early twenties, with short, fiery red hair cut in a tomboyish style that somehow managed to look both practical and stylish. Freckles dusted her nose and cheeks, visible behind black-rimmed glasses that gave her an intellectual air. She wore a simple green t-shirt with some obscure science joke printed on it, fitted enough to show off curves that her lab coat probably hid most days. Her jeans were worn at the knees, and she carried a messenger bag slung across her chest.


“You’re not Mandy,” she said immediately, her eyes narrowing behind her glasses. Her voice was crisp and precise, the kind that commanded attention in lecture halls. “Who are you, and why are you using her name to get me here?”


“I’m Calvin Kent,” I said, stepping back slightly to give her space. “And no, I’m not Mandy. It’s… complicated.”


“I called Mandy,” Katherine said, not budging from the doorway. “My actual friend Mandy. She has no idea who you are or why you’d be contacting me on her behalf. Interestingly, she also can’t account for what she did yesterday, or the two days before. Complete blank.” Her hand slipped into her pocket, presumably gripping the pepper spray she’d mentioned. “So I’ll ask again: who are you, and what do you want?”


“We can explain,” Emma said, appearing beside me. Katherine’s eyes flicked to her, taking in the small blonde in oversized clothes.


“And you are?”


“My name is… Lisa,” Emma said after a slight hesitation. “Sister Margaret, actually, but Lisa is fine.”


Katherine’s eyebrows shot up. “A nun? What the hell is going on here?”


I ran a hand through my hair, struggling to find a starting point that wouldn’t sound completely insane. “Look, this is going to sound crazy, but my wife died last week. In a car accident.”


“I’m sorry for your loss,” Katherine said automatically, though her expression remained suspicious. “But what does that have to do with Mandy or me?”


“Because she’s not dead,” I blurted out. “I mean, her body is, but she’s… she’s here.” I gestured to Emma/Lisa. “She’s in there.”


Katherine took a step back. “Okay, I’m leaving now. You people are clearly—”


“Wait,” Emma said, her voice taking on that gentle but firm tone I’d noticed she used more often in Lisa’s body. “Please. We know how this sounds. But something extraordinary has happened, something beyond scientific explanation—at least, beyond our understanding of science.”


“Which is why we need you,” I added quickly. “You’re supposed to be brilliant. Mandy thought you could help us figure this out.”


“Mandy apparently doesn’t even know you,” Katherine shot back.


“Then how would we know about ‘the clinic?’” I challenged, hoping that would be enough to convince her to at least stay and listen.


Katherine’s expression shifted from suspicion to something more complex—curiosity mingled with concern. “So you’re what? A ghost? What makes you say that?”


“My consciousness transferred,” Emma said simply. “From my dead body to another woman’s, then to Mandy’s, then to my cousin at my funeral, and now to Sister Margaret’s. I retain all my memories as Emma, Calvin’s wife, but I experience the world through the brain and body I’m inhabiting.”


I expected Katherine to turn and run, but instead, she adjusted her glasses, a scientist’s calculation replacing her wariness. “That’s… not possible. Consciousness is a product of brain function. It can’t be transferred like a computer file.”


“And yet, here we are,” I said. “Look, we can prove it. My wife—inside Lisa—knows things only my wife would know. Things about me, about our life together.”


“And Mandy can’t remember the days I was in her body,” Emma added. “Just like the woman at the funeral home can’t remember preparing my body for viewing, because I was in control then.”


Katherine stood silent for a long moment, her fingers drumming against the strap of her messenger bag. Finally, she spoke. “I’m not saying I believe you. But as a neuroscientist, I’m intrigued by the hypothesis. And the fact that Mandy really does have missing time…” She took a deep breath. “Fine. I’ll come in. But I’m keeping my phone on and my pepper spray handy.”


I stepped aside, relief washing over me. “That’s fair. Thank you for giving us a chance.”


As Katherine crossed the threshold, I caught her studying Emma with intense scientific curiosity, like she was a particularly fascinating lab specimen. I couldn’t blame her—if I hadn’t experienced this firsthand, I wouldn’t believe it either.
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Chapter 9: Interrogation


We sat in the living room, Katherine perched on the edge of an armchair like she might need to bolt at any moment. Emma and I took the couch, careful to maintain some distance between us—Sister Margaret’s body language still betrayed discomfort at too much physical contact, especially with an audience.


“So let me get this straight,” Katherine said, her scientific skepticism evident in every syllable. “You’re claiming that your wife’s consciousness somehow transferred from her dead body into a series of living women, and now resides in…” she gestured toward Emma, “a nun?”


“I know how it sounds,” I admitted.


“It sounds like the plot of a bad sci-fi movie,” Katherine replied, adjusting her glasses. “Or actually, it reminds me of ‘The Man from Earth.’ Have you seen it?”


Emma and I exchanged blank looks.


“No? Well it’s about a man who also makes impossible claims to a bunch of scholars. She smirked. “Sister Margaret probably wouldn’t like how it ends. Though I suppose it’s an unpleasant comparison in this case, since it would imply you two are telling the truth, which is ridiculous.”


“We are telling the truth,” Emma said quietly. “I know it defies scientific explanation, but—”


“It defies logic,” Katherine interrupted. “Consciousness isn’t transferable. As I said, it’s a product of specific neural patterns in a specific brain. You can’t just… hop from one brain to another like changing clothes.”


“And yet, that’s exactly what’s happening,” I insisted. “Emma can tell you things only she would know. About our life together, about conversations we had that no one else heard.


Katherine waved this away. “Cold reading techniques. Or maybe you coached her. There are a dozen more plausible explanations than consciousness transfer. It’s not like I would even be able to tell if she’s telling the truth. I don’t know any of you.”


“What about the missing time?” Emma reminded her. “Mandy can’t remember what happened when I was in her body. Clara at the funeral home couldn’t remember the days I spent as her. There’s a pattern.”


This gave Katherine pause. She tapped her fingers against her knee, thinking. “Memory gaps can be caused by trauma, drugs, alcohol—”


“Or by someone else driving your body,” I finished for her.


Katherine sighed. “Fine. Let’s say, for the sake of argument, I entertain this hypothesis. How exactly does this… transfer work? Is it voluntary? Is there a trigger?”


Emma and I exchanged another look, this one more uncomfortable.


“It seems to happen through touch,” Emma explained. “Physical contact with another woman. But staying ‘myself’ within the new body… that’s more complicated.”


I cleared my throat. “We’ve noticed that Emma’s personality becomes more dominant after… intimate contact.”


“Intimate contact,” Katherine repeated flatly.


Emma’s cheeks flushed crimson. “Sexual intercourse,” she clarified, her voice barely above a whisper. “With Calvin. It seems to… strengthen my hold on the host body.”


Katherine’s eyebrows shot up. “So you’re telling me that not only does your wife’s consciousness magically transfer between bodies, but you need to have sex with her to keep her from… what, fading away?”


“Not fading away entirely,” I explained, feeling heat rise to my own face. “She retains her memories regardless. But her personality, her… Emma-ness… it gets weaker without physical contact. She starts acting more like the host.”


“How convenient for you,” Katherine said dryly. “Your wife dies, but you get to keep sleeping with her in a variety of new bodies. Sounds like a male fantasy to me.”


“It’s not like that,” Emma protested, her voice stronger now. “This isn’t something we wanted or planned. We’re just trying to understand it.”


Katherine studied us for a long moment, her scientific curiosity clearly at war with her skepticism. “How long can you maintain your… dominance without this ‘recharging’?”


“We don’t know exactly,” I admitted. “We haven’t been willing to test it for too long.”


“I stayed in Clara’s body for about two days,” Emma added. “Then I switched to Mandy. By the end of the third day, I felt mostly like her until Calvin and I... reconnected.”


“You mean until he fucked you,” Katherine said bluntly.


Emma winced at the crude language, Lisa’s sensibilities clearly offended. “Yes,” she said stiffly. “After that, I was more myself again.”


Katherine turned to me. “So you had sex with Mandy—my friend Mandy—while your wife was, what, possessing her?”


The accusation in her tone made me defensive. “It wasn’t like that. It was Emma, in Mandy’s body. Emma consented. Emma wanted it.”


“But Mandy didn’t consent,” Katherine pointed out, her voice hardening. “Mandy wasn’t even present to consent. You had sex with my friend’s body while she was… what, unconscious? Absent? Do you realize how that sounds?”


“I thought you didn’t believe us,” I countered. “You said it was a bad sci-fi plot. Why worry about consent if you don’t believe it’s real?”


“Because,” Katherine said, “if it is real—and that’s still a big ‘if’—then you’re taking advantage of vulnerable women.”


I stood up, startling both Katherine and Emma. “And what was I supposed to do? Just ignore her, let my wife’s consciousness fade away until there was nothing left of her? Watch her die a second time?” My anger, fueled by fear and grief, boiled over and seemed to take Katherine by surprise, her hand reaching for her pocket and the pepper spray within. “So far her hosts have been completely clueless about what happened during the time she was possessing them. It’s like they blacked out, and they remember nothing. So yeah, I’ll happily fuck my wife, in whatever body she’s in, to keep her from disappearing. That’s not me taking advantage, that’s me being a husband.”


Dr. Winters stared at me, mouth agape, then frowned slightly. “Well,” she muttered after a pause. “I think a demonstration is in order.”
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Chapter 10: Self Science


“A demonstration,” Katherine repeated, leaning forward in her chair. “I want to see this transfer happen. If what you’re claiming is true, I need to observe it firsthand.”


“You want Emma to… transfer into you?” I asked, not quite believing what I was hearing.


Katherine nodded, her scientific curiosity clearly overriding her skepticism. “If this is real, I want to experience it. And if it’s not, then no harm done, right?”


Emma shifted uncomfortably beside me. “Before we do this, you need to understand what you’re consenting to. I’ll have access to your memories, your thoughts. I’ll be… you, in a way.”


“And I’ll be unconscious? Or gone?” Katherine asked, her scientific precision evident even in her skepticism.


“Not gone,” Emma explained. “Just… dormant. When I leave, you won’t remember anything that happened while I was in control.”


Katherine snorted. “How convenient. No witnesses to your ‘possession.’” She made air quotes with her fingers. “But fine, I consent to being ‘possessed’ by your dead wife.” Her sarcasm was thick enough to cut with a knife. “Thanks for asking, by the way. At least you’re not having Calvin’s wife switch with me without my consent.”


The barb hit home, and I winced. “We’re trying to do this right.”


“There’s another problem,” Emma explained to the scientist, her brow furrowing. “Sister Margaret. When I leave her body, she’s going to be very confused. She’ll have no idea how she got here or who you are.”


“She might call the police,” Katherine added with a smirk. “Kidnapping a nun is probably a felony.”


Emma stood up and began pacing, a gesture that looked strange on Sister Margaret’s normally composed body. “I need to take something to keep her calm when she wakes up. Something mild.”


“Oh, sure,” Katherine said, her voice dripping with sarcasm. “Let’s add drugging a nun to the list of crimes. Why not?”


Despite her harsh words, Katherine made no move to stop us or leave. Her scientific curiosity was clearly winning out over her ethical concerns.


“I don’t like this,” I said, following Emma as she headed toward our bathroom. “Drugging her seems wrong.”


“What choice do we have?” Emma countered, opening the medicine cabinet with the familiarity of someone who had done it a thousand times. “If she wakes up in a strange house with strange people, she’ll panic. This will just… take the edge off.”


She reached for a prescription bottle I recognized—mild anti-anxiety medication she’d been prescribed years ago after a particularly stressful period at work. She shook three pills into her palm.


“I used to take these when my nerves got bad,” she explained, though I already knew. “Sometimes to help me sleep. They’re not strong, taken alone. But three of them should make Lisa drowsy enough not to panic.”


Emma swallowed the pills with a handful of water from the sink. A few minutes later, she sat down heavily on the edge of the tub, her eyelids already growing heavy.


We returned to the living room where Katherine was waiting, her expression a mixture of scientific fascination and moral judgment. She didn’t seem particularly concerned to see the nun’s eyes growing glassy, her body swaying slightly as the drugs kicked in.


“So,” she said, standing up and brushing invisible lint from her jeans. “How do we do this? Do I need to touch her, or…?”


Emma nodded slowly. “Physical contact seems to be the trigger. A handshake should be enough.”


Katherine extended her hand, her skepticism evident in the slight smirk on her face. “Well, Sister whatever, it was nice meeting you. I look forward to being possessed by a dead woman.”


Emma took a deep breath and reached out, clasping Katherine’s hand firmly in her own.


For a moment, nothing happened. Emma and Katherine stood frozen, hands clasped, while I held my breath. Then Katherine’s body jerked slightly, her eyes widening in shock.


“Holy shit,” she breathed, her voice still Katherine’s but somehow different—more hesitant, more surprised. “It worked. It actually worked.” She released Emma’s hand and staggered back, staring at her own palms in wonder. “I’m… I’m in her body. I’m Katherine. But I’m Emma.”


Sister Margaret swayed on her feet, her eyes unfocused. The medication was clearly taking effect, making her movements sluggish as she looked around in confusion.


“Where… where am I?” she mumbled, her voice slurred. “What’s happening?”


I moved quickly to guide her to the couch, helping her sit down. “It’s okay,” I said soothingly, though I knew it was anything but okay for her. “You’re safe. Just rest.”


Katherine—or rather, Emma in Katherine’s body—was examining herself with scientific precision, running her hands over her arms, touching her face, adjusting to her new form.


“The neural pathways are so different,” she said, her voice taking on Katherine’s clinical tone but with Emma’s wonder behind it. “Everything is… sharper somehow. More analytical. I can feel how her brain processes information. It’s like thinking in high definition.”


She turned to look at Sister Margaret, who was now slumping against the couch cushions, her eyelids heavy. “And what a contrast! Going from that rigid, faith-structured mind to this…” She tapped her temple. “Katherine’s brain is like a supercomputer compared to hers. No offense to the nun, but it’s like going from a horse-drawn carriage to a Tesla.”


I couldn’t tell how much of this assessment was Emma and how much was Katherine’s own ego coloring Emma’s perceptions. The disdain for religious thinking certainly sounded more like the skeptical scientist than my wife.


“Oh, and I’m really turned on,” Katherine added, grinning as she cupped her breasts through her shirt and biting her lip as her gaze wandered to me. “Which is very unusual, because I’m... she’s supposed to be a lesbian.”


I felt my face grow warm. “Can we maybe not talk about Katherine’s body’s, um, reactions?”


“We need to get me into an MRI,” Emma continued as if I hadn’t spoken, pacing now with Katherine’s energetic stride. “And an EEG. We should monitor brain activity during the transfer. And we’ll need blood samples to check for hormonal changes. Oh! And we should—”


“Whoa, slow down,” I interrupted, placing a hand on her shoulder. It felt strange touching Katherine’s body while knowing Emma was inside. “One step at a time.”


Emma nodded, pushing Katherine’s glasses up her nose in a gesture that was pure scientist. “You’re right. Methodical approach. First things first.” She looked back at Sister Margaret, who was now barely conscious. “The medication is working. Good. That gives us some time.”


She closed her eyes suddenly, her brow furrowing in concentration. “I can see them,” she whispered. “The threads. Just like when I transferred from Veronica to Lisa. Mental pathways, memories, emotions… they’re all connected by these… threads of consciousness.”


“You can see inside her mind?” I asked, not quite understanding.


“Not see, exactly. It’s more like… feeling. Sensing.” Emma’s eyes remained closed, her face a mask of concentration. “There’s one that’s particularly strong. It’s fascinating. Let me just…”


Without warning, Katherine’s body shuddered violently. Her back arched, her mouth falling open in a silent gasp. Her hands gripped the arms of the chair so tightly her knuckles turned white. A deep, guttural moan escaped her throat as her body convulsed in what was unmistakably an intense orgasm.


Sister Margaret, even in her drugged state, looked scandalized. I stood frozen, completely bewildered.


After several seconds, Emma relaxed, Katherine’s body going limp in the chair. A slow, satisfied smile spread across her face.


“Well,” she said, her voice breathless. “That was unexpected.”


“What the hell just happened?” I demanded. “Did you just cum?”


Emma nodded slowly and straightened up, adjusting Katherine’s rumpled clothing with a smirk that looked perfectly at home on the scientist’s face. “I think I found a solution to our problem.”
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Chapter 5: Faith


I was startled by a knock on the car window. I blinked, looking up to find Ashley standing outside, her face pressed against the glass. I rolled down the window.


“Cal, you okay?” she asked, concern in her voice. “You’ve been sitting here forever.”


I looked at the clock on the dashboard and realized that an hour had already passed. “Fuck,” I mumbled, running a hand over my face.


“Want me to stay with you for a while?” she offered, leaning in through the window.


I glanced past her to where Father O’Brien and his helpers were packing a small van with religious paraphernalia. Sister Margaret—Emma—was among them. I watched as she lifted a large box, grunting slightly with the effort, her arms straining against the weight. “It’s alright, Ash. Go home. I’ll be fine.”


Ashley frowned. “Are you sure?” She followed my gaze, her eyes narrowing. She seemed genuinely concerned. “Are you waiting for someone?”


“No. I’m...” My words died in my throat as my brain tried to catch up. “Yeah, I am,” I said, nodding slowly. “The priest asked me to drive one of the sisters home after they were finished. She’s been working here for a while, and she doesn’t have a car.”


Ashley’s expression changed from one of worry to one of relief. She laughed softly. “That’s nice of you.” She patted my shoulder through the open window. “See you later, Cal.”


“See ya.” I watched her walk away, feeling a pang of guilt for lying to my sister-in-law.


Another twenty minutes passed before Emma finally climbed into the passenger seat. She sat rigidly, her hands folded primly in her lap, her posture perfect.


“You okay?” I asked, studying her profile.


“Hmm? Oh, yes. Just... thinking,” she replied, her voice distant. She turned to face me, her expression serious. “My... Her life is so different. She’s given herself to God. She spends her days in prayer, in service. It’s a hard life, but also... peaceful. Fulfilling.” She shook her head. “Maybe it’s the contrast to Veronica that’s making me feel this way. It’s like... like a cleansing. Like a baptism, washing away all the sin and filth.”


“Shit,” I chuckled nervously. “Do I need to fuck you again, bring you back down from your holy high horse?”


She frowned at me, her lips pursed in disapproval. “Please, Calvin. Have some respect.”


“Sorry,” I mumbled, feeling chastised. “I just want you back to normal. You’re not you right now.”


She sighed, looking down at her lap. “I... I’m me. I’m Emma... It’s just that... I feel like I’ve been called to a higher purpose.” She looked out the window.


I gulped, my heart racing. This was exactly what I’d feared. “Emma,” I began, but she cut me off with a sharp gesture.


“Relax,” she said, her tone dry. “I know this isn’t me. It’s just her. Her body, her mind. All of this is Sister Margaret, not me.”


“But you feel like her.”


“But I feel like her,” she conceded. “And it’s hard to ignore.”


I nodded, starting the car. “Still coming? Or are you going to fuse with her forever to fulfill your duty to God?”


“I’ll come,” she said, her voice soft. “I made a promise to you and I’ll keep it. We’ll find a solution together. And... I still love you.” It seemed to take her a great effort to say the words, and I felt my heart clench in my chest. She noticed the way my shoulders slumped and reached out to pat my arm, blushing. “Oh, don’t take it the wrong way, Calvin. It’s not that I love you less. It’s just hard to process through... through this.” She gestured at herself.


I drove in silence, my mind racing with the implications of everything we were dealing with. “Well, it’s obviously temporary,” I said finally. “I imagine your new friends are going to wonder where you are if you’re gone for too long. What are you going to tell them? Are you even allowed outside?”


She looked away. “I’m not a child, Calvin. I’m allowed to go where I please. I just want to make sure my duties are taken care of.”


“And when are your duties taken care of?”


“I’m supposed...” She groaned, hitting her legs. “I mean, she’s supposed to be back at the parish tomorrow morning. We were... I mean, they were going to pray and meditate at the cathedral tonight, but I told them I was meeting an old friend and might be late.”


I sighed, my eyes fixed on the road. Traffic was heavy, and it was taking longer to get home than usual. Looking at people in other cars, going about their normal lives, made me realize just how far we were from our regular routines. “We need to stop jumping you into new bodies every day without any planning. We need to understand the rules and find someone you can... stay in. For a while, at least, until we figure this out.”


I drove in silence for a few minutes, my mind racing with the implications of everything we were dealing with.


“Something happened when I went from Veronica to me,” the nun said, breaking the silence. “It felt... different. Not as immediate as the others.”


“Different how?”


“Like... I could see threads...”


“Threads?” I repeated, glancing over at her. “What kind of threads? Like spider webs?”


“Memories, I think,” she explained. “Veronica’s memories, maybe feelings, thoughts?”


“Okay...”


“It felt like I could pull them, twist them?” She blushed again. “I’m not explaining myself well.”


“What about that nerd you talked about when you were Mandy?” I said, getting off the highway and onto the quieter surface streets. “You seemed to think she’d be the perfect person to help us figure things out.”


“Oh... I don’t know... I don’t remember her now that I’m Lisa.” I saw her frowning as I looked over.


“Lisa?”


“That’s my name, Calvin!” she said, pouting at me. “Sister Margaret is my holy name. We pick a holy name when we take our vows.”


I chuckled, shaking my head. “Lisa, alright...”


She sighed. “I don’t remember much of her, but I remember thinking she was a good choice. I have no idea why.”


“Shit... I guess it’s too late now. We’re not going to go after Mandy again. She’s probably freaked out enough by all this.”


The young nun smirked. “I wrote down her name and number back at home, when I was still Mandy.”


I opened my mouth to say something, but closed it. I smirked back. “Good thinking.”


“Thank Mandy,” the nun said, winking.
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Chapter 4: The Funeral


The next day was a beautiful, sunny morning, a nice change from the cold and rain. I stood outside the cemetery, waiting for Emma. A crowd of people were gathered near the entrance, talking amongst themselves. My in-laws, some distant relatives, and some friends were all here, looking solemn and sad.


Shaking hands, pretending to care, I felt like a total fraud. I kept glancing over my shoulder, hoping to see a young girl with dark hair walking through the cemetery gates, but there was no sign of her.


“I don’t know how you even do it,” a voice said beside me. I turned to see Ashley, Emma’s sister, looking at me with concern. She was dressed in a simple black dress, her blonde hair pulled back in a loose ponytail. She looked so much like Emma it hurt. “I feel like I’m about to throw up.”


“Just doing my best to look like I’m fine,” I said. I glanced at the casket, resting on a pedestal. It was open, and there she was, the empty shell that had once housed my wife’s soul. It was surreal, standing here, mourning someone who wasn’t really gone. “Or maybe not fine, but the socially acceptable level of not fine...”


She nodded, understanding. “You too?” She scoffed. I could see the pain in her eyes, the slight tremble in her hands as she clutched her purse. She was devastated, but she was good at hiding it. That was Ashley for you. Always the strong one.


She looked around the cemetery, her eyes narrowing as she spotted someone in the crowd. “God, look at Veronica,” she muttered, nodding toward a woman standing a few feet away. “She’s actually enjoying this.”


I followed her gaze and saw a woman in her thirties, dressed in an expensive-looking black dress that hugged her curves a bit too tightly for a funeral. Her makeup was immaculate, her hair styled in a way that suggested she had spent hours in front of a mirror. She was standing next to a balding man who I assumed was her husband, laughing quietly at something he had said, then quickly covering her mouth with her hand and pretending to wipe away a tear.


“Who is she again?” I asked, though I vaguely remembered Emma mentioning her a few times.


“Our cousin,” Ashley said, her voice dripping with disdain. “Dad’s brother’s daughter. She and Emma couldn’t stand each other. Look at her, pretending to be sad.” She scoffed. “She’s probably already planning what to wear to the next funeral.”


I watched as Veronica made her way through the crowd, stopping to hug people, her face contorting into an exaggerated mask of grief every time she approached someone new. It was like watching a bad actress in a B-movie.


“She asked me earlier if I you were planning to sell Emma’s jewelry,” Ashley continued, her voice low. “Can you believe that? She didn’t even wait until the funeral was over.”


I shook my head, disgusted. “Jesus.”


“Yeah.” Ashley sighed, then looked at the open casket. “Emma would have hated this whole thing, you know. All these people pretending to care.”


“You’re sarcastic enough on her behalf to make up for it,” I said, trying to lighten the mood. Ashley laughed, a genuine one this time. The two sisters were quite different, but shared a very similar sense of humor.


“Yeah, well,” she said, “I’ll do my best to make her proud.”


I wrapped my arm around her shoulder, giving her a half hug. “She was proud of you, Ash. Very proud. You know that, right?”


She looked up at me, tears in her eyes, and gave me a weak smile. I felt a sudden wave of guilt wash over me. She had no idea that her sister was still here, that she was alive in another body.


I looked around again, hoping to see Emma, but there was still no sign of her. Where the hell was she? “You alright?” Ashley asked. “I mean, relatively speaking, obviously.”


“Yeah, I’m okay,” I said. “Just thinking about Emma, you know? Wondering what she would say if she could see us here.” Subtle, Cal. Real subtle.


Ashley smiled, a genuine smile that reached her eyes. “She’d be proud of you too, Calvin.” She glanced at the casket again, then back at me. “She’d want us to remember her as she was, not…” She gestured vaguely at the coffin.


I nodded, understanding. “Not as an empty shell.”


Ashley nodded slowly. “I guess that’s one way to look at it.” She sighed, then straightened her shoulders. “I should go say hello to Aunt Martha before she thinks I’m avoiding her.” She squeezed my arm one last time. “Hang in there, Calvin.”


I watched her walk away, her head held high despite the weight of her grief. I turned back to the casket, looking at the peaceful face of my wife’s body. It was strange how detached I felt from it now. It wasn’t Emma anymore. Emma was out there somewhere, in Mandy’s body, making her way here. At least, I hoped she was.


I continued to shake hands, my mind drifting further away with each sympathetic nod and murmured condolence. Mrs. Henderson from next door, my boss from work, Emma’s old college roommate—their faces blurred together as I scanned the crowd for Mandy. Where the hell was she? The uncertainty was eating away at me. Had something happened? Had Emma lost her grip on Mandy’s consciousness?


“Such a tragedy,” said someone—I didn’t even register who—as they patted my shoulder and moved on.


I caught Veronica staring at me from across the small gathering. When our eyes met, she had the audacity to wink at me, her red-painted lips curling into what I suppose she thought was a seductive smile. I felt my stomach turn. Her husband was right beside her, oblivious, as she dabbed at perfectly dry eyes with a lace handkerchief that probably cost more than my suit. Every few minutes, she’d let out a theatrical sigh loud enough for everyone to hear, then immediately return to whispering and giggling with another woman. She was like a caricature of grief, a performance so bad it would have been comical if it weren’t so disrespectful.


The priest approached me, his face a practiced mask of professional sympathy. “Mr. Kent, we’ll be asking everyone to take their seats in about five minutes. I’ll do the opening prayer, and then if anyone wishes to say a few words about the deceased, they may do so.” He lowered his voice. “Will you be speaking, sir?”


The question hit me like a bucket of ice water. A speech. Of course there would be a speech. What kind of husband wouldn’t speak at his wife’s funeral? But I had completely forgotten to prepare anything. I left it for the last minute, grief and shock leaving me unable to string two coherent thoughts together, and then... well, between discovering my wife’s consciousness in Clara’s body, then finding her again in Mandy’s, and then spending the night tangled in sheets with her... Jesus, what was I supposed to say? “Thank you all for coming, but don’t worry, my wife is actually alive in someone else’s body, and we had sex all night”?


“I… yes, I’ll say something,” I heard myself say. The old man nodded and moved away, leaving me in a cold sweat.


“You look positively ghastly, Calvin,” came a voice dripping with false concern. I turned to find Veronica standing beside me, close enough that I could smell her expensive perfume. She placed a hand on my arm, letting it linger there longer than was appropriate. “But I must say, grief becomes you.”


I resisted the urge to pull away. “Thanks,” I muttered.


“Oh, don’t be so glum,” she said, her voice inappropriately cheerful. “Death is only the beginning, you know.” She gave a little laugh, as if she’d said something clever.


I stared at her, unable to hide my disgust. “I don’t think this is the time for jokes.”


She smirked, her perfectly manicured fingers still resting on my arm. “Oh, come now. I think Emma would have wanted her funeral to be fun, don’t you? She never was one for all this…” she waved her hand dismissively, “…dreary business.”


“I don’t think you knew Emma as well as you think you did,” I said coldly, finally pulling my arm away.


Veronica’s eyes sparkled with something I couldn’t quite identify. “Maybe I know her better than you think,” she said, and then winked at me again. She looked down at her own hands, turning them over as if seeing them for the first time, then looked back at me with a strange little chuckle.


“I’m sorry to be stuck in such an unpopular person,” she said, her tone suddenly different, though I couldn’t put my finger on how. “But I didn’t think Mandy would cut it. People would wonder who she is.”


I felt the blood drain from my face as understanding dawned on me. “Emma?” I whispered, barely audible.


I stared at her, trying to process what was happening. My brain felt like it was short-circuiting. The woman standing before me was everything Emma had despised: superficial, self-centered, with that irritating high-pitched laugh and those calculated mannerisms. Yet somewhere behind those heavily mascara-coated eyes was my wife.


“Close your mouth, darling, you’ll catch flies,” she said with Veronica’s characteristic condescension, flicking her manicured nails against my chest. “God, these nails are divine though, aren’t they? I get them done weekly.” She examined them with a smirk that was pure Veronica.


I finally found my voice. “How… when did this happen?”


She glanced around to make sure no one was within earshot, then leaned in closer, her expensive perfume clouding my senses. “This morning. I was in Mandy’s body, getting ready to come here, when I ran into Veronica at a coffee shop. She was being absolutely horrid to the useless barista—typical—and I thought, well, wouldn’t it be interesting to attend my own funeral as someone who’s actually invited?” She shrugged Veronica’s shoulders in a fluid, elegant motion that seemed foreign on my wife. “I considered taking over Ashley, you know, but that felt… rude. She deserves to grieve properly, the poor thing.”


“You say that like it’s nothing,” I whispered, horrified. “Like you’re just trying on a new outfit.”


She laughed—a grating, too-loud laugh that surely would have made Emma cringe. “I know, I know. I’m taking this all rather lightly, aren’t I? But it’s freeing, Calvin. I used to think Veronica was just an asshole, but now I understand—she’s just learned to seize life without worrying about what others might feel or want. There’s a certain power in that.”


“I imagine that’s her point of view, yeah,” I said, shaking my head.


The woman my wife was currently inhabiting seemed taken aback, as if the self-reflection required to see her situation from an outside point of view was not a skill Veronica had honed. “It is, actually,” she said quietly, looking down at her own hands again, the nails perfect, the skin smooth and unblemished. “But I suppose I see why others might disagree. People are so... fragile, aren’t they? Emotions are a burden. It’s much simpler to live without the less convenient ones.”


“How can you even claim to be Emma when you’re talking like that? My wife cared about people. She wouldn’t—”


“Wouldn’t what? Enjoy herself?” She raised one perfectly shaped eyebrow. “I’m still me, Calvin. I’m just… experiencing things through a different lens. I’ll admit, Veronica might not be the best host in such dire circumstances. In Mandy’s brain, I didn’t think this through properly. But I thought inside this woman, I’d have the freedom to experience my own funeral a bit more… relaxed.” Her eyes traveled down my body and back up again. “Plus, she’s hot, isn’t she? I thought you might want to fuck her afterward—if not out of attraction, maybe out of anger.”


She winked at me again, then waved cheerfully at her husband, who was engaged in conversation with another mourner. “Poor guy hasn’t fucked me in ages,” she whispered, leaning in close. “Though I’ve been having plenty of fun with the younger neighbor. He’s quite the specimen—abs you could bounce quarters off of.”


As she spoke, she took my hand and, with a boldness that left me speechless, guided it to her ass, pressing it against the curve while maintaining eye contact with her husband across the room. She smiled at him innocently while my hand remained frozen against the expensive fabric of her dress.


I was horrified. I was disgusted. And God help me, I was turned on. The conflict made me feel sick with myself. This was my wife’s cousin, for Christ’s sake. A woman I found repulsive on a personal level, even if she was objectively attractive. But knowing Emma was in there somewhere, watching me through those eyes…


“Stop it,” I hissed, pulling my hand away. “This isn’t right.”


“What isn’t right?” she asked in Veronica’s mock innocence. “That I’m in this body, or that you’re getting hard thinking about it?”


I didn’t doubt for a second that this was Emma—the Emma I knew was in there somewhere. But it was like watching her through a funhouse mirror, distorted and warped by Veronica’s personality. How much control did she actually have? How much of Veronica was influencing her thoughts, her actions? Or worse, how much of Emma was being consumed by the women she inhabited?


“Both,” I admitted quietly. “I don’t like what this brain is doing to you.”


She tilted her head, studying me with an expression that was suddenly more thoughtful, more Emma-like. “Or maybe it’s just showing you parts of me you never knew existed.” She straightened Veronica’s designer jacket. “We should find our seats. The service is about to start, and I’m dying to hear what people say about me.” She paused, then laughed at her own pun. “See what I did there? Dying?”


I walked toward the front of the seating area, feeling numb and on autopilot. The wind was picking up, rustling the leaves on the trees that surrounded the open field. It was a peaceful place, I had to admit. It wasn’t a peaceful moment... Though, I was lucid enough to realize that funerals were rarely peaceful for those left behind. I was just experiencing a different kind of fucked up than most people did on a day like this.


The priest had begun his opening speech. I wasn’t really listening. I sat next to Ashley and her parents, feeling Veronica’s eyes on me from across the aisle. She was sitting next to her husband, her smirk barely hidden under a mask of faux sympathy. She was both an intruder and the guest of honor at her own funeral, and the absurdity of it was not lost on me. I hoped some part of my real wife was at least finding some genuine solace in all of this. She had to know that the people around her were hurting, missing the real Emma. She had a to care, even a little, right?


I turned to look at my in-laws. Robert and Margaret Davis looked like they had aged a decade in the past week. Robert, a tall man with the same blonde hair as his daughters, though now more gray than blonde, sat rigid in his seat, his jaw clenched so tight I could see the muscle twitching. Margaret, petite and usually so full of energy, seemed to have collapsed in on herself, her eyes red-rimmed and vacant. Ashley reached out and squeezed my hand as I sat down beside her.


The priest was carrying on with the usual platitudes about the fleeting nature of life and the importance of remembering those we’ve lost. Jesus, God, and Heaven were sprinkled into his speech, though I knew Emma had never been religious. She had wanted a non-denominational service, but I guess her parents had other ideas. I couldn’t bring myself to be mad at them, though. I’d always wondered why some of my non-religious deceased relatives ended up with religious funerals. I was starting to understand. After Emma’s death, I had seen no point in denying her grieving parents anything they thought might offer them some comfort. My wife was gone. Who cared what words were said in a church?


And then it hit me again—my wife wasn’t gone, she was right fucking there, wearing the skin of her cousin like a brand new dress, her eyes sparkling with the thrill of the game she was playing. I shook my head to clear it. This was insane.


“Now, if anyone else would like to share some memories of Emma, please feel free to come forward,” the priest was saying. Ashley gave my hand a final squeeze and then stood up. I watched her walk to the front, her head held high, her posture straight and dignified. This was all a sham, a farce. My wife was dead, and yet she wasn’t. Her family was grieving, and yet the source of their grief was sitting across from them, smiling. I felt like I was losing my mind.


Ashley began to speak, and as she did, the crowd fell silent. She tried to smile, then cleared her throat, her voice trembling slightly. After a moment, she laughed, tears in her eyes. Some in the crowd laughed with her. “I’m sorry,” she said, “It’s just... this is so ridiculous. Emma hated these kinds of things. She would have wanted us to have a barbecue or something. She would have wanted us to laugh and remember her in a way that didn’t involve black dresses and uncomfortable shoes.”


Her parents chuckled at that, clearly uneasy with the unconventional eulogy, but unable to deny the truth of it. I glanced back at Veronica, and saw her smiling, a more genuine smile than I would have expected.


“But I guess we’re here, and I guess we’re doing this, and I guess that’s okay too. So, I just wanted to say a few things about my sister.” She paused, her voice catching. “Bad things, obviously. That’s what she would have wanted. She always hated those sickeningly sweet eulogies where everyone lies and says the dead person was a saint.”


A few more laughs from the audience. “Emma was many things,” Ashley continued, “but a saint was not one of them. She was stubborn, she was bossy, she was opinionated, and she was sometimes downright infuriating,” she looked over to me, and winked. “Just ask her husband.”


I forced myself to smile back, and the crowd laughed again.


“But she was also the most loyal, the most caring, and the most genuine person I’ve ever known. She was my best friend. She was the only one who would tell me when I was being an idiot. And trust me, that happened often.” More laughter, this time genuine and warm. “She was the first person to hold me accountable, and the first person to forgive me. She was my rock, and I don’t know what I’m going to do without her. I don’t know how I’m going to navigate this world without her guidance, her love, or her unrelenting support.” She looked up at the sky for a moment, her chin quivering, then cleared her throat. “Emma, I hope you’re looking down on us now and laughing your ass off at this ridiculousness. And I hope that wherever you are, you’re at peace.”


I looked back at Veronica again. Her eyes were twinkling, and she was smiling, a genuine smile that reached her eyes and crinkled the corners of her mouth. No tears, of course—that would have been too much to expect from Emma’s cousin. But at least she seemed to be somewhat touched by Ashley’s words.


Ashley came back to sit beside me, her eyes wet with tears. I reached out and took her hand, giving it a squeeze. She squeezed back. “Your turn,” she whispered.


As I stood up and made my way to the podium, I couldn’t help but glance back at Emma’s cousin once again. She had a hand on her husband’s thigh, whispering something in his ear that made him shift uncomfortably. When she caught my eye, she winked and subtly arched her back, pushing her chest forward just enough to be noticeable to me but not obvious to anyone else. She crossed her legs slowly, the hem of her dress riding up just a fraction, revealing another inch of toned thigh.


I felt a flush of heat rise to my face—partly from anger, partly from an unwanted arousal that made me feel like the worst kind of traitor. This was my wife’s funeral, for God’s sake, and here I was getting turned on by her cousin. Except it was really Emma, fucking with me in the most inappropriate way possible.


I reached the podium and gripped its edges, steadying myself. The crowd fell completely silent, all eyes on me. I could see Ashley’s encouraging smile, Robert’s stoic nod, Margaret’s tearful gaze. Behind them, rows of faces—some familiar, some not—all waiting for me to put my grief into words.


I took a deep breath, my mind completely blank. What could I possibly say? How could I eulogize a woman who wasn’t really gone? How could I pretend to be a grieving widower when my wife was sitting right there, inhabiting another woman’s body, acting like this was all some kind of joke?


I cleared my throat and looked out at the sea of expectant faces.


“Emma didn’t fear death,” I finally said, my voice hoarse with emotion. I glanced briefly at Veronica and saw her smirking, her eyes locked on me. “She feared a lot of things, like spiders and clowns and that weird noise the fridge makes in the middle of the night, but never death.”


The audience gave a sympathetic chuckle at that, and I felt some of the tension ease from my shoulders. I took a deep breath and continued.


“I, for once, fear death. Fear it like hell. Death is final, inevitable. And when Emma died, I thought it was the end. I felt like... Like I died with her, in a way. I was... Dead inside, empty, lost. I didn’t know how I could go on without her.” I paused, my voice catching in my throat. I could feel the hot prickle of tears behind my eyes and I fought to keep them from falling. “I still don’t know how I’ll go on without her. Or maybe I don’t know how to carry her with me.” I looked down at the ground, collecting myself, then back up at the audience, back at Veronica, back at my wife. “She’s still here, you know? With us. She’ll always be with us. She might look different, sound different, act different, but she’s still here.” Veronica’s smirk faltered at that. She shifted in her seat, her gaze suddenly uncertain. “She’s in the way Ashley smiles, the way her parents laugh. She’s in the memories that her friends share, the stories that they’ll tell for years to come. And me? In whatever form she chooses to haunt me, I’m grateful for it. I’m grateful because, even though I can’t explain why or how, my wife is still alive to me.” I looked directly at Veronica, my eyes locking onto hers. “And that’s all that matters, in the end.”


The room was silent for a moment, and then someone—Ashley, I think—nodded. A few people murmured in agreement, and then the whole room. I barely paid attention to it. I was focused on Veronica. Her smirk was gone, replaced by a thoughtful expression. She met my gaze, her eyes shining with unshed tears. I nodded slightly, and she returned the gesture, a silent acknowledgment of our strange, impossible situation. A silent acknowledgment that we were both haunted by the same ghost, though in very different ways.


After my speech, others took their turn at the podium.


Robert and Margaret spoke together, holding each other up both literally and figuratively. Robert’s deep voice rumbled about how proud he was of his daughter, while Margaret shared stories of Emma’s stubborn determination, even as a child. “She never gave up on anything or anyone she believed in,” Margaret said, looking directly at me. “Especially not the people she loved.”


Soon enough, the casket was lowered into the ground, and we all gathered around to toss a handful of dirt onto the wood. I watched as the mound of earth grew, burying my wife’s empty shell. The wind had died down, and the air was still and quiet, the only sound the soft thud of earth hitting wood and the few occasional birdsong in the trees. I didn’t even know how to feel at this point. I was numb, detached from reality.


The ceremony droned on, a blur of ritual and reverence, the priest’s voice a low, monotone hum in the background. As the final prayers were recited, and the mourners began to disperse, I found myself once again shaking hands, accepting hugs, and thanking people for coming. It felt easier now, somehow. The weight on my chest had lightened, if only a little. I caught Emma—it was getting harder to think of her as Veronica—looking at me from across the room several times. Her glances seemed warmer, more genuine, though she still played her part as the insufferable Veronica, whispering things to her equally insufferable husband that made him chuckle inappropriately.


“You did good, Calvin,” came Ashley’s voice as she appeared at my elbow. “Really good. That speech was…” She paused, searching for words, then settled on, “Emma would have loved it. She would have made fun of you for getting all poetic, but she would have loved it.”


I managed a genuine smile. “Thanks, Ash.”


“I mean it,” she continued, her usual sarcasm softened by sincerity. “The way you talked about her living on in different forms—that was beautiful. Cheesy as hell, but beautiful.”


Before I could respond, I noticed Emma approaching us. Ashley tensed beside me, clearly uneasy about interacting with her cousin.


“Ashley, darling,” Emma said in Veronica’s voice, but there was something different about her tone—less sharp around the edges. “That was a lovely tribute to your sister. She would have been touched.”


Ashley blinked, clearly surprised by the uncharacteristic kindness. “Thanks, Veronica. That’s… unexpectedly nice of you to say.”


Emma shrugged. “Even I have my moments.” She turned to me. “And you, Calvin. Who knew you had such poetry in you? It was quite moving.”


“Thank you,” I said simply, holding her gaze.


“Well,” Ashley said, looking between us with slight confusion, “I should go check on Mom and Dad.” She squeezed my arm. “Call me if you need anything, okay?”


As Ashley walked away, Emma leaned in closer to me. “See?” she whispered. “I’m still here. Just in a slightly more… high-maintenance package.”


“Well,” I said, tensing slightly as I lowered my voice, “it only took me eulogizing you at your own funeral to get through Veronica’s thick skin. Should I be flattered or concerned?”


Emma laughed—that high, tinkling laugh that was all Veronica. “Oh, Calvin, darling, don’t be so dramatic. Veronica’s just selective about who she shows her softer side to.” She ran a manicured finger down the lapel of my suit. “Besides, you should see how I—I mean, how she—behaves at other funerals. This is positively restrained.”


I felt my jaw clench. Just when I thought I was seeing more of Emma, Veronica came roaring back. “Right. Restrained. Is that what you call it?”


She must have noticed the shift in my tone because her eyes narrowed with a calculating gleam that made my skin crawl. She leaned in closer, her perfume enveloping me in a cloud of expensive scent.


“You know,” she said, her voice dropping to a husky whisper, “if you’re so angry at Veronica, I’ll be vaping behind the church in two minutes. Why don’t you meet me there and teach me a lesson?”


“Jesus,” I muttered under my breath.


She patted my cheek condescendingly. “Don’t look so shocked, darling. It’s just a thought.” With that, she sauntered away, making sure to put an extra sway in her hips that I was certain was for my benefit.


I watched her go, feeling a storm of emotions raging inside me. Anger, confusion, and underneath it all, an undeniable current of desire that made me feel sick with myself. On one hand, the idea of following Veronica—of all people—behind a church for a quickie right now, of all moments, felt beyond reprehensible. On the other hand, it wasn’t really Veronica, was it? It was Emma. My Emma, trapped in the body of a woman I couldn’t stand.


The thought of putting Veronica in her place, of somehow spanking Emma back into reality, sent a shameful thrill through me. Would it help? Would a physical connection strengthen Emma’s hold on Veronica’s consciousness, the way it had with Mandy? Or would it just be giving in to a twisted desire I didn’t want to acknowledge?


I loosened my tie slightly, suddenly feeling too warm. Two minutes, she had said. Two minutes until she’d be waiting, expecting me to either follow through or chicken out. Either way, I knew she’d have something to say about it.


God help me, I was actually considering it.


I found Emma exactly where she said she’d be—behind the church, leaning against the brick wall, a thin stream of vapor escaping her lips as she exhaled. She was partially hidden by a large dumpster, the irony of which wasn’t lost on me. Veronica’s designer heels clicked against the pavement as she straightened up at the sight of me.


“Well, well,” she said, her red lips curving into a smile that was pure predator. “I wasn’t sure you’d come. How deliciously naughty of you, Calvin.”


I kept my distance, hands in my pockets. “I just wanted to talk.”


She laughed, taking another drag from her vape pen before tucking it into her purse. “Talk? Is that what we’re calling it now?” She stepped closer, her eyes gleaming. “God, I’ve never been this horny in my entire life—well, Veronica’s life, anyway. It’s strange. No matter what body I’m in, I want you so badly it hurts.”


The crude words coming from Veronica’s mouth sent an unwanted jolt of heat through me.


“You can have me right here,” she continued, running her hands down her sides, emphasizing the curves of her body. “Veronica the bitch, freely available for whatever you want.” She lowered her voice to a whisper. “My mouth, my pussy, my ass—take your pick. I’ve been working this body hard at the gym, you know. It would be a shame for you to pass on this opportunity.”


I felt my face flush with anger and arousal in equal measure. “You could possess any other woman,” I said through gritted teeth. “Any other woman would be a more pleasant partner than Veronica.”


She threw her head back and laughed, the sound echoing off the brick walls. “Oh, please. Don’t try to bluff me, Calvin. I know you too well.” She closed the distance between us, pressing her body against mine. I could feel the heat of her through our clothes. “I can see it in your eyes. You’re dying to push me against this wall and fuck me raw. Teach the bitch a good lesson, right?”


Her hand found its way to my crotch, confirming what she already knew. “Go ahead,” she whispered, her breath hot against my ear. “I’m on the pill.”


Something snapped inside me. All the confusion, grief, and anger of the past few days crystallized into a single, burning need. I grabbed Veronica by her shoulders and spun her around, shoving her roughly against the brick wall. She gasped—a sound of surprise mixed with excitement—as I pinned her there with my body.


“Is this what you want?” I growled, my voice barely recognizable to my own ears. “You want me to hate-fuck you at my wife’s funeral?”


She laughed, that infuriating Veronica laugh. “Your wife is right here, darling. And yes, that’s exactly what I want.”


I silenced her with a bruising kiss, my hands already pushing up the hem of her expensive black dress. She wore silk underwear—of course she did—which I yanked down with enough force that I heard the delicate fabric tear. She moaned against my mouth, her hands fumbling with my belt.


“Hurry,” she whispered, her voice husky with need. “Someone might come looking for us.”


The thought should have stopped me cold, but instead it only fueled the fire. I freed myself from my pants and hoisted her up, her back scraping against the rough brick as she wrapped her legs around my waist. Without preamble, I thrust into her, earning a shocked gasp that quickly morphed into a moan.


“Oh god, Calvin,” she cried out, her head falling back against the wall. “Yes, fuck me like you hate me.”


And I did. I pounded into her with all the rage and confusion and twisted desire I’d been suppressing. Each thrust was punishment—for her taking Veronica’s body, for her acting like this was all some game, for making me want her despite everything. Her moans grew louder, echoing in the small space between the building and the dumpster.


“Shut the fuck up,” I hissed, clamping my hand over her mouth. “You want everyone to hear you? To come see Veronica getting fucked behind a church?”


Her eyes widened above my hand, but I could feel her smile against my palm. She was enjoying this—the danger, the degradation, all of it. And God help me, so was I. I hated myself for it, hated her for bringing me to this point, but I couldn’t stop.


Veronica’s body responded to every thrust, her inner muscles clenching around me, her perfectly manicured nails digging into my shoulders through my suit jacket. I could feel her building toward climax, her breathing becoming more ragged against my hand.


“You’re not coming until I say so,” I growled, slowing my pace deliberately. “You don’t get to enjoy this that much.”


She whimpered in protest, trying to move her hips to increase the friction, but I held her firmly in place. I removed my hand from her mouth just long enough to hear her beg.


“Please, Calvin,” she gasped. “Please let me come. I need it.”


“Who are you?” I demanded, still moving torturously slow inside her.


“I’m Emma,” she whispered, her eyes locking with mine. “I’m your wife.”


Something about hearing those words from Veronica’s mouth pushed me over the edge. I resumed my punishing pace, driving into her with renewed vigor. She came almost immediately, her body convulsing around me, her scream muffled by my hand clamped firmly over her mouth again. I followed seconds later, emptying myself inside her with a guttural groan, hatred and pleasure washing over me in equal measure.


I sagged against the wall, my breath coming in ragged gasps as the reality of what we’d just done crashed over me. My wife’s funeral. Behind the church. With her cousin’s body. Jesus Christ, what was wrong with me? And yet, I couldn’t deny the relief flooding through me—not just physical release, but something deeper. Some primal part of me had needed this, needed to reclaim Emma in whatever form she took.


Veronica—Emma—stood shakily, adjusting her torn underwear and smoothing down her dress. Her carefully styled hair was now a mess, makeup smudged, lipstick all but gone. My release trickled down her inner thigh, and she made a half-hearted attempt to clean herself with a tissue from her purse.


“Shit,” she muttered, her voice sounding different somehow. “This dress costs more than your monthly mortgage payment.”


I tucked myself away and zipped up my pants, shame and satisfaction warring within me. When I looked up at her face, I noticed something had changed in her eyes. The cold, calculating gleam that was pure Veronica had softened, replaced by something warmer, more familiar. More Emma.


“Calvin, I…” she started, then paused, running a hand through her disheveled hair. “I’m sorry. This was stupid. So fucking stupid.” She shook her head. “Taking over Veronica of all people. What was I thinking?”


I stared at her, taken aback by the sudden shift. “Emma?” Was she more herself again?


“When I was Mandy, I didn’t realize how much of a bitch Veronica actually was,” she continued, leaning against the wall for support. “My memories of her were intact, but Mandy had no emotional response to seeing her. It was just… information. But being inside her head…” She shuddered. “It’s like swimming in toxic waste.”


“You sound different,” I said cautiously. “More like yourself.”


She looked down at her hands—Veronica’s hands—with disgust. “I feel more like myself. Less… Veronica.” She looked up at me, her eyes wide with realization. “It’s the sex, isn’t it? Just like with Mandy. Having sex with you brings me back, makes me stronger than the host.”


I nodded slowly. “Seems that way. You were acting like a complete bitch before.”


“I know,” she said, genuine remorse in her voice. “And the worst part is, I was enjoying it. Veronica gets off on being cruel. It’s like a drug.” She reached out and touched my face gently. “I’m so sorry, Calvin. For all of this. For making you fuck me at my own funeral, for Christ’s sake.”


“It’s not entirely your fault,” I admitted. “I could have said no.”


She gave a small, sad laugh. “But you didn’t. And I’m glad you didn’t.” She gestured to herself. “This is helping. I’m stronger now. More me.”


I straightened my tie, trying to make myself presentable again. “So sex with me is really like an anchor? It helps you stay you, no matter whose body you’re in?”


“Seems that way,” she said, attempting to fix her makeup using her phone’s camera. “God, we look like we just had sex behind a dumpster.”


“We did just have sex behind a dumpster.”


“Fair point.” She sighed, giving up on her appearance.


Emma did her best to make herself presentable, using a compact mirror from Veronica’s purse to fix her smudged makeup. Her hands moved with Veronica’s practiced efficiency, but there was a gentleness to her movements now, less of the sharp, aggressive energy that had dominated her earlier.


“How do I look?” she asked, smoothing down her dress.


“Like someone who just had rough sex behind a funeral home, but trying really hard to hide it,” I answered honestly.


She laughed—a sound that was somewhere between Veronica’s tinkling fake laugh and Emma’s genuine one. “Well, it’ll have to do.” She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. “We need to figure out what happens next. I can’t stay in Veronica forever.”


“Where’s Mandy?” I asked. “Could you go back to her?”


Emma shook her head. “Probably long gone by now. You should have seen her at the coffee shop after we switched—completely freaked out. Poor thing looked like she’d just woken up from a nightmare.” She frowned. “I feel bad about that. She didn’t ask for any of this.”


I glanced toward the funeral home. “What about someone else here? Someone who wouldn’t be missed for a while? At least for as long as it takes us to find someone else out there?”


“Like who? A friend? Family?” She shuddered. “I don’t think I can do that, Calvin. One good thing about Veronica is she doesn’t give a shit about my death. She’s just here because it’s the socially expected thing to do.” She gestured toward the building. “Everyone else in there is grieving me. I’m not ready to feel that—to grieve myself through someone else’s emotions. It would be too much.”


I nodded, understanding. The psychological implications of inhabiting someone who was actively mourning you were disturbing to contemplate.


“We’ll figure something out,” I said, checking my watch. “But we should do it quickly, before you start feeling more like Veronica again.”


“God, please don’t let that happen.” She shuddered. “Being Veronica is like having your brain marinated in entitlement and spite. The longer I’m in here, the harder it is to remember who I really am.”


We made our way back to the cemetery, trying to look casual. I noticed Ashley watching us, her eyes narrowing slightly as she took in Veronica’s disheveled appearance and the fact that we’d both been absent at the same time. She didn’t say anything, but the knowing look on her face made my stomach twist with guilt. How much did she suspect?


The service ended without further drama, and the guests began to disperse. Emma and I stuck around to mingle, both of us desperate for some kind of solution. We needed a host who had no link to Emma and no one would miss for at least long enough to get back home.


“What’s up with you and Veronica?” Ashley whispered to me as she passed by. “You two seem awfully chummy all of a sudden.”


“She... asked about Emma’s will,” I lied smoothly. “Wanted to know if she’d been left anything.”


“Typical.” Ashley rolled her eyes, though she still seemed skeptical. “Did you tell her she’s in line for a lifetime supply of free Botox and fake tits?”


“Something like that...” I trailed off, catching sight of the priest who’d presided over the ceremony. He was packing up his things, helped by a young woman in a simple black dress. “Excuse me for a sec,” I said to Ashley, already moving toward the duo.


They watched me approach with polite smiles, the young woman standing slightly behind the priest, fiddling with her cross necklace.


“Hi, thank you so much for the service,” I said, shaking the priest’s hand. “It was lovely. Very... touching.”


“Thank you, son,” the priest said with a benevolent smile.


I stared at the nun, my mind racing. “I’m sorry, I didn’t catch your name,” I said, holding out my hand to her.


“Sister Margaret,” she replied quietly, taking my hand in a firm shake.


“Sister Margaret, lovely.” I glanced around, trying to look nonchalant. “Would you mind me introducing you to my wife’s cousin? She... she keeps talking about wanting to get closer to God, but I think she’s too afraid to ask.” I lowered my voice, leaning in closer.


The priest and Sister Margaret exchanged glances. The poor girl, in her twenties, was pretty, in a quiet, innocent way. Her blonde hair was tucked neatly under her veil, and her blue eyes were wide and trusting. She seemed particularly uneasy in her conservative black dress. “I’d be happy to talk to her,” the priest said. “Where is she?”


“Oh, no need to bother yourself, Father. I think a woman’s touch might work better with this one.” I gave Sister Margaret an encouraging smile. “If you could spare five minutes, Sister?”


She hesitated, glancing at the priest for permission, which he granted with a nod.


“I’d be honored to help,” she mumbled, her voice barely audible.


“Wonderful.” I led her away, searching for Emma. I spotted her across the cemetery, chatting with a group of well-wishers. “There she is.”


I approached, Sister Margaret in tow, and tapped Emma on the shoulder. She turned around, her face lighting up with a false smile when she saw the nun. It seemed to take all of her self-control to keep her eyes from rolling out of her head. “Calvin! How lovely! What’s this?”


“I wanted to introduce you to Sister Margaret,” I said, nudging the shy nun forward. “She wanted to talk to you about... about getting closer to God. I know it’s something you’ve been thinking about a lot lately.”


“Of course,” Emma said with a tight smile, keeping her hands folded in front of her. It was pretty obvious that my wife, as Veronica, found the idea of becoming a nun laughable. I had to elbow her slightly to get her to shake the nun’s hand. She extended her arm stiffly, giving the sister a limp handshake.


For a moment, the two women stared at each other, the tension thick between them. Then, Sister Margaret blinked and straightened her shoulders, her expression changing slightly, blushing. In the meantime, Veronica’s eyes widened. She looked around in confusion, her gaze finally settling on her hands, still encased in the nun’s. She let go of the nun’s hands as if they were on fire and stumbled backward a few steps.


“What on earth?” Veronica mumbled, her voice shaky. Veronica’s relatives and friends looked over, some of them clearly concerned about her sudden change in demeanor. Veronica didn’t seem to be one to show uncertainty or weakness. Obviously aware that she was being watched, she quickly regained her composure, flashing her usual, plastic smile.


“Everything alright, dear?” asked an elderly man, who I recognized as her father.


“Perfectly fine, Daddy,” she said smoothly, brushing a lock of hair from her forehead. “Erm... I’m sorry,” she told the nun. “You were saying?” She clearly had no idea what she was doing here, but her pride wouldn’t allow her to show it.


Sister Margaret, meanwhile, had been staring at Veronica, her blush deepening. “Oh, yes. I just wanted to tell you that...” She was stammering, looking around her, and fiddling with her dress. She kept stealing glances at me, her blush intensifying every time our eyes met. “Nothing important... Sorry for bothering you...”


“I’ll accompany the sister back to the priest,” I said to all present. “Please, enjoy the refreshments.” And then, in a whisper, I said to the nun, “Come with me.”


We walked a few steps away, out of earshot. “Are you...” I asked the sister, who was now trailing behind me.


“Emma? Yes, it’s me,” the sister mumbled. Her voice was barely audible. It seemed like she was even shyer than before.


“How do you feel?” I asked, looking over my shoulder.


“A bit... disgusted?” the sister said, clearly struggling to find the right word. “Disappointed, maybe?” She shuddered, her arms wrapped tightly around her waist as we walked.


“About us...? Behind the church?”


She bit her lower lip, her cheeks now bright red. “No... I mean yes... But I was thinking about being Veronica... What a...”


“Bitch?” I offered.


“Horrible person,” she corrected me, frowning slightly at my word choice. She turned to look at the priest, standing a few dozen yards away, conflicting emotions playing across her face. “Calvin, I... I know we planned for me to leave with you but...”


“But?”


She sighed, her breath shaky. “Would you mind waiting for a few minutes? I promised Father O’Brien that I’d help him pack up and get everything back to the parish.”


“How long is a few more minutes? Can’t you find an excuse to leave early,” I asked, uneasy with the idea of letting her out of my sight.


“It’s just that... I feel like I have a duty here,” she said, looking down at her feet. “And to... God?” She looked at her hands as if they weren’t her own. “I don’t know how to explain.”


I sighed. “Right. You’re a nun now. Should have seen that coming.” I shook my head, frustrated. “Alright, you help Father...”


“O’Brien...”


“O’Brien,” I repeated. “You help him pack and load his car, then meet me at mine. Promise?”


“I promise,” the sister said, her smile beatific. She gave me a little wave before hurrying back toward the priest. Fuck, I thought to myself, watching her go. A nun. Of all the people I could have chosen, why the hell did I pick a nun?
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Chapter 3: Good Morning


Sometimes when waking up, as your brain slowly comes back to life, it can take a moment or two to re-orient yourself, to figure out where you are and why. The unfamiliar face of a twenty year old woman sleeping peacefully next to you doesn’t help. I squinted, blinking away the sleep from my eyes, and remembered everything that had happened the day before. “Shit...” I whispered, sitting up in bed and looking at my wife’s new body.


“Hm?” came a sleepy reply from the other side of the bed. Emma turned over and stretched, the sheets falling off her and revealing her bare, perky tits. She looked up at me with a smile, her eyes half closed. “Did you say something, mister?” she asked, giggling. Her voice was light and playful, her words coming out in a sing-song way.


“Just wondering how the hell this happened,” I said. I reached over and gently traced the curve of her breast with my finger, admiring its youthful firmness. I frowned, suddenly feeling uncomfortable, like I was taking advantage of a college kid. My wife may have been inside that body, but it was someone else’s body that I was enjoying.


“What?” she said, raising an eyebrow. “You don’t like my new boobs?” She pouted cutely.


I chuckled. “I do, but they’re not yours. I just want to make sure I’m not making you uncomfortable, you know?”


She sat up, the bed sheets falling further down, revealing the toned, sexy curve of her hips and stomach. “I thought I’d made that pretty clear, like, when I was riding your face last night...” she said, raising her eyebrow again. “Anyway, it feels like my boobs now.” She cupped them in her hands, lifting and jiggling them. “See?”


“Alright, alright,” I said, holding up my hands in surrender, grinning. “Just wanted to make sure.”


“Mm-hmm,” she murmured, leaning in and kissing me, her tongue slipping into my mouth, her hand reaching down and grabbing my morning wood. “And I’m sure I’ll feel the exact same way about the next pair of tits I’ll manage to borrow for you to stare at, okay?” she said with a giggle, slowly stroking my cock.


“Stare at?” I grinned.


“Or play with, suck on, whatever...” She winked, then pulled back the sheets and slid her body on top of mine.


“How are you feeling?” I asked as she settled herself against me. “Do you still feel like Emma? More like yourself?”


“A bit less after waking up, I think.” She held my dick between her legs, teasing her pussy lips with the head, her warm wetness sending shivers down my spine. “Let’s fix that, okay?”


A phone buzzed on the bedside table. Emma glanced over at it. “Shit,” she said, sighing.


“What?”


“It’s my sister...” She picked up the phone and swiped the screen.


“Your sister?” I asked, confused. Why would Ashley be texting her? Had she been in contact with her family since her sudden resurrection?


“I mean Mandy’s sister. She wants to know where I am,” she said, quickly tapping on the screen. “I don’t usually spend the night out, I guess.”


I slowly stroked her thighs as she texted, enjoying the smooth, silky feeling of her warm skin. She had a small butterfly tattoo on her ankle that looked brand new. I ran my fingers along the lines of ink, wondering what the story was there. “How does a hottie like Mandy manage to stay pure for so long in college?” I wondered out loud, still stroking the butterfly. “She looks like the type of girl that gets around.”


“Fuck you, Cal,” she groaned, looking at me and frowning. “What is that supposed to even mean?” she added, sounding annoyed.


Shit, was she taking it personally? “I didn’t mean you, Em, sorry... I was just curious, that’s all.”


“Right...” she muttered. She put the phone down and looked at me, her eyes narrowing. “Well, maybe girls don’t always want to jump into bed with some random dude they met at the club.”


“Fair enough...”


“Or maybe some girls don’t have time for dating, especially when they work full time and take night classes.” She pushed her phone away and climbed off of me.


I looked at her, a bit confused. “You’re really mad at me?”


She sighed and rubbed her face. “No, yes... I don’t know...” She turned back to me. “I’m not just like, a ghost pulling strings inside some other chick’s body, Cal.” She pointed at her chest, tapping it. “I’m actually in her head, okay? When you’re mean to her, you’re being mean to me, too, you get it?”


I nodded, realizing she was right. “That was insensitive of me. I didn’t mean it that way, Em. I’m sorry.”


“Ah! Don’t worry about it, old man,” she said, smiling. “I mean, I’m not really sure how to deal with all this shit either.”


Right, she was struggling with her new reality as much as I was. “Listen, I guess embracing this weird paranormal situation is nice and all, but the truth is we don’t really understand how it works, right?”


“Right...” she said, nodding. “So?”


I shook my head. “So maybe we still ought to do a bit of research on our own before we just give up trying to understand what’s happening, yeah?”


Emma chuckled. “You wanna science the shit outta me?” She laughed.


“Well, you are a pretty unique phenomenon, aren’t you?”


“Yeah, I suppose, Mister Scientist.”


“I’m no scientist,” I said, sitting up in bed, “but that doesn’t mean we shouldn’t try to understand what’s going on. Though I guess real scientists would freak out if they found out about you.”


“Definitely,” Emma agreed. “They’d probably lock me in some sort of secret lab and stick electrodes in my brain to see what happened.” She shivered, hugging her knees. “No thanks.”


“I wouldn’t let that happen,” I said, wrapping my arm around her, kissing her softly on her shoulder. “We’ll figure it out together.”


She snuggled up to me and rested her head on my chest. “Okay, Mister Scientist,” she whispered. She sighed happily and closed her eyes, relaxing against me. “You know what?” she asked after a while, breaking the peaceful silence that had settled over the room.


“What?” I asked, stroking her hair.


“There’s that girl I know from high school... Well, that Mandy knows,” she said, sitting up. “Big nerd, she was in all the advanced science classes, graduated early, went to some fancy university, got her PhD, or Masters, or whatever.”


I frowned. “I thought we just agreed no scientists?”


She smirked, a mischievous twinkle in her eye. “What if I am the scientist?”


I blinked, trying to process what she meant. “What if you’re the... Wait, are you saying what I think you’re saying?”


“I’m saying, what if I take over her body? I’ll become the scientist, and then I’ll science the shit outta me, right?”


That wasn’t such a bad idea, actually. But I had to laugh at the thought of Emma suddenly turning into a nerd.


My wife noticed my expression. “She’s hot too,” she teased “In a hot lesbian bookworm type of way.” She giggled. “You’d like her.”


I rolled my eyes. “You know that doesn’t really matter, Em.”


She pressed a finger against my lips, shushing me. “Don’t even, Cal. You were totally checking me out in Mandy’s body.” She grinned. “I saw you. You’re still doing it right now.”


“I was checking YOU out, Em. Not her,” I lied, kissing the tip of her finger.


“Mmhmm,” she hummed doubtfully. “Sure, mister. You weren’t checking these out at all, were you?” she asked, taking my hands and putting them on her breasts, winking at me. “Or this?” She slid my left hand down her stomach and between her legs. “Come on, Cal. Admit it. You were super turned on when I came at you in Mandy’s body. You couldn’t wait to get inside her panties.”


If it was a trap, I couldn’t help but fall into it. I groaned as my fingers slipped into her tight pussy, feeling her wetness. Emma moaned and pushed herself against me, grinding her hips. “I was turned on,” I admitted, kissing her, “I just don’t want you to take it the wrong way.”


She rolled her eyes, her childish pout returning. “Let’s make things clear, Cal. I’m myself but, like, I feel like Mandy too. I don’t really mind you checking her out because in a way it’s like you’re checking ME out, you know?”


“We were talking about that nerdy friend of yours...”


“Exactly!” She grinned. “And I’ll be her, too. And then you can check me out in her body, and it’ll be fine.”


I nodded, still a bit uncomfortable with the idea, but I could see the logic. “Okay.”


She laughed, seeing my expression. “Okay, okay, maybe there’s also some of that weird arousal thing going on too.” She looked at me sheepishly. “Since I came back it’s like... I can’t stop thinking about pleasing you. I’m, like, really horny all the time. I don’t think it’s just Mandy, or Clara, I think it’s, like, me? Pleasing you feels... super important...”


Whatever had brought her back to life had definitely changed her. We sure hadn’t fucked the way we did last night in ages. It was like a hunger, an all consuming desire that couldn’t be sated. I didn’t need a PhD to figure out that her constant arousal, aimed at me, had something to do with the fact making me cum seemed to strengthen her hold on the body she was in. Was I her battery?


A phone buzzed again. It was my turn this time. I reached out and grabbed it, glancing at the screen. A wave of dread washed over me, sobering me up immediately. “Fuck,” I groaned.


“What?”


“It’s Ashley. She’s asking me what time we’re supposed to meet up at the cemetery tomorrow.”


“Oh...” Emma whispered. “Shit.”


I shook my head, sighing. “I was supposed to go over the last details for the burial with her.” The burial of my wife, currently straddling me in the naked body of a twenty year old girl. Flashes of Emma’s corpse lying peacefully in that open casket flashed through my mind, making me queasy. For a moment, the teenager on top of me seemed like a stranger, Mandy, her big innocent eyes staring at me, her hands on my chest. “Should I tell her?” I wondered out loud.


“Tell her what, that I’m back from the dead?” She scoffed. “Why?”


“Because she’s your sister. She’s suffering too. We shouldn’t keep it from her.”


Emma shook her head, frowning slightly. “I’m sorry for her but... I don’t know... The more people who know, the more complicated things become, right?”


She had a point, but still. I felt guilty. “So what? I just go to the funeral, stand next to her, and watch the casket being lowered into the ground, knowing the whole time it’s not you in there?”


She shrugged, as if the thought didn’t bother her at all. “Sure. I mean, what’s the alternative, Cal? You tell Ashley I’m alive, then we tell Mom and Dad? What about my friends, huh?” I gulped, seeing where she was going with this. “If you don’t go to the funeral, it’ll look weird. People might start to suspect something.”


I couldn’t argue with her. I grabbed my head in my hands, groaning. “I can’t do this,” I mumbled. “I’m losing my mind.”


Emma sighed and took my hand. She kissed my palm, softly. “I’ll come with you.”


I looked up at her. “What? You’re not serious!”


“Hey! It’s my own god damned funeral, Cal! Why can’t I go?”


I laughed despite myself. “This is so fucked up.”


Mandy’s phone buzzed again. Emma frowned and picked it up. “I really need to get going though. My parents are worried about me. And, um, I have a shift this afternoon.”


I couldn’t help but smile at that. Even in death, life continued. “Right. We wouldn’t want to ruin Mandy’s life. Especially if you’re already planning to jump ship, huh?” I teased.


She climbed off my lap and stretched, yawning. “I’ll go home, talk to them, let them know I’m okay, and tomorrow I’ll meet you at the funeral. After that, I’ll go find the girl and, well, you know.” She smirked, then bent down to pick up her underwear from the floor. She slipped her panties on and then looked at me over her shoulder. “Why don’t you go ahead and, um, text Ashley?” She smiled. “I’m gonna go take a shower, okay?”


“Right...” I said, watching her naked body disappear behind the bathroom door.
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Chapter 2: Another One


I spent the evening drinking myself stupid. Not a great idea. But it was either that or spend the evening thinking about... everything. That was something I didn’t want to do, not tonight. I wanted to shut off my mind and let the world fade away. I imagine others would have jumped at the chance of their dead spouse somehow magically returning to life in another body, but I found myself resisting the idea. It was too easy, too perfect, too absurd. As I turned around and around in my bed that night, I even wondered if I had imagined the whole thing. That made sense. It was the most likely explanation. I just created the whole scenario in my head to try to deal with my loss, that was all. Yet, as the morning light streamed in through the bedroom window, and with a headache from hell, I suddenly found myself hoping it was true. I couldn’t wait for the day to pass so I could find out once and for all if what happened yesterday was real. I literally couldn’t wait. I got into my car and drove back to the funeral home.


I waited in the parking lot, in the same spot I had been in yesterday. I hadn’t had breakfast or lunch and my stomach rumbled angrily, but the thought of food made me feel nauseated. I just stared at the entrance, watching the seconds tick by. Peter the bald undertaker opened the front door and stepped in. The fog that hung low to the ground began to burn off in the early morning sun as the street lamps clicked off. Finally, Clara, or Emma, whoever, appeared, getting out of a small Honda Civic and walking toward the entrance.


I got out of my car and didn’t even bother to close the door behind me. “Emma!” I shouted, but she didn’t turn around. “Emma! Wait!”


She paused at the door and spun around. She looked at me with confusion, like she didn’t know who I was. “Can I help you?” she asked.


I stopped dead. “Emma...” I was at a loss for words.


She raised an eyebrow and frowned. “I think you have me confused with someone else.”


I felt so fucking dumb standing there. I had driven all the way down here in a daze like some lovesick teenager to find out it was all just a bad dream. “You don’t remember? What you told me yesterday?”


Clara shook her head, looking uneasy. “Erm... I’m sorry. The last few days are a bit of a blur for me... I think I may have had an episode or something.” She seemed a bit worried about her own sanity. “I hope I didn’t say anything too weird.”


“No,” I said, feeling numb and empty. “It’s fine. We just... talked about my wife. That’s all.” I couldn’t help myself. I felt tears welling up in my eyes and I didn’t want to cry in front of her.


She seemed to realize who I was. “Oh, of course, Mr. Kent,” she mumble. “I’m very sorry for your loss.” Her eyes flickered down to the open car door behind me.


I nodded and stared at her pretty eyes, hoping to catch some glimpse of my wife in them, but there was nothing there. “Right, I’m sorry to have bothered you.” I walked away in a daze, feeling my whole world come crashing down again. I heard the funeral home’s door open and close behind me.


I sat back in my car, gripping the steering wheel and sobbing. Why did my brain have to play such cruel jokes on me? To make me believe for one fleeting moment that my wife was somehow back, then rip her away again? How was that part of any healthy coping mechanism?


I turned the ignition and drove home, my vision blurred by tears. I didn’t know what I was going to do with myself now. A week of recovery, if you could call it that, felt wasted. I was back to square one. Back to the moment they called me and told me my wife’s car had been hit by a semi. Back to that moment of pure, unadulterated despair.


But as I pulled into my driveway, a young girl in her early twenties was waiting for me in front of the door. She was wearing a casual t-shirt and jeans, her dark hair pulled back into a pony tail, her hands thrust into her pockets. She stared at me as I got out of the car, her face set in an expression of determination, her jaw moving up and down, clearly chewing some gum. She had a bubbly, kind of innocent look to her, but her demeanor was confident, like she knew exactly what she was doing here.


“Hi?” I said, confused.


“Calvin!” she called out, her voice excited and happy. She almost threw herself at me and wrapped her arms around my waist.


I gently pushed her away, holding her at arm’s length, eyebrows furrowed. “Okay, now, who the hell are you?”


She laughed and smacked me on the shoulder. “Calvin, it’s me! Emma!” She was practically bouncing up and down, her eyes wide with excitement. “I mean, I get it. You’d never guess this was me, would you? I’m Mandy...” she gestured to herself, “I mean, she’s Mandy. But I’m also Emma!” She giggled and then seemed to realize how she looked. “Sorry! I’m... Mandy’s not Clara, for sure!” She giggled again. “But I’m me, for sure! Emma, I mean!”


My head was spinning. I stumbled backwards until I felt the car behind me and leaned against it for support.


“Calvin!” the girl cried out, reaching toward me. “Are you okay?”


I shook my head, trying to make sense of what she’d just said. “How?” I muttered. “I don’t understand...” Was this another trick? Another dream?


She shrugged and gave me a lopsided smile. “Okay, so, yesterday, after I left the funeral home, I had to buy groceries for her husband or whatever, and I went to the store where I work. I mean, Mandy works, and when I got there, I touched her at the cash register, and suddenly, bam! I’m in her body instead of Clara’s, and I remember everything she knows!” She looked down at herself and smirked, still chewing loudly on her gum. “I’m Mandy now, not Clara! Crazy, right?!”


I rubbed my forehead and sighed. I felt like running away, but I wasn’t about to back down from a second chance at... Whatever the fuck this was. “So, wait,” I said, still trying to wrap my head around this. “You still remember being Clara?”


“No.” She looked down at herself and shrugged. “I mean, yeah, I remember when I was her, you know, but I don’t remember the rest of her life, just mine, now. I mean Mandy’s... Oh and Emma’s, duh!”


I looked at the front door of the house and then back at the young girl. “Wanna come inside?”


She grinned. “Sure!” She bounded up to the door, waiting for me to catch up. I opened the door and she skipped inside. “Finally!” she cried out. “Home sweet home!” She dropped her purse on the kitchen table and spun around the room. “So it’s like, for example, I remember putting Clara’s kids to bed when I was her, but I can’t remember their names now.” She opened one of the top drawers and grabbed a bottle of wine, then turned and immediately found where the glasses were and poured us both a drink, just like Emma used to do after a long day.


I watched her, mesmerized, still not sure if I should be believing any of this. If this was my wife, she certainly was much more energetic and bubbly than she used to be. But then again, what other explanation was there? She even knew where to find the cork screw... She raised her glass and giggled again. “I’m not even old enough to drink yet!” she said, before taking a sip. She groaned and coughed. “Oh god, this is disgusting!” She laughed. “I guess Mandy’s more into soda and energy drinks...”


“Emma...” I said.


“Oh! Don’t worry! I’m legal, in case that’s what you’re wondering,” she said with a wink. She seemed to realize I was struggling with this and her expression turned serious, though more like the seriousness of an eight year old trying to act adult. She put down the glass and sat at the kitchen table, folding her hands in front of her. “Sorry... Must be weird, huh?”


I scoffed and sat down across from her. “You could say that.”


“Calvin, it’s really me,” she said, looking me deep in the eyes. “I know I’m acting a bit strange... It’s like, Mandy, the girl whose body I’m in, has different feelings about things, you know?”


“How the hell did you get inside her body?” I asked. “Where is the real Mandy?”


She shrugged. “I don’t know. It’s like, I can go inside the body of whoever I touch. I think?”


This was mental. “What about Clara?”


“What about her?”


“Is she back to herself? You know, her husband and kids?”


She raised her eyebrow and tilted her head. “I guess? I mean, she looked a bit confused after we, um, switched. Like she didn’t know what she was doing at the grocery store.”


I stared at her for a few seconds, trying to figure this out. It was impossible. There was no way any of this could be happening. I don’t know how long I sat there, just staring at her, before she reached out and touched my hand.


“Calvin... I’m sorry. I can’t even imagine how weird this is for you.” Her tone was soft and gentle but still had the inflection of a teenager. It sounded a bit forced, like she wasn’t used to talking that way. “But we’re back together now, right?” She smiled.


I scoffed. “Back together? You’re in a twenty year old’s body!”


She giggled. “So?”


“So what? You’re gonna take over...” I trailed off, looking at her. “What’s your name again?”


“Mandy,” she said, frowning a little. “And it’s not my name. I’m Emma. I’m inside Mandy.” She was pouting. Actually pouting. “Okay, maybe I’m kinda her too, but mostly I’m Emma!”


“You’re gonna take over Mandy’s life?”


“Why not?” she said, shrugging. “I don’t wanna go back to being dead!”


“But what about her? She’s not dead. She’s still got a whole life to live.” I shook my head. “This is fucked up. What about her family? Her friends? You expect them to be fine with her settling down with some forty something dude? You can’t just waltz into her life and pretend to be her!”


She crossed her arms, looking offended. “And what about me? I don’t deserve a life anymore?”


I rubbed my temples. “That’s not what I mean.” Jesus Christ. Was I really arguing against having my wife back? A hotter, younger version of her, kinda? I couldn’t help but notice how cute Mandy was, in a youthful, innocent way. I had long stopped noticing girls that age, but it was difficult to ignore now, the familiar way she looked at me, the love in her eyes. I looked down at the table, avoiding her gaze, but it was too late. My wife knew me better than that.


“Hey...” she smirked. “I don’t look too bad, do I?” She leaned forward, her shirt hanging open just enough to reveal her deep, smooth cleavage. I looked away, feeling guilty. “Tell you what... What if I kept switching?”


I looked at her, confused. “Huh?”


She was grinning again. “Yeah! I keep switching bodies! That way no one notices! Mandy’s life won’t change too much! She’ll just be confused, right?” She was excited now. “I can be anyone you want! Anytime you want!” She stood up and moved closer, sitting on the edge of the table, facing me, her legs dangling, her hands gripping the table’s edge, biting her lower lip seductively. “It’s weird, but like, I’m horny all the time in Mandy’s body... Do you think it’s cause she’s young?” I cleared my throat, trying to look anywhere but her tight, perky breasts, the swell of her hips, her lean, toned stomach, but it was no use. “Nah... Probably not...” she said, leaning forward until her face was close to mine. “I was just as horny when I was Clara, and she’s old, like, my age.”


I swallowed nervously. “I don’t know if...”


Her hands reached down and unbuckled my pants. I didn’t stop her. “You know what’s funny?” she asked, her voice low and husky. “I’ve never had sex before. I mean, Mandy hasn’t.” I moaned as she pulled my hard cock out of my pants and started stroking it. She giggled nervously, blushing. “Oh that’s, like, super weird, huh? I feel like this is brand new to me.” She looked at me and smirked. “But I know exactly how you like it...”


I closed my eyes, my breath coming short and fast, trying to control myself. Her pace increased, her grip tightening. Her other hand slipped between her legs, rubbing herself through her jeans. “Emma,” I croaked, reaching out to her, but before I could stop her, she had lowered herself to her knees and wrapped her lips around my rock hard dick. “Fuck...” I whispered.


She looked up at me as she sucked, her big, doe-like eyes wide with excitement, her cheeks flushed with desire. She let out a low, throaty groan, her mouth full of my cock. I couldn’t resist. Adrenaline rushed through me, my heart pounding, my body shaking. This was wrong, so fucking wrong... It felt like... cheating? But it was Emma. I was sure of it now. But it wasn’t Emma. Not entirely. It was Mandy too, her whole, bubbly, innocent persona. It was my wife in a stranger’s body, in a stranger’s brain. My wife who had died, who I had never thought I’d see again, who I had never thought I’d touch again. I let out a loud moan as I felt the familiar sensation of my orgasm building inside me.


I looked down at her, her eyes closed as she sucked, and I grabbed her hair, pushing her further down onto my cock, feeling her lips tighten around the base of my shaft, her throat bulging. I thrust into her mouth, my balls slapping against her chin, her moans muffled by my thick, throbbing dick. I couldn’t hold back any longer. I let out a strangled cry as my cum filled her mouth, my body tensing up, my hands gripping her hair, pulling her close, holding her in place as I came.


When it was over, I let go of her and collapsed into a chair, panting heavily. I looked down at her, still kneeling at my feet, her face red, her chest heaving as she caught her breath. Her eyes were wide open now, staring up at me in shock. “You alright?” I asked, suddenly worried I had hurt her. I had been so rough, but I was so horny, I hadn’t been able to control myself.


“Honey, I’m absolutely fucking fantastic,” she said, then giggled. She swallowed, licking her lips. “Things feel a lot clearer all of a sudden. I feel more like me. Like Emma.” She somehow didn’t sound as childishly exuberant as before. It was still her voice, but the inflection, the tone, it was more like my wife.


“I didn’t know my sperm was magical...” I said, smirking.


“Seriously, Calvin,” she said, standing up and wiping her mouth. “I feel more like myself. More than before.”


“Okay...”


She grinned. “Maybe we should keep doing it... Just in case?”


I laughed and pulled her toward me. She sat on my lap and kissed me. I wrapped my arms around her and held her tight. “Maybe...” I whispered. My wife was back... She really was back...


“Ah! I guess I made a pretty good point there, huh?” she said, grinding her ass against my spent cock. I moaned and kissed her neck. “I’ve got two other points here, too, if you’re interested,” she teased, grabbing my hands and slipping them underneath her shirt. Her skin was warm and smooth and soft. I squeezed her firm breasts, feeling the hard nubs of her nipples beneath the thin fabric of her bra.


“Alright, alright,” I said, chuckling, “you win. I don’t know what the fuck is going on, but I’m not gonna question it anymore. If this is some insane dream, or a delusion, or if you’re really my wife somehow, I don’t care.”


“Sweet way of going about it, Cal,” she said, then giggled. “I don’t really care either. It’s good to be back.”


“You really do sound more like yourself...” I said, looking into her eyes.


“I feel more like myself,” she said, nodding. “Like, I’m more me now. Like, Mandy’s in the background somewhere, but I’m up front.” She shrugged. “It felt a bit like the opposite before, you know? I was kinda just watching from the background. Still in control but with more... layers?”


I didn’t really understand. “So... You think sex is making you more... yourself?”


She shrugged again. “Not the weirdest thing that’s happened in the last few days, right?”


“Definitely not.”


“Now that I think about it... I felt more like myself when I first woke up inside Clara’s body.” She looked thoughtful. “But over time I started to feel more and more like her.” That was a creepy thought. She was slowly becoming whoever she inhabited? Slowly fading away? Unless...


I snorted. “So... What? If we keep fucking, you’ll stay you?”


She laughed and kissed me. “Well... Let’s not take any chances.” She grabbed my hand and pulled me to my feet. “Come on, let’s go upstairs,” she said, leading the way. “Let’s see how much more me I can be.”
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Title: Ghost Wife


Subtitle: After losing his wife Emma, Calvin believes his own life is over, but when she returns as a ghost, able to possess any woman she touches, their grief collides with a reality neither of them knows how to navigate.


Emma survives by inhabiting other women. But the longer she stays inside them, the more she starts thinking like them, wanting like them, slipping away from herself. The only thing that pulls her back, that keeps her anchored as Emma, is sex with Calvin.


But how do you love someone when you no longer know where they end and someone else begins?

    
    





Chapter 1: Death


There are moments when the only reason you keep going is because your world has become so meaningless that stopping seems just as pointless. You let the disgusting wave of reality carry you forward, not really caring where it takes you.


That was me, emotionless as the overly polite bald undertaker gestured for me to enter the room where my wife’s body awaited. I paused in the doorway, wondering if this really was how I wanted to remember her.


The undertaker sensed my hesitation and took that half step toward me. “Our cosmetologist was able to work some magic,” he said reassuringly. “I’m sure you’ll be quite pleased with her appearance.”


I doubted it. I doubted anyone even managed to find all the pieces, much less put them back together. I walked into the room anyway, because that was where the current took me.


She looked good. Better than I thought she would. Not great, but pretty damn close. The undertaker was right. They had done a lot with what they had to work with. She seemed asleep rather than dead, laying there on display in her open casket. It was almost enough to fool me into thinking everything was going to be okay, like she was just taking a nap and any minute now she’d wake up and tell me how stupid I looked standing there gawking at her.


“I’ll leave you alone so you can say goodbye,” the undertaker said behind me, then vanished as he closed the door.


Goodbye? Yeah. Goodbye to my sanity, to any semblance of a normal life. Fifteen years and half of me gone in one stupid accident. One single moment in time, and my world shattered like glass. Looking at her lying there, I wanted nothing more than to let the wave carry me to the other side where I wouldn’t have to feel anything anymore.


I noticed my reflection in the glass of the window behind her coffin. I looked just as dead as she did, only still moving, which in my case might be considered a curse. The man in the window had no life left in his eyes, no hope or dreams, no purpose or direction. Just a middle-aged with a circle of greying red hair around his head, his suit a little too tight around his middle, his face pale and haggard, green eyes bloodshot from a week of not enough sleep, too much whiskey and more tears than he ever thought he’d cry.


“Psst!” The hiss came from my left. “Calvin!”


I turned toward the sound and saw a woman in her thirties beckoning me from behind a slightly open door across the room. She looked both embarrassed and excited, like she had accidentally uncovered some big secret but wasn’t quite sure what to do next. She was wearing a white blouse with black slacks and an apron with the funeral home’s logo on it. I guessed she worked here.


“Yes?” I asked wearily. This day just kept getting better and better.


She whispered, “Okay this is going to sound weird but bear with me, okay?” Her face flushed red like she was asking me out on a date.


“Uh, sure.” I glanced back at my wife lying peacefully in her casket. Just once I wished something today would make sense.


The woman stepped forward, peeking over my shoulder to make sure no one else was around, then said, “I hate chocolate...”


It took me a second to process that. My heart started beating faster, pumping ice cold blood through my veins. I could hear my pulse pounding in my ears. “Excuse me?”


She leaned forward until our eyes were only inches apart, staring deep into my soul. She was shaking. “The blue monkey!” she hissed frantically. “Your father’s house! The blue monkey!”


I didn’t mean to but I grabbed her shoulders and pushed her against the wall. Hard. Pictures rattled as my voice cracked. I wanted to scream at her, to get her to shut up, to tell me how she knew those things, but all I managed to croak out was, “What did you say?”


She started crying. Big tears streaming down her cheeks as she shook harder. For some reason she looked... relieved? “Calvin!” she wailed. “It’s me! I know it doesn’t make any fucking sense but it’s me!” She wrapped her arms around me and buried her face in my chest, sobbing.


My wife was dead. What the hell was this lady talking about? Nothing made sense anymore. I hugged her back for some reason I couldn’t understand. She felt familiar in my arms. Comfortable. Like we had done this a thousand times before.


Her muffled voice said, “I don’t know what happened... Last thing I remember is the car flipping over...” She shuddered again. “Then I was me, I mean, Clara... I mean this woman whose body I’m in.” She sniffed, wiped her nose, then looked down at herself. “And I know everything about her life but I still feel like me, Calvin!” She was looking up at me now, pleading for help, “Do you know what happened?


“Listen, erm, Clara, right?” I gently pushed her away from me. “I think maybe you should go lie down somewhere. You seem pretty upset.” I needed to sit down too. Maybe then the world would stop spinning.


She was getting frustrated. Her eyebrows narrowed as she shook my hands off her shoulders. “Calvin! I’m not crazy! Don’t you dare treat me like I am!”


Shit, now she really sounded like my wife. I stared at her, not really knowing what to do or say. Was this were the current was taking me? To madness? That actually sounded kinda nice.


The door to the viewing room opened and the undertaker stepped in, eyeing the woman suspiciously. “Everything okay in here?” he asked with that fake smile of his plastered on his face.


The woman who claimed to be my dead wife looked back and forth between us. “Yes, sorry Peter,” she said sheepishly. “I was just, huh, showing Mr. Kent here the work we’ve done on his wife’s makeup.” She eyed Emma’s corpse with a weird look on her face, fascination mixed with disgust.


Peter relaxed his stance a bit but still watched the woman warily. “Right, well, I think it best if you take your break now.” He motioned for her to leave.


The woman clenched her teeth, shot me a desperate glance, then said, “Of course.” She walked past Peter and disappeared through the door behind him.


Peter closed it and turned toward me. “Sorry about that. Sometimes our staff gets a little too involved with the families of our guests.” His fake smile returned as he gestured toward the casket. “Would you like more time alone with your wife?”


I shook my head. “No. I think I’d like to go home now.” I walked toward the exit without waiting for a response.


I got into my car and sat there staring at nothing. My thoughts were racing. What the hell had just happened? How could that woman know those things she knew? Who was she really? Was it possible my wife had somehow come back to life inside the body of another woman? I burst out laughing hysterically. Jesus Christ, I really had lost it.


I didn’t realize how long I had been sitting there until someone knocked on my window. It was the woman again, looking down at me worriedly. I rolled down the window.


She knelt down so we were face to face. “Calvin Richard Kent, don’t you dare give up on me! Do you hear me?!”


I blinked. She had this woman’s face, this woman’s voice, but the way she talked, the fire in her eyes, the determination... “Emma?”


She smiled and nodded. Tears started rolling down her cheeks again. “Yes Calvin. It’s me. I don’t know what the fuck happened but it’s me!”


I opened the passenger door and she sat down next to me. Was I diving deeper into insanity or had I just found a life raft? I studied her closely, looking for some sign this was all just a dream. She was cute. She had dark hair pulled into a bun and bright green eyes that pierced right through me.


“Alright... Emma,” it hurt to even say her name, “I’ll play along. Say you are my dead wife. Just... how?”


She frowned, staring straight ahead through the windshield. “When I woke up inside my... her body, I had my hand on my old body, the one that’s dead. One minute I was just Clara, starting my shift, doing my job, and the next I was Emma inside Clara’s body, with her memories, her thoughts, her feelings, but also me!” She turned toward me and grabbed my hands. “Fuck, Calvin... Am I me or am I just Clara with my memories? I’m so confused... Please help me! I don’t want to lose you, Calvin.”


I burst out laughing, nervously at first, then harder and harder, until I was gripping my sides, tears running down my face, unable to breathe. My dead wife didn’t want to lose me. That was just so rich. So god damned funny. “Wait... So what? You put your body back together?” I said, wiping my eyes with the back of my hand. She just looked at me blankly, not seeing the humor in it at all.


“Yeah... That was fucking strange.” She shivered. “But it felt normal. My daily routine, except I was working on myself.” She chuckled nervously. “Jesus, Calvin, I’ve spent the last couple days pretending to be Clara! I kissed her husband, slept in her bed, took care of her kids. It all felt natural. But I also felt guilty, like I was a spy in her house, you know?”


“Yeah.” I didn’t know. I didn’t know anything anymore. “Listen, Emma,” I said, not quite believing the words coming out of my mouth. “Why don’t you come over to my place tomorrow and we can talk, okay?”


“But...” she started, then stopped, her eyebrows furrowed in concentration. “I can’t... I mean, what am I going to do? I can’t keep pretending to be someone else!”


I didn’t have an answer for that. I was overwhelmed. I couldn’t handle this. Not right now. Not after today. I needed time to think. “Just give me some time. Please. Let’s talk tomorrow. Maybe we’ll figure this out. I’ll give you my address, okay?”


“I know our fucking address!” she snapped. “I’m your wife!”


I nodded slowly. “Yeah... Sorry... I’ll see you tomorrow then, okay?”


“When?”


“At the end of your... Clara’s shift?”


She pursed her lips but nodded. “Fine. I’ll see you tomorrow.” She got out of the car and walked back into the funeral home, her hands stuffed into the pockets of her apron, looking like a teenager being sent to her room. Part of me wanted to drive away as fast as I could and never look back, but a bigger part of me wanted to hold her, to kiss her, to tell her everything was going to be okay. The waves of reality were starting to make me seasick.
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Chapter 6: Sin


I pulled into our driveway and killed the engine, glancing over at Sister Margaret—or Lisa, or Emma, or whoever she was now. The silence between us felt heavier than it had with Mandy. There was a tension in the air I couldn’t quite place.


“Home sweet home,” I said, trying to sound casual despite the absurdity of bringing a nun—my wife’s consciousness trapped inside a nun—into our marital home. “You okay?”


Lisa’s hands were folded neatly in her lap, her posture rigid. She still had that aura of piety about her that seemed at odds with everything I knew about Emma.


“I’m… not sure,” she said softly, her blue eyes darting nervously around the house as we entered. She stood awkwardly in our living room, looking at familiar objects as if they were artifacts in a museum. Her fingers traced the edge of a photo frame—our wedding picture—but she didn’t pick it up.


She turned to me, her expression conflicted. “It feels so strange being here. I remember everything, but it’s like… I’m viewing it through a filter.” She touched her chest. “I—I mean Lisa, Sister Margaret—she’s not used to this. She sleeps at the convent with the other sisters. This place feels…” She struggled for words. “Worldly. That’s how I—she—would describe it.”


Was I going to have to get used to every host making similar comments? Now it felt like Emma was rediscovering the house every time she moved on to someone else. I felt at a loss. Emma was still there, buried beneath layers of Sister Margaret’s personality, but the nun’s influence was undeniable. I needed to break the ice, to bring her back to herself.


I approached her slowly, reaching out to take her in my arms the way I had with Mandy, the way I would have with Emma. “Maybe we just need to—”


“NO!” she screamed, recoiling violently and backing against the wall. Her eyes were wild with fear. “Don’t touch me! This is a sin! You’re married to her, not me! I’ve taken vows before God!” Her voice wasn’t Emma’s anymore—it was higher, panicked. “The Lord sees all! I cannot betray Him!”


I backed away, hands raised. “Whoa, whoa! I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to—”


“Fornicator! Tempter!” she spat, then immediately covered her mouth with her hands, eyes wide with shock at her own outburst.


“Emma,” I said firmly, keeping my distance. “Emma, I need you to focus on my voice. Remember who you are. Remember us.”


Lisa was trembling now, tears streaming down her face. “I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” she whispered. “That wasn’t me—I mean, it was me but... Lisa is… Her faith is like a wall inside my mind.”


I cautiously sat on the couch, patting the spot beside me. “Come sit. No touching. Just talk to me.”


After a moment’s hesitation, she perched on the edge of the cushion, as far from me as possible.


“Tell me what’s happening,” I said gently.


She wiped her tears with shaking hands. “It’s like being torn in two. I want you—God, I want you so badly it hurts.” Her cheeks flushed deep red. “But Lisa is horrified by those feelings. I’ve never… she’s innocent in ways I wasn’t even before we met. The desire I feel terrifies her. It’s like something screaming inside my head that these thoughts are sinful.” She looked up at me, her eyes a battlefield of desire and devotion. “I’ve never felt so conflicted. With Mandy, with Veronica, their personalities influenced me, but Lisa… her faith is the core of who she is. I can’t just push it aside.”


I sat there watching Lisa—Emma—whoever she was now, struggling with herself. My mind raced with conflicting thoughts. What the hell were we supposed to do now? I couldn’t force her into anything she wasn’t comfortable with, but our options were limited. If we tried finding another host, what would happen to Sister Margaret afterward? She’d wake up in a strange man’s house with no memory of how she got there. We’d be looking at kidnapping charges at minimum. Even if we had Emma switch out in the open, away from witnesses, the trauma of suddenly finding herself in a random part of town, miles away from her convent with no explanation would be devastating. I frowned, realizing we had been doing just that to everyone Emma had possessed up to now.


“I don’t know what to do,” I admitted, running a hand through my hair. “We can’t just… let her go like this. She’d be confused, and it would raise too many questions.” I didn’t say the other part out loud—that each time we’d been intimate, Emma had seemed to grow stronger in her host body. The sex with Veronica had brought Emma fully to the surface, but now, in Lisa’s body, all that strength seemed gone. Had the transfer drained her somehow? Or was Sister Margaret’s faith simply too powerful to overcome?


Lisa sat rigidly on the couch, her hands clasped in prayer. “I don’t know either,” she whispered. “These feelings… they’re so confusing. I remember wanting you, but it feels… it feels…” She couldn’t even finish the sentence, her face flushing crimson.


“What if,” I said carefully, “we just start small? A kiss, maybe? Just one little kiss.”


“No!” Lisa’s eyes flashed with panic. “That would be a sin! I can’t—we can’t—”


“It doesn’t have to be on the lips,” I said quickly, trying a different approach. “Just a kiss on the cheek. Friends do that all the time. Even nuns must give friendly kisses, right?”


She hesitated, her internal struggle visible on her face. “I… I suppose that wouldn’t be… entirely inappropriate.”


“Just one,” I promised, not moving any closer, letting her come to me.


After what felt like an eternity, Lisa inched toward me on the couch. Her movements were stiff, uncertain. She leaned forward and quickly pressed her lips to my cheek, then immediately pulled back as if burned.


“There,” I said softly. “That wasn’t so bad, was it?”


She touched her lips with her fingertips, a look of wonder crossing her face. Something had shifted in her eyes—a flicker of my Emma coming through.


“It feels… warm,” she said, sounding surprised. “Like… like sunshine inside.”


I chuckled at her innocence. “Would you like to try again?” I asked, hardly daring to breathe.


Lisa nodded slowly, her eyes never leaving mine. This time, when she leaned in, she lingered a moment longer, her lips soft against my skin. When she pulled back, her breathing had quickened slightly.


“I’ve never…” she started, then corrected herself. “Lisa has never felt this way before. It’s… it’s frightening but also… nice?” She sounded like a child discovering something new and forbidden. “There’s this feeling, down in my… in my private places. It makes me feel all tingly and warm.”


I swallowed hard. “That’s normal. It’s called desire.”


“Desire,” she repeated the word like it was foreign on her tongue. “I was taught that desire is the devil’s playground. But it doesn’t feel evil. It feels… good.”


This time, I was the one who leaned forward, slowly, giving her every chance to pull away. I pressed my lips gently to hers, a chaste kiss that lasted only a second. When I pulled back, her eyes were wide, pupils dilated.


“Oh,” she breathed. “Oh my.”


The next kiss came from her, surprising me with its urgency. Her lips pressed against mine, inexperienced but eager. I felt her hands tentatively touch my shoulders, then slide up to cup my face. When she pulled away, she was panting slightly.


“These feelings,” she whispered, “they’re so strong. I remember them, but it’s like… it’s like I’m feeling them for the first time. My body—Lisa’s body—it’s never known this before. It’s… it’s making me wet.” She looked mortified at her own words. “I’m not supposed to say things like that. I’m not supposed to feel things like that. But I do. I really, really do.”


The next kiss broke something loose in her. Her mouth opened under mine, her tongue shyly meeting my own. She moaned into my mouth, the sound so innocent and erotic at the same time that it sent heat coursing through my veins. Her hands clutched at my shirt, pulling me closer.


“Calvin,” she gasped when we broke apart. “I feel so… so sinful. But I don’t want to stop. Is that wrong? Lisa thinks it’s wrong, but Emma… I… I want more. I want to do the things I remember. The things we used to do together.” Her face was flushed, her blue eyes dark with a mixture of desire and confusion. “Will God punish me for these thoughts? For wanting to… to make love with you?”


I took her trembling hands in mine, looking directly into those conflicted blue eyes.


“Listen to me,” I said firmly. “You’re not Lisa. You’re Emma—my Emma—who happens to be controlling Lisa’s body right now. Nothing you’re doing is Lisa’s sin. She’s not even here, not really. She’s not making these choices.” I squeezed her hands gently. “You’re borrowing her body, that’s all. And you, Emma, have never been religious. You’ve never worried about these things before. So Emma’s guilt is not something that should be weighing on your mind.”


The tension in her shoulders eased slightly. “You’re right. I’m not her. I’m me.” She touched her chest. “But what about my soul, Calvin? Emma’s soul? If I can move between bodies like this… what does that mean? Am I… am I damned already?” The question hung in the air between us, but even as she asked it, her hands were moving to my chest, fingers splaying across my shirt.


“I don’t know,” I answered honestly. “But I know that I love you, and I know that you’re here, against all odds. If there is a God, wouldn’t He want us to cherish this miracle?”


She bit her lower lip, a gesture so unlike a nun and so much like my Emma that it made my heart ache. “I want to touch you,” she whispered, her voice a mixture of shame and desire. “I remember how it feels, but Lisa’s body… it’s never known a man’s touch. It’s like I’m a virgin again, but with all these memories of what to do.”


Her hands moved tentatively to the buttons of my shirt, fumbling slightly as she undid them one by one. When her fingers brushed against my bare chest, she gasped.


“You’re so warm,” she murmured, exploring me with the wonder of someone discovering the ocean for the first time. Her touch was hesitant, then bolder as she traced the contours of my chest and shoulders.


I reached for her, sliding my hand to her waist, feeling the curve of her hip through the simple black dress. She shivered under my touch, her breath catching.


“Can I…” she started, then blushed furiously. “Can I touch you… down there? I remember how, but it feels so forbidden.”


Before I could answer, she froze, her eyes widening with sudden panic.


“Wait,” she said, pulling back slightly. “Will she—will Lisa—remember any of this when I’m gone? Will she wake up knowing what we did?” The horror in her voice was palpable.


I shook my head. “No, that’s not how it seems to work. You know it’s not. Clara didn’t remember anything. Neither did Veronica. When you leave a body, their memories of that time go with you.”


Relief washed over her face, followed by something darker, more primal. “So she’ll never know,” she whispered, and I watched as something shifted in her eyes. The last vestiges of Sister Margaret’s restraint seemed to crumble away.


“Then God forgive me,” she breathed, and lunged forward, crushing her mouth against mine.


The transformation was startling. Her hands were suddenly everywhere—in my hair, under my shirt, fumbling with my belt. She kissed me with a desperate hunger that belied her innocent appearance, her tongue sliding against mine with growing confidence.


“I want to do everything,” she gasped between kisses. “All the things I remember but Lisa’s never done. I want to feel you inside me. I want to taste you. I want—” She broke off, seemingly shocked by her own words, but the desire burning in her eyes didn’t diminish.


She pulled at my shirt, nearly tearing it in her eagerness to get it off. When I was bare-chested before her, she stared in fascination.


“It’s so strange,” she murmured, running her hands over my skin. “I know this body. I’ve touched it a thousand times. But it feels like the first time.” She leaned forward and pressed her lips to my chest, a tentative kiss that quickly turned into something more as she began to explore me with her mouth.


“Show me,” she whispered against my skin. “Show me everything again.”


I watched in awe as Lisa—Emma—began to undress. Her movements were a contradiction: hesitant yet determined, innocent yet knowing. She fumbled with the buttons of her simple black dress, her fingers trembling slightly.


“I’ve never undressed for a man before,” she whispered, though we both knew it wasn’t entirely true. Emma had undressed for me countless times, but Lisa’s body never had. “Help me?”


I stepped forward, my hands replacing hers on the buttons. As the dress opened, I revealed pale, unblemished skin that had likely rarely seen the sun. Her breasts were small but perfectly formed, topped with pink nipples that hardened under my gaze. Without the modest clothing, Sister Margaret’s body was surprisingly lithe—slender but with gentle curves at her hips and waist.


“You’re beautiful,” I breathed, sliding the dress from her shoulders. She stood before me in nothing but simple white cotton panties, her blonde hair falling loose around her shoulders. The contrast between her innocent appearance and the hunger in her eyes was the most erotic thing I’d ever seen.


“I want to see you too,” she said, her voice stronger now. She reached for my belt with newfound confidence, unfastening it and pulling it free with a soft hiss of leather. As she worked on my pants, I couldn’t help but marvel at the situation. Yesterday it was Mandy, today a nun. How many bodies would Emma inhabit? How many different women would I make love to, all of them containing some essence of my wife?


When we were both naked, she pressed her body against mine, gasping at the contact. “Oh God,” she moaned, then immediately covered her mouth. “I shouldn’t say His name like that.”


“It’s okay,” I assured her, guiding her to our bedroom, to our bed. “It’s just us here.”


She lay back on the couch, her legs instinctively closing, that last bit of Lisa’s modesty still present. I knelt between her thighs, gently coaxing them apart. Her pussy was pink and perfect, with just a small tuft of blonde hair above it. It looked untouched, virginal—which, of course, it was.


“I’m going to make you feel good,” I promised, lowering my head between her legs.


At the first touch of my tongue against her clit, she cried out, her back arching off the bed. “Fuck!” she gasped, then immediately, “I’m sorry, I shouldn’t say—oh, oh my God!”


I worked her with my mouth, savoring the sweet taste of her, so different from Mandy, from my Emma’s original body. Each woman had her own unique flavor, and there was something intoxicating about discovering them all.


“Calvin, please,” she begged, her hips bucking against my face. “I need you inside me. I need to feel you stretching me open. Please, please fuck me.”


The filthy words coming from the mouth of a woman who had taken vows of chastity sent a jolt of pleasure straight to my cock. I moved up her body, positioning myself at her entrance.


“This might hurt,” I warned, remembering that Lisa’s body was untouched.


“I don’t care,” she panted, wrapping her legs around my waist. “I want it to hurt. I want to feel everything.”


I pushed forward slowly, feeling the resistance of her hymen. She winced but urged me on, her nails digging into my shoulders. With one firm thrust, I broke through, burying myself to the hilt in her tight, virgin pussy.


“Oh fuck, oh fuck,” she chanted, her eyes wide with pain and pleasure. “It’s so much… you’re so big inside me.”


I held still, letting her adjust, watching the play of emotions across her face. “Are you okay?”


“Yes,” she nodded frantically. “Move. Please move. Fuck me, Calvin. Fuck your wife.”


I began to thrust, slowly at first, then with increasing force as her body opened to me. Her pussy gripped me like a vise, so tight it was almost painful. I couldn’t help comparing. Mandy had been eager but experienced, Veronica wanton and skilled. This was different. The physical innocence of the body combined with Emma’s sexual knowledge created an intoxicating blend.


“Harder,” she demanded, her voice losing all traces of Sister Margaret’s gentleness. “Fuck me harder. I want to feel your cock all the way inside me. I want you to pound my virgin cunt until I can’t walk.”


I complied, driving into her with abandon, the headboard slamming against the wall with each thrust. Her legs wrapped tighter around me, her heels digging into my lower back.


“Yes, yes, yes,” she chanted, her head thrashing from side to side. “Oh God, I’m going to come. I’m going to come on your big cock!”


Her pussy clenched around me as she climaxed, her inner walls pulsating in waves that nearly pushed me over the edge. I gritted my teeth, holding back, wanting to prolong this.


“I want to try everything,” she gasped when she came down from her peak. “All the things I remember but have never done with this body.”


Before I could respond, she was pushing me onto my back, straddling me with newfound confidence. She positioned my cock at her entrance and sank down, taking me deep inside her again.


“Oh fuck,” she moaned, beginning to ride me. Her small breasts bounced with each movement, her blonde hair wild around her face. “I love the way your cock feels inside me. So deep like this.”


I gripped her hips, guiding her movements, watching in awe as this woman who had dedicated her life to God rode me like a woman possessed. And she was possessed, in a way—possessed by my Emma.


“I’m going to come inside you,” I warned as I felt my climax approaching.


“Yes,” she hissed, grinding down harder. “Fill me up. Mark me. Make me yours.”


With a groan, I erupted inside her, pumping her full of my cum. She collapsed on my chest, panting, her inner muscles still milking every last drop from me.


“I can feel you,” she whispered against my neck. “I can feel your cum inside me. It’s so warm.”


We lay there for several minutes, catching our breath. I stroked her hair, marveling at how different it felt from Mandy’s, from Veronica’s, from my Emma’s original hair.


“We need to figure this out,” I said finally. “How long you can stay in a body without… recharging. How the transfers work exactly.”


She nodded against my chest. “I know. But right now, I just want to enjoy this. Being with you again.” She lifted her head, looking into my eyes with a mixture of Emma’s love and Lisa’s wonder. “Can we do it again? There are so many things this body has never experienced.”


I laughed, feeling a stirring of renewed desire despite having just finished. “I’m not sure how long I can keep up if we’re doing this daily with new bodies,” I admitted. “But for you, I’ll certainly try.”


She grinned, a mischievous expression that looked utterly out of place on Sister Margaret’s innocent face. “Good. Because I want to taste you next. I want to feel your cock in my mouth.”


I sighed happily, surrendering to whatever strange new reality this was. Then, the strange reality came crashing back as I realized I had missed a key detail.


“We didn’t use protection, Em,” I said, the weight of this sudden new responsibility settling on me. “We’ve just been going at it like rabbits with no condoms.”


My wife raised an eyebrow, her cute, innocent face contorting into a wry, amused expression that was entirely Emma. “Don’t worry, I’m on birth control.”


I blinked. “You’re on birth control?” I asked, confused. “Sister Margaret is on birth control? A nun?”


Emma giggled. “Not for that, Cal. For my—” she paused, looking down at her new body. “For her period. She gets horrible cramps without it.”


I relaxed a little, though I couldn’t help but feel a sense of unease. It was one more reminder that we were playing with people’s lives here.


My wife, however, seemed completely unfazed, studying my naked body like it was a fascinating piece of art. Her eyes were bright, still full of desire. No more guilt, no more confusion. I laughed.


“What’s so funny?” she asked, propping herself up on one elbow, her blonde hair falling in a curtain around her face.


“Just wondering if you’re feeling more like yourself now that I’ve fucked the holiness out of you,” I said with a smirk. “You’re still acting like you’ve never done any of this before. I thought the sex was supposed to bring Emma to the surface.”


She smiled, a curious blend of Emma’s mischief and Sister Margaret’s innocence. “I am more myself. Look—” She sat up straight, her small breasts bouncing slightly with the movement. “Fuck, shit, goddamn, Jesus Christ on a bicycle!” She immediately covered her mouth, her cheeks flushing crimson. “See? I can say it, but it still feels… wrong. Like I’m wearing shoes on the wrong feet.”


“So you’re not fully Emma?”


She shook her head. “I don’t think I ever am, not completely. I’m Emma in my consciousness, in my memories, in my love for you. But I’m still experiencing everything through Lisa’s brain, her neural pathways, her hormones.” She touched her temple thoughtfully. “It’s like… I’m playing a piano I’ve never touched before. I know the song by heart, but my fingers have to learn where the keys are.”


I reached out to stroke her cheek. “That must be disorienting.”


“It is. But it’s also…” She bit her lip, that same gesture that was becoming familiar on this unfamiliar face. “It’s also incredibly fucking hot. Lisa’s body has never known any of this. Every sensation is new and intense. And there’s something about the forbidden nature of it all…” She leaned closer, her voice dropping to a whisper. “I can feel her in here, you know. Not conscious, but present. Part of her wants this, Calvin. Part of her has always wanted to know what it feels like to be filled, to be taken, to be… fucked.”


Her hand slid down my chest, fingers trailing over my stomach. “She’ll never admit it. She’ll never even know she experienced it. But right now, I can feel how her body responds to you. How wet she gets when I think about tasting your cock.”


My breath caught as her hand wrapped around my semi-hard shaft, coaxing it back to life. “Another round?” I asked, my voice rough.


“Mmm-hmm,” she nodded, sliding down my body. “I want to know what you taste like on this tongue. I want to feel you hit the back of this throat.” She positioned herself between my legs, her blue eyes looking up at me with that intoxicating mixture of innocence and desire. “I want to sin again.”


Without breaking eye contact, she lowered her head and took me into her mouth. The wet heat of her engulfed me, her inexperienced tongue exploring the contours of my cock with tentative licks that quickly grew more confident.


“Jesus,” I groaned, threading my fingers through her hair.


She pulled off just long enough to whisper, “Don’t take the Lord’s name in vain,” before swallowing me down again, deeper this time. The sight of Sister Margaret’s angelic face, her lips stretched around my cock, her eyes watering slightly as she took me deeper than her untrained throat was ready for, was almost enough to make me come right then.


She worked me with growing enthusiasm, her hands joining her mouth, stroking what she couldn’t fit. Occasionally she would pull back, gasping for air, strings of saliva connecting her lips to my cock, before diving back in with renewed determination.


“That’s it,” I encouraged her, guiding her movements with my hand in her hair. “Take it deeper. You’re doing so well.”


She moaned around me, the vibrations sending jolts of pleasure up my spine. When I felt my climax approaching, I tried to warn her, to pull her off, but she clung to me, sucking harder, her eyes locked on mine with fierce determination.


I came with a shout, flooding her mouth. She swallowed valiantly, though some escaped, trickling down her chin. When she finally released me, she licked her lips, looking both shocked and pleased with herself.


“So that’s what you taste like,” she said, wiping her chin with the back of her hand. “Salty. Not what I expected.”


I laughed, pulling her up to lie beside me. “You know damn well what I taste like.”


She grinned, resting her head on my chest. “Lisa didn’t. She never even let herself think about what cum tastes like.” She yawned, her body relaxing against mine. “But I think she liked it. I know I did.”


As she drifted off to sleep in my arms, I stared at the ceiling, wondering what tomorrow would bring. How long would Emma stay in Lisa’s body? Who would she jump to next? And how long could we go on like this, body-hopping through the world, before something went terribly wrong?


But for now, I held her close, this strange amalgamation of my wife and a nun, and allowed myself to enjoy the impossible miracle we’d been given.
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Chapter 7: Looking for a Doctor


I woke with a start, my hand automatically reaching for the warm body that should have been beside me. The sheets were cold and empty. My heart rate spiked as I sat bolt upright, suddenly wide awake.


“Lisa? Emma?” I called out, panic rising in my throat. Had the nun’s consciousness reasserted itself overnight? Had she fled in horror at what we’d done? I imagined Sister Margaret waking up naked in a strange man’s bed, the memories of our night together missing but the evidence all too clear. She’d go straight to the church. Or worse, straight to the police.


I scrambled out of bed, pulling on a pair of sweatpants. “Emma!” I shouted, louder this time, rushing toward the bedroom door.


The smell hit me before I reached the kitchen—bacon, coffee, something sweet baking. I skidded to a stop in the doorway, relief washing over me in a dizzying wave.


Lisa stood at the stove, her back to me, wearing one of my t-shirts that hung to mid-thigh on her petite frame. Her blonde hair was pulled back in a loose ponytail, and she was humming softly to herself as she flipped pancakes with practiced ease.


“You’re here,” I breathed.


She turned, spatula in hand, and smiled. It was a reserved smile, nothing like the wicked grin Emma had worn when she was Mandy, but it was genuine.


“Of course I’m here. Where else would I be?” She gestured around the kitchen. “I always help with breakfast at the convent. Sister Agnes says I make the best pancakes.” She blushed slightly. “Well, Lisa does. I do. You know what I mean.”


I moved closer, studying her. In the morning light, she looked even younger than she had yesterday, barely into her twenties. Her face was scrubbed clean, her blue eyes clear and bright. Without the nun’s habit, with just my oversized shirt and her bare legs, she looked like any young woman making breakfast for her lover—except for that air of innocence that clung to her like a subtle perfume.


“How are you feeling today?” I asked cautiously. “About… everything that happened?”


The blush deepened, spreading down her neck. “I’d rather not speak of it,” she said, turning back to the stove. “It was… it was sinful. What we did.” She flipped a pancake with perhaps more force than necessary.


“Emma—”


“It’s fine,” she cut me off, her voice softening. “I’m not… I don’t regret it. I just…” She sighed, setting down the spatula and turning to face me. “This body, this mind—it’s not used to such things. It feels ashamed, even though I know it shouldn’t.”


She stepped closer, rising on her tiptoes to press a soft kiss to my lips. It was chaste, nothing like the passionate kisses we’d shared last night, but I felt her tremble slightly before she pulled away, looking both pleased and scandalized at her own boldness.


“Goodness,” she murmured, touching her lips. “I shouldn’t… The Lord sees all.” But she didn’t look particularly concerned about divine judgment, just slightly flustered.


“Sit,” she instructed, gesturing to the table. “Breakfast is nearly ready.”


I obeyed, watching as she moved around the kitchen with a grace that seemed both familiar and foreign. She wasn’t moving like Emma, who had always been a bit clumsy in the morning. There was a precision to her movements, an economy of motion that spoke of years of disciplined routine.


When she set a plate of perfectly golden pancakes in front of me, along with bacon and fresh coffee, I couldn’t help but smile. “This looks amazing.”


“Thank you,” she said, sitting across from me with her own plate. She bowed her head briefly, murmuring what I assumed was a silent prayer, before picking up her fork.


“I found the note I left here when I was Mandy,” she said after a few bites, reaching for a folded piece of paper on the counter. “It was here in the kitchen but I don’t remember all the details.”


She handed me the paper. On it was scrawled a phone number and a name: Dr. Katherine Winters, Ph.D. Below that were hastily written instructions: “Tell her Mandy says ‘you owe me for the clinic.’ She’ll come.”


“I remember writing it. I remember thinking she’d be perfect—she’s brilliant, studying neuroscience or something similar. But I don’t know what ‘the clinic’ refers to. That must have been in Mandy’s memories, not mine.“I frowned, considering our options. “Even if we get her to come here, how do we experiment? We’d need two bodies for you to switch between, and we can’t exactly kidnap someone.”


“Actually,” Emma said, taking a sip of her coffee, “I called Father O’Brien this morning. I told him—well, Sister Margaret told him—that I had a family emergency and needed to stay away from the convent today. He was very understanding.”


I stared at her in surprise. “You called him? On what?”


She rolled her eyes, looking suddenly much more like my Emma than the demure nun of a moment ago. “On my smartphone, Calvin. For heaven’s sake, what century do you think nuns live in? We’re not completely cut off from technology.” She grabbed a sleek phone from the counter next to her. “We’re encouraged to maintain family connections. We just use them… judiciously.”


“Sorry,” I said, feeling my face heat. “I just assumed…”


“That we communicate via carrier pigeon and smoke signals?” she teased, a hint of Emma’s sarcasm breaking through Sister Margaret’s reserve. “The Lord works in mysterious ways, Calvin, including through iPhones.”


I laughed, relieved to see this flash of my wife’s personality. “So we have you for the day. That’s good. But we still need to figure out how to get Dr. Winters here without sounding like complete lunatics.”


“And if we start switching between two bodies, the other person will notice.” Emma frowned, pushing a pancake around her plate.


Yeah, that was the tricky part. Maybe that doctor could be informed of the situation and be willing to help, but Sister Margaret would definitely go running to the church or the police or both, and that would complicate everything beyond belief. Though, I didn’t think we had much of a choice. At some point we’d have to take a risk if we wanted to learn more about what was happening to Emma’s consciousness.


I studied the phone number again. “I guess there’s only one way to find out...”
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Chapter 8: Katherine


I sat on the couch, staring at my phone, the cryptic message to Dr. Katherine Winters still displayed on the screen: “From Mandy: You owe me for the clinic. Need your help urgently. Will explain in person.” Short, mysterious, and hopefully effective. We’d decided against explaining anything over text—who would believe it anyway?


Emma paced the living room, her bare feet silent on the hardwood floor. She still wore my t-shirt, though she’d added a pair of Emma’s old sweatpants that hung loose on Lisa’s smaller frame. She kept touching things—the bookshelf, the throw pillows, the framed photos—with a curious expression on her face.


“What’s it like?” I asked, watching her run her fingers over the spines of our books. “Being here, in this house?”


She turned to me, her brow furrowed. “Strange. It’s like… I know this place. I remember buying this couch with you, arguing over the color for hours.” She smiled faintly at the memory. “But at the same time, it feels completely foreign. When I was Mandy, this place felt alien too, but it was still… a normal home, you know? The kind of place a college student might visit.”


She gestured around the room. “But for Lisa—for me—this is so far removed from my life. The convent is sparse, functional. We share most spaces. The idea of owning all this…” She shook her head. “It feels almost sinful. All this space, these possessions, for just two people.”


“So what? Our life is just a distant memory? Someone else’s life? Even though you remember it?” I asked.


She bit her lip, looking troubled. “No, it’s not like... Not entirely. You, Calvin, you’re not someone else to me. I feel the connection. You are my husband, the love of my life.” She sat beside me on the couch, taking my hand in both of hers. “I feel it in my soul.”


My phone buzzed, startling us both. Katherine had replied: “What the hell? Who is this really? Mandy would never bring up the clinic. Need more details before I go anywhere.”


I showed the message to Emma, who shrugged helplessly. “I have no idea what ‘the clinic’ even refers to. It must have been important to Mandy, though.”


I typed back: “It really is from Mandy, in a way. Hard to explain over text. If ‘the clinic’ means something to you, that should be proof enough. It would be easier to show you what’s going on.”


We waited in tense silence until the phone buzzed again. “Fine. What’s the address? But I’m bringing pepper spray and my roommate knows where I’m going. This better not be some weird shit.”


I sent her our address, adding, “It’s definitely weird shit, but not dangerous. Promise.”


“Well, that’s that,” I said, setting the phone down. “Now we wait.”


Emma nodded, then wandered back to the bookshelf. She pulled out a worn copy of “The Great Gatsby”—one of her favorites—and flipped through it with a frown.


“What’s wrong?” I asked.


“I used to love this book,” she said, sounding puzzled. “I remember loving it. But now it seems… I don’t know. Frivolous? All these people with their wealth and their parties and their shallow problems.” She put it back on the shelf with a sigh. “It’s not holding my interest at all.”


I couldn’t help but laugh. “Let me guess—you prefer religious texts now? The Bible? Lives of the Saints?”


She shot me a look that was pure Emma, despite coming from Lisa’s face. “Actually, no. Lisa—I—have quite the collection of thriller novels hidden under my bed at the convent. Murder mysteries, mostly. The gorier the better.” She grinned at my surprised expression. “What? Even nuns need escapism. Sister Agnes thinks I’m reading devotionals, but I’ve got Gillian Flynn and Tana French stuffed between my mattress and box spring.”


“Sister Margaret!” I gasped in mock scandal. “I’m shocked. Absolutely shocked.”


She laughed, a sound that was becoming more familiar on Lisa’s lips. “Everyone has their secrets, Calvin. Even before… this.” She gestured to herself. “Lisa was never quite as perfect as she pretended to be.”


The thought was oddly comforting—that even before Emma had inhabited her body, Sister Margaret had her own small rebellions, her own private self that didn’t align perfectly with her public persona. It made what we were doing seem slightly less like a violation.


“How long do you think it will take Dr. Winters to get here?” Emma asked, settling onto the couch beside me.


I checked the time. “Depends on where she lives. Could be twenty minutes, could be an hour.”


Emma leaned her head against my shoulder, a gesture so familiar it made my chest ache. “I hope she can help us figure this out. I can’t keep jumping from body to body forever.”


I put my arm around her, pulling her close. “We’ll figure it out. Together.”


But as we sat there waiting, I couldn’t help wondering what would happen if we couldn’t solve this puzzle. How many bodies would Emma inhabit? How many lives would be disrupted? And what would happen to my wife if we failed?


After a while, the doorbell rang, and I felt my stomach tighten with anxiety. Emma and I exchanged a glance before I stood to answer it.


“Here we go,” I muttered, taking a deep breath before pulling the door open.


The woman standing on my porch wasn’t what I expected. When Emma had mentioned a “nerdy scientist friend,” I’d pictured someone older, despite her saying she was a friend from high school, maybe with a lab coat and a perpetual scowl. Instead, Katherine Winters looked like she’d walked straight out of some “sexy scientist” Halloween costume—minus the costume.


She was in her early twenties, with short, fiery red hair cut in a tomboyish style that somehow managed to look both practical and stylish. Freckles dusted her nose and cheeks, visible behind black-rimmed glasses that gave her an intellectual air. She wore a simple green t-shirt with some obscure science joke printed on it, fitted enough to show off curves that her lab coat probably hid most days. Her jeans were worn at the knees, and she carried a messenger bag slung across her chest.


“You’re not Mandy,” she said immediately, her eyes narrowing behind her glasses. Her voice was crisp and precise, the kind that commanded attention in lecture halls. “Who are you, and why are you using her name to get me here?”


“I’m Calvin Kent,” I said, stepping back slightly to give her space. “And no, I’m not Mandy. It’s… complicated.”


“I called Mandy,” Katherine said, not budging from the doorway. “My actual friend Mandy. She has no idea who you are or why you’d be contacting me on her behalf. Interestingly, she also can’t account for what she did yesterday, or the two days before. Complete blank.” Her hand slipped into her pocket, presumably gripping the pepper spray she’d mentioned. “So I’ll ask again: who are you, and what do you want?”


“We can explain,” Emma said, appearing beside me. Katherine’s eyes flicked to her, taking in the small blonde in oversized clothes.


“And you are?”


“My name is… Lisa,” Emma said after a slight hesitation. “Sister Margaret, actually, but Lisa is fine.”


Katherine’s eyebrows shot up. “A nun? What the hell is going on here?”


I ran a hand through my hair, struggling to find a starting point that wouldn’t sound completely insane. “Look, this is going to sound crazy, but my wife died last week. In a car accident.”


“I’m sorry for your loss,” Katherine said automatically, though her expression remained suspicious. “But what does that have to do with Mandy or me?”


“Because she’s not dead,” I blurted out. “I mean, her body is, but she’s… she’s here.” I gestured to Emma/Lisa. “She’s in there.”


Katherine took a step back. “Okay, I’m leaving now. You people are clearly—”


“Wait,” Emma said, her voice taking on that gentle but firm tone I’d noticed she used more often in Lisa’s body. “Please. We know how this sounds. But something extraordinary has happened, something beyond scientific explanation—at least, beyond our understanding of science.”


“Which is why we need you,” I added quickly. “You’re supposed to be brilliant. Mandy thought you could help us figure this out.”


“Mandy apparently doesn’t even know you,” Katherine shot back.


“Then how would we know about ‘the clinic?’” I challenged, hoping that would be enough to convince her to at least stay and listen.


Katherine’s expression shifted from suspicion to something more complex—curiosity mingled with concern. “So you’re what? A ghost? What makes you say that?”


“My consciousness transferred,” Emma said simply. “From my dead body to another woman’s, then to Mandy’s, then to my cousin at my funeral, and now to Sister Margaret’s. I retain all my memories as Emma, Calvin’s wife, but I experience the world through the brain and body I’m inhabiting.”


I expected Katherine to turn and run, but instead, she adjusted her glasses, a scientist’s calculation replacing her wariness. “That’s… not possible. Consciousness is a product of brain function. It can’t be transferred like a computer file.”


“And yet, here we are,” I said. “Look, we can prove it. My wife—inside Lisa—knows things only my wife would know. Things about me, about our life together.”


“And Mandy can’t remember the days I was in her body,” Emma added. “Just like the woman at the funeral home can’t remember preparing my body for viewing, because I was in control then.”


Katherine stood silent for a long moment, her fingers drumming against the strap of her messenger bag. Finally, she spoke. “I’m not saying I believe you. But as a neuroscientist, I’m intrigued by the hypothesis. And the fact that Mandy really does have missing time…” She took a deep breath. “Fine. I’ll come in. But I’m keeping my phone on and my pepper spray handy.”


I stepped aside, relief washing over me. “That’s fair. Thank you for giving us a chance.”


As Katherine crossed the threshold, I caught her studying Emma with intense scientific curiosity, like she was a particularly fascinating lab specimen. I couldn’t blame her—if I hadn’t experienced this firsthand, I wouldn’t believe it either.
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Chapter 9: Interrogation


We sat in the living room, Katherine perched on the edge of an armchair like she might need to bolt at any moment. Emma and I took the couch, careful to maintain some distance between us—Sister Margaret’s body language still betrayed discomfort at too much physical contact, especially with an audience.


“So let me get this straight,” Katherine said, her scientific skepticism evident in every syllable. “You’re claiming that your wife’s consciousness somehow transferred from her dead body into a series of living women, and now resides in…” she gestured toward Emma, “a nun?”


“I know how it sounds,” I admitted.


“It sounds like the plot of a bad sci-fi movie,” Katherine replied, adjusting her glasses. “Or actually, it reminds me of ‘The Man from Earth.’ Have you seen it?”


Emma and I exchanged blank looks.


“No? Well it’s about a man who also makes impossible claims to a bunch of scholars. She smirked. “Sister Margaret probably wouldn’t like how it ends. Though I suppose it’s an unpleasant comparison in this case, since it would imply you two are telling the truth, which is ridiculous.”


“We are telling the truth,” Emma said quietly. “I know it defies scientific explanation, but—”


“It defies logic,” Katherine interrupted. “Consciousness isn’t transferable. As I said, it’s a product of specific neural patterns in a specific brain. You can’t just… hop from one brain to another like changing clothes.”


“And yet, that’s exactly what’s happening,” I insisted. “Emma can tell you things only she would know. About our life together, about conversations we had that no one else heard.


Katherine waved this away. “Cold reading techniques. Or maybe you coached her. There are a dozen more plausible explanations than consciousness transfer. It’s not like I would even be able to tell if she’s telling the truth. I don’t know any of you.”


“What about the missing time?” Emma reminded her. “Mandy can’t remember what happened when I was in her body. Clara at the funeral home couldn’t remember the days I spent as her. There’s a pattern.”


This gave Katherine pause. She tapped her fingers against her knee, thinking. “Memory gaps can be caused by trauma, drugs, alcohol—”


“Or by someone else driving your body,” I finished for her.


Katherine sighed. “Fine. Let’s say, for the sake of argument, I entertain this hypothesis. How exactly does this… transfer work? Is it voluntary? Is there a trigger?”


Emma and I exchanged another look, this one more uncomfortable.


“It seems to happen through touch,” Emma explained. “Physical contact with another woman. But staying ‘myself’ within the new body… that’s more complicated.”


I cleared my throat. “We’ve noticed that Emma’s personality becomes more dominant after… intimate contact.”


“Intimate contact,” Katherine repeated flatly.


Emma’s cheeks flushed crimson. “Sexual intercourse,” she clarified, her voice barely above a whisper. “With Calvin. It seems to… strengthen my hold on the host body.”


Katherine’s eyebrows shot up. “So you’re telling me that not only does your wife’s consciousness magically transfer between bodies, but you need to have sex with her to keep her from… what, fading away?”


“Not fading away entirely,” I explained, feeling heat rise to my own face. “She retains her memories regardless. But her personality, her… Emma-ness… it gets weaker without physical contact. She starts acting more like the host.”


“How convenient for you,” Katherine said dryly. “Your wife dies, but you get to keep sleeping with her in a variety of new bodies. Sounds like a male fantasy to me.”


“It’s not like that,” Emma protested, her voice stronger now. “This isn’t something we wanted or planned. We’re just trying to understand it.”


Katherine studied us for a long moment, her scientific curiosity clearly at war with her skepticism. “How long can you maintain your… dominance without this ‘recharging’?”


“We don’t know exactly,” I admitted. “We haven’t been willing to test it for too long.”


“I stayed in Clara’s body for about two days,” Emma added. “Then I switched to Mandy. By the end of the third day, I felt mostly like her until Calvin and I... reconnected.”


“You mean until he fucked you,” Katherine said bluntly.


Emma winced at the crude language, Lisa’s sensibilities clearly offended. “Yes,” she said stiffly. “After that, I was more myself again.”


Katherine turned to me. “So you had sex with Mandy—my friend Mandy—while your wife was, what, possessing her?”


The accusation in her tone made me defensive. “It wasn’t like that. It was Emma, in Mandy’s body. Emma consented. Emma wanted it.”


“But Mandy didn’t consent,” Katherine pointed out, her voice hardening. “Mandy wasn’t even present to consent. You had sex with my friend’s body while she was… what, unconscious? Absent? Do you realize how that sounds?”


“I thought you didn’t believe us,” I countered. “You said it was a bad sci-fi plot. Why worry about consent if you don’t believe it’s real?”


“Because,” Katherine said, “if it is real—and that’s still a big ‘if’—then you’re taking advantage of vulnerable women.”


I stood up, startling both Katherine and Emma. “And what was I supposed to do? Just ignore her, let my wife’s consciousness fade away until there was nothing left of her? Watch her die a second time?” My anger, fueled by fear and grief, boiled over and seemed to take Katherine by surprise, her hand reaching for her pocket and the pepper spray within. “So far her hosts have been completely clueless about what happened during the time she was possessing them. It’s like they blacked out, and they remember nothing. So yeah, I’ll happily fuck my wife, in whatever body she’s in, to keep her from disappearing. That’s not me taking advantage, that’s me being a husband.”


Dr. Winters stared at me, mouth agape, then frowned slightly. “Well,” she muttered after a pause. “I think a demonstration is in order.”
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Chapter 10: Self Science


“A demonstration,” Katherine repeated, leaning forward in her chair. “I want to see this transfer happen. If what you’re claiming is true, I need to observe it firsthand.”


“You want Emma to… transfer into you?” I asked, not quite believing what I was hearing.


Katherine nodded, her scientific curiosity clearly overriding her skepticism. “If this is real, I want to experience it. And if it’s not, then no harm done, right?”


Emma shifted uncomfortably beside me. “Before we do this, you need to understand what you’re consenting to. I’ll have access to your memories, your thoughts. I’ll be… you, in a way.”


“And I’ll be unconscious? Or gone?” Katherine asked, her scientific precision evident even in her skepticism.


“Not gone,” Emma explained. “Just… dormant. When I leave, you won’t remember anything that happened while I was in control.”


Katherine snorted. “How convenient. No witnesses to your ‘possession.’” She made air quotes with her fingers. “But fine, I consent to being ‘possessed’ by your dead wife.” Her sarcasm was thick enough to cut with a knife. “Thanks for asking, by the way. At least you’re not having Calvin’s wife switch with me without my consent.”


The barb hit home, and I winced. “We’re trying to do this right.”


“There’s another problem,” Emma explained to the scientist, her brow furrowing. “Sister Margaret. When I leave her body, she’s going to be very confused. She’ll have no idea how she got here or who you are.”


“She might call the police,” Katherine added with a smirk. “Kidnapping a nun is probably a felony.”


Emma stood up and began pacing, a gesture that looked strange on Sister Margaret’s normally composed body. “I need to take something to keep her calm when she wakes up. Something mild.”


“Oh, sure,” Katherine said, her voice dripping with sarcasm. “Let’s add drugging a nun to the list of crimes. Why not?”


Despite her harsh words, Katherine made no move to stop us or leave. Her scientific curiosity was clearly winning out over her ethical concerns.


“I don’t like this,” I said, following Emma as she headed toward our bathroom. “Drugging her seems wrong.”


“What choice do we have?” Emma countered, opening the medicine cabinet with the familiarity of someone who had done it a thousand times. “If she wakes up in a strange house with strange people, she’ll panic. This will just… take the edge off.”


She reached for a prescription bottle I recognized—mild anti-anxiety medication she’d been prescribed years ago after a particularly stressful period at work. She shook three pills into her palm.


“I used to take these when my nerves got bad,” she explained, though I already knew. “Sometimes to help me sleep. They’re not strong, taken alone. But three of them should make Lisa drowsy enough not to panic.”


Emma swallowed the pills with a handful of water from the sink. A few minutes later, she sat down heavily on the edge of the tub, her eyelids already growing heavy.


We returned to the living room where Katherine was waiting, her expression a mixture of scientific fascination and moral judgment. She didn’t seem particularly concerned to see the nun’s eyes growing glassy, her body swaying slightly as the drugs kicked in.


“So,” she said, standing up and brushing invisible lint from her jeans. “How do we do this? Do I need to touch her, or…?”


Emma nodded slowly. “Physical contact seems to be the trigger. A handshake should be enough.”


Katherine extended her hand, her skepticism evident in the slight smirk on her face. “Well, Sister whatever, it was nice meeting you. I look forward to being possessed by a dead woman.”


Emma took a deep breath and reached out, clasping Katherine’s hand firmly in her own.


For a moment, nothing happened. Emma and Katherine stood frozen, hands clasped, while I held my breath. Then Katherine’s body jerked slightly, her eyes widening in shock.


“Holy shit,” she breathed, her voice still Katherine’s but somehow different—more hesitant, more surprised. “It worked. It actually worked.” She released Emma’s hand and staggered back, staring at her own palms in wonder. “I’m… I’m in her body. I’m Katherine. But I’m Emma.”


Sister Margaret swayed on her feet, her eyes unfocused. The medication was clearly taking effect, making her movements sluggish as she looked around in confusion.


“Where… where am I?” she mumbled, her voice slurred. “What’s happening?”


I moved quickly to guide her to the couch, helping her sit down. “It’s okay,” I said soothingly, though I knew it was anything but okay for her. “You’re safe. Just rest.”


Katherine—or rather, Emma in Katherine’s body—was examining herself with scientific precision, running her hands over her arms, touching her face, adjusting to her new form.


“The neural pathways are so different,” she said, her voice taking on Katherine’s clinical tone but with Emma’s wonder behind it. “Everything is… sharper somehow. More analytical. I can feel how her brain processes information. It’s like thinking in high definition.”


She turned to look at Sister Margaret, who was now slumping against the couch cushions, her eyelids heavy. “And what a contrast! Going from that rigid, faith-structured mind to this…” She tapped her temple. “Katherine’s brain is like a supercomputer compared to hers. No offense to the nun, but it’s like going from a horse-drawn carriage to a Tesla.”


I couldn’t tell how much of this assessment was Emma and how much was Katherine’s own ego coloring Emma’s perceptions. The disdain for religious thinking certainly sounded more like the skeptical scientist than my wife.


“Oh, and I’m really turned on,” Katherine added, grinning as she cupped her breasts through her shirt and biting her lip as her gaze wandered to me. “Which is very unusual, because I’m... she’s supposed to be a lesbian.”


I felt my face grow warm. “Can we maybe not talk about Katherine’s body’s, um, reactions?”


“We need to get me into an MRI,” Emma continued as if I hadn’t spoken, pacing now with Katherine’s energetic stride. “And an EEG. We should monitor brain activity during the transfer. And we’ll need blood samples to check for hormonal changes. Oh! And we should—”


“Whoa, slow down,” I interrupted, placing a hand on her shoulder. It felt strange touching Katherine’s body while knowing Emma was inside. “One step at a time.”


Emma nodded, pushing Katherine’s glasses up her nose in a gesture that was pure scientist. “You’re right. Methodical approach. First things first.” She looked back at Sister Margaret, who was now barely conscious. “The medication is working. Good. That gives us some time.”


She closed her eyes suddenly, her brow furrowing in concentration. “I can see them,” she whispered. “The threads. Just like when I transferred from Veronica to Lisa. Mental pathways, memories, emotions… they’re all connected by these… threads of consciousness.”


“You can see inside her mind?” I asked, not quite understanding.


“Not see, exactly. It’s more like… feeling. Sensing.” Emma’s eyes remained closed, her face a mask of concentration. “There’s one that’s particularly strong. It’s fascinating. Let me just…”


Without warning, Katherine’s body shuddered violently. Her back arched, her mouth falling open in a silent gasp. Her hands gripped the arms of the chair so tightly her knuckles turned white. A deep, guttural moan escaped her throat as her body convulsed in what was unmistakably an intense orgasm.


Sister Margaret, even in her drugged state, looked scandalized. I stood frozen, completely bewildered.


After several seconds, Emma relaxed, Katherine’s body going limp in the chair. A slow, satisfied smile spread across her face.


“Well,” she said, her voice breathless. “That was unexpected.”


“What the hell just happened?” I demanded. “Did you just cum?”


Emma nodded slowly and straightened up, adjusting Katherine’s rumpled clothing with a smirk that looked perfectly at home on the scientist’s face. “I think I found a solution to our problem.”
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Chapter 11: Memory


“The threads,” Emma explained, her mind clearly racing with the implications. “I don’t know what they are exactly. A neural map? A mental representation of Katherine’s thoughts?” She paced the living room, her movements sharp and precise. “Hardware, software, that’s basically the question. We’d really need to see what happens inside the brain to start drawing conclusions. A PET scan would really—”


“Emma,” I cut in, holding up a hand. “You’re getting sidetracked again. Focus. You said you found a solution.”


She stopped, turning to face me. “I think I can alter my... her brain. Rewire her neural connections, on the fly. Nothing big, or not easily. We’re talking about very specific tweaks, editing memories, small suggestions?”


I stared at her, trying to process the implications. “So you could what, create memories to explain the missing time? Make her not suspicious?”


“Her or anyone else!” Emma said, her eyes gleaming with Katherine’s intellectual excitement. “I could create an explanation for the missing time they’d accept as their own. Make Sister Margery—”


“Margaret...” I corrected. It was fascinating to see how even basic information like names didn’t seem to carry over that well. I guess Katherine herself was bad with names, or didn’t care enough to remember them.


“Margaret, right. I could make her think she just felt like having some time away from the convent.”


“She told Father O’Brien she had a family emergency,” I reminded her.


“But if they ever speak with her family they’ll find out it wasn’t true,” Emma countered. “I need to create a plausible memory, that she had doubts, needed to think about her faith, get some rest, all of that.


“Let’s not fuck with her faith. She seems to take it seriously.” I warned, still feeling guilty about involving her.


“Right. Right,” Emma said, clearly distracted by the possibilities. “Whatever would work best, obviously.” She turned to the drugged nun on the couch. “It will take a couple of hours for her to fully metabolize the medication. I’ll take over, and once she’s more lucid, we’ll get her back to the convent, and then I’ll switch back with Katherine, leaving that girl with a peaceful, private memory of her little sabbatical.”


I sighed in relief. “Thank God.”


My wife looked at me, laughing. “Thank Katherine. She knows exactly what she’s doing. Being inside her brain... it’s like, it all just makes sense.” She tapped Katherine’s temple. “Everything is clearer. I’m so much smarter, so much more... capable...”


I snorted. “With the ego to match, apparently.”


She smirked, hands on her hips. “You’re just jealous that I’m a genius now.”


“You’re using HER brain,” I corrected. “That’s cheating. She’s the genius.”


She stepped closer, running a hand down my chest. “I’m using HER entire body, but I can share.”


Sister Margaret groaned from the couch, her eyes fluttering open slightly, still confused and drowsy.


“I thought you were a lesbian now,” I said with a weak smile as Emma’s fingers started to undo the buttons of my jeans.


“Mmm, I am. I mean, she is.” Emma’s fingers were now on my belt buckle, pushing me toward an armchair. She looked up at me, her eyes, Katherine’s eyes, full of a familiar hunger. “Seems like you’re the exception to the rule, no matter what brain I’m using. And this body is... aching for you.”


“Emma, not in front of—”


“Shhh, she’s barely conscious,” she whispered, sliding to her knees in front of me. “And I won’t let her remember anyway.”


She fished my hardening cock out of my pants, staring at it with a confused fascination. “I’ve never touched a dick before.” She giggled.


I chuckled. “Seems like the theme for this week.”


“Right?” she said, her fingers tracing the length of my shaft. “Not that I mind. I should, but I don’t.” She leaned in closer, her tongue darting out to taste the tip of my cock. “Salty.” She laughed. “Of course it’s salty. I know it is. But I don’t. Fascinating!” She swirled her tongue around the head before taking me into her mouth, her movements at first tentative, then more confident as she drew on her own original memories, not Katherine’s, for how to please me.


I stared at her, at that fiery red hair, those black-rimmed glasses, the determined, focused look in her eyes as she worked my cock. My wife, the scientist, my wife, the lesbian, my wife, dead and alive, on her knees in front of me, sucking me off in the living room while a nun drooled on the couch behind us.


“Damn, you’re leaking a lot,” she said, pulling back to stroke me, a string of pre-cum connecting her lips to my cock. “I didn’t know you had a thing for nerdy girls.”


“I have a thing for my wife,” I grunted.


She looked up at me, smirking again. “Right. Of course,” she said sarcastically, bringing her hands up to her own breasts, squeezing them through her shirt. “These aren’t very impressive compared to Mandy’s, are they?” she asked, then looked down at them with a frown. “But you know what’s nice?”


“What?” I asked, my breath coming short.


“You can have all the tits in the world now, fuck any pussy you want, and you’ll still be fucking me. You’ll still be fucking your wife.” She leaned forward again, wrapping her lips around my cock and taking me deeper this time. Her free hand slipped down to her own jeans, undoing them and sliding inside.


Was this going to be our life now? An endless parade of new bodies, new experiences, each one a violation of someone else’s life, a theft of their autonomy, all in the name of preserving my wife’s impossible existence? I was tempted, despite myself. A new woman every day, a new set of curves to explore, a new personality to interact with, all containing the same soul, the same woman I loved. I felt a wave of nausea, followed by an equally strong wave of desire. Besides, what choice did we have? Let her fade away?


“Come on, fill my mouth,” she moaned around my cock, her hand working frantically between her own legs now. “I want to taste you. I want to feel you shoot down this lesbian’s throat.”


I moaned and laughed, sliding two fingers through the fiery red hair. “Damn, is Katherine’s brain making you this much of a freak?”


“Oh I’m a kinky girl, Calvin,” she said, pulling back to gasp for air. “You have no idea the kind of stuff Katherine is into. Just not dicks, usually.” She went back down on me with renewed enthusiasm, her tongue swirling around the head before she took me deep into her throat, gagging slightly.


I felt my climax approaching, my hips thrusting forward, fucking her mouth with a desperation I hadn’t felt since the first time I’d made love to Emma all those years ago. I could feel her moaning around my cock, her own orgasm building. I came with a groan, my cock pulsing, filling her mouth with my cum. She swallowed it all, her eyes rolling back in her head as she came from her own touch.


When I finally pulled away, she looked up at me, her face flushed, her glasses askew. She licked her lips, then pulled her fingers from her pants, sucking them clean with a wicked grin.


The poor nun on the couch moaned again, her head lolling to the side, staring at us with glazed, unfocused eyes.


“Oh, sorry,” Emma said nonchalantly, noticing her audience. “Forgot you were there.”


I leaned back in the armchair, my heart pounding, my mind reeling from the intensity of it all. “Feeling more like yourself?” I asked, watching as Emma stood up and adjusted her clothes.


“Yep,” she said, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. “Weird how this seems to work. You reach climax and it brings me back. Vaginal or oral, doesn’t seem to matter. I’m pretty sure a handjob would do the trick too. I can’t find a rational explanation for it. This is baffling.”


I stared at her, frowning.


“Relax, it really is me, Cal,” she said, chuckling. “Well as much me as I can be in this brain, evidently. More me, at least. I’m still smarter. That doesn’t seem to be going away no matter how many times you fuck me. I’m as smart as the person I’m in, period.”


I nodded, thoughtful and, I have to admit, a bit turned on by—


“Oh I can see the gears in your head turning,” she said, winking at me. “A hot bimbo brain, a genius brain, a shy brain... What will you want to stick your dick in next?” She looked down at Katherine’s body.


I cleared my throat, trying to get back to more serious matters before my own imagination got carried away. “Emma, we need to come up with a plausible cover story to explain Lisa’s absence. And for Katherine too. Make sure they both remember nothing.”


“Make me forget?!” Emma asked, her voice suddenly sharp, her eyes narrowing. “No way!”


I blinked. “We cant—”


“This is the discovery of a lifetime,” she continued, her voice taking on Katherine’s academic tone again. “We have to study this. Properly. With equipment. I can’t just forget it!”


“She’s gonna freak out!”


“No she won’t,” Emma said, her hand waving dismissively. “She’ll be cool. I know her, remember? I know her brain. I’m her, currently.”


I frowned again.


She sighed. “I’m still me, Jesus, Cal... I’m telling you that this is too big for her to want to forget it. Too big for her not to want to study it.”


I was too tired to argue. We’d asked for Katherine’s help because we weren’t ‘qualified’ to figure this out. Maybe she wasn’t either. This felt more like magic than science. But in any case, she certainly was more qualified than me, or Emma would under normal circumstances, or in most bodies.


“So what now?” I asked, feeling drained.


My wife picked up Katherine’s phone, unlocking it with her thumbprint. “Now I leave myself a message,” she said, her fingers flying across the screen. “Explaining everything, in a way that will make sense to her. I’ll play with her memories too, to make it obvious something weird happened, so she believes me when she watches the video.” She hit record and held the phone up.


“Hey Kat, it’s you. Or rather it’s me. It’s Emma, Calvin’s wife. So obviously this whole possession business is not bullshit. I’m in your body right now, which you won’t remember. I figured out I can play with memories, among other things, so I’ll give you a completely different set of memories from the time was here. But when you watch this, not remembering recording it, you’ll know something weird happened. No doubt you’ll want to learn more about whatever is going on here.” She paused, then added, “Help us, and we’ll let you study us. We need to get the nun back to her convent, so I need a body to switch back into once we’re done.” She lowered the phone, ending the recording with a smirk. “There.”


Sister Margaret was stirring again on the couch, her eyes fluttering open. “What...” she mumbled.


Emma moved to her side. “It’s okay, Margery,” she said, her voice calm.


“Sister Margaret... Lisa.” I sighed.


“Lisa,” Emma corrected herself. “It’s okay, Lisa. You’re safe. Just relax.” She placed a hand on the nun’s forehead, freezing for a moment.


The nun blinked, her eyes still glazed. “Oh dear... I’m...” She tried to sit up, her body still sluggish. “I’m... so tired...”


“Jesus, your wife is really out of it,” Emma commented with a smirk. Wait a minute...


“Katherine?” I asked, raising an eyebrow. I was expecting confusion, the same weird transition we saw with the others, but it was different this time. Instead of her acting like a confused Katherine waking up from a weird dream, she acted like she had been here all along.


“What?” she asked, looking over at me.


“You were just Emma,” I said, gesturing between the two of them.


“No I wasn’t,” she said with a confused frown. “I’ve been here the whole time. You two are nuts. I rest my case.” She stood up, adjusting her glasses. “It was entertaining, but I think it’s time for me to go. You clearly need some time to... process your grief and...” She gestured vaguely toward the nun. “Whatever this is.”


“Wait,” I said, standing up too. “What do you think happened here? What do you remember?”


Emma chuckled from the couch, apparently finding something funny in her own drugged confusion.


“What do you mean, what do I remember?” Katherine asked, her patience clearly wearing thin. “I came here because Mandy gave you my number and told you about the clinic. I admit the magician showing up and the clowns were entertaining, and the hypnotist act was a real hoot, but I have yet to see any evidence your wife came back from the dead.” She frowned. “That trick with the ceiling opening and birds flying out was pretty good, though. How did you...” She looked around, realizing how insane she sounded. “You’re fucking with me, aren’t you?”


Then, I laughed too, Katherine’s eyes narrowing.


“Did you drug me too?” she asked, looking at me, then at the still giggling nun.


“You should check your phone. There’s a video for you,” I said, leaning against the wall and crossing my arms.


She huffed and pulled her phone out, her thumb unlocking it. I watched as her face went from annoyance to confusion. She stared at the screen. “When did I...?”


“You didn’t. My wife did. Watch it.” I insisted.


She tapped the screen, her eyes widening as she watched herself, or rather, Emma in her body, explain the impossible. Her hand flew to her mouth, her breath catching.


“Oh my god,” she whispered, her eyes darting between the phone, the nun, and me. “This isn’t... You didn’t...” She looked at her hands, turning them over as if seeing them for the first time. “This is... This is real?”


“Real...” slurred Emma from the couch, her words barely audible. “Very... real...”


Katherine sat down hard next to her, her legs suddenly weak. “I don’t... How?” She took a deep breath, opened her mouth, then winced. “Ouch! Why does my jaw...” She trailed off, licking her lips, then ran her tongue over her teeth, her eyes wide with dawning horror. “No. No, no, no...”


I felt a sudden surge of guilt for my part in this. “Emma said you’d be okay with it,” I offered weakly.


“Okay with what? What the fuck did she do in my body?!” Katherine demanded, her voice rising in panic.


“Just... a quick blowjob,” I mumbled, unable to meet her eyes.


Katherine stared at me, her face a mask of disbelief. “I’m a lesbian!” she practically shouted, jumping to her feet. “I have never even... I don’t even like men! I never agreed to this!” She looked down at her body with disgust, then at the grinning, half-conscious nun. “I’m calling the police!” She fumbled for her phone again, her hands shaking.


“Wait,” I said, stepping forward. “Please, just... listen.”


“You listen! You and your dead wife sexually assaulted me! I’m going to have you both arrested!”


“Both arrested?” I snorted, gesturing toward the drooling nun. “Me and my dead wife? Does Sister Margaret have to be arrested too? How do you explain this one?”


She stared at the giggling, drugged-up nun, her anger faltering.


“Emma said you’d help. She said it was the discovery of a lifetime.” I added, heart racing.


“And that makes it okay for her to use my body like that?” Katherine shot back, though her voice had lost some of its edge.


“Okay, it was wrong,” I admitted. “But that’s just how it works. I’m sorry! When she’s in someone’s body she’s horny and...”


“That’s no excuse!” Katherine said, though she seemed to be calming down.


“It’s all I got.”


“Fuck!” she yelled, kicking the coffee table. She paced back and forth, her fists clenched, her mind clearly racing. “This is absolutely insane.”


“Will you help us?” I asked, my voice barely a whisper.


She stopped pacing and looked at me, then at the nun, then back at me. “I can’t believe I’m considering this...”
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Chapter 6: Sin


I pulled into our driveway and killed the engine, glancing over at Sister Margaret—or Lisa, or Emma, or whoever she was now. The silence between us felt heavier than it had with Mandy. There was a tension in the air I couldn’t quite place.


“Home sweet home,” I said, trying to sound casual despite the absurdity of bringing a nun—my wife’s consciousness trapped inside a nun—into our marital home. “You okay?”


Lisa’s hands were folded neatly in her lap, her posture rigid. She still had that aura of piety about her that seemed at odds with everything I knew about Emma.


“I’m… not sure,” she said softly, her blue eyes darting nervously around the house as we entered. She stood awkwardly in our living room, looking at familiar objects as if they were artifacts in a museum. Her fingers traced the edge of a photo frame—our wedding picture—but she didn’t pick it up.


She turned to me, her expression conflicted. “It feels so strange being here. I remember everything, but it’s like… I’m viewing it through a filter.” She touched her chest. “I—I mean Lisa, Sister Margaret—she’s not used to this. She sleeps at the convent with the other sisters. This place feels…” She struggled for words. “Worldly. That’s how I—she—would describe it.”


Was I going to have to get used to every host making similar comments? Now it felt like Emma was rediscovering the house every time she moved on to someone else. I felt at a loss. Emma was still there, buried beneath layers of Sister Margaret’s personality, but the nun’s influence was undeniable. I needed to break the ice, to bring her back to herself.


I approached her slowly, reaching out to take her in my arms the way I had with Mandy, the way I would have with Emma. “Maybe we just need to—”


“NO!” she screamed, recoiling violently and backing against the wall. Her eyes were wild with fear. “Don’t touch me! This is a sin! You’re married to her, not me! I’ve taken vows before God!” Her voice wasn’t Emma’s anymore—it was higher, panicked. “The Lord sees all! I cannot betray Him!”


I backed away, hands raised. “Whoa, whoa! I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to—”


“Fornicator! Tempter!” she spat, then immediately covered her mouth with her hands, eyes wide with shock at her own outburst.


“Emma,” I said firmly, keeping my distance. “Emma, I need you to focus on my voice. Remember who you are. Remember us.”


Lisa was trembling now, tears streaming down her face. “I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” she whispered. “That wasn’t me—I mean, it was me but... Lisa is… Her faith is like a wall inside my mind.”


I cautiously sat on the couch, patting the spot beside me. “Come sit. No touching. Just talk to me.”


After a moment’s hesitation, she perched on the edge of the cushion, as far from me as possible.


“Tell me what’s happening,” I said gently.


She wiped her tears with shaking hands. “It’s like being torn in two. I want you—God, I want you so badly it hurts.” Her cheeks flushed deep red. “But Lisa is horrified by those feelings. I’ve never… she’s innocent in ways I wasn’t even before we met. The desire I feel terrifies her. It’s like something screaming inside my head that these thoughts are sinful.” She looked up at me, her eyes a battlefield of desire and devotion. “I’ve never felt so conflicted. With Mandy, with Veronica, their personalities influenced me, but Lisa… her faith is the core of who she is. I can’t just push it aside.”


I sat there watching Lisa—Emma—whoever she was now, struggling with herself. My mind raced with conflicting thoughts. What the hell were we supposed to do now? I couldn’t force her into anything she wasn’t comfortable with, but our options were limited. If we tried finding another host, what would happen to Sister Margaret afterward? She’d wake up in a strange man’s house with no memory of how she got there. We’d be looking at kidnapping charges at minimum. Even if we had Emma switch out in the open, away from witnesses, the trauma of suddenly finding herself in a random part of town, miles away from her convent with no explanation would be devastating. I frowned, realizing we had been doing just that to everyone Emma had possessed up to now.


“I don’t know what to do,” I admitted, running a hand through my hair. “We can’t just… let her go like this. She’d be confused, and it would raise too many questions.” I didn’t say the other part out loud—that each time we’d been intimate, Emma had seemed to grow stronger in her host body. The sex with Veronica had brought Emma fully to the surface, but now, in Lisa’s body, all that strength seemed gone. Had the transfer drained her somehow? Or was Sister Margaret’s faith simply too powerful to overcome?


Lisa sat rigidly on the couch, her hands clasped in prayer. “I don’t know either,” she whispered. “These feelings… they’re so confusing. I remember wanting you, but it feels… it feels…” She couldn’t even finish the sentence, her face flushing crimson.


“What if,” I said carefully, “we just start small? A kiss, maybe? Just one little kiss.”


“No!” Lisa’s eyes flashed with panic. “That would be a sin! I can’t—we can’t—”


“It doesn’t have to be on the lips,” I said quickly, trying a different approach. “Just a kiss on the cheek. Friends do that all the time. Even nuns must give friendly kisses, right?”


She hesitated, her internal struggle visible on her face. “I… I suppose that wouldn’t be… entirely inappropriate.”


“Just one,” I promised, not moving any closer, letting her come to me.


After what felt like an eternity, Lisa inched toward me on the couch. Her movements were stiff, uncertain. She leaned forward and quickly pressed her lips to my cheek, then immediately pulled back as if burned.


“There,” I said softly. “That wasn’t so bad, was it?”


She touched her lips with her fingertips, a look of wonder crossing her face. Something had shifted in her eyes—a flicker of my Emma coming through.


“It feels… warm,” she said, sounding surprised. “Like… like sunshine inside.”


I chuckled at her innocence. “Would you like to try again?” I asked, hardly daring to breathe.


Lisa nodded slowly, her eyes never leaving mine. This time, when she leaned in, she lingered a moment longer, her lips soft against my skin. When she pulled back, her breathing had quickened slightly.


“I’ve never…” she started, then corrected herself. “Lisa has never felt this way before. It’s… it’s frightening but also… nice?” She sounded like a child discovering something new and forbidden. “There’s this feeling, down in my… in my private places. It makes me feel all tingly and warm.”


I swallowed hard. “That’s normal. It’s called desire.”


“Desire,” she repeated the word like it was foreign on her tongue. “I was taught that desire is the devil’s playground. But it doesn’t feel evil. It feels… good.”


This time, I was the one who leaned forward, slowly, giving her every chance to pull away. I pressed my lips gently to hers, a chaste kiss that lasted only a second. When I pulled back, her eyes were wide, pupils dilated.


“Oh,” she breathed. “Oh my.”


The next kiss came from her, surprising me with its urgency. Her lips pressed against mine, inexperienced but eager. I felt her hands tentatively touch my shoulders, then slide up to cup my face. When she pulled away, she was panting slightly.


“These feelings,” she whispered, “they’re so strong. I remember them, but it’s like… it’s like I’m feeling them for the first time. My body—Lisa’s body—it’s never known this before. It’s… it’s making me wet.” She looked mortified at her own words. “I’m not supposed to say things like that. I’m not supposed to feel things like that. But I do. I really, really do.”


The next kiss broke something loose in her. Her mouth opened under mine, her tongue shyly meeting my own. She moaned into my mouth, the sound so innocent and erotic at the same time that it sent heat coursing through my veins. Her hands clutched at my shirt, pulling me closer.


“Calvin,” she gasped when we broke apart. “I feel so… so sinful. But I don’t want to stop. Is that wrong? Lisa thinks it’s wrong, but Emma… I… I want more. I want to do the things I remember. The things we used to do together.” Her face was flushed, her blue eyes dark with a mixture of desire and confusion. “Will God punish me for these thoughts? For wanting to… to make love with you?”


I took her trembling hands in mine, looking directly into those conflicted blue eyes.


“Listen to me,” I said firmly. “You’re not Lisa. You’re Emma—my Emma—who happens to be controlling Lisa’s body right now. Nothing you’re doing is Lisa’s sin. She’s not even here, not really. She’s not making these choices.” I squeezed her hands gently. “You’re borrowing her body, that’s all. And you, Emma, have never been religious. You’ve never worried about these things before. So Emma’s guilt is not something that should be weighing on your mind.”


The tension in her shoulders eased slightly. “You’re right. I’m not her. I’m me.” She touched her chest. “But what about my soul, Calvin? Emma’s soul? If I can move between bodies like this… what does that mean? Am I… am I damned already?” The question hung in the air between us, but even as she asked it, her hands were moving to my chest, fingers splaying across my shirt.


“I don’t know,” I answered honestly. “But I know that I love you, and I know that you’re here, against all odds. If there is a God, wouldn’t He want us to cherish this miracle?”


She bit her lower lip, a gesture so unlike a nun and so much like my Emma that it made my heart ache. “I want to touch you,” she whispered, her voice a mixture of shame and desire. “I remember how it feels, but Lisa’s body… it’s never known a man’s touch. It’s like I’m a virgin again, but with all these memories of what to do.”


Her hands moved tentatively to the buttons of my shirt, fumbling slightly as she undid them one by one. When her fingers brushed against my bare chest, she gasped.


“You’re so warm,” she murmured, exploring me with the wonder of someone discovering the ocean for the first time. Her touch was hesitant, then bolder as she traced the contours of my chest and shoulders.


I reached for her, sliding my hand to her waist, feeling the curve of her hip through the simple black dress. She shivered under my touch, her breath catching.


“Can I…” she started, then blushed furiously. “Can I touch you… down there? I remember how, but it feels so forbidden.”


Before I could answer, she froze, her eyes widening with sudden panic.


“Wait,” she said, pulling back slightly. “Will she—will Lisa—remember any of this when I’m gone? Will she wake up knowing what we did?” The horror in her voice was palpable.


I shook my head. “No, that’s not how it seems to work. You know it’s not. Clara didn’t remember anything. Neither did Veronica. When you leave a body, their memories of that time go with you.”


Relief washed over her face, followed by something darker, more primal. “So she’ll never know,” she whispered, and I watched as something shifted in her eyes. The last vestiges of Sister Margaret’s restraint seemed to crumble away.


“Then God forgive me,” she breathed, and lunged forward, crushing her mouth against mine.


The transformation was startling. Her hands were suddenly everywhere—in my hair, under my shirt, fumbling with my belt. She kissed me with a desperate hunger that belied her innocent appearance, her tongue sliding against mine with growing confidence.


“I want to do everything,” she gasped between kisses. “All the things I remember but Lisa’s never done. I want to feel you inside me. I want to taste you. I want—” She broke off, seemingly shocked by her own words, but the desire burning in her eyes didn’t diminish.


She pulled at my shirt, nearly tearing it in her eagerness to get it off. When I was bare-chested before her, she stared in fascination.


“It’s so strange,” she murmured, running her hands over my skin. “I know this body. I’ve touched it a thousand times. But it feels like the first time.” She leaned forward and pressed her lips to my chest, a tentative kiss that quickly turned into something more as she began to explore me with her mouth.


“Show me,” she whispered against my skin. “Show me everything again.”


I watched in awe as Lisa—Emma—began to undress. Her movements were a contradiction: hesitant yet determined, innocent yet knowing. She fumbled with the buttons of her simple black dress, her fingers trembling slightly.


“I’ve never undressed for a man before,” she whispered, though we both knew it wasn’t entirely true. Emma had undressed for me countless times, but Lisa’s body never had. “Help me?”


I stepped forward, my hands replacing hers on the buttons. As the dress opened, I revealed pale, unblemished skin that had likely rarely seen the sun. Her breasts were small but perfectly formed, topped with pink nipples that hardened under my gaze. Without the modest clothing, Sister Margaret’s body was surprisingly lithe—slender but with gentle curves at her hips and waist.


“You’re beautiful,” I breathed, sliding the dress from her shoulders. She stood before me in nothing but simple white cotton panties, her blonde hair falling loose around her shoulders. The contrast between her innocent appearance and the hunger in her eyes was the most erotic thing I’d ever seen.


“I want to see you too,” she said, her voice stronger now. She reached for my belt with newfound confidence, unfastening it and pulling it free with a soft hiss of leather. As she worked on my pants, I couldn’t help but marvel at the situation. Yesterday it was Mandy, today a nun. How many bodies would Emma inhabit? How many different women would I make love to, all of them containing some essence of my wife?


When we were both naked, she pressed her body against mine, gasping at the contact. “Oh God,” she moaned, then immediately covered her mouth. “I shouldn’t say His name like that.”


“It’s okay,” I assured her, guiding her to our bedroom, to our bed. “It’s just us here.”


She lay back on the couch, her legs instinctively closing, that last bit of Lisa’s modesty still present. I knelt between her thighs, gently coaxing them apart. Her pussy was pink and perfect, with just a small tuft of blonde hair above it. It looked untouched, virginal—which, of course, it was.


“I’m going to make you feel good,” I promised, lowering my head between her legs.


At the first touch of my tongue against her clit, she cried out, her back arching off the bed. “Fuck!” she gasped, then immediately, “I’m sorry, I shouldn’t say—oh, oh my God!”


I worked her with my mouth, savoring the sweet taste of her, so different from Mandy, from my Emma’s original body. Each woman had her own unique flavor, and there was something intoxicating about discovering them all.


“Calvin, please,” she begged, her hips bucking against my face. “I need you inside me. I need to feel you stretching me open. Please, please fuck me.”


The filthy words coming from the mouth of a woman who had taken vows of chastity sent a jolt of pleasure straight to my cock. I moved up her body, positioning myself at her entrance.


“This might hurt,” I warned, remembering that Lisa’s body was untouched.


“I don’t care,” she panted, wrapping her legs around my waist. “I want it to hurt. I want to feel everything.”


I pushed forward slowly, feeling the resistance of her hymen. She winced but urged me on, her nails digging into my shoulders. With one firm thrust, I broke through, burying myself to the hilt in her tight, virgin pussy.


“Oh fuck, oh fuck,” she chanted, her eyes wide with pain and pleasure. “It’s so much… you’re so big inside me.”


I held still, letting her adjust, watching the play of emotions across her face. “Are you okay?”


“Yes,” she nodded frantically. “Move. Please move. Fuck me, Calvin. Fuck your wife.”


I began to thrust, slowly at first, then with increasing force as her body opened to me. Her pussy gripped me like a vise, so tight it was almost painful. I couldn’t help comparing. Mandy had been eager but experienced, Veronica wanton and skilled. This was different. The physical innocence of the body combined with Emma’s sexual knowledge created an intoxicating blend.


“Harder,” she demanded, her voice losing all traces of Sister Margaret’s gentleness. “Fuck me harder. I want to feel your cock all the way inside me. I want you to pound my virgin cunt until I can’t walk.”


I complied, driving into her with abandon, the headboard slamming against the wall with each thrust. Her legs wrapped tighter around me, her heels digging into my lower back.


“Yes, yes, yes,” she chanted, her head thrashing from side to side. “Oh God, I’m going to come. I’m going to come on your big cock!”


Her pussy clenched around me as she climaxed, her inner walls pulsating in waves that nearly pushed me over the edge. I gritted my teeth, holding back, wanting to prolong this.


“I want to try everything,” she gasped when she came down from her peak. “All the things I remember but have never done with this body.”


Before I could respond, she was pushing me onto my back, straddling me with newfound confidence. She positioned my cock at her entrance and sank down, taking me deep inside her again.


“Oh fuck,” she moaned, beginning to ride me. Her small breasts bounced with each movement, her blonde hair wild around her face. “I love the way your cock feels inside me. So deep like this.”


I gripped her hips, guiding her movements, watching in awe as this woman who had dedicated her life to God rode me like a woman possessed. And she was possessed, in a way—possessed by my Emma.


“I’m going to come inside you,” I warned as I felt my climax approaching.


“Yes,” she hissed, grinding down harder. “Fill me up. Mark me. Make me yours.”


With a groan, I erupted inside her, pumping her full of my cum. She collapsed on my chest, panting, her inner muscles still milking every last drop from me.


“I can feel you,” she whispered against my neck. “I can feel your cum inside me. It’s so warm.”


We lay there for several minutes, catching our breath. I stroked her hair, marveling at how different it felt from Mandy’s, from Veronica’s, from my Emma’s original hair.


“We need to figure this out,” I said finally. “How long you can stay in a body without… recharging. How the transfers work exactly.”


She nodded against my chest. “I know. But right now, I just want to enjoy this. Being with you again.” She lifted her head, looking into my eyes with a mixture of Emma’s love and Lisa’s wonder. “Can we do it again? There are so many things this body has never experienced.”


I laughed, feeling a stirring of renewed desire despite having just finished. “I’m not sure how long I can keep up if we’re doing this daily with new bodies,” I admitted. “But for you, I’ll certainly try.”


She grinned, a mischievous expression that looked utterly out of place on Sister Margaret’s innocent face. “Good. Because I want to taste you next. I want to feel your cock in my mouth.”


I sighed happily, surrendering to whatever strange new reality this was. Then, the strange reality came crashing back as I realized I had missed a key detail.


“We didn’t use protection, Em,” I said, the weight of this sudden new responsibility settling on me. “We’ve just been going at it like rabbits with no condoms.”


My wife raised an eyebrow, her cute, innocent face contorting into a wry, amused expression that was entirely Emma. “Don’t worry, I’m on birth control.”


I blinked. “You’re on birth control?” I asked, confused. “Sister Margaret is on birth control? A nun?”


Emma giggled. “Not for that, Cal. For my—” she paused, looking down at her new body. “For her period. She gets horrible cramps without it.”


I relaxed a little, though I couldn’t help but feel a sense of unease. It was one more reminder that we were playing with people’s lives here.


My wife, however, seemed completely unfazed, studying my naked body like it was a fascinating piece of art. Her eyes were bright, still full of desire. No more guilt, no more confusion. I laughed.


“What’s so funny?” she asked, propping herself up on one elbow, her blonde hair falling in a curtain around her face.


“Just wondering if you’re feeling more like yourself now that I’ve fucked the holiness out of you,” I said with a smirk. “You’re still acting like you’ve never done any of this before. I thought the sex was supposed to bring Emma to the surface.”


She smiled, a curious blend of Emma’s mischief and Sister Margaret’s innocence. “I am more myself. Look—” She sat up straight, her small breasts bouncing slightly with the movement. “Fuck, shit, goddamn, Jesus Christ on a bicycle!” She immediately covered her mouth, her cheeks flushing crimson. “See? I can say it, but it still feels… wrong. Like I’m wearing shoes on the wrong feet.”


“So you’re not fully Emma?”


She shook her head. “I don’t think I ever am, not completely. I’m Emma in my consciousness, in my memories, in my love for you. But I’m still experiencing everything through Lisa’s brain, her neural pathways, her hormones.” She touched her temple thoughtfully. “It’s like… I’m playing a piano I’ve never touched before. I know the song by heart, but my fingers have to learn where the keys are.”


I reached out to stroke her cheek. “That must be disorienting.”


“It is. But it’s also…” She bit her lip, that same gesture that was becoming familiar on this unfamiliar face. “It’s also incredibly fucking hot. Lisa’s body has never known any of this. Every sensation is new and intense. And there’s something about the forbidden nature of it all…” She leaned closer, her voice dropping to a whisper. “I can feel her in here, you know. Not conscious, but present. Part of her wants this, Calvin. Part of her has always wanted to know what it feels like to be filled, to be taken, to be… fucked.”


Her hand slid down my chest, fingers trailing over my stomach. “She’ll never admit it. She’ll never even know she experienced it. But right now, I can feel how her body responds to you. How wet she gets when I think about tasting your cock.”


My breath caught as her hand wrapped around my semi-hard shaft, coaxing it back to life. “Another round?” I asked, my voice rough.


“Mmm-hmm,” she nodded, sliding down my body. “I want to know what you taste like on this tongue. I want to feel you hit the back of this throat.” She positioned herself between my legs, her blue eyes looking up at me with that intoxicating mixture of innocence and desire. “I want to sin again.”


Without breaking eye contact, she lowered her head and took me into her mouth. The wet heat of her engulfed me, her inexperienced tongue exploring the contours of my cock with tentative licks that quickly grew more confident.


“Jesus,” I groaned, threading my fingers through her hair.


She pulled off just long enough to whisper, “Don’t take the Lord’s name in vain,” before swallowing me down again, deeper this time. The sight of Sister Margaret’s angelic face, her lips stretched around my cock, her eyes watering slightly as she took me deeper than her untrained throat was ready for, was almost enough to make me come right then.


She worked me with growing enthusiasm, her hands joining her mouth, stroking what she couldn’t fit. Occasionally she would pull back, gasping for air, strings of saliva connecting her lips to my cock, before diving back in with renewed determination.


“That’s it,” I encouraged her, guiding her movements with my hand in her hair. “Take it deeper. You’re doing so well.”


She moaned around me, the vibrations sending jolts of pleasure up my spine. When I felt my climax approaching, I tried to warn her, to pull her off, but she clung to me, sucking harder, her eyes locked on mine with fierce determination.


I came with a shout, flooding her mouth. She swallowed valiantly, though some escaped, trickling down her chin. When she finally released me, she licked her lips, looking both shocked and pleased with herself.


“So that’s what you taste like,” she said, wiping her chin with the back of her hand. “Salty. Not what I expected.”


I laughed, pulling her up to lie beside me. “You know damn well what I taste like.”


She grinned, resting her head on my chest. “Lisa didn’t. She never even let herself think about what cum tastes like.” She yawned, her body relaxing against mine. “But I think she liked it. I know I did.”


As she drifted off to sleep in my arms, I stared at the ceiling, wondering what tomorrow would bring. How long would Emma stay in Lisa’s body? Who would she jump to next? And how long could we go on like this, body-hopping through the world, before something went terribly wrong?


But for now, I held her close, this strange amalgamation of my wife and a nun, and allowed myself to enjoy the impossible miracle we’d been given.
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Chapter 5: Faith


I was startled by a knock on the car window. I blinked, looking up to find Ashley standing outside, her face pressed against the glass. I rolled down the window.


“Cal, you okay?” she asked, concern in her voice. “You’ve been sitting here forever.”


I looked at the clock on the dashboard and realized that an hour had already passed. “Fuck,” I mumbled, running a hand over my face.


“Want me to stay with you for a while?” she offered, leaning in through the window.


I glanced past her to where Father O’Brien and his helpers were packing a small van with religious paraphernalia. Sister Margaret—Emma—was among them. I watched as she lifted a large box, grunting slightly with the effort, her arms straining against the weight. “It’s alright, Ash. Go home. I’ll be fine.”


Ashley frowned. “Are you sure?” She followed my gaze, her eyes narrowing. She seemed genuinely concerned. “Are you waiting for someone?”


“No. I’m...” My words died in my throat as my brain tried to catch up. “Yeah, I am,” I said, nodding slowly. “The priest asked me to drive one of the sisters home after they were finished. She’s been working here for a while, and she doesn’t have a car.”


Ashley’s expression changed from one of worry to one of relief. She laughed softly. “That’s nice of you.” She patted my shoulder through the open window. “See you later, Cal.”


“See ya.” I watched her walk away, feeling a pang of guilt for lying to my sister-in-law.


Another twenty minutes passed before Emma finally climbed into the passenger seat. She sat rigidly, her hands folded primly in her lap, her posture perfect.


“You okay?” I asked, studying her profile.


“Hmm? Oh, yes. Just... thinking,” she replied, her voice distant. She turned to face me, her expression serious. “My... Her life is so different. She’s given herself to God. She spends her days in prayer, in service. It’s a hard life, but also... peaceful. Fulfilling.” She shook her head. “Maybe it’s the contrast to Veronica that’s making me feel this way. It’s like... like a cleansing. Like a baptism, washing away all the sin and filth.”


“Shit,” I chuckled nervously. “Do I need to fuck you again, bring you back down from your holy high horse?”


She frowned at me, her lips pursed in disapproval. “Please, Calvin. Have some respect.”


“Sorry,” I mumbled, feeling chastised. “I just want you back to normal. You’re not you right now.”


She sighed, looking down at her lap. “I... I’m me. I’m Emma... It’s just that... I feel like I’ve been called to a higher purpose.” She looked out the window.


I gulped, my heart racing. This was exactly what I’d feared. “Emma,” I began, but she cut me off with a sharp gesture.


“Relax,” she said, her tone dry. “I know this isn’t me. It’s just her. Her body, her mind. All of this is Sister Margaret, not me.”


“But you feel like her.”


“But I feel like her,” she conceded. “And it’s hard to ignore.”


I nodded, starting the car. “Still coming? Or are you going to fuse with her forever to fulfill your duty to God?”


“I’ll come,” she said, her voice soft. “I made a promise to you and I’ll keep it. We’ll find a solution together. And... I still love you.” It seemed to take her a great effort to say the words, and I felt my heart clench in my chest. She noticed the way my shoulders slumped and reached out to pat my arm, blushing. “Oh, don’t take it the wrong way, Calvin. It’s not that I love you less. It’s just hard to process through... through this.” She gestured at herself.


I drove in silence, my mind racing with the implications of everything we were dealing with. “Well, it’s obviously temporary,” I said finally. “I imagine your new friends are going to wonder where you are if you’re gone for too long. What are you going to tell them? Are you even allowed outside?”


She looked away. “I’m not a child, Calvin. I’m allowed to go where I please. I just want to make sure my duties are taken care of.”


“And when are your duties taken care of?”


“I’m supposed...” She groaned, hitting her legs. “I mean, she’s supposed to be back at the parish tomorrow morning. We were... I mean, they were going to pray and meditate at the cathedral tonight, but I told them I was meeting an old friend and might be late.”


I sighed, my eyes fixed on the road. Traffic was heavy, and it was taking longer to get home than usual. Looking at people in other cars, going about their normal lives, made me realize just how far we were from our regular routines. “We need to stop jumping you into new bodies every day without any planning. We need to understand the rules and find someone you can... stay in. For a while, at least, until we figure this out.”


I drove in silence for a few minutes, my mind racing with the implications of everything we were dealing with.


“Something happened when I went from Veronica to me,” the nun said, breaking the silence. “It felt... different. Not as immediate as the others.”


“Different how?”


“Like... I could see threads...”


“Threads?” I repeated, glancing over at her. “What kind of threads? Like spider webs?”


“Memories, I think,” she explained. “Veronica’s memories, maybe feelings, thoughts?”


“Okay...”


“It felt like I could pull them, twist them?” She blushed again. “I’m not explaining myself well.”


“What about that nerd you talked about when you were Mandy?” I said, getting off the highway and onto the quieter surface streets. “You seemed to think she’d be the perfect person to help us figure things out.”


“Oh... I don’t know... I don’t remember her now that I’m Lisa.” I saw her frowning as I looked over.


“Lisa?”


“That’s my name, Calvin!” she said, pouting at me. “Sister Margaret is my holy name. We pick a holy name when we take our vows.”


I chuckled, shaking my head. “Lisa, alright...”


She sighed. “I don’t remember much of her, but I remember thinking she was a good choice. I have no idea why.”


“Shit... I guess it’s too late now. We’re not going to go after Mandy again. She’s probably freaked out enough by all this.”


The young nun smirked. “I wrote down her name and number back at home, when I was still Mandy.”


I opened my mouth to say something, but closed it. I smirked back. “Good thinking.”


“Thank Mandy,” the nun said, winking.
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Chapter 4: The Funeral


The next day was a beautiful, sunny morning, a nice change from the cold and rain. I stood outside the cemetery, waiting for Emma. A crowd of people were gathered near the entrance, talking amongst themselves. My in-laws, some distant relatives, and some friends were all here, looking solemn and sad.


Shaking hands, pretending to care, I felt like a total fraud. I kept glancing over my shoulder, hoping to see a young girl with dark hair walking through the cemetery gates, but there was no sign of her.


“I don’t know how you even do it,” a voice said beside me. I turned to see Ashley, Emma’s sister, looking at me with concern. She was dressed in a simple black dress, her blonde hair pulled back in a loose ponytail. She looked so much like Emma it hurt. “I feel like I’m about to throw up.”


“Just doing my best to look like I’m fine,” I said. I glanced at the casket, resting on a pedestal. It was open, and there she was, the empty shell that had once housed my wife’s soul. It was surreal, standing here, mourning someone who wasn’t really gone. “Or maybe not fine, but the socially acceptable level of not fine...”


She nodded, understanding. “You too?” She scoffed. I could see the pain in her eyes, the slight tremble in her hands as she clutched her purse. She was devastated, but she was good at hiding it. That was Ashley for you. Always the strong one.


She looked around the cemetery, her eyes narrowing as she spotted someone in the crowd. “God, look at Veronica,” she muttered, nodding toward a woman standing a few feet away. “She’s actually enjoying this.”


I followed her gaze and saw a woman in her thirties, dressed in an expensive-looking black dress that hugged her curves a bit too tightly for a funeral. Her makeup was immaculate, her hair styled in a way that suggested she had spent hours in front of a mirror. She was standing next to a balding man who I assumed was her husband, laughing quietly at something he had said, then quickly covering her mouth with her hand and pretending to wipe away a tear.


“Who is she again?” I asked, though I vaguely remembered Emma mentioning her a few times.


“Our cousin,” Ashley said, her voice dripping with disdain. “Dad’s brother’s daughter. She and Emma couldn’t stand each other. Look at her, pretending to be sad.” She scoffed. “She’s probably already planning what to wear to the next funeral.”


I watched as Veronica made her way through the crowd, stopping to hug people, her face contorting into an exaggerated mask of grief every time she approached someone new. It was like watching a bad actress in a B-movie.


“She asked me earlier if I you were planning to sell Emma’s jewelry,” Ashley continued, her voice low. “Can you believe that? She didn’t even wait until the funeral was over.”


I shook my head, disgusted. “Jesus.”


“Yeah.” Ashley sighed, then looked at the open casket. “Emma would have hated this whole thing, you know. All these people pretending to care.”


“You’re sarcastic enough on her behalf to make up for it,” I said, trying to lighten the mood. Ashley laughed, a genuine one this time. The two sisters were quite different, but shared a very similar sense of humor.


“Yeah, well,” she said, “I’ll do my best to make her proud.”


I wrapped my arm around her shoulder, giving her a half hug. “She was proud of you, Ash. Very proud. You know that, right?”


She looked up at me, tears in her eyes, and gave me a weak smile. I felt a sudden wave of guilt wash over me. She had no idea that her sister was still here, that she was alive in another body.


I looked around again, hoping to see Emma, but there was still no sign of her. Where the hell was she? “You alright?” Ashley asked. “I mean, relatively speaking, obviously.”


“Yeah, I’m okay,” I said. “Just thinking about Emma, you know? Wondering what she would say if she could see us here.” Subtle, Cal. Real subtle.


Ashley smiled, a genuine smile that reached her eyes. “She’d be proud of you too, Calvin.” She glanced at the casket again, then back at me. “She’d want us to remember her as she was, not…” She gestured vaguely at the coffin.


I nodded, understanding. “Not as an empty shell.”


Ashley nodded slowly. “I guess that’s one way to look at it.” She sighed, then straightened her shoulders. “I should go say hello to Aunt Martha before she thinks I’m avoiding her.” She squeezed my arm one last time. “Hang in there, Calvin.”


I watched her walk away, her head held high despite the weight of her grief. I turned back to the casket, looking at the peaceful face of my wife’s body. It was strange how detached I felt from it now. It wasn’t Emma anymore. Emma was out there somewhere, in Mandy’s body, making her way here. At least, I hoped she was.


I continued to shake hands, my mind drifting further away with each sympathetic nod and murmured condolence. Mrs. Henderson from next door, my boss from work, Emma’s old college roommate—their faces blurred together as I scanned the crowd for Mandy. Where the hell was she? The uncertainty was eating away at me. Had something happened? Had Emma lost her grip on Mandy’s consciousness?


“Such a tragedy,” said someone—I didn’t even register who—as they patted my shoulder and moved on.


I caught Veronica staring at me from across the small gathering. When our eyes met, she had the audacity to wink at me, her red-painted lips curling into what I suppose she thought was a seductive smile. I felt my stomach turn. Her husband was right beside her, oblivious, as she dabbed at perfectly dry eyes with a lace handkerchief that probably cost more than my suit. Every few minutes, she’d let out a theatrical sigh loud enough for everyone to hear, then immediately return to whispering and giggling with another woman. She was like a caricature of grief, a performance so bad it would have been comical if it weren’t so disrespectful.


The priest approached me, his face a practiced mask of professional sympathy. “Mr. Kent, we’ll be asking everyone to take their seats in about five minutes. I’ll do the opening prayer, and then if anyone wishes to say a few words about the deceased, they may do so.” He lowered his voice. “Will you be speaking, sir?”


The question hit me like a bucket of ice water. A speech. Of course there would be a speech. What kind of husband wouldn’t speak at his wife’s funeral? But I had completely forgotten to prepare anything. I left it for the last minute, grief and shock leaving me unable to string two coherent thoughts together, and then... well, between discovering my wife’s consciousness in Clara’s body, then finding her again in Mandy’s, and then spending the night tangled in sheets with her... Jesus, what was I supposed to say? “Thank you all for coming, but don’t worry, my wife is actually alive in someone else’s body, and we had sex all night”?


“I… yes, I’ll say something,” I heard myself say. The old man nodded and moved away, leaving me in a cold sweat.


“You look positively ghastly, Calvin,” came a voice dripping with false concern. I turned to find Veronica standing beside me, close enough that I could smell her expensive perfume. She placed a hand on my arm, letting it linger there longer than was appropriate. “But I must say, grief becomes you.”


I resisted the urge to pull away. “Thanks,” I muttered.


“Oh, don’t be so glum,” she said, her voice inappropriately cheerful. “Death is only the beginning, you know.” She gave a little laugh, as if she’d said something clever.


I stared at her, unable to hide my disgust. “I don’t think this is the time for jokes.”


She smirked, her perfectly manicured fingers still resting on my arm. “Oh, come now. I think Emma would have wanted her funeral to be fun, don’t you? She never was one for all this…” she waved her hand dismissively, “…dreary business.”


“I don’t think you knew Emma as well as you think you did,” I said coldly, finally pulling my arm away.


Veronica’s eyes sparkled with something I couldn’t quite identify. “Maybe I know her better than you think,” she said, and then winked at me again. She looked down at her own hands, turning them over as if seeing them for the first time, then looked back at me with a strange little chuckle.


“I’m sorry to be stuck in such an unpopular person,” she said, her tone suddenly different, though I couldn’t put my finger on how. “But I didn’t think Mandy would cut it. People would wonder who she is.”


I felt the blood drain from my face as understanding dawned on me. “Emma?” I whispered, barely audible.


I stared at her, trying to process what was happening. My brain felt like it was short-circuiting. The woman standing before me was everything Emma had despised: superficial, self-centered, with that irritating high-pitched laugh and those calculated mannerisms. Yet somewhere behind those heavily mascara-coated eyes was my wife.


“Close your mouth, darling, you’ll catch flies,” she said with Veronica’s characteristic condescension, flicking her manicured nails against my chest. “God, these nails are divine though, aren’t they? I get them done weekly.” She examined them with a smirk that was pure Veronica.


I finally found my voice. “How… when did this happen?”


She glanced around to make sure no one was within earshot, then leaned in closer, her expensive perfume clouding my senses. “This morning. I was in Mandy’s body, getting ready to come here, when I ran into Veronica at a coffee shop. She was being absolutely horrid to the useless barista—typical—and I thought, well, wouldn’t it be interesting to attend my own funeral as someone who’s actually invited?” She shrugged Veronica’s shoulders in a fluid, elegant motion that seemed foreign on my wife. “I considered taking over Ashley, you know, but that felt… rude. She deserves to grieve properly, the poor thing.”


“You say that like it’s nothing,” I whispered, horrified. “Like you’re just trying on a new outfit.”


She laughed—a grating, too-loud laugh that surely would have made Emma cringe. “I know, I know. I’m taking this all rather lightly, aren’t I? But it’s freeing, Calvin. I used to think Veronica was just an asshole, but now I understand—she’s just learned to seize life without worrying about what others might feel or want. There’s a certain power in that.”


“I imagine that’s her point of view, yeah,” I said, shaking my head.


The woman my wife was currently inhabiting seemed taken aback, as if the self-reflection required to see her situation from an outside point of view was not a skill Veronica had honed. “It is, actually,” she said quietly, looking down at her own hands again, the nails perfect, the skin smooth and unblemished. “But I suppose I see why others might disagree. People are so... fragile, aren’t they? Emotions are a burden. It’s much simpler to live without the less convenient ones.”


“How can you even claim to be Emma when you’re talking like that? My wife cared about people. She wouldn’t—”


“Wouldn’t what? Enjoy herself?” She raised one perfectly shaped eyebrow. “I’m still me, Calvin. I’m just… experiencing things through a different lens. I’ll admit, Veronica might not be the best host in such dire circumstances. In Mandy’s brain, I didn’t think this through properly. But I thought inside this woman, I’d have the freedom to experience my own funeral a bit more… relaxed.” Her eyes traveled down my body and back up again. “Plus, she’s hot, isn’t she? I thought you might want to fuck her afterward—if not out of attraction, maybe out of anger.”


She winked at me again, then waved cheerfully at her husband, who was engaged in conversation with another mourner. “Poor guy hasn’t fucked me in ages,” she whispered, leaning in close. “Though I’ve been having plenty of fun with the younger neighbor. He’s quite the specimen—abs you could bounce quarters off of.”


As she spoke, she took my hand and, with a boldness that left me speechless, guided it to her ass, pressing it against the curve while maintaining eye contact with her husband across the room. She smiled at him innocently while my hand remained frozen against the expensive fabric of her dress.


I was horrified. I was disgusted. And God help me, I was turned on. The conflict made me feel sick with myself. This was my wife’s cousin, for Christ’s sake. A woman I found repulsive on a personal level, even if she was objectively attractive. But knowing Emma was in there somewhere, watching me through those eyes…


“Stop it,” I hissed, pulling my hand away. “This isn’t right.”


“What isn’t right?” she asked in Veronica’s mock innocence. “That I’m in this body, or that you’re getting hard thinking about it?”


I didn’t doubt for a second that this was Emma—the Emma I knew was in there somewhere. But it was like watching her through a funhouse mirror, distorted and warped by Veronica’s personality. How much control did she actually have? How much of Veronica was influencing her thoughts, her actions? Or worse, how much of Emma was being consumed by the women she inhabited?


“Both,” I admitted quietly. “I don’t like what this brain is doing to you.”


She tilted her head, studying me with an expression that was suddenly more thoughtful, more Emma-like. “Or maybe it’s just showing you parts of me you never knew existed.” She straightened Veronica’s designer jacket. “We should find our seats. The service is about to start, and I’m dying to hear what people say about me.” She paused, then laughed at her own pun. “See what I did there? Dying?”


I walked toward the front of the seating area, feeling numb and on autopilot. The wind was picking up, rustling the leaves on the trees that surrounded the open field. It was a peaceful place, I had to admit. It wasn’t a peaceful moment... Though, I was lucid enough to realize that funerals were rarely peaceful for those left behind. I was just experiencing a different kind of fucked up than most people did on a day like this.


The priest had begun his opening speech. I wasn’t really listening. I sat next to Ashley and her parents, feeling Veronica’s eyes on me from across the aisle. She was sitting next to her husband, her smirk barely hidden under a mask of faux sympathy. She was both an intruder and the guest of honor at her own funeral, and the absurdity of it was not lost on me. I hoped some part of my real wife was at least finding some genuine solace in all of this. She had to know that the people around her were hurting, missing the real Emma. She had a to care, even a little, right?


I turned to look at my in-laws. Robert and Margaret Davis looked like they had aged a decade in the past week. Robert, a tall man with the same blonde hair as his daughters, though now more gray than blonde, sat rigid in his seat, his jaw clenched so tight I could see the muscle twitching. Margaret, petite and usually so full of energy, seemed to have collapsed in on herself, her eyes red-rimmed and vacant. Ashley reached out and squeezed my hand as I sat down beside her.


The priest was carrying on with the usual platitudes about the fleeting nature of life and the importance of remembering those we’ve lost. Jesus, God, and Heaven were sprinkled into his speech, though I knew Emma had never been religious. She had wanted a non-denominational service, but I guess her parents had other ideas. I couldn’t bring myself to be mad at them, though. I’d always wondered why some of my non-religious deceased relatives ended up with religious funerals. I was starting to understand. After Emma’s death, I had seen no point in denying her grieving parents anything they thought might offer them some comfort. My wife was gone. Who cared what words were said in a church?


And then it hit me again—my wife wasn’t gone, she was right fucking there, wearing the skin of her cousin like a brand new dress, her eyes sparkling with the thrill of the game she was playing. I shook my head to clear it. This was insane.


“Now, if anyone else would like to share some memories of Emma, please feel free to come forward,” the priest was saying. Ashley gave my hand a final squeeze and then stood up. I watched her walk to the front, her head held high, her posture straight and dignified. This was all a sham, a farce. My wife was dead, and yet she wasn’t. Her family was grieving, and yet the source of their grief was sitting across from them, smiling. I felt like I was losing my mind.


Ashley began to speak, and as she did, the crowd fell silent. She tried to smile, then cleared her throat, her voice trembling slightly. After a moment, she laughed, tears in her eyes. Some in the crowd laughed with her. “I’m sorry,” she said, “It’s just... this is so ridiculous. Emma hated these kinds of things. She would have wanted us to have a barbecue or something. She would have wanted us to laugh and remember her in a way that didn’t involve black dresses and uncomfortable shoes.”


Her parents chuckled at that, clearly uneasy with the unconventional eulogy, but unable to deny the truth of it. I glanced back at Veronica, and saw her smiling, a more genuine smile than I would have expected.


“But I guess we’re here, and I guess we’re doing this, and I guess that’s okay too. So, I just wanted to say a few things about my sister.” She paused, her voice catching. “Bad things, obviously. That’s what she would have wanted. She always hated those sickeningly sweet eulogies where everyone lies and says the dead person was a saint.”


A few more laughs from the audience. “Emma was many things,” Ashley continued, “but a saint was not one of them. She was stubborn, she was bossy, she was opinionated, and she was sometimes downright infuriating,” she looked over to me, and winked. “Just ask her husband.”


I forced myself to smile back, and the crowd laughed again.


“But she was also the most loyal, the most caring, and the most genuine person I’ve ever known. She was my best friend. She was the only one who would tell me when I was being an idiot. And trust me, that happened often.” More laughter, this time genuine and warm. “She was the first person to hold me accountable, and the first person to forgive me. She was my rock, and I don’t know what I’m going to do without her. I don’t know how I’m going to navigate this world without her guidance, her love, or her unrelenting support.” She looked up at the sky for a moment, her chin quivering, then cleared her throat. “Emma, I hope you’re looking down on us now and laughing your ass off at this ridiculousness. And I hope that wherever you are, you’re at peace.”


I looked back at Veronica again. Her eyes were twinkling, and she was smiling, a genuine smile that reached her eyes and crinkled the corners of her mouth. No tears, of course—that would have been too much to expect from Emma’s cousin. But at least she seemed to be somewhat touched by Ashley’s words.


Ashley came back to sit beside me, her eyes wet with tears. I reached out and took her hand, giving it a squeeze. She squeezed back. “Your turn,” she whispered.


As I stood up and made my way to the podium, I couldn’t help but glance back at Emma’s cousin once again. She had a hand on her husband’s thigh, whispering something in his ear that made him shift uncomfortably. When she caught my eye, she winked and subtly arched her back, pushing her chest forward just enough to be noticeable to me but not obvious to anyone else. She crossed her legs slowly, the hem of her dress riding up just a fraction, revealing another inch of toned thigh.


I felt a flush of heat rise to my face—partly from anger, partly from an unwanted arousal that made me feel like the worst kind of traitor. This was my wife’s funeral, for God’s sake, and here I was getting turned on by her cousin. Except it was really Emma, fucking with me in the most inappropriate way possible.


I reached the podium and gripped its edges, steadying myself. The crowd fell completely silent, all eyes on me. I could see Ashley’s encouraging smile, Robert’s stoic nod, Margaret’s tearful gaze. Behind them, rows of faces—some familiar, some not—all waiting for me to put my grief into words.


I took a deep breath, my mind completely blank. What could I possibly say? How could I eulogize a woman who wasn’t really gone? How could I pretend to be a grieving widower when my wife was sitting right there, inhabiting another woman’s body, acting like this was all some kind of joke?


I cleared my throat and looked out at the sea of expectant faces.


“Emma didn’t fear death,” I finally said, my voice hoarse with emotion. I glanced briefly at Veronica and saw her smirking, her eyes locked on me. “She feared a lot of things, like spiders and clowns and that weird noise the fridge makes in the middle of the night, but never death.”


The audience gave a sympathetic chuckle at that, and I felt some of the tension ease from my shoulders. I took a deep breath and continued.


“I, for once, fear death. Fear it like hell. Death is final, inevitable. And when Emma died, I thought it was the end. I felt like... Like I died with her, in a way. I was... Dead inside, empty, lost. I didn’t know how I could go on without her.” I paused, my voice catching in my throat. I could feel the hot prickle of tears behind my eyes and I fought to keep them from falling. “I still don’t know how I’ll go on without her. Or maybe I don’t know how to carry her with me.” I looked down at the ground, collecting myself, then back up at the audience, back at Veronica, back at my wife. “She’s still here, you know? With us. She’ll always be with us. She might look different, sound different, act different, but she’s still here.” Veronica’s smirk faltered at that. She shifted in her seat, her gaze suddenly uncertain. “She’s in the way Ashley smiles, the way her parents laugh. She’s in the memories that her friends share, the stories that they’ll tell for years to come. And me? In whatever form she chooses to haunt me, I’m grateful for it. I’m grateful because, even though I can’t explain why or how, my wife is still alive to me.” I looked directly at Veronica, my eyes locking onto hers. “And that’s all that matters, in the end.”


The room was silent for a moment, and then someone—Ashley, I think—nodded. A few people murmured in agreement, and then the whole room. I barely paid attention to it. I was focused on Veronica. Her smirk was gone, replaced by a thoughtful expression. She met my gaze, her eyes shining with unshed tears. I nodded slightly, and she returned the gesture, a silent acknowledgment of our strange, impossible situation. A silent acknowledgment that we were both haunted by the same ghost, though in very different ways.


After my speech, others took their turn at the podium.


Robert and Margaret spoke together, holding each other up both literally and figuratively. Robert’s deep voice rumbled about how proud he was of his daughter, while Margaret shared stories of Emma’s stubborn determination, even as a child. “She never gave up on anything or anyone she believed in,” Margaret said, looking directly at me. “Especially not the people she loved.”


Soon enough, the casket was lowered into the ground, and we all gathered around to toss a handful of dirt onto the wood. I watched as the mound of earth grew, burying my wife’s empty shell. The wind had died down, and the air was still and quiet, the only sound the soft thud of earth hitting wood and the few occasional birdsong in the trees. I didn’t even know how to feel at this point. I was numb, detached from reality.


The ceremony droned on, a blur of ritual and reverence, the priest’s voice a low, monotone hum in the background. As the final prayers were recited, and the mourners began to disperse, I found myself once again shaking hands, accepting hugs, and thanking people for coming. It felt easier now, somehow. The weight on my chest had lightened, if only a little. I caught Emma—it was getting harder to think of her as Veronica—looking at me from across the room several times. Her glances seemed warmer, more genuine, though she still played her part as the insufferable Veronica, whispering things to her equally insufferable husband that made him chuckle inappropriately.


“You did good, Calvin,” came Ashley’s voice as she appeared at my elbow. “Really good. That speech was…” She paused, searching for words, then settled on, “Emma would have loved it. She would have made fun of you for getting all poetic, but she would have loved it.”


I managed a genuine smile. “Thanks, Ash.”


“I mean it,” she continued, her usual sarcasm softened by sincerity. “The way you talked about her living on in different forms—that was beautiful. Cheesy as hell, but beautiful.”


Before I could respond, I noticed Emma approaching us. Ashley tensed beside me, clearly uneasy about interacting with her cousin.


“Ashley, darling,” Emma said in Veronica’s voice, but there was something different about her tone—less sharp around the edges. “That was a lovely tribute to your sister. She would have been touched.”


Ashley blinked, clearly surprised by the uncharacteristic kindness. “Thanks, Veronica. That’s… unexpectedly nice of you to say.”


Emma shrugged. “Even I have my moments.” She turned to me. “And you, Calvin. Who knew you had such poetry in you? It was quite moving.”


“Thank you,” I said simply, holding her gaze.


“Well,” Ashley said, looking between us with slight confusion, “I should go check on Mom and Dad.” She squeezed my arm. “Call me if you need anything, okay?”


As Ashley walked away, Emma leaned in closer to me. “See?” she whispered. “I’m still here. Just in a slightly more… high-maintenance package.”


“Well,” I said, tensing slightly as I lowered my voice, “it only took me eulogizing you at your own funeral to get through Veronica’s thick skin. Should I be flattered or concerned?”


Emma laughed—that high, tinkling laugh that was all Veronica. “Oh, Calvin, darling, don’t be so dramatic. Veronica’s just selective about who she shows her softer side to.” She ran a manicured finger down the lapel of my suit. “Besides, you should see how I—I mean, how she—behaves at other funerals. This is positively restrained.”


I felt my jaw clench. Just when I thought I was seeing more of Emma, Veronica came roaring back. “Right. Restrained. Is that what you call it?”


She must have noticed the shift in my tone because her eyes narrowed with a calculating gleam that made my skin crawl. She leaned in closer, her perfume enveloping me in a cloud of expensive scent.


“You know,” she said, her voice dropping to a husky whisper, “if you’re so angry at Veronica, I’ll be vaping behind the church in two minutes. Why don’t you meet me there and teach me a lesson?”


“Jesus,” I muttered under my breath.


She patted my cheek condescendingly. “Don’t look so shocked, darling. It’s just a thought.” With that, she sauntered away, making sure to put an extra sway in her hips that I was certain was for my benefit.


I watched her go, feeling a storm of emotions raging inside me. Anger, confusion, and underneath it all, an undeniable current of desire that made me feel sick with myself. On one hand, the idea of following Veronica—of all people—behind a church for a quickie right now, of all moments, felt beyond reprehensible. On the other hand, it wasn’t really Veronica, was it? It was Emma. My Emma, trapped in the body of a woman I couldn’t stand.


The thought of putting Veronica in her place, of somehow spanking Emma back into reality, sent a shameful thrill through me. Would it help? Would a physical connection strengthen Emma’s hold on Veronica’s consciousness, the way it had with Mandy? Or would it just be giving in to a twisted desire I didn’t want to acknowledge?


I loosened my tie slightly, suddenly feeling too warm. Two minutes, she had said. Two minutes until she’d be waiting, expecting me to either follow through or chicken out. Either way, I knew she’d have something to say about it.


God help me, I was actually considering it.


I found Emma exactly where she said she’d be—behind the church, leaning against the brick wall, a thin stream of vapor escaping her lips as she exhaled. She was partially hidden by a large dumpster, the irony of which wasn’t lost on me. Veronica’s designer heels clicked against the pavement as she straightened up at the sight of me.


“Well, well,” she said, her red lips curving into a smile that was pure predator. “I wasn’t sure you’d come. How deliciously naughty of you, Calvin.”


I kept my distance, hands in my pockets. “I just wanted to talk.”


She laughed, taking another drag from her vape pen before tucking it into her purse. “Talk? Is that what we’re calling it now?” She stepped closer, her eyes gleaming. “God, I’ve never been this horny in my entire life—well, Veronica’s life, anyway. It’s strange. No matter what body I’m in, I want you so badly it hurts.”


The crude words coming from Veronica’s mouth sent an unwanted jolt of heat through me.


“You can have me right here,” she continued, running her hands down her sides, emphasizing the curves of her body. “Veronica the bitch, freely available for whatever you want.” She lowered her voice to a whisper. “My mouth, my pussy, my ass—take your pick. I’ve been working this body hard at the gym, you know. It would be a shame for you to pass on this opportunity.”


I felt my face flush with anger and arousal in equal measure. “You could possess any other woman,” I said through gritted teeth. “Any other woman would be a more pleasant partner than Veronica.”


She threw her head back and laughed, the sound echoing off the brick walls. “Oh, please. Don’t try to bluff me, Calvin. I know you too well.” She closed the distance between us, pressing her body against mine. I could feel the heat of her through our clothes. “I can see it in your eyes. You’re dying to push me against this wall and fuck me raw. Teach the bitch a good lesson, right?”


Her hand found its way to my crotch, confirming what she already knew. “Go ahead,” she whispered, her breath hot against my ear. “I’m on the pill.”


Something snapped inside me. All the confusion, grief, and anger of the past few days crystallized into a single, burning need. I grabbed Veronica by her shoulders and spun her around, shoving her roughly against the brick wall. She gasped—a sound of surprise mixed with excitement—as I pinned her there with my body.


“Is this what you want?” I growled, my voice barely recognizable to my own ears. “You want me to hate-fuck you at my wife’s funeral?”


She laughed, that infuriating Veronica laugh. “Your wife is right here, darling. And yes, that’s exactly what I want.”


I silenced her with a bruising kiss, my hands already pushing up the hem of her expensive black dress. She wore silk underwear—of course she did—which I yanked down with enough force that I heard the delicate fabric tear. She moaned against my mouth, her hands fumbling with my belt.


“Hurry,” she whispered, her voice husky with need. “Someone might come looking for us.”


The thought should have stopped me cold, but instead it only fueled the fire. I freed myself from my pants and hoisted her up, her back scraping against the rough brick as she wrapped her legs around my waist. Without preamble, I thrust into her, earning a shocked gasp that quickly morphed into a moan.


“Oh god, Calvin,” she cried out, her head falling back against the wall. “Yes, fuck me like you hate me.”


And I did. I pounded into her with all the rage and confusion and twisted desire I’d been suppressing. Each thrust was punishment—for her taking Veronica’s body, for her acting like this was all some game, for making me want her despite everything. Her moans grew louder, echoing in the small space between the building and the dumpster.


“Shut the fuck up,” I hissed, clamping my hand over her mouth. “You want everyone to hear you? To come see Veronica getting fucked behind a church?”


Her eyes widened above my hand, but I could feel her smile against my palm. She was enjoying this—the danger, the degradation, all of it. And God help me, so was I. I hated myself for it, hated her for bringing me to this point, but I couldn’t stop.


Veronica’s body responded to every thrust, her inner muscles clenching around me, her perfectly manicured nails digging into my shoulders through my suit jacket. I could feel her building toward climax, her breathing becoming more ragged against my hand.


“You’re not coming until I say so,” I growled, slowing my pace deliberately. “You don’t get to enjoy this that much.”


She whimpered in protest, trying to move her hips to increase the friction, but I held her firmly in place. I removed my hand from her mouth just long enough to hear her beg.


“Please, Calvin,” she gasped. “Please let me come. I need it.”


“Who are you?” I demanded, still moving torturously slow inside her.


“I’m Emma,” she whispered, her eyes locking with mine. “I’m your wife.”


Something about hearing those words from Veronica’s mouth pushed me over the edge. I resumed my punishing pace, driving into her with renewed vigor. She came almost immediately, her body convulsing around me, her scream muffled by my hand clamped firmly over her mouth again. I followed seconds later, emptying myself inside her with a guttural groan, hatred and pleasure washing over me in equal measure.


I sagged against the wall, my breath coming in ragged gasps as the reality of what we’d just done crashed over me. My wife’s funeral. Behind the church. With her cousin’s body. Jesus Christ, what was wrong with me? And yet, I couldn’t deny the relief flooding through me—not just physical release, but something deeper. Some primal part of me had needed this, needed to reclaim Emma in whatever form she took.


Veronica—Emma—stood shakily, adjusting her torn underwear and smoothing down her dress. Her carefully styled hair was now a mess, makeup smudged, lipstick all but gone. My release trickled down her inner thigh, and she made a half-hearted attempt to clean herself with a tissue from her purse.


“Shit,” she muttered, her voice sounding different somehow. “This dress costs more than your monthly mortgage payment.”


I tucked myself away and zipped up my pants, shame and satisfaction warring within me. When I looked up at her face, I noticed something had changed in her eyes. The cold, calculating gleam that was pure Veronica had softened, replaced by something warmer, more familiar. More Emma.


“Calvin, I…” she started, then paused, running a hand through her disheveled hair. “I’m sorry. This was stupid. So fucking stupid.” She shook her head. “Taking over Veronica of all people. What was I thinking?”


I stared at her, taken aback by the sudden shift. “Emma?” Was she more herself again?


“When I was Mandy, I didn’t realize how much of a bitch Veronica actually was,” she continued, leaning against the wall for support. “My memories of her were intact, but Mandy had no emotional response to seeing her. It was just… information. But being inside her head…” She shuddered. “It’s like swimming in toxic waste.”


“You sound different,” I said cautiously. “More like yourself.”


She looked down at her hands—Veronica’s hands—with disgust. “I feel more like myself. Less… Veronica.” She looked up at me, her eyes wide with realization. “It’s the sex, isn’t it? Just like with Mandy. Having sex with you brings me back, makes me stronger than the host.”


I nodded slowly. “Seems that way. You were acting like a complete bitch before.”


“I know,” she said, genuine remorse in her voice. “And the worst part is, I was enjoying it. Veronica gets off on being cruel. It’s like a drug.” She reached out and touched my face gently. “I’m so sorry, Calvin. For all of this. For making you fuck me at my own funeral, for Christ’s sake.”


“It’s not entirely your fault,” I admitted. “I could have said no.”


She gave a small, sad laugh. “But you didn’t. And I’m glad you didn’t.” She gestured to herself. “This is helping. I’m stronger now. More me.”


I straightened my tie, trying to make myself presentable again. “So sex with me is really like an anchor? It helps you stay you, no matter whose body you’re in?”


“Seems that way,” she said, attempting to fix her makeup using her phone’s camera. “God, we look like we just had sex behind a dumpster.”


“We did just have sex behind a dumpster.”


“Fair point.” She sighed, giving up on her appearance.


Emma did her best to make herself presentable, using a compact mirror from Veronica’s purse to fix her smudged makeup. Her hands moved with Veronica’s practiced efficiency, but there was a gentleness to her movements now, less of the sharp, aggressive energy that had dominated her earlier.


“How do I look?” she asked, smoothing down her dress.


“Like someone who just had rough sex behind a funeral home, but trying really hard to hide it,” I answered honestly.


She laughed—a sound that was somewhere between Veronica’s tinkling fake laugh and Emma’s genuine one. “Well, it’ll have to do.” She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. “We need to figure out what happens next. I can’t stay in Veronica forever.”


“Where’s Mandy?” I asked. “Could you go back to her?”


Emma shook her head. “Probably long gone by now. You should have seen her at the coffee shop after we switched—completely freaked out. Poor thing looked like she’d just woken up from a nightmare.” She frowned. “I feel bad about that. She didn’t ask for any of this.”


I glanced toward the funeral home. “What about someone else here? Someone who wouldn’t be missed for a while? At least for as long as it takes us to find someone else out there?”


“Like who? A friend? Family?” She shuddered. “I don’t think I can do that, Calvin. One good thing about Veronica is she doesn’t give a shit about my death. She’s just here because it’s the socially expected thing to do.” She gestured toward the building. “Everyone else in there is grieving me. I’m not ready to feel that—to grieve myself through someone else’s emotions. It would be too much.”


I nodded, understanding. The psychological implications of inhabiting someone who was actively mourning you were disturbing to contemplate.


“We’ll figure something out,” I said, checking my watch. “But we should do it quickly, before you start feeling more like Veronica again.”


“God, please don’t let that happen.” She shuddered. “Being Veronica is like having your brain marinated in entitlement and spite. The longer I’m in here, the harder it is to remember who I really am.”


We made our way back to the cemetery, trying to look casual. I noticed Ashley watching us, her eyes narrowing slightly as she took in Veronica’s disheveled appearance and the fact that we’d both been absent at the same time. She didn’t say anything, but the knowing look on her face made my stomach twist with guilt. How much did she suspect?


The service ended without further drama, and the guests began to disperse. Emma and I stuck around to mingle, both of us desperate for some kind of solution. We needed a host who had no link to Emma and no one would miss for at least long enough to get back home.


“What’s up with you and Veronica?” Ashley whispered to me as she passed by. “You two seem awfully chummy all of a sudden.”


“She... asked about Emma’s will,” I lied smoothly. “Wanted to know if she’d been left anything.”


“Typical.” Ashley rolled her eyes, though she still seemed skeptical. “Did you tell her she’s in line for a lifetime supply of free Botox and fake tits?”


“Something like that...” I trailed off, catching sight of the priest who’d presided over the ceremony. He was packing up his things, helped by a young woman in a simple black dress. “Excuse me for a sec,” I said to Ashley, already moving toward the duo.


They watched me approach with polite smiles, the young woman standing slightly behind the priest, fiddling with her cross necklace.


“Hi, thank you so much for the service,” I said, shaking the priest’s hand. “It was lovely. Very... touching.”


“Thank you, son,” the priest said with a benevolent smile.


I stared at the nun, my mind racing. “I’m sorry, I didn’t catch your name,” I said, holding out my hand to her.


“Sister Margaret,” she replied quietly, taking my hand in a firm shake.


“Sister Margaret, lovely.” I glanced around, trying to look nonchalant. “Would you mind me introducing you to my wife’s cousin? She... she keeps talking about wanting to get closer to God, but I think she’s too afraid to ask.” I lowered my voice, leaning in closer.


The priest and Sister Margaret exchanged glances. The poor girl, in her twenties, was pretty, in a quiet, innocent way. Her blonde hair was tucked neatly under her veil, and her blue eyes were wide and trusting. She seemed particularly uneasy in her conservative black dress. “I’d be happy to talk to her,” the priest said. “Where is she?”


“Oh, no need to bother yourself, Father. I think a woman’s touch might work better with this one.” I gave Sister Margaret an encouraging smile. “If you could spare five minutes, Sister?”


She hesitated, glancing at the priest for permission, which he granted with a nod.


“I’d be honored to help,” she mumbled, her voice barely audible.


“Wonderful.” I led her away, searching for Emma. I spotted her across the cemetery, chatting with a group of well-wishers. “There she is.”


I approached, Sister Margaret in tow, and tapped Emma on the shoulder. She turned around, her face lighting up with a false smile when she saw the nun. It seemed to take all of her self-control to keep her eyes from rolling out of her head. “Calvin! How lovely! What’s this?”


“I wanted to introduce you to Sister Margaret,” I said, nudging the shy nun forward. “She wanted to talk to you about... about getting closer to God. I know it’s something you’ve been thinking about a lot lately.”


“Of course,” Emma said with a tight smile, keeping her hands folded in front of her. It was pretty obvious that my wife, as Veronica, found the idea of becoming a nun laughable. I had to elbow her slightly to get her to shake the nun’s hand. She extended her arm stiffly, giving the sister a limp handshake.


For a moment, the two women stared at each other, the tension thick between them. Then, Sister Margaret blinked and straightened her shoulders, her expression changing slightly, blushing. In the meantime, Veronica’s eyes widened. She looked around in confusion, her gaze finally settling on her hands, still encased in the nun’s. She let go of the nun’s hands as if they were on fire and stumbled backward a few steps.


“What on earth?” Veronica mumbled, her voice shaky. Veronica’s relatives and friends looked over, some of them clearly concerned about her sudden change in demeanor. Veronica didn’t seem to be one to show uncertainty or weakness. Obviously aware that she was being watched, she quickly regained her composure, flashing her usual, plastic smile.


“Everything alright, dear?” asked an elderly man, who I recognized as her father.


“Perfectly fine, Daddy,” she said smoothly, brushing a lock of hair from her forehead. “Erm... I’m sorry,” she told the nun. “You were saying?” She clearly had no idea what she was doing here, but her pride wouldn’t allow her to show it.


Sister Margaret, meanwhile, had been staring at Veronica, her blush deepening. “Oh, yes. I just wanted to tell you that...” She was stammering, looking around her, and fiddling with her dress. She kept stealing glances at me, her blush intensifying every time our eyes met. “Nothing important... Sorry for bothering you...”


“I’ll accompany the sister back to the priest,” I said to all present. “Please, enjoy the refreshments.” And then, in a whisper, I said to the nun, “Come with me.”


We walked a few steps away, out of earshot. “Are you...” I asked the sister, who was now trailing behind me.


“Emma? Yes, it’s me,” the sister mumbled. Her voice was barely audible. It seemed like she was even shyer than before.


“How do you feel?” I asked, looking over my shoulder.


“A bit... disgusted?” the sister said, clearly struggling to find the right word. “Disappointed, maybe?” She shuddered, her arms wrapped tightly around her waist as we walked.


“About us...? Behind the church?”


She bit her lower lip, her cheeks now bright red. “No... I mean yes... But I was thinking about being Veronica... What a...”


“Bitch?” I offered.


“Horrible person,” she corrected me, frowning slightly at my word choice. She turned to look at the priest, standing a few dozen yards away, conflicting emotions playing across her face. “Calvin, I... I know we planned for me to leave with you but...”


“But?”


She sighed, her breath shaky. “Would you mind waiting for a few minutes? I promised Father O’Brien that I’d help him pack up and get everything back to the parish.”


“How long is a few more minutes? Can’t you find an excuse to leave early,” I asked, uneasy with the idea of letting her out of my sight.


“It’s just that... I feel like I have a duty here,” she said, looking down at her feet. “And to... God?” She looked at her hands as if they weren’t her own. “I don’t know how to explain.”


I sighed. “Right. You’re a nun now. Should have seen that coming.” I shook my head, frustrated. “Alright, you help Father...”


“O’Brien...”


“O’Brien,” I repeated. “You help him pack and load his car, then meet me at mine. Promise?”


“I promise,” the sister said, her smile beatific. She gave me a little wave before hurrying back toward the priest. Fuck, I thought to myself, watching her go. A nun. Of all the people I could have chosen, why the hell did I pick a nun?
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Chapter 3: Good Morning


Sometimes when waking up, as your brain slowly comes back to life, it can take a moment or two to re-orient yourself, to figure out where you are and why. The unfamiliar face of a twenty year old woman sleeping peacefully next to you doesn’t help. I squinted, blinking away the sleep from my eyes, and remembered everything that had happened the day before. “Shit...” I whispered, sitting up in bed and looking at my wife’s new body.


“Hm?” came a sleepy reply from the other side of the bed. Emma turned over and stretched, the sheets falling off her and revealing her bare, perky tits. She looked up at me with a smile, her eyes half closed. “Did you say something, mister?” she asked, giggling. Her voice was light and playful, her words coming out in a sing-song way.


“Just wondering how the hell this happened,” I said. I reached over and gently traced the curve of her breast with my finger, admiring its youthful firmness. I frowned, suddenly feeling uncomfortable, like I was taking advantage of a college kid. My wife may have been inside that body, but it was someone else’s body that I was enjoying.


“What?” she said, raising an eyebrow. “You don’t like my new boobs?” She pouted cutely.


I chuckled. “I do, but they’re not yours. I just want to make sure I’m not making you uncomfortable, you know?”


She sat up, the bed sheets falling further down, revealing the toned, sexy curve of her hips and stomach. “I thought I’d made that pretty clear, like, when I was riding your face last night...” she said, raising her eyebrow again. “Anyway, it feels like my boobs now.” She cupped them in her hands, lifting and jiggling them. “See?”


“Alright, alright,” I said, holding up my hands in surrender, grinning. “Just wanted to make sure.”


“Mm-hmm,” she murmured, leaning in and kissing me, her tongue slipping into my mouth, her hand reaching down and grabbing my morning wood. “And I’m sure I’ll feel the exact same way about the next pair of tits I’ll manage to borrow for you to stare at, okay?” she said with a giggle, slowly stroking my cock.


“Stare at?” I grinned.


“Or play with, suck on, whatever...” She winked, then pulled back the sheets and slid her body on top of mine.


“How are you feeling?” I asked as she settled herself against me. “Do you still feel like Emma? More like yourself?”


“A bit less after waking up, I think.” She held my dick between her legs, teasing her pussy lips with the head, her warm wetness sending shivers down my spine. “Let’s fix that, okay?”


A phone buzzed on the bedside table. Emma glanced over at it. “Shit,” she said, sighing.


“What?”


“It’s my sister...” She picked up the phone and swiped the screen.


“Your sister?” I asked, confused. Why would Ashley be texting her? Had she been in contact with her family since her sudden resurrection?


“I mean Mandy’s sister. She wants to know where I am,” she said, quickly tapping on the screen. “I don’t usually spend the night out, I guess.”


I slowly stroked her thighs as she texted, enjoying the smooth, silky feeling of her warm skin. She had a small butterfly tattoo on her ankle that looked brand new. I ran my fingers along the lines of ink, wondering what the story was there. “How does a hottie like Mandy manage to stay pure for so long in college?” I wondered out loud, still stroking the butterfly. “She looks like the type of girl that gets around.”


“Fuck you, Cal,” she groaned, looking at me and frowning. “What is that supposed to even mean?” she added, sounding annoyed.


Shit, was she taking it personally? “I didn’t mean you, Em, sorry... I was just curious, that’s all.”


“Right...” she muttered. She put the phone down and looked at me, her eyes narrowing. “Well, maybe girls don’t always want to jump into bed with some random dude they met at the club.”


“Fair enough...”


“Or maybe some girls don’t have time for dating, especially when they work full time and take night classes.” She pushed her phone away and climbed off of me.


I looked at her, a bit confused. “You’re really mad at me?”


She sighed and rubbed her face. “No, yes... I don’t know...” She turned back to me. “I’m not just like, a ghost pulling strings inside some other chick’s body, Cal.” She pointed at her chest, tapping it. “I’m actually in her head, okay? When you’re mean to her, you’re being mean to me, too, you get it?”


I nodded, realizing she was right. “That was insensitive of me. I didn’t mean it that way, Em. I’m sorry.”


“Ah! Don’t worry about it, old man,” she said, smiling. “I mean, I’m not really sure how to deal with all this shit either.”


Right, she was struggling with her new reality as much as I was. “Listen, I guess embracing this weird paranormal situation is nice and all, but the truth is we don’t really understand how it works, right?”


“Right...” she said, nodding. “So?”


I shook my head. “So maybe we still ought to do a bit of research on our own before we just give up trying to understand what’s happening, yeah?”


Emma chuckled. “You wanna science the shit outta me?” She laughed.


“Well, you are a pretty unique phenomenon, aren’t you?”


“Yeah, I suppose, Mister Scientist.”


“I’m no scientist,” I said, sitting up in bed, “but that doesn’t mean we shouldn’t try to understand what’s going on. Though I guess real scientists would freak out if they found out about you.”


“Definitely,” Emma agreed. “They’d probably lock me in some sort of secret lab and stick electrodes in my brain to see what happened.” She shivered, hugging her knees. “No thanks.”


“I wouldn’t let that happen,” I said, wrapping my arm around her, kissing her softly on her shoulder. “We’ll figure it out together.”


She snuggled up to me and rested her head on my chest. “Okay, Mister Scientist,” she whispered. She sighed happily and closed her eyes, relaxing against me. “You know what?” she asked after a while, breaking the peaceful silence that had settled over the room.


“What?” I asked, stroking her hair.


“There’s that girl I know from high school... Well, that Mandy knows,” she said, sitting up. “Big nerd, she was in all the advanced science classes, graduated early, went to some fancy university, got her PhD, or Masters, or whatever.”


I frowned. “I thought we just agreed no scientists?”


She smirked, a mischievous twinkle in her eye. “What if I am the scientist?”


I blinked, trying to process what she meant. “What if you’re the... Wait, are you saying what I think you’re saying?”


“I’m saying, what if I take over her body? I’ll become the scientist, and then I’ll science the shit outta me, right?”


That wasn’t such a bad idea, actually. But I had to laugh at the thought of Emma suddenly turning into a nerd.


My wife noticed my expression. “She’s hot too,” she teased “In a hot lesbian bookworm type of way.” She giggled. “You’d like her.”


I rolled my eyes. “You know that doesn’t really matter, Em.”


She pressed a finger against my lips, shushing me. “Don’t even, Cal. You were totally checking me out in Mandy’s body.” She grinned. “I saw you. You’re still doing it right now.”


“I was checking YOU out, Em. Not her,” I lied, kissing the tip of her finger.


“Mmhmm,” she hummed doubtfully. “Sure, mister. You weren’t checking these out at all, were you?” she asked, taking my hands and putting them on her breasts, winking at me. “Or this?” She slid my left hand down her stomach and between her legs. “Come on, Cal. Admit it. You were super turned on when I came at you in Mandy’s body. You couldn’t wait to get inside her panties.”


If it was a trap, I couldn’t help but fall into it. I groaned as my fingers slipped into her tight pussy, feeling her wetness. Emma moaned and pushed herself against me, grinding her hips. “I was turned on,” I admitted, kissing her, “I just don’t want you to take it the wrong way.”


She rolled her eyes, her childish pout returning. “Let’s make things clear, Cal. I’m myself but, like, I feel like Mandy too. I don’t really mind you checking her out because in a way it’s like you’re checking ME out, you know?”


“We were talking about that nerdy friend of yours...”


“Exactly!” She grinned. “And I’ll be her, too. And then you can check me out in her body, and it’ll be fine.”


I nodded, still a bit uncomfortable with the idea, but I could see the logic. “Okay.”


She laughed, seeing my expression. “Okay, okay, maybe there’s also some of that weird arousal thing going on too.” She looked at me sheepishly. “Since I came back it’s like... I can’t stop thinking about pleasing you. I’m, like, really horny all the time. I don’t think it’s just Mandy, or Clara, I think it’s, like, me? Pleasing you feels... super important...”


Whatever had brought her back to life had definitely changed her. We sure hadn’t fucked the way we did last night in ages. It was like a hunger, an all consuming desire that couldn’t be sated. I didn’t need a PhD to figure out that her constant arousal, aimed at me, had something to do with the fact making me cum seemed to strengthen her hold on the body she was in. Was I her battery?


A phone buzzed again. It was my turn this time. I reached out and grabbed it, glancing at the screen. A wave of dread washed over me, sobering me up immediately. “Fuck,” I groaned.


“What?”


“It’s Ashley. She’s asking me what time we’re supposed to meet up at the cemetery tomorrow.”


“Oh...” Emma whispered. “Shit.”


I shook my head, sighing. “I was supposed to go over the last details for the burial with her.” The burial of my wife, currently straddling me in the naked body of a twenty year old girl. Flashes of Emma’s corpse lying peacefully in that open casket flashed through my mind, making me queasy. For a moment, the teenager on top of me seemed like a stranger, Mandy, her big innocent eyes staring at me, her hands on my chest. “Should I tell her?” I wondered out loud.


“Tell her what, that I’m back from the dead?” She scoffed. “Why?”


“Because she’s your sister. She’s suffering too. We shouldn’t keep it from her.”


Emma shook her head, frowning slightly. “I’m sorry for her but... I don’t know... The more people who know, the more complicated things become, right?”


She had a point, but still. I felt guilty. “So what? I just go to the funeral, stand next to her, and watch the casket being lowered into the ground, knowing the whole time it’s not you in there?”


She shrugged, as if the thought didn’t bother her at all. “Sure. I mean, what’s the alternative, Cal? You tell Ashley I’m alive, then we tell Mom and Dad? What about my friends, huh?” I gulped, seeing where she was going with this. “If you don’t go to the funeral, it’ll look weird. People might start to suspect something.”


I couldn’t argue with her. I grabbed my head in my hands, groaning. “I can’t do this,” I mumbled. “I’m losing my mind.”


Emma sighed and took my hand. She kissed my palm, softly. “I’ll come with you.”


I looked up at her. “What? You’re not serious!”


“Hey! It’s my own god damned funeral, Cal! Why can’t I go?”


I laughed despite myself. “This is so fucked up.”


Mandy’s phone buzzed again. Emma frowned and picked it up. “I really need to get going though. My parents are worried about me. And, um, I have a shift this afternoon.”


I couldn’t help but smile at that. Even in death, life continued. “Right. We wouldn’t want to ruin Mandy’s life. Especially if you’re already planning to jump ship, huh?” I teased.


She climbed off my lap and stretched, yawning. “I’ll go home, talk to them, let them know I’m okay, and tomorrow I’ll meet you at the funeral. After that, I’ll go find the girl and, well, you know.” She smirked, then bent down to pick up her underwear from the floor. She slipped her panties on and then looked at me over her shoulder. “Why don’t you go ahead and, um, text Ashley?” She smiled. “I’m gonna go take a shower, okay?”


“Right...” I said, watching her naked body disappear behind the bathroom door.
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Chapter 2: Another One


I spent the evening drinking myself stupid. Not a great idea. But it was either that or spend the evening thinking about... everything. That was something I didn’t want to do, not tonight. I wanted to shut off my mind and let the world fade away. I imagine others would have jumped at the chance of their dead spouse somehow magically returning to life in another body, but I found myself resisting the idea. It was too easy, too perfect, too absurd. As I turned around and around in my bed that night, I even wondered if I had imagined the whole thing. That made sense. It was the most likely explanation. I just created the whole scenario in my head to try to deal with my loss, that was all. Yet, as the morning light streamed in through the bedroom window, and with a headache from hell, I suddenly found myself hoping it was true. I couldn’t wait for the day to pass so I could find out once and for all if what happened yesterday was real. I literally couldn’t wait. I got into my car and drove back to the funeral home.


I waited in the parking lot, in the same spot I had been in yesterday. I hadn’t had breakfast or lunch and my stomach rumbled angrily, but the thought of food made me feel nauseated. I just stared at the entrance, watching the seconds tick by. Peter the bald undertaker opened the front door and stepped in. The fog that hung low to the ground began to burn off in the early morning sun as the street lamps clicked off. Finally, Clara, or Emma, whoever, appeared, getting out of a small Honda Civic and walking toward the entrance.


I got out of my car and didn’t even bother to close the door behind me. “Emma!” I shouted, but she didn’t turn around. “Emma! Wait!”


She paused at the door and spun around. She looked at me with confusion, like she didn’t know who I was. “Can I help you?” she asked.


I stopped dead. “Emma...” I was at a loss for words.


She raised an eyebrow and frowned. “I think you have me confused with someone else.”


I felt so fucking dumb standing there. I had driven all the way down here in a daze like some lovesick teenager to find out it was all just a bad dream. “You don’t remember? What you told me yesterday?”


Clara shook her head, looking uneasy. “Erm... I’m sorry. The last few days are a bit of a blur for me... I think I may have had an episode or something.” She seemed a bit worried about her own sanity. “I hope I didn’t say anything too weird.”


“No,” I said, feeling numb and empty. “It’s fine. We just... talked about my wife. That’s all.” I couldn’t help myself. I felt tears welling up in my eyes and I didn’t want to cry in front of her.


She seemed to realize who I was. “Oh, of course, Mr. Kent,” she mumble. “I’m very sorry for your loss.” Her eyes flickered down to the open car door behind me.


I nodded and stared at her pretty eyes, hoping to catch some glimpse of my wife in them, but there was nothing there. “Right, I’m sorry to have bothered you.” I walked away in a daze, feeling my whole world come crashing down again. I heard the funeral home’s door open and close behind me.


I sat back in my car, gripping the steering wheel and sobbing. Why did my brain have to play such cruel jokes on me? To make me believe for one fleeting moment that my wife was somehow back, then rip her away again? How was that part of any healthy coping mechanism?


I turned the ignition and drove home, my vision blurred by tears. I didn’t know what I was going to do with myself now. A week of recovery, if you could call it that, felt wasted. I was back to square one. Back to the moment they called me and told me my wife’s car had been hit by a semi. Back to that moment of pure, unadulterated despair.


But as I pulled into my driveway, a young girl in her early twenties was waiting for me in front of the door. She was wearing a casual t-shirt and jeans, her dark hair pulled back into a pony tail, her hands thrust into her pockets. She stared at me as I got out of the car, her face set in an expression of determination, her jaw moving up and down, clearly chewing some gum. She had a bubbly, kind of innocent look to her, but her demeanor was confident, like she knew exactly what she was doing here.


“Hi?” I said, confused.


“Calvin!” she called out, her voice excited and happy. She almost threw herself at me and wrapped her arms around my waist.


I gently pushed her away, holding her at arm’s length, eyebrows furrowed. “Okay, now, who the hell are you?”


She laughed and smacked me on the shoulder. “Calvin, it’s me! Emma!” She was practically bouncing up and down, her eyes wide with excitement. “I mean, I get it. You’d never guess this was me, would you? I’m Mandy...” she gestured to herself, “I mean, she’s Mandy. But I’m also Emma!” She giggled and then seemed to realize how she looked. “Sorry! I’m... Mandy’s not Clara, for sure!” She giggled again. “But I’m me, for sure! Emma, I mean!”


My head was spinning. I stumbled backwards until I felt the car behind me and leaned against it for support.


“Calvin!” the girl cried out, reaching toward me. “Are you okay?”


I shook my head, trying to make sense of what she’d just said. “How?” I muttered. “I don’t understand...” Was this another trick? Another dream?


She shrugged and gave me a lopsided smile. “Okay, so, yesterday, after I left the funeral home, I had to buy groceries for her husband or whatever, and I went to the store where I work. I mean, Mandy works, and when I got there, I touched her at the cash register, and suddenly, bam! I’m in her body instead of Clara’s, and I remember everything she knows!” She looked down at herself and smirked, still chewing loudly on her gum. “I’m Mandy now, not Clara! Crazy, right?!”


I rubbed my forehead and sighed. I felt like running away, but I wasn’t about to back down from a second chance at... Whatever the fuck this was. “So, wait,” I said, still trying to wrap my head around this. “You still remember being Clara?”


“No.” She looked down at herself and shrugged. “I mean, yeah, I remember when I was her, you know, but I don’t remember the rest of her life, just mine, now. I mean Mandy’s... Oh and Emma’s, duh!”


I looked at the front door of the house and then back at the young girl. “Wanna come inside?”


She grinned. “Sure!” She bounded up to the door, waiting for me to catch up. I opened the door and she skipped inside. “Finally!” she cried out. “Home sweet home!” She dropped her purse on the kitchen table and spun around the room. “So it’s like, for example, I remember putting Clara’s kids to bed when I was her, but I can’t remember their names now.” She opened one of the top drawers and grabbed a bottle of wine, then turned and immediately found where the glasses were and poured us both a drink, just like Emma used to do after a long day.


I watched her, mesmerized, still not sure if I should be believing any of this. If this was my wife, she certainly was much more energetic and bubbly than she used to be. But then again, what other explanation was there? She even knew where to find the cork screw... She raised her glass and giggled again. “I’m not even old enough to drink yet!” she said, before taking a sip. She groaned and coughed. “Oh god, this is disgusting!” She laughed. “I guess Mandy’s more into soda and energy drinks...”


“Emma...” I said.


“Oh! Don’t worry! I’m legal, in case that’s what you’re wondering,” she said with a wink. She seemed to realize I was struggling with this and her expression turned serious, though more like the seriousness of an eight year old trying to act adult. She put down the glass and sat at the kitchen table, folding her hands in front of her. “Sorry... Must be weird, huh?”


I scoffed and sat down across from her. “You could say that.”


“Calvin, it’s really me,” she said, looking me deep in the eyes. “I know I’m acting a bit strange... It’s like, Mandy, the girl whose body I’m in, has different feelings about things, you know?”


“How the hell did you get inside her body?” I asked. “Where is the real Mandy?”


She shrugged. “I don’t know. It’s like, I can go inside the body of whoever I touch. I think?”


This was mental. “What about Clara?”


“What about her?”


“Is she back to herself? You know, her husband and kids?”


She raised her eyebrow and tilted her head. “I guess? I mean, she looked a bit confused after we, um, switched. Like she didn’t know what she was doing at the grocery store.”


I stared at her for a few seconds, trying to figure this out. It was impossible. There was no way any of this could be happening. I don’t know how long I sat there, just staring at her, before she reached out and touched my hand.


“Calvin... I’m sorry. I can’t even imagine how weird this is for you.” Her tone was soft and gentle but still had the inflection of a teenager. It sounded a bit forced, like she wasn’t used to talking that way. “But we’re back together now, right?” She smiled.


I scoffed. “Back together? You’re in a twenty year old’s body!”


She giggled. “So?”


“So what? You’re gonna take over...” I trailed off, looking at her. “What’s your name again?”


“Mandy,” she said, frowning a little. “And it’s not my name. I’m Emma. I’m inside Mandy.” She was pouting. Actually pouting. “Okay, maybe I’m kinda her too, but mostly I’m Emma!”


“You’re gonna take over Mandy’s life?”


“Why not?” she said, shrugging. “I don’t wanna go back to being dead!”


“But what about her? She’s not dead. She’s still got a whole life to live.” I shook my head. “This is fucked up. What about her family? Her friends? You expect them to be fine with her settling down with some forty something dude? You can’t just waltz into her life and pretend to be her!”


She crossed her arms, looking offended. “And what about me? I don’t deserve a life anymore?”


I rubbed my temples. “That’s not what I mean.” Jesus Christ. Was I really arguing against having my wife back? A hotter, younger version of her, kinda? I couldn’t help but notice how cute Mandy was, in a youthful, innocent way. I had long stopped noticing girls that age, but it was difficult to ignore now, the familiar way she looked at me, the love in her eyes. I looked down at the table, avoiding her gaze, but it was too late. My wife knew me better than that.


“Hey...” she smirked. “I don’t look too bad, do I?” She leaned forward, her shirt hanging open just enough to reveal her deep, smooth cleavage. I looked away, feeling guilty. “Tell you what... What if I kept switching?”


I looked at her, confused. “Huh?”


She was grinning again. “Yeah! I keep switching bodies! That way no one notices! Mandy’s life won’t change too much! She’ll just be confused, right?” She was excited now. “I can be anyone you want! Anytime you want!” She stood up and moved closer, sitting on the edge of the table, facing me, her legs dangling, her hands gripping the table’s edge, biting her lower lip seductively. “It’s weird, but like, I’m horny all the time in Mandy’s body... Do you think it’s cause she’s young?” I cleared my throat, trying to look anywhere but her tight, perky breasts, the swell of her hips, her lean, toned stomach, but it was no use. “Nah... Probably not...” she said, leaning forward until her face was close to mine. “I was just as horny when I was Clara, and she’s old, like, my age.”


I swallowed nervously. “I don’t know if...”


Her hands reached down and unbuckled my pants. I didn’t stop her. “You know what’s funny?” she asked, her voice low and husky. “I’ve never had sex before. I mean, Mandy hasn’t.” I moaned as she pulled my hard cock out of my pants and started stroking it. She giggled nervously, blushing. “Oh that’s, like, super weird, huh? I feel like this is brand new to me.” She looked at me and smirked. “But I know exactly how you like it...”


I closed my eyes, my breath coming short and fast, trying to control myself. Her pace increased, her grip tightening. Her other hand slipped between her legs, rubbing herself through her jeans. “Emma,” I croaked, reaching out to her, but before I could stop her, she had lowered herself to her knees and wrapped her lips around my rock hard dick. “Fuck...” I whispered.


She looked up at me as she sucked, her big, doe-like eyes wide with excitement, her cheeks flushed with desire. She let out a low, throaty groan, her mouth full of my cock. I couldn’t resist. Adrenaline rushed through me, my heart pounding, my body shaking. This was wrong, so fucking wrong... It felt like... cheating? But it was Emma. I was sure of it now. But it wasn’t Emma. Not entirely. It was Mandy too, her whole, bubbly, innocent persona. It was my wife in a stranger’s body, in a stranger’s brain. My wife who had died, who I had never thought I’d see again, who I had never thought I’d touch again. I let out a loud moan as I felt the familiar sensation of my orgasm building inside me.


I looked down at her, her eyes closed as she sucked, and I grabbed her hair, pushing her further down onto my cock, feeling her lips tighten around the base of my shaft, her throat bulging. I thrust into her mouth, my balls slapping against her chin, her moans muffled by my thick, throbbing dick. I couldn’t hold back any longer. I let out a strangled cry as my cum filled her mouth, my body tensing up, my hands gripping her hair, pulling her close, holding her in place as I came.


When it was over, I let go of her and collapsed into a chair, panting heavily. I looked down at her, still kneeling at my feet, her face red, her chest heaving as she caught her breath. Her eyes were wide open now, staring up at me in shock. “You alright?” I asked, suddenly worried I had hurt her. I had been so rough, but I was so horny, I hadn’t been able to control myself.


“Honey, I’m absolutely fucking fantastic,” she said, then giggled. She swallowed, licking her lips. “Things feel a lot clearer all of a sudden. I feel more like me. Like Emma.” She somehow didn’t sound as childishly exuberant as before. It was still her voice, but the inflection, the tone, it was more like my wife.


“I didn’t know my sperm was magical...” I said, smirking.


“Seriously, Calvin,” she said, standing up and wiping her mouth. “I feel more like myself. More than before.”


“Okay...”


She grinned. “Maybe we should keep doing it... Just in case?”


I laughed and pulled her toward me. She sat on my lap and kissed me. I wrapped my arms around her and held her tight. “Maybe...” I whispered. My wife was back... She really was back...


“Ah! I guess I made a pretty good point there, huh?” she said, grinding her ass against my spent cock. I moaned and kissed her neck. “I’ve got two other points here, too, if you’re interested,” she teased, grabbing my hands and slipping them underneath her shirt. Her skin was warm and smooth and soft. I squeezed her firm breasts, feeling the hard nubs of her nipples beneath the thin fabric of her bra.


“Alright, alright,” I said, chuckling, “you win. I don’t know what the fuck is going on, but I’m not gonna question it anymore. If this is some insane dream, or a delusion, or if you’re really my wife somehow, I don’t care.”


“Sweet way of going about it, Cal,” she said, then giggled. “I don’t really care either. It’s good to be back.”


“You really do sound more like yourself...” I said, looking into her eyes.


“I feel more like myself,” she said, nodding. “Like, I’m more me now. Like, Mandy’s in the background somewhere, but I’m up front.” She shrugged. “It felt a bit like the opposite before, you know? I was kinda just watching from the background. Still in control but with more... layers?”


I didn’t really understand. “So... You think sex is making you more... yourself?”


She shrugged again. “Not the weirdest thing that’s happened in the last few days, right?”


“Definitely not.”


“Now that I think about it... I felt more like myself when I first woke up inside Clara’s body.” She looked thoughtful. “But over time I started to feel more and more like her.” That was a creepy thought. She was slowly becoming whoever she inhabited? Slowly fading away? Unless...


I snorted. “So... What? If we keep fucking, you’ll stay you?”


She laughed and kissed me. “Well... Let’s not take any chances.” She grabbed my hand and pulled me to my feet. “Come on, let’s go upstairs,” she said, leading the way. “Let’s see how much more me I can be.”
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Title: Ghost Wife


Subtitle: After losing his wife Emma, Calvin believes his own life is over, but when she returns as a ghost, able to possess any woman she touches, their grief collides with a reality neither of them knows how to navigate.


Emma survives by inhabiting other women. But the longer she stays inside them, the more she starts thinking like them, wanting like them, slipping away from herself. The only thing that pulls her back, that keeps her anchored as Emma, is sex with Calvin.


But how do you love someone when you no longer know where they end and someone else begins?

    
    





Chapter 1: Death


There are moments when the only reason you keep going is because your world has become so meaningless that stopping seems just as pointless. You let the disgusting wave of reality carry you forward, not really caring where it takes you.


That was me, emotionless as the overly polite bald undertaker gestured for me to enter the room where my wife’s body awaited. I paused in the doorway, wondering if this really was how I wanted to remember her.


The undertaker sensed my hesitation and took that half step toward me. “Our cosmetologist was able to work some magic,” he said reassuringly. “I’m sure you’ll be quite pleased with her appearance.”


I doubted it. I doubted anyone even managed to find all the pieces, much less put them back together. I walked into the room anyway, because that was where the current took me.


She looked good. Better than I thought she would. Not great, but pretty damn close. The undertaker was right. They had done a lot with what they had to work with. She seemed asleep rather than dead, laying there on display in her open casket. It was almost enough to fool me into thinking everything was going to be okay, like she was just taking a nap and any minute now she’d wake up and tell me how stupid I looked standing there gawking at her.


“I’ll leave you alone so you can say goodbye,” the undertaker said behind me, then vanished as he closed the door.


Goodbye? Yeah. Goodbye to my sanity, to any semblance of a normal life. Fifteen years and half of me gone in one stupid accident. One single moment in time, and my world shattered like glass. Looking at her lying there, I wanted nothing more than to let the wave carry me to the other side where I wouldn’t have to feel anything anymore.


I noticed my reflection in the glass of the window behind her coffin. I looked just as dead as she did, only still moving, which in my case might be considered a curse. The man in the window had no life left in his eyes, no hope or dreams, no purpose or direction. Just a middle-aged with a circle of greying red hair around his head, his suit a little too tight around his middle, his face pale and haggard, green eyes bloodshot from a week of not enough sleep, too much whiskey and more tears than he ever thought he’d cry.


“Psst!” The hiss came from my left. “Calvin!”


I turned toward the sound and saw a woman in her thirties beckoning me from behind a slightly open door across the room. She looked both embarrassed and excited, like she had accidentally uncovered some big secret but wasn’t quite sure what to do next. She was wearing a white blouse with black slacks and an apron with the funeral home’s logo on it. I guessed she worked here.


“Yes?” I asked wearily. This day just kept getting better and better.


She whispered, “Okay this is going to sound weird but bear with me, okay?” Her face flushed red like she was asking me out on a date.


“Uh, sure.” I glanced back at my wife lying peacefully in her casket. Just once I wished something today would make sense.


The woman stepped forward, peeking over my shoulder to make sure no one else was around, then said, “I hate chocolate...”


It took me a second to process that. My heart started beating faster, pumping ice cold blood through my veins. I could hear my pulse pounding in my ears. “Excuse me?”


She leaned forward until our eyes were only inches apart, staring deep into my soul. She was shaking. “The blue monkey!” she hissed frantically. “Your father’s house! The blue monkey!”


I didn’t mean to but I grabbed her shoulders and pushed her against the wall. Hard. Pictures rattled as my voice cracked. I wanted to scream at her, to get her to shut up, to tell me how she knew those things, but all I managed to croak out was, “What did you say?”


She started crying. Big tears streaming down her cheeks as she shook harder. For some reason she looked... relieved? “Calvin!” she wailed. “It’s me! I know it doesn’t make any fucking sense but it’s me!” She wrapped her arms around me and buried her face in my chest, sobbing.


My wife was dead. What the hell was this lady talking about? Nothing made sense anymore. I hugged her back for some reason I couldn’t understand. She felt familiar in my arms. Comfortable. Like we had done this a thousand times before.


Her muffled voice said, “I don’t know what happened... Last thing I remember is the car flipping over...” She shuddered again. “Then I was me, I mean, Clara... I mean this woman whose body I’m in.” She sniffed, wiped her nose, then looked down at herself. “And I know everything about her life but I still feel like me, Calvin!” She was looking up at me now, pleading for help, “Do you know what happened?


“Listen, erm, Clara, right?” I gently pushed her away from me. “I think maybe you should go lie down somewhere. You seem pretty upset.” I needed to sit down too. Maybe then the world would stop spinning.


She was getting frustrated. Her eyebrows narrowed as she shook my hands off her shoulders. “Calvin! I’m not crazy! Don’t you dare treat me like I am!”


Shit, now she really sounded like my wife. I stared at her, not really knowing what to do or say. Was this were the current was taking me? To madness? That actually sounded kinda nice.


The door to the viewing room opened and the undertaker stepped in, eyeing the woman suspiciously. “Everything okay in here?” he asked with that fake smile of his plastered on his face.


The woman who claimed to be my dead wife looked back and forth between us. “Yes, sorry Peter,” she said sheepishly. “I was just, huh, showing Mr. Kent here the work we’ve done on his wife’s makeup.” She eyed Emma’s corpse with a weird look on her face, fascination mixed with disgust.


Peter relaxed his stance a bit but still watched the woman warily. “Right, well, I think it best if you take your break now.” He motioned for her to leave.


The woman clenched her teeth, shot me a desperate glance, then said, “Of course.” She walked past Peter and disappeared through the door behind him.


Peter closed it and turned toward me. “Sorry about that. Sometimes our staff gets a little too involved with the families of our guests.” His fake smile returned as he gestured toward the casket. “Would you like more time alone with your wife?”


I shook my head. “No. I think I’d like to go home now.” I walked toward the exit without waiting for a response.


I got into my car and sat there staring at nothing. My thoughts were racing. What the hell had just happened? How could that woman know those things she knew? Who was she really? Was it possible my wife had somehow come back to life inside the body of another woman? I burst out laughing hysterically. Jesus Christ, I really had lost it.


I didn’t realize how long I had been sitting there until someone knocked on my window. It was the woman again, looking down at me worriedly. I rolled down the window.


She knelt down so we were face to face. “Calvin Richard Kent, don’t you dare give up on me! Do you hear me?!”


I blinked. She had this woman’s face, this woman’s voice, but the way she talked, the fire in her eyes, the determination... “Emma?”


She smiled and nodded. Tears started rolling down her cheeks again. “Yes Calvin. It’s me. I don’t know what the fuck happened but it’s me!”


I opened the passenger door and she sat down next to me. Was I diving deeper into insanity or had I just found a life raft? I studied her closely, looking for some sign this was all just a dream. She was cute. She had dark hair pulled into a bun and bright green eyes that pierced right through me.


“Alright... Emma,” it hurt to even say her name, “I’ll play along. Say you are my dead wife. Just... how?”


She frowned, staring straight ahead through the windshield. “When I woke up inside my... her body, I had my hand on my old body, the one that’s dead. One minute I was just Clara, starting my shift, doing my job, and the next I was Emma inside Clara’s body, with her memories, her thoughts, her feelings, but also me!” She turned toward me and grabbed my hands. “Fuck, Calvin... Am I me or am I just Clara with my memories? I’m so confused... Please help me! I don’t want to lose you, Calvin.”


I burst out laughing, nervously at first, then harder and harder, until I was gripping my sides, tears running down my face, unable to breathe. My dead wife didn’t want to lose me. That was just so rich. So god damned funny. “Wait... So what? You put your body back together?” I said, wiping my eyes with the back of my hand. She just looked at me blankly, not seeing the humor in it at all.


“Yeah... That was fucking strange.” She shivered. “But it felt normal. My daily routine, except I was working on myself.” She chuckled nervously. “Jesus, Calvin, I’ve spent the last couple days pretending to be Clara! I kissed her husband, slept in her bed, took care of her kids. It all felt natural. But I also felt guilty, like I was a spy in her house, you know?”


“Yeah.” I didn’t know. I didn’t know anything anymore. “Listen, Emma,” I said, not quite believing the words coming out of my mouth. “Why don’t you come over to my place tomorrow and we can talk, okay?”


“But...” she started, then stopped, her eyebrows furrowed in concentration. “I can’t... I mean, what am I going to do? I can’t keep pretending to be someone else!”


I didn’t have an answer for that. I was overwhelmed. I couldn’t handle this. Not right now. Not after today. I needed time to think. “Just give me some time. Please. Let’s talk tomorrow. Maybe we’ll figure this out. I’ll give you my address, okay?”


“I know our fucking address!” she snapped. “I’m your wife!”


I nodded slowly. “Yeah... Sorry... I’ll see you tomorrow then, okay?”


“When?”


“At the end of your... Clara’s shift?”


She pursed her lips but nodded. “Fine. I’ll see you tomorrow.” She got out of the car and walked back into the funeral home, her hands stuffed into the pockets of her apron, looking like a teenager being sent to her room. Part of me wanted to drive away as fast as I could and never look back, but a bigger part of me wanted to hold her, to kiss her, to tell her everything was going to be okay. The waves of reality were starting to make me seasick.
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Chapter 7: Looking for a Doctor


I woke with a start, my hand automatically reaching for the warm body that should have been beside me. The sheets were cold and empty. My heart rate spiked as I sat bolt upright, suddenly wide awake.


“Lisa? Emma?” I called out, panic rising in my throat. Had the nun’s consciousness reasserted itself overnight? Had she fled in horror at what we’d done? I imagined Sister Margaret waking up naked in a strange man’s bed, the memories of our night together missing but the evidence all too clear. She’d go straight to the church. Or worse, straight to the police.


I scrambled out of bed, pulling on a pair of sweatpants. “Emma!” I shouted, louder this time, rushing toward the bedroom door.


The smell hit me before I reached the kitchen—bacon, coffee, something sweet baking. I skidded to a stop in the doorway, relief washing over me in a dizzying wave.


Lisa stood at the stove, her back to me, wearing one of my t-shirts that hung to mid-thigh on her petite frame. Her blonde hair was pulled back in a loose ponytail, and she was humming softly to herself as she flipped pancakes with practiced ease.


“You’re here,” I breathed.


She turned, spatula in hand, and smiled. It was a reserved smile, nothing like the wicked grin Emma had worn when she was Mandy, but it was genuine.


“Of course I’m here. Where else would I be?” She gestured around the kitchen. “I always help with breakfast at the convent. Sister Agnes says I make the best pancakes.” She blushed slightly. “Well, Lisa does. I do. You know what I mean.”


I moved closer, studying her. In the morning light, she looked even younger than she had yesterday, barely into her twenties. Her face was scrubbed clean, her blue eyes clear and bright. Without the nun’s habit, with just my oversized shirt and her bare legs, she looked like any young woman making breakfast for her lover—except for that air of innocence that clung to her like a subtle perfume.


“How are you feeling today?” I asked cautiously. “About… everything that happened?”


The blush deepened, spreading down her neck. “I’d rather not speak of it,” she said, turning back to the stove. “It was… it was sinful. What we did.” She flipped a pancake with perhaps more force than necessary.


“Emma—”


“It’s fine,” she cut me off, her voice softening. “I’m not… I don’t regret it. I just…” She sighed, setting down the spatula and turning to face me. “This body, this mind—it’s not used to such things. It feels ashamed, even though I know it shouldn’t.”


She stepped closer, rising on her tiptoes to press a soft kiss to my lips. It was chaste, nothing like the passionate kisses we’d shared last night, but I felt her tremble slightly before she pulled away, looking both pleased and scandalized at her own boldness.


“Goodness,” she murmured, touching her lips. “I shouldn’t… The Lord sees all.” But she didn’t look particularly concerned about divine judgment, just slightly flustered.


“Sit,” she instructed, gesturing to the table. “Breakfast is nearly ready.”


I obeyed, watching as she moved around the kitchen with a grace that seemed both familiar and foreign. She wasn’t moving like Emma, who had always been a bit clumsy in the morning. There was a precision to her movements, an economy of motion that spoke of years of disciplined routine.


When she set a plate of perfectly golden pancakes in front of me, along with bacon and fresh coffee, I couldn’t help but smile. “This looks amazing.”


“Thank you,” she said, sitting across from me with her own plate. She bowed her head briefly, murmuring what I assumed was a silent prayer, before picking up her fork.


“I found the note I left here when I was Mandy,” she said after a few bites, reaching for a folded piece of paper on the counter. “It was here in the kitchen but I don’t remember all the details.”


She handed me the paper. On it was scrawled a phone number and a name: Dr. Katherine Winters, Ph.D. Below that were hastily written instructions: “Tell her Mandy says ‘you owe me for the clinic.’ She’ll come.”


“I remember writing it. I remember thinking she’d be perfect—she’s brilliant, studying neuroscience or something similar. But I don’t know what ‘the clinic’ refers to. That must have been in Mandy’s memories, not mine.“I frowned, considering our options. “Even if we get her to come here, how do we experiment? We’d need two bodies for you to switch between, and we can’t exactly kidnap someone.”


“Actually,” Emma said, taking a sip of her coffee, “I called Father O’Brien this morning. I told him—well, Sister Margaret told him—that I had a family emergency and needed to stay away from the convent today. He was very understanding.”


I stared at her in surprise. “You called him? On what?”


She rolled her eyes, looking suddenly much more like my Emma than the demure nun of a moment ago. “On my smartphone, Calvin. For heaven’s sake, what century do you think nuns live in? We’re not completely cut off from technology.” She grabbed a sleek phone from the counter next to her. “We’re encouraged to maintain family connections. We just use them… judiciously.”


“Sorry,” I said, feeling my face heat. “I just assumed…”


“That we communicate via carrier pigeon and smoke signals?” she teased, a hint of Emma’s sarcasm breaking through Sister Margaret’s reserve. “The Lord works in mysterious ways, Calvin, including through iPhones.”


I laughed, relieved to see this flash of my wife’s personality. “So we have you for the day. That’s good. But we still need to figure out how to get Dr. Winters here without sounding like complete lunatics.”


“And if we start switching between two bodies, the other person will notice.” Emma frowned, pushing a pancake around her plate.


Yeah, that was the tricky part. Maybe that doctor could be informed of the situation and be willing to help, but Sister Margaret would definitely go running to the church or the police or both, and that would complicate everything beyond belief. Though, I didn’t think we had much of a choice. At some point we’d have to take a risk if we wanted to learn more about what was happening to Emma’s consciousness.


I studied the phone number again. “I guess there’s only one way to find out...”

    
    
Author Note:


This is chapter 7 out of 28 for Ghost Wife. If you wish to support my work or are eager to discover the next chapters before everyone else, feel free to subscribe to my Patreon and get access to many exlusive stories and chapters. You can also purchase the full Ghost Wife book on Kindle or Smashwords.


Do not hesitate to join my Discord as well to meet people interested in Mind control stories, hypnosis, and to get the latest news about what I’m up to!

    
  
Story: Ghost Wife
Author: Dominic H. Hugh



← 7 of 12 →

What’s New ·
Titles ·
Authors ·
Categories  ·
Readers’ Picks ·
FAQ ·
The Garden of MC ·
MC Forum
Hosting generously provided by Daphne’s Fantasies

The Erotic Mind-Control Story Archive

What’s New ·
Titles ·
Authors ·
Categories  ·
Readers’ Picks ·
FAQ ·
The Garden of MC ·
MC Forum
Story: Ghost Wife
Author: Dominic H. Hugh



← 8 of 12 →



    
Title: Ghost Wife






Chapter 8: Katherine


I sat on the couch, staring at my phone, the cryptic message to Dr. Katherine Winters still displayed on the screen: “From Mandy: You owe me for the clinic. Need your help urgently. Will explain in person.” Short, mysterious, and hopefully effective. We’d decided against explaining anything over text—who would believe it anyway?


Emma paced the living room, her bare feet silent on the hardwood floor. She still wore my t-shirt, though she’d added a pair of Emma’s old sweatpants that hung loose on Lisa’s smaller frame. She kept touching things—the bookshelf, the throw pillows, the framed photos—with a curious expression on her face.


“What’s it like?” I asked, watching her run her fingers over the spines of our books. “Being here, in this house?”


She turned to me, her brow furrowed. “Strange. It’s like… I know this place. I remember buying this couch with you, arguing over the color for hours.” She smiled faintly at the memory. “But at the same time, it feels completely foreign. When I was Mandy, this place felt alien too, but it was still… a normal home, you know? The kind of place a college student might visit.”


She gestured around the room. “But for Lisa—for me—this is so far removed from my life. The convent is sparse, functional. We share most spaces. The idea of owning all this…” She shook her head. “It feels almost sinful. All this space, these possessions, for just two people.”


“So what? Our life is just a distant memory? Someone else’s life? Even though you remember it?” I asked.


She bit her lip, looking troubled. “No, it’s not like... Not entirely. You, Calvin, you’re not someone else to me. I feel the connection. You are my husband, the love of my life.” She sat beside me on the couch, taking my hand in both of hers. “I feel it in my soul.”


My phone buzzed, startling us both. Katherine had replied: “What the hell? Who is this really? Mandy would never bring up the clinic. Need more details before I go anywhere.”


I showed the message to Emma, who shrugged helplessly. “I have no idea what ‘the clinic’ even refers to. It must have been important to Mandy, though.”


I typed back: “It really is from Mandy, in a way. Hard to explain over text. If ‘the clinic’ means something to you, that should be proof enough. It would be easier to show you what’s going on.”


We waited in tense silence until the phone buzzed again. “Fine. What’s the address? But I’m bringing pepper spray and my roommate knows where I’m going. This better not be some weird shit.”


I sent her our address, adding, “It’s definitely weird shit, but not dangerous. Promise.”


“Well, that’s that,” I said, setting the phone down. “Now we wait.”


Emma nodded, then wandered back to the bookshelf. She pulled out a worn copy of “The Great Gatsby”—one of her favorites—and flipped through it with a frown.


“What’s wrong?” I asked.


“I used to love this book,” she said, sounding puzzled. “I remember loving it. But now it seems… I don’t know. Frivolous? All these people with their wealth and their parties and their shallow problems.” She put it back on the shelf with a sigh. “It’s not holding my interest at all.”


I couldn’t help but laugh. “Let me guess—you prefer religious texts now? The Bible? Lives of the Saints?”


She shot me a look that was pure Emma, despite coming from Lisa’s face. “Actually, no. Lisa—I—have quite the collection of thriller novels hidden under my bed at the convent. Murder mysteries, mostly. The gorier the better.” She grinned at my surprised expression. “What? Even nuns need escapism. Sister Agnes thinks I’m reading devotionals, but I’ve got Gillian Flynn and Tana French stuffed between my mattress and box spring.”


“Sister Margaret!” I gasped in mock scandal. “I’m shocked. Absolutely shocked.”


She laughed, a sound that was becoming more familiar on Lisa’s lips. “Everyone has their secrets, Calvin. Even before… this.” She gestured to herself. “Lisa was never quite as perfect as she pretended to be.”


The thought was oddly comforting—that even before Emma had inhabited her body, Sister Margaret had her own small rebellions, her own private self that didn’t align perfectly with her public persona. It made what we were doing seem slightly less like a violation.


“How long do you think it will take Dr. Winters to get here?” Emma asked, settling onto the couch beside me.


I checked the time. “Depends on where she lives. Could be twenty minutes, could be an hour.”


Emma leaned her head against my shoulder, a gesture so familiar it made my chest ache. “I hope she can help us figure this out. I can’t keep jumping from body to body forever.”


I put my arm around her, pulling her close. “We’ll figure it out. Together.”


But as we sat there waiting, I couldn’t help wondering what would happen if we couldn’t solve this puzzle. How many bodies would Emma inhabit? How many lives would be disrupted? And what would happen to my wife if we failed?


After a while, the doorbell rang, and I felt my stomach tighten with anxiety. Emma and I exchanged a glance before I stood to answer it.


“Here we go,” I muttered, taking a deep breath before pulling the door open.


The woman standing on my porch wasn’t what I expected. When Emma had mentioned a “nerdy scientist friend,” I’d pictured someone older, despite her saying she was a friend from high school, maybe with a lab coat and a perpetual scowl. Instead, Katherine Winters looked like she’d walked straight out of some “sexy scientist” Halloween costume—minus the costume.


She was in her early twenties, with short, fiery red hair cut in a tomboyish style that somehow managed to look both practical and stylish. Freckles dusted her nose and cheeks, visible behind black-rimmed glasses that gave her an intellectual air. She wore a simple green t-shirt with some obscure science joke printed on it, fitted enough to show off curves that her lab coat probably hid most days. Her jeans were worn at the knees, and she carried a messenger bag slung across her chest.


“You’re not Mandy,” she said immediately, her eyes narrowing behind her glasses. Her voice was crisp and precise, the kind that commanded attention in lecture halls. “Who are you, and why are you using her name to get me here?”


“I’m Calvin Kent,” I said, stepping back slightly to give her space. “And no, I’m not Mandy. It’s… complicated.”


“I called Mandy,” Katherine said, not budging from the doorway. “My actual friend Mandy. She has no idea who you are or why you’d be contacting me on her behalf. Interestingly, she also can’t account for what she did yesterday, or the two days before. Complete blank.” Her hand slipped into her pocket, presumably gripping the pepper spray she’d mentioned. “So I’ll ask again: who are you, and what do you want?”


“We can explain,” Emma said, appearing beside me. Katherine’s eyes flicked to her, taking in the small blonde in oversized clothes.


“And you are?”


“My name is… Lisa,” Emma said after a slight hesitation. “Sister Margaret, actually, but Lisa is fine.”


Katherine’s eyebrows shot up. “A nun? What the hell is going on here?”


I ran a hand through my hair, struggling to find a starting point that wouldn’t sound completely insane. “Look, this is going to sound crazy, but my wife died last week. In a car accident.”


“I’m sorry for your loss,” Katherine said automatically, though her expression remained suspicious. “But what does that have to do with Mandy or me?”


“Because she’s not dead,” I blurted out. “I mean, her body is, but she’s… she’s here.” I gestured to Emma/Lisa. “She’s in there.”


Katherine took a step back. “Okay, I’m leaving now. You people are clearly—”


“Wait,” Emma said, her voice taking on that gentle but firm tone I’d noticed she used more often in Lisa’s body. “Please. We know how this sounds. But something extraordinary has happened, something beyond scientific explanation—at least, beyond our understanding of science.”


“Which is why we need you,” I added quickly. “You’re supposed to be brilliant. Mandy thought you could help us figure this out.”


“Mandy apparently doesn’t even know you,” Katherine shot back.


“Then how would we know about ‘the clinic?’” I challenged, hoping that would be enough to convince her to at least stay and listen.


Katherine’s expression shifted from suspicion to something more complex—curiosity mingled with concern. “So you’re what? A ghost? What makes you say that?”


“My consciousness transferred,” Emma said simply. “From my dead body to another woman’s, then to Mandy’s, then to my cousin at my funeral, and now to Sister Margaret’s. I retain all my memories as Emma, Calvin’s wife, but I experience the world through the brain and body I’m inhabiting.”


I expected Katherine to turn and run, but instead, she adjusted her glasses, a scientist’s calculation replacing her wariness. “That’s… not possible. Consciousness is a product of brain function. It can’t be transferred like a computer file.”


“And yet, here we are,” I said. “Look, we can prove it. My wife—inside Lisa—knows things only my wife would know. Things about me, about our life together.”


“And Mandy can’t remember the days I was in her body,” Emma added. “Just like the woman at the funeral home can’t remember preparing my body for viewing, because I was in control then.”


Katherine stood silent for a long moment, her fingers drumming against the strap of her messenger bag. Finally, she spoke. “I’m not saying I believe you. But as a neuroscientist, I’m intrigued by the hypothesis. And the fact that Mandy really does have missing time…” She took a deep breath. “Fine. I’ll come in. But I’m keeping my phone on and my pepper spray handy.”


I stepped aside, relief washing over me. “That’s fair. Thank you for giving us a chance.”


As Katherine crossed the threshold, I caught her studying Emma with intense scientific curiosity, like she was a particularly fascinating lab specimen. I couldn’t blame her—if I hadn’t experienced this firsthand, I wouldn’t believe it either.
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Chapter 9: Interrogation


We sat in the living room, Katherine perched on the edge of an armchair like she might need to bolt at any moment. Emma and I took the couch, careful to maintain some distance between us—Sister Margaret’s body language still betrayed discomfort at too much physical contact, especially with an audience.


“So let me get this straight,” Katherine said, her scientific skepticism evident in every syllable. “You’re claiming that your wife’s consciousness somehow transferred from her dead body into a series of living women, and now resides in…” she gestured toward Emma, “a nun?”


“I know how it sounds,” I admitted.


“It sounds like the plot of a bad sci-fi movie,” Katherine replied, adjusting her glasses. “Or actually, it reminds me of ‘The Man from Earth.’ Have you seen it?”


Emma and I exchanged blank looks.


“No? Well it’s about a man who also makes impossible claims to a bunch of scholars. She smirked. “Sister Margaret probably wouldn’t like how it ends. Though I suppose it’s an unpleasant comparison in this case, since it would imply you two are telling the truth, which is ridiculous.”


“We are telling the truth,” Emma said quietly. “I know it defies scientific explanation, but—”


“It defies logic,” Katherine interrupted. “Consciousness isn’t transferable. As I said, it’s a product of specific neural patterns in a specific brain. You can’t just… hop from one brain to another like changing clothes.”


“And yet, that’s exactly what’s happening,” I insisted. “Emma can tell you things only she would know. About our life together, about conversations we had that no one else heard.


Katherine waved this away. “Cold reading techniques. Or maybe you coached her. There are a dozen more plausible explanations than consciousness transfer. It’s not like I would even be able to tell if she’s telling the truth. I don’t know any of you.”


“What about the missing time?” Emma reminded her. “Mandy can’t remember what happened when I was in her body. Clara at the funeral home couldn’t remember the days I spent as her. There’s a pattern.”


This gave Katherine pause. She tapped her fingers against her knee, thinking. “Memory gaps can be caused by trauma, drugs, alcohol—”


“Or by someone else driving your body,” I finished for her.


Katherine sighed. “Fine. Let’s say, for the sake of argument, I entertain this hypothesis. How exactly does this… transfer work? Is it voluntary? Is there a trigger?”


Emma and I exchanged another look, this one more uncomfortable.


“It seems to happen through touch,” Emma explained. “Physical contact with another woman. But staying ‘myself’ within the new body… that’s more complicated.”


I cleared my throat. “We’ve noticed that Emma’s personality becomes more dominant after… intimate contact.”


“Intimate contact,” Katherine repeated flatly.


Emma’s cheeks flushed crimson. “Sexual intercourse,” she clarified, her voice barely above a whisper. “With Calvin. It seems to… strengthen my hold on the host body.”


Katherine’s eyebrows shot up. “So you’re telling me that not only does your wife’s consciousness magically transfer between bodies, but you need to have sex with her to keep her from… what, fading away?”


“Not fading away entirely,” I explained, feeling heat rise to my own face. “She retains her memories regardless. But her personality, her… Emma-ness… it gets weaker without physical contact. She starts acting more like the host.”


“How convenient for you,” Katherine said dryly. “Your wife dies, but you get to keep sleeping with her in a variety of new bodies. Sounds like a male fantasy to me.”


“It’s not like that,” Emma protested, her voice stronger now. “This isn’t something we wanted or planned. We’re just trying to understand it.”


Katherine studied us for a long moment, her scientific curiosity clearly at war with her skepticism. “How long can you maintain your… dominance without this ‘recharging’?”


“We don’t know exactly,” I admitted. “We haven’t been willing to test it for too long.”


“I stayed in Clara’s body for about two days,” Emma added. “Then I switched to Mandy. By the end of the third day, I felt mostly like her until Calvin and I... reconnected.”


“You mean until he fucked you,” Katherine said bluntly.


Emma winced at the crude language, Lisa’s sensibilities clearly offended. “Yes,” she said stiffly. “After that, I was more myself again.”


Katherine turned to me. “So you had sex with Mandy—my friend Mandy—while your wife was, what, possessing her?”


The accusation in her tone made me defensive. “It wasn’t like that. It was Emma, in Mandy’s body. Emma consented. Emma wanted it.”


“But Mandy didn’t consent,” Katherine pointed out, her voice hardening. “Mandy wasn’t even present to consent. You had sex with my friend’s body while she was… what, unconscious? Absent? Do you realize how that sounds?”


“I thought you didn’t believe us,” I countered. “You said it was a bad sci-fi plot. Why worry about consent if you don’t believe it’s real?”


“Because,” Katherine said, “if it is real—and that’s still a big ‘if’—then you’re taking advantage of vulnerable women.”


I stood up, startling both Katherine and Emma. “And what was I supposed to do? Just ignore her, let my wife’s consciousness fade away until there was nothing left of her? Watch her die a second time?” My anger, fueled by fear and grief, boiled over and seemed to take Katherine by surprise, her hand reaching for her pocket and the pepper spray within. “So far her hosts have been completely clueless about what happened during the time she was possessing them. It’s like they blacked out, and they remember nothing. So yeah, I’ll happily fuck my wife, in whatever body she’s in, to keep her from disappearing. That’s not me taking advantage, that’s me being a husband.”


Dr. Winters stared at me, mouth agape, then frowned slightly. “Well,” she muttered after a pause. “I think a demonstration is in order.”
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Chapter 10: Self Science


“A demonstration,” Katherine repeated, leaning forward in her chair. “I want to see this transfer happen. If what you’re claiming is true, I need to observe it firsthand.”


“You want Emma to… transfer into you?” I asked, not quite believing what I was hearing.


Katherine nodded, her scientific curiosity clearly overriding her skepticism. “If this is real, I want to experience it. And if it’s not, then no harm done, right?”


Emma shifted uncomfortably beside me. “Before we do this, you need to understand what you’re consenting to. I’ll have access to your memories, your thoughts. I’ll be… you, in a way.”


“And I’ll be unconscious? Or gone?” Katherine asked, her scientific precision evident even in her skepticism.


“Not gone,” Emma explained. “Just… dormant. When I leave, you won’t remember anything that happened while I was in control.”


Katherine snorted. “How convenient. No witnesses to your ‘possession.’” She made air quotes with her fingers. “But fine, I consent to being ‘possessed’ by your dead wife.” Her sarcasm was thick enough to cut with a knife. “Thanks for asking, by the way. At least you’re not having Calvin’s wife switch with me without my consent.”


The barb hit home, and I winced. “We’re trying to do this right.”


“There’s another problem,” Emma explained to the scientist, her brow furrowing. “Sister Margaret. When I leave her body, she’s going to be very confused. She’ll have no idea how she got here or who you are.”


“She might call the police,” Katherine added with a smirk. “Kidnapping a nun is probably a felony.”


Emma stood up and began pacing, a gesture that looked strange on Sister Margaret’s normally composed body. “I need to take something to keep her calm when she wakes up. Something mild.”


“Oh, sure,” Katherine said, her voice dripping with sarcasm. “Let’s add drugging a nun to the list of crimes. Why not?”


Despite her harsh words, Katherine made no move to stop us or leave. Her scientific curiosity was clearly winning out over her ethical concerns.


“I don’t like this,” I said, following Emma as she headed toward our bathroom. “Drugging her seems wrong.”


“What choice do we have?” Emma countered, opening the medicine cabinet with the familiarity of someone who had done it a thousand times. “If she wakes up in a strange house with strange people, she’ll panic. This will just… take the edge off.”


She reached for a prescription bottle I recognized—mild anti-anxiety medication she’d been prescribed years ago after a particularly stressful period at work. She shook three pills into her palm.


“I used to take these when my nerves got bad,” she explained, though I already knew. “Sometimes to help me sleep. They’re not strong, taken alone. But three of them should make Lisa drowsy enough not to panic.”


Emma swallowed the pills with a handful of water from the sink. A few minutes later, she sat down heavily on the edge of the tub, her eyelids already growing heavy.


We returned to the living room where Katherine was waiting, her expression a mixture of scientific fascination and moral judgment. She didn’t seem particularly concerned to see the nun’s eyes growing glassy, her body swaying slightly as the drugs kicked in.


“So,” she said, standing up and brushing invisible lint from her jeans. “How do we do this? Do I need to touch her, or…?”


Emma nodded slowly. “Physical contact seems to be the trigger. A handshake should be enough.”


Katherine extended her hand, her skepticism evident in the slight smirk on her face. “Well, Sister whatever, it was nice meeting you. I look forward to being possessed by a dead woman.”


Emma took a deep breath and reached out, clasping Katherine’s hand firmly in her own.


For a moment, nothing happened. Emma and Katherine stood frozen, hands clasped, while I held my breath. Then Katherine’s body jerked slightly, her eyes widening in shock.


“Holy shit,” she breathed, her voice still Katherine’s but somehow different—more hesitant, more surprised. “It worked. It actually worked.” She released Emma’s hand and staggered back, staring at her own palms in wonder. “I’m… I’m in her body. I’m Katherine. But I’m Emma.”


Sister Margaret swayed on her feet, her eyes unfocused. The medication was clearly taking effect, making her movements sluggish as she looked around in confusion.


“Where… where am I?” she mumbled, her voice slurred. “What’s happening?”


I moved quickly to guide her to the couch, helping her sit down. “It’s okay,” I said soothingly, though I knew it was anything but okay for her. “You’re safe. Just rest.”


Katherine—or rather, Emma in Katherine’s body—was examining herself with scientific precision, running her hands over her arms, touching her face, adjusting to her new form.


“The neural pathways are so different,” she said, her voice taking on Katherine’s clinical tone but with Emma’s wonder behind it. “Everything is… sharper somehow. More analytical. I can feel how her brain processes information. It’s like thinking in high definition.”


She turned to look at Sister Margaret, who was now slumping against the couch cushions, her eyelids heavy. “And what a contrast! Going from that rigid, faith-structured mind to this…” She tapped her temple. “Katherine’s brain is like a supercomputer compared to hers. No offense to the nun, but it’s like going from a horse-drawn carriage to a Tesla.”


I couldn’t tell how much of this assessment was Emma and how much was Katherine’s own ego coloring Emma’s perceptions. The disdain for religious thinking certainly sounded more like the skeptical scientist than my wife.


“Oh, and I’m really turned on,” Katherine added, grinning as she cupped her breasts through her shirt and biting her lip as her gaze wandered to me. “Which is very unusual, because I’m... she’s supposed to be a lesbian.”


I felt my face grow warm. “Can we maybe not talk about Katherine’s body’s, um, reactions?”


“We need to get me into an MRI,” Emma continued as if I hadn’t spoken, pacing now with Katherine’s energetic stride. “And an EEG. We should monitor brain activity during the transfer. And we’ll need blood samples to check for hormonal changes. Oh! And we should—”


“Whoa, slow down,” I interrupted, placing a hand on her shoulder. It felt strange touching Katherine’s body while knowing Emma was inside. “One step at a time.”


Emma nodded, pushing Katherine’s glasses up her nose in a gesture that was pure scientist. “You’re right. Methodical approach. First things first.” She looked back at Sister Margaret, who was now barely conscious. “The medication is working. Good. That gives us some time.”


She closed her eyes suddenly, her brow furrowing in concentration. “I can see them,” she whispered. “The threads. Just like when I transferred from Veronica to Lisa. Mental pathways, memories, emotions… they’re all connected by these… threads of consciousness.”


“You can see inside her mind?” I asked, not quite understanding.


“Not see, exactly. It’s more like… feeling. Sensing.” Emma’s eyes remained closed, her face a mask of concentration. “There’s one that’s particularly strong. It’s fascinating. Let me just…”


Without warning, Katherine’s body shuddered violently. Her back arched, her mouth falling open in a silent gasp. Her hands gripped the arms of the chair so tightly her knuckles turned white. A deep, guttural moan escaped her throat as her body convulsed in what was unmistakably an intense orgasm.


Sister Margaret, even in her drugged state, looked scandalized. I stood frozen, completely bewildered.


After several seconds, Emma relaxed, Katherine’s body going limp in the chair. A slow, satisfied smile spread across her face.


“Well,” she said, her voice breathless. “That was unexpected.”


“What the hell just happened?” I demanded. “Did you just cum?”


Emma nodded slowly and straightened up, adjusting Katherine’s rumpled clothing with a smirk that looked perfectly at home on the scientist’s face. “I think I found a solution to our problem.”
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Chapter 11: Memory


“The threads,” Emma explained, her mind clearly racing with the implications. “I don’t know what they are exactly. A neural map? A mental representation of Katherine’s thoughts?” She paced the living room, her movements sharp and precise. “Hardware, software, that’s basically the question. We’d really need to see what happens inside the brain to start drawing conclusions. A PET scan would really—”


“Emma,” I cut in, holding up a hand. “You’re getting sidetracked again. Focus. You said you found a solution.”


She stopped, turning to face me. “I think I can alter my... her brain. Rewire her neural connections, on the fly. Nothing big, or not easily. We’re talking about very specific tweaks, editing memories, small suggestions?”


I stared at her, trying to process the implications. “So you could what, create memories to explain the missing time? Make her not suspicious?”


“Her or anyone else!” Emma said, her eyes gleaming with Katherine’s intellectual excitement. “I could create an explanation for the missing time they’d accept as their own. Make Sister Margery—”


“Margaret...” I corrected. It was fascinating to see how even basic information like names didn’t seem to carry over that well. I guess Katherine herself was bad with names, or didn’t care enough to remember them.


“Margaret, right. I could make her think she just felt like having some time away from the convent.”


“She told Father O’Brien she had a family emergency,” I reminded her.


“But if they ever speak with her family they’ll find out it wasn’t true,” Emma countered. “I need to create a plausible memory, that she had doubts, needed to think about her faith, get some rest, all of that.


“Let’s not fuck with her faith. She seems to take it seriously.” I warned, still feeling guilty about involving her.


“Right. Right,” Emma said, clearly distracted by the possibilities. “Whatever would work best, obviously.” She turned to the drugged nun on the couch. “It will take a couple of hours for her to fully metabolize the medication. I’ll take over, and once she’s more lucid, we’ll get her back to the convent, and then I’ll switch back with Katherine, leaving that girl with a peaceful, private memory of her little sabbatical.”


I sighed in relief. “Thank God.”


My wife looked at me, laughing. “Thank Katherine. She knows exactly what she’s doing. Being inside her brain... it’s like, it all just makes sense.” She tapped Katherine’s temple. “Everything is clearer. I’m so much smarter, so much more... capable...”


I snorted. “With the ego to match, apparently.”


She smirked, hands on her hips. “You’re just jealous that I’m a genius now.”


“You’re using HER brain,” I corrected. “That’s cheating. She’s the genius.”


She stepped closer, running a hand down my chest. “I’m using HER entire body, but I can share.”


Sister Margaret groaned from the couch, her eyes fluttering open slightly, still confused and drowsy.


“I thought you were a lesbian now,” I said with a weak smile as Emma’s fingers started to undo the buttons of my jeans.


“Mmm, I am. I mean, she is.” Emma’s fingers were now on my belt buckle, pushing me toward an armchair. She looked up at me, her eyes, Katherine’s eyes, full of a familiar hunger. “Seems like you’re the exception to the rule, no matter what brain I’m using. And this body is... aching for you.”


“Emma, not in front of—”


“Shhh, she’s barely conscious,” she whispered, sliding to her knees in front of me. “And I won’t let her remember anyway.”


She fished my hardening cock out of my pants, staring at it with a confused fascination. “I’ve never touched a dick before.” She giggled.


I chuckled. “Seems like the theme for this week.”


“Right?” she said, her fingers tracing the length of my shaft. “Not that I mind. I should, but I don’t.” She leaned in closer, her tongue darting out to taste the tip of my cock. “Salty.” She laughed. “Of course it’s salty. I know it is. But I don’t. Fascinating!” She swirled her tongue around the head before taking me into her mouth, her movements at first tentative, then more confident as she drew on her own original memories, not Katherine’s, for how to please me.


I stared at her, at that fiery red hair, those black-rimmed glasses, the determined, focused look in her eyes as she worked my cock. My wife, the scientist, my wife, the lesbian, my wife, dead and alive, on her knees in front of me, sucking me off in the living room while a nun drooled on the couch behind us.


“Damn, you’re leaking a lot,” she said, pulling back to stroke me, a string of pre-cum connecting her lips to my cock. “I didn’t know you had a thing for nerdy girls.”


“I have a thing for my wife,” I grunted.


She looked up at me, smirking again. “Right. Of course,” she said sarcastically, bringing her hands up to her own breasts, squeezing them through her shirt. “These aren’t very impressive compared to Mandy’s, are they?” she asked, then looked down at them with a frown. “But you know what’s nice?”


“What?” I asked, my breath coming short.


“You can have all the tits in the world now, fuck any pussy you want, and you’ll still be fucking me. You’ll still be fucking your wife.” She leaned forward again, wrapping her lips around my cock and taking me deeper this time. Her free hand slipped down to her own jeans, undoing them and sliding inside.


Was this going to be our life now? An endless parade of new bodies, new experiences, each one a violation of someone else’s life, a theft of their autonomy, all in the name of preserving my wife’s impossible existence? I was tempted, despite myself. A new woman every day, a new set of curves to explore, a new personality to interact with, all containing the same soul, the same woman I loved. I felt a wave of nausea, followed by an equally strong wave of desire. Besides, what choice did we have? Let her fade away?


“Come on, fill my mouth,” she moaned around my cock, her hand working frantically between her own legs now. “I want to taste you. I want to feel you shoot down this lesbian’s throat.”


I moaned and laughed, sliding two fingers through the fiery red hair. “Damn, is Katherine’s brain making you this much of a freak?”


“Oh I’m a kinky girl, Calvin,” she said, pulling back to gasp for air. “You have no idea the kind of stuff Katherine is into. Just not dicks, usually.” She went back down on me with renewed enthusiasm, her tongue swirling around the head before she took me deep into her throat, gagging slightly.


I felt my climax approaching, my hips thrusting forward, fucking her mouth with a desperation I hadn’t felt since the first time I’d made love to Emma all those years ago. I could feel her moaning around my cock, her own orgasm building. I came with a groan, my cock pulsing, filling her mouth with my cum. She swallowed it all, her eyes rolling back in her head as she came from her own touch.


When I finally pulled away, she looked up at me, her face flushed, her glasses askew. She licked her lips, then pulled her fingers from her pants, sucking them clean with a wicked grin.


The poor nun on the couch moaned again, her head lolling to the side, staring at us with glazed, unfocused eyes.


“Oh, sorry,” Emma said nonchalantly, noticing her audience. “Forgot you were there.”


I leaned back in the armchair, my heart pounding, my mind reeling from the intensity of it all. “Feeling more like yourself?” I asked, watching as Emma stood up and adjusted her clothes.


“Yep,” she said, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. “Weird how this seems to work. You reach climax and it brings me back. Vaginal or oral, doesn’t seem to matter. I’m pretty sure a handjob would do the trick too. I can’t find a rational explanation for it. This is baffling.”


I stared at her, frowning.


“Relax, it really is me, Cal,” she said, chuckling. “Well as much me as I can be in this brain, evidently. More me, at least. I’m still smarter. That doesn’t seem to be going away no matter how many times you fuck me. I’m as smart as the person I’m in, period.”


I nodded, thoughtful and, I have to admit, a bit turned on by—


“Oh I can see the gears in your head turning,” she said, winking at me. “A hot bimbo brain, a genius brain, a shy brain... What will you want to stick your dick in next?” She looked down at Katherine’s body.


I cleared my throat, trying to get back to more serious matters before my own imagination got carried away. “Emma, we need to come up with a plausible cover story to explain Lisa’s absence. And for Katherine too. Make sure they both remember nothing.”


“Make me forget?!” Emma asked, her voice suddenly sharp, her eyes narrowing. “No way!”


I blinked. “We cant—”


“This is the discovery of a lifetime,” she continued, her voice taking on Katherine’s academic tone again. “We have to study this. Properly. With equipment. I can’t just forget it!”


“She’s gonna freak out!”


“No she won’t,” Emma said, her hand waving dismissively. “She’ll be cool. I know her, remember? I know her brain. I’m her, currently.”


I frowned again.


She sighed. “I’m still me, Jesus, Cal... I’m telling you that this is too big for her to want to forget it. Too big for her not to want to study it.”


I was too tired to argue. We’d asked for Katherine’s help because we weren’t ‘qualified’ to figure this out. Maybe she wasn’t either. This felt more like magic than science. But in any case, she certainly was more qualified than me, or Emma would under normal circumstances, or in most bodies.


“So what now?” I asked, feeling drained.


My wife picked up Katherine’s phone, unlocking it with her thumbprint. “Now I leave myself a message,” she said, her fingers flying across the screen. “Explaining everything, in a way that will make sense to her. I’ll play with her memories too, to make it obvious something weird happened, so she believes me when she watches the video.” She hit record and held the phone up.


“Hey Kat, it’s you. Or rather it’s me. It’s Emma, Calvin’s wife. So obviously this whole possession business is not bullshit. I’m in your body right now, which you won’t remember. I figured out I can play with memories, among other things, so I’ll give you a completely different set of memories from the time was here. But when you watch this, not remembering recording it, you’ll know something weird happened. No doubt you’ll want to learn more about whatever is going on here.” She paused, then added, “Help us, and we’ll let you study us. We need to get the nun back to her convent, so I need a body to switch back into once we’re done.” She lowered the phone, ending the recording with a smirk. “There.”


Sister Margaret was stirring again on the couch, her eyes fluttering open. “What...” she mumbled.


Emma moved to her side. “It’s okay, Margery,” she said, her voice calm.


“Sister Margaret... Lisa.” I sighed.


“Lisa,” Emma corrected herself. “It’s okay, Lisa. You’re safe. Just relax.” She placed a hand on the nun’s forehead, freezing for a moment.


The nun blinked, her eyes still glazed. “Oh dear... I’m...” She tried to sit up, her body still sluggish. “I’m... so tired...”


“Jesus, your wife is really out of it,” Emma commented with a smirk. Wait a minute...


“Katherine?” I asked, raising an eyebrow. I was expecting confusion, the same weird transition we saw with the others, but it was different this time. Instead of her acting like a confused Katherine waking up from a weird dream, she acted like she had been here all along.


“What?” she asked, looking over at me.


“You were just Emma,” I said, gesturing between the two of them.


“No I wasn’t,” she said with a confused frown. “I’ve been here the whole time. You two are nuts. I rest my case.” She stood up, adjusting her glasses. “It was entertaining, but I think it’s time for me to go. You clearly need some time to... process your grief and...” She gestured vaguely toward the nun. “Whatever this is.”


“Wait,” I said, standing up too. “What do you think happened here? What do you remember?”


Emma chuckled from the couch, apparently finding something funny in her own drugged confusion.


“What do you mean, what do I remember?” Katherine asked, her patience clearly wearing thin. “I came here because Mandy gave you my number and told you about the clinic. I admit the magician showing up and the clowns were entertaining, and the hypnotist act was a real hoot, but I have yet to see any evidence your wife came back from the dead.” She frowned. “That trick with the ceiling opening and birds flying out was pretty good, though. How did you...” She looked around, realizing how insane she sounded. “You’re fucking with me, aren’t you?”


Then, I laughed too, Katherine’s eyes narrowing.


“Did you drug me too?” she asked, looking at me, then at the still giggling nun.


“You should check your phone. There’s a video for you,” I said, leaning against the wall and crossing my arms.


She huffed and pulled her phone out, her thumb unlocking it. I watched as her face went from annoyance to confusion. She stared at the screen. “When did I...?”


“You didn’t. My wife did. Watch it.” I insisted.


She tapped the screen, her eyes widening as she watched herself, or rather, Emma in her body, explain the impossible. Her hand flew to her mouth, her breath catching.


“Oh my god,” she whispered, her eyes darting between the phone, the nun, and me. “This isn’t... You didn’t...” She looked at her hands, turning them over as if seeing them for the first time. “This is... This is real?”


“Real...” slurred Emma from the couch, her words barely audible. “Very... real...”


Katherine sat down hard next to her, her legs suddenly weak. “I don’t... How?” She took a deep breath, opened her mouth, then winced. “Ouch! Why does my jaw...” She trailed off, licking her lips, then ran her tongue over her teeth, her eyes wide with dawning horror. “No. No, no, no...”


I felt a sudden surge of guilt for my part in this. “Emma said you’d be okay with it,” I offered weakly.


“Okay with what? What the fuck did she do in my body?!” Katherine demanded, her voice rising in panic.


“Just... a quick blowjob,” I mumbled, unable to meet her eyes.


Katherine stared at me, her face a mask of disbelief. “I’m a lesbian!” she practically shouted, jumping to her feet. “I have never even... I don’t even like men! I never agreed to this!” She looked down at her body with disgust, then at the grinning, half-conscious nun. “I’m calling the police!” She fumbled for her phone again, her hands shaking.


“Wait,” I said, stepping forward. “Please, just... listen.”


“You listen! You and your dead wife sexually assaulted me! I’m going to have you both arrested!”


“Both arrested?” I snorted, gesturing toward the drooling nun. “Me and my dead wife? Does Sister Margaret have to be arrested too? How do you explain this one?”


She stared at the giggling, drugged-up nun, her anger faltering.


“Emma said you’d help. She said it was the discovery of a lifetime.” I added, heart racing.


“And that makes it okay for her to use my body like that?” Katherine shot back, though her voice had lost some of its edge.


“Okay, it was wrong,” I admitted. “But that’s just how it works. I’m sorry! When she’s in someone’s body she’s horny and...”


“That’s no excuse!” Katherine said, though she seemed to be calming down.


“It’s all I got.”


“Fuck!” she yelled, kicking the coffee table. She paced back and forth, her fists clenched, her mind clearly racing. “This is absolutely insane.”


“Will you help us?” I asked, my voice barely a whisper.


She stopped pacing and looked at me, then at the nun, then back at me. “I can’t believe I’m considering this...”
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Chapter 12: A Deal


The ride to the convent was awkward. Katherine sat in the passenger seat, her arms crossed, staring out the window, her expression a mixture of disbelief and scientific fascination. Sister Margaret, or rather, Emma in the nun’s body, slumped in the back seat, still groggy from the medication but gradually becoming more lucid. She was once again wearing the habit, her face pale and composed.


“I feel... weird,” she said, her voice clearer now. “Not as... fuzzy, though.”


I stared at her through the rearview mirror. “Do you still feel the threads?” I asked.


“The threads?” Katherine asked, glancing over at me.


“Something I can see... or feel... inside women’s brains when I’m inside,” Emma explained, her voice still weak. “Like paths?” She shook her head. “It was easier to explain when I was inside you.” She gestured to Katherine who stiffened slightly.


“Paths? Neural pathways?” Katherine asked, her scientific curiosity overriding her anger. “Of memories?”


“Maybe?”


“Is that what you used to mess with my memories?” Katherine asked, her voice sharp, a hint of curiosity in her tone.


“Yep,” Emma said, giggling again. “I imagined a scenario and put it in your head, somehow.”


“You have no idea how weird it is,” Katherine muttered to herself, shaking her head. “It really feels like it happened. If it wasn’t so absurd, I wouldn’t doubt it actually did.”


I glanced back at my wife again, who was now staring out the window, her face pensive. “Can you do it again? For Lisa?” I asked.


She nodded slowly. “I think so. It should be easier now that I’ve done it once. I’ll just... make her think she took a personal day to clear her head.”


“Alright, look,” Katherine said, turning to face Emma. “I need more data. This is... unprecedented. The scientific implications are staggering.”


I didn’t know what to say, so I remained focused on the road as we drove through the city, the afternoon sun casting long shadows across the buildings. We had a better idea of how things worked, and what Emma could do, the rules, so to speak, but we still had no idea why it was happening, or how long it would last. The thought was terrifying. Whatever brought Emma back could very well take her away from me at any point. Knowing more would help, but I was afraid of losing time searching in the wrong direction.


“Hey! I’m talking to you guys,” Katherine said, waving a hand in front of my face.


“Yeah, I heard you,” I said, glancing at her. “We’ll see what we can do.”


“Don’t you ‘we’ll see’ me,” she snapped, her voice rising in frustration. “Your dead wife is hopping from body to body, you just used mine for a blowjob without my consent, and you’ve basically kidnapped and used a nun that I’m now helping you brainwash so you can return her to her convent without any questions asked. I’d say you owe me a little more than ‘we’ll see’.”


“We’ll let you study me,” Emma offered, her voice still a bit slurred. “We need answers too. If science can provide them, then we’ll be grateful for the help.”


Katherine snorted, but I could see a flicker of excitement in her eyes. “IF? There’s no ‘if’ about it. If it exists, science can explain it.”


“There are a lot of things science can’t explain,” Emma countered, holding the cross that hung from her neck, her brow furrowed in thought.


“Yeah, right... Let’s talk about it again when you’re no longer in a nun’s body,” Katherine said sarcastically.


“What will you need from us?” I asked, trying to steer the conversation back to the practicalities.


Katherine tapped her chin thoughtfully. “First, I need access to both of you. Regularly. I need to be able to take readings, brain scans, run tests...”


“How often?” I asked, already dreading the logistical nightmare this was becoming. “I just got my wife back from the dead. I’d like to spend some time with her, not carting her around to labs.”


“Don’t worry, lover boy,” Katherine said, her voice dripping with sarcasm. “I won’t keep you from your ghostly humping sessions for too long. But for this to be a proper study, I’ll need a baseline. We need to understand the transfer, the ‘recharging’ process, the memory manipulation...” She trailed off, lost in thought. “God, the possibilities for a paper on this are endless.”


I turned my head to look at her, my eyes wide with disbelief. “A paper? You’re thinking about publishing this? The whole world would find out about her!”


“You don’t expect me to keep this to myself, do you?” Katherine shot back. “A deceased consciousness transferring between living bodies? This is the biggest scientific discovery in human history!”


“They’ll lock her in a lab!” I protested, my grip tightening on the steering wheel.


Emma leaned forward, her head between the front seats. “Give us time, doctor. I don’t know why I’m back, but it has something to do with my... husband. I didn’t come back here as a messiah. God sent me here for him.”


God... Did God send her here? If so, why? And why us? Why me? Why like this? If God was the one behind this, he had a weird sense of humor.


Katherine sighed, leaning back in her seat. “How much time?” she asked, her voice softening slightly.


“Years, at least,” I said, my voice firm.


“Years?!” Katherine practically shouted. “You want me to sit on the biggest scientific discovery of all time for YEARS?”


I clenched my fingers around the steering wheel, turning my knuckles white. I pushed the brakes, leaving the car stopped on the side of the road, both women gasping in surprise. I turned in my seat to face Katherine, right arm reaching out to open her door.


She stared at the road, her eyes wide with disbelief. “What are you doing?”


“You want to study her, to study us? You want to write a paper? Fine. But you do it on our terms, and you don’t publish until we say so. Otherwise, we don’t need your help. You’re free to leave.” I pointed outside.


Katherine stared at me, her mouth agape, then at Emma, who was watching her with a calm, unreadable expression.


“Jesus, fine!” Katherine said, slamming the door shut, Emma wincing. Whether it was the sound of the door or the casual mention of Jesus, I couldn’t tell. “Okay. No papers. Not yet. We’ll study this in secret. But I need access. Regular access.”


“Once a week,” I offered, pulling back onto the road, my eyes back on the street in front of us. “Saturdays.”


Soon I’d have to return to work. I’d spent a week at home, “mourning”. Even if everyone still believed my wife was dead and buried, which was only half true, I’d eventually have to return to the office, make a living, support us both, whatever that meant now.


“Fine, but the entire day,” Katherine countered. “I need time to run tests, scan, observe. A few hours isn’t enough.”


I glanced at Emma through the rearview mirror, who nodded slowly.


“Deal,” I said, my voice tight. “Now, let’s get Lisa back to the convent before we draw any more attention to ourselves.”


The rest of the drive was made in silence. The convent was an old, imposing building on the edge of town, surrounded by a high brick wall. I made sure to pull up away from prying eyes, the car hidden in the shade of a large oak tree. There was no one around, the only sound the distant chirping of birds.


“Okay,” I said, turning off the engine. “Emma, are you ready?”


She nodded, her hands clasped in her lap. “I think so. But how do I explain you, Calvin? Or Katherine?” she asked, looking between us.


I rubbed my temples. “Father O’Brien and the others already saw you leave with me after the funeral. We can spin it that... you asked me to drop you somewhere, then later asked me to pick you up so I could drive you back. Katherine is... a friend from out of town?”


My wife nodded, getting out of the car, still a bit shaky on her feet. She smoothed down her habit as the doctor and I got out too, standing by my car.


“Alright, I’m ready,” Emma said, taking a deep breath and turning toward Katherine, extending her hand.


The scientist looked at my wife’s outstretched hand, then at me. “I swear to God,” she said, her voice low and intense, “If you use my body for anything other than finding another host again, I’ll—”


“I’ll behave,” Emma promised, her voice small and tired.


“We’ll do our best,” I added, earning a glare from both of them. “We need a host who can stick around for a while, someone who won’t be missed, and I need to have sex with Emma fairly regularly. You know the rules,” I explained.


Katherine scowled. “Then you find someone before you need to ‘recharge’ her again. And you keep your hands, and your dick, off me until you do.”


“We’ll do our best,” I repeated. “But if you’re helping us, then you need to accept the risks.”


Katherine sighed, running a hand through her fiery red hair, her shoulders slumping in defeat. “I need to be back in my lab by tomorrow and I would prefer to do so as myself and without tasting someone else’s cum in my mouth.”


“We’ll do our—”


“Let’s do this already before I change my mind,” Katherine grumbled, taking Sister Margaret’s hand.


The nun simply blinked, her eyes glazing over for a second. Katherine’s body swayed, her eyes wide. She stared at her own hand, then at Sister Margaret, who was now smiling politely.


“Thank you for the ride, Mr. Kent,” the nun said, her voice calm and steady. “I hope it wasn’t too much trouble.”


“It was no trouble at all, Sister Margaret,” I said, relieved.


“God bless you,” she added, then she nodded to Katherine, turned, and walked toward the heavy wooden doors of the convent.


I stared at her back until she disappeared inside, then turned to Katherine.


“All good?” I asked.


“Yeah, I’m me,” she said, looking down at her hands, then back at me. “Sorry, the contrast is... disorienting.” She cleared her throat. “Fuck I’m pissed. Katherine is. Scared too, but mostly pissed.”


“Yeah...”


“But she’s not gonna stand in our way. She wants to study this. We just need to find a new host.”


“Yep,” I said, getting back into the car. Katherine followed, slamming the door shut. I pulled away from the curb, leaving the convent behind.


“We need a crowded place, where no one will pay much attention to us,” Katherine said, her voice taking on a more academic, clinical tone. “A mall, a train station, a university campus.”


There’s a mall not too far from here,” I offered. “You sure you can do this now? You’ve already swapped twice since... huh...”


“I blew you?” Katherine finished, a smirk on her face.


She leaned in close, her voice a husky whisper, her left hand moving to my thigh. “You’ll find Dr. Winters is now far less reluctant than before to help with ‘recharging’.” Her hand slid further up my leg, her fingers brushing against my crotch.


I shivered. “Yeah, because she’s not herself anymore, Emma. She just told us to keep our hands off her.”


“She accepted the risks. She said she didn’t want to taste my cum in her mouth tomorrow.” She squeezed my thigh gently. “She didn’t say anything about today.”


I pushed her hand away gently but firmly. “Do you think you can swap a few more times without... recharging?” I asked, trying to keep my eyes on the road. “I’d like to give the doctor a break. Let’s not push our luck. Also if you keep milking me at this rate, at my age, Em, I’m not gonna be able to keep up.”


My wife sighed, leaning back in her seat. “I guess I can wait. I still feel pretty strong right now. I think I’m getting better at this.” She looked out the window, her brow furrowed in thought. “I wonder how far I can push it. How long I can last without your... help. How many times I can jump before I get too weak.”


“We’ll choose women carefully and if you feel like you’re getting too weak I’ll...”


“Fuck me?” she offered with a wicked grin. I could see the arousal growing in her eyes, her breathing becoming slightly ragged. She was getting turned on just thinking about it. Whatever miracle or curse had brought my wife back, it really seemed to make her insatiable.


“Yes,” I said, my voice flat. “Whoever you are then...”

    
    
Author Note:


This is chapter 12 out of 28 for Ghost Wife. If you wish to support my work or are eager to discover the next chapters before everyone else, feel free to subscribe to my Patreon and get access to many exlusive stories and chapters. You can also purchase the full Ghost Wife book on Kindle or Smashwords.


Do not hesitate to join my Discord as well to meet people interested in Mind control stories, hypnosis, and to get the latest news about what I’m up to!

    
  
Story: Ghost Wife
Author: Dominic H. Hugh



← 12 of 12    

What’s New ·
Titles ·
Authors ·
Categories  ·
Readers’ Picks ·
FAQ ·
The Garden of MC ·
MC Forum
Hosting generously provided by Daphne’s Fantasies

        
            
                
            
        

    
The Erotic Mind-Control Story Archive

What’s New ·
Titles ·
Authors ·
Categories  ·
Readers’ Picks ·
FAQ ·
The Garden of MC ·
MC Forum
Story: Ghost Wife
Author: Dominic H. Hugh



← 7 of 12 →



    
Title: Ghost Wife






Chapter 7: Looking for a Doctor


I woke with a start, my hand automatically reaching for the warm body that should have been beside me. The sheets were cold and empty. My heart rate spiked as I sat bolt upright, suddenly wide awake.


“Lisa? Emma?” I called out, panic rising in my throat. Had the nun’s consciousness reasserted itself overnight? Had she fled in horror at what we’d done? I imagined Sister Margaret waking up naked in a strange man’s bed, the memories of our night together missing but the evidence all too clear. She’d go straight to the church. Or worse, straight to the police.


I scrambled out of bed, pulling on a pair of sweatpants. “Emma!” I shouted, louder this time, rushing toward the bedroom door.


The smell hit me before I reached the kitchen—bacon, coffee, something sweet baking. I skidded to a stop in the doorway, relief washing over me in a dizzying wave.


Lisa stood at the stove, her back to me, wearing one of my t-shirts that hung to mid-thigh on her petite frame. Her blonde hair was pulled back in a loose ponytail, and she was humming softly to herself as she flipped pancakes with practiced ease.


“You’re here,” I breathed.


She turned, spatula in hand, and smiled. It was a reserved smile, nothing like the wicked grin Emma had worn when she was Mandy, but it was genuine.


“Of course I’m here. Where else would I be?” She gestured around the kitchen. “I always help with breakfast at the convent. Sister Agnes says I make the best pancakes.” She blushed slightly. “Well, Lisa does. I do. You know what I mean.”


I moved closer, studying her. In the morning light, she looked even younger than she had yesterday, barely into her twenties. Her face was scrubbed clean, her blue eyes clear and bright. Without the nun’s habit, with just my oversized shirt and her bare legs, she looked like any young woman making breakfast for her lover—except for that air of innocence that clung to her like a subtle perfume.


“How are you feeling today?” I asked cautiously. “About… everything that happened?”


The blush deepened, spreading down her neck. “I’d rather not speak of it,” she said, turning back to the stove. “It was… it was sinful. What we did.” She flipped a pancake with perhaps more force than necessary.


“Emma—”


“It’s fine,” she cut me off, her voice softening. “I’m not… I don’t regret it. I just…” She sighed, setting down the spatula and turning to face me. “This body, this mind—it’s not used to such things. It feels ashamed, even though I know it shouldn’t.”


She stepped closer, rising on her tiptoes to press a soft kiss to my lips. It was chaste, nothing like the passionate kisses we’d shared last night, but I felt her tremble slightly before she pulled away, looking both pleased and scandalized at her own boldness.


“Goodness,” she murmured, touching her lips. “I shouldn’t… The Lord sees all.” But she didn’t look particularly concerned about divine judgment, just slightly flustered.


“Sit,” she instructed, gesturing to the table. “Breakfast is nearly ready.”


I obeyed, watching as she moved around the kitchen with a grace that seemed both familiar and foreign. She wasn’t moving like Emma, who had always been a bit clumsy in the morning. There was a precision to her movements, an economy of motion that spoke of years of disciplined routine.


When she set a plate of perfectly golden pancakes in front of me, along with bacon and fresh coffee, I couldn’t help but smile. “This looks amazing.”


“Thank you,” she said, sitting across from me with her own plate. She bowed her head briefly, murmuring what I assumed was a silent prayer, before picking up her fork.


“I found the note I left here when I was Mandy,” she said after a few bites, reaching for a folded piece of paper on the counter. “It was here in the kitchen but I don’t remember all the details.”


She handed me the paper. On it was scrawled a phone number and a name: Dr. Katherine Winters, Ph.D. Below that were hastily written instructions: “Tell her Mandy says ‘you owe me for the clinic.’ She’ll come.”


“I remember writing it. I remember thinking she’d be perfect—she’s brilliant, studying neuroscience or something similar. But I don’t know what ‘the clinic’ refers to. That must have been in Mandy’s memories, not mine.“I frowned, considering our options. “Even if we get her to come here, how do we experiment? We’d need two bodies for you to switch between, and we can’t exactly kidnap someone.”


“Actually,” Emma said, taking a sip of her coffee, “I called Father O’Brien this morning. I told him—well, Sister Margaret told him—that I had a family emergency and needed to stay away from the convent today. He was very understanding.”


I stared at her in surprise. “You called him? On what?”


She rolled her eyes, looking suddenly much more like my Emma than the demure nun of a moment ago. “On my smartphone, Calvin. For heaven’s sake, what century do you think nuns live in? We’re not completely cut off from technology.” She grabbed a sleek phone from the counter next to her. “We’re encouraged to maintain family connections. We just use them… judiciously.”


“Sorry,” I said, feeling my face heat. “I just assumed…”


“That we communicate via carrier pigeon and smoke signals?” she teased, a hint of Emma’s sarcasm breaking through Sister Margaret’s reserve. “The Lord works in mysterious ways, Calvin, including through iPhones.”


I laughed, relieved to see this flash of my wife’s personality. “So we have you for the day. That’s good. But we still need to figure out how to get Dr. Winters here without sounding like complete lunatics.”


“And if we start switching between two bodies, the other person will notice.” Emma frowned, pushing a pancake around her plate.


Yeah, that was the tricky part. Maybe that doctor could be informed of the situation and be willing to help, but Sister Margaret would definitely go running to the church or the police or both, and that would complicate everything beyond belief. Though, I didn’t think we had much of a choice. At some point we’d have to take a risk if we wanted to learn more about what was happening to Emma’s consciousness.


I studied the phone number again. “I guess there’s only one way to find out...”
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Chapter 6: Sin


I pulled into our driveway and killed the engine, glancing over at Sister Margaret—or Lisa, or Emma, or whoever she was now. The silence between us felt heavier than it had with Mandy. There was a tension in the air I couldn’t quite place.


“Home sweet home,” I said, trying to sound casual despite the absurdity of bringing a nun—my wife’s consciousness trapped inside a nun—into our marital home. “You okay?”


Lisa’s hands were folded neatly in her lap, her posture rigid. She still had that aura of piety about her that seemed at odds with everything I knew about Emma.


“I’m… not sure,” she said softly, her blue eyes darting nervously around the house as we entered. She stood awkwardly in our living room, looking at familiar objects as if they were artifacts in a museum. Her fingers traced the edge of a photo frame—our wedding picture—but she didn’t pick it up.


She turned to me, her expression conflicted. “It feels so strange being here. I remember everything, but it’s like… I’m viewing it through a filter.” She touched her chest. “I—I mean Lisa, Sister Margaret—she’s not used to this. She sleeps at the convent with the other sisters. This place feels…” She struggled for words. “Worldly. That’s how I—she—would describe it.”


Was I going to have to get used to every host making similar comments? Now it felt like Emma was rediscovering the house every time she moved on to someone else. I felt at a loss. Emma was still there, buried beneath layers of Sister Margaret’s personality, but the nun’s influence was undeniable. I needed to break the ice, to bring her back to herself.


I approached her slowly, reaching out to take her in my arms the way I had with Mandy, the way I would have with Emma. “Maybe we just need to—”


“NO!” she screamed, recoiling violently and backing against the wall. Her eyes were wild with fear. “Don’t touch me! This is a sin! You’re married to her, not me! I’ve taken vows before God!” Her voice wasn’t Emma’s anymore—it was higher, panicked. “The Lord sees all! I cannot betray Him!”


I backed away, hands raised. “Whoa, whoa! I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to—”


“Fornicator! Tempter!” she spat, then immediately covered her mouth with her hands, eyes wide with shock at her own outburst.


“Emma,” I said firmly, keeping my distance. “Emma, I need you to focus on my voice. Remember who you are. Remember us.”


Lisa was trembling now, tears streaming down her face. “I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” she whispered. “That wasn’t me—I mean, it was me but... Lisa is… Her faith is like a wall inside my mind.”


I cautiously sat on the couch, patting the spot beside me. “Come sit. No touching. Just talk to me.”


After a moment’s hesitation, she perched on the edge of the cushion, as far from me as possible.


“Tell me what’s happening,” I said gently.


She wiped her tears with shaking hands. “It’s like being torn in two. I want you—God, I want you so badly it hurts.” Her cheeks flushed deep red. “But Lisa is horrified by those feelings. I’ve never… she’s innocent in ways I wasn’t even before we met. The desire I feel terrifies her. It’s like something screaming inside my head that these thoughts are sinful.” She looked up at me, her eyes a battlefield of desire and devotion. “I’ve never felt so conflicted. With Mandy, with Veronica, their personalities influenced me, but Lisa… her faith is the core of who she is. I can’t just push it aside.”


I sat there watching Lisa—Emma—whoever she was now, struggling with herself. My mind raced with conflicting thoughts. What the hell were we supposed to do now? I couldn’t force her into anything she wasn’t comfortable with, but our options were limited. If we tried finding another host, what would happen to Sister Margaret afterward? She’d wake up in a strange man’s house with no memory of how she got there. We’d be looking at kidnapping charges at minimum. Even if we had Emma switch out in the open, away from witnesses, the trauma of suddenly finding herself in a random part of town, miles away from her convent with no explanation would be devastating. I frowned, realizing we had been doing just that to everyone Emma had possessed up to now.


“I don’t know what to do,” I admitted, running a hand through my hair. “We can’t just… let her go like this. She’d be confused, and it would raise too many questions.” I didn’t say the other part out loud—that each time we’d been intimate, Emma had seemed to grow stronger in her host body. The sex with Veronica had brought Emma fully to the surface, but now, in Lisa’s body, all that strength seemed gone. Had the transfer drained her somehow? Or was Sister Margaret’s faith simply too powerful to overcome?


Lisa sat rigidly on the couch, her hands clasped in prayer. “I don’t know either,” she whispered. “These feelings… they’re so confusing. I remember wanting you, but it feels… it feels…” She couldn’t even finish the sentence, her face flushing crimson.


“What if,” I said carefully, “we just start small? A kiss, maybe? Just one little kiss.”


“No!” Lisa’s eyes flashed with panic. “That would be a sin! I can’t—we can’t—”


“It doesn’t have to be on the lips,” I said quickly, trying a different approach. “Just a kiss on the cheek. Friends do that all the time. Even nuns must give friendly kisses, right?”


She hesitated, her internal struggle visible on her face. “I… I suppose that wouldn’t be… entirely inappropriate.”


“Just one,” I promised, not moving any closer, letting her come to me.


After what felt like an eternity, Lisa inched toward me on the couch. Her movements were stiff, uncertain. She leaned forward and quickly pressed her lips to my cheek, then immediately pulled back as if burned.


“There,” I said softly. “That wasn’t so bad, was it?”


She touched her lips with her fingertips, a look of wonder crossing her face. Something had shifted in her eyes—a flicker of my Emma coming through.


“It feels… warm,” she said, sounding surprised. “Like… like sunshine inside.”


I chuckled at her innocence. “Would you like to try again?” I asked, hardly daring to breathe.


Lisa nodded slowly, her eyes never leaving mine. This time, when she leaned in, she lingered a moment longer, her lips soft against my skin. When she pulled back, her breathing had quickened slightly.


“I’ve never…” she started, then corrected herself. “Lisa has never felt this way before. It’s… it’s frightening but also… nice?” She sounded like a child discovering something new and forbidden. “There’s this feeling, down in my… in my private places. It makes me feel all tingly and warm.”


I swallowed hard. “That’s normal. It’s called desire.”


“Desire,” she repeated the word like it was foreign on her tongue. “I was taught that desire is the devil’s playground. But it doesn’t feel evil. It feels… good.”


This time, I was the one who leaned forward, slowly, giving her every chance to pull away. I pressed my lips gently to hers, a chaste kiss that lasted only a second. When I pulled back, her eyes were wide, pupils dilated.


“Oh,” she breathed. “Oh my.”


The next kiss came from her, surprising me with its urgency. Her lips pressed against mine, inexperienced but eager. I felt her hands tentatively touch my shoulders, then slide up to cup my face. When she pulled away, she was panting slightly.


“These feelings,” she whispered, “they’re so strong. I remember them, but it’s like… it’s like I’m feeling them for the first time. My body—Lisa’s body—it’s never known this before. It’s… it’s making me wet.” She looked mortified at her own words. “I’m not supposed to say things like that. I’m not supposed to feel things like that. But I do. I really, really do.”


The next kiss broke something loose in her. Her mouth opened under mine, her tongue shyly meeting my own. She moaned into my mouth, the sound so innocent and erotic at the same time that it sent heat coursing through my veins. Her hands clutched at my shirt, pulling me closer.


“Calvin,” she gasped when we broke apart. “I feel so… so sinful. But I don’t want to stop. Is that wrong? Lisa thinks it’s wrong, but Emma… I… I want more. I want to do the things I remember. The things we used to do together.” Her face was flushed, her blue eyes dark with a mixture of desire and confusion. “Will God punish me for these thoughts? For wanting to… to make love with you?”


I took her trembling hands in mine, looking directly into those conflicted blue eyes.


“Listen to me,” I said firmly. “You’re not Lisa. You’re Emma—my Emma—who happens to be controlling Lisa’s body right now. Nothing you’re doing is Lisa’s sin. She’s not even here, not really. She’s not making these choices.” I squeezed her hands gently. “You’re borrowing her body, that’s all. And you, Emma, have never been religious. You’ve never worried about these things before. So Emma’s guilt is not something that should be weighing on your mind.”


The tension in her shoulders eased slightly. “You’re right. I’m not her. I’m me.” She touched her chest. “But what about my soul, Calvin? Emma’s soul? If I can move between bodies like this… what does that mean? Am I… am I damned already?” The question hung in the air between us, but even as she asked it, her hands were moving to my chest, fingers splaying across my shirt.


“I don’t know,” I answered honestly. “But I know that I love you, and I know that you’re here, against all odds. If there is a God, wouldn’t He want us to cherish this miracle?”


She bit her lower lip, a gesture so unlike a nun and so much like my Emma that it made my heart ache. “I want to touch you,” she whispered, her voice a mixture of shame and desire. “I remember how it feels, but Lisa’s body… it’s never known a man’s touch. It’s like I’m a virgin again, but with all these memories of what to do.”


Her hands moved tentatively to the buttons of my shirt, fumbling slightly as she undid them one by one. When her fingers brushed against my bare chest, she gasped.


“You’re so warm,” she murmured, exploring me with the wonder of someone discovering the ocean for the first time. Her touch was hesitant, then bolder as she traced the contours of my chest and shoulders.


I reached for her, sliding my hand to her waist, feeling the curve of her hip through the simple black dress. She shivered under my touch, her breath catching.


“Can I…” she started, then blushed furiously. “Can I touch you… down there? I remember how, but it feels so forbidden.”


Before I could answer, she froze, her eyes widening with sudden panic.


“Wait,” she said, pulling back slightly. “Will she—will Lisa—remember any of this when I’m gone? Will she wake up knowing what we did?” The horror in her voice was palpable.


I shook my head. “No, that’s not how it seems to work. You know it’s not. Clara didn’t remember anything. Neither did Veronica. When you leave a body, their memories of that time go with you.”


Relief washed over her face, followed by something darker, more primal. “So she’ll never know,” she whispered, and I watched as something shifted in her eyes. The last vestiges of Sister Margaret’s restraint seemed to crumble away.


“Then God forgive me,” she breathed, and lunged forward, crushing her mouth against mine.


The transformation was startling. Her hands were suddenly everywhere—in my hair, under my shirt, fumbling with my belt. She kissed me with a desperate hunger that belied her innocent appearance, her tongue sliding against mine with growing confidence.


“I want to do everything,” she gasped between kisses. “All the things I remember but Lisa’s never done. I want to feel you inside me. I want to taste you. I want—” She broke off, seemingly shocked by her own words, but the desire burning in her eyes didn’t diminish.


She pulled at my shirt, nearly tearing it in her eagerness to get it off. When I was bare-chested before her, she stared in fascination.


“It’s so strange,” she murmured, running her hands over my skin. “I know this body. I’ve touched it a thousand times. But it feels like the first time.” She leaned forward and pressed her lips to my chest, a tentative kiss that quickly turned into something more as she began to explore me with her mouth.


“Show me,” she whispered against my skin. “Show me everything again.”


I watched in awe as Lisa—Emma—began to undress. Her movements were a contradiction: hesitant yet determined, innocent yet knowing. She fumbled with the buttons of her simple black dress, her fingers trembling slightly.


“I’ve never undressed for a man before,” she whispered, though we both knew it wasn’t entirely true. Emma had undressed for me countless times, but Lisa’s body never had. “Help me?”


I stepped forward, my hands replacing hers on the buttons. As the dress opened, I revealed pale, unblemished skin that had likely rarely seen the sun. Her breasts were small but perfectly formed, topped with pink nipples that hardened under my gaze. Without the modest clothing, Sister Margaret’s body was surprisingly lithe—slender but with gentle curves at her hips and waist.


“You’re beautiful,” I breathed, sliding the dress from her shoulders. She stood before me in nothing but simple white cotton panties, her blonde hair falling loose around her shoulders. The contrast between her innocent appearance and the hunger in her eyes was the most erotic thing I’d ever seen.


“I want to see you too,” she said, her voice stronger now. She reached for my belt with newfound confidence, unfastening it and pulling it free with a soft hiss of leather. As she worked on my pants, I couldn’t help but marvel at the situation. Yesterday it was Mandy, today a nun. How many bodies would Emma inhabit? How many different women would I make love to, all of them containing some essence of my wife?


When we were both naked, she pressed her body against mine, gasping at the contact. “Oh God,” she moaned, then immediately covered her mouth. “I shouldn’t say His name like that.”


“It’s okay,” I assured her, guiding her to our bedroom, to our bed. “It’s just us here.”


She lay back on the couch, her legs instinctively closing, that last bit of Lisa’s modesty still present. I knelt between her thighs, gently coaxing them apart. Her pussy was pink and perfect, with just a small tuft of blonde hair above it. It looked untouched, virginal—which, of course, it was.


“I’m going to make you feel good,” I promised, lowering my head between her legs.


At the first touch of my tongue against her clit, she cried out, her back arching off the bed. “Fuck!” she gasped, then immediately, “I’m sorry, I shouldn’t say—oh, oh my God!”


I worked her with my mouth, savoring the sweet taste of her, so different from Mandy, from my Emma’s original body. Each woman had her own unique flavor, and there was something intoxicating about discovering them all.


“Calvin, please,” she begged, her hips bucking against my face. “I need you inside me. I need to feel you stretching me open. Please, please fuck me.”


The filthy words coming from the mouth of a woman who had taken vows of chastity sent a jolt of pleasure straight to my cock. I moved up her body, positioning myself at her entrance.


“This might hurt,” I warned, remembering that Lisa’s body was untouched.


“I don’t care,” she panted, wrapping her legs around my waist. “I want it to hurt. I want to feel everything.”


I pushed forward slowly, feeling the resistance of her hymen. She winced but urged me on, her nails digging into my shoulders. With one firm thrust, I broke through, burying myself to the hilt in her tight, virgin pussy.


“Oh fuck, oh fuck,” she chanted, her eyes wide with pain and pleasure. “It’s so much… you’re so big inside me.”


I held still, letting her adjust, watching the play of emotions across her face. “Are you okay?”


“Yes,” she nodded frantically. “Move. Please move. Fuck me, Calvin. Fuck your wife.”


I began to thrust, slowly at first, then with increasing force as her body opened to me. Her pussy gripped me like a vise, so tight it was almost painful. I couldn’t help comparing. Mandy had been eager but experienced, Veronica wanton and skilled. This was different. The physical innocence of the body combined with Emma’s sexual knowledge created an intoxicating blend.


“Harder,” she demanded, her voice losing all traces of Sister Margaret’s gentleness. “Fuck me harder. I want to feel your cock all the way inside me. I want you to pound my virgin cunt until I can’t walk.”


I complied, driving into her with abandon, the headboard slamming against the wall with each thrust. Her legs wrapped tighter around me, her heels digging into my lower back.


“Yes, yes, yes,” she chanted, her head thrashing from side to side. “Oh God, I’m going to come. I’m going to come on your big cock!”


Her pussy clenched around me as she climaxed, her inner walls pulsating in waves that nearly pushed me over the edge. I gritted my teeth, holding back, wanting to prolong this.


“I want to try everything,” she gasped when she came down from her peak. “All the things I remember but have never done with this body.”


Before I could respond, she was pushing me onto my back, straddling me with newfound confidence. She positioned my cock at her entrance and sank down, taking me deep inside her again.


“Oh fuck,” she moaned, beginning to ride me. Her small breasts bounced with each movement, her blonde hair wild around her face. “I love the way your cock feels inside me. So deep like this.”


I gripped her hips, guiding her movements, watching in awe as this woman who had dedicated her life to God rode me like a woman possessed. And she was possessed, in a way—possessed by my Emma.


“I’m going to come inside you,” I warned as I felt my climax approaching.


“Yes,” she hissed, grinding down harder. “Fill me up. Mark me. Make me yours.”


With a groan, I erupted inside her, pumping her full of my cum. She collapsed on my chest, panting, her inner muscles still milking every last drop from me.


“I can feel you,” she whispered against my neck. “I can feel your cum inside me. It’s so warm.”


We lay there for several minutes, catching our breath. I stroked her hair, marveling at how different it felt from Mandy’s, from Veronica’s, from my Emma’s original hair.


“We need to figure this out,” I said finally. “How long you can stay in a body without… recharging. How the transfers work exactly.”


She nodded against my chest. “I know. But right now, I just want to enjoy this. Being with you again.” She lifted her head, looking into my eyes with a mixture of Emma’s love and Lisa’s wonder. “Can we do it again? There are so many things this body has never experienced.”


I laughed, feeling a stirring of renewed desire despite having just finished. “I’m not sure how long I can keep up if we’re doing this daily with new bodies,” I admitted. “But for you, I’ll certainly try.”


She grinned, a mischievous expression that looked utterly out of place on Sister Margaret’s innocent face. “Good. Because I want to taste you next. I want to feel your cock in my mouth.”


I sighed happily, surrendering to whatever strange new reality this was. Then, the strange reality came crashing back as I realized I had missed a key detail.


“We didn’t use protection, Em,” I said, the weight of this sudden new responsibility settling on me. “We’ve just been going at it like rabbits with no condoms.”


My wife raised an eyebrow, her cute, innocent face contorting into a wry, amused expression that was entirely Emma. “Don’t worry, I’m on birth control.”


I blinked. “You’re on birth control?” I asked, confused. “Sister Margaret is on birth control? A nun?”


Emma giggled. “Not for that, Cal. For my—” she paused, looking down at her new body. “For her period. She gets horrible cramps without it.”


I relaxed a little, though I couldn’t help but feel a sense of unease. It was one more reminder that we were playing with people’s lives here.


My wife, however, seemed completely unfazed, studying my naked body like it was a fascinating piece of art. Her eyes were bright, still full of desire. No more guilt, no more confusion. I laughed.


“What’s so funny?” she asked, propping herself up on one elbow, her blonde hair falling in a curtain around her face.


“Just wondering if you’re feeling more like yourself now that I’ve fucked the holiness out of you,” I said with a smirk. “You’re still acting like you’ve never done any of this before. I thought the sex was supposed to bring Emma to the surface.”


She smiled, a curious blend of Emma’s mischief and Sister Margaret’s innocence. “I am more myself. Look—” She sat up straight, her small breasts bouncing slightly with the movement. “Fuck, shit, goddamn, Jesus Christ on a bicycle!” She immediately covered her mouth, her cheeks flushing crimson. “See? I can say it, but it still feels… wrong. Like I’m wearing shoes on the wrong feet.”


“So you’re not fully Emma?”


She shook her head. “I don’t think I ever am, not completely. I’m Emma in my consciousness, in my memories, in my love for you. But I’m still experiencing everything through Lisa’s brain, her neural pathways, her hormones.” She touched her temple thoughtfully. “It’s like… I’m playing a piano I’ve never touched before. I know the song by heart, but my fingers have to learn where the keys are.”


I reached out to stroke her cheek. “That must be disorienting.”


“It is. But it’s also…” She bit her lip, that same gesture that was becoming familiar on this unfamiliar face. “It’s also incredibly fucking hot. Lisa’s body has never known any of this. Every sensation is new and intense. And there’s something about the forbidden nature of it all…” She leaned closer, her voice dropping to a whisper. “I can feel her in here, you know. Not conscious, but present. Part of her wants this, Calvin. Part of her has always wanted to know what it feels like to be filled, to be taken, to be… fucked.”


Her hand slid down my chest, fingers trailing over my stomach. “She’ll never admit it. She’ll never even know she experienced it. But right now, I can feel how her body responds to you. How wet she gets when I think about tasting your cock.”


My breath caught as her hand wrapped around my semi-hard shaft, coaxing it back to life. “Another round?” I asked, my voice rough.


“Mmm-hmm,” she nodded, sliding down my body. “I want to know what you taste like on this tongue. I want to feel you hit the back of this throat.” She positioned herself between my legs, her blue eyes looking up at me with that intoxicating mixture of innocence and desire. “I want to sin again.”


Without breaking eye contact, she lowered her head and took me into her mouth. The wet heat of her engulfed me, her inexperienced tongue exploring the contours of my cock with tentative licks that quickly grew more confident.


“Jesus,” I groaned, threading my fingers through her hair.


She pulled off just long enough to whisper, “Don’t take the Lord’s name in vain,” before swallowing me down again, deeper this time. The sight of Sister Margaret’s angelic face, her lips stretched around my cock, her eyes watering slightly as she took me deeper than her untrained throat was ready for, was almost enough to make me come right then.


She worked me with growing enthusiasm, her hands joining her mouth, stroking what she couldn’t fit. Occasionally she would pull back, gasping for air, strings of saliva connecting her lips to my cock, before diving back in with renewed determination.


“That’s it,” I encouraged her, guiding her movements with my hand in her hair. “Take it deeper. You’re doing so well.”


She moaned around me, the vibrations sending jolts of pleasure up my spine. When I felt my climax approaching, I tried to warn her, to pull her off, but she clung to me, sucking harder, her eyes locked on mine with fierce determination.


I came with a shout, flooding her mouth. She swallowed valiantly, though some escaped, trickling down her chin. When she finally released me, she licked her lips, looking both shocked and pleased with herself.


“So that’s what you taste like,” she said, wiping her chin with the back of her hand. “Salty. Not what I expected.”


I laughed, pulling her up to lie beside me. “You know damn well what I taste like.”


She grinned, resting her head on my chest. “Lisa didn’t. She never even let herself think about what cum tastes like.” She yawned, her body relaxing against mine. “But I think she liked it. I know I did.”


As she drifted off to sleep in my arms, I stared at the ceiling, wondering what tomorrow would bring. How long would Emma stay in Lisa’s body? Who would she jump to next? And how long could we go on like this, body-hopping through the world, before something went terribly wrong?


But for now, I held her close, this strange amalgamation of my wife and a nun, and allowed myself to enjoy the impossible miracle we’d been given.
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Chapter 5: Faith


I was startled by a knock on the car window. I blinked, looking up to find Ashley standing outside, her face pressed against the glass. I rolled down the window.


“Cal, you okay?” she asked, concern in her voice. “You’ve been sitting here forever.”


I looked at the clock on the dashboard and realized that an hour had already passed. “Fuck,” I mumbled, running a hand over my face.


“Want me to stay with you for a while?” she offered, leaning in through the window.


I glanced past her to where Father O’Brien and his helpers were packing a small van with religious paraphernalia. Sister Margaret—Emma—was among them. I watched as she lifted a large box, grunting slightly with the effort, her arms straining against the weight. “It’s alright, Ash. Go home. I’ll be fine.”


Ashley frowned. “Are you sure?” She followed my gaze, her eyes narrowing. She seemed genuinely concerned. “Are you waiting for someone?”


“No. I’m...” My words died in my throat as my brain tried to catch up. “Yeah, I am,” I said, nodding slowly. “The priest asked me to drive one of the sisters home after they were finished. She’s been working here for a while, and she doesn’t have a car.”


Ashley’s expression changed from one of worry to one of relief. She laughed softly. “That’s nice of you.” She patted my shoulder through the open window. “See you later, Cal.”


“See ya.” I watched her walk away, feeling a pang of guilt for lying to my sister-in-law.


Another twenty minutes passed before Emma finally climbed into the passenger seat. She sat rigidly, her hands folded primly in her lap, her posture perfect.


“You okay?” I asked, studying her profile.


“Hmm? Oh, yes. Just... thinking,” she replied, her voice distant. She turned to face me, her expression serious. “My... Her life is so different. She’s given herself to God. She spends her days in prayer, in service. It’s a hard life, but also... peaceful. Fulfilling.” She shook her head. “Maybe it’s the contrast to Veronica that’s making me feel this way. It’s like... like a cleansing. Like a baptism, washing away all the sin and filth.”


“Shit,” I chuckled nervously. “Do I need to fuck you again, bring you back down from your holy high horse?”


She frowned at me, her lips pursed in disapproval. “Please, Calvin. Have some respect.”


“Sorry,” I mumbled, feeling chastised. “I just want you back to normal. You’re not you right now.”


She sighed, looking down at her lap. “I... I’m me. I’m Emma... It’s just that... I feel like I’ve been called to a higher purpose.” She looked out the window.


I gulped, my heart racing. This was exactly what I’d feared. “Emma,” I began, but she cut me off with a sharp gesture.


“Relax,” she said, her tone dry. “I know this isn’t me. It’s just her. Her body, her mind. All of this is Sister Margaret, not me.”


“But you feel like her.”


“But I feel like her,” she conceded. “And it’s hard to ignore.”


I nodded, starting the car. “Still coming? Or are you going to fuse with her forever to fulfill your duty to God?”


“I’ll come,” she said, her voice soft. “I made a promise to you and I’ll keep it. We’ll find a solution together. And... I still love you.” It seemed to take her a great effort to say the words, and I felt my heart clench in my chest. She noticed the way my shoulders slumped and reached out to pat my arm, blushing. “Oh, don’t take it the wrong way, Calvin. It’s not that I love you less. It’s just hard to process through... through this.” She gestured at herself.


I drove in silence, my mind racing with the implications of everything we were dealing with. “Well, it’s obviously temporary,” I said finally. “I imagine your new friends are going to wonder where you are if you’re gone for too long. What are you going to tell them? Are you even allowed outside?”


She looked away. “I’m not a child, Calvin. I’m allowed to go where I please. I just want to make sure my duties are taken care of.”


“And when are your duties taken care of?”


“I’m supposed...” She groaned, hitting her legs. “I mean, she’s supposed to be back at the parish tomorrow morning. We were... I mean, they were going to pray and meditate at the cathedral tonight, but I told them I was meeting an old friend and might be late.”


I sighed, my eyes fixed on the road. Traffic was heavy, and it was taking longer to get home than usual. Looking at people in other cars, going about their normal lives, made me realize just how far we were from our regular routines. “We need to stop jumping you into new bodies every day without any planning. We need to understand the rules and find someone you can... stay in. For a while, at least, until we figure this out.”


I drove in silence for a few minutes, my mind racing with the implications of everything we were dealing with.


“Something happened when I went from Veronica to me,” the nun said, breaking the silence. “It felt... different. Not as immediate as the others.”


“Different how?”


“Like... I could see threads...”


“Threads?” I repeated, glancing over at her. “What kind of threads? Like spider webs?”


“Memories, I think,” she explained. “Veronica’s memories, maybe feelings, thoughts?”


“Okay...”


“It felt like I could pull them, twist them?” She blushed again. “I’m not explaining myself well.”


“What about that nerd you talked about when you were Mandy?” I said, getting off the highway and onto the quieter surface streets. “You seemed to think she’d be the perfect person to help us figure things out.”


“Oh... I don’t know... I don’t remember her now that I’m Lisa.” I saw her frowning as I looked over.


“Lisa?”


“That’s my name, Calvin!” she said, pouting at me. “Sister Margaret is my holy name. We pick a holy name when we take our vows.”


I chuckled, shaking my head. “Lisa, alright...”


She sighed. “I don’t remember much of her, but I remember thinking she was a good choice. I have no idea why.”


“Shit... I guess it’s too late now. We’re not going to go after Mandy again. She’s probably freaked out enough by all this.”


The young nun smirked. “I wrote down her name and number back at home, when I was still Mandy.”


I opened my mouth to say something, but closed it. I smirked back. “Good thinking.”


“Thank Mandy,” the nun said, winking.
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Chapter 4: The Funeral


The next day was a beautiful, sunny morning, a nice change from the cold and rain. I stood outside the cemetery, waiting for Emma. A crowd of people were gathered near the entrance, talking amongst themselves. My in-laws, some distant relatives, and some friends were all here, looking solemn and sad.


Shaking hands, pretending to care, I felt like a total fraud. I kept glancing over my shoulder, hoping to see a young girl with dark hair walking through the cemetery gates, but there was no sign of her.


“I don’t know how you even do it,” a voice said beside me. I turned to see Ashley, Emma’s sister, looking at me with concern. She was dressed in a simple black dress, her blonde hair pulled back in a loose ponytail. She looked so much like Emma it hurt. “I feel like I’m about to throw up.”


“Just doing my best to look like I’m fine,” I said. I glanced at the casket, resting on a pedestal. It was open, and there she was, the empty shell that had once housed my wife’s soul. It was surreal, standing here, mourning someone who wasn’t really gone. “Or maybe not fine, but the socially acceptable level of not fine...”


She nodded, understanding. “You too?” She scoffed. I could see the pain in her eyes, the slight tremble in her hands as she clutched her purse. She was devastated, but she was good at hiding it. That was Ashley for you. Always the strong one.


She looked around the cemetery, her eyes narrowing as she spotted someone in the crowd. “God, look at Veronica,” she muttered, nodding toward a woman standing a few feet away. “She’s actually enjoying this.”


I followed her gaze and saw a woman in her thirties, dressed in an expensive-looking black dress that hugged her curves a bit too tightly for a funeral. Her makeup was immaculate, her hair styled in a way that suggested she had spent hours in front of a mirror. She was standing next to a balding man who I assumed was her husband, laughing quietly at something he had said, then quickly covering her mouth with her hand and pretending to wipe away a tear.


“Who is she again?” I asked, though I vaguely remembered Emma mentioning her a few times.


“Our cousin,” Ashley said, her voice dripping with disdain. “Dad’s brother’s daughter. She and Emma couldn’t stand each other. Look at her, pretending to be sad.” She scoffed. “She’s probably already planning what to wear to the next funeral.”


I watched as Veronica made her way through the crowd, stopping to hug people, her face contorting into an exaggerated mask of grief every time she approached someone new. It was like watching a bad actress in a B-movie.


“She asked me earlier if I you were planning to sell Emma’s jewelry,” Ashley continued, her voice low. “Can you believe that? She didn’t even wait until the funeral was over.”


I shook my head, disgusted. “Jesus.”


“Yeah.” Ashley sighed, then looked at the open casket. “Emma would have hated this whole thing, you know. All these people pretending to care.”


“You’re sarcastic enough on her behalf to make up for it,” I said, trying to lighten the mood. Ashley laughed, a genuine one this time. The two sisters were quite different, but shared a very similar sense of humor.


“Yeah, well,” she said, “I’ll do my best to make her proud.”


I wrapped my arm around her shoulder, giving her a half hug. “She was proud of you, Ash. Very proud. You know that, right?”


She looked up at me, tears in her eyes, and gave me a weak smile. I felt a sudden wave of guilt wash over me. She had no idea that her sister was still here, that she was alive in another body.


I looked around again, hoping to see Emma, but there was still no sign of her. Where the hell was she? “You alright?” Ashley asked. “I mean, relatively speaking, obviously.”


“Yeah, I’m okay,” I said. “Just thinking about Emma, you know? Wondering what she would say if she could see us here.” Subtle, Cal. Real subtle.


Ashley smiled, a genuine smile that reached her eyes. “She’d be proud of you too, Calvin.” She glanced at the casket again, then back at me. “She’d want us to remember her as she was, not…” She gestured vaguely at the coffin.


I nodded, understanding. “Not as an empty shell.”


Ashley nodded slowly. “I guess that’s one way to look at it.” She sighed, then straightened her shoulders. “I should go say hello to Aunt Martha before she thinks I’m avoiding her.” She squeezed my arm one last time. “Hang in there, Calvin.”


I watched her walk away, her head held high despite the weight of her grief. I turned back to the casket, looking at the peaceful face of my wife’s body. It was strange how detached I felt from it now. It wasn’t Emma anymore. Emma was out there somewhere, in Mandy’s body, making her way here. At least, I hoped she was.


I continued to shake hands, my mind drifting further away with each sympathetic nod and murmured condolence. Mrs. Henderson from next door, my boss from work, Emma’s old college roommate—their faces blurred together as I scanned the crowd for Mandy. Where the hell was she? The uncertainty was eating away at me. Had something happened? Had Emma lost her grip on Mandy’s consciousness?


“Such a tragedy,” said someone—I didn’t even register who—as they patted my shoulder and moved on.


I caught Veronica staring at me from across the small gathering. When our eyes met, she had the audacity to wink at me, her red-painted lips curling into what I suppose she thought was a seductive smile. I felt my stomach turn. Her husband was right beside her, oblivious, as she dabbed at perfectly dry eyes with a lace handkerchief that probably cost more than my suit. Every few minutes, she’d let out a theatrical sigh loud enough for everyone to hear, then immediately return to whispering and giggling with another woman. She was like a caricature of grief, a performance so bad it would have been comical if it weren’t so disrespectful.


The priest approached me, his face a practiced mask of professional sympathy. “Mr. Kent, we’ll be asking everyone to take their seats in about five minutes. I’ll do the opening prayer, and then if anyone wishes to say a few words about the deceased, they may do so.” He lowered his voice. “Will you be speaking, sir?”


The question hit me like a bucket of ice water. A speech. Of course there would be a speech. What kind of husband wouldn’t speak at his wife’s funeral? But I had completely forgotten to prepare anything. I left it for the last minute, grief and shock leaving me unable to string two coherent thoughts together, and then... well, between discovering my wife’s consciousness in Clara’s body, then finding her again in Mandy’s, and then spending the night tangled in sheets with her... Jesus, what was I supposed to say? “Thank you all for coming, but don’t worry, my wife is actually alive in someone else’s body, and we had sex all night”?


“I… yes, I’ll say something,” I heard myself say. The old man nodded and moved away, leaving me in a cold sweat.


“You look positively ghastly, Calvin,” came a voice dripping with false concern. I turned to find Veronica standing beside me, close enough that I could smell her expensive perfume. She placed a hand on my arm, letting it linger there longer than was appropriate. “But I must say, grief becomes you.”


I resisted the urge to pull away. “Thanks,” I muttered.


“Oh, don’t be so glum,” she said, her voice inappropriately cheerful. “Death is only the beginning, you know.” She gave a little laugh, as if she’d said something clever.


I stared at her, unable to hide my disgust. “I don’t think this is the time for jokes.”


She smirked, her perfectly manicured fingers still resting on my arm. “Oh, come now. I think Emma would have wanted her funeral to be fun, don’t you? She never was one for all this…” she waved her hand dismissively, “…dreary business.”


“I don’t think you knew Emma as well as you think you did,” I said coldly, finally pulling my arm away.


Veronica’s eyes sparkled with something I couldn’t quite identify. “Maybe I know her better than you think,” she said, and then winked at me again. She looked down at her own hands, turning them over as if seeing them for the first time, then looked back at me with a strange little chuckle.


“I’m sorry to be stuck in such an unpopular person,” she said, her tone suddenly different, though I couldn’t put my finger on how. “But I didn’t think Mandy would cut it. People would wonder who she is.”


I felt the blood drain from my face as understanding dawned on me. “Emma?” I whispered, barely audible.


I stared at her, trying to process what was happening. My brain felt like it was short-circuiting. The woman standing before me was everything Emma had despised: superficial, self-centered, with that irritating high-pitched laugh and those calculated mannerisms. Yet somewhere behind those heavily mascara-coated eyes was my wife.


“Close your mouth, darling, you’ll catch flies,” she said with Veronica’s characteristic condescension, flicking her manicured nails against my chest. “God, these nails are divine though, aren’t they? I get them done weekly.” She examined them with a smirk that was pure Veronica.


I finally found my voice. “How… when did this happen?”


She glanced around to make sure no one was within earshot, then leaned in closer, her expensive perfume clouding my senses. “This morning. I was in Mandy’s body, getting ready to come here, when I ran into Veronica at a coffee shop. She was being absolutely horrid to the useless barista—typical—and I thought, well, wouldn’t it be interesting to attend my own funeral as someone who’s actually invited?” She shrugged Veronica’s shoulders in a fluid, elegant motion that seemed foreign on my wife. “I considered taking over Ashley, you know, but that felt… rude. She deserves to grieve properly, the poor thing.”


“You say that like it’s nothing,” I whispered, horrified. “Like you’re just trying on a new outfit.”


She laughed—a grating, too-loud laugh that surely would have made Emma cringe. “I know, I know. I’m taking this all rather lightly, aren’t I? But it’s freeing, Calvin. I used to think Veronica was just an asshole, but now I understand—she’s just learned to seize life without worrying about what others might feel or want. There’s a certain power in that.”


“I imagine that’s her point of view, yeah,” I said, shaking my head.


The woman my wife was currently inhabiting seemed taken aback, as if the self-reflection required to see her situation from an outside point of view was not a skill Veronica had honed. “It is, actually,” she said quietly, looking down at her own hands again, the nails perfect, the skin smooth and unblemished. “But I suppose I see why others might disagree. People are so... fragile, aren’t they? Emotions are a burden. It’s much simpler to live without the less convenient ones.”


“How can you even claim to be Emma when you’re talking like that? My wife cared about people. She wouldn’t—”


“Wouldn’t what? Enjoy herself?” She raised one perfectly shaped eyebrow. “I’m still me, Calvin. I’m just… experiencing things through a different lens. I’ll admit, Veronica might not be the best host in such dire circumstances. In Mandy’s brain, I didn’t think this through properly. But I thought inside this woman, I’d have the freedom to experience my own funeral a bit more… relaxed.” Her eyes traveled down my body and back up again. “Plus, she’s hot, isn’t she? I thought you might want to fuck her afterward—if not out of attraction, maybe out of anger.”


She winked at me again, then waved cheerfully at her husband, who was engaged in conversation with another mourner. “Poor guy hasn’t fucked me in ages,” she whispered, leaning in close. “Though I’ve been having plenty of fun with the younger neighbor. He’s quite the specimen—abs you could bounce quarters off of.”


As she spoke, she took my hand and, with a boldness that left me speechless, guided it to her ass, pressing it against the curve while maintaining eye contact with her husband across the room. She smiled at him innocently while my hand remained frozen against the expensive fabric of her dress.


I was horrified. I was disgusted. And God help me, I was turned on. The conflict made me feel sick with myself. This was my wife’s cousin, for Christ’s sake. A woman I found repulsive on a personal level, even if she was objectively attractive. But knowing Emma was in there somewhere, watching me through those eyes…


“Stop it,” I hissed, pulling my hand away. “This isn’t right.”


“What isn’t right?” she asked in Veronica’s mock innocence. “That I’m in this body, or that you’re getting hard thinking about it?”


I didn’t doubt for a second that this was Emma—the Emma I knew was in there somewhere. But it was like watching her through a funhouse mirror, distorted and warped by Veronica’s personality. How much control did she actually have? How much of Veronica was influencing her thoughts, her actions? Or worse, how much of Emma was being consumed by the women she inhabited?


“Both,” I admitted quietly. “I don’t like what this brain is doing to you.”


She tilted her head, studying me with an expression that was suddenly more thoughtful, more Emma-like. “Or maybe it’s just showing you parts of me you never knew existed.” She straightened Veronica’s designer jacket. “We should find our seats. The service is about to start, and I’m dying to hear what people say about me.” She paused, then laughed at her own pun. “See what I did there? Dying?”


I walked toward the front of the seating area, feeling numb and on autopilot. The wind was picking up, rustling the leaves on the trees that surrounded the open field. It was a peaceful place, I had to admit. It wasn’t a peaceful moment... Though, I was lucid enough to realize that funerals were rarely peaceful for those left behind. I was just experiencing a different kind of fucked up than most people did on a day like this.


The priest had begun his opening speech. I wasn’t really listening. I sat next to Ashley and her parents, feeling Veronica’s eyes on me from across the aisle. She was sitting next to her husband, her smirk barely hidden under a mask of faux sympathy. She was both an intruder and the guest of honor at her own funeral, and the absurdity of it was not lost on me. I hoped some part of my real wife was at least finding some genuine solace in all of this. She had to know that the people around her were hurting, missing the real Emma. She had a to care, even a little, right?


I turned to look at my in-laws. Robert and Margaret Davis looked like they had aged a decade in the past week. Robert, a tall man with the same blonde hair as his daughters, though now more gray than blonde, sat rigid in his seat, his jaw clenched so tight I could see the muscle twitching. Margaret, petite and usually so full of energy, seemed to have collapsed in on herself, her eyes red-rimmed and vacant. Ashley reached out and squeezed my hand as I sat down beside her.


The priest was carrying on with the usual platitudes about the fleeting nature of life and the importance of remembering those we’ve lost. Jesus, God, and Heaven were sprinkled into his speech, though I knew Emma had never been religious. She had wanted a non-denominational service, but I guess her parents had other ideas. I couldn’t bring myself to be mad at them, though. I’d always wondered why some of my non-religious deceased relatives ended up with religious funerals. I was starting to understand. After Emma’s death, I had seen no point in denying her grieving parents anything they thought might offer them some comfort. My wife was gone. Who cared what words were said in a church?


And then it hit me again—my wife wasn’t gone, she was right fucking there, wearing the skin of her cousin like a brand new dress, her eyes sparkling with the thrill of the game she was playing. I shook my head to clear it. This was insane.


“Now, if anyone else would like to share some memories of Emma, please feel free to come forward,” the priest was saying. Ashley gave my hand a final squeeze and then stood up. I watched her walk to the front, her head held high, her posture straight and dignified. This was all a sham, a farce. My wife was dead, and yet she wasn’t. Her family was grieving, and yet the source of their grief was sitting across from them, smiling. I felt like I was losing my mind.


Ashley began to speak, and as she did, the crowd fell silent. She tried to smile, then cleared her throat, her voice trembling slightly. After a moment, she laughed, tears in her eyes. Some in the crowd laughed with her. “I’m sorry,” she said, “It’s just... this is so ridiculous. Emma hated these kinds of things. She would have wanted us to have a barbecue or something. She would have wanted us to laugh and remember her in a way that didn’t involve black dresses and uncomfortable shoes.”


Her parents chuckled at that, clearly uneasy with the unconventional eulogy, but unable to deny the truth of it. I glanced back at Veronica, and saw her smiling, a more genuine smile than I would have expected.


“But I guess we’re here, and I guess we’re doing this, and I guess that’s okay too. So, I just wanted to say a few things about my sister.” She paused, her voice catching. “Bad things, obviously. That’s what she would have wanted. She always hated those sickeningly sweet eulogies where everyone lies and says the dead person was a saint.”


A few more laughs from the audience. “Emma was many things,” Ashley continued, “but a saint was not one of them. She was stubborn, she was bossy, she was opinionated, and she was sometimes downright infuriating,” she looked over to me, and winked. “Just ask her husband.”


I forced myself to smile back, and the crowd laughed again.


“But she was also the most loyal, the most caring, and the most genuine person I’ve ever known. She was my best friend. She was the only one who would tell me when I was being an idiot. And trust me, that happened often.” More laughter, this time genuine and warm. “She was the first person to hold me accountable, and the first person to forgive me. She was my rock, and I don’t know what I’m going to do without her. I don’t know how I’m going to navigate this world without her guidance, her love, or her unrelenting support.” She looked up at the sky for a moment, her chin quivering, then cleared her throat. “Emma, I hope you’re looking down on us now and laughing your ass off at this ridiculousness. And I hope that wherever you are, you’re at peace.”


I looked back at Veronica again. Her eyes were twinkling, and she was smiling, a genuine smile that reached her eyes and crinkled the corners of her mouth. No tears, of course—that would have been too much to expect from Emma’s cousin. But at least she seemed to be somewhat touched by Ashley’s words.


Ashley came back to sit beside me, her eyes wet with tears. I reached out and took her hand, giving it a squeeze. She squeezed back. “Your turn,” she whispered.


As I stood up and made my way to the podium, I couldn’t help but glance back at Emma’s cousin once again. She had a hand on her husband’s thigh, whispering something in his ear that made him shift uncomfortably. When she caught my eye, she winked and subtly arched her back, pushing her chest forward just enough to be noticeable to me but not obvious to anyone else. She crossed her legs slowly, the hem of her dress riding up just a fraction, revealing another inch of toned thigh.


I felt a flush of heat rise to my face—partly from anger, partly from an unwanted arousal that made me feel like the worst kind of traitor. This was my wife’s funeral, for God’s sake, and here I was getting turned on by her cousin. Except it was really Emma, fucking with me in the most inappropriate way possible.


I reached the podium and gripped its edges, steadying myself. The crowd fell completely silent, all eyes on me. I could see Ashley’s encouraging smile, Robert’s stoic nod, Margaret’s tearful gaze. Behind them, rows of faces—some familiar, some not—all waiting for me to put my grief into words.


I took a deep breath, my mind completely blank. What could I possibly say? How could I eulogize a woman who wasn’t really gone? How could I pretend to be a grieving widower when my wife was sitting right there, inhabiting another woman’s body, acting like this was all some kind of joke?


I cleared my throat and looked out at the sea of expectant faces.


“Emma didn’t fear death,” I finally said, my voice hoarse with emotion. I glanced briefly at Veronica and saw her smirking, her eyes locked on me. “She feared a lot of things, like spiders and clowns and that weird noise the fridge makes in the middle of the night, but never death.”


The audience gave a sympathetic chuckle at that, and I felt some of the tension ease from my shoulders. I took a deep breath and continued.


“I, for once, fear death. Fear it like hell. Death is final, inevitable. And when Emma died, I thought it was the end. I felt like... Like I died with her, in a way. I was... Dead inside, empty, lost. I didn’t know how I could go on without her.” I paused, my voice catching in my throat. I could feel the hot prickle of tears behind my eyes and I fought to keep them from falling. “I still don’t know how I’ll go on without her. Or maybe I don’t know how to carry her with me.” I looked down at the ground, collecting myself, then back up at the audience, back at Veronica, back at my wife. “She’s still here, you know? With us. She’ll always be with us. She might look different, sound different, act different, but she’s still here.” Veronica’s smirk faltered at that. She shifted in her seat, her gaze suddenly uncertain. “She’s in the way Ashley smiles, the way her parents laugh. She’s in the memories that her friends share, the stories that they’ll tell for years to come. And me? In whatever form she chooses to haunt me, I’m grateful for it. I’m grateful because, even though I can’t explain why or how, my wife is still alive to me.” I looked directly at Veronica, my eyes locking onto hers. “And that’s all that matters, in the end.”


The room was silent for a moment, and then someone—Ashley, I think—nodded. A few people murmured in agreement, and then the whole room. I barely paid attention to it. I was focused on Veronica. Her smirk was gone, replaced by a thoughtful expression. She met my gaze, her eyes shining with unshed tears. I nodded slightly, and she returned the gesture, a silent acknowledgment of our strange, impossible situation. A silent acknowledgment that we were both haunted by the same ghost, though in very different ways.


After my speech, others took their turn at the podium.


Robert and Margaret spoke together, holding each other up both literally and figuratively. Robert’s deep voice rumbled about how proud he was of his daughter, while Margaret shared stories of Emma’s stubborn determination, even as a child. “She never gave up on anything or anyone she believed in,” Margaret said, looking directly at me. “Especially not the people she loved.”


Soon enough, the casket was lowered into the ground, and we all gathered around to toss a handful of dirt onto the wood. I watched as the mound of earth grew, burying my wife’s empty shell. The wind had died down, and the air was still and quiet, the only sound the soft thud of earth hitting wood and the few occasional birdsong in the trees. I didn’t even know how to feel at this point. I was numb, detached from reality.


The ceremony droned on, a blur of ritual and reverence, the priest’s voice a low, monotone hum in the background. As the final prayers were recited, and the mourners began to disperse, I found myself once again shaking hands, accepting hugs, and thanking people for coming. It felt easier now, somehow. The weight on my chest had lightened, if only a little. I caught Emma—it was getting harder to think of her as Veronica—looking at me from across the room several times. Her glances seemed warmer, more genuine, though she still played her part as the insufferable Veronica, whispering things to her equally insufferable husband that made him chuckle inappropriately.


“You did good, Calvin,” came Ashley’s voice as she appeared at my elbow. “Really good. That speech was…” She paused, searching for words, then settled on, “Emma would have loved it. She would have made fun of you for getting all poetic, but she would have loved it.”


I managed a genuine smile. “Thanks, Ash.”


“I mean it,” she continued, her usual sarcasm softened by sincerity. “The way you talked about her living on in different forms—that was beautiful. Cheesy as hell, but beautiful.”


Before I could respond, I noticed Emma approaching us. Ashley tensed beside me, clearly uneasy about interacting with her cousin.


“Ashley, darling,” Emma said in Veronica’s voice, but there was something different about her tone—less sharp around the edges. “That was a lovely tribute to your sister. She would have been touched.”


Ashley blinked, clearly surprised by the uncharacteristic kindness. “Thanks, Veronica. That’s… unexpectedly nice of you to say.”


Emma shrugged. “Even I have my moments.” She turned to me. “And you, Calvin. Who knew you had such poetry in you? It was quite moving.”


“Thank you,” I said simply, holding her gaze.


“Well,” Ashley said, looking between us with slight confusion, “I should go check on Mom and Dad.” She squeezed my arm. “Call me if you need anything, okay?”


As Ashley walked away, Emma leaned in closer to me. “See?” she whispered. “I’m still here. Just in a slightly more… high-maintenance package.”


“Well,” I said, tensing slightly as I lowered my voice, “it only took me eulogizing you at your own funeral to get through Veronica’s thick skin. Should I be flattered or concerned?”


Emma laughed—that high, tinkling laugh that was all Veronica. “Oh, Calvin, darling, don’t be so dramatic. Veronica’s just selective about who she shows her softer side to.” She ran a manicured finger down the lapel of my suit. “Besides, you should see how I—I mean, how she—behaves at other funerals. This is positively restrained.”


I felt my jaw clench. Just when I thought I was seeing more of Emma, Veronica came roaring back. “Right. Restrained. Is that what you call it?”


She must have noticed the shift in my tone because her eyes narrowed with a calculating gleam that made my skin crawl. She leaned in closer, her perfume enveloping me in a cloud of expensive scent.


“You know,” she said, her voice dropping to a husky whisper, “if you’re so angry at Veronica, I’ll be vaping behind the church in two minutes. Why don’t you meet me there and teach me a lesson?”


“Jesus,” I muttered under my breath.


She patted my cheek condescendingly. “Don’t look so shocked, darling. It’s just a thought.” With that, she sauntered away, making sure to put an extra sway in her hips that I was certain was for my benefit.


I watched her go, feeling a storm of emotions raging inside me. Anger, confusion, and underneath it all, an undeniable current of desire that made me feel sick with myself. On one hand, the idea of following Veronica—of all people—behind a church for a quickie right now, of all moments, felt beyond reprehensible. On the other hand, it wasn’t really Veronica, was it? It was Emma. My Emma, trapped in the body of a woman I couldn’t stand.


The thought of putting Veronica in her place, of somehow spanking Emma back into reality, sent a shameful thrill through me. Would it help? Would a physical connection strengthen Emma’s hold on Veronica’s consciousness, the way it had with Mandy? Or would it just be giving in to a twisted desire I didn’t want to acknowledge?


I loosened my tie slightly, suddenly feeling too warm. Two minutes, she had said. Two minutes until she’d be waiting, expecting me to either follow through or chicken out. Either way, I knew she’d have something to say about it.


God help me, I was actually considering it.


I found Emma exactly where she said she’d be—behind the church, leaning against the brick wall, a thin stream of vapor escaping her lips as she exhaled. She was partially hidden by a large dumpster, the irony of which wasn’t lost on me. Veronica’s designer heels clicked against the pavement as she straightened up at the sight of me.


“Well, well,” she said, her red lips curving into a smile that was pure predator. “I wasn’t sure you’d come. How deliciously naughty of you, Calvin.”


I kept my distance, hands in my pockets. “I just wanted to talk.”


She laughed, taking another drag from her vape pen before tucking it into her purse. “Talk? Is that what we’re calling it now?” She stepped closer, her eyes gleaming. “God, I’ve never been this horny in my entire life—well, Veronica’s life, anyway. It’s strange. No matter what body I’m in, I want you so badly it hurts.”


The crude words coming from Veronica’s mouth sent an unwanted jolt of heat through me.


“You can have me right here,” she continued, running her hands down her sides, emphasizing the curves of her body. “Veronica the bitch, freely available for whatever you want.” She lowered her voice to a whisper. “My mouth, my pussy, my ass—take your pick. I’ve been working this body hard at the gym, you know. It would be a shame for you to pass on this opportunity.”


I felt my face flush with anger and arousal in equal measure. “You could possess any other woman,” I said through gritted teeth. “Any other woman would be a more pleasant partner than Veronica.”


She threw her head back and laughed, the sound echoing off the brick walls. “Oh, please. Don’t try to bluff me, Calvin. I know you too well.” She closed the distance between us, pressing her body against mine. I could feel the heat of her through our clothes. “I can see it in your eyes. You’re dying to push me against this wall and fuck me raw. Teach the bitch a good lesson, right?”


Her hand found its way to my crotch, confirming what she already knew. “Go ahead,” she whispered, her breath hot against my ear. “I’m on the pill.”


Something snapped inside me. All the confusion, grief, and anger of the past few days crystallized into a single, burning need. I grabbed Veronica by her shoulders and spun her around, shoving her roughly against the brick wall. She gasped—a sound of surprise mixed with excitement—as I pinned her there with my body.


“Is this what you want?” I growled, my voice barely recognizable to my own ears. “You want me to hate-fuck you at my wife’s funeral?”


She laughed, that infuriating Veronica laugh. “Your wife is right here, darling. And yes, that’s exactly what I want.”


I silenced her with a bruising kiss, my hands already pushing up the hem of her expensive black dress. She wore silk underwear—of course she did—which I yanked down with enough force that I heard the delicate fabric tear. She moaned against my mouth, her hands fumbling with my belt.


“Hurry,” she whispered, her voice husky with need. “Someone might come looking for us.”


The thought should have stopped me cold, but instead it only fueled the fire. I freed myself from my pants and hoisted her up, her back scraping against the rough brick as she wrapped her legs around my waist. Without preamble, I thrust into her, earning a shocked gasp that quickly morphed into a moan.


“Oh god, Calvin,” she cried out, her head falling back against the wall. “Yes, fuck me like you hate me.”


And I did. I pounded into her with all the rage and confusion and twisted desire I’d been suppressing. Each thrust was punishment—for her taking Veronica’s body, for her acting like this was all some game, for making me want her despite everything. Her moans grew louder, echoing in the small space between the building and the dumpster.


“Shut the fuck up,” I hissed, clamping my hand over her mouth. “You want everyone to hear you? To come see Veronica getting fucked behind a church?”


Her eyes widened above my hand, but I could feel her smile against my palm. She was enjoying this—the danger, the degradation, all of it. And God help me, so was I. I hated myself for it, hated her for bringing me to this point, but I couldn’t stop.


Veronica’s body responded to every thrust, her inner muscles clenching around me, her perfectly manicured nails digging into my shoulders through my suit jacket. I could feel her building toward climax, her breathing becoming more ragged against my hand.


“You’re not coming until I say so,” I growled, slowing my pace deliberately. “You don’t get to enjoy this that much.”


She whimpered in protest, trying to move her hips to increase the friction, but I held her firmly in place. I removed my hand from her mouth just long enough to hear her beg.


“Please, Calvin,” she gasped. “Please let me come. I need it.”


“Who are you?” I demanded, still moving torturously slow inside her.


“I’m Emma,” she whispered, her eyes locking with mine. “I’m your wife.”


Something about hearing those words from Veronica’s mouth pushed me over the edge. I resumed my punishing pace, driving into her with renewed vigor. She came almost immediately, her body convulsing around me, her scream muffled by my hand clamped firmly over her mouth again. I followed seconds later, emptying myself inside her with a guttural groan, hatred and pleasure washing over me in equal measure.


I sagged against the wall, my breath coming in ragged gasps as the reality of what we’d just done crashed over me. My wife’s funeral. Behind the church. With her cousin’s body. Jesus Christ, what was wrong with me? And yet, I couldn’t deny the relief flooding through me—not just physical release, but something deeper. Some primal part of me had needed this, needed to reclaim Emma in whatever form she took.


Veronica—Emma—stood shakily, adjusting her torn underwear and smoothing down her dress. Her carefully styled hair was now a mess, makeup smudged, lipstick all but gone. My release trickled down her inner thigh, and she made a half-hearted attempt to clean herself with a tissue from her purse.


“Shit,” she muttered, her voice sounding different somehow. “This dress costs more than your monthly mortgage payment.”


I tucked myself away and zipped up my pants, shame and satisfaction warring within me. When I looked up at her face, I noticed something had changed in her eyes. The cold, calculating gleam that was pure Veronica had softened, replaced by something warmer, more familiar. More Emma.


“Calvin, I…” she started, then paused, running a hand through her disheveled hair. “I’m sorry. This was stupid. So fucking stupid.” She shook her head. “Taking over Veronica of all people. What was I thinking?”


I stared at her, taken aback by the sudden shift. “Emma?” Was she more herself again?


“When I was Mandy, I didn’t realize how much of a bitch Veronica actually was,” she continued, leaning against the wall for support. “My memories of her were intact, but Mandy had no emotional response to seeing her. It was just… information. But being inside her head…” She shuddered. “It’s like swimming in toxic waste.”


“You sound different,” I said cautiously. “More like yourself.”


She looked down at her hands—Veronica’s hands—with disgust. “I feel more like myself. Less… Veronica.” She looked up at me, her eyes wide with realization. “It’s the sex, isn’t it? Just like with Mandy. Having sex with you brings me back, makes me stronger than the host.”


I nodded slowly. “Seems that way. You were acting like a complete bitch before.”


“I know,” she said, genuine remorse in her voice. “And the worst part is, I was enjoying it. Veronica gets off on being cruel. It’s like a drug.” She reached out and touched my face gently. “I’m so sorry, Calvin. For all of this. For making you fuck me at my own funeral, for Christ’s sake.”


“It’s not entirely your fault,” I admitted. “I could have said no.”


She gave a small, sad laugh. “But you didn’t. And I’m glad you didn’t.” She gestured to herself. “This is helping. I’m stronger now. More me.”


I straightened my tie, trying to make myself presentable again. “So sex with me is really like an anchor? It helps you stay you, no matter whose body you’re in?”


“Seems that way,” she said, attempting to fix her makeup using her phone’s camera. “God, we look like we just had sex behind a dumpster.”


“We did just have sex behind a dumpster.”


“Fair point.” She sighed, giving up on her appearance.


Emma did her best to make herself presentable, using a compact mirror from Veronica’s purse to fix her smudged makeup. Her hands moved with Veronica’s practiced efficiency, but there was a gentleness to her movements now, less of the sharp, aggressive energy that had dominated her earlier.


“How do I look?” she asked, smoothing down her dress.


“Like someone who just had rough sex behind a funeral home, but trying really hard to hide it,” I answered honestly.


She laughed—a sound that was somewhere between Veronica’s tinkling fake laugh and Emma’s genuine one. “Well, it’ll have to do.” She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. “We need to figure out what happens next. I can’t stay in Veronica forever.”


“Where’s Mandy?” I asked. “Could you go back to her?”


Emma shook her head. “Probably long gone by now. You should have seen her at the coffee shop after we switched—completely freaked out. Poor thing looked like she’d just woken up from a nightmare.” She frowned. “I feel bad about that. She didn’t ask for any of this.”


I glanced toward the funeral home. “What about someone else here? Someone who wouldn’t be missed for a while? At least for as long as it takes us to find someone else out there?”


“Like who? A friend? Family?” She shuddered. “I don’t think I can do that, Calvin. One good thing about Veronica is she doesn’t give a shit about my death. She’s just here because it’s the socially expected thing to do.” She gestured toward the building. “Everyone else in there is grieving me. I’m not ready to feel that—to grieve myself through someone else’s emotions. It would be too much.”


I nodded, understanding. The psychological implications of inhabiting someone who was actively mourning you were disturbing to contemplate.


“We’ll figure something out,” I said, checking my watch. “But we should do it quickly, before you start feeling more like Veronica again.”


“God, please don’t let that happen.” She shuddered. “Being Veronica is like having your brain marinated in entitlement and spite. The longer I’m in here, the harder it is to remember who I really am.”


We made our way back to the cemetery, trying to look casual. I noticed Ashley watching us, her eyes narrowing slightly as she took in Veronica’s disheveled appearance and the fact that we’d both been absent at the same time. She didn’t say anything, but the knowing look on her face made my stomach twist with guilt. How much did she suspect?


The service ended without further drama, and the guests began to disperse. Emma and I stuck around to mingle, both of us desperate for some kind of solution. We needed a host who had no link to Emma and no one would miss for at least long enough to get back home.


“What’s up with you and Veronica?” Ashley whispered to me as she passed by. “You two seem awfully chummy all of a sudden.”


“She... asked about Emma’s will,” I lied smoothly. “Wanted to know if she’d been left anything.”


“Typical.” Ashley rolled her eyes, though she still seemed skeptical. “Did you tell her she’s in line for a lifetime supply of free Botox and fake tits?”


“Something like that...” I trailed off, catching sight of the priest who’d presided over the ceremony. He was packing up his things, helped by a young woman in a simple black dress. “Excuse me for a sec,” I said to Ashley, already moving toward the duo.


They watched me approach with polite smiles, the young woman standing slightly behind the priest, fiddling with her cross necklace.


“Hi, thank you so much for the service,” I said, shaking the priest’s hand. “It was lovely. Very... touching.”


“Thank you, son,” the priest said with a benevolent smile.


I stared at the nun, my mind racing. “I’m sorry, I didn’t catch your name,” I said, holding out my hand to her.


“Sister Margaret,” she replied quietly, taking my hand in a firm shake.


“Sister Margaret, lovely.” I glanced around, trying to look nonchalant. “Would you mind me introducing you to my wife’s cousin? She... she keeps talking about wanting to get closer to God, but I think she’s too afraid to ask.” I lowered my voice, leaning in closer.


The priest and Sister Margaret exchanged glances. The poor girl, in her twenties, was pretty, in a quiet, innocent way. Her blonde hair was tucked neatly under her veil, and her blue eyes were wide and trusting. She seemed particularly uneasy in her conservative black dress. “I’d be happy to talk to her,” the priest said. “Where is she?”


“Oh, no need to bother yourself, Father. I think a woman’s touch might work better with this one.” I gave Sister Margaret an encouraging smile. “If you could spare five minutes, Sister?”


She hesitated, glancing at the priest for permission, which he granted with a nod.


“I’d be honored to help,” she mumbled, her voice barely audible.


“Wonderful.” I led her away, searching for Emma. I spotted her across the cemetery, chatting with a group of well-wishers. “There she is.”


I approached, Sister Margaret in tow, and tapped Emma on the shoulder. She turned around, her face lighting up with a false smile when she saw the nun. It seemed to take all of her self-control to keep her eyes from rolling out of her head. “Calvin! How lovely! What’s this?”


“I wanted to introduce you to Sister Margaret,” I said, nudging the shy nun forward. “She wanted to talk to you about... about getting closer to God. I know it’s something you’ve been thinking about a lot lately.”


“Of course,” Emma said with a tight smile, keeping her hands folded in front of her. It was pretty obvious that my wife, as Veronica, found the idea of becoming a nun laughable. I had to elbow her slightly to get her to shake the nun’s hand. She extended her arm stiffly, giving the sister a limp handshake.


For a moment, the two women stared at each other, the tension thick between them. Then, Sister Margaret blinked and straightened her shoulders, her expression changing slightly, blushing. In the meantime, Veronica’s eyes widened. She looked around in confusion, her gaze finally settling on her hands, still encased in the nun’s. She let go of the nun’s hands as if they were on fire and stumbled backward a few steps.


“What on earth?” Veronica mumbled, her voice shaky. Veronica’s relatives and friends looked over, some of them clearly concerned about her sudden change in demeanor. Veronica didn’t seem to be one to show uncertainty or weakness. Obviously aware that she was being watched, she quickly regained her composure, flashing her usual, plastic smile.


“Everything alright, dear?” asked an elderly man, who I recognized as her father.


“Perfectly fine, Daddy,” she said smoothly, brushing a lock of hair from her forehead. “Erm... I’m sorry,” she told the nun. “You were saying?” She clearly had no idea what she was doing here, but her pride wouldn’t allow her to show it.


Sister Margaret, meanwhile, had been staring at Veronica, her blush deepening. “Oh, yes. I just wanted to tell you that...” She was stammering, looking around her, and fiddling with her dress. She kept stealing glances at me, her blush intensifying every time our eyes met. “Nothing important... Sorry for bothering you...”


“I’ll accompany the sister back to the priest,” I said to all present. “Please, enjoy the refreshments.” And then, in a whisper, I said to the nun, “Come with me.”


We walked a few steps away, out of earshot. “Are you...” I asked the sister, who was now trailing behind me.


“Emma? Yes, it’s me,” the sister mumbled. Her voice was barely audible. It seemed like she was even shyer than before.


“How do you feel?” I asked, looking over my shoulder.


“A bit... disgusted?” the sister said, clearly struggling to find the right word. “Disappointed, maybe?” She shuddered, her arms wrapped tightly around her waist as we walked.


“About us...? Behind the church?”


She bit her lower lip, her cheeks now bright red. “No... I mean yes... But I was thinking about being Veronica... What a...”


“Bitch?” I offered.


“Horrible person,” she corrected me, frowning slightly at my word choice. She turned to look at the priest, standing a few dozen yards away, conflicting emotions playing across her face. “Calvin, I... I know we planned for me to leave with you but...”


“But?”


She sighed, her breath shaky. “Would you mind waiting for a few minutes? I promised Father O’Brien that I’d help him pack up and get everything back to the parish.”


“How long is a few more minutes? Can’t you find an excuse to leave early,” I asked, uneasy with the idea of letting her out of my sight.


“It’s just that... I feel like I have a duty here,” she said, looking down at her feet. “And to... God?” She looked at her hands as if they weren’t her own. “I don’t know how to explain.”


I sighed. “Right. You’re a nun now. Should have seen that coming.” I shook my head, frustrated. “Alright, you help Father...”


“O’Brien...”


“O’Brien,” I repeated. “You help him pack and load his car, then meet me at mine. Promise?”


“I promise,” the sister said, her smile beatific. She gave me a little wave before hurrying back toward the priest. Fuck, I thought to myself, watching her go. A nun. Of all the people I could have chosen, why the hell did I pick a nun?
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Chapter 3: Good Morning


Sometimes when waking up, as your brain slowly comes back to life, it can take a moment or two to re-orient yourself, to figure out where you are and why. The unfamiliar face of a twenty year old woman sleeping peacefully next to you doesn’t help. I squinted, blinking away the sleep from my eyes, and remembered everything that had happened the day before. “Shit...” I whispered, sitting up in bed and looking at my wife’s new body.


“Hm?” came a sleepy reply from the other side of the bed. Emma turned over and stretched, the sheets falling off her and revealing her bare, perky tits. She looked up at me with a smile, her eyes half closed. “Did you say something, mister?” she asked, giggling. Her voice was light and playful, her words coming out in a sing-song way.


“Just wondering how the hell this happened,” I said. I reached over and gently traced the curve of her breast with my finger, admiring its youthful firmness. I frowned, suddenly feeling uncomfortable, like I was taking advantage of a college kid. My wife may have been inside that body, but it was someone else’s body that I was enjoying.


“What?” she said, raising an eyebrow. “You don’t like my new boobs?” She pouted cutely.


I chuckled. “I do, but they’re not yours. I just want to make sure I’m not making you uncomfortable, you know?”


She sat up, the bed sheets falling further down, revealing the toned, sexy curve of her hips and stomach. “I thought I’d made that pretty clear, like, when I was riding your face last night...” she said, raising her eyebrow again. “Anyway, it feels like my boobs now.” She cupped them in her hands, lifting and jiggling them. “See?”


“Alright, alright,” I said, holding up my hands in surrender, grinning. “Just wanted to make sure.”


“Mm-hmm,” she murmured, leaning in and kissing me, her tongue slipping into my mouth, her hand reaching down and grabbing my morning wood. “And I’m sure I’ll feel the exact same way about the next pair of tits I’ll manage to borrow for you to stare at, okay?” she said with a giggle, slowly stroking my cock.


“Stare at?” I grinned.


“Or play with, suck on, whatever...” She winked, then pulled back the sheets and slid her body on top of mine.


“How are you feeling?” I asked as she settled herself against me. “Do you still feel like Emma? More like yourself?”


“A bit less after waking up, I think.” She held my dick between her legs, teasing her pussy lips with the head, her warm wetness sending shivers down my spine. “Let’s fix that, okay?”


A phone buzzed on the bedside table. Emma glanced over at it. “Shit,” she said, sighing.


“What?”


“It’s my sister...” She picked up the phone and swiped the screen.


“Your sister?” I asked, confused. Why would Ashley be texting her? Had she been in contact with her family since her sudden resurrection?


“I mean Mandy’s sister. She wants to know where I am,” she said, quickly tapping on the screen. “I don’t usually spend the night out, I guess.”


I slowly stroked her thighs as she texted, enjoying the smooth, silky feeling of her warm skin. She had a small butterfly tattoo on her ankle that looked brand new. I ran my fingers along the lines of ink, wondering what the story was there. “How does a hottie like Mandy manage to stay pure for so long in college?” I wondered out loud, still stroking the butterfly. “She looks like the type of girl that gets around.”


“Fuck you, Cal,” she groaned, looking at me and frowning. “What is that supposed to even mean?” she added, sounding annoyed.


Shit, was she taking it personally? “I didn’t mean you, Em, sorry... I was just curious, that’s all.”


“Right...” she muttered. She put the phone down and looked at me, her eyes narrowing. “Well, maybe girls don’t always want to jump into bed with some random dude they met at the club.”


“Fair enough...”


“Or maybe some girls don’t have time for dating, especially when they work full time and take night classes.” She pushed her phone away and climbed off of me.


I looked at her, a bit confused. “You’re really mad at me?”


She sighed and rubbed her face. “No, yes... I don’t know...” She turned back to me. “I’m not just like, a ghost pulling strings inside some other chick’s body, Cal.” She pointed at her chest, tapping it. “I’m actually in her head, okay? When you’re mean to her, you’re being mean to me, too, you get it?”


I nodded, realizing she was right. “That was insensitive of me. I didn’t mean it that way, Em. I’m sorry.”


“Ah! Don’t worry about it, old man,” she said, smiling. “I mean, I’m not really sure how to deal with all this shit either.”


Right, she was struggling with her new reality as much as I was. “Listen, I guess embracing this weird paranormal situation is nice and all, but the truth is we don’t really understand how it works, right?”


“Right...” she said, nodding. “So?”


I shook my head. “So maybe we still ought to do a bit of research on our own before we just give up trying to understand what’s happening, yeah?”


Emma chuckled. “You wanna science the shit outta me?” She laughed.


“Well, you are a pretty unique phenomenon, aren’t you?”


“Yeah, I suppose, Mister Scientist.”


“I’m no scientist,” I said, sitting up in bed, “but that doesn’t mean we shouldn’t try to understand what’s going on. Though I guess real scientists would freak out if they found out about you.”


“Definitely,” Emma agreed. “They’d probably lock me in some sort of secret lab and stick electrodes in my brain to see what happened.” She shivered, hugging her knees. “No thanks.”


“I wouldn’t let that happen,” I said, wrapping my arm around her, kissing her softly on her shoulder. “We’ll figure it out together.”


She snuggled up to me and rested her head on my chest. “Okay, Mister Scientist,” she whispered. She sighed happily and closed her eyes, relaxing against me. “You know what?” she asked after a while, breaking the peaceful silence that had settled over the room.


“What?” I asked, stroking her hair.


“There’s that girl I know from high school... Well, that Mandy knows,” she said, sitting up. “Big nerd, she was in all the advanced science classes, graduated early, went to some fancy university, got her PhD, or Masters, or whatever.”


I frowned. “I thought we just agreed no scientists?”


She smirked, a mischievous twinkle in her eye. “What if I am the scientist?”


I blinked, trying to process what she meant. “What if you’re the... Wait, are you saying what I think you’re saying?”


“I’m saying, what if I take over her body? I’ll become the scientist, and then I’ll science the shit outta me, right?”


That wasn’t such a bad idea, actually. But I had to laugh at the thought of Emma suddenly turning into a nerd.


My wife noticed my expression. “She’s hot too,” she teased “In a hot lesbian bookworm type of way.” She giggled. “You’d like her.”


I rolled my eyes. “You know that doesn’t really matter, Em.”


She pressed a finger against my lips, shushing me. “Don’t even, Cal. You were totally checking me out in Mandy’s body.” She grinned. “I saw you. You’re still doing it right now.”


“I was checking YOU out, Em. Not her,” I lied, kissing the tip of her finger.


“Mmhmm,” she hummed doubtfully. “Sure, mister. You weren’t checking these out at all, were you?” she asked, taking my hands and putting them on her breasts, winking at me. “Or this?” She slid my left hand down her stomach and between her legs. “Come on, Cal. Admit it. You were super turned on when I came at you in Mandy’s body. You couldn’t wait to get inside her panties.”


If it was a trap, I couldn’t help but fall into it. I groaned as my fingers slipped into her tight pussy, feeling her wetness. Emma moaned and pushed herself against me, grinding her hips. “I was turned on,” I admitted, kissing her, “I just don’t want you to take it the wrong way.”


She rolled her eyes, her childish pout returning. “Let’s make things clear, Cal. I’m myself but, like, I feel like Mandy too. I don’t really mind you checking her out because in a way it’s like you’re checking ME out, you know?”


“We were talking about that nerdy friend of yours...”


“Exactly!” She grinned. “And I’ll be her, too. And then you can check me out in her body, and it’ll be fine.”


I nodded, still a bit uncomfortable with the idea, but I could see the logic. “Okay.”


She laughed, seeing my expression. “Okay, okay, maybe there’s also some of that weird arousal thing going on too.” She looked at me sheepishly. “Since I came back it’s like... I can’t stop thinking about pleasing you. I’m, like, really horny all the time. I don’t think it’s just Mandy, or Clara, I think it’s, like, me? Pleasing you feels... super important...”


Whatever had brought her back to life had definitely changed her. We sure hadn’t fucked the way we did last night in ages. It was like a hunger, an all consuming desire that couldn’t be sated. I didn’t need a PhD to figure out that her constant arousal, aimed at me, had something to do with the fact making me cum seemed to strengthen her hold on the body she was in. Was I her battery?


A phone buzzed again. It was my turn this time. I reached out and grabbed it, glancing at the screen. A wave of dread washed over me, sobering me up immediately. “Fuck,” I groaned.


“What?”


“It’s Ashley. She’s asking me what time we’re supposed to meet up at the cemetery tomorrow.”


“Oh...” Emma whispered. “Shit.”


I shook my head, sighing. “I was supposed to go over the last details for the burial with her.” The burial of my wife, currently straddling me in the naked body of a twenty year old girl. Flashes of Emma’s corpse lying peacefully in that open casket flashed through my mind, making me queasy. For a moment, the teenager on top of me seemed like a stranger, Mandy, her big innocent eyes staring at me, her hands on my chest. “Should I tell her?” I wondered out loud.


“Tell her what, that I’m back from the dead?” She scoffed. “Why?”


“Because she’s your sister. She’s suffering too. We shouldn’t keep it from her.”


Emma shook her head, frowning slightly. “I’m sorry for her but... I don’t know... The more people who know, the more complicated things become, right?”


She had a point, but still. I felt guilty. “So what? I just go to the funeral, stand next to her, and watch the casket being lowered into the ground, knowing the whole time it’s not you in there?”


She shrugged, as if the thought didn’t bother her at all. “Sure. I mean, what’s the alternative, Cal? You tell Ashley I’m alive, then we tell Mom and Dad? What about my friends, huh?” I gulped, seeing where she was going with this. “If you don’t go to the funeral, it’ll look weird. People might start to suspect something.”


I couldn’t argue with her. I grabbed my head in my hands, groaning. “I can’t do this,” I mumbled. “I’m losing my mind.”


Emma sighed and took my hand. She kissed my palm, softly. “I’ll come with you.”


I looked up at her. “What? You’re not serious!”


“Hey! It’s my own god damned funeral, Cal! Why can’t I go?”


I laughed despite myself. “This is so fucked up.”


Mandy’s phone buzzed again. Emma frowned and picked it up. “I really need to get going though. My parents are worried about me. And, um, I have a shift this afternoon.”


I couldn’t help but smile at that. Even in death, life continued. “Right. We wouldn’t want to ruin Mandy’s life. Especially if you’re already planning to jump ship, huh?” I teased.


She climbed off my lap and stretched, yawning. “I’ll go home, talk to them, let them know I’m okay, and tomorrow I’ll meet you at the funeral. After that, I’ll go find the girl and, well, you know.” She smirked, then bent down to pick up her underwear from the floor. She slipped her panties on and then looked at me over her shoulder. “Why don’t you go ahead and, um, text Ashley?” She smiled. “I’m gonna go take a shower, okay?”


“Right...” I said, watching her naked body disappear behind the bathroom door.
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Chapter 2: Another One


I spent the evening drinking myself stupid. Not a great idea. But it was either that or spend the evening thinking about... everything. That was something I didn’t want to do, not tonight. I wanted to shut off my mind and let the world fade away. I imagine others would have jumped at the chance of their dead spouse somehow magically returning to life in another body, but I found myself resisting the idea. It was too easy, too perfect, too absurd. As I turned around and around in my bed that night, I even wondered if I had imagined the whole thing. That made sense. It was the most likely explanation. I just created the whole scenario in my head to try to deal with my loss, that was all. Yet, as the morning light streamed in through the bedroom window, and with a headache from hell, I suddenly found myself hoping it was true. I couldn’t wait for the day to pass so I could find out once and for all if what happened yesterday was real. I literally couldn’t wait. I got into my car and drove back to the funeral home.


I waited in the parking lot, in the same spot I had been in yesterday. I hadn’t had breakfast or lunch and my stomach rumbled angrily, but the thought of food made me feel nauseated. I just stared at the entrance, watching the seconds tick by. Peter the bald undertaker opened the front door and stepped in. The fog that hung low to the ground began to burn off in the early morning sun as the street lamps clicked off. Finally, Clara, or Emma, whoever, appeared, getting out of a small Honda Civic and walking toward the entrance.


I got out of my car and didn’t even bother to close the door behind me. “Emma!” I shouted, but she didn’t turn around. “Emma! Wait!”


She paused at the door and spun around. She looked at me with confusion, like she didn’t know who I was. “Can I help you?” she asked.


I stopped dead. “Emma...” I was at a loss for words.


She raised an eyebrow and frowned. “I think you have me confused with someone else.”


I felt so fucking dumb standing there. I had driven all the way down here in a daze like some lovesick teenager to find out it was all just a bad dream. “You don’t remember? What you told me yesterday?”


Clara shook her head, looking uneasy. “Erm... I’m sorry. The last few days are a bit of a blur for me... I think I may have had an episode or something.” She seemed a bit worried about her own sanity. “I hope I didn’t say anything too weird.”


“No,” I said, feeling numb and empty. “It’s fine. We just... talked about my wife. That’s all.” I couldn’t help myself. I felt tears welling up in my eyes and I didn’t want to cry in front of her.


She seemed to realize who I was. “Oh, of course, Mr. Kent,” she mumble. “I’m very sorry for your loss.” Her eyes flickered down to the open car door behind me.


I nodded and stared at her pretty eyes, hoping to catch some glimpse of my wife in them, but there was nothing there. “Right, I’m sorry to have bothered you.” I walked away in a daze, feeling my whole world come crashing down again. I heard the funeral home’s door open and close behind me.


I sat back in my car, gripping the steering wheel and sobbing. Why did my brain have to play such cruel jokes on me? To make me believe for one fleeting moment that my wife was somehow back, then rip her away again? How was that part of any healthy coping mechanism?


I turned the ignition and drove home, my vision blurred by tears. I didn’t know what I was going to do with myself now. A week of recovery, if you could call it that, felt wasted. I was back to square one. Back to the moment they called me and told me my wife’s car had been hit by a semi. Back to that moment of pure, unadulterated despair.


But as I pulled into my driveway, a young girl in her early twenties was waiting for me in front of the door. She was wearing a casual t-shirt and jeans, her dark hair pulled back into a pony tail, her hands thrust into her pockets. She stared at me as I got out of the car, her face set in an expression of determination, her jaw moving up and down, clearly chewing some gum. She had a bubbly, kind of innocent look to her, but her demeanor was confident, like she knew exactly what she was doing here.


“Hi?” I said, confused.


“Calvin!” she called out, her voice excited and happy. She almost threw herself at me and wrapped her arms around my waist.


I gently pushed her away, holding her at arm’s length, eyebrows furrowed. “Okay, now, who the hell are you?”


She laughed and smacked me on the shoulder. “Calvin, it’s me! Emma!” She was practically bouncing up and down, her eyes wide with excitement. “I mean, I get it. You’d never guess this was me, would you? I’m Mandy...” she gestured to herself, “I mean, she’s Mandy. But I’m also Emma!” She giggled and then seemed to realize how she looked. “Sorry! I’m... Mandy’s not Clara, for sure!” She giggled again. “But I’m me, for sure! Emma, I mean!”


My head was spinning. I stumbled backwards until I felt the car behind me and leaned against it for support.


“Calvin!” the girl cried out, reaching toward me. “Are you okay?”


I shook my head, trying to make sense of what she’d just said. “How?” I muttered. “I don’t understand...” Was this another trick? Another dream?


She shrugged and gave me a lopsided smile. “Okay, so, yesterday, after I left the funeral home, I had to buy groceries for her husband or whatever, and I went to the store where I work. I mean, Mandy works, and when I got there, I touched her at the cash register, and suddenly, bam! I’m in her body instead of Clara’s, and I remember everything she knows!” She looked down at herself and smirked, still chewing loudly on her gum. “I’m Mandy now, not Clara! Crazy, right?!”


I rubbed my forehead and sighed. I felt like running away, but I wasn’t about to back down from a second chance at... Whatever the fuck this was. “So, wait,” I said, still trying to wrap my head around this. “You still remember being Clara?”


“No.” She looked down at herself and shrugged. “I mean, yeah, I remember when I was her, you know, but I don’t remember the rest of her life, just mine, now. I mean Mandy’s... Oh and Emma’s, duh!”


I looked at the front door of the house and then back at the young girl. “Wanna come inside?”


She grinned. “Sure!” She bounded up to the door, waiting for me to catch up. I opened the door and she skipped inside. “Finally!” she cried out. “Home sweet home!” She dropped her purse on the kitchen table and spun around the room. “So it’s like, for example, I remember putting Clara’s kids to bed when I was her, but I can’t remember their names now.” She opened one of the top drawers and grabbed a bottle of wine, then turned and immediately found where the glasses were and poured us both a drink, just like Emma used to do after a long day.


I watched her, mesmerized, still not sure if I should be believing any of this. If this was my wife, she certainly was much more energetic and bubbly than she used to be. But then again, what other explanation was there? She even knew where to find the cork screw... She raised her glass and giggled again. “I’m not even old enough to drink yet!” she said, before taking a sip. She groaned and coughed. “Oh god, this is disgusting!” She laughed. “I guess Mandy’s more into soda and energy drinks...”


“Emma...” I said.


“Oh! Don’t worry! I’m legal, in case that’s what you’re wondering,” she said with a wink. She seemed to realize I was struggling with this and her expression turned serious, though more like the seriousness of an eight year old trying to act adult. She put down the glass and sat at the kitchen table, folding her hands in front of her. “Sorry... Must be weird, huh?”


I scoffed and sat down across from her. “You could say that.”


“Calvin, it’s really me,” she said, looking me deep in the eyes. “I know I’m acting a bit strange... It’s like, Mandy, the girl whose body I’m in, has different feelings about things, you know?”


“How the hell did you get inside her body?” I asked. “Where is the real Mandy?”


She shrugged. “I don’t know. It’s like, I can go inside the body of whoever I touch. I think?”


This was mental. “What about Clara?”


“What about her?”


“Is she back to herself? You know, her husband and kids?”


She raised her eyebrow and tilted her head. “I guess? I mean, she looked a bit confused after we, um, switched. Like she didn’t know what she was doing at the grocery store.”


I stared at her for a few seconds, trying to figure this out. It was impossible. There was no way any of this could be happening. I don’t know how long I sat there, just staring at her, before she reached out and touched my hand.


“Calvin... I’m sorry. I can’t even imagine how weird this is for you.” Her tone was soft and gentle but still had the inflection of a teenager. It sounded a bit forced, like she wasn’t used to talking that way. “But we’re back together now, right?” She smiled.


I scoffed. “Back together? You’re in a twenty year old’s body!”


She giggled. “So?”


“So what? You’re gonna take over...” I trailed off, looking at her. “What’s your name again?”


“Mandy,” she said, frowning a little. “And it’s not my name. I’m Emma. I’m inside Mandy.” She was pouting. Actually pouting. “Okay, maybe I’m kinda her too, but mostly I’m Emma!”


“You’re gonna take over Mandy’s life?”


“Why not?” she said, shrugging. “I don’t wanna go back to being dead!”


“But what about her? She’s not dead. She’s still got a whole life to live.” I shook my head. “This is fucked up. What about her family? Her friends? You expect them to be fine with her settling down with some forty something dude? You can’t just waltz into her life and pretend to be her!”


She crossed her arms, looking offended. “And what about me? I don’t deserve a life anymore?”


I rubbed my temples. “That’s not what I mean.” Jesus Christ. Was I really arguing against having my wife back? A hotter, younger version of her, kinda? I couldn’t help but notice how cute Mandy was, in a youthful, innocent way. I had long stopped noticing girls that age, but it was difficult to ignore now, the familiar way she looked at me, the love in her eyes. I looked down at the table, avoiding her gaze, but it was too late. My wife knew me better than that.


“Hey...” she smirked. “I don’t look too bad, do I?” She leaned forward, her shirt hanging open just enough to reveal her deep, smooth cleavage. I looked away, feeling guilty. “Tell you what... What if I kept switching?”


I looked at her, confused. “Huh?”


She was grinning again. “Yeah! I keep switching bodies! That way no one notices! Mandy’s life won’t change too much! She’ll just be confused, right?” She was excited now. “I can be anyone you want! Anytime you want!” She stood up and moved closer, sitting on the edge of the table, facing me, her legs dangling, her hands gripping the table’s edge, biting her lower lip seductively. “It’s weird, but like, I’m horny all the time in Mandy’s body... Do you think it’s cause she’s young?” I cleared my throat, trying to look anywhere but her tight, perky breasts, the swell of her hips, her lean, toned stomach, but it was no use. “Nah... Probably not...” she said, leaning forward until her face was close to mine. “I was just as horny when I was Clara, and she’s old, like, my age.”


I swallowed nervously. “I don’t know if...”


Her hands reached down and unbuckled my pants. I didn’t stop her. “You know what’s funny?” she asked, her voice low and husky. “I’ve never had sex before. I mean, Mandy hasn’t.” I moaned as she pulled my hard cock out of my pants and started stroking it. She giggled nervously, blushing. “Oh that’s, like, super weird, huh? I feel like this is brand new to me.” She looked at me and smirked. “But I know exactly how you like it...”


I closed my eyes, my breath coming short and fast, trying to control myself. Her pace increased, her grip tightening. Her other hand slipped between her legs, rubbing herself through her jeans. “Emma,” I croaked, reaching out to her, but before I could stop her, she had lowered herself to her knees and wrapped her lips around my rock hard dick. “Fuck...” I whispered.


She looked up at me as she sucked, her big, doe-like eyes wide with excitement, her cheeks flushed with desire. She let out a low, throaty groan, her mouth full of my cock. I couldn’t resist. Adrenaline rushed through me, my heart pounding, my body shaking. This was wrong, so fucking wrong... It felt like... cheating? But it was Emma. I was sure of it now. But it wasn’t Emma. Not entirely. It was Mandy too, her whole, bubbly, innocent persona. It was my wife in a stranger’s body, in a stranger’s brain. My wife who had died, who I had never thought I’d see again, who I had never thought I’d touch again. I let out a loud moan as I felt the familiar sensation of my orgasm building inside me.


I looked down at her, her eyes closed as she sucked, and I grabbed her hair, pushing her further down onto my cock, feeling her lips tighten around the base of my shaft, her throat bulging. I thrust into her mouth, my balls slapping against her chin, her moans muffled by my thick, throbbing dick. I couldn’t hold back any longer. I let out a strangled cry as my cum filled her mouth, my body tensing up, my hands gripping her hair, pulling her close, holding her in place as I came.


When it was over, I let go of her and collapsed into a chair, panting heavily. I looked down at her, still kneeling at my feet, her face red, her chest heaving as she caught her breath. Her eyes were wide open now, staring up at me in shock. “You alright?” I asked, suddenly worried I had hurt her. I had been so rough, but I was so horny, I hadn’t been able to control myself.


“Honey, I’m absolutely fucking fantastic,” she said, then giggled. She swallowed, licking her lips. “Things feel a lot clearer all of a sudden. I feel more like me. Like Emma.” She somehow didn’t sound as childishly exuberant as before. It was still her voice, but the inflection, the tone, it was more like my wife.


“I didn’t know my sperm was magical...” I said, smirking.


“Seriously, Calvin,” she said, standing up and wiping her mouth. “I feel more like myself. More than before.”


“Okay...”


She grinned. “Maybe we should keep doing it... Just in case?”


I laughed and pulled her toward me. She sat on my lap and kissed me. I wrapped my arms around her and held her tight. “Maybe...” I whispered. My wife was back... She really was back...


“Ah! I guess I made a pretty good point there, huh?” she said, grinding her ass against my spent cock. I moaned and kissed her neck. “I’ve got two other points here, too, if you’re interested,” she teased, grabbing my hands and slipping them underneath her shirt. Her skin was warm and smooth and soft. I squeezed her firm breasts, feeling the hard nubs of her nipples beneath the thin fabric of her bra.


“Alright, alright,” I said, chuckling, “you win. I don’t know what the fuck is going on, but I’m not gonna question it anymore. If this is some insane dream, or a delusion, or if you’re really my wife somehow, I don’t care.”


“Sweet way of going about it, Cal,” she said, then giggled. “I don’t really care either. It’s good to be back.”


“You really do sound more like yourself...” I said, looking into her eyes.


“I feel more like myself,” she said, nodding. “Like, I’m more me now. Like, Mandy’s in the background somewhere, but I’m up front.” She shrugged. “It felt a bit like the opposite before, you know? I was kinda just watching from the background. Still in control but with more... layers?”


I didn’t really understand. “So... You think sex is making you more... yourself?”


She shrugged again. “Not the weirdest thing that’s happened in the last few days, right?”


“Definitely not.”


“Now that I think about it... I felt more like myself when I first woke up inside Clara’s body.” She looked thoughtful. “But over time I started to feel more and more like her.” That was a creepy thought. She was slowly becoming whoever she inhabited? Slowly fading away? Unless...


I snorted. “So... What? If we keep fucking, you’ll stay you?”


She laughed and kissed me. “Well... Let’s not take any chances.” She grabbed my hand and pulled me to my feet. “Come on, let’s go upstairs,” she said, leading the way. “Let’s see how much more me I can be.”
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Chapter 8: Katherine


I sat on the couch, staring at my phone, the cryptic message to Dr. Katherine Winters still displayed on the screen: “From Mandy: You owe me for the clinic. Need your help urgently. Will explain in person.” Short, mysterious, and hopefully effective. We’d decided against explaining anything over text—who would believe it anyway?


Emma paced the living room, her bare feet silent on the hardwood floor. She still wore my t-shirt, though she’d added a pair of Emma’s old sweatpants that hung loose on Lisa’s smaller frame. She kept touching things—the bookshelf, the throw pillows, the framed photos—with a curious expression on her face.


“What’s it like?” I asked, watching her run her fingers over the spines of our books. “Being here, in this house?”


She turned to me, her brow furrowed. “Strange. It’s like… I know this place. I remember buying this couch with you, arguing over the color for hours.” She smiled faintly at the memory. “But at the same time, it feels completely foreign. When I was Mandy, this place felt alien too, but it was still… a normal home, you know? The kind of place a college student might visit.”


She gestured around the room. “But for Lisa—for me—this is so far removed from my life. The convent is sparse, functional. We share most spaces. The idea of owning all this…” She shook her head. “It feels almost sinful. All this space, these possessions, for just two people.”


“So what? Our life is just a distant memory? Someone else’s life? Even though you remember it?” I asked.


She bit her lip, looking troubled. “No, it’s not like... Not entirely. You, Calvin, you’re not someone else to me. I feel the connection. You are my husband, the love of my life.” She sat beside me on the couch, taking my hand in both of hers. “I feel it in my soul.”


My phone buzzed, startling us both. Katherine had replied: “What the hell? Who is this really? Mandy would never bring up the clinic. Need more details before I go anywhere.”


I showed the message to Emma, who shrugged helplessly. “I have no idea what ‘the clinic’ even refers to. It must have been important to Mandy, though.”


I typed back: “It really is from Mandy, in a way. Hard to explain over text. If ‘the clinic’ means something to you, that should be proof enough. It would be easier to show you what’s going on.”


We waited in tense silence until the phone buzzed again. “Fine. What’s the address? But I’m bringing pepper spray and my roommate knows where I’m going. This better not be some weird shit.”


I sent her our address, adding, “It’s definitely weird shit, but not dangerous. Promise.”


“Well, that’s that,” I said, setting the phone down. “Now we wait.”


Emma nodded, then wandered back to the bookshelf. She pulled out a worn copy of “The Great Gatsby”—one of her favorites—and flipped through it with a frown.


“What’s wrong?” I asked.


“I used to love this book,” she said, sounding puzzled. “I remember loving it. But now it seems… I don’t know. Frivolous? All these people with their wealth and their parties and their shallow problems.” She put it back on the shelf with a sigh. “It’s not holding my interest at all.”


I couldn’t help but laugh. “Let me guess—you prefer religious texts now? The Bible? Lives of the Saints?”


She shot me a look that was pure Emma, despite coming from Lisa’s face. “Actually, no. Lisa—I—have quite the collection of thriller novels hidden under my bed at the convent. Murder mysteries, mostly. The gorier the better.” She grinned at my surprised expression. “What? Even nuns need escapism. Sister Agnes thinks I’m reading devotionals, but I’ve got Gillian Flynn and Tana French stuffed between my mattress and box spring.”


“Sister Margaret!” I gasped in mock scandal. “I’m shocked. Absolutely shocked.”


She laughed, a sound that was becoming more familiar on Lisa’s lips. “Everyone has their secrets, Calvin. Even before… this.” She gestured to herself. “Lisa was never quite as perfect as she pretended to be.”


The thought was oddly comforting—that even before Emma had inhabited her body, Sister Margaret had her own small rebellions, her own private self that didn’t align perfectly with her public persona. It made what we were doing seem slightly less like a violation.


“How long do you think it will take Dr. Winters to get here?” Emma asked, settling onto the couch beside me.


I checked the time. “Depends on where she lives. Could be twenty minutes, could be an hour.”


Emma leaned her head against my shoulder, a gesture so familiar it made my chest ache. “I hope she can help us figure this out. I can’t keep jumping from body to body forever.”


I put my arm around her, pulling her close. “We’ll figure it out. Together.”


But as we sat there waiting, I couldn’t help wondering what would happen if we couldn’t solve this puzzle. How many bodies would Emma inhabit? How many lives would be disrupted? And what would happen to my wife if we failed?


After a while, the doorbell rang, and I felt my stomach tighten with anxiety. Emma and I exchanged a glance before I stood to answer it.


“Here we go,” I muttered, taking a deep breath before pulling the door open.


The woman standing on my porch wasn’t what I expected. When Emma had mentioned a “nerdy scientist friend,” I’d pictured someone older, despite her saying she was a friend from high school, maybe with a lab coat and a perpetual scowl. Instead, Katherine Winters looked like she’d walked straight out of some “sexy scientist” Halloween costume—minus the costume.


She was in her early twenties, with short, fiery red hair cut in a tomboyish style that somehow managed to look both practical and stylish. Freckles dusted her nose and cheeks, visible behind black-rimmed glasses that gave her an intellectual air. She wore a simple green t-shirt with some obscure science joke printed on it, fitted enough to show off curves that her lab coat probably hid most days. Her jeans were worn at the knees, and she carried a messenger bag slung across her chest.


“You’re not Mandy,” she said immediately, her eyes narrowing behind her glasses. Her voice was crisp and precise, the kind that commanded attention in lecture halls. “Who are you, and why are you using her name to get me here?”


“I’m Calvin Kent,” I said, stepping back slightly to give her space. “And no, I’m not Mandy. It’s… complicated.”


“I called Mandy,” Katherine said, not budging from the doorway. “My actual friend Mandy. She has no idea who you are or why you’d be contacting me on her behalf. Interestingly, she also can’t account for what she did yesterday, or the two days before. Complete blank.” Her hand slipped into her pocket, presumably gripping the pepper spray she’d mentioned. “So I’ll ask again: who are you, and what do you want?”


“We can explain,” Emma said, appearing beside me. Katherine’s eyes flicked to her, taking in the small blonde in oversized clothes.


“And you are?”


“My name is… Lisa,” Emma said after a slight hesitation. “Sister Margaret, actually, but Lisa is fine.”


Katherine’s eyebrows shot up. “A nun? What the hell is going on here?”


I ran a hand through my hair, struggling to find a starting point that wouldn’t sound completely insane. “Look, this is going to sound crazy, but my wife died last week. In a car accident.”


“I’m sorry for your loss,” Katherine said automatically, though her expression remained suspicious. “But what does that have to do with Mandy or me?”


“Because she’s not dead,” I blurted out. “I mean, her body is, but she’s… she’s here.” I gestured to Emma/Lisa. “She’s in there.”


Katherine took a step back. “Okay, I’m leaving now. You people are clearly—”


“Wait,” Emma said, her voice taking on that gentle but firm tone I’d noticed she used more often in Lisa’s body. “Please. We know how this sounds. But something extraordinary has happened, something beyond scientific explanation—at least, beyond our understanding of science.”


“Which is why we need you,” I added quickly. “You’re supposed to be brilliant. Mandy thought you could help us figure this out.”


“Mandy apparently doesn’t even know you,” Katherine shot back.


“Then how would we know about ‘the clinic?’” I challenged, hoping that would be enough to convince her to at least stay and listen.


Katherine’s expression shifted from suspicion to something more complex—curiosity mingled with concern. “So you’re what? A ghost? What makes you say that?”


“My consciousness transferred,” Emma said simply. “From my dead body to another woman’s, then to Mandy’s, then to my cousin at my funeral, and now to Sister Margaret’s. I retain all my memories as Emma, Calvin’s wife, but I experience the world through the brain and body I’m inhabiting.”


I expected Katherine to turn and run, but instead, she adjusted her glasses, a scientist’s calculation replacing her wariness. “That’s… not possible. Consciousness is a product of brain function. It can’t be transferred like a computer file.”


“And yet, here we are,” I said. “Look, we can prove it. My wife—inside Lisa—knows things only my wife would know. Things about me, about our life together.”


“And Mandy can’t remember the days I was in her body,” Emma added. “Just like the woman at the funeral home can’t remember preparing my body for viewing, because I was in control then.”


Katherine stood silent for a long moment, her fingers drumming against the strap of her messenger bag. Finally, she spoke. “I’m not saying I believe you. But as a neuroscientist, I’m intrigued by the hypothesis. And the fact that Mandy really does have missing time…” She took a deep breath. “Fine. I’ll come in. But I’m keeping my phone on and my pepper spray handy.”


I stepped aside, relief washing over me. “That’s fair. Thank you for giving us a chance.”


As Katherine crossed the threshold, I caught her studying Emma with intense scientific curiosity, like she was a particularly fascinating lab specimen. I couldn’t blame her—if I hadn’t experienced this firsthand, I wouldn’t believe it either.
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Chapter 9: Interrogation


We sat in the living room, Katherine perched on the edge of an armchair like she might need to bolt at any moment. Emma and I took the couch, careful to maintain some distance between us—Sister Margaret’s body language still betrayed discomfort at too much physical contact, especially with an audience.


“So let me get this straight,” Katherine said, her scientific skepticism evident in every syllable. “You’re claiming that your wife’s consciousness somehow transferred from her dead body into a series of living women, and now resides in…” she gestured toward Emma, “a nun?”


“I know how it sounds,” I admitted.


“It sounds like the plot of a bad sci-fi movie,” Katherine replied, adjusting her glasses. “Or actually, it reminds me of ‘The Man from Earth.’ Have you seen it?”


Emma and I exchanged blank looks.


“No? Well it’s about a man who also makes impossible claims to a bunch of scholars. She smirked. “Sister Margaret probably wouldn’t like how it ends. Though I suppose it’s an unpleasant comparison in this case, since it would imply you two are telling the truth, which is ridiculous.”


“We are telling the truth,” Emma said quietly. “I know it defies scientific explanation, but—”


“It defies logic,” Katherine interrupted. “Consciousness isn’t transferable. As I said, it’s a product of specific neural patterns in a specific brain. You can’t just… hop from one brain to another like changing clothes.”


“And yet, that’s exactly what’s happening,” I insisted. “Emma can tell you things only she would know. About our life together, about conversations we had that no one else heard.


Katherine waved this away. “Cold reading techniques. Or maybe you coached her. There are a dozen more plausible explanations than consciousness transfer. It’s not like I would even be able to tell if she’s telling the truth. I don’t know any of you.”


“What about the missing time?” Emma reminded her. “Mandy can’t remember what happened when I was in her body. Clara at the funeral home couldn’t remember the days I spent as her. There’s a pattern.”


This gave Katherine pause. She tapped her fingers against her knee, thinking. “Memory gaps can be caused by trauma, drugs, alcohol—”


“Or by someone else driving your body,” I finished for her.


Katherine sighed. “Fine. Let’s say, for the sake of argument, I entertain this hypothesis. How exactly does this… transfer work? Is it voluntary? Is there a trigger?”


Emma and I exchanged another look, this one more uncomfortable.


“It seems to happen through touch,” Emma explained. “Physical contact with another woman. But staying ‘myself’ within the new body… that’s more complicated.”


I cleared my throat. “We’ve noticed that Emma’s personality becomes more dominant after… intimate contact.”


“Intimate contact,” Katherine repeated flatly.


Emma’s cheeks flushed crimson. “Sexual intercourse,” she clarified, her voice barely above a whisper. “With Calvin. It seems to… strengthen my hold on the host body.”


Katherine’s eyebrows shot up. “So you’re telling me that not only does your wife’s consciousness magically transfer between bodies, but you need to have sex with her to keep her from… what, fading away?”


“Not fading away entirely,” I explained, feeling heat rise to my own face. “She retains her memories regardless. But her personality, her… Emma-ness… it gets weaker without physical contact. She starts acting more like the host.”


“How convenient for you,” Katherine said dryly. “Your wife dies, but you get to keep sleeping with her in a variety of new bodies. Sounds like a male fantasy to me.”


“It’s not like that,” Emma protested, her voice stronger now. “This isn’t something we wanted or planned. We’re just trying to understand it.”


Katherine studied us for a long moment, her scientific curiosity clearly at war with her skepticism. “How long can you maintain your… dominance without this ‘recharging’?”


“We don’t know exactly,” I admitted. “We haven’t been willing to test it for too long.”


“I stayed in Clara’s body for about two days,” Emma added. “Then I switched to Mandy. By the end of the third day, I felt mostly like her until Calvin and I... reconnected.”


“You mean until he fucked you,” Katherine said bluntly.


Emma winced at the crude language, Lisa’s sensibilities clearly offended. “Yes,” she said stiffly. “After that, I was more myself again.”


Katherine turned to me. “So you had sex with Mandy—my friend Mandy—while your wife was, what, possessing her?”


The accusation in her tone made me defensive. “It wasn’t like that. It was Emma, in Mandy’s body. Emma consented. Emma wanted it.”


“But Mandy didn’t consent,” Katherine pointed out, her voice hardening. “Mandy wasn’t even present to consent. You had sex with my friend’s body while she was… what, unconscious? Absent? Do you realize how that sounds?”


“I thought you didn’t believe us,” I countered. “You said it was a bad sci-fi plot. Why worry about consent if you don’t believe it’s real?”


“Because,” Katherine said, “if it is real—and that’s still a big ‘if’—then you’re taking advantage of vulnerable women.”


I stood up, startling both Katherine and Emma. “And what was I supposed to do? Just ignore her, let my wife’s consciousness fade away until there was nothing left of her? Watch her die a second time?” My anger, fueled by fear and grief, boiled over and seemed to take Katherine by surprise, her hand reaching for her pocket and the pepper spray within. “So far her hosts have been completely clueless about what happened during the time she was possessing them. It’s like they blacked out, and they remember nothing. So yeah, I’ll happily fuck my wife, in whatever body she’s in, to keep her from disappearing. That’s not me taking advantage, that’s me being a husband.”


Dr. Winters stared at me, mouth agape, then frowned slightly. “Well,” she muttered after a pause. “I think a demonstration is in order.”
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Chapter 10: Self Science


“A demonstration,” Katherine repeated, leaning forward in her chair. “I want to see this transfer happen. If what you’re claiming is true, I need to observe it firsthand.”


“You want Emma to… transfer into you?” I asked, not quite believing what I was hearing.


Katherine nodded, her scientific curiosity clearly overriding her skepticism. “If this is real, I want to experience it. And if it’s not, then no harm done, right?”


Emma shifted uncomfortably beside me. “Before we do this, you need to understand what you’re consenting to. I’ll have access to your memories, your thoughts. I’ll be… you, in a way.”


“And I’ll be unconscious? Or gone?” Katherine asked, her scientific precision evident even in her skepticism.


“Not gone,” Emma explained. “Just… dormant. When I leave, you won’t remember anything that happened while I was in control.”


Katherine snorted. “How convenient. No witnesses to your ‘possession.’” She made air quotes with her fingers. “But fine, I consent to being ‘possessed’ by your dead wife.” Her sarcasm was thick enough to cut with a knife. “Thanks for asking, by the way. At least you’re not having Calvin’s wife switch with me without my consent.”


The barb hit home, and I winced. “We’re trying to do this right.”


“There’s another problem,” Emma explained to the scientist, her brow furrowing. “Sister Margaret. When I leave her body, she’s going to be very confused. She’ll have no idea how she got here or who you are.”


“She might call the police,” Katherine added with a smirk. “Kidnapping a nun is probably a felony.”


Emma stood up and began pacing, a gesture that looked strange on Sister Margaret’s normally composed body. “I need to take something to keep her calm when she wakes up. Something mild.”


“Oh, sure,” Katherine said, her voice dripping with sarcasm. “Let’s add drugging a nun to the list of crimes. Why not?”


Despite her harsh words, Katherine made no move to stop us or leave. Her scientific curiosity was clearly winning out over her ethical concerns.


“I don’t like this,” I said, following Emma as she headed toward our bathroom. “Drugging her seems wrong.”


“What choice do we have?” Emma countered, opening the medicine cabinet with the familiarity of someone who had done it a thousand times. “If she wakes up in a strange house with strange people, she’ll panic. This will just… take the edge off.”


She reached for a prescription bottle I recognized—mild anti-anxiety medication she’d been prescribed years ago after a particularly stressful period at work. She shook three pills into her palm.


“I used to take these when my nerves got bad,” she explained, though I already knew. “Sometimes to help me sleep. They’re not strong, taken alone. But three of them should make Lisa drowsy enough not to panic.”


Emma swallowed the pills with a handful of water from the sink. A few minutes later, she sat down heavily on the edge of the tub, her eyelids already growing heavy.


We returned to the living room where Katherine was waiting, her expression a mixture of scientific fascination and moral judgment. She didn’t seem particularly concerned to see the nun’s eyes growing glassy, her body swaying slightly as the drugs kicked in.


“So,” she said, standing up and brushing invisible lint from her jeans. “How do we do this? Do I need to touch her, or…?”


Emma nodded slowly. “Physical contact seems to be the trigger. A handshake should be enough.”


Katherine extended her hand, her skepticism evident in the slight smirk on her face. “Well, Sister whatever, it was nice meeting you. I look forward to being possessed by a dead woman.”


Emma took a deep breath and reached out, clasping Katherine’s hand firmly in her own.


For a moment, nothing happened. Emma and Katherine stood frozen, hands clasped, while I held my breath. Then Katherine’s body jerked slightly, her eyes widening in shock.


“Holy shit,” she breathed, her voice still Katherine’s but somehow different—more hesitant, more surprised. “It worked. It actually worked.” She released Emma’s hand and staggered back, staring at her own palms in wonder. “I’m… I’m in her body. I’m Katherine. But I’m Emma.”


Sister Margaret swayed on her feet, her eyes unfocused. The medication was clearly taking effect, making her movements sluggish as she looked around in confusion.


“Where… where am I?” she mumbled, her voice slurred. “What’s happening?”


I moved quickly to guide her to the couch, helping her sit down. “It’s okay,” I said soothingly, though I knew it was anything but okay for her. “You’re safe. Just rest.”


Katherine—or rather, Emma in Katherine’s body—was examining herself with scientific precision, running her hands over her arms, touching her face, adjusting to her new form.


“The neural pathways are so different,” she said, her voice taking on Katherine’s clinical tone but with Emma’s wonder behind it. “Everything is… sharper somehow. More analytical. I can feel how her brain processes information. It’s like thinking in high definition.”


She turned to look at Sister Margaret, who was now slumping against the couch cushions, her eyelids heavy. “And what a contrast! Going from that rigid, faith-structured mind to this…” She tapped her temple. “Katherine’s brain is like a supercomputer compared to hers. No offense to the nun, but it’s like going from a horse-drawn carriage to a Tesla.”


I couldn’t tell how much of this assessment was Emma and how much was Katherine’s own ego coloring Emma’s perceptions. The disdain for religious thinking certainly sounded more like the skeptical scientist than my wife.


“Oh, and I’m really turned on,” Katherine added, grinning as she cupped her breasts through her shirt and biting her lip as her gaze wandered to me. “Which is very unusual, because I’m... she’s supposed to be a lesbian.”


I felt my face grow warm. “Can we maybe not talk about Katherine’s body’s, um, reactions?”


“We need to get me into an MRI,” Emma continued as if I hadn’t spoken, pacing now with Katherine’s energetic stride. “And an EEG. We should monitor brain activity during the transfer. And we’ll need blood samples to check for hormonal changes. Oh! And we should—”


“Whoa, slow down,” I interrupted, placing a hand on her shoulder. It felt strange touching Katherine’s body while knowing Emma was inside. “One step at a time.”


Emma nodded, pushing Katherine’s glasses up her nose in a gesture that was pure scientist. “You’re right. Methodical approach. First things first.” She looked back at Sister Margaret, who was now barely conscious. “The medication is working. Good. That gives us some time.”


She closed her eyes suddenly, her brow furrowing in concentration. “I can see them,” she whispered. “The threads. Just like when I transferred from Veronica to Lisa. Mental pathways, memories, emotions… they’re all connected by these… threads of consciousness.”


“You can see inside her mind?” I asked, not quite understanding.


“Not see, exactly. It’s more like… feeling. Sensing.” Emma’s eyes remained closed, her face a mask of concentration. “There’s one that’s particularly strong. It’s fascinating. Let me just…”


Without warning, Katherine’s body shuddered violently. Her back arched, her mouth falling open in a silent gasp. Her hands gripped the arms of the chair so tightly her knuckles turned white. A deep, guttural moan escaped her throat as her body convulsed in what was unmistakably an intense orgasm.


Sister Margaret, even in her drugged state, looked scandalized. I stood frozen, completely bewildered.


After several seconds, Emma relaxed, Katherine’s body going limp in the chair. A slow, satisfied smile spread across her face.


“Well,” she said, her voice breathless. “That was unexpected.”


“What the hell just happened?” I demanded. “Did you just cum?”


Emma nodded slowly and straightened up, adjusting Katherine’s rumpled clothing with a smirk that looked perfectly at home on the scientist’s face. “I think I found a solution to our problem.”
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Chapter 11: Memory


“The threads,” Emma explained, her mind clearly racing with the implications. “I don’t know what they are exactly. A neural map? A mental representation of Katherine’s thoughts?” She paced the living room, her movements sharp and precise. “Hardware, software, that’s basically the question. We’d really need to see what happens inside the brain to start drawing conclusions. A PET scan would really—”


“Emma,” I cut in, holding up a hand. “You’re getting sidetracked again. Focus. You said you found a solution.”


She stopped, turning to face me. “I think I can alter my... her brain. Rewire her neural connections, on the fly. Nothing big, or not easily. We’re talking about very specific tweaks, editing memories, small suggestions?”


I stared at her, trying to process the implications. “So you could what, create memories to explain the missing time? Make her not suspicious?”


“Her or anyone else!” Emma said, her eyes gleaming with Katherine’s intellectual excitement. “I could create an explanation for the missing time they’d accept as their own. Make Sister Margery—”


“Margaret...” I corrected. It was fascinating to see how even basic information like names didn’t seem to carry over that well. I guess Katherine herself was bad with names, or didn’t care enough to remember them.


“Margaret, right. I could make her think she just felt like having some time away from the convent.”


“She told Father O’Brien she had a family emergency,” I reminded her.


“But if they ever speak with her family they’ll find out it wasn’t true,” Emma countered. “I need to create a plausible memory, that she had doubts, needed to think about her faith, get some rest, all of that.


“Let’s not fuck with her faith. She seems to take it seriously.” I warned, still feeling guilty about involving her.


“Right. Right,” Emma said, clearly distracted by the possibilities. “Whatever would work best, obviously.” She turned to the drugged nun on the couch. “It will take a couple of hours for her to fully metabolize the medication. I’ll take over, and once she’s more lucid, we’ll get her back to the convent, and then I’ll switch back with Katherine, leaving that girl with a peaceful, private memory of her little sabbatical.”


I sighed in relief. “Thank God.”


My wife looked at me, laughing. “Thank Katherine. She knows exactly what she’s doing. Being inside her brain... it’s like, it all just makes sense.” She tapped Katherine’s temple. “Everything is clearer. I’m so much smarter, so much more... capable...”


I snorted. “With the ego to match, apparently.”


She smirked, hands on her hips. “You’re just jealous that I’m a genius now.”


“You’re using HER brain,” I corrected. “That’s cheating. She’s the genius.”


She stepped closer, running a hand down my chest. “I’m using HER entire body, but I can share.”


Sister Margaret groaned from the couch, her eyes fluttering open slightly, still confused and drowsy.


“I thought you were a lesbian now,” I said with a weak smile as Emma’s fingers started to undo the buttons of my jeans.


“Mmm, I am. I mean, she is.” Emma’s fingers were now on my belt buckle, pushing me toward an armchair. She looked up at me, her eyes, Katherine’s eyes, full of a familiar hunger. “Seems like you’re the exception to the rule, no matter what brain I’m using. And this body is... aching for you.”


“Emma, not in front of—”


“Shhh, she’s barely conscious,” she whispered, sliding to her knees in front of me. “And I won’t let her remember anyway.”


She fished my hardening cock out of my pants, staring at it with a confused fascination. “I’ve never touched a dick before.” She giggled.


I chuckled. “Seems like the theme for this week.”


“Right?” she said, her fingers tracing the length of my shaft. “Not that I mind. I should, but I don’t.” She leaned in closer, her tongue darting out to taste the tip of my cock. “Salty.” She laughed. “Of course it’s salty. I know it is. But I don’t. Fascinating!” She swirled her tongue around the head before taking me into her mouth, her movements at first tentative, then more confident as she drew on her own original memories, not Katherine’s, for how to please me.


I stared at her, at that fiery red hair, those black-rimmed glasses, the determined, focused look in her eyes as she worked my cock. My wife, the scientist, my wife, the lesbian, my wife, dead and alive, on her knees in front of me, sucking me off in the living room while a nun drooled on the couch behind us.


“Damn, you’re leaking a lot,” she said, pulling back to stroke me, a string of pre-cum connecting her lips to my cock. “I didn’t know you had a thing for nerdy girls.”


“I have a thing for my wife,” I grunted.


She looked up at me, smirking again. “Right. Of course,” she said sarcastically, bringing her hands up to her own breasts, squeezing them through her shirt. “These aren’t very impressive compared to Mandy’s, are they?” she asked, then looked down at them with a frown. “But you know what’s nice?”


“What?” I asked, my breath coming short.


“You can have all the tits in the world now, fuck any pussy you want, and you’ll still be fucking me. You’ll still be fucking your wife.” She leaned forward again, wrapping her lips around my cock and taking me deeper this time. Her free hand slipped down to her own jeans, undoing them and sliding inside.


Was this going to be our life now? An endless parade of new bodies, new experiences, each one a violation of someone else’s life, a theft of their autonomy, all in the name of preserving my wife’s impossible existence? I was tempted, despite myself. A new woman every day, a new set of curves to explore, a new personality to interact with, all containing the same soul, the same woman I loved. I felt a wave of nausea, followed by an equally strong wave of desire. Besides, what choice did we have? Let her fade away?


“Come on, fill my mouth,” she moaned around my cock, her hand working frantically between her own legs now. “I want to taste you. I want to feel you shoot down this lesbian’s throat.”


I moaned and laughed, sliding two fingers through the fiery red hair. “Damn, is Katherine’s brain making you this much of a freak?”


“Oh I’m a kinky girl, Calvin,” she said, pulling back to gasp for air. “You have no idea the kind of stuff Katherine is into. Just not dicks, usually.” She went back down on me with renewed enthusiasm, her tongue swirling around the head before she took me deep into her throat, gagging slightly.


I felt my climax approaching, my hips thrusting forward, fucking her mouth with a desperation I hadn’t felt since the first time I’d made love to Emma all those years ago. I could feel her moaning around my cock, her own orgasm building. I came with a groan, my cock pulsing, filling her mouth with my cum. She swallowed it all, her eyes rolling back in her head as she came from her own touch.


When I finally pulled away, she looked up at me, her face flushed, her glasses askew. She licked her lips, then pulled her fingers from her pants, sucking them clean with a wicked grin.


The poor nun on the couch moaned again, her head lolling to the side, staring at us with glazed, unfocused eyes.


“Oh, sorry,” Emma said nonchalantly, noticing her audience. “Forgot you were there.”


I leaned back in the armchair, my heart pounding, my mind reeling from the intensity of it all. “Feeling more like yourself?” I asked, watching as Emma stood up and adjusted her clothes.


“Yep,” she said, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. “Weird how this seems to work. You reach climax and it brings me back. Vaginal or oral, doesn’t seem to matter. I’m pretty sure a handjob would do the trick too. I can’t find a rational explanation for it. This is baffling.”


I stared at her, frowning.


“Relax, it really is me, Cal,” she said, chuckling. “Well as much me as I can be in this brain, evidently. More me, at least. I’m still smarter. That doesn’t seem to be going away no matter how many times you fuck me. I’m as smart as the person I’m in, period.”


I nodded, thoughtful and, I have to admit, a bit turned on by—


“Oh I can see the gears in your head turning,” she said, winking at me. “A hot bimbo brain, a genius brain, a shy brain... What will you want to stick your dick in next?” She looked down at Katherine’s body.


I cleared my throat, trying to get back to more serious matters before my own imagination got carried away. “Emma, we need to come up with a plausible cover story to explain Lisa’s absence. And for Katherine too. Make sure they both remember nothing.”


“Make me forget?!” Emma asked, her voice suddenly sharp, her eyes narrowing. “No way!”


I blinked. “We cant—”


“This is the discovery of a lifetime,” she continued, her voice taking on Katherine’s academic tone again. “We have to study this. Properly. With equipment. I can’t just forget it!”


“She’s gonna freak out!”


“No she won’t,” Emma said, her hand waving dismissively. “She’ll be cool. I know her, remember? I know her brain. I’m her, currently.”


I frowned again.


She sighed. “I’m still me, Jesus, Cal... I’m telling you that this is too big for her to want to forget it. Too big for her not to want to study it.”


I was too tired to argue. We’d asked for Katherine’s help because we weren’t ‘qualified’ to figure this out. Maybe she wasn’t either. This felt more like magic than science. But in any case, she certainly was more qualified than me, or Emma would under normal circumstances, or in most bodies.


“So what now?” I asked, feeling drained.


My wife picked up Katherine’s phone, unlocking it with her thumbprint. “Now I leave myself a message,” she said, her fingers flying across the screen. “Explaining everything, in a way that will make sense to her. I’ll play with her memories too, to make it obvious something weird happened, so she believes me when she watches the video.” She hit record and held the phone up.


“Hey Kat, it’s you. Or rather it’s me. It’s Emma, Calvin’s wife. So obviously this whole possession business is not bullshit. I’m in your body right now, which you won’t remember. I figured out I can play with memories, among other things, so I’ll give you a completely different set of memories from the time was here. But when you watch this, not remembering recording it, you’ll know something weird happened. No doubt you’ll want to learn more about whatever is going on here.” She paused, then added, “Help us, and we’ll let you study us. We need to get the nun back to her convent, so I need a body to switch back into once we’re done.” She lowered the phone, ending the recording with a smirk. “There.”


Sister Margaret was stirring again on the couch, her eyes fluttering open. “What...” she mumbled.


Emma moved to her side. “It’s okay, Margery,” she said, her voice calm.


“Sister Margaret... Lisa.” I sighed.


“Lisa,” Emma corrected herself. “It’s okay, Lisa. You’re safe. Just relax.” She placed a hand on the nun’s forehead, freezing for a moment.


The nun blinked, her eyes still glazed. “Oh dear... I’m...” She tried to sit up, her body still sluggish. “I’m... so tired...”


“Jesus, your wife is really out of it,” Emma commented with a smirk. Wait a minute...


“Katherine?” I asked, raising an eyebrow. I was expecting confusion, the same weird transition we saw with the others, but it was different this time. Instead of her acting like a confused Katherine waking up from a weird dream, she acted like she had been here all along.


“What?” she asked, looking over at me.


“You were just Emma,” I said, gesturing between the two of them.


“No I wasn’t,” she said with a confused frown. “I’ve been here the whole time. You two are nuts. I rest my case.” She stood up, adjusting her glasses. “It was entertaining, but I think it’s time for me to go. You clearly need some time to... process your grief and...” She gestured vaguely toward the nun. “Whatever this is.”


“Wait,” I said, standing up too. “What do you think happened here? What do you remember?”


Emma chuckled from the couch, apparently finding something funny in her own drugged confusion.


“What do you mean, what do I remember?” Katherine asked, her patience clearly wearing thin. “I came here because Mandy gave you my number and told you about the clinic. I admit the magician showing up and the clowns were entertaining, and the hypnotist act was a real hoot, but I have yet to see any evidence your wife came back from the dead.” She frowned. “That trick with the ceiling opening and birds flying out was pretty good, though. How did you...” She looked around, realizing how insane she sounded. “You’re fucking with me, aren’t you?”


Then, I laughed too, Katherine’s eyes narrowing.


“Did you drug me too?” she asked, looking at me, then at the still giggling nun.


“You should check your phone. There’s a video for you,” I said, leaning against the wall and crossing my arms.


She huffed and pulled her phone out, her thumb unlocking it. I watched as her face went from annoyance to confusion. She stared at the screen. “When did I...?”


“You didn’t. My wife did. Watch it.” I insisted.


She tapped the screen, her eyes widening as she watched herself, or rather, Emma in her body, explain the impossible. Her hand flew to her mouth, her breath catching.


“Oh my god,” she whispered, her eyes darting between the phone, the nun, and me. “This isn’t... You didn’t...” She looked at her hands, turning them over as if seeing them for the first time. “This is... This is real?”


“Real...” slurred Emma from the couch, her words barely audible. “Very... real...”


Katherine sat down hard next to her, her legs suddenly weak. “I don’t... How?” She took a deep breath, opened her mouth, then winced. “Ouch! Why does my jaw...” She trailed off, licking her lips, then ran her tongue over her teeth, her eyes wide with dawning horror. “No. No, no, no...”


I felt a sudden surge of guilt for my part in this. “Emma said you’d be okay with it,” I offered weakly.


“Okay with what? What the fuck did she do in my body?!” Katherine demanded, her voice rising in panic.


“Just... a quick blowjob,” I mumbled, unable to meet her eyes.


Katherine stared at me, her face a mask of disbelief. “I’m a lesbian!” she practically shouted, jumping to her feet. “I have never even... I don’t even like men! I never agreed to this!” She looked down at her body with disgust, then at the grinning, half-conscious nun. “I’m calling the police!” She fumbled for her phone again, her hands shaking.


“Wait,” I said, stepping forward. “Please, just... listen.”


“You listen! You and your dead wife sexually assaulted me! I’m going to have you both arrested!”


“Both arrested?” I snorted, gesturing toward the drooling nun. “Me and my dead wife? Does Sister Margaret have to be arrested too? How do you explain this one?”


She stared at the giggling, drugged-up nun, her anger faltering.


“Emma said you’d help. She said it was the discovery of a lifetime.” I added, heart racing.


“And that makes it okay for her to use my body like that?” Katherine shot back, though her voice had lost some of its edge.


“Okay, it was wrong,” I admitted. “But that’s just how it works. I’m sorry! When she’s in someone’s body she’s horny and...”


“That’s no excuse!” Katherine said, though she seemed to be calming down.


“It’s all I got.”


“Fuck!” she yelled, kicking the coffee table. She paced back and forth, her fists clenched, her mind clearly racing. “This is absolutely insane.”


“Will you help us?” I asked, my voice barely a whisper.


She stopped pacing and looked at me, then at the nun, then back at me. “I can’t believe I’m considering this...”
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Chapter 12: A Deal


The ride to the convent was awkward. Katherine sat in the passenger seat, her arms crossed, staring out the window, her expression a mixture of disbelief and scientific fascination. Sister Margaret, or rather, Emma in the nun’s body, slumped in the back seat, still groggy from the medication but gradually becoming more lucid. She was once again wearing the habit, her face pale and composed.


“I feel... weird,” she said, her voice clearer now. “Not as... fuzzy, though.”


I stared at her through the rearview mirror. “Do you still feel the threads?” I asked.


“The threads?” Katherine asked, glancing over at me.


“Something I can see... or feel... inside women’s brains when I’m inside,” Emma explained, her voice still weak. “Like paths?” She shook her head. “It was easier to explain when I was inside you.” She gestured to Katherine who stiffened slightly.


“Paths? Neural pathways?” Katherine asked, her scientific curiosity overriding her anger. “Of memories?”


“Maybe?”


“Is that what you used to mess with my memories?” Katherine asked, her voice sharp, a hint of curiosity in her tone.


“Yep,” Emma said, giggling again. “I imagined a scenario and put it in your head, somehow.”


“You have no idea how weird it is,” Katherine muttered to herself, shaking her head. “It really feels like it happened. If it wasn’t so absurd, I wouldn’t doubt it actually did.”


I glanced back at my wife again, who was now staring out the window, her face pensive. “Can you do it again? For Lisa?” I asked.


She nodded slowly. “I think so. It should be easier now that I’ve done it once. I’ll just... make her think she took a personal day to clear her head.”


“Alright, look,” Katherine said, turning to face Emma. “I need more data. This is... unprecedented. The scientific implications are staggering.”


I didn’t know what to say, so I remained focused on the road as we drove through the city, the afternoon sun casting long shadows across the buildings. We had a better idea of how things worked, and what Emma could do, the rules, so to speak, but we still had no idea why it was happening, or how long it would last. The thought was terrifying. Whatever brought Emma back could very well take her away from me at any point. Knowing more would help, but I was afraid of losing time searching in the wrong direction.


“Hey! I’m talking to you guys,” Katherine said, waving a hand in front of my face.


“Yeah, I heard you,” I said, glancing at her. “We’ll see what we can do.”


“Don’t you ‘we’ll see’ me,” she snapped, her voice rising in frustration. “Your dead wife is hopping from body to body, you just used mine for a blowjob without my consent, and you’ve basically kidnapped and used a nun that I’m now helping you brainwash so you can return her to her convent without any questions asked. I’d say you owe me a little more than ‘we’ll see’.”


“We’ll let you study me,” Emma offered, her voice still a bit slurred. “We need answers too. If science can provide them, then we’ll be grateful for the help.”


Katherine snorted, but I could see a flicker of excitement in her eyes. “IF? There’s no ‘if’ about it. If it exists, science can explain it.”


“There are a lot of things science can’t explain,” Emma countered, holding the cross that hung from her neck, her brow furrowed in thought.


“Yeah, right... Let’s talk about it again when you’re no longer in a nun’s body,” Katherine said sarcastically.


“What will you need from us?” I asked, trying to steer the conversation back to the practicalities.


Katherine tapped her chin thoughtfully. “First, I need access to both of you. Regularly. I need to be able to take readings, brain scans, run tests...”


“How often?” I asked, already dreading the logistical nightmare this was becoming. “I just got my wife back from the dead. I’d like to spend some time with her, not carting her around to labs.”


“Don’t worry, lover boy,” Katherine said, her voice dripping with sarcasm. “I won’t keep you from your ghostly humping sessions for too long. But for this to be a proper study, I’ll need a baseline. We need to understand the transfer, the ‘recharging’ process, the memory manipulation...” She trailed off, lost in thought. “God, the possibilities for a paper on this are endless.”


I turned my head to look at her, my eyes wide with disbelief. “A paper? You’re thinking about publishing this? The whole world would find out about her!”


“You don’t expect me to keep this to myself, do you?” Katherine shot back. “A deceased consciousness transferring between living bodies? This is the biggest scientific discovery in human history!”


“They’ll lock her in a lab!” I protested, my grip tightening on the steering wheel.


Emma leaned forward, her head between the front seats. “Give us time, doctor. I don’t know why I’m back, but it has something to do with my... husband. I didn’t come back here as a messiah. God sent me here for him.”


God... Did God send her here? If so, why? And why us? Why me? Why like this? If God was the one behind this, he had a weird sense of humor.


Katherine sighed, leaning back in her seat. “How much time?” she asked, her voice softening slightly.


“Years, at least,” I said, my voice firm.


“Years?!” Katherine practically shouted. “You want me to sit on the biggest scientific discovery of all time for YEARS?”


I clenched my fingers around the steering wheel, turning my knuckles white. I pushed the brakes, leaving the car stopped on the side of the road, both women gasping in surprise. I turned in my seat to face Katherine, right arm reaching out to open her door.


She stared at the road, her eyes wide with disbelief. “What are you doing?”


“You want to study her, to study us? You want to write a paper? Fine. But you do it on our terms, and you don’t publish until we say so. Otherwise, we don’t need your help. You’re free to leave.” I pointed outside.


Katherine stared at me, her mouth agape, then at Emma, who was watching her with a calm, unreadable expression.


“Jesus, fine!” Katherine said, slamming the door shut, Emma wincing. Whether it was the sound of the door or the casual mention of Jesus, I couldn’t tell. “Okay. No papers. Not yet. We’ll study this in secret. But I need access. Regular access.”


“Once a week,” I offered, pulling back onto the road, my eyes back on the street in front of us. “Saturdays.”


Soon I’d have to return to work. I’d spent a week at home, “mourning”. Even if everyone still believed my wife was dead and buried, which was only half true, I’d eventually have to return to the office, make a living, support us both, whatever that meant now.


“Fine, but the entire day,” Katherine countered. “I need time to run tests, scan, observe. A few hours isn’t enough.”


I glanced at Emma through the rearview mirror, who nodded slowly.


“Deal,” I said, my voice tight. “Now, let’s get Lisa back to the convent before we draw any more attention to ourselves.”


The rest of the drive was made in silence. The convent was an old, imposing building on the edge of town, surrounded by a high brick wall. I made sure to pull up away from prying eyes, the car hidden in the shade of a large oak tree. There was no one around, the only sound the distant chirping of birds.


“Okay,” I said, turning off the engine. “Emma, are you ready?”


She nodded, her hands clasped in her lap. “I think so. But how do I explain you, Calvin? Or Katherine?” she asked, looking between us.


I rubbed my temples. “Father O’Brien and the others already saw you leave with me after the funeral. We can spin it that... you asked me to drop you somewhere, then later asked me to pick you up so I could drive you back. Katherine is... a friend from out of town?”


My wife nodded, getting out of the car, still a bit shaky on her feet. She smoothed down her habit as the doctor and I got out too, standing by my car.


“Alright, I’m ready,” Emma said, taking a deep breath and turning toward Katherine, extending her hand.


The scientist looked at my wife’s outstretched hand, then at me. “I swear to God,” she said, her voice low and intense, “If you use my body for anything other than finding another host again, I’ll—”


“I’ll behave,” Emma promised, her voice small and tired.


“We’ll do our best,” I added, earning a glare from both of them. “We need a host who can stick around for a while, someone who won’t be missed, and I need to have sex with Emma fairly regularly. You know the rules,” I explained.


Katherine scowled. “Then you find someone before you need to ‘recharge’ her again. And you keep your hands, and your dick, off me until you do.”


“We’ll do our best,” I repeated. “But if you’re helping us, then you need to accept the risks.”


Katherine sighed, running a hand through her fiery red hair, her shoulders slumping in defeat. “I need to be back in my lab by tomorrow and I would prefer to do so as myself and without tasting someone else’s cum in my mouth.”


“We’ll do our—”


“Let’s do this already before I change my mind,” Katherine grumbled, taking Sister Margaret’s hand.


The nun simply blinked, her eyes glazing over for a second. Katherine’s body swayed, her eyes wide. She stared at her own hand, then at Sister Margaret, who was now smiling politely.


“Thank you for the ride, Mr. Kent,” the nun said, her voice calm and steady. “I hope it wasn’t too much trouble.”


“It was no trouble at all, Sister Margaret,” I said, relieved.


“God bless you,” she added, then she nodded to Katherine, turned, and walked toward the heavy wooden doors of the convent.


I stared at her back until she disappeared inside, then turned to Katherine.


“All good?” I asked.


“Yeah, I’m me,” she said, looking down at her hands, then back at me. “Sorry, the contrast is... disorienting.” She cleared her throat. “Fuck I’m pissed. Katherine is. Scared too, but mostly pissed.”


“Yeah...”


“But she’s not gonna stand in our way. She wants to study this. We just need to find a new host.”


“Yep,” I said, getting back into the car. Katherine followed, slamming the door shut. I pulled away from the curb, leaving the convent behind.


“We need a crowded place, where no one will pay much attention to us,” Katherine said, her voice taking on a more academic, clinical tone. “A mall, a train station, a university campus.”


There’s a mall not too far from here,” I offered. “You sure you can do this now? You’ve already swapped twice since... huh...”


“I blew you?” Katherine finished, a smirk on her face.


She leaned in close, her voice a husky whisper, her left hand moving to my thigh. “You’ll find Dr. Winters is now far less reluctant than before to help with ‘recharging’.” Her hand slid further up my leg, her fingers brushing against my crotch.


I shivered. “Yeah, because she’s not herself anymore, Emma. She just told us to keep our hands off her.”


“She accepted the risks. She said she didn’t want to taste my cum in her mouth tomorrow.” She squeezed my thigh gently. “She didn’t say anything about today.”


I pushed her hand away gently but firmly. “Do you think you can swap a few more times without... recharging?” I asked, trying to keep my eyes on the road. “I’d like to give the doctor a break. Let’s not push our luck. Also if you keep milking me at this rate, at my age, Em, I’m not gonna be able to keep up.”


My wife sighed, leaning back in her seat. “I guess I can wait. I still feel pretty strong right now. I think I’m getting better at this.” She looked out the window, her brow furrowed in thought. “I wonder how far I can push it. How long I can last without your... help. How many times I can jump before I get too weak.”


“We’ll choose women carefully and if you feel like you’re getting too weak I’ll...”


“Fuck me?” she offered with a wicked grin. I could see the arousal growing in her eyes, her breathing becoming slightly ragged. She was getting turned on just thinking about it. Whatever miracle or curse had brought my wife back, it really seemed to make her insatiable.


“Yes,” I said, my voice flat. “Whoever you are then...”
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Title: Ghost Wife


Subtitle: After losing his wife Emma, Calvin believes his own life is over, but when she returns as a ghost, able to possess any woman she touches, their grief collides with a reality neither of them knows how to navigate.


Emma survives by inhabiting other women. But the longer she stays inside them, the more she starts thinking like them, wanting like them, slipping away from herself. The only thing that pulls her back, that keeps her anchored as Emma, is sex with Calvin.


But how do you love someone when you no longer know where they end and someone else begins?

    
    





Chapter 1: Death


There are moments when the only reason you keep going is because your world has become so meaningless that stopping seems just as pointless. You let the disgusting wave of reality carry you forward, not really caring where it takes you.


That was me, emotionless as the overly polite bald undertaker gestured for me to enter the room where my wife’s body awaited. I paused in the doorway, wondering if this really was how I wanted to remember her.


The undertaker sensed my hesitation and took that half step toward me. “Our cosmetologist was able to work some magic,” he said reassuringly. “I’m sure you’ll be quite pleased with her appearance.”


I doubted it. I doubted anyone even managed to find all the pieces, much less put them back together. I walked into the room anyway, because that was where the current took me.


She looked good. Better than I thought she would. Not great, but pretty damn close. The undertaker was right. They had done a lot with what they had to work with. She seemed asleep rather than dead, laying there on display in her open casket. It was almost enough to fool me into thinking everything was going to be okay, like she was just taking a nap and any minute now she’d wake up and tell me how stupid I looked standing there gawking at her.


“I’ll leave you alone so you can say goodbye,” the undertaker said behind me, then vanished as he closed the door.


Goodbye? Yeah. Goodbye to my sanity, to any semblance of a normal life. Fifteen years and half of me gone in one stupid accident. One single moment in time, and my world shattered like glass. Looking at her lying there, I wanted nothing more than to let the wave carry me to the other side where I wouldn’t have to feel anything anymore.


I noticed my reflection in the glass of the window behind her coffin. I looked just as dead as she did, only still moving, which in my case might be considered a curse. The man in the window had no life left in his eyes, no hope or dreams, no purpose or direction. Just a middle-aged with a circle of greying red hair around his head, his suit a little too tight around his middle, his face pale and haggard, green eyes bloodshot from a week of not enough sleep, too much whiskey and more tears than he ever thought he’d cry.


“Psst!” The hiss came from my left. “Calvin!”


I turned toward the sound and saw a woman in her thirties beckoning me from behind a slightly open door across the room. She looked both embarrassed and excited, like she had accidentally uncovered some big secret but wasn’t quite sure what to do next. She was wearing a white blouse with black slacks and an apron with the funeral home’s logo on it. I guessed she worked here.


“Yes?” I asked wearily. This day just kept getting better and better.


She whispered, “Okay this is going to sound weird but bear with me, okay?” Her face flushed red like she was asking me out on a date.


“Uh, sure.” I glanced back at my wife lying peacefully in her casket. Just once I wished something today would make sense.


The woman stepped forward, peeking over my shoulder to make sure no one else was around, then said, “I hate chocolate...”


It took me a second to process that. My heart started beating faster, pumping ice cold blood through my veins. I could hear my pulse pounding in my ears. “Excuse me?”


She leaned forward until our eyes were only inches apart, staring deep into my soul. She was shaking. “The blue monkey!” she hissed frantically. “Your father’s house! The blue monkey!”


I didn’t mean to but I grabbed her shoulders and pushed her against the wall. Hard. Pictures rattled as my voice cracked. I wanted to scream at her, to get her to shut up, to tell me how she knew those things, but all I managed to croak out was, “What did you say?”


She started crying. Big tears streaming down her cheeks as she shook harder. For some reason she looked... relieved? “Calvin!” she wailed. “It’s me! I know it doesn’t make any fucking sense but it’s me!” She wrapped her arms around me and buried her face in my chest, sobbing.


My wife was dead. What the hell was this lady talking about? Nothing made sense anymore. I hugged her back for some reason I couldn’t understand. She felt familiar in my arms. Comfortable. Like we had done this a thousand times before.


Her muffled voice said, “I don’t know what happened... Last thing I remember is the car flipping over...” She shuddered again. “Then I was me, I mean, Clara... I mean this woman whose body I’m in.” She sniffed, wiped her nose, then looked down at herself. “And I know everything about her life but I still feel like me, Calvin!” She was looking up at me now, pleading for help, “Do you know what happened?


“Listen, erm, Clara, right?” I gently pushed her away from me. “I think maybe you should go lie down somewhere. You seem pretty upset.” I needed to sit down too. Maybe then the world would stop spinning.


She was getting frustrated. Her eyebrows narrowed as she shook my hands off her shoulders. “Calvin! I’m not crazy! Don’t you dare treat me like I am!”


Shit, now she really sounded like my wife. I stared at her, not really knowing what to do or say. Was this were the current was taking me? To madness? That actually sounded kinda nice.


The door to the viewing room opened and the undertaker stepped in, eyeing the woman suspiciously. “Everything okay in here?” he asked with that fake smile of his plastered on his face.


The woman who claimed to be my dead wife looked back and forth between us. “Yes, sorry Peter,” she said sheepishly. “I was just, huh, showing Mr. Kent here the work we’ve done on his wife’s makeup.” She eyed Emma’s corpse with a weird look on her face, fascination mixed with disgust.


Peter relaxed his stance a bit but still watched the woman warily. “Right, well, I think it best if you take your break now.” He motioned for her to leave.


The woman clenched her teeth, shot me a desperate glance, then said, “Of course.” She walked past Peter and disappeared through the door behind him.


Peter closed it and turned toward me. “Sorry about that. Sometimes our staff gets a little too involved with the families of our guests.” His fake smile returned as he gestured toward the casket. “Would you like more time alone with your wife?”


I shook my head. “No. I think I’d like to go home now.” I walked toward the exit without waiting for a response.


I got into my car and sat there staring at nothing. My thoughts were racing. What the hell had just happened? How could that woman know those things she knew? Who was she really? Was it possible my wife had somehow come back to life inside the body of another woman? I burst out laughing hysterically. Jesus Christ, I really had lost it.


I didn’t realize how long I had been sitting there until someone knocked on my window. It was the woman again, looking down at me worriedly. I rolled down the window.


She knelt down so we were face to face. “Calvin Richard Kent, don’t you dare give up on me! Do you hear me?!”


I blinked. She had this woman’s face, this woman’s voice, but the way she talked, the fire in her eyes, the determination... “Emma?”


She smiled and nodded. Tears started rolling down her cheeks again. “Yes Calvin. It’s me. I don’t know what the fuck happened but it’s me!”


I opened the passenger door and she sat down next to me. Was I diving deeper into insanity or had I just found a life raft? I studied her closely, looking for some sign this was all just a dream. She was cute. She had dark hair pulled into a bun and bright green eyes that pierced right through me.


“Alright... Emma,” it hurt to even say her name, “I’ll play along. Say you are my dead wife. Just... how?”


She frowned, staring straight ahead through the windshield. “When I woke up inside my... her body, I had my hand on my old body, the one that’s dead. One minute I was just Clara, starting my shift, doing my job, and the next I was Emma inside Clara’s body, with her memories, her thoughts, her feelings, but also me!” She turned toward me and grabbed my hands. “Fuck, Calvin... Am I me or am I just Clara with my memories? I’m so confused... Please help me! I don’t want to lose you, Calvin.”


I burst out laughing, nervously at first, then harder and harder, until I was gripping my sides, tears running down my face, unable to breathe. My dead wife didn’t want to lose me. That was just so rich. So god damned funny. “Wait... So what? You put your body back together?” I said, wiping my eyes with the back of my hand. She just looked at me blankly, not seeing the humor in it at all.


“Yeah... That was fucking strange.” She shivered. “But it felt normal. My daily routine, except I was working on myself.” She chuckled nervously. “Jesus, Calvin, I’ve spent the last couple days pretending to be Clara! I kissed her husband, slept in her bed, took care of her kids. It all felt natural. But I also felt guilty, like I was a spy in her house, you know?”


“Yeah.” I didn’t know. I didn’t know anything anymore. “Listen, Emma,” I said, not quite believing the words coming out of my mouth. “Why don’t you come over to my place tomorrow and we can talk, okay?”


“But...” she started, then stopped, her eyebrows furrowed in concentration. “I can’t... I mean, what am I going to do? I can’t keep pretending to be someone else!”


I didn’t have an answer for that. I was overwhelmed. I couldn’t handle this. Not right now. Not after today. I needed time to think. “Just give me some time. Please. Let’s talk tomorrow. Maybe we’ll figure this out. I’ll give you my address, okay?”


“I know our fucking address!” she snapped. “I’m your wife!”


I nodded slowly. “Yeah... Sorry... I’ll see you tomorrow then, okay?”


“When?”


“At the end of your... Clara’s shift?”


She pursed her lips but nodded. “Fine. I’ll see you tomorrow.” She got out of the car and walked back into the funeral home, her hands stuffed into the pockets of her apron, looking like a teenager being sent to her room. Part of me wanted to drive away as fast as I could and never look back, but a bigger part of me wanted to hold her, to kiss her, to tell her everything was going to be okay. The waves of reality were starting to make me seasick.
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Chapter 8: Katherine


I sat on the couch, staring at my phone, the cryptic message to Dr. Katherine Winters still displayed on the screen: “From Mandy: You owe me for the clinic. Need your help urgently. Will explain in person.” Short, mysterious, and hopefully effective. We’d decided against explaining anything over text—who would believe it anyway?


Emma paced the living room, her bare feet silent on the hardwood floor. She still wore my t-shirt, though she’d added a pair of Emma’s old sweatpants that hung loose on Lisa’s smaller frame. She kept touching things—the bookshelf, the throw pillows, the framed photos—with a curious expression on her face.


“What’s it like?” I asked, watching her run her fingers over the spines of our books. “Being here, in this house?”


She turned to me, her brow furrowed. “Strange. It’s like… I know this place. I remember buying this couch with you, arguing over the color for hours.” She smiled faintly at the memory. “But at the same time, it feels completely foreign. When I was Mandy, this place felt alien too, but it was still… a normal home, you know? The kind of place a college student might visit.”


She gestured around the room. “But for Lisa—for me—this is so far removed from my life. The convent is sparse, functional. We share most spaces. The idea of owning all this…” She shook her head. “It feels almost sinful. All this space, these possessions, for just two people.”


“So what? Our life is just a distant memory? Someone else’s life? Even though you remember it?” I asked.


She bit her lip, looking troubled. “No, it’s not like... Not entirely. You, Calvin, you’re not someone else to me. I feel the connection. You are my husband, the love of my life.” She sat beside me on the couch, taking my hand in both of hers. “I feel it in my soul.”


My phone buzzed, startling us both. Katherine had replied: “What the hell? Who is this really? Mandy would never bring up the clinic. Need more details before I go anywhere.”


I showed the message to Emma, who shrugged helplessly. “I have no idea what ‘the clinic’ even refers to. It must have been important to Mandy, though.”


I typed back: “It really is from Mandy, in a way. Hard to explain over text. If ‘the clinic’ means something to you, that should be proof enough. It would be easier to show you what’s going on.”


We waited in tense silence until the phone buzzed again. “Fine. What’s the address? But I’m bringing pepper spray and my roommate knows where I’m going. This better not be some weird shit.”


I sent her our address, adding, “It’s definitely weird shit, but not dangerous. Promise.”


“Well, that’s that,” I said, setting the phone down. “Now we wait.”


Emma nodded, then wandered back to the bookshelf. She pulled out a worn copy of “The Great Gatsby”—one of her favorites—and flipped through it with a frown.


“What’s wrong?” I asked.


“I used to love this book,” she said, sounding puzzled. “I remember loving it. But now it seems… I don’t know. Frivolous? All these people with their wealth and their parties and their shallow problems.” She put it back on the shelf with a sigh. “It’s not holding my interest at all.”


I couldn’t help but laugh. “Let me guess—you prefer religious texts now? The Bible? Lives of the Saints?”


She shot me a look that was pure Emma, despite coming from Lisa’s face. “Actually, no. Lisa—I—have quite the collection of thriller novels hidden under my bed at the convent. Murder mysteries, mostly. The gorier the better.” She grinned at my surprised expression. “What? Even nuns need escapism. Sister Agnes thinks I’m reading devotionals, but I’ve got Gillian Flynn and Tana French stuffed between my mattress and box spring.”


“Sister Margaret!” I gasped in mock scandal. “I’m shocked. Absolutely shocked.”


She laughed, a sound that was becoming more familiar on Lisa’s lips. “Everyone has their secrets, Calvin. Even before… this.” She gestured to herself. “Lisa was never quite as perfect as she pretended to be.”


The thought was oddly comforting—that even before Emma had inhabited her body, Sister Margaret had her own small rebellions, her own private self that didn’t align perfectly with her public persona. It made what we were doing seem slightly less like a violation.


“How long do you think it will take Dr. Winters to get here?” Emma asked, settling onto the couch beside me.


I checked the time. “Depends on where she lives. Could be twenty minutes, could be an hour.”


Emma leaned her head against my shoulder, a gesture so familiar it made my chest ache. “I hope she can help us figure this out. I can’t keep jumping from body to body forever.”


I put my arm around her, pulling her close. “We’ll figure it out. Together.”


But as we sat there waiting, I couldn’t help wondering what would happen if we couldn’t solve this puzzle. How many bodies would Emma inhabit? How many lives would be disrupted? And what would happen to my wife if we failed?


After a while, the doorbell rang, and I felt my stomach tighten with anxiety. Emma and I exchanged a glance before I stood to answer it.


“Here we go,” I muttered, taking a deep breath before pulling the door open.


The woman standing on my porch wasn’t what I expected. When Emma had mentioned a “nerdy scientist friend,” I’d pictured someone older, despite her saying she was a friend from high school, maybe with a lab coat and a perpetual scowl. Instead, Katherine Winters looked like she’d walked straight out of some “sexy scientist” Halloween costume—minus the costume.


She was in her early twenties, with short, fiery red hair cut in a tomboyish style that somehow managed to look both practical and stylish. Freckles dusted her nose and cheeks, visible behind black-rimmed glasses that gave her an intellectual air. She wore a simple green t-shirt with some obscure science joke printed on it, fitted enough to show off curves that her lab coat probably hid most days. Her jeans were worn at the knees, and she carried a messenger bag slung across her chest.


“You’re not Mandy,” she said immediately, her eyes narrowing behind her glasses. Her voice was crisp and precise, the kind that commanded attention in lecture halls. “Who are you, and why are you using her name to get me here?”


“I’m Calvin Kent,” I said, stepping back slightly to give her space. “And no, I’m not Mandy. It’s… complicated.”


“I called Mandy,” Katherine said, not budging from the doorway. “My actual friend Mandy. She has no idea who you are or why you’d be contacting me on her behalf. Interestingly, she also can’t account for what she did yesterday, or the two days before. Complete blank.” Her hand slipped into her pocket, presumably gripping the pepper spray she’d mentioned. “So I’ll ask again: who are you, and what do you want?”


“We can explain,” Emma said, appearing beside me. Katherine’s eyes flicked to her, taking in the small blonde in oversized clothes.


“And you are?”


“My name is… Lisa,” Emma said after a slight hesitation. “Sister Margaret, actually, but Lisa is fine.”


Katherine’s eyebrows shot up. “A nun? What the hell is going on here?”


I ran a hand through my hair, struggling to find a starting point that wouldn’t sound completely insane. “Look, this is going to sound crazy, but my wife died last week. In a car accident.”


“I’m sorry for your loss,” Katherine said automatically, though her expression remained suspicious. “But what does that have to do with Mandy or me?”


“Because she’s not dead,” I blurted out. “I mean, her body is, but she’s… she’s here.” I gestured to Emma/Lisa. “She’s in there.”


Katherine took a step back. “Okay, I’m leaving now. You people are clearly—”


“Wait,” Emma said, her voice taking on that gentle but firm tone I’d noticed she used more often in Lisa’s body. “Please. We know how this sounds. But something extraordinary has happened, something beyond scientific explanation—at least, beyond our understanding of science.”


“Which is why we need you,” I added quickly. “You’re supposed to be brilliant. Mandy thought you could help us figure this out.”


“Mandy apparently doesn’t even know you,” Katherine shot back.


“Then how would we know about ‘the clinic?’” I challenged, hoping that would be enough to convince her to at least stay and listen.


Katherine’s expression shifted from suspicion to something more complex—curiosity mingled with concern. “So you’re what? A ghost? What makes you say that?”


“My consciousness transferred,” Emma said simply. “From my dead body to another woman’s, then to Mandy’s, then to my cousin at my funeral, and now to Sister Margaret’s. I retain all my memories as Emma, Calvin’s wife, but I experience the world through the brain and body I’m inhabiting.”


I expected Katherine to turn and run, but instead, she adjusted her glasses, a scientist’s calculation replacing her wariness. “That’s… not possible. Consciousness is a product of brain function. It can’t be transferred like a computer file.”


“And yet, here we are,” I said. “Look, we can prove it. My wife—inside Lisa—knows things only my wife would know. Things about me, about our life together.”


“And Mandy can’t remember the days I was in her body,” Emma added. “Just like the woman at the funeral home can’t remember preparing my body for viewing, because I was in control then.”


Katherine stood silent for a long moment, her fingers drumming against the strap of her messenger bag. Finally, she spoke. “I’m not saying I believe you. But as a neuroscientist, I’m intrigued by the hypothesis. And the fact that Mandy really does have missing time…” She took a deep breath. “Fine. I’ll come in. But I’m keeping my phone on and my pepper spray handy.”


I stepped aside, relief washing over me. “That’s fair. Thank you for giving us a chance.”


As Katherine crossed the threshold, I caught her studying Emma with intense scientific curiosity, like she was a particularly fascinating lab specimen. I couldn’t blame her—if I hadn’t experienced this firsthand, I wouldn’t believe it either.
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Chapter 7: Looking for a Doctor


I woke with a start, my hand automatically reaching for the warm body that should have been beside me. The sheets were cold and empty. My heart rate spiked as I sat bolt upright, suddenly wide awake.


“Lisa? Emma?” I called out, panic rising in my throat. Had the nun’s consciousness reasserted itself overnight? Had she fled in horror at what we’d done? I imagined Sister Margaret waking up naked in a strange man’s bed, the memories of our night together missing but the evidence all too clear. She’d go straight to the church. Or worse, straight to the police.


I scrambled out of bed, pulling on a pair of sweatpants. “Emma!” I shouted, louder this time, rushing toward the bedroom door.


The smell hit me before I reached the kitchen—bacon, coffee, something sweet baking. I skidded to a stop in the doorway, relief washing over me in a dizzying wave.


Lisa stood at the stove, her back to me, wearing one of my t-shirts that hung to mid-thigh on her petite frame. Her blonde hair was pulled back in a loose ponytail, and she was humming softly to herself as she flipped pancakes with practiced ease.


“You’re here,” I breathed.


She turned, spatula in hand, and smiled. It was a reserved smile, nothing like the wicked grin Emma had worn when she was Mandy, but it was genuine.


“Of course I’m here. Where else would I be?” She gestured around the kitchen. “I always help with breakfast at the convent. Sister Agnes says I make the best pancakes.” She blushed slightly. “Well, Lisa does. I do. You know what I mean.”


I moved closer, studying her. In the morning light, she looked even younger than she had yesterday, barely into her twenties. Her face was scrubbed clean, her blue eyes clear and bright. Without the nun’s habit, with just my oversized shirt and her bare legs, she looked like any young woman making breakfast for her lover—except for that air of innocence that clung to her like a subtle perfume.


“How are you feeling today?” I asked cautiously. “About… everything that happened?”


The blush deepened, spreading down her neck. “I’d rather not speak of it,” she said, turning back to the stove. “It was… it was sinful. What we did.” She flipped a pancake with perhaps more force than necessary.


“Emma—”


“It’s fine,” she cut me off, her voice softening. “I’m not… I don’t regret it. I just…” She sighed, setting down the spatula and turning to face me. “This body, this mind—it’s not used to such things. It feels ashamed, even though I know it shouldn’t.”


She stepped closer, rising on her tiptoes to press a soft kiss to my lips. It was chaste, nothing like the passionate kisses we’d shared last night, but I felt her tremble slightly before she pulled away, looking both pleased and scandalized at her own boldness.


“Goodness,” she murmured, touching her lips. “I shouldn’t… The Lord sees all.” But she didn’t look particularly concerned about divine judgment, just slightly flustered.


“Sit,” she instructed, gesturing to the table. “Breakfast is nearly ready.”


I obeyed, watching as she moved around the kitchen with a grace that seemed both familiar and foreign. She wasn’t moving like Emma, who had always been a bit clumsy in the morning. There was a precision to her movements, an economy of motion that spoke of years of disciplined routine.


When she set a plate of perfectly golden pancakes in front of me, along with bacon and fresh coffee, I couldn’t help but smile. “This looks amazing.”


“Thank you,” she said, sitting across from me with her own plate. She bowed her head briefly, murmuring what I assumed was a silent prayer, before picking up her fork.


“I found the note I left here when I was Mandy,” she said after a few bites, reaching for a folded piece of paper on the counter. “It was here in the kitchen but I don’t remember all the details.”


She handed me the paper. On it was scrawled a phone number and a name: Dr. Katherine Winters, Ph.D. Below that were hastily written instructions: “Tell her Mandy says ‘you owe me for the clinic.’ She’ll come.”


“I remember writing it. I remember thinking she’d be perfect—she’s brilliant, studying neuroscience or something similar. But I don’t know what ‘the clinic’ refers to. That must have been in Mandy’s memories, not mine.“I frowned, considering our options. “Even if we get her to come here, how do we experiment? We’d need two bodies for you to switch between, and we can’t exactly kidnap someone.”


“Actually,” Emma said, taking a sip of her coffee, “I called Father O’Brien this morning. I told him—well, Sister Margaret told him—that I had a family emergency and needed to stay away from the convent today. He was very understanding.”


I stared at her in surprise. “You called him? On what?”


She rolled her eyes, looking suddenly much more like my Emma than the demure nun of a moment ago. “On my smartphone, Calvin. For heaven’s sake, what century do you think nuns live in? We’re not completely cut off from technology.” She grabbed a sleek phone from the counter next to her. “We’re encouraged to maintain family connections. We just use them… judiciously.”


“Sorry,” I said, feeling my face heat. “I just assumed…”


“That we communicate via carrier pigeon and smoke signals?” she teased, a hint of Emma’s sarcasm breaking through Sister Margaret’s reserve. “The Lord works in mysterious ways, Calvin, including through iPhones.”


I laughed, relieved to see this flash of my wife’s personality. “So we have you for the day. That’s good. But we still need to figure out how to get Dr. Winters here without sounding like complete lunatics.”


“And if we start switching between two bodies, the other person will notice.” Emma frowned, pushing a pancake around her plate.


Yeah, that was the tricky part. Maybe that doctor could be informed of the situation and be willing to help, but Sister Margaret would definitely go running to the church or the police or both, and that would complicate everything beyond belief. Though, I didn’t think we had much of a choice. At some point we’d have to take a risk if we wanted to learn more about what was happening to Emma’s consciousness.


I studied the phone number again. “I guess there’s only one way to find out...”
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Chapter 6: Sin


I pulled into our driveway and killed the engine, glancing over at Sister Margaret—or Lisa, or Emma, or whoever she was now. The silence between us felt heavier than it had with Mandy. There was a tension in the air I couldn’t quite place.


“Home sweet home,” I said, trying to sound casual despite the absurdity of bringing a nun—my wife’s consciousness trapped inside a nun—into our marital home. “You okay?”


Lisa’s hands were folded neatly in her lap, her posture rigid. She still had that aura of piety about her that seemed at odds with everything I knew about Emma.


“I’m… not sure,” she said softly, her blue eyes darting nervously around the house as we entered. She stood awkwardly in our living room, looking at familiar objects as if they were artifacts in a museum. Her fingers traced the edge of a photo frame—our wedding picture—but she didn’t pick it up.


She turned to me, her expression conflicted. “It feels so strange being here. I remember everything, but it’s like… I’m viewing it through a filter.” She touched her chest. “I—I mean Lisa, Sister Margaret—she’s not used to this. She sleeps at the convent with the other sisters. This place feels…” She struggled for words. “Worldly. That’s how I—she—would describe it.”


Was I going to have to get used to every host making similar comments? Now it felt like Emma was rediscovering the house every time she moved on to someone else. I felt at a loss. Emma was still there, buried beneath layers of Sister Margaret’s personality, but the nun’s influence was undeniable. I needed to break the ice, to bring her back to herself.


I approached her slowly, reaching out to take her in my arms the way I had with Mandy, the way I would have with Emma. “Maybe we just need to—”


“NO!” she screamed, recoiling violently and backing against the wall. Her eyes were wild with fear. “Don’t touch me! This is a sin! You’re married to her, not me! I’ve taken vows before God!” Her voice wasn’t Emma’s anymore—it was higher, panicked. “The Lord sees all! I cannot betray Him!”


I backed away, hands raised. “Whoa, whoa! I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to—”


“Fornicator! Tempter!” she spat, then immediately covered her mouth with her hands, eyes wide with shock at her own outburst.


“Emma,” I said firmly, keeping my distance. “Emma, I need you to focus on my voice. Remember who you are. Remember us.”


Lisa was trembling now, tears streaming down her face. “I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” she whispered. “That wasn’t me—I mean, it was me but... Lisa is… Her faith is like a wall inside my mind.”


I cautiously sat on the couch, patting the spot beside me. “Come sit. No touching. Just talk to me.”


After a moment’s hesitation, she perched on the edge of the cushion, as far from me as possible.


“Tell me what’s happening,” I said gently.


She wiped her tears with shaking hands. “It’s like being torn in two. I want you—God, I want you so badly it hurts.” Her cheeks flushed deep red. “But Lisa is horrified by those feelings. I’ve never… she’s innocent in ways I wasn’t even before we met. The desire I feel terrifies her. It’s like something screaming inside my head that these thoughts are sinful.” She looked up at me, her eyes a battlefield of desire and devotion. “I’ve never felt so conflicted. With Mandy, with Veronica, their personalities influenced me, but Lisa… her faith is the core of who she is. I can’t just push it aside.”


I sat there watching Lisa—Emma—whoever she was now, struggling with herself. My mind raced with conflicting thoughts. What the hell were we supposed to do now? I couldn’t force her into anything she wasn’t comfortable with, but our options were limited. If we tried finding another host, what would happen to Sister Margaret afterward? She’d wake up in a strange man’s house with no memory of how she got there. We’d be looking at kidnapping charges at minimum. Even if we had Emma switch out in the open, away from witnesses, the trauma of suddenly finding herself in a random part of town, miles away from her convent with no explanation would be devastating. I frowned, realizing we had been doing just that to everyone Emma had possessed up to now.


“I don’t know what to do,” I admitted, running a hand through my hair. “We can’t just… let her go like this. She’d be confused, and it would raise too many questions.” I didn’t say the other part out loud—that each time we’d been intimate, Emma had seemed to grow stronger in her host body. The sex with Veronica had brought Emma fully to the surface, but now, in Lisa’s body, all that strength seemed gone. Had the transfer drained her somehow? Or was Sister Margaret’s faith simply too powerful to overcome?


Lisa sat rigidly on the couch, her hands clasped in prayer. “I don’t know either,” she whispered. “These feelings… they’re so confusing. I remember wanting you, but it feels… it feels…” She couldn’t even finish the sentence, her face flushing crimson.


“What if,” I said carefully, “we just start small? A kiss, maybe? Just one little kiss.”


“No!” Lisa’s eyes flashed with panic. “That would be a sin! I can’t—we can’t—”


“It doesn’t have to be on the lips,” I said quickly, trying a different approach. “Just a kiss on the cheek. Friends do that all the time. Even nuns must give friendly kisses, right?”


She hesitated, her internal struggle visible on her face. “I… I suppose that wouldn’t be… entirely inappropriate.”


“Just one,” I promised, not moving any closer, letting her come to me.


After what felt like an eternity, Lisa inched toward me on the couch. Her movements were stiff, uncertain. She leaned forward and quickly pressed her lips to my cheek, then immediately pulled back as if burned.


“There,” I said softly. “That wasn’t so bad, was it?”


She touched her lips with her fingertips, a look of wonder crossing her face. Something had shifted in her eyes—a flicker of my Emma coming through.


“It feels… warm,” she said, sounding surprised. “Like… like sunshine inside.”


I chuckled at her innocence. “Would you like to try again?” I asked, hardly daring to breathe.


Lisa nodded slowly, her eyes never leaving mine. This time, when she leaned in, she lingered a moment longer, her lips soft against my skin. When she pulled back, her breathing had quickened slightly.


“I’ve never…” she started, then corrected herself. “Lisa has never felt this way before. It’s… it’s frightening but also… nice?” She sounded like a child discovering something new and forbidden. “There’s this feeling, down in my… in my private places. It makes me feel all tingly and warm.”


I swallowed hard. “That’s normal. It’s called desire.”


“Desire,” she repeated the word like it was foreign on her tongue. “I was taught that desire is the devil’s playground. But it doesn’t feel evil. It feels… good.”


This time, I was the one who leaned forward, slowly, giving her every chance to pull away. I pressed my lips gently to hers, a chaste kiss that lasted only a second. When I pulled back, her eyes were wide, pupils dilated.


“Oh,” she breathed. “Oh my.”


The next kiss came from her, surprising me with its urgency. Her lips pressed against mine, inexperienced but eager. I felt her hands tentatively touch my shoulders, then slide up to cup my face. When she pulled away, she was panting slightly.


“These feelings,” she whispered, “they’re so strong. I remember them, but it’s like… it’s like I’m feeling them for the first time. My body—Lisa’s body—it’s never known this before. It’s… it’s making me wet.” She looked mortified at her own words. “I’m not supposed to say things like that. I’m not supposed to feel things like that. But I do. I really, really do.”


The next kiss broke something loose in her. Her mouth opened under mine, her tongue shyly meeting my own. She moaned into my mouth, the sound so innocent and erotic at the same time that it sent heat coursing through my veins. Her hands clutched at my shirt, pulling me closer.


“Calvin,” she gasped when we broke apart. “I feel so… so sinful. But I don’t want to stop. Is that wrong? Lisa thinks it’s wrong, but Emma… I… I want more. I want to do the things I remember. The things we used to do together.” Her face was flushed, her blue eyes dark with a mixture of desire and confusion. “Will God punish me for these thoughts? For wanting to… to make love with you?”


I took her trembling hands in mine, looking directly into those conflicted blue eyes.


“Listen to me,” I said firmly. “You’re not Lisa. You’re Emma—my Emma—who happens to be controlling Lisa’s body right now. Nothing you’re doing is Lisa’s sin. She’s not even here, not really. She’s not making these choices.” I squeezed her hands gently. “You’re borrowing her body, that’s all. And you, Emma, have never been religious. You’ve never worried about these things before. So Emma’s guilt is not something that should be weighing on your mind.”


The tension in her shoulders eased slightly. “You’re right. I’m not her. I’m me.” She touched her chest. “But what about my soul, Calvin? Emma’s soul? If I can move between bodies like this… what does that mean? Am I… am I damned already?” The question hung in the air between us, but even as she asked it, her hands were moving to my chest, fingers splaying across my shirt.


“I don’t know,” I answered honestly. “But I know that I love you, and I know that you’re here, against all odds. If there is a God, wouldn’t He want us to cherish this miracle?”


She bit her lower lip, a gesture so unlike a nun and so much like my Emma that it made my heart ache. “I want to touch you,” she whispered, her voice a mixture of shame and desire. “I remember how it feels, but Lisa’s body… it’s never known a man’s touch. It’s like I’m a virgin again, but with all these memories of what to do.”


Her hands moved tentatively to the buttons of my shirt, fumbling slightly as she undid them one by one. When her fingers brushed against my bare chest, she gasped.


“You’re so warm,” she murmured, exploring me with the wonder of someone discovering the ocean for the first time. Her touch was hesitant, then bolder as she traced the contours of my chest and shoulders.


I reached for her, sliding my hand to her waist, feeling the curve of her hip through the simple black dress. She shivered under my touch, her breath catching.


“Can I…” she started, then blushed furiously. “Can I touch you… down there? I remember how, but it feels so forbidden.”


Before I could answer, she froze, her eyes widening with sudden panic.


“Wait,” she said, pulling back slightly. “Will she—will Lisa—remember any of this when I’m gone? Will she wake up knowing what we did?” The horror in her voice was palpable.


I shook my head. “No, that’s not how it seems to work. You know it’s not. Clara didn’t remember anything. Neither did Veronica. When you leave a body, their memories of that time go with you.”


Relief washed over her face, followed by something darker, more primal. “So she’ll never know,” she whispered, and I watched as something shifted in her eyes. The last vestiges of Sister Margaret’s restraint seemed to crumble away.


“Then God forgive me,” she breathed, and lunged forward, crushing her mouth against mine.


The transformation was startling. Her hands were suddenly everywhere—in my hair, under my shirt, fumbling with my belt. She kissed me with a desperate hunger that belied her innocent appearance, her tongue sliding against mine with growing confidence.


“I want to do everything,” she gasped between kisses. “All the things I remember but Lisa’s never done. I want to feel you inside me. I want to taste you. I want—” She broke off, seemingly shocked by her own words, but the desire burning in her eyes didn’t diminish.


She pulled at my shirt, nearly tearing it in her eagerness to get it off. When I was bare-chested before her, she stared in fascination.


“It’s so strange,” she murmured, running her hands over my skin. “I know this body. I’ve touched it a thousand times. But it feels like the first time.” She leaned forward and pressed her lips to my chest, a tentative kiss that quickly turned into something more as she began to explore me with her mouth.


“Show me,” she whispered against my skin. “Show me everything again.”


I watched in awe as Lisa—Emma—began to undress. Her movements were a contradiction: hesitant yet determined, innocent yet knowing. She fumbled with the buttons of her simple black dress, her fingers trembling slightly.


“I’ve never undressed for a man before,” she whispered, though we both knew it wasn’t entirely true. Emma had undressed for me countless times, but Lisa’s body never had. “Help me?”


I stepped forward, my hands replacing hers on the buttons. As the dress opened, I revealed pale, unblemished skin that had likely rarely seen the sun. Her breasts were small but perfectly formed, topped with pink nipples that hardened under my gaze. Without the modest clothing, Sister Margaret’s body was surprisingly lithe—slender but with gentle curves at her hips and waist.


“You’re beautiful,” I breathed, sliding the dress from her shoulders. She stood before me in nothing but simple white cotton panties, her blonde hair falling loose around her shoulders. The contrast between her innocent appearance and the hunger in her eyes was the most erotic thing I’d ever seen.


“I want to see you too,” she said, her voice stronger now. She reached for my belt with newfound confidence, unfastening it and pulling it free with a soft hiss of leather. As she worked on my pants, I couldn’t help but marvel at the situation. Yesterday it was Mandy, today a nun. How many bodies would Emma inhabit? How many different women would I make love to, all of them containing some essence of my wife?


When we were both naked, she pressed her body against mine, gasping at the contact. “Oh God,” she moaned, then immediately covered her mouth. “I shouldn’t say His name like that.”


“It’s okay,” I assured her, guiding her to our bedroom, to our bed. “It’s just us here.”


She lay back on the couch, her legs instinctively closing, that last bit of Lisa’s modesty still present. I knelt between her thighs, gently coaxing them apart. Her pussy was pink and perfect, with just a small tuft of blonde hair above it. It looked untouched, virginal—which, of course, it was.


“I’m going to make you feel good,” I promised, lowering my head between her legs.


At the first touch of my tongue against her clit, she cried out, her back arching off the bed. “Fuck!” she gasped, then immediately, “I’m sorry, I shouldn’t say—oh, oh my God!”


I worked her with my mouth, savoring the sweet taste of her, so different from Mandy, from my Emma’s original body. Each woman had her own unique flavor, and there was something intoxicating about discovering them all.


“Calvin, please,” she begged, her hips bucking against my face. “I need you inside me. I need to feel you stretching me open. Please, please fuck me.”


The filthy words coming from the mouth of a woman who had taken vows of chastity sent a jolt of pleasure straight to my cock. I moved up her body, positioning myself at her entrance.


“This might hurt,” I warned, remembering that Lisa’s body was untouched.


“I don’t care,” she panted, wrapping her legs around my waist. “I want it to hurt. I want to feel everything.”


I pushed forward slowly, feeling the resistance of her hymen. She winced but urged me on, her nails digging into my shoulders. With one firm thrust, I broke through, burying myself to the hilt in her tight, virgin pussy.


“Oh fuck, oh fuck,” she chanted, her eyes wide with pain and pleasure. “It’s so much… you’re so big inside me.”


I held still, letting her adjust, watching the play of emotions across her face. “Are you okay?”


“Yes,” she nodded frantically. “Move. Please move. Fuck me, Calvin. Fuck your wife.”


I began to thrust, slowly at first, then with increasing force as her body opened to me. Her pussy gripped me like a vise, so tight it was almost painful. I couldn’t help comparing. Mandy had been eager but experienced, Veronica wanton and skilled. This was different. The physical innocence of the body combined with Emma’s sexual knowledge created an intoxicating blend.


“Harder,” she demanded, her voice losing all traces of Sister Margaret’s gentleness. “Fuck me harder. I want to feel your cock all the way inside me. I want you to pound my virgin cunt until I can’t walk.”


I complied, driving into her with abandon, the headboard slamming against the wall with each thrust. Her legs wrapped tighter around me, her heels digging into my lower back.


“Yes, yes, yes,” she chanted, her head thrashing from side to side. “Oh God, I’m going to come. I’m going to come on your big cock!”


Her pussy clenched around me as she climaxed, her inner walls pulsating in waves that nearly pushed me over the edge. I gritted my teeth, holding back, wanting to prolong this.


“I want to try everything,” she gasped when she came down from her peak. “All the things I remember but have never done with this body.”


Before I could respond, she was pushing me onto my back, straddling me with newfound confidence. She positioned my cock at her entrance and sank down, taking me deep inside her again.


“Oh fuck,” she moaned, beginning to ride me. Her small breasts bounced with each movement, her blonde hair wild around her face. “I love the way your cock feels inside me. So deep like this.”


I gripped her hips, guiding her movements, watching in awe as this woman who had dedicated her life to God rode me like a woman possessed. And she was possessed, in a way—possessed by my Emma.


“I’m going to come inside you,” I warned as I felt my climax approaching.


“Yes,” she hissed, grinding down harder. “Fill me up. Mark me. Make me yours.”


With a groan, I erupted inside her, pumping her full of my cum. She collapsed on my chest, panting, her inner muscles still milking every last drop from me.


“I can feel you,” she whispered against my neck. “I can feel your cum inside me. It’s so warm.”


We lay there for several minutes, catching our breath. I stroked her hair, marveling at how different it felt from Mandy’s, from Veronica’s, from my Emma’s original hair.


“We need to figure this out,” I said finally. “How long you can stay in a body without… recharging. How the transfers work exactly.”


She nodded against my chest. “I know. But right now, I just want to enjoy this. Being with you again.” She lifted her head, looking into my eyes with a mixture of Emma’s love and Lisa’s wonder. “Can we do it again? There are so many things this body has never experienced.”


I laughed, feeling a stirring of renewed desire despite having just finished. “I’m not sure how long I can keep up if we’re doing this daily with new bodies,” I admitted. “But for you, I’ll certainly try.”


She grinned, a mischievous expression that looked utterly out of place on Sister Margaret’s innocent face. “Good. Because I want to taste you next. I want to feel your cock in my mouth.”


I sighed happily, surrendering to whatever strange new reality this was. Then, the strange reality came crashing back as I realized I had missed a key detail.


“We didn’t use protection, Em,” I said, the weight of this sudden new responsibility settling on me. “We’ve just been going at it like rabbits with no condoms.”


My wife raised an eyebrow, her cute, innocent face contorting into a wry, amused expression that was entirely Emma. “Don’t worry, I’m on birth control.”


I blinked. “You’re on birth control?” I asked, confused. “Sister Margaret is on birth control? A nun?”


Emma giggled. “Not for that, Cal. For my—” she paused, looking down at her new body. “For her period. She gets horrible cramps without it.”


I relaxed a little, though I couldn’t help but feel a sense of unease. It was one more reminder that we were playing with people’s lives here.


My wife, however, seemed completely unfazed, studying my naked body like it was a fascinating piece of art. Her eyes were bright, still full of desire. No more guilt, no more confusion. I laughed.


“What’s so funny?” she asked, propping herself up on one elbow, her blonde hair falling in a curtain around her face.


“Just wondering if you’re feeling more like yourself now that I’ve fucked the holiness out of you,” I said with a smirk. “You’re still acting like you’ve never done any of this before. I thought the sex was supposed to bring Emma to the surface.”


She smiled, a curious blend of Emma’s mischief and Sister Margaret’s innocence. “I am more myself. Look—” She sat up straight, her small breasts bouncing slightly with the movement. “Fuck, shit, goddamn, Jesus Christ on a bicycle!” She immediately covered her mouth, her cheeks flushing crimson. “See? I can say it, but it still feels… wrong. Like I’m wearing shoes on the wrong feet.”


“So you’re not fully Emma?”


She shook her head. “I don’t think I ever am, not completely. I’m Emma in my consciousness, in my memories, in my love for you. But I’m still experiencing everything through Lisa’s brain, her neural pathways, her hormones.” She touched her temple thoughtfully. “It’s like… I’m playing a piano I’ve never touched before. I know the song by heart, but my fingers have to learn where the keys are.”


I reached out to stroke her cheek. “That must be disorienting.”


“It is. But it’s also…” She bit her lip, that same gesture that was becoming familiar on this unfamiliar face. “It’s also incredibly fucking hot. Lisa’s body has never known any of this. Every sensation is new and intense. And there’s something about the forbidden nature of it all…” She leaned closer, her voice dropping to a whisper. “I can feel her in here, you know. Not conscious, but present. Part of her wants this, Calvin. Part of her has always wanted to know what it feels like to be filled, to be taken, to be… fucked.”


Her hand slid down my chest, fingers trailing over my stomach. “She’ll never admit it. She’ll never even know she experienced it. But right now, I can feel how her body responds to you. How wet she gets when I think about tasting your cock.”


My breath caught as her hand wrapped around my semi-hard shaft, coaxing it back to life. “Another round?” I asked, my voice rough.


“Mmm-hmm,” she nodded, sliding down my body. “I want to know what you taste like on this tongue. I want to feel you hit the back of this throat.” She positioned herself between my legs, her blue eyes looking up at me with that intoxicating mixture of innocence and desire. “I want to sin again.”


Without breaking eye contact, she lowered her head and took me into her mouth. The wet heat of her engulfed me, her inexperienced tongue exploring the contours of my cock with tentative licks that quickly grew more confident.


“Jesus,” I groaned, threading my fingers through her hair.


She pulled off just long enough to whisper, “Don’t take the Lord’s name in vain,” before swallowing me down again, deeper this time. The sight of Sister Margaret’s angelic face, her lips stretched around my cock, her eyes watering slightly as she took me deeper than her untrained throat was ready for, was almost enough to make me come right then.


She worked me with growing enthusiasm, her hands joining her mouth, stroking what she couldn’t fit. Occasionally she would pull back, gasping for air, strings of saliva connecting her lips to my cock, before diving back in with renewed determination.


“That’s it,” I encouraged her, guiding her movements with my hand in her hair. “Take it deeper. You’re doing so well.”


She moaned around me, the vibrations sending jolts of pleasure up my spine. When I felt my climax approaching, I tried to warn her, to pull her off, but she clung to me, sucking harder, her eyes locked on mine with fierce determination.


I came with a shout, flooding her mouth. She swallowed valiantly, though some escaped, trickling down her chin. When she finally released me, she licked her lips, looking both shocked and pleased with herself.


“So that’s what you taste like,” she said, wiping her chin with the back of her hand. “Salty. Not what I expected.”


I laughed, pulling her up to lie beside me. “You know damn well what I taste like.”


She grinned, resting her head on my chest. “Lisa didn’t. She never even let herself think about what cum tastes like.” She yawned, her body relaxing against mine. “But I think she liked it. I know I did.”


As she drifted off to sleep in my arms, I stared at the ceiling, wondering what tomorrow would bring. How long would Emma stay in Lisa’s body? Who would she jump to next? And how long could we go on like this, body-hopping through the world, before something went terribly wrong?


But for now, I held her close, this strange amalgamation of my wife and a nun, and allowed myself to enjoy the impossible miracle we’d been given.

    
    
Author Note:


This is chapter 6 out of 28 for Ghost Wife. If you wish to support my work or are eager to discover the next chapters before everyone else, feel free to subscribe to my Patreon and get access to many exlusive stories and chapters. You can also purchase the full Ghost Wife book on Kindle or Smashwords.


Do not hesitate to join my Discord as well to meet people interested in Mind control stories, hypnosis, and to get the latest news about what I’m up to!

    
  
Story: Ghost Wife
Author: Dominic H. Hugh



← 6 of 12 →

What’s New ·
Titles ·
Authors ·
Categories  ·
Readers’ Picks ·
FAQ ·
The Garden of MC ·
MC Forum
Hosting generously provided by Daphne’s Fantasies

The Erotic Mind-Control Story Archive

What’s New ·
Titles ·
Authors ·
Categories  ·
Readers’ Picks ·
FAQ ·
The Garden of MC ·
MC Forum
Story: Ghost Wife
Author: Dominic H. Hugh



← 5 of 12 →



    
Title: Ghost Wife






Chapter 5: Faith


I was startled by a knock on the car window. I blinked, looking up to find Ashley standing outside, her face pressed against the glass. I rolled down the window.


“Cal, you okay?” she asked, concern in her voice. “You’ve been sitting here forever.”


I looked at the clock on the dashboard and realized that an hour had already passed. “Fuck,” I mumbled, running a hand over my face.


“Want me to stay with you for a while?” she offered, leaning in through the window.


I glanced past her to where Father O’Brien and his helpers were packing a small van with religious paraphernalia. Sister Margaret—Emma—was among them. I watched as she lifted a large box, grunting slightly with the effort, her arms straining against the weight. “It’s alright, Ash. Go home. I’ll be fine.”


Ashley frowned. “Are you sure?” She followed my gaze, her eyes narrowing. She seemed genuinely concerned. “Are you waiting for someone?”


“No. I’m...” My words died in my throat as my brain tried to catch up. “Yeah, I am,” I said, nodding slowly. “The priest asked me to drive one of the sisters home after they were finished. She’s been working here for a while, and she doesn’t have a car.”


Ashley’s expression changed from one of worry to one of relief. She laughed softly. “That’s nice of you.” She patted my shoulder through the open window. “See you later, Cal.”


“See ya.” I watched her walk away, feeling a pang of guilt for lying to my sister-in-law.


Another twenty minutes passed before Emma finally climbed into the passenger seat. She sat rigidly, her hands folded primly in her lap, her posture perfect.


“You okay?” I asked, studying her profile.


“Hmm? Oh, yes. Just... thinking,” she replied, her voice distant. She turned to face me, her expression serious. “My... Her life is so different. She’s given herself to God. She spends her days in prayer, in service. It’s a hard life, but also... peaceful. Fulfilling.” She shook her head. “Maybe it’s the contrast to Veronica that’s making me feel this way. It’s like... like a cleansing. Like a baptism, washing away all the sin and filth.”


“Shit,” I chuckled nervously. “Do I need to fuck you again, bring you back down from your holy high horse?”


She frowned at me, her lips pursed in disapproval. “Please, Calvin. Have some respect.”


“Sorry,” I mumbled, feeling chastised. “I just want you back to normal. You’re not you right now.”


She sighed, looking down at her lap. “I... I’m me. I’m Emma... It’s just that... I feel like I’ve been called to a higher purpose.” She looked out the window.


I gulped, my heart racing. This was exactly what I’d feared. “Emma,” I began, but she cut me off with a sharp gesture.


“Relax,” she said, her tone dry. “I know this isn’t me. It’s just her. Her body, her mind. All of this is Sister Margaret, not me.”


“But you feel like her.”


“But I feel like her,” she conceded. “And it’s hard to ignore.”


I nodded, starting the car. “Still coming? Or are you going to fuse with her forever to fulfill your duty to God?”


“I’ll come,” she said, her voice soft. “I made a promise to you and I’ll keep it. We’ll find a solution together. And... I still love you.” It seemed to take her a great effort to say the words, and I felt my heart clench in my chest. She noticed the way my shoulders slumped and reached out to pat my arm, blushing. “Oh, don’t take it the wrong way, Calvin. It’s not that I love you less. It’s just hard to process through... through this.” She gestured at herself.


I drove in silence, my mind racing with the implications of everything we were dealing with. “Well, it’s obviously temporary,” I said finally. “I imagine your new friends are going to wonder where you are if you’re gone for too long. What are you going to tell them? Are you even allowed outside?”


She looked away. “I’m not a child, Calvin. I’m allowed to go where I please. I just want to make sure my duties are taken care of.”


“And when are your duties taken care of?”


“I’m supposed...” She groaned, hitting her legs. “I mean, she’s supposed to be back at the parish tomorrow morning. We were... I mean, they were going to pray and meditate at the cathedral tonight, but I told them I was meeting an old friend and might be late.”


I sighed, my eyes fixed on the road. Traffic was heavy, and it was taking longer to get home than usual. Looking at people in other cars, going about their normal lives, made me realize just how far we were from our regular routines. “We need to stop jumping you into new bodies every day without any planning. We need to understand the rules and find someone you can... stay in. For a while, at least, until we figure this out.”


I drove in silence for a few minutes, my mind racing with the implications of everything we were dealing with.


“Something happened when I went from Veronica to me,” the nun said, breaking the silence. “It felt... different. Not as immediate as the others.”


“Different how?”


“Like... I could see threads...”


“Threads?” I repeated, glancing over at her. “What kind of threads? Like spider webs?”


“Memories, I think,” she explained. “Veronica’s memories, maybe feelings, thoughts?”


“Okay...”


“It felt like I could pull them, twist them?” She blushed again. “I’m not explaining myself well.”


“What about that nerd you talked about when you were Mandy?” I said, getting off the highway and onto the quieter surface streets. “You seemed to think she’d be the perfect person to help us figure things out.”


“Oh... I don’t know... I don’t remember her now that I’m Lisa.” I saw her frowning as I looked over.


“Lisa?”


“That’s my name, Calvin!” she said, pouting at me. “Sister Margaret is my holy name. We pick a holy name when we take our vows.”


I chuckled, shaking my head. “Lisa, alright...”


She sighed. “I don’t remember much of her, but I remember thinking she was a good choice. I have no idea why.”


“Shit... I guess it’s too late now. We’re not going to go after Mandy again. She’s probably freaked out enough by all this.”


The young nun smirked. “I wrote down her name and number back at home, when I was still Mandy.”


I opened my mouth to say something, but closed it. I smirked back. “Good thinking.”


“Thank Mandy,” the nun said, winking.

    
    
Author Note:


This is chapter 5 out of 28 for Ghost Wife. If you wish to support my work or are eager to discover the next chapters before everyone else, feel free to subscribe to my Patreon and get access to many exlusive stories and chapters. You can also purchase the full Ghost Wife book on Kindle or Smashwords.


Do not hesitate to join my Discord as well to meet people interested in Mind control stories, hypnosis, and to get the latest news about what I’m up to!

    
  
Story: Ghost Wife
Author: Dominic H. Hugh



← 5 of 12 →

What’s New ·
Titles ·
Authors ·
Categories  ·
Readers’ Picks ·
FAQ ·
The Garden of MC ·
MC Forum
Hosting generously provided by Daphne’s Fantasies

The Erotic Mind-Control Story Archive

What’s New ·
Titles ·
Authors ·
Categories  ·
Readers’ Picks ·
FAQ ·
The Garden of MC ·
MC Forum
Story: Ghost Wife
Author: Dominic H. Hugh



← 4 of 12 →



    
Title: Ghost Wife






Chapter 4: The Funeral


The next day was a beautiful, sunny morning, a nice change from the cold and rain. I stood outside the cemetery, waiting for Emma. A crowd of people were gathered near the entrance, talking amongst themselves. My in-laws, some distant relatives, and some friends were all here, looking solemn and sad.


Shaking hands, pretending to care, I felt like a total fraud. I kept glancing over my shoulder, hoping to see a young girl with dark hair walking through the cemetery gates, but there was no sign of her.


“I don’t know how you even do it,” a voice said beside me. I turned to see Ashley, Emma’s sister, looking at me with concern. She was dressed in a simple black dress, her blonde hair pulled back in a loose ponytail. She looked so much like Emma it hurt. “I feel like I’m about to throw up.”


“Just doing my best to look like I’m fine,” I said. I glanced at the casket, resting on a pedestal. It was open, and there she was, the empty shell that had once housed my wife’s soul. It was surreal, standing here, mourning someone who wasn’t really gone. “Or maybe not fine, but the socially acceptable level of not fine...”


She nodded, understanding. “You too?” She scoffed. I could see the pain in her eyes, the slight tremble in her hands as she clutched her purse. She was devastated, but she was good at hiding it. That was Ashley for you. Always the strong one.


She looked around the cemetery, her eyes narrowing as she spotted someone in the crowd. “God, look at Veronica,” she muttered, nodding toward a woman standing a few feet away. “She’s actually enjoying this.”


I followed her gaze and saw a woman in her thirties, dressed in an expensive-looking black dress that hugged her curves a bit too tightly for a funeral. Her makeup was immaculate, her hair styled in a way that suggested she had spent hours in front of a mirror. She was standing next to a balding man who I assumed was her husband, laughing quietly at something he had said, then quickly covering her mouth with her hand and pretending to wipe away a tear.


“Who is she again?” I asked, though I vaguely remembered Emma mentioning her a few times.


“Our cousin,” Ashley said, her voice dripping with disdain. “Dad’s brother’s daughter. She and Emma couldn’t stand each other. Look at her, pretending to be sad.” She scoffed. “She’s probably already planning what to wear to the next funeral.”


I watched as Veronica made her way through the crowd, stopping to hug people, her face contorting into an exaggerated mask of grief every time she approached someone new. It was like watching a bad actress in a B-movie.


“She asked me earlier if I you were planning to sell Emma’s jewelry,” Ashley continued, her voice low. “Can you believe that? She didn’t even wait until the funeral was over.”


I shook my head, disgusted. “Jesus.”


“Yeah.” Ashley sighed, then looked at the open casket. “Emma would have hated this whole thing, you know. All these people pretending to care.”


“You’re sarcastic enough on her behalf to make up for it,” I said, trying to lighten the mood. Ashley laughed, a genuine one this time. The two sisters were quite different, but shared a very similar sense of humor.


“Yeah, well,” she said, “I’ll do my best to make her proud.”


I wrapped my arm around her shoulder, giving her a half hug. “She was proud of you, Ash. Very proud. You know that, right?”


She looked up at me, tears in her eyes, and gave me a weak smile. I felt a sudden wave of guilt wash over me. She had no idea that her sister was still here, that she was alive in another body.


I looked around again, hoping to see Emma, but there was still no sign of her. Where the hell was she? “You alright?” Ashley asked. “I mean, relatively speaking, obviously.”


“Yeah, I’m okay,” I said. “Just thinking about Emma, you know? Wondering what she would say if she could see us here.” Subtle, Cal. Real subtle.


Ashley smiled, a genuine smile that reached her eyes. “She’d be proud of you too, Calvin.” She glanced at the casket again, then back at me. “She’d want us to remember her as she was, not…” She gestured vaguely at the coffin.


I nodded, understanding. “Not as an empty shell.”


Ashley nodded slowly. “I guess that’s one way to look at it.” She sighed, then straightened her shoulders. “I should go say hello to Aunt Martha before she thinks I’m avoiding her.” She squeezed my arm one last time. “Hang in there, Calvin.”


I watched her walk away, her head held high despite the weight of her grief. I turned back to the casket, looking at the peaceful face of my wife’s body. It was strange how detached I felt from it now. It wasn’t Emma anymore. Emma was out there somewhere, in Mandy’s body, making her way here. At least, I hoped she was.


I continued to shake hands, my mind drifting further away with each sympathetic nod and murmured condolence. Mrs. Henderson from next door, my boss from work, Emma’s old college roommate—their faces blurred together as I scanned the crowd for Mandy. Where the hell was she? The uncertainty was eating away at me. Had something happened? Had Emma lost her grip on Mandy’s consciousness?


“Such a tragedy,” said someone—I didn’t even register who—as they patted my shoulder and moved on.


I caught Veronica staring at me from across the small gathering. When our eyes met, she had the audacity to wink at me, her red-painted lips curling into what I suppose she thought was a seductive smile. I felt my stomach turn. Her husband was right beside her, oblivious, as she dabbed at perfectly dry eyes with a lace handkerchief that probably cost more than my suit. Every few minutes, she’d let out a theatrical sigh loud enough for everyone to hear, then immediately return to whispering and giggling with another woman. She was like a caricature of grief, a performance so bad it would have been comical if it weren’t so disrespectful.


The priest approached me, his face a practiced mask of professional sympathy. “Mr. Kent, we’ll be asking everyone to take their seats in about five minutes. I’ll do the opening prayer, and then if anyone wishes to say a few words about the deceased, they may do so.” He lowered his voice. “Will you be speaking, sir?”


The question hit me like a bucket of ice water. A speech. Of course there would be a speech. What kind of husband wouldn’t speak at his wife’s funeral? But I had completely forgotten to prepare anything. I left it for the last minute, grief and shock leaving me unable to string two coherent thoughts together, and then... well, between discovering my wife’s consciousness in Clara’s body, then finding her again in Mandy’s, and then spending the night tangled in sheets with her... Jesus, what was I supposed to say? “Thank you all for coming, but don’t worry, my wife is actually alive in someone else’s body, and we had sex all night”?


“I… yes, I’ll say something,” I heard myself say. The old man nodded and moved away, leaving me in a cold sweat.


“You look positively ghastly, Calvin,” came a voice dripping with false concern. I turned to find Veronica standing beside me, close enough that I could smell her expensive perfume. She placed a hand on my arm, letting it linger there longer than was appropriate. “But I must say, grief becomes you.”


I resisted the urge to pull away. “Thanks,” I muttered.


“Oh, don’t be so glum,” she said, her voice inappropriately cheerful. “Death is only the beginning, you know.” She gave a little laugh, as if she’d said something clever.


I stared at her, unable to hide my disgust. “I don’t think this is the time for jokes.”


She smirked, her perfectly manicured fingers still resting on my arm. “Oh, come now. I think Emma would have wanted her funeral to be fun, don’t you? She never was one for all this…” she waved her hand dismissively, “…dreary business.”


“I don’t think you knew Emma as well as you think you did,” I said coldly, finally pulling my arm away.


Veronica’s eyes sparkled with something I couldn’t quite identify. “Maybe I know her better than you think,” she said, and then winked at me again. She looked down at her own hands, turning them over as if seeing them for the first time, then looked back at me with a strange little chuckle.


“I’m sorry to be stuck in such an unpopular person,” she said, her tone suddenly different, though I couldn’t put my finger on how. “But I didn’t think Mandy would cut it. People would wonder who she is.”


I felt the blood drain from my face as understanding dawned on me. “Emma?” I whispered, barely audible.


I stared at her, trying to process what was happening. My brain felt like it was short-circuiting. The woman standing before me was everything Emma had despised: superficial, self-centered, with that irritating high-pitched laugh and those calculated mannerisms. Yet somewhere behind those heavily mascara-coated eyes was my wife.


“Close your mouth, darling, you’ll catch flies,” she said with Veronica’s characteristic condescension, flicking her manicured nails against my chest. “God, these nails are divine though, aren’t they? I get them done weekly.” She examined them with a smirk that was pure Veronica.


I finally found my voice. “How… when did this happen?”


She glanced around to make sure no one was within earshot, then leaned in closer, her expensive perfume clouding my senses. “This morning. I was in Mandy’s body, getting ready to come here, when I ran into Veronica at a coffee shop. She was being absolutely horrid to the useless barista—typical—and I thought, well, wouldn’t it be interesting to attend my own funeral as someone who’s actually invited?” She shrugged Veronica’s shoulders in a fluid, elegant motion that seemed foreign on my wife. “I considered taking over Ashley, you know, but that felt… rude. She deserves to grieve properly, the poor thing.”


“You say that like it’s nothing,” I whispered, horrified. “Like you’re just trying on a new outfit.”


She laughed—a grating, too-loud laugh that surely would have made Emma cringe. “I know, I know. I’m taking this all rather lightly, aren’t I? But it’s freeing, Calvin. I used to think Veronica was just an asshole, but now I understand—she’s just learned to seize life without worrying about what others might feel or want. There’s a certain power in that.”


“I imagine that’s her point of view, yeah,” I said, shaking my head.


The woman my wife was currently inhabiting seemed taken aback, as if the self-reflection required to see her situation from an outside point of view was not a skill Veronica had honed. “It is, actually,” she said quietly, looking down at her own hands again, the nails perfect, the skin smooth and unblemished. “But I suppose I see why others might disagree. People are so... fragile, aren’t they? Emotions are a burden. It’s much simpler to live without the less convenient ones.”


“How can you even claim to be Emma when you’re talking like that? My wife cared about people. She wouldn’t—”


“Wouldn’t what? Enjoy herself?” She raised one perfectly shaped eyebrow. “I’m still me, Calvin. I’m just… experiencing things through a different lens. I’ll admit, Veronica might not be the best host in such dire circumstances. In Mandy’s brain, I didn’t think this through properly. But I thought inside this woman, I’d have the freedom to experience my own funeral a bit more… relaxed.” Her eyes traveled down my body and back up again. “Plus, she’s hot, isn’t she? I thought you might want to fuck her afterward—if not out of attraction, maybe out of anger.”


She winked at me again, then waved cheerfully at her husband, who was engaged in conversation with another mourner. “Poor guy hasn’t fucked me in ages,” she whispered, leaning in close. “Though I’ve been having plenty of fun with the younger neighbor. He’s quite the specimen—abs you could bounce quarters off of.”


As she spoke, she took my hand and, with a boldness that left me speechless, guided it to her ass, pressing it against the curve while maintaining eye contact with her husband across the room. She smiled at him innocently while my hand remained frozen against the expensive fabric of her dress.


I was horrified. I was disgusted. And God help me, I was turned on. The conflict made me feel sick with myself. This was my wife’s cousin, for Christ’s sake. A woman I found repulsive on a personal level, even if she was objectively attractive. But knowing Emma was in there somewhere, watching me through those eyes…


“Stop it,” I hissed, pulling my hand away. “This isn’t right.”


“What isn’t right?” she asked in Veronica’s mock innocence. “That I’m in this body, or that you’re getting hard thinking about it?”


I didn’t doubt for a second that this was Emma—the Emma I knew was in there somewhere. But it was like watching her through a funhouse mirror, distorted and warped by Veronica’s personality. How much control did she actually have? How much of Veronica was influencing her thoughts, her actions? Or worse, how much of Emma was being consumed by the women she inhabited?


“Both,” I admitted quietly. “I don’t like what this brain is doing to you.”


She tilted her head, studying me with an expression that was suddenly more thoughtful, more Emma-like. “Or maybe it’s just showing you parts of me you never knew existed.” She straightened Veronica’s designer jacket. “We should find our seats. The service is about to start, and I’m dying to hear what people say about me.” She paused, then laughed at her own pun. “See what I did there? Dying?”


I walked toward the front of the seating area, feeling numb and on autopilot. The wind was picking up, rustling the leaves on the trees that surrounded the open field. It was a peaceful place, I had to admit. It wasn’t a peaceful moment... Though, I was lucid enough to realize that funerals were rarely peaceful for those left behind. I was just experiencing a different kind of fucked up than most people did on a day like this.


The priest had begun his opening speech. I wasn’t really listening. I sat next to Ashley and her parents, feeling Veronica’s eyes on me from across the aisle. She was sitting next to her husband, her smirk barely hidden under a mask of faux sympathy. She was both an intruder and the guest of honor at her own funeral, and the absurdity of it was not lost on me. I hoped some part of my real wife was at least finding some genuine solace in all of this. She had to know that the people around her were hurting, missing the real Emma. She had a to care, even a little, right?


I turned to look at my in-laws. Robert and Margaret Davis looked like they had aged a decade in the past week. Robert, a tall man with the same blonde hair as his daughters, though now more gray than blonde, sat rigid in his seat, his jaw clenched so tight I could see the muscle twitching. Margaret, petite and usually so full of energy, seemed to have collapsed in on herself, her eyes red-rimmed and vacant. Ashley reached out and squeezed my hand as I sat down beside her.


The priest was carrying on with the usual platitudes about the fleeting nature of life and the importance of remembering those we’ve lost. Jesus, God, and Heaven were sprinkled into his speech, though I knew Emma had never been religious. She had wanted a non-denominational service, but I guess her parents had other ideas. I couldn’t bring myself to be mad at them, though. I’d always wondered why some of my non-religious deceased relatives ended up with religious funerals. I was starting to understand. After Emma’s death, I had seen no point in denying her grieving parents anything they thought might offer them some comfort. My wife was gone. Who cared what words were said in a church?


And then it hit me again—my wife wasn’t gone, she was right fucking there, wearing the skin of her cousin like a brand new dress, her eyes sparkling with the thrill of the game she was playing. I shook my head to clear it. This was insane.


“Now, if anyone else would like to share some memories of Emma, please feel free to come forward,” the priest was saying. Ashley gave my hand a final squeeze and then stood up. I watched her walk to the front, her head held high, her posture straight and dignified. This was all a sham, a farce. My wife was dead, and yet she wasn’t. Her family was grieving, and yet the source of their grief was sitting across from them, smiling. I felt like I was losing my mind.


Ashley began to speak, and as she did, the crowd fell silent. She tried to smile, then cleared her throat, her voice trembling slightly. After a moment, she laughed, tears in her eyes. Some in the crowd laughed with her. “I’m sorry,” she said, “It’s just... this is so ridiculous. Emma hated these kinds of things. She would have wanted us to have a barbecue or something. She would have wanted us to laugh and remember her in a way that didn’t involve black dresses and uncomfortable shoes.”


Her parents chuckled at that, clearly uneasy with the unconventional eulogy, but unable to deny the truth of it. I glanced back at Veronica, and saw her smiling, a more genuine smile than I would have expected.


“But I guess we’re here, and I guess we’re doing this, and I guess that’s okay too. So, I just wanted to say a few things about my sister.” She paused, her voice catching. “Bad things, obviously. That’s what she would have wanted. She always hated those sickeningly sweet eulogies where everyone lies and says the dead person was a saint.”


A few more laughs from the audience. “Emma was many things,” Ashley continued, “but a saint was not one of them. She was stubborn, she was bossy, she was opinionated, and she was sometimes downright infuriating,” she looked over to me, and winked. “Just ask her husband.”


I forced myself to smile back, and the crowd laughed again.


“But she was also the most loyal, the most caring, and the most genuine person I’ve ever known. She was my best friend. She was the only one who would tell me when I was being an idiot. And trust me, that happened often.” More laughter, this time genuine and warm. “She was the first person to hold me accountable, and the first person to forgive me. She was my rock, and I don’t know what I’m going to do without her. I don’t know how I’m going to navigate this world without her guidance, her love, or her unrelenting support.” She looked up at the sky for a moment, her chin quivering, then cleared her throat. “Emma, I hope you’re looking down on us now and laughing your ass off at this ridiculousness. And I hope that wherever you are, you’re at peace.”


I looked back at Veronica again. Her eyes were twinkling, and she was smiling, a genuine smile that reached her eyes and crinkled the corners of her mouth. No tears, of course—that would have been too much to expect from Emma’s cousin. But at least she seemed to be somewhat touched by Ashley’s words.


Ashley came back to sit beside me, her eyes wet with tears. I reached out and took her hand, giving it a squeeze. She squeezed back. “Your turn,” she whispered.


As I stood up and made my way to the podium, I couldn’t help but glance back at Emma’s cousin once again. She had a hand on her husband’s thigh, whispering something in his ear that made him shift uncomfortably. When she caught my eye, she winked and subtly arched her back, pushing her chest forward just enough to be noticeable to me but not obvious to anyone else. She crossed her legs slowly, the hem of her dress riding up just a fraction, revealing another inch of toned thigh.


I felt a flush of heat rise to my face—partly from anger, partly from an unwanted arousal that made me feel like the worst kind of traitor. This was my wife’s funeral, for God’s sake, and here I was getting turned on by her cousin. Except it was really Emma, fucking with me in the most inappropriate way possible.


I reached the podium and gripped its edges, steadying myself. The crowd fell completely silent, all eyes on me. I could see Ashley’s encouraging smile, Robert’s stoic nod, Margaret’s tearful gaze. Behind them, rows of faces—some familiar, some not—all waiting for me to put my grief into words.


I took a deep breath, my mind completely blank. What could I possibly say? How could I eulogize a woman who wasn’t really gone? How could I pretend to be a grieving widower when my wife was sitting right there, inhabiting another woman’s body, acting like this was all some kind of joke?


I cleared my throat and looked out at the sea of expectant faces.


“Emma didn’t fear death,” I finally said, my voice hoarse with emotion. I glanced briefly at Veronica and saw her smirking, her eyes locked on me. “She feared a lot of things, like spiders and clowns and that weird noise the fridge makes in the middle of the night, but never death.”


The audience gave a sympathetic chuckle at that, and I felt some of the tension ease from my shoulders. I took a deep breath and continued.


“I, for once, fear death. Fear it like hell. Death is final, inevitable. And when Emma died, I thought it was the end. I felt like... Like I died with her, in a way. I was... Dead inside, empty, lost. I didn’t know how I could go on without her.” I paused, my voice catching in my throat. I could feel the hot prickle of tears behind my eyes and I fought to keep them from falling. “I still don’t know how I’ll go on without her. Or maybe I don’t know how to carry her with me.” I looked down at the ground, collecting myself, then back up at the audience, back at Veronica, back at my wife. “She’s still here, you know? With us. She’ll always be with us. She might look different, sound different, act different, but she’s still here.” Veronica’s smirk faltered at that. She shifted in her seat, her gaze suddenly uncertain. “She’s in the way Ashley smiles, the way her parents laugh. She’s in the memories that her friends share, the stories that they’ll tell for years to come. And me? In whatever form she chooses to haunt me, I’m grateful for it. I’m grateful because, even though I can’t explain why or how, my wife is still alive to me.” I looked directly at Veronica, my eyes locking onto hers. “And that’s all that matters, in the end.”


The room was silent for a moment, and then someone—Ashley, I think—nodded. A few people murmured in agreement, and then the whole room. I barely paid attention to it. I was focused on Veronica. Her smirk was gone, replaced by a thoughtful expression. She met my gaze, her eyes shining with unshed tears. I nodded slightly, and she returned the gesture, a silent acknowledgment of our strange, impossible situation. A silent acknowledgment that we were both haunted by the same ghost, though in very different ways.


After my speech, others took their turn at the podium.


Robert and Margaret spoke together, holding each other up both literally and figuratively. Robert’s deep voice rumbled about how proud he was of his daughter, while Margaret shared stories of Emma’s stubborn determination, even as a child. “She never gave up on anything or anyone she believed in,” Margaret said, looking directly at me. “Especially not the people she loved.”


Soon enough, the casket was lowered into the ground, and we all gathered around to toss a handful of dirt onto the wood. I watched as the mound of earth grew, burying my wife’s empty shell. The wind had died down, and the air was still and quiet, the only sound the soft thud of earth hitting wood and the few occasional birdsong in the trees. I didn’t even know how to feel at this point. I was numb, detached from reality.


The ceremony droned on, a blur of ritual and reverence, the priest’s voice a low, monotone hum in the background. As the final prayers were recited, and the mourners began to disperse, I found myself once again shaking hands, accepting hugs, and thanking people for coming. It felt easier now, somehow. The weight on my chest had lightened, if only a little. I caught Emma—it was getting harder to think of her as Veronica—looking at me from across the room several times. Her glances seemed warmer, more genuine, though she still played her part as the insufferable Veronica, whispering things to her equally insufferable husband that made him chuckle inappropriately.


“You did good, Calvin,” came Ashley’s voice as she appeared at my elbow. “Really good. That speech was…” She paused, searching for words, then settled on, “Emma would have loved it. She would have made fun of you for getting all poetic, but she would have loved it.”


I managed a genuine smile. “Thanks, Ash.”


“I mean it,” she continued, her usual sarcasm softened by sincerity. “The way you talked about her living on in different forms—that was beautiful. Cheesy as hell, but beautiful.”


Before I could respond, I noticed Emma approaching us. Ashley tensed beside me, clearly uneasy about interacting with her cousin.


“Ashley, darling,” Emma said in Veronica’s voice, but there was something different about her tone—less sharp around the edges. “That was a lovely tribute to your sister. She would have been touched.”


Ashley blinked, clearly surprised by the uncharacteristic kindness. “Thanks, Veronica. That’s… unexpectedly nice of you to say.”


Emma shrugged. “Even I have my moments.” She turned to me. “And you, Calvin. Who knew you had such poetry in you? It was quite moving.”


“Thank you,” I said simply, holding her gaze.


“Well,” Ashley said, looking between us with slight confusion, “I should go check on Mom and Dad.” She squeezed my arm. “Call me if you need anything, okay?”


As Ashley walked away, Emma leaned in closer to me. “See?” she whispered. “I’m still here. Just in a slightly more… high-maintenance package.”


“Well,” I said, tensing slightly as I lowered my voice, “it only took me eulogizing you at your own funeral to get through Veronica’s thick skin. Should I be flattered or concerned?”


Emma laughed—that high, tinkling laugh that was all Veronica. “Oh, Calvin, darling, don’t be so dramatic. Veronica’s just selective about who she shows her softer side to.” She ran a manicured finger down the lapel of my suit. “Besides, you should see how I—I mean, how she—behaves at other funerals. This is positively restrained.”


I felt my jaw clench. Just when I thought I was seeing more of Emma, Veronica came roaring back. “Right. Restrained. Is that what you call it?”


She must have noticed the shift in my tone because her eyes narrowed with a calculating gleam that made my skin crawl. She leaned in closer, her perfume enveloping me in a cloud of expensive scent.


“You know,” she said, her voice dropping to a husky whisper, “if you’re so angry at Veronica, I’ll be vaping behind the church in two minutes. Why don’t you meet me there and teach me a lesson?”


“Jesus,” I muttered under my breath.


She patted my cheek condescendingly. “Don’t look so shocked, darling. It’s just a thought.” With that, she sauntered away, making sure to put an extra sway in her hips that I was certain was for my benefit.


I watched her go, feeling a storm of emotions raging inside me. Anger, confusion, and underneath it all, an undeniable current of desire that made me feel sick with myself. On one hand, the idea of following Veronica—of all people—behind a church for a quickie right now, of all moments, felt beyond reprehensible. On the other hand, it wasn’t really Veronica, was it? It was Emma. My Emma, trapped in the body of a woman I couldn’t stand.


The thought of putting Veronica in her place, of somehow spanking Emma back into reality, sent a shameful thrill through me. Would it help? Would a physical connection strengthen Emma’s hold on Veronica’s consciousness, the way it had with Mandy? Or would it just be giving in to a twisted desire I didn’t want to acknowledge?


I loosened my tie slightly, suddenly feeling too warm. Two minutes, she had said. Two minutes until she’d be waiting, expecting me to either follow through or chicken out. Either way, I knew she’d have something to say about it.


God help me, I was actually considering it.


I found Emma exactly where she said she’d be—behind the church, leaning against the brick wall, a thin stream of vapor escaping her lips as she exhaled. She was partially hidden by a large dumpster, the irony of which wasn’t lost on me. Veronica’s designer heels clicked against the pavement as she straightened up at the sight of me.


“Well, well,” she said, her red lips curving into a smile that was pure predator. “I wasn’t sure you’d come. How deliciously naughty of you, Calvin.”


I kept my distance, hands in my pockets. “I just wanted to talk.”


She laughed, taking another drag from her vape pen before tucking it into her purse. “Talk? Is that what we’re calling it now?” She stepped closer, her eyes gleaming. “God, I’ve never been this horny in my entire life—well, Veronica’s life, anyway. It’s strange. No matter what body I’m in, I want you so badly it hurts.”


The crude words coming from Veronica’s mouth sent an unwanted jolt of heat through me.


“You can have me right here,” she continued, running her hands down her sides, emphasizing the curves of her body. “Veronica the bitch, freely available for whatever you want.” She lowered her voice to a whisper. “My mouth, my pussy, my ass—take your pick. I’ve been working this body hard at the gym, you know. It would be a shame for you to pass on this opportunity.”


I felt my face flush with anger and arousal in equal measure. “You could possess any other woman,” I said through gritted teeth. “Any other woman would be a more pleasant partner than Veronica.”


She threw her head back and laughed, the sound echoing off the brick walls. “Oh, please. Don’t try to bluff me, Calvin. I know you too well.” She closed the distance between us, pressing her body against mine. I could feel the heat of her through our clothes. “I can see it in your eyes. You’re dying to push me against this wall and fuck me raw. Teach the bitch a good lesson, right?”


Her hand found its way to my crotch, confirming what she already knew. “Go ahead,” she whispered, her breath hot against my ear. “I’m on the pill.”


Something snapped inside me. All the confusion, grief, and anger of the past few days crystallized into a single, burning need. I grabbed Veronica by her shoulders and spun her around, shoving her roughly against the brick wall. She gasped—a sound of surprise mixed with excitement—as I pinned her there with my body.


“Is this what you want?” I growled, my voice barely recognizable to my own ears. “You want me to hate-fuck you at my wife’s funeral?”


She laughed, that infuriating Veronica laugh. “Your wife is right here, darling. And yes, that’s exactly what I want.”


I silenced her with a bruising kiss, my hands already pushing up the hem of her expensive black dress. She wore silk underwear—of course she did—which I yanked down with enough force that I heard the delicate fabric tear. She moaned against my mouth, her hands fumbling with my belt.


“Hurry,” she whispered, her voice husky with need. “Someone might come looking for us.”


The thought should have stopped me cold, but instead it only fueled the fire. I freed myself from my pants and hoisted her up, her back scraping against the rough brick as she wrapped her legs around my waist. Without preamble, I thrust into her, earning a shocked gasp that quickly morphed into a moan.


“Oh god, Calvin,” she cried out, her head falling back against the wall. “Yes, fuck me like you hate me.”


And I did. I pounded into her with all the rage and confusion and twisted desire I’d been suppressing. Each thrust was punishment—for her taking Veronica’s body, for her acting like this was all some game, for making me want her despite everything. Her moans grew louder, echoing in the small space between the building and the dumpster.


“Shut the fuck up,” I hissed, clamping my hand over her mouth. “You want everyone to hear you? To come see Veronica getting fucked behind a church?”


Her eyes widened above my hand, but I could feel her smile against my palm. She was enjoying this—the danger, the degradation, all of it. And God help me, so was I. I hated myself for it, hated her for bringing me to this point, but I couldn’t stop.


Veronica’s body responded to every thrust, her inner muscles clenching around me, her perfectly manicured nails digging into my shoulders through my suit jacket. I could feel her building toward climax, her breathing becoming more ragged against my hand.


“You’re not coming until I say so,” I growled, slowing my pace deliberately. “You don’t get to enjoy this that much.”


She whimpered in protest, trying to move her hips to increase the friction, but I held her firmly in place. I removed my hand from her mouth just long enough to hear her beg.


“Please, Calvin,” she gasped. “Please let me come. I need it.”


“Who are you?” I demanded, still moving torturously slow inside her.


“I’m Emma,” she whispered, her eyes locking with mine. “I’m your wife.”


Something about hearing those words from Veronica’s mouth pushed me over the edge. I resumed my punishing pace, driving into her with renewed vigor. She came almost immediately, her body convulsing around me, her scream muffled by my hand clamped firmly over her mouth again. I followed seconds later, emptying myself inside her with a guttural groan, hatred and pleasure washing over me in equal measure.


I sagged against the wall, my breath coming in ragged gasps as the reality of what we’d just done crashed over me. My wife’s funeral. Behind the church. With her cousin’s body. Jesus Christ, what was wrong with me? And yet, I couldn’t deny the relief flooding through me—not just physical release, but something deeper. Some primal part of me had needed this, needed to reclaim Emma in whatever form she took.


Veronica—Emma—stood shakily, adjusting her torn underwear and smoothing down her dress. Her carefully styled hair was now a mess, makeup smudged, lipstick all but gone. My release trickled down her inner thigh, and she made a half-hearted attempt to clean herself with a tissue from her purse.


“Shit,” she muttered, her voice sounding different somehow. “This dress costs more than your monthly mortgage payment.”


I tucked myself away and zipped up my pants, shame and satisfaction warring within me. When I looked up at her face, I noticed something had changed in her eyes. The cold, calculating gleam that was pure Veronica had softened, replaced by something warmer, more familiar. More Emma.


“Calvin, I…” she started, then paused, running a hand through her disheveled hair. “I’m sorry. This was stupid. So fucking stupid.” She shook her head. “Taking over Veronica of all people. What was I thinking?”


I stared at her, taken aback by the sudden shift. “Emma?” Was she more herself again?


“When I was Mandy, I didn’t realize how much of a bitch Veronica actually was,” she continued, leaning against the wall for support. “My memories of her were intact, but Mandy had no emotional response to seeing her. It was just… information. But being inside her head…” She shuddered. “It’s like swimming in toxic waste.”


“You sound different,” I said cautiously. “More like yourself.”


She looked down at her hands—Veronica’s hands—with disgust. “I feel more like myself. Less… Veronica.” She looked up at me, her eyes wide with realization. “It’s the sex, isn’t it? Just like with Mandy. Having sex with you brings me back, makes me stronger than the host.”


I nodded slowly. “Seems that way. You were acting like a complete bitch before.”


“I know,” she said, genuine remorse in her voice. “And the worst part is, I was enjoying it. Veronica gets off on being cruel. It’s like a drug.” She reached out and touched my face gently. “I’m so sorry, Calvin. For all of this. For making you fuck me at my own funeral, for Christ’s sake.”


“It’s not entirely your fault,” I admitted. “I could have said no.”


She gave a small, sad laugh. “But you didn’t. And I’m glad you didn’t.” She gestured to herself. “This is helping. I’m stronger now. More me.”


I straightened my tie, trying to make myself presentable again. “So sex with me is really like an anchor? It helps you stay you, no matter whose body you’re in?”


“Seems that way,” she said, attempting to fix her makeup using her phone’s camera. “God, we look like we just had sex behind a dumpster.”


“We did just have sex behind a dumpster.”


“Fair point.” She sighed, giving up on her appearance.


Emma did her best to make herself presentable, using a compact mirror from Veronica’s purse to fix her smudged makeup. Her hands moved with Veronica’s practiced efficiency, but there was a gentleness to her movements now, less of the sharp, aggressive energy that had dominated her earlier.


“How do I look?” she asked, smoothing down her dress.


“Like someone who just had rough sex behind a funeral home, but trying really hard to hide it,” I answered honestly.


She laughed—a sound that was somewhere between Veronica’s tinkling fake laugh and Emma’s genuine one. “Well, it’ll have to do.” She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. “We need to figure out what happens next. I can’t stay in Veronica forever.”


“Where’s Mandy?” I asked. “Could you go back to her?”


Emma shook her head. “Probably long gone by now. You should have seen her at the coffee shop after we switched—completely freaked out. Poor thing looked like she’d just woken up from a nightmare.” She frowned. “I feel bad about that. She didn’t ask for any of this.”


I glanced toward the funeral home. “What about someone else here? Someone who wouldn’t be missed for a while? At least for as long as it takes us to find someone else out there?”


“Like who? A friend? Family?” She shuddered. “I don’t think I can do that, Calvin. One good thing about Veronica is she doesn’t give a shit about my death. She’s just here because it’s the socially expected thing to do.” She gestured toward the building. “Everyone else in there is grieving me. I’m not ready to feel that—to grieve myself through someone else’s emotions. It would be too much.”


I nodded, understanding. The psychological implications of inhabiting someone who was actively mourning you were disturbing to contemplate.


“We’ll figure something out,” I said, checking my watch. “But we should do it quickly, before you start feeling more like Veronica again.”


“God, please don’t let that happen.” She shuddered. “Being Veronica is like having your brain marinated in entitlement and spite. The longer I’m in here, the harder it is to remember who I really am.”


We made our way back to the cemetery, trying to look casual. I noticed Ashley watching us, her eyes narrowing slightly as she took in Veronica’s disheveled appearance and the fact that we’d both been absent at the same time. She didn’t say anything, but the knowing look on her face made my stomach twist with guilt. How much did she suspect?


The service ended without further drama, and the guests began to disperse. Emma and I stuck around to mingle, both of us desperate for some kind of solution. We needed a host who had no link to Emma and no one would miss for at least long enough to get back home.


“What’s up with you and Veronica?” Ashley whispered to me as she passed by. “You two seem awfully chummy all of a sudden.”


“She... asked about Emma’s will,” I lied smoothly. “Wanted to know if she’d been left anything.”


“Typical.” Ashley rolled her eyes, though she still seemed skeptical. “Did you tell her she’s in line for a lifetime supply of free Botox and fake tits?”


“Something like that...” I trailed off, catching sight of the priest who’d presided over the ceremony. He was packing up his things, helped by a young woman in a simple black dress. “Excuse me for a sec,” I said to Ashley, already moving toward the duo.


They watched me approach with polite smiles, the young woman standing slightly behind the priest, fiddling with her cross necklace.


“Hi, thank you so much for the service,” I said, shaking the priest’s hand. “It was lovely. Very... touching.”


“Thank you, son,” the priest said with a benevolent smile.


I stared at the nun, my mind racing. “I’m sorry, I didn’t catch your name,” I said, holding out my hand to her.


“Sister Margaret,” she replied quietly, taking my hand in a firm shake.


“Sister Margaret, lovely.” I glanced around, trying to look nonchalant. “Would you mind me introducing you to my wife’s cousin? She... she keeps talking about wanting to get closer to God, but I think she’s too afraid to ask.” I lowered my voice, leaning in closer.


The priest and Sister Margaret exchanged glances. The poor girl, in her twenties, was pretty, in a quiet, innocent way. Her blonde hair was tucked neatly under her veil, and her blue eyes were wide and trusting. She seemed particularly uneasy in her conservative black dress. “I’d be happy to talk to her,” the priest said. “Where is she?”


“Oh, no need to bother yourself, Father. I think a woman’s touch might work better with this one.” I gave Sister Margaret an encouraging smile. “If you could spare five minutes, Sister?”


She hesitated, glancing at the priest for permission, which he granted with a nod.


“I’d be honored to help,” she mumbled, her voice barely audible.


“Wonderful.” I led her away, searching for Emma. I spotted her across the cemetery, chatting with a group of well-wishers. “There she is.”


I approached, Sister Margaret in tow, and tapped Emma on the shoulder. She turned around, her face lighting up with a false smile when she saw the nun. It seemed to take all of her self-control to keep her eyes from rolling out of her head. “Calvin! How lovely! What’s this?”


“I wanted to introduce you to Sister Margaret,” I said, nudging the shy nun forward. “She wanted to talk to you about... about getting closer to God. I know it’s something you’ve been thinking about a lot lately.”


“Of course,” Emma said with a tight smile, keeping her hands folded in front of her. It was pretty obvious that my wife, as Veronica, found the idea of becoming a nun laughable. I had to elbow her slightly to get her to shake the nun’s hand. She extended her arm stiffly, giving the sister a limp handshake.


For a moment, the two women stared at each other, the tension thick between them. Then, Sister Margaret blinked and straightened her shoulders, her expression changing slightly, blushing. In the meantime, Veronica’s eyes widened. She looked around in confusion, her gaze finally settling on her hands, still encased in the nun’s. She let go of the nun’s hands as if they were on fire and stumbled backward a few steps.


“What on earth?” Veronica mumbled, her voice shaky. Veronica’s relatives and friends looked over, some of them clearly concerned about her sudden change in demeanor. Veronica didn’t seem to be one to show uncertainty or weakness. Obviously aware that she was being watched, she quickly regained her composure, flashing her usual, plastic smile.


“Everything alright, dear?” asked an elderly man, who I recognized as her father.


“Perfectly fine, Daddy,” she said smoothly, brushing a lock of hair from her forehead. “Erm... I’m sorry,” she told the nun. “You were saying?” She clearly had no idea what she was doing here, but her pride wouldn’t allow her to show it.


Sister Margaret, meanwhile, had been staring at Veronica, her blush deepening. “Oh, yes. I just wanted to tell you that...” She was stammering, looking around her, and fiddling with her dress. She kept stealing glances at me, her blush intensifying every time our eyes met. “Nothing important... Sorry for bothering you...”


“I’ll accompany the sister back to the priest,” I said to all present. “Please, enjoy the refreshments.” And then, in a whisper, I said to the nun, “Come with me.”


We walked a few steps away, out of earshot. “Are you...” I asked the sister, who was now trailing behind me.


“Emma? Yes, it’s me,” the sister mumbled. Her voice was barely audible. It seemed like she was even shyer than before.


“How do you feel?” I asked, looking over my shoulder.


“A bit... disgusted?” the sister said, clearly struggling to find the right word. “Disappointed, maybe?” She shuddered, her arms wrapped tightly around her waist as we walked.


“About us...? Behind the church?”


She bit her lower lip, her cheeks now bright red. “No... I mean yes... But I was thinking about being Veronica... What a...”


“Bitch?” I offered.


“Horrible person,” she corrected me, frowning slightly at my word choice. She turned to look at the priest, standing a few dozen yards away, conflicting emotions playing across her face. “Calvin, I... I know we planned for me to leave with you but...”


“But?”


She sighed, her breath shaky. “Would you mind waiting for a few minutes? I promised Father O’Brien that I’d help him pack up and get everything back to the parish.”


“How long is a few more minutes? Can’t you find an excuse to leave early,” I asked, uneasy with the idea of letting her out of my sight.


“It’s just that... I feel like I have a duty here,” she said, looking down at her feet. “And to... God?” She looked at her hands as if they weren’t her own. “I don’t know how to explain.”


I sighed. “Right. You’re a nun now. Should have seen that coming.” I shook my head, frustrated. “Alright, you help Father...”


“O’Brien...”


“O’Brien,” I repeated. “You help him pack and load his car, then meet me at mine. Promise?”


“I promise,” the sister said, her smile beatific. She gave me a little wave before hurrying back toward the priest. Fuck, I thought to myself, watching her go. A nun. Of all the people I could have chosen, why the hell did I pick a nun?
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Chapter 3: Good Morning


Sometimes when waking up, as your brain slowly comes back to life, it can take a moment or two to re-orient yourself, to figure out where you are and why. The unfamiliar face of a twenty year old woman sleeping peacefully next to you doesn’t help. I squinted, blinking away the sleep from my eyes, and remembered everything that had happened the day before. “Shit...” I whispered, sitting up in bed and looking at my wife’s new body.


“Hm?” came a sleepy reply from the other side of the bed. Emma turned over and stretched, the sheets falling off her and revealing her bare, perky tits. She looked up at me with a smile, her eyes half closed. “Did you say something, mister?” she asked, giggling. Her voice was light and playful, her words coming out in a sing-song way.


“Just wondering how the hell this happened,” I said. I reached over and gently traced the curve of her breast with my finger, admiring its youthful firmness. I frowned, suddenly feeling uncomfortable, like I was taking advantage of a college kid. My wife may have been inside that body, but it was someone else’s body that I was enjoying.


“What?” she said, raising an eyebrow. “You don’t like my new boobs?” She pouted cutely.


I chuckled. “I do, but they’re not yours. I just want to make sure I’m not making you uncomfortable, you know?”


She sat up, the bed sheets falling further down, revealing the toned, sexy curve of her hips and stomach. “I thought I’d made that pretty clear, like, when I was riding your face last night...” she said, raising her eyebrow again. “Anyway, it feels like my boobs now.” She cupped them in her hands, lifting and jiggling them. “See?”


“Alright, alright,” I said, holding up my hands in surrender, grinning. “Just wanted to make sure.”


“Mm-hmm,” she murmured, leaning in and kissing me, her tongue slipping into my mouth, her hand reaching down and grabbing my morning wood. “And I’m sure I’ll feel the exact same way about the next pair of tits I’ll manage to borrow for you to stare at, okay?” she said with a giggle, slowly stroking my cock.


“Stare at?” I grinned.


“Or play with, suck on, whatever...” She winked, then pulled back the sheets and slid her body on top of mine.


“How are you feeling?” I asked as she settled herself against me. “Do you still feel like Emma? More like yourself?”


“A bit less after waking up, I think.” She held my dick between her legs, teasing her pussy lips with the head, her warm wetness sending shivers down my spine. “Let’s fix that, okay?”


A phone buzzed on the bedside table. Emma glanced over at it. “Shit,” she said, sighing.


“What?”


“It’s my sister...” She picked up the phone and swiped the screen.


“Your sister?” I asked, confused. Why would Ashley be texting her? Had she been in contact with her family since her sudden resurrection?


“I mean Mandy’s sister. She wants to know where I am,” she said, quickly tapping on the screen. “I don’t usually spend the night out, I guess.”


I slowly stroked her thighs as she texted, enjoying the smooth, silky feeling of her warm skin. She had a small butterfly tattoo on her ankle that looked brand new. I ran my fingers along the lines of ink, wondering what the story was there. “How does a hottie like Mandy manage to stay pure for so long in college?” I wondered out loud, still stroking the butterfly. “She looks like the type of girl that gets around.”


“Fuck you, Cal,” she groaned, looking at me and frowning. “What is that supposed to even mean?” she added, sounding annoyed.


Shit, was she taking it personally? “I didn’t mean you, Em, sorry... I was just curious, that’s all.”


“Right...” she muttered. She put the phone down and looked at me, her eyes narrowing. “Well, maybe girls don’t always want to jump into bed with some random dude they met at the club.”


“Fair enough...”


“Or maybe some girls don’t have time for dating, especially when they work full time and take night classes.” She pushed her phone away and climbed off of me.


I looked at her, a bit confused. “You’re really mad at me?”


She sighed and rubbed her face. “No, yes... I don’t know...” She turned back to me. “I’m not just like, a ghost pulling strings inside some other chick’s body, Cal.” She pointed at her chest, tapping it. “I’m actually in her head, okay? When you’re mean to her, you’re being mean to me, too, you get it?”


I nodded, realizing she was right. “That was insensitive of me. I didn’t mean it that way, Em. I’m sorry.”


“Ah! Don’t worry about it, old man,” she said, smiling. “I mean, I’m not really sure how to deal with all this shit either.”


Right, she was struggling with her new reality as much as I was. “Listen, I guess embracing this weird paranormal situation is nice and all, but the truth is we don’t really understand how it works, right?”


“Right...” she said, nodding. “So?”


I shook my head. “So maybe we still ought to do a bit of research on our own before we just give up trying to understand what’s happening, yeah?”


Emma chuckled. “You wanna science the shit outta me?” She laughed.


“Well, you are a pretty unique phenomenon, aren’t you?”


“Yeah, I suppose, Mister Scientist.”


“I’m no scientist,” I said, sitting up in bed, “but that doesn’t mean we shouldn’t try to understand what’s going on. Though I guess real scientists would freak out if they found out about you.”


“Definitely,” Emma agreed. “They’d probably lock me in some sort of secret lab and stick electrodes in my brain to see what happened.” She shivered, hugging her knees. “No thanks.”


“I wouldn’t let that happen,” I said, wrapping my arm around her, kissing her softly on her shoulder. “We’ll figure it out together.”


She snuggled up to me and rested her head on my chest. “Okay, Mister Scientist,” she whispered. She sighed happily and closed her eyes, relaxing against me. “You know what?” she asked after a while, breaking the peaceful silence that had settled over the room.


“What?” I asked, stroking her hair.


“There’s that girl I know from high school... Well, that Mandy knows,” she said, sitting up. “Big nerd, she was in all the advanced science classes, graduated early, went to some fancy university, got her PhD, or Masters, or whatever.”


I frowned. “I thought we just agreed no scientists?”


She smirked, a mischievous twinkle in her eye. “What if I am the scientist?”


I blinked, trying to process what she meant. “What if you’re the... Wait, are you saying what I think you’re saying?”


“I’m saying, what if I take over her body? I’ll become the scientist, and then I’ll science the shit outta me, right?”


That wasn’t such a bad idea, actually. But I had to laugh at the thought of Emma suddenly turning into a nerd.


My wife noticed my expression. “She’s hot too,” she teased “In a hot lesbian bookworm type of way.” She giggled. “You’d like her.”


I rolled my eyes. “You know that doesn’t really matter, Em.”


She pressed a finger against my lips, shushing me. “Don’t even, Cal. You were totally checking me out in Mandy’s body.” She grinned. “I saw you. You’re still doing it right now.”


“I was checking YOU out, Em. Not her,” I lied, kissing the tip of her finger.


“Mmhmm,” she hummed doubtfully. “Sure, mister. You weren’t checking these out at all, were you?” she asked, taking my hands and putting them on her breasts, winking at me. “Or this?” She slid my left hand down her stomach and between her legs. “Come on, Cal. Admit it. You were super turned on when I came at you in Mandy’s body. You couldn’t wait to get inside her panties.”


If it was a trap, I couldn’t help but fall into it. I groaned as my fingers slipped into her tight pussy, feeling her wetness. Emma moaned and pushed herself against me, grinding her hips. “I was turned on,” I admitted, kissing her, “I just don’t want you to take it the wrong way.”


She rolled her eyes, her childish pout returning. “Let’s make things clear, Cal. I’m myself but, like, I feel like Mandy too. I don’t really mind you checking her out because in a way it’s like you’re checking ME out, you know?”


“We were talking about that nerdy friend of yours...”


“Exactly!” She grinned. “And I’ll be her, too. And then you can check me out in her body, and it’ll be fine.”


I nodded, still a bit uncomfortable with the idea, but I could see the logic. “Okay.”


She laughed, seeing my expression. “Okay, okay, maybe there’s also some of that weird arousal thing going on too.” She looked at me sheepishly. “Since I came back it’s like... I can’t stop thinking about pleasing you. I’m, like, really horny all the time. I don’t think it’s just Mandy, or Clara, I think it’s, like, me? Pleasing you feels... super important...”


Whatever had brought her back to life had definitely changed her. We sure hadn’t fucked the way we did last night in ages. It was like a hunger, an all consuming desire that couldn’t be sated. I didn’t need a PhD to figure out that her constant arousal, aimed at me, had something to do with the fact making me cum seemed to strengthen her hold on the body she was in. Was I her battery?


A phone buzzed again. It was my turn this time. I reached out and grabbed it, glancing at the screen. A wave of dread washed over me, sobering me up immediately. “Fuck,” I groaned.


“What?”


“It’s Ashley. She’s asking me what time we’re supposed to meet up at the cemetery tomorrow.”


“Oh...” Emma whispered. “Shit.”


I shook my head, sighing. “I was supposed to go over the last details for the burial with her.” The burial of my wife, currently straddling me in the naked body of a twenty year old girl. Flashes of Emma’s corpse lying peacefully in that open casket flashed through my mind, making me queasy. For a moment, the teenager on top of me seemed like a stranger, Mandy, her big innocent eyes staring at me, her hands on my chest. “Should I tell her?” I wondered out loud.


“Tell her what, that I’m back from the dead?” She scoffed. “Why?”


“Because she’s your sister. She’s suffering too. We shouldn’t keep it from her.”


Emma shook her head, frowning slightly. “I’m sorry for her but... I don’t know... The more people who know, the more complicated things become, right?”


She had a point, but still. I felt guilty. “So what? I just go to the funeral, stand next to her, and watch the casket being lowered into the ground, knowing the whole time it’s not you in there?”


She shrugged, as if the thought didn’t bother her at all. “Sure. I mean, what’s the alternative, Cal? You tell Ashley I’m alive, then we tell Mom and Dad? What about my friends, huh?” I gulped, seeing where she was going with this. “If you don’t go to the funeral, it’ll look weird. People might start to suspect something.”


I couldn’t argue with her. I grabbed my head in my hands, groaning. “I can’t do this,” I mumbled. “I’m losing my mind.”


Emma sighed and took my hand. She kissed my palm, softly. “I’ll come with you.”


I looked up at her. “What? You’re not serious!”


“Hey! It’s my own god damned funeral, Cal! Why can’t I go?”


I laughed despite myself. “This is so fucked up.”


Mandy’s phone buzzed again. Emma frowned and picked it up. “I really need to get going though. My parents are worried about me. And, um, I have a shift this afternoon.”


I couldn’t help but smile at that. Even in death, life continued. “Right. We wouldn’t want to ruin Mandy’s life. Especially if you’re already planning to jump ship, huh?” I teased.


She climbed off my lap and stretched, yawning. “I’ll go home, talk to them, let them know I’m okay, and tomorrow I’ll meet you at the funeral. After that, I’ll go find the girl and, well, you know.” She smirked, then bent down to pick up her underwear from the floor. She slipped her panties on and then looked at me over her shoulder. “Why don’t you go ahead and, um, text Ashley?” She smiled. “I’m gonna go take a shower, okay?”


“Right...” I said, watching her naked body disappear behind the bathroom door.
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Chapter 9: Interrogation


We sat in the living room, Katherine perched on the edge of an armchair like she might need to bolt at any moment. Emma and I took the couch, careful to maintain some distance between us—Sister Margaret’s body language still betrayed discomfort at too much physical contact, especially with an audience.


“So let me get this straight,” Katherine said, her scientific skepticism evident in every syllable. “You’re claiming that your wife’s consciousness somehow transferred from her dead body into a series of living women, and now resides in…” she gestured toward Emma, “a nun?”


“I know how it sounds,” I admitted.


“It sounds like the plot of a bad sci-fi movie,” Katherine replied, adjusting her glasses. “Or actually, it reminds me of ‘The Man from Earth.’ Have you seen it?”


Emma and I exchanged blank looks.


“No? Well it’s about a man who also makes impossible claims to a bunch of scholars. She smirked. “Sister Margaret probably wouldn’t like how it ends. Though I suppose it’s an unpleasant comparison in this case, since it would imply you two are telling the truth, which is ridiculous.”


“We are telling the truth,” Emma said quietly. “I know it defies scientific explanation, but—”


“It defies logic,” Katherine interrupted. “Consciousness isn’t transferable. As I said, it’s a product of specific neural patterns in a specific brain. You can’t just… hop from one brain to another like changing clothes.”


“And yet, that’s exactly what’s happening,” I insisted. “Emma can tell you things only she would know. About our life together, about conversations we had that no one else heard.


Katherine waved this away. “Cold reading techniques. Or maybe you coached her. There are a dozen more plausible explanations than consciousness transfer. It’s not like I would even be able to tell if she’s telling the truth. I don’t know any of you.”


“What about the missing time?” Emma reminded her. “Mandy can’t remember what happened when I was in her body. Clara at the funeral home couldn’t remember the days I spent as her. There’s a pattern.”


This gave Katherine pause. She tapped her fingers against her knee, thinking. “Memory gaps can be caused by trauma, drugs, alcohol—”


“Or by someone else driving your body,” I finished for her.


Katherine sighed. “Fine. Let’s say, for the sake of argument, I entertain this hypothesis. How exactly does this… transfer work? Is it voluntary? Is there a trigger?”


Emma and I exchanged another look, this one more uncomfortable.


“It seems to happen through touch,” Emma explained. “Physical contact with another woman. But staying ‘myself’ within the new body… that’s more complicated.”


I cleared my throat. “We’ve noticed that Emma’s personality becomes more dominant after… intimate contact.”


“Intimate contact,” Katherine repeated flatly.


Emma’s cheeks flushed crimson. “Sexual intercourse,” she clarified, her voice barely above a whisper. “With Calvin. It seems to… strengthen my hold on the host body.”


Katherine’s eyebrows shot up. “So you’re telling me that not only does your wife’s consciousness magically transfer between bodies, but you need to have sex with her to keep her from… what, fading away?”


“Not fading away entirely,” I explained, feeling heat rise to my own face. “She retains her memories regardless. But her personality, her… Emma-ness… it gets weaker without physical contact. She starts acting more like the host.”


“How convenient for you,” Katherine said dryly. “Your wife dies, but you get to keep sleeping with her in a variety of new bodies. Sounds like a male fantasy to me.”


“It’s not like that,” Emma protested, her voice stronger now. “This isn’t something we wanted or planned. We’re just trying to understand it.”


Katherine studied us for a long moment, her scientific curiosity clearly at war with her skepticism. “How long can you maintain your… dominance without this ‘recharging’?”


“We don’t know exactly,” I admitted. “We haven’t been willing to test it for too long.”


“I stayed in Clara’s body for about two days,” Emma added. “Then I switched to Mandy. By the end of the third day, I felt mostly like her until Calvin and I... reconnected.”


“You mean until he fucked you,” Katherine said bluntly.


Emma winced at the crude language, Lisa’s sensibilities clearly offended. “Yes,” she said stiffly. “After that, I was more myself again.”


Katherine turned to me. “So you had sex with Mandy—my friend Mandy—while your wife was, what, possessing her?”


The accusation in her tone made me defensive. “It wasn’t like that. It was Emma, in Mandy’s body. Emma consented. Emma wanted it.”


“But Mandy didn’t consent,” Katherine pointed out, her voice hardening. “Mandy wasn’t even present to consent. You had sex with my friend’s body while she was… what, unconscious? Absent? Do you realize how that sounds?”


“I thought you didn’t believe us,” I countered. “You said it was a bad sci-fi plot. Why worry about consent if you don’t believe it’s real?”


“Because,” Katherine said, “if it is real—and that’s still a big ‘if’—then you’re taking advantage of vulnerable women.”


I stood up, startling both Katherine and Emma. “And what was I supposed to do? Just ignore her, let my wife’s consciousness fade away until there was nothing left of her? Watch her die a second time?” My anger, fueled by fear and grief, boiled over and seemed to take Katherine by surprise, her hand reaching for her pocket and the pepper spray within. “So far her hosts have been completely clueless about what happened during the time she was possessing them. It’s like they blacked out, and they remember nothing. So yeah, I’ll happily fuck my wife, in whatever body she’s in, to keep her from disappearing. That’s not me taking advantage, that’s me being a husband.”


Dr. Winters stared at me, mouth agape, then frowned slightly. “Well,” she muttered after a pause. “I think a demonstration is in order.”
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Chapter 10: Self Science


“A demonstration,” Katherine repeated, leaning forward in her chair. “I want to see this transfer happen. If what you’re claiming is true, I need to observe it firsthand.”


“You want Emma to… transfer into you?” I asked, not quite believing what I was hearing.


Katherine nodded, her scientific curiosity clearly overriding her skepticism. “If this is real, I want to experience it. And if it’s not, then no harm done, right?”


Emma shifted uncomfortably beside me. “Before we do this, you need to understand what you’re consenting to. I’ll have access to your memories, your thoughts. I’ll be… you, in a way.”


“And I’ll be unconscious? Or gone?” Katherine asked, her scientific precision evident even in her skepticism.


“Not gone,” Emma explained. “Just… dormant. When I leave, you won’t remember anything that happened while I was in control.”


Katherine snorted. “How convenient. No witnesses to your ‘possession.’” She made air quotes with her fingers. “But fine, I consent to being ‘possessed’ by your dead wife.” Her sarcasm was thick enough to cut with a knife. “Thanks for asking, by the way. At least you’re not having Calvin’s wife switch with me without my consent.”


The barb hit home, and I winced. “We’re trying to do this right.”


“There’s another problem,” Emma explained to the scientist, her brow furrowing. “Sister Margaret. When I leave her body, she’s going to be very confused. She’ll have no idea how she got here or who you are.”


“She might call the police,” Katherine added with a smirk. “Kidnapping a nun is probably a felony.”


Emma stood up and began pacing, a gesture that looked strange on Sister Margaret’s normally composed body. “I need to take something to keep her calm when she wakes up. Something mild.”


“Oh, sure,” Katherine said, her voice dripping with sarcasm. “Let’s add drugging a nun to the list of crimes. Why not?”


Despite her harsh words, Katherine made no move to stop us or leave. Her scientific curiosity was clearly winning out over her ethical concerns.


“I don’t like this,” I said, following Emma as she headed toward our bathroom. “Drugging her seems wrong.”


“What choice do we have?” Emma countered, opening the medicine cabinet with the familiarity of someone who had done it a thousand times. “If she wakes up in a strange house with strange people, she’ll panic. This will just… take the edge off.”


She reached for a prescription bottle I recognized—mild anti-anxiety medication she’d been prescribed years ago after a particularly stressful period at work. She shook three pills into her palm.


“I used to take these when my nerves got bad,” she explained, though I already knew. “Sometimes to help me sleep. They’re not strong, taken alone. But three of them should make Lisa drowsy enough not to panic.”


Emma swallowed the pills with a handful of water from the sink. A few minutes later, she sat down heavily on the edge of the tub, her eyelids already growing heavy.


We returned to the living room where Katherine was waiting, her expression a mixture of scientific fascination and moral judgment. She didn’t seem particularly concerned to see the nun’s eyes growing glassy, her body swaying slightly as the drugs kicked in.


“So,” she said, standing up and brushing invisible lint from her jeans. “How do we do this? Do I need to touch her, or…?”


Emma nodded slowly. “Physical contact seems to be the trigger. A handshake should be enough.”


Katherine extended her hand, her skepticism evident in the slight smirk on her face. “Well, Sister whatever, it was nice meeting you. I look forward to being possessed by a dead woman.”


Emma took a deep breath and reached out, clasping Katherine’s hand firmly in her own.


For a moment, nothing happened. Emma and Katherine stood frozen, hands clasped, while I held my breath. Then Katherine’s body jerked slightly, her eyes widening in shock.


“Holy shit,” she breathed, her voice still Katherine’s but somehow different—more hesitant, more surprised. “It worked. It actually worked.” She released Emma’s hand and staggered back, staring at her own palms in wonder. “I’m… I’m in her body. I’m Katherine. But I’m Emma.”


Sister Margaret swayed on her feet, her eyes unfocused. The medication was clearly taking effect, making her movements sluggish as she looked around in confusion.


“Where… where am I?” she mumbled, her voice slurred. “What’s happening?”


I moved quickly to guide her to the couch, helping her sit down. “It’s okay,” I said soothingly, though I knew it was anything but okay for her. “You’re safe. Just rest.”


Katherine—or rather, Emma in Katherine’s body—was examining herself with scientific precision, running her hands over her arms, touching her face, adjusting to her new form.


“The neural pathways are so different,” she said, her voice taking on Katherine’s clinical tone but with Emma’s wonder behind it. “Everything is… sharper somehow. More analytical. I can feel how her brain processes information. It’s like thinking in high definition.”


She turned to look at Sister Margaret, who was now slumping against the couch cushions, her eyelids heavy. “And what a contrast! Going from that rigid, faith-structured mind to this…” She tapped her temple. “Katherine’s brain is like a supercomputer compared to hers. No offense to the nun, but it’s like going from a horse-drawn carriage to a Tesla.”


I couldn’t tell how much of this assessment was Emma and how much was Katherine’s own ego coloring Emma’s perceptions. The disdain for religious thinking certainly sounded more like the skeptical scientist than my wife.


“Oh, and I’m really turned on,” Katherine added, grinning as she cupped her breasts through her shirt and biting her lip as her gaze wandered to me. “Which is very unusual, because I’m... she’s supposed to be a lesbian.”


I felt my face grow warm. “Can we maybe not talk about Katherine’s body’s, um, reactions?”


“We need to get me into an MRI,” Emma continued as if I hadn’t spoken, pacing now with Katherine’s energetic stride. “And an EEG. We should monitor brain activity during the transfer. And we’ll need blood samples to check for hormonal changes. Oh! And we should—”


“Whoa, slow down,” I interrupted, placing a hand on her shoulder. It felt strange touching Katherine’s body while knowing Emma was inside. “One step at a time.”


Emma nodded, pushing Katherine’s glasses up her nose in a gesture that was pure scientist. “You’re right. Methodical approach. First things first.” She looked back at Sister Margaret, who was now barely conscious. “The medication is working. Good. That gives us some time.”


She closed her eyes suddenly, her brow furrowing in concentration. “I can see them,” she whispered. “The threads. Just like when I transferred from Veronica to Lisa. Mental pathways, memories, emotions… they’re all connected by these… threads of consciousness.”


“You can see inside her mind?” I asked, not quite understanding.


“Not see, exactly. It’s more like… feeling. Sensing.” Emma’s eyes remained closed, her face a mask of concentration. “There’s one that’s particularly strong. It’s fascinating. Let me just…”


Without warning, Katherine’s body shuddered violently. Her back arched, her mouth falling open in a silent gasp. Her hands gripped the arms of the chair so tightly her knuckles turned white. A deep, guttural moan escaped her throat as her body convulsed in what was unmistakably an intense orgasm.


Sister Margaret, even in her drugged state, looked scandalized. I stood frozen, completely bewildered.


After several seconds, Emma relaxed, Katherine’s body going limp in the chair. A slow, satisfied smile spread across her face.


“Well,” she said, her voice breathless. “That was unexpected.”


“What the hell just happened?” I demanded. “Did you just cum?”


Emma nodded slowly and straightened up, adjusting Katherine’s rumpled clothing with a smirk that looked perfectly at home on the scientist’s face. “I think I found a solution to our problem.”
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Chapter 11: Memory


“The threads,” Emma explained, her mind clearly racing with the implications. “I don’t know what they are exactly. A neural map? A mental representation of Katherine’s thoughts?” She paced the living room, her movements sharp and precise. “Hardware, software, that’s basically the question. We’d really need to see what happens inside the brain to start drawing conclusions. A PET scan would really—”


“Emma,” I cut in, holding up a hand. “You’re getting sidetracked again. Focus. You said you found a solution.”


She stopped, turning to face me. “I think I can alter my... her brain. Rewire her neural connections, on the fly. Nothing big, or not easily. We’re talking about very specific tweaks, editing memories, small suggestions?”


I stared at her, trying to process the implications. “So you could what, create memories to explain the missing time? Make her not suspicious?”


“Her or anyone else!” Emma said, her eyes gleaming with Katherine’s intellectual excitement. “I could create an explanation for the missing time they’d accept as their own. Make Sister Margery—”


“Margaret...” I corrected. It was fascinating to see how even basic information like names didn’t seem to carry over that well. I guess Katherine herself was bad with names, or didn’t care enough to remember them.


“Margaret, right. I could make her think she just felt like having some time away from the convent.”


“She told Father O’Brien she had a family emergency,” I reminded her.


“But if they ever speak with her family they’ll find out it wasn’t true,” Emma countered. “I need to create a plausible memory, that she had doubts, needed to think about her faith, get some rest, all of that.


“Let’s not fuck with her faith. She seems to take it seriously.” I warned, still feeling guilty about involving her.


“Right. Right,” Emma said, clearly distracted by the possibilities. “Whatever would work best, obviously.” She turned to the drugged nun on the couch. “It will take a couple of hours for her to fully metabolize the medication. I’ll take over, and once she’s more lucid, we’ll get her back to the convent, and then I’ll switch back with Katherine, leaving that girl with a peaceful, private memory of her little sabbatical.”


I sighed in relief. “Thank God.”


My wife looked at me, laughing. “Thank Katherine. She knows exactly what she’s doing. Being inside her brain... it’s like, it all just makes sense.” She tapped Katherine’s temple. “Everything is clearer. I’m so much smarter, so much more... capable...”


I snorted. “With the ego to match, apparently.”


She smirked, hands on her hips. “You’re just jealous that I’m a genius now.”


“You’re using HER brain,” I corrected. “That’s cheating. She’s the genius.”


She stepped closer, running a hand down my chest. “I’m using HER entire body, but I can share.”


Sister Margaret groaned from the couch, her eyes fluttering open slightly, still confused and drowsy.


“I thought you were a lesbian now,” I said with a weak smile as Emma’s fingers started to undo the buttons of my jeans.


“Mmm, I am. I mean, she is.” Emma’s fingers were now on my belt buckle, pushing me toward an armchair. She looked up at me, her eyes, Katherine’s eyes, full of a familiar hunger. “Seems like you’re the exception to the rule, no matter what brain I’m using. And this body is... aching for you.”


“Emma, not in front of—”


“Shhh, she’s barely conscious,” she whispered, sliding to her knees in front of me. “And I won’t let her remember anyway.”


She fished my hardening cock out of my pants, staring at it with a confused fascination. “I’ve never touched a dick before.” She giggled.


I chuckled. “Seems like the theme for this week.”


“Right?” she said, her fingers tracing the length of my shaft. “Not that I mind. I should, but I don’t.” She leaned in closer, her tongue darting out to taste the tip of my cock. “Salty.” She laughed. “Of course it’s salty. I know it is. But I don’t. Fascinating!” She swirled her tongue around the head before taking me into her mouth, her movements at first tentative, then more confident as she drew on her own original memories, not Katherine’s, for how to please me.


I stared at her, at that fiery red hair, those black-rimmed glasses, the determined, focused look in her eyes as she worked my cock. My wife, the scientist, my wife, the lesbian, my wife, dead and alive, on her knees in front of me, sucking me off in the living room while a nun drooled on the couch behind us.


“Damn, you’re leaking a lot,” she said, pulling back to stroke me, a string of pre-cum connecting her lips to my cock. “I didn’t know you had a thing for nerdy girls.”


“I have a thing for my wife,” I grunted.


She looked up at me, smirking again. “Right. Of course,” she said sarcastically, bringing her hands up to her own breasts, squeezing them through her shirt. “These aren’t very impressive compared to Mandy’s, are they?” she asked, then looked down at them with a frown. “But you know what’s nice?”


“What?” I asked, my breath coming short.


“You can have all the tits in the world now, fuck any pussy you want, and you’ll still be fucking me. You’ll still be fucking your wife.” She leaned forward again, wrapping her lips around my cock and taking me deeper this time. Her free hand slipped down to her own jeans, undoing them and sliding inside.


Was this going to be our life now? An endless parade of new bodies, new experiences, each one a violation of someone else’s life, a theft of their autonomy, all in the name of preserving my wife’s impossible existence? I was tempted, despite myself. A new woman every day, a new set of curves to explore, a new personality to interact with, all containing the same soul, the same woman I loved. I felt a wave of nausea, followed by an equally strong wave of desire. Besides, what choice did we have? Let her fade away?


“Come on, fill my mouth,” she moaned around my cock, her hand working frantically between her own legs now. “I want to taste you. I want to feel you shoot down this lesbian’s throat.”


I moaned and laughed, sliding two fingers through the fiery red hair. “Damn, is Katherine’s brain making you this much of a freak?”


“Oh I’m a kinky girl, Calvin,” she said, pulling back to gasp for air. “You have no idea the kind of stuff Katherine is into. Just not dicks, usually.” She went back down on me with renewed enthusiasm, her tongue swirling around the head before she took me deep into her throat, gagging slightly.


I felt my climax approaching, my hips thrusting forward, fucking her mouth with a desperation I hadn’t felt since the first time I’d made love to Emma all those years ago. I could feel her moaning around my cock, her own orgasm building. I came with a groan, my cock pulsing, filling her mouth with my cum. She swallowed it all, her eyes rolling back in her head as she came from her own touch.


When I finally pulled away, she looked up at me, her face flushed, her glasses askew. She licked her lips, then pulled her fingers from her pants, sucking them clean with a wicked grin.


The poor nun on the couch moaned again, her head lolling to the side, staring at us with glazed, unfocused eyes.


“Oh, sorry,” Emma said nonchalantly, noticing her audience. “Forgot you were there.”


I leaned back in the armchair, my heart pounding, my mind reeling from the intensity of it all. “Feeling more like yourself?” I asked, watching as Emma stood up and adjusted her clothes.


“Yep,” she said, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. “Weird how this seems to work. You reach climax and it brings me back. Vaginal or oral, doesn’t seem to matter. I’m pretty sure a handjob would do the trick too. I can’t find a rational explanation for it. This is baffling.”


I stared at her, frowning.


“Relax, it really is me, Cal,” she said, chuckling. “Well as much me as I can be in this brain, evidently. More me, at least. I’m still smarter. That doesn’t seem to be going away no matter how many times you fuck me. I’m as smart as the person I’m in, period.”


I nodded, thoughtful and, I have to admit, a bit turned on by—


“Oh I can see the gears in your head turning,” she said, winking at me. “A hot bimbo brain, a genius brain, a shy brain... What will you want to stick your dick in next?” She looked down at Katherine’s body.


I cleared my throat, trying to get back to more serious matters before my own imagination got carried away. “Emma, we need to come up with a plausible cover story to explain Lisa’s absence. And for Katherine too. Make sure they both remember nothing.”


“Make me forget?!” Emma asked, her voice suddenly sharp, her eyes narrowing. “No way!”


I blinked. “We cant—”


“This is the discovery of a lifetime,” she continued, her voice taking on Katherine’s academic tone again. “We have to study this. Properly. With equipment. I can’t just forget it!”


“She’s gonna freak out!”


“No she won’t,” Emma said, her hand waving dismissively. “She’ll be cool. I know her, remember? I know her brain. I’m her, currently.”


I frowned again.


She sighed. “I’m still me, Jesus, Cal... I’m telling you that this is too big for her to want to forget it. Too big for her not to want to study it.”


I was too tired to argue. We’d asked for Katherine’s help because we weren’t ‘qualified’ to figure this out. Maybe she wasn’t either. This felt more like magic than science. But in any case, she certainly was more qualified than me, or Emma would under normal circumstances, or in most bodies.


“So what now?” I asked, feeling drained.


My wife picked up Katherine’s phone, unlocking it with her thumbprint. “Now I leave myself a message,” she said, her fingers flying across the screen. “Explaining everything, in a way that will make sense to her. I’ll play with her memories too, to make it obvious something weird happened, so she believes me when she watches the video.” She hit record and held the phone up.


“Hey Kat, it’s you. Or rather it’s me. It’s Emma, Calvin’s wife. So obviously this whole possession business is not bullshit. I’m in your body right now, which you won’t remember. I figured out I can play with memories, among other things, so I’ll give you a completely different set of memories from the time was here. But when you watch this, not remembering recording it, you’ll know something weird happened. No doubt you’ll want to learn more about whatever is going on here.” She paused, then added, “Help us, and we’ll let you study us. We need to get the nun back to her convent, so I need a body to switch back into once we’re done.” She lowered the phone, ending the recording with a smirk. “There.”


Sister Margaret was stirring again on the couch, her eyes fluttering open. “What...” she mumbled.


Emma moved to her side. “It’s okay, Margery,” she said, her voice calm.


“Sister Margaret... Lisa.” I sighed.


“Lisa,” Emma corrected herself. “It’s okay, Lisa. You’re safe. Just relax.” She placed a hand on the nun’s forehead, freezing for a moment.


The nun blinked, her eyes still glazed. “Oh dear... I’m...” She tried to sit up, her body still sluggish. “I’m... so tired...”


“Jesus, your wife is really out of it,” Emma commented with a smirk. Wait a minute...


“Katherine?” I asked, raising an eyebrow. I was expecting confusion, the same weird transition we saw with the others, but it was different this time. Instead of her acting like a confused Katherine waking up from a weird dream, she acted like she had been here all along.


“What?” she asked, looking over at me.


“You were just Emma,” I said, gesturing between the two of them.


“No I wasn’t,” she said with a confused frown. “I’ve been here the whole time. You two are nuts. I rest my case.” She stood up, adjusting her glasses. “It was entertaining, but I think it’s time for me to go. You clearly need some time to... process your grief and...” She gestured vaguely toward the nun. “Whatever this is.”


“Wait,” I said, standing up too. “What do you think happened here? What do you remember?”


Emma chuckled from the couch, apparently finding something funny in her own drugged confusion.


“What do you mean, what do I remember?” Katherine asked, her patience clearly wearing thin. “I came here because Mandy gave you my number and told you about the clinic. I admit the magician showing up and the clowns were entertaining, and the hypnotist act was a real hoot, but I have yet to see any evidence your wife came back from the dead.” She frowned. “That trick with the ceiling opening and birds flying out was pretty good, though. How did you...” She looked around, realizing how insane she sounded. “You’re fucking with me, aren’t you?”


Then, I laughed too, Katherine’s eyes narrowing.


“Did you drug me too?” she asked, looking at me, then at the still giggling nun.


“You should check your phone. There’s a video for you,” I said, leaning against the wall and crossing my arms.


She huffed and pulled her phone out, her thumb unlocking it. I watched as her face went from annoyance to confusion. She stared at the screen. “When did I...?”


“You didn’t. My wife did. Watch it.” I insisted.


She tapped the screen, her eyes widening as she watched herself, or rather, Emma in her body, explain the impossible. Her hand flew to her mouth, her breath catching.


“Oh my god,” she whispered, her eyes darting between the phone, the nun, and me. “This isn’t... You didn’t...” She looked at her hands, turning them over as if seeing them for the first time. “This is... This is real?”


“Real...” slurred Emma from the couch, her words barely audible. “Very... real...”


Katherine sat down hard next to her, her legs suddenly weak. “I don’t... How?” She took a deep breath, opened her mouth, then winced. “Ouch! Why does my jaw...” She trailed off, licking her lips, then ran her tongue over her teeth, her eyes wide with dawning horror. “No. No, no, no...”


I felt a sudden surge of guilt for my part in this. “Emma said you’d be okay with it,” I offered weakly.


“Okay with what? What the fuck did she do in my body?!” Katherine demanded, her voice rising in panic.


“Just... a quick blowjob,” I mumbled, unable to meet her eyes.


Katherine stared at me, her face a mask of disbelief. “I’m a lesbian!” she practically shouted, jumping to her feet. “I have never even... I don’t even like men! I never agreed to this!” She looked down at her body with disgust, then at the grinning, half-conscious nun. “I’m calling the police!” She fumbled for her phone again, her hands shaking.


“Wait,” I said, stepping forward. “Please, just... listen.”


“You listen! You and your dead wife sexually assaulted me! I’m going to have you both arrested!”


“Both arrested?” I snorted, gesturing toward the drooling nun. “Me and my dead wife? Does Sister Margaret have to be arrested too? How do you explain this one?”


She stared at the giggling, drugged-up nun, her anger faltering.


“Emma said you’d help. She said it was the discovery of a lifetime.” I added, heart racing.


“And that makes it okay for her to use my body like that?” Katherine shot back, though her voice had lost some of its edge.


“Okay, it was wrong,” I admitted. “But that’s just how it works. I’m sorry! When she’s in someone’s body she’s horny and...”


“That’s no excuse!” Katherine said, though she seemed to be calming down.


“It’s all I got.”


“Fuck!” she yelled, kicking the coffee table. She paced back and forth, her fists clenched, her mind clearly racing. “This is absolutely insane.”


“Will you help us?” I asked, my voice barely a whisper.


She stopped pacing and looked at me, then at the nun, then back at me. “I can’t believe I’m considering this...”
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Chapter 12: A Deal


The ride to the convent was awkward. Katherine sat in the passenger seat, her arms crossed, staring out the window, her expression a mixture of disbelief and scientific fascination. Sister Margaret, or rather, Emma in the nun’s body, slumped in the back seat, still groggy from the medication but gradually becoming more lucid. She was once again wearing the habit, her face pale and composed.


“I feel... weird,” she said, her voice clearer now. “Not as... fuzzy, though.”


I stared at her through the rearview mirror. “Do you still feel the threads?” I asked.


“The threads?” Katherine asked, glancing over at me.


“Something I can see... or feel... inside women’s brains when I’m inside,” Emma explained, her voice still weak. “Like paths?” She shook her head. “It was easier to explain when I was inside you.” She gestured to Katherine who stiffened slightly.


“Paths? Neural pathways?” Katherine asked, her scientific curiosity overriding her anger. “Of memories?”


“Maybe?”


“Is that what you used to mess with my memories?” Katherine asked, her voice sharp, a hint of curiosity in her tone.


“Yep,” Emma said, giggling again. “I imagined a scenario and put it in your head, somehow.”


“You have no idea how weird it is,” Katherine muttered to herself, shaking her head. “It really feels like it happened. If it wasn’t so absurd, I wouldn’t doubt it actually did.”


I glanced back at my wife again, who was now staring out the window, her face pensive. “Can you do it again? For Lisa?” I asked.


She nodded slowly. “I think so. It should be easier now that I’ve done it once. I’ll just... make her think she took a personal day to clear her head.”


“Alright, look,” Katherine said, turning to face Emma. “I need more data. This is... unprecedented. The scientific implications are staggering.”


I didn’t know what to say, so I remained focused on the road as we drove through the city, the afternoon sun casting long shadows across the buildings. We had a better idea of how things worked, and what Emma could do, the rules, so to speak, but we still had no idea why it was happening, or how long it would last. The thought was terrifying. Whatever brought Emma back could very well take her away from me at any point. Knowing more would help, but I was afraid of losing time searching in the wrong direction.


“Hey! I’m talking to you guys,” Katherine said, waving a hand in front of my face.


“Yeah, I heard you,” I said, glancing at her. “We’ll see what we can do.”


“Don’t you ‘we’ll see’ me,” she snapped, her voice rising in frustration. “Your dead wife is hopping from body to body, you just used mine for a blowjob without my consent, and you’ve basically kidnapped and used a nun that I’m now helping you brainwash so you can return her to her convent without any questions asked. I’d say you owe me a little more than ‘we’ll see’.”


“We’ll let you study me,” Emma offered, her voice still a bit slurred. “We need answers too. If science can provide them, then we’ll be grateful for the help.”


Katherine snorted, but I could see a flicker of excitement in her eyes. “IF? There’s no ‘if’ about it. If it exists, science can explain it.”


“There are a lot of things science can’t explain,” Emma countered, holding the cross that hung from her neck, her brow furrowed in thought.


“Yeah, right... Let’s talk about it again when you’re no longer in a nun’s body,” Katherine said sarcastically.


“What will you need from us?” I asked, trying to steer the conversation back to the practicalities.


Katherine tapped her chin thoughtfully. “First, I need access to both of you. Regularly. I need to be able to take readings, brain scans, run tests...”


“How often?” I asked, already dreading the logistical nightmare this was becoming. “I just got my wife back from the dead. I’d like to spend some time with her, not carting her around to labs.”


“Don’t worry, lover boy,” Katherine said, her voice dripping with sarcasm. “I won’t keep you from your ghostly humping sessions for too long. But for this to be a proper study, I’ll need a baseline. We need to understand the transfer, the ‘recharging’ process, the memory manipulation...” She trailed off, lost in thought. “God, the possibilities for a paper on this are endless.”


I turned my head to look at her, my eyes wide with disbelief. “A paper? You’re thinking about publishing this? The whole world would find out about her!”


“You don’t expect me to keep this to myself, do you?” Katherine shot back. “A deceased consciousness transferring between living bodies? This is the biggest scientific discovery in human history!”


“They’ll lock her in a lab!” I protested, my grip tightening on the steering wheel.


Emma leaned forward, her head between the front seats. “Give us time, doctor. I don’t know why I’m back, but it has something to do with my... husband. I didn’t come back here as a messiah. God sent me here for him.”


God... Did God send her here? If so, why? And why us? Why me? Why like this? If God was the one behind this, he had a weird sense of humor.


Katherine sighed, leaning back in her seat. “How much time?” she asked, her voice softening slightly.


“Years, at least,” I said, my voice firm.


“Years?!” Katherine practically shouted. “You want me to sit on the biggest scientific discovery of all time for YEARS?”


I clenched my fingers around the steering wheel, turning my knuckles white. I pushed the brakes, leaving the car stopped on the side of the road, both women gasping in surprise. I turned in my seat to face Katherine, right arm reaching out to open her door.


She stared at the road, her eyes wide with disbelief. “What are you doing?”


“You want to study her, to study us? You want to write a paper? Fine. But you do it on our terms, and you don’t publish until we say so. Otherwise, we don’t need your help. You’re free to leave.” I pointed outside.


Katherine stared at me, her mouth agape, then at Emma, who was watching her with a calm, unreadable expression.


“Jesus, fine!” Katherine said, slamming the door shut, Emma wincing. Whether it was the sound of the door or the casual mention of Jesus, I couldn’t tell. “Okay. No papers. Not yet. We’ll study this in secret. But I need access. Regular access.”


“Once a week,” I offered, pulling back onto the road, my eyes back on the street in front of us. “Saturdays.”


Soon I’d have to return to work. I’d spent a week at home, “mourning”. Even if everyone still believed my wife was dead and buried, which was only half true, I’d eventually have to return to the office, make a living, support us both, whatever that meant now.


“Fine, but the entire day,” Katherine countered. “I need time to run tests, scan, observe. A few hours isn’t enough.”


I glanced at Emma through the rearview mirror, who nodded slowly.


“Deal,” I said, my voice tight. “Now, let’s get Lisa back to the convent before we draw any more attention to ourselves.”


The rest of the drive was made in silence. The convent was an old, imposing building on the edge of town, surrounded by a high brick wall. I made sure to pull up away from prying eyes, the car hidden in the shade of a large oak tree. There was no one around, the only sound the distant chirping of birds.


“Okay,” I said, turning off the engine. “Emma, are you ready?”


She nodded, her hands clasped in her lap. “I think so. But how do I explain you, Calvin? Or Katherine?” she asked, looking between us.


I rubbed my temples. “Father O’Brien and the others already saw you leave with me after the funeral. We can spin it that... you asked me to drop you somewhere, then later asked me to pick you up so I could drive you back. Katherine is... a friend from out of town?”


My wife nodded, getting out of the car, still a bit shaky on her feet. She smoothed down her habit as the doctor and I got out too, standing by my car.


“Alright, I’m ready,” Emma said, taking a deep breath and turning toward Katherine, extending her hand.


The scientist looked at my wife’s outstretched hand, then at me. “I swear to God,” she said, her voice low and intense, “If you use my body for anything other than finding another host again, I’ll—”


“I’ll behave,” Emma promised, her voice small and tired.


“We’ll do our best,” I added, earning a glare from both of them. “We need a host who can stick around for a while, someone who won’t be missed, and I need to have sex with Emma fairly regularly. You know the rules,” I explained.


Katherine scowled. “Then you find someone before you need to ‘recharge’ her again. And you keep your hands, and your dick, off me until you do.”


“We’ll do our best,” I repeated. “But if you’re helping us, then you need to accept the risks.”


Katherine sighed, running a hand through her fiery red hair, her shoulders slumping in defeat. “I need to be back in my lab by tomorrow and I would prefer to do so as myself and without tasting someone else’s cum in my mouth.”


“We’ll do our—”


“Let’s do this already before I change my mind,” Katherine grumbled, taking Sister Margaret’s hand.


The nun simply blinked, her eyes glazing over for a second. Katherine’s body swayed, her eyes wide. She stared at her own hand, then at Sister Margaret, who was now smiling politely.


“Thank you for the ride, Mr. Kent,” the nun said, her voice calm and steady. “I hope it wasn’t too much trouble.”


“It was no trouble at all, Sister Margaret,” I said, relieved.


“God bless you,” she added, then she nodded to Katherine, turned, and walked toward the heavy wooden doors of the convent.


I stared at her back until she disappeared inside, then turned to Katherine.


“All good?” I asked.


“Yeah, I’m me,” she said, looking down at her hands, then back at me. “Sorry, the contrast is... disorienting.” She cleared her throat. “Fuck I’m pissed. Katherine is. Scared too, but mostly pissed.”


“Yeah...”


“But she’s not gonna stand in our way. She wants to study this. We just need to find a new host.”


“Yep,” I said, getting back into the car. Katherine followed, slamming the door shut. I pulled away from the curb, leaving the convent behind.


“We need a crowded place, where no one will pay much attention to us,” Katherine said, her voice taking on a more academic, clinical tone. “A mall, a train station, a university campus.”


There’s a mall not too far from here,” I offered. “You sure you can do this now? You’ve already swapped twice since... huh...”


“I blew you?” Katherine finished, a smirk on her face.


She leaned in close, her voice a husky whisper, her left hand moving to my thigh. “You’ll find Dr. Winters is now far less reluctant than before to help with ‘recharging’.” Her hand slid further up my leg, her fingers brushing against my crotch.


I shivered. “Yeah, because she’s not herself anymore, Emma. She just told us to keep our hands off her.”


“She accepted the risks. She said she didn’t want to taste my cum in her mouth tomorrow.” She squeezed my thigh gently. “She didn’t say anything about today.”


I pushed her hand away gently but firmly. “Do you think you can swap a few more times without... recharging?” I asked, trying to keep my eyes on the road. “I’d like to give the doctor a break. Let’s not push our luck. Also if you keep milking me at this rate, at my age, Em, I’m not gonna be able to keep up.”


My wife sighed, leaning back in her seat. “I guess I can wait. I still feel pretty strong right now. I think I’m getting better at this.” She looked out the window, her brow furrowed in thought. “I wonder how far I can push it. How long I can last without your... help. How many times I can jump before I get too weak.”


“We’ll choose women carefully and if you feel like you’re getting too weak I’ll...”


“Fuck me?” she offered with a wicked grin. I could see the arousal growing in her eyes, her breathing becoming slightly ragged. She was getting turned on just thinking about it. Whatever miracle or curse had brought my wife back, it really seemed to make her insatiable.


“Yes,” I said, my voice flat. “Whoever you are then...”
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Chapter 2: Another One


I spent the evening drinking myself stupid. Not a great idea. But it was either that or spend the evening thinking about... everything. That was something I didn’t want to do, not tonight. I wanted to shut off my mind and let the world fade away. I imagine others would have jumped at the chance of their dead spouse somehow magically returning to life in another body, but I found myself resisting the idea. It was too easy, too perfect, too absurd. As I turned around and around in my bed that night, I even wondered if I had imagined the whole thing. That made sense. It was the most likely explanation. I just created the whole scenario in my head to try to deal with my loss, that was all. Yet, as the morning light streamed in through the bedroom window, and with a headache from hell, I suddenly found myself hoping it was true. I couldn’t wait for the day to pass so I could find out once and for all if what happened yesterday was real. I literally couldn’t wait. I got into my car and drove back to the funeral home.


I waited in the parking lot, in the same spot I had been in yesterday. I hadn’t had breakfast or lunch and my stomach rumbled angrily, but the thought of food made me feel nauseated. I just stared at the entrance, watching the seconds tick by. Peter the bald undertaker opened the front door and stepped in. The fog that hung low to the ground began to burn off in the early morning sun as the street lamps clicked off. Finally, Clara, or Emma, whoever, appeared, getting out of a small Honda Civic and walking toward the entrance.


I got out of my car and didn’t even bother to close the door behind me. “Emma!” I shouted, but she didn’t turn around. “Emma! Wait!”


She paused at the door and spun around. She looked at me with confusion, like she didn’t know who I was. “Can I help you?” she asked.


I stopped dead. “Emma...” I was at a loss for words.


She raised an eyebrow and frowned. “I think you have me confused with someone else.”


I felt so fucking dumb standing there. I had driven all the way down here in a daze like some lovesick teenager to find out it was all just a bad dream. “You don’t remember? What you told me yesterday?”


Clara shook her head, looking uneasy. “Erm... I’m sorry. The last few days are a bit of a blur for me... I think I may have had an episode or something.” She seemed a bit worried about her own sanity. “I hope I didn’t say anything too weird.”


“No,” I said, feeling numb and empty. “It’s fine. We just... talked about my wife. That’s all.” I couldn’t help myself. I felt tears welling up in my eyes and I didn’t want to cry in front of her.


She seemed to realize who I was. “Oh, of course, Mr. Kent,” she mumble. “I’m very sorry for your loss.” Her eyes flickered down to the open car door behind me.


I nodded and stared at her pretty eyes, hoping to catch some glimpse of my wife in them, but there was nothing there. “Right, I’m sorry to have bothered you.” I walked away in a daze, feeling my whole world come crashing down again. I heard the funeral home’s door open and close behind me.


I sat back in my car, gripping the steering wheel and sobbing. Why did my brain have to play such cruel jokes on me? To make me believe for one fleeting moment that my wife was somehow back, then rip her away again? How was that part of any healthy coping mechanism?


I turned the ignition and drove home, my vision blurred by tears. I didn’t know what I was going to do with myself now. A week of recovery, if you could call it that, felt wasted. I was back to square one. Back to the moment they called me and told me my wife’s car had been hit by a semi. Back to that moment of pure, unadulterated despair.


But as I pulled into my driveway, a young girl in her early twenties was waiting for me in front of the door. She was wearing a casual t-shirt and jeans, her dark hair pulled back into a pony tail, her hands thrust into her pockets. She stared at me as I got out of the car, her face set in an expression of determination, her jaw moving up and down, clearly chewing some gum. She had a bubbly, kind of innocent look to her, but her demeanor was confident, like she knew exactly what she was doing here.


“Hi?” I said, confused.


“Calvin!” she called out, her voice excited and happy. She almost threw herself at me and wrapped her arms around my waist.


I gently pushed her away, holding her at arm’s length, eyebrows furrowed. “Okay, now, who the hell are you?”


She laughed and smacked me on the shoulder. “Calvin, it’s me! Emma!” She was practically bouncing up and down, her eyes wide with excitement. “I mean, I get it. You’d never guess this was me, would you? I’m Mandy...” she gestured to herself, “I mean, she’s Mandy. But I’m also Emma!” She giggled and then seemed to realize how she looked. “Sorry! I’m... Mandy’s not Clara, for sure!” She giggled again. “But I’m me, for sure! Emma, I mean!”


My head was spinning. I stumbled backwards until I felt the car behind me and leaned against it for support.


“Calvin!” the girl cried out, reaching toward me. “Are you okay?”


I shook my head, trying to make sense of what she’d just said. “How?” I muttered. “I don’t understand...” Was this another trick? Another dream?


She shrugged and gave me a lopsided smile. “Okay, so, yesterday, after I left the funeral home, I had to buy groceries for her husband or whatever, and I went to the store where I work. I mean, Mandy works, and when I got there, I touched her at the cash register, and suddenly, bam! I’m in her body instead of Clara’s, and I remember everything she knows!” She looked down at herself and smirked, still chewing loudly on her gum. “I’m Mandy now, not Clara! Crazy, right?!”


I rubbed my forehead and sighed. I felt like running away, but I wasn’t about to back down from a second chance at... Whatever the fuck this was. “So, wait,” I said, still trying to wrap my head around this. “You still remember being Clara?”


“No.” She looked down at herself and shrugged. “I mean, yeah, I remember when I was her, you know, but I don’t remember the rest of her life, just mine, now. I mean Mandy’s... Oh and Emma’s, duh!”


I looked at the front door of the house and then back at the young girl. “Wanna come inside?”


She grinned. “Sure!” She bounded up to the door, waiting for me to catch up. I opened the door and she skipped inside. “Finally!” she cried out. “Home sweet home!” She dropped her purse on the kitchen table and spun around the room. “So it’s like, for example, I remember putting Clara’s kids to bed when I was her, but I can’t remember their names now.” She opened one of the top drawers and grabbed a bottle of wine, then turned and immediately found where the glasses were and poured us both a drink, just like Emma used to do after a long day.


I watched her, mesmerized, still not sure if I should be believing any of this. If this was my wife, she certainly was much more energetic and bubbly than she used to be. But then again, what other explanation was there? She even knew where to find the cork screw... She raised her glass and giggled again. “I’m not even old enough to drink yet!” she said, before taking a sip. She groaned and coughed. “Oh god, this is disgusting!” She laughed. “I guess Mandy’s more into soda and energy drinks...”


“Emma...” I said.


“Oh! Don’t worry! I’m legal, in case that’s what you’re wondering,” she said with a wink. She seemed to realize I was struggling with this and her expression turned serious, though more like the seriousness of an eight year old trying to act adult. She put down the glass and sat at the kitchen table, folding her hands in front of her. “Sorry... Must be weird, huh?”


I scoffed and sat down across from her. “You could say that.”


“Calvin, it’s really me,” she said, looking me deep in the eyes. “I know I’m acting a bit strange... It’s like, Mandy, the girl whose body I’m in, has different feelings about things, you know?”


“How the hell did you get inside her body?” I asked. “Where is the real Mandy?”


She shrugged. “I don’t know. It’s like, I can go inside the body of whoever I touch. I think?”


This was mental. “What about Clara?”


“What about her?”


“Is she back to herself? You know, her husband and kids?”


She raised her eyebrow and tilted her head. “I guess? I mean, she looked a bit confused after we, um, switched. Like she didn’t know what she was doing at the grocery store.”


I stared at her for a few seconds, trying to figure this out. It was impossible. There was no way any of this could be happening. I don’t know how long I sat there, just staring at her, before she reached out and touched my hand.


“Calvin... I’m sorry. I can’t even imagine how weird this is for you.” Her tone was soft and gentle but still had the inflection of a teenager. It sounded a bit forced, like she wasn’t used to talking that way. “But we’re back together now, right?” She smiled.


I scoffed. “Back together? You’re in a twenty year old’s body!”


She giggled. “So?”


“So what? You’re gonna take over...” I trailed off, looking at her. “What’s your name again?”


“Mandy,” she said, frowning a little. “And it’s not my name. I’m Emma. I’m inside Mandy.” She was pouting. Actually pouting. “Okay, maybe I’m kinda her too, but mostly I’m Emma!”


“You’re gonna take over Mandy’s life?”


“Why not?” she said, shrugging. “I don’t wanna go back to being dead!”


“But what about her? She’s not dead. She’s still got a whole life to live.” I shook my head. “This is fucked up. What about her family? Her friends? You expect them to be fine with her settling down with some forty something dude? You can’t just waltz into her life and pretend to be her!”


She crossed her arms, looking offended. “And what about me? I don’t deserve a life anymore?”


I rubbed my temples. “That’s not what I mean.” Jesus Christ. Was I really arguing against having my wife back? A hotter, younger version of her, kinda? I couldn’t help but notice how cute Mandy was, in a youthful, innocent way. I had long stopped noticing girls that age, but it was difficult to ignore now, the familiar way she looked at me, the love in her eyes. I looked down at the table, avoiding her gaze, but it was too late. My wife knew me better than that.


“Hey...” she smirked. “I don’t look too bad, do I?” She leaned forward, her shirt hanging open just enough to reveal her deep, smooth cleavage. I looked away, feeling guilty. “Tell you what... What if I kept switching?”


I looked at her, confused. “Huh?”


She was grinning again. “Yeah! I keep switching bodies! That way no one notices! Mandy’s life won’t change too much! She’ll just be confused, right?” She was excited now. “I can be anyone you want! Anytime you want!” She stood up and moved closer, sitting on the edge of the table, facing me, her legs dangling, her hands gripping the table’s edge, biting her lower lip seductively. “It’s weird, but like, I’m horny all the time in Mandy’s body... Do you think it’s cause she’s young?” I cleared my throat, trying to look anywhere but her tight, perky breasts, the swell of her hips, her lean, toned stomach, but it was no use. “Nah... Probably not...” she said, leaning forward until her face was close to mine. “I was just as horny when I was Clara, and she’s old, like, my age.”


I swallowed nervously. “I don’t know if...”


Her hands reached down and unbuckled my pants. I didn’t stop her. “You know what’s funny?” she asked, her voice low and husky. “I’ve never had sex before. I mean, Mandy hasn’t.” I moaned as she pulled my hard cock out of my pants and started stroking it. She giggled nervously, blushing. “Oh that’s, like, super weird, huh? I feel like this is brand new to me.” She looked at me and smirked. “But I know exactly how you like it...”


I closed my eyes, my breath coming short and fast, trying to control myself. Her pace increased, her grip tightening. Her other hand slipped between her legs, rubbing herself through her jeans. “Emma,” I croaked, reaching out to her, but before I could stop her, she had lowered herself to her knees and wrapped her lips around my rock hard dick. “Fuck...” I whispered.


She looked up at me as she sucked, her big, doe-like eyes wide with excitement, her cheeks flushed with desire. She let out a low, throaty groan, her mouth full of my cock. I couldn’t resist. Adrenaline rushed through me, my heart pounding, my body shaking. This was wrong, so fucking wrong... It felt like... cheating? But it was Emma. I was sure of it now. But it wasn’t Emma. Not entirely. It was Mandy too, her whole, bubbly, innocent persona. It was my wife in a stranger’s body, in a stranger’s brain. My wife who had died, who I had never thought I’d see again, who I had never thought I’d touch again. I let out a loud moan as I felt the familiar sensation of my orgasm building inside me.


I looked down at her, her eyes closed as she sucked, and I grabbed her hair, pushing her further down onto my cock, feeling her lips tighten around the base of my shaft, her throat bulging. I thrust into her mouth, my balls slapping against her chin, her moans muffled by my thick, throbbing dick. I couldn’t hold back any longer. I let out a strangled cry as my cum filled her mouth, my body tensing up, my hands gripping her hair, pulling her close, holding her in place as I came.


When it was over, I let go of her and collapsed into a chair, panting heavily. I looked down at her, still kneeling at my feet, her face red, her chest heaving as she caught her breath. Her eyes were wide open now, staring up at me in shock. “You alright?” I asked, suddenly worried I had hurt her. I had been so rough, but I was so horny, I hadn’t been able to control myself.


“Honey, I’m absolutely fucking fantastic,” she said, then giggled. She swallowed, licking her lips. “Things feel a lot clearer all of a sudden. I feel more like me. Like Emma.” She somehow didn’t sound as childishly exuberant as before. It was still her voice, but the inflection, the tone, it was more like my wife.


“I didn’t know my sperm was magical...” I said, smirking.


“Seriously, Calvin,” she said, standing up and wiping her mouth. “I feel more like myself. More than before.”


“Okay...”


She grinned. “Maybe we should keep doing it... Just in case?”


I laughed and pulled her toward me. She sat on my lap and kissed me. I wrapped my arms around her and held her tight. “Maybe...” I whispered. My wife was back... She really was back...


“Ah! I guess I made a pretty good point there, huh?” she said, grinding her ass against my spent cock. I moaned and kissed her neck. “I’ve got two other points here, too, if you’re interested,” she teased, grabbing my hands and slipping them underneath her shirt. Her skin was warm and smooth and soft. I squeezed her firm breasts, feeling the hard nubs of her nipples beneath the thin fabric of her bra.


“Alright, alright,” I said, chuckling, “you win. I don’t know what the fuck is going on, but I’m not gonna question it anymore. If this is some insane dream, or a delusion, or if you’re really my wife somehow, I don’t care.”


“Sweet way of going about it, Cal,” she said, then giggled. “I don’t really care either. It’s good to be back.”


“You really do sound more like yourself...” I said, looking into her eyes.


“I feel more like myself,” she said, nodding. “Like, I’m more me now. Like, Mandy’s in the background somewhere, but I’m up front.” She shrugged. “It felt a bit like the opposite before, you know? I was kinda just watching from the background. Still in control but with more... layers?”


I didn’t really understand. “So... You think sex is making you more... yourself?”


She shrugged again. “Not the weirdest thing that’s happened in the last few days, right?”


“Definitely not.”


“Now that I think about it... I felt more like myself when I first woke up inside Clara’s body.” She looked thoughtful. “But over time I started to feel more and more like her.” That was a creepy thought. She was slowly becoming whoever she inhabited? Slowly fading away? Unless...


I snorted. “So... What? If we keep fucking, you’ll stay you?”


She laughed and kissed me. “Well... Let’s not take any chances.” She grabbed my hand and pulled me to my feet. “Come on, let’s go upstairs,” she said, leading the way. “Let’s see how much more me I can be.”
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Chapter 9: Interrogation


We sat in the living room, Katherine perched on the edge of an armchair like she might need to bolt at any moment. Emma and I took the couch, careful to maintain some distance between us—Sister Margaret’s body language still betrayed discomfort at too much physical contact, especially with an audience.


“So let me get this straight,” Katherine said, her scientific skepticism evident in every syllable. “You’re claiming that your wife’s consciousness somehow transferred from her dead body into a series of living women, and now resides in…” she gestured toward Emma, “a nun?”


“I know how it sounds,” I admitted.


“It sounds like the plot of a bad sci-fi movie,” Katherine replied, adjusting her glasses. “Or actually, it reminds me of ‘The Man from Earth.’ Have you seen it?”


Emma and I exchanged blank looks.


“No? Well it’s about a man who also makes impossible claims to a bunch of scholars. She smirked. “Sister Margaret probably wouldn’t like how it ends. Though I suppose it’s an unpleasant comparison in this case, since it would imply you two are telling the truth, which is ridiculous.”


“We are telling the truth,” Emma said quietly. “I know it defies scientific explanation, but—”


“It defies logic,” Katherine interrupted. “Consciousness isn’t transferable. As I said, it’s a product of specific neural patterns in a specific brain. You can’t just… hop from one brain to another like changing clothes.”


“And yet, that’s exactly what’s happening,” I insisted. “Emma can tell you things only she would know. About our life together, about conversations we had that no one else heard.


Katherine waved this away. “Cold reading techniques. Or maybe you coached her. There are a dozen more plausible explanations than consciousness transfer. It’s not like I would even be able to tell if she’s telling the truth. I don’t know any of you.”


“What about the missing time?” Emma reminded her. “Mandy can’t remember what happened when I was in her body. Clara at the funeral home couldn’t remember the days I spent as her. There’s a pattern.”


This gave Katherine pause. She tapped her fingers against her knee, thinking. “Memory gaps can be caused by trauma, drugs, alcohol—”


“Or by someone else driving your body,” I finished for her.


Katherine sighed. “Fine. Let’s say, for the sake of argument, I entertain this hypothesis. How exactly does this… transfer work? Is it voluntary? Is there a trigger?”


Emma and I exchanged another look, this one more uncomfortable.


“It seems to happen through touch,” Emma explained. “Physical contact with another woman. But staying ‘myself’ within the new body… that’s more complicated.”


I cleared my throat. “We’ve noticed that Emma’s personality becomes more dominant after… intimate contact.”


“Intimate contact,” Katherine repeated flatly.


Emma’s cheeks flushed crimson. “Sexual intercourse,” she clarified, her voice barely above a whisper. “With Calvin. It seems to… strengthen my hold on the host body.”


Katherine’s eyebrows shot up. “So you’re telling me that not only does your wife’s consciousness magically transfer between bodies, but you need to have sex with her to keep her from… what, fading away?”


“Not fading away entirely,” I explained, feeling heat rise to my own face. “She retains her memories regardless. But her personality, her… Emma-ness… it gets weaker without physical contact. She starts acting more like the host.”


“How convenient for you,” Katherine said dryly. “Your wife dies, but you get to keep sleeping with her in a variety of new bodies. Sounds like a male fantasy to me.”


“It’s not like that,” Emma protested, her voice stronger now. “This isn’t something we wanted or planned. We’re just trying to understand it.”


Katherine studied us for a long moment, her scientific curiosity clearly at war with her skepticism. “How long can you maintain your… dominance without this ‘recharging’?”


“We don’t know exactly,” I admitted. “We haven’t been willing to test it for too long.”


“I stayed in Clara’s body for about two days,” Emma added. “Then I switched to Mandy. By the end of the third day, I felt mostly like her until Calvin and I... reconnected.”


“You mean until he fucked you,” Katherine said bluntly.


Emma winced at the crude language, Lisa’s sensibilities clearly offended. “Yes,” she said stiffly. “After that, I was more myself again.”


Katherine turned to me. “So you had sex with Mandy—my friend Mandy—while your wife was, what, possessing her?”


The accusation in her tone made me defensive. “It wasn’t like that. It was Emma, in Mandy’s body. Emma consented. Emma wanted it.”


“But Mandy didn’t consent,” Katherine pointed out, her voice hardening. “Mandy wasn’t even present to consent. You had sex with my friend’s body while she was… what, unconscious? Absent? Do you realize how that sounds?”


“I thought you didn’t believe us,” I countered. “You said it was a bad sci-fi plot. Why worry about consent if you don’t believe it’s real?”


“Because,” Katherine said, “if it is real—and that’s still a big ‘if’—then you’re taking advantage of vulnerable women.”


I stood up, startling both Katherine and Emma. “And what was I supposed to do? Just ignore her, let my wife’s consciousness fade away until there was nothing left of her? Watch her die a second time?” My anger, fueled by fear and grief, boiled over and seemed to take Katherine by surprise, her hand reaching for her pocket and the pepper spray within. “So far her hosts have been completely clueless about what happened during the time she was possessing them. It’s like they blacked out, and they remember nothing. So yeah, I’ll happily fuck my wife, in whatever body she’s in, to keep her from disappearing. That’s not me taking advantage, that’s me being a husband.”


Dr. Winters stared at me, mouth agape, then frowned slightly. “Well,” she muttered after a pause. “I think a demonstration is in order.”
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Chapter 8: Katherine


I sat on the couch, staring at my phone, the cryptic message to Dr. Katherine Winters still displayed on the screen: “From Mandy: You owe me for the clinic. Need your help urgently. Will explain in person.” Short, mysterious, and hopefully effective. We’d decided against explaining anything over text—who would believe it anyway?


Emma paced the living room, her bare feet silent on the hardwood floor. She still wore my t-shirt, though she’d added a pair of Emma’s old sweatpants that hung loose on Lisa’s smaller frame. She kept touching things—the bookshelf, the throw pillows, the framed photos—with a curious expression on her face.


“What’s it like?” I asked, watching her run her fingers over the spines of our books. “Being here, in this house?”


She turned to me, her brow furrowed. “Strange. It’s like… I know this place. I remember buying this couch with you, arguing over the color for hours.” She smiled faintly at the memory. “But at the same time, it feels completely foreign. When I was Mandy, this place felt alien too, but it was still… a normal home, you know? The kind of place a college student might visit.”


She gestured around the room. “But for Lisa—for me—this is so far removed from my life. The convent is sparse, functional. We share most spaces. The idea of owning all this…” She shook her head. “It feels almost sinful. All this space, these possessions, for just two people.”


“So what? Our life is just a distant memory? Someone else’s life? Even though you remember it?” I asked.


She bit her lip, looking troubled. “No, it’s not like... Not entirely. You, Calvin, you’re not someone else to me. I feel the connection. You are my husband, the love of my life.” She sat beside me on the couch, taking my hand in both of hers. “I feel it in my soul.”


My phone buzzed, startling us both. Katherine had replied: “What the hell? Who is this really? Mandy would never bring up the clinic. Need more details before I go anywhere.”


I showed the message to Emma, who shrugged helplessly. “I have no idea what ‘the clinic’ even refers to. It must have been important to Mandy, though.”


I typed back: “It really is from Mandy, in a way. Hard to explain over text. If ‘the clinic’ means something to you, that should be proof enough. It would be easier to show you what’s going on.”


We waited in tense silence until the phone buzzed again. “Fine. What’s the address? But I’m bringing pepper spray and my roommate knows where I’m going. This better not be some weird shit.”


I sent her our address, adding, “It’s definitely weird shit, but not dangerous. Promise.”


“Well, that’s that,” I said, setting the phone down. “Now we wait.”


Emma nodded, then wandered back to the bookshelf. She pulled out a worn copy of “The Great Gatsby”—one of her favorites—and flipped through it with a frown.


“What’s wrong?” I asked.


“I used to love this book,” she said, sounding puzzled. “I remember loving it. But now it seems… I don’t know. Frivolous? All these people with their wealth and their parties and their shallow problems.” She put it back on the shelf with a sigh. “It’s not holding my interest at all.”


I couldn’t help but laugh. “Let me guess—you prefer religious texts now? The Bible? Lives of the Saints?”


She shot me a look that was pure Emma, despite coming from Lisa’s face. “Actually, no. Lisa—I—have quite the collection of thriller novels hidden under my bed at the convent. Murder mysteries, mostly. The gorier the better.” She grinned at my surprised expression. “What? Even nuns need escapism. Sister Agnes thinks I’m reading devotionals, but I’ve got Gillian Flynn and Tana French stuffed between my mattress and box spring.”


“Sister Margaret!” I gasped in mock scandal. “I’m shocked. Absolutely shocked.”


She laughed, a sound that was becoming more familiar on Lisa’s lips. “Everyone has their secrets, Calvin. Even before… this.” She gestured to herself. “Lisa was never quite as perfect as she pretended to be.”


The thought was oddly comforting—that even before Emma had inhabited her body, Sister Margaret had her own small rebellions, her own private self that didn’t align perfectly with her public persona. It made what we were doing seem slightly less like a violation.


“How long do you think it will take Dr. Winters to get here?” Emma asked, settling onto the couch beside me.


I checked the time. “Depends on where she lives. Could be twenty minutes, could be an hour.”


Emma leaned her head against my shoulder, a gesture so familiar it made my chest ache. “I hope she can help us figure this out. I can’t keep jumping from body to body forever.”


I put my arm around her, pulling her close. “We’ll figure it out. Together.”


But as we sat there waiting, I couldn’t help wondering what would happen if we couldn’t solve this puzzle. How many bodies would Emma inhabit? How many lives would be disrupted? And what would happen to my wife if we failed?


After a while, the doorbell rang, and I felt my stomach tighten with anxiety. Emma and I exchanged a glance before I stood to answer it.


“Here we go,” I muttered, taking a deep breath before pulling the door open.


The woman standing on my porch wasn’t what I expected. When Emma had mentioned a “nerdy scientist friend,” I’d pictured someone older, despite her saying she was a friend from high school, maybe with a lab coat and a perpetual scowl. Instead, Katherine Winters looked like she’d walked straight out of some “sexy scientist” Halloween costume—minus the costume.


She was in her early twenties, with short, fiery red hair cut in a tomboyish style that somehow managed to look both practical and stylish. Freckles dusted her nose and cheeks, visible behind black-rimmed glasses that gave her an intellectual air. She wore a simple green t-shirt with some obscure science joke printed on it, fitted enough to show off curves that her lab coat probably hid most days. Her jeans were worn at the knees, and she carried a messenger bag slung across her chest.


“You’re not Mandy,” she said immediately, her eyes narrowing behind her glasses. Her voice was crisp and precise, the kind that commanded attention in lecture halls. “Who are you, and why are you using her name to get me here?”


“I’m Calvin Kent,” I said, stepping back slightly to give her space. “And no, I’m not Mandy. It’s… complicated.”


“I called Mandy,” Katherine said, not budging from the doorway. “My actual friend Mandy. She has no idea who you are or why you’d be contacting me on her behalf. Interestingly, she also can’t account for what she did yesterday, or the two days before. Complete blank.” Her hand slipped into her pocket, presumably gripping the pepper spray she’d mentioned. “So I’ll ask again: who are you, and what do you want?”


“We can explain,” Emma said, appearing beside me. Katherine’s eyes flicked to her, taking in the small blonde in oversized clothes.


“And you are?”


“My name is… Lisa,” Emma said after a slight hesitation. “Sister Margaret, actually, but Lisa is fine.”


Katherine’s eyebrows shot up. “A nun? What the hell is going on here?”


I ran a hand through my hair, struggling to find a starting point that wouldn’t sound completely insane. “Look, this is going to sound crazy, but my wife died last week. In a car accident.”


“I’m sorry for your loss,” Katherine said automatically, though her expression remained suspicious. “But what does that have to do with Mandy or me?”


“Because she’s not dead,” I blurted out. “I mean, her body is, but she’s… she’s here.” I gestured to Emma/Lisa. “She’s in there.”


Katherine took a step back. “Okay, I’m leaving now. You people are clearly—”


“Wait,” Emma said, her voice taking on that gentle but firm tone I’d noticed she used more often in Lisa’s body. “Please. We know how this sounds. But something extraordinary has happened, something beyond scientific explanation—at least, beyond our understanding of science.”


“Which is why we need you,” I added quickly. “You’re supposed to be brilliant. Mandy thought you could help us figure this out.”


“Mandy apparently doesn’t even know you,” Katherine shot back.


“Then how would we know about ‘the clinic?’” I challenged, hoping that would be enough to convince her to at least stay and listen.


Katherine’s expression shifted from suspicion to something more complex—curiosity mingled with concern. “So you’re what? A ghost? What makes you say that?”


“My consciousness transferred,” Emma said simply. “From my dead body to another woman’s, then to Mandy’s, then to my cousin at my funeral, and now to Sister Margaret’s. I retain all my memories as Emma, Calvin’s wife, but I experience the world through the brain and body I’m inhabiting.”


I expected Katherine to turn and run, but instead, she adjusted her glasses, a scientist’s calculation replacing her wariness. “That’s… not possible. Consciousness is a product of brain function. It can’t be transferred like a computer file.”


“And yet, here we are,” I said. “Look, we can prove it. My wife—inside Lisa—knows things only my wife would know. Things about me, about our life together.”


“And Mandy can’t remember the days I was in her body,” Emma added. “Just like the woman at the funeral home can’t remember preparing my body for viewing, because I was in control then.”


Katherine stood silent for a long moment, her fingers drumming against the strap of her messenger bag. Finally, she spoke. “I’m not saying I believe you. But as a neuroscientist, I’m intrigued by the hypothesis. And the fact that Mandy really does have missing time…” She took a deep breath. “Fine. I’ll come in. But I’m keeping my phone on and my pepper spray handy.”


I stepped aside, relief washing over me. “That’s fair. Thank you for giving us a chance.”


As Katherine crossed the threshold, I caught her studying Emma with intense scientific curiosity, like she was a particularly fascinating lab specimen. I couldn’t blame her—if I hadn’t experienced this firsthand, I wouldn’t believe it either.
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Chapter 7: Looking for a Doctor


I woke with a start, my hand automatically reaching for the warm body that should have been beside me. The sheets were cold and empty. My heart rate spiked as I sat bolt upright, suddenly wide awake.


“Lisa? Emma?” I called out, panic rising in my throat. Had the nun’s consciousness reasserted itself overnight? Had she fled in horror at what we’d done? I imagined Sister Margaret waking up naked in a strange man’s bed, the memories of our night together missing but the evidence all too clear. She’d go straight to the church. Or worse, straight to the police.


I scrambled out of bed, pulling on a pair of sweatpants. “Emma!” I shouted, louder this time, rushing toward the bedroom door.


The smell hit me before I reached the kitchen—bacon, coffee, something sweet baking. I skidded to a stop in the doorway, relief washing over me in a dizzying wave.


Lisa stood at the stove, her back to me, wearing one of my t-shirts that hung to mid-thigh on her petite frame. Her blonde hair was pulled back in a loose ponytail, and she was humming softly to herself as she flipped pancakes with practiced ease.


“You’re here,” I breathed.


She turned, spatula in hand, and smiled. It was a reserved smile, nothing like the wicked grin Emma had worn when she was Mandy, but it was genuine.


“Of course I’m here. Where else would I be?” She gestured around the kitchen. “I always help with breakfast at the convent. Sister Agnes says I make the best pancakes.” She blushed slightly. “Well, Lisa does. I do. You know what I mean.”


I moved closer, studying her. In the morning light, she looked even younger than she had yesterday, barely into her twenties. Her face was scrubbed clean, her blue eyes clear and bright. Without the nun’s habit, with just my oversized shirt and her bare legs, she looked like any young woman making breakfast for her lover—except for that air of innocence that clung to her like a subtle perfume.


“How are you feeling today?” I asked cautiously. “About… everything that happened?”


The blush deepened, spreading down her neck. “I’d rather not speak of it,” she said, turning back to the stove. “It was… it was sinful. What we did.” She flipped a pancake with perhaps more force than necessary.


“Emma—”


“It’s fine,” she cut me off, her voice softening. “I’m not… I don’t regret it. I just…” She sighed, setting down the spatula and turning to face me. “This body, this mind—it’s not used to such things. It feels ashamed, even though I know it shouldn’t.”


She stepped closer, rising on her tiptoes to press a soft kiss to my lips. It was chaste, nothing like the passionate kisses we’d shared last night, but I felt her tremble slightly before she pulled away, looking both pleased and scandalized at her own boldness.


“Goodness,” she murmured, touching her lips. “I shouldn’t… The Lord sees all.” But she didn’t look particularly concerned about divine judgment, just slightly flustered.


“Sit,” she instructed, gesturing to the table. “Breakfast is nearly ready.”


I obeyed, watching as she moved around the kitchen with a grace that seemed both familiar and foreign. She wasn’t moving like Emma, who had always been a bit clumsy in the morning. There was a precision to her movements, an economy of motion that spoke of years of disciplined routine.


When she set a plate of perfectly golden pancakes in front of me, along with bacon and fresh coffee, I couldn’t help but smile. “This looks amazing.”


“Thank you,” she said, sitting across from me with her own plate. She bowed her head briefly, murmuring what I assumed was a silent prayer, before picking up her fork.


“I found the note I left here when I was Mandy,” she said after a few bites, reaching for a folded piece of paper on the counter. “It was here in the kitchen but I don’t remember all the details.”


She handed me the paper. On it was scrawled a phone number and a name: Dr. Katherine Winters, Ph.D. Below that were hastily written instructions: “Tell her Mandy says ‘you owe me for the clinic.’ She’ll come.”


“I remember writing it. I remember thinking she’d be perfect—she’s brilliant, studying neuroscience or something similar. But I don’t know what ‘the clinic’ refers to. That must have been in Mandy’s memories, not mine.“I frowned, considering our options. “Even if we get her to come here, how do we experiment? We’d need two bodies for you to switch between, and we can’t exactly kidnap someone.”


“Actually,” Emma said, taking a sip of her coffee, “I called Father O’Brien this morning. I told him—well, Sister Margaret told him—that I had a family emergency and needed to stay away from the convent today. He was very understanding.”


I stared at her in surprise. “You called him? On what?”


She rolled her eyes, looking suddenly much more like my Emma than the demure nun of a moment ago. “On my smartphone, Calvin. For heaven’s sake, what century do you think nuns live in? We’re not completely cut off from technology.” She grabbed a sleek phone from the counter next to her. “We’re encouraged to maintain family connections. We just use them… judiciously.”


“Sorry,” I said, feeling my face heat. “I just assumed…”


“That we communicate via carrier pigeon and smoke signals?” she teased, a hint of Emma’s sarcasm breaking through Sister Margaret’s reserve. “The Lord works in mysterious ways, Calvin, including through iPhones.”


I laughed, relieved to see this flash of my wife’s personality. “So we have you for the day. That’s good. But we still need to figure out how to get Dr. Winters here without sounding like complete lunatics.”


“And if we start switching between two bodies, the other person will notice.” Emma frowned, pushing a pancake around her plate.


Yeah, that was the tricky part. Maybe that doctor could be informed of the situation and be willing to help, but Sister Margaret would definitely go running to the church or the police or both, and that would complicate everything beyond belief. Though, I didn’t think we had much of a choice. At some point we’d have to take a risk if we wanted to learn more about what was happening to Emma’s consciousness.


I studied the phone number again. “I guess there’s only one way to find out...”
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Chapter 6: Sin


I pulled into our driveway and killed the engine, glancing over at Sister Margaret—or Lisa, or Emma, or whoever she was now. The silence between us felt heavier than it had with Mandy. There was a tension in the air I couldn’t quite place.


“Home sweet home,” I said, trying to sound casual despite the absurdity of bringing a nun—my wife’s consciousness trapped inside a nun—into our marital home. “You okay?”


Lisa’s hands were folded neatly in her lap, her posture rigid. She still had that aura of piety about her that seemed at odds with everything I knew about Emma.


“I’m… not sure,” she said softly, her blue eyes darting nervously around the house as we entered. She stood awkwardly in our living room, looking at familiar objects as if they were artifacts in a museum. Her fingers traced the edge of a photo frame—our wedding picture—but she didn’t pick it up.


She turned to me, her expression conflicted. “It feels so strange being here. I remember everything, but it’s like… I’m viewing it through a filter.” She touched her chest. “I—I mean Lisa, Sister Margaret—she’s not used to this. She sleeps at the convent with the other sisters. This place feels…” She struggled for words. “Worldly. That’s how I—she—would describe it.”


Was I going to have to get used to every host making similar comments? Now it felt like Emma was rediscovering the house every time she moved on to someone else. I felt at a loss. Emma was still there, buried beneath layers of Sister Margaret’s personality, but the nun’s influence was undeniable. I needed to break the ice, to bring her back to herself.


I approached her slowly, reaching out to take her in my arms the way I had with Mandy, the way I would have with Emma. “Maybe we just need to—”


“NO!” she screamed, recoiling violently and backing against the wall. Her eyes were wild with fear. “Don’t touch me! This is a sin! You’re married to her, not me! I’ve taken vows before God!” Her voice wasn’t Emma’s anymore—it was higher, panicked. “The Lord sees all! I cannot betray Him!”


I backed away, hands raised. “Whoa, whoa! I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to—”


“Fornicator! Tempter!” she spat, then immediately covered her mouth with her hands, eyes wide with shock at her own outburst.


“Emma,” I said firmly, keeping my distance. “Emma, I need you to focus on my voice. Remember who you are. Remember us.”


Lisa was trembling now, tears streaming down her face. “I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” she whispered. “That wasn’t me—I mean, it was me but... Lisa is… Her faith is like a wall inside my mind.”


I cautiously sat on the couch, patting the spot beside me. “Come sit. No touching. Just talk to me.”


After a moment’s hesitation, she perched on the edge of the cushion, as far from me as possible.


“Tell me what’s happening,” I said gently.


She wiped her tears with shaking hands. “It’s like being torn in two. I want you—God, I want you so badly it hurts.” Her cheeks flushed deep red. “But Lisa is horrified by those feelings. I’ve never… she’s innocent in ways I wasn’t even before we met. The desire I feel terrifies her. It’s like something screaming inside my head that these thoughts are sinful.” She looked up at me, her eyes a battlefield of desire and devotion. “I’ve never felt so conflicted. With Mandy, with Veronica, their personalities influenced me, but Lisa… her faith is the core of who she is. I can’t just push it aside.”


I sat there watching Lisa—Emma—whoever she was now, struggling with herself. My mind raced with conflicting thoughts. What the hell were we supposed to do now? I couldn’t force her into anything she wasn’t comfortable with, but our options were limited. If we tried finding another host, what would happen to Sister Margaret afterward? She’d wake up in a strange man’s house with no memory of how she got there. We’d be looking at kidnapping charges at minimum. Even if we had Emma switch out in the open, away from witnesses, the trauma of suddenly finding herself in a random part of town, miles away from her convent with no explanation would be devastating. I frowned, realizing we had been doing just that to everyone Emma had possessed up to now.


“I don’t know what to do,” I admitted, running a hand through my hair. “We can’t just… let her go like this. She’d be confused, and it would raise too many questions.” I didn’t say the other part out loud—that each time we’d been intimate, Emma had seemed to grow stronger in her host body. The sex with Veronica had brought Emma fully to the surface, but now, in Lisa’s body, all that strength seemed gone. Had the transfer drained her somehow? Or was Sister Margaret’s faith simply too powerful to overcome?


Lisa sat rigidly on the couch, her hands clasped in prayer. “I don’t know either,” she whispered. “These feelings… they’re so confusing. I remember wanting you, but it feels… it feels…” She couldn’t even finish the sentence, her face flushing crimson.


“What if,” I said carefully, “we just start small? A kiss, maybe? Just one little kiss.”


“No!” Lisa’s eyes flashed with panic. “That would be a sin! I can’t—we can’t—”


“It doesn’t have to be on the lips,” I said quickly, trying a different approach. “Just a kiss on the cheek. Friends do that all the time. Even nuns must give friendly kisses, right?”


She hesitated, her internal struggle visible on her face. “I… I suppose that wouldn’t be… entirely inappropriate.”


“Just one,” I promised, not moving any closer, letting her come to me.


After what felt like an eternity, Lisa inched toward me on the couch. Her movements were stiff, uncertain. She leaned forward and quickly pressed her lips to my cheek, then immediately pulled back as if burned.


“There,” I said softly. “That wasn’t so bad, was it?”


She touched her lips with her fingertips, a look of wonder crossing her face. Something had shifted in her eyes—a flicker of my Emma coming through.


“It feels… warm,” she said, sounding surprised. “Like… like sunshine inside.”


I chuckled at her innocence. “Would you like to try again?” I asked, hardly daring to breathe.


Lisa nodded slowly, her eyes never leaving mine. This time, when she leaned in, she lingered a moment longer, her lips soft against my skin. When she pulled back, her breathing had quickened slightly.


“I’ve never…” she started, then corrected herself. “Lisa has never felt this way before. It’s… it’s frightening but also… nice?” She sounded like a child discovering something new and forbidden. “There’s this feeling, down in my… in my private places. It makes me feel all tingly and warm.”


I swallowed hard. “That’s normal. It’s called desire.”


“Desire,” she repeated the word like it was foreign on her tongue. “I was taught that desire is the devil’s playground. But it doesn’t feel evil. It feels… good.”


This time, I was the one who leaned forward, slowly, giving her every chance to pull away. I pressed my lips gently to hers, a chaste kiss that lasted only a second. When I pulled back, her eyes were wide, pupils dilated.


“Oh,” she breathed. “Oh my.”


The next kiss came from her, surprising me with its urgency. Her lips pressed against mine, inexperienced but eager. I felt her hands tentatively touch my shoulders, then slide up to cup my face. When she pulled away, she was panting slightly.


“These feelings,” she whispered, “they’re so strong. I remember them, but it’s like… it’s like I’m feeling them for the first time. My body—Lisa’s body—it’s never known this before. It’s… it’s making me wet.” She looked mortified at her own words. “I’m not supposed to say things like that. I’m not supposed to feel things like that. But I do. I really, really do.”


The next kiss broke something loose in her. Her mouth opened under mine, her tongue shyly meeting my own. She moaned into my mouth, the sound so innocent and erotic at the same time that it sent heat coursing through my veins. Her hands clutched at my shirt, pulling me closer.


“Calvin,” she gasped when we broke apart. “I feel so… so sinful. But I don’t want to stop. Is that wrong? Lisa thinks it’s wrong, but Emma… I… I want more. I want to do the things I remember. The things we used to do together.” Her face was flushed, her blue eyes dark with a mixture of desire and confusion. “Will God punish me for these thoughts? For wanting to… to make love with you?”


I took her trembling hands in mine, looking directly into those conflicted blue eyes.


“Listen to me,” I said firmly. “You’re not Lisa. You’re Emma—my Emma—who happens to be controlling Lisa’s body right now. Nothing you’re doing is Lisa’s sin. She’s not even here, not really. She’s not making these choices.” I squeezed her hands gently. “You’re borrowing her body, that’s all. And you, Emma, have never been religious. You’ve never worried about these things before. So Emma’s guilt is not something that should be weighing on your mind.”


The tension in her shoulders eased slightly. “You’re right. I’m not her. I’m me.” She touched her chest. “But what about my soul, Calvin? Emma’s soul? If I can move between bodies like this… what does that mean? Am I… am I damned already?” The question hung in the air between us, but even as she asked it, her hands were moving to my chest, fingers splaying across my shirt.


“I don’t know,” I answered honestly. “But I know that I love you, and I know that you’re here, against all odds. If there is a God, wouldn’t He want us to cherish this miracle?”


She bit her lower lip, a gesture so unlike a nun and so much like my Emma that it made my heart ache. “I want to touch you,” she whispered, her voice a mixture of shame and desire. “I remember how it feels, but Lisa’s body… it’s never known a man’s touch. It’s like I’m a virgin again, but with all these memories of what to do.”


Her hands moved tentatively to the buttons of my shirt, fumbling slightly as she undid them one by one. When her fingers brushed against my bare chest, she gasped.


“You’re so warm,” she murmured, exploring me with the wonder of someone discovering the ocean for the first time. Her touch was hesitant, then bolder as she traced the contours of my chest and shoulders.


I reached for her, sliding my hand to her waist, feeling the curve of her hip through the simple black dress. She shivered under my touch, her breath catching.


“Can I…” she started, then blushed furiously. “Can I touch you… down there? I remember how, but it feels so forbidden.”


Before I could answer, she froze, her eyes widening with sudden panic.


“Wait,” she said, pulling back slightly. “Will she—will Lisa—remember any of this when I’m gone? Will she wake up knowing what we did?” The horror in her voice was palpable.


I shook my head. “No, that’s not how it seems to work. You know it’s not. Clara didn’t remember anything. Neither did Veronica. When you leave a body, their memories of that time go with you.”


Relief washed over her face, followed by something darker, more primal. “So she’ll never know,” she whispered, and I watched as something shifted in her eyes. The last vestiges of Sister Margaret’s restraint seemed to crumble away.


“Then God forgive me,” she breathed, and lunged forward, crushing her mouth against mine.


The transformation was startling. Her hands were suddenly everywhere—in my hair, under my shirt, fumbling with my belt. She kissed me with a desperate hunger that belied her innocent appearance, her tongue sliding against mine with growing confidence.


“I want to do everything,” she gasped between kisses. “All the things I remember but Lisa’s never done. I want to feel you inside me. I want to taste you. I want—” She broke off, seemingly shocked by her own words, but the desire burning in her eyes didn’t diminish.


She pulled at my shirt, nearly tearing it in her eagerness to get it off. When I was bare-chested before her, she stared in fascination.


“It’s so strange,” she murmured, running her hands over my skin. “I know this body. I’ve touched it a thousand times. But it feels like the first time.” She leaned forward and pressed her lips to my chest, a tentative kiss that quickly turned into something more as she began to explore me with her mouth.


“Show me,” she whispered against my skin. “Show me everything again.”


I watched in awe as Lisa—Emma—began to undress. Her movements were a contradiction: hesitant yet determined, innocent yet knowing. She fumbled with the buttons of her simple black dress, her fingers trembling slightly.


“I’ve never undressed for a man before,” she whispered, though we both knew it wasn’t entirely true. Emma had undressed for me countless times, but Lisa’s body never had. “Help me?”


I stepped forward, my hands replacing hers on the buttons. As the dress opened, I revealed pale, unblemished skin that had likely rarely seen the sun. Her breasts were small but perfectly formed, topped with pink nipples that hardened under my gaze. Without the modest clothing, Sister Margaret’s body was surprisingly lithe—slender but with gentle curves at her hips and waist.


“You’re beautiful,” I breathed, sliding the dress from her shoulders. She stood before me in nothing but simple white cotton panties, her blonde hair falling loose around her shoulders. The contrast between her innocent appearance and the hunger in her eyes was the most erotic thing I’d ever seen.


“I want to see you too,” she said, her voice stronger now. She reached for my belt with newfound confidence, unfastening it and pulling it free with a soft hiss of leather. As she worked on my pants, I couldn’t help but marvel at the situation. Yesterday it was Mandy, today a nun. How many bodies would Emma inhabit? How many different women would I make love to, all of them containing some essence of my wife?


When we were both naked, she pressed her body against mine, gasping at the contact. “Oh God,” she moaned, then immediately covered her mouth. “I shouldn’t say His name like that.”


“It’s okay,” I assured her, guiding her to our bedroom, to our bed. “It’s just us here.”


She lay back on the couch, her legs instinctively closing, that last bit of Lisa’s modesty still present. I knelt between her thighs, gently coaxing them apart. Her pussy was pink and perfect, with just a small tuft of blonde hair above it. It looked untouched, virginal—which, of course, it was.


“I’m going to make you feel good,” I promised, lowering my head between her legs.


At the first touch of my tongue against her clit, she cried out, her back arching off the bed. “Fuck!” she gasped, then immediately, “I’m sorry, I shouldn’t say—oh, oh my God!”


I worked her with my mouth, savoring the sweet taste of her, so different from Mandy, from my Emma’s original body. Each woman had her own unique flavor, and there was something intoxicating about discovering them all.


“Calvin, please,” she begged, her hips bucking against my face. “I need you inside me. I need to feel you stretching me open. Please, please fuck me.”


The filthy words coming from the mouth of a woman who had taken vows of chastity sent a jolt of pleasure straight to my cock. I moved up her body, positioning myself at her entrance.


“This might hurt,” I warned, remembering that Lisa’s body was untouched.


“I don’t care,” she panted, wrapping her legs around my waist. “I want it to hurt. I want to feel everything.”


I pushed forward slowly, feeling the resistance of her hymen. She winced but urged me on, her nails digging into my shoulders. With one firm thrust, I broke through, burying myself to the hilt in her tight, virgin pussy.


“Oh fuck, oh fuck,” she chanted, her eyes wide with pain and pleasure. “It’s so much… you’re so big inside me.”


I held still, letting her adjust, watching the play of emotions across her face. “Are you okay?”


“Yes,” she nodded frantically. “Move. Please move. Fuck me, Calvin. Fuck your wife.”


I began to thrust, slowly at first, then with increasing force as her body opened to me. Her pussy gripped me like a vise, so tight it was almost painful. I couldn’t help comparing. Mandy had been eager but experienced, Veronica wanton and skilled. This was different. The physical innocence of the body combined with Emma’s sexual knowledge created an intoxicating blend.


“Harder,” she demanded, her voice losing all traces of Sister Margaret’s gentleness. “Fuck me harder. I want to feel your cock all the way inside me. I want you to pound my virgin cunt until I can’t walk.”


I complied, driving into her with abandon, the headboard slamming against the wall with each thrust. Her legs wrapped tighter around me, her heels digging into my lower back.


“Yes, yes, yes,” she chanted, her head thrashing from side to side. “Oh God, I’m going to come. I’m going to come on your big cock!”


Her pussy clenched around me as she climaxed, her inner walls pulsating in waves that nearly pushed me over the edge. I gritted my teeth, holding back, wanting to prolong this.


“I want to try everything,” she gasped when she came down from her peak. “All the things I remember but have never done with this body.”


Before I could respond, she was pushing me onto my back, straddling me with newfound confidence. She positioned my cock at her entrance and sank down, taking me deep inside her again.


“Oh fuck,” she moaned, beginning to ride me. Her small breasts bounced with each movement, her blonde hair wild around her face. “I love the way your cock feels inside me. So deep like this.”


I gripped her hips, guiding her movements, watching in awe as this woman who had dedicated her life to God rode me like a woman possessed. And she was possessed, in a way—possessed by my Emma.


“I’m going to come inside you,” I warned as I felt my climax approaching.


“Yes,” she hissed, grinding down harder. “Fill me up. Mark me. Make me yours.”


With a groan, I erupted inside her, pumping her full of my cum. She collapsed on my chest, panting, her inner muscles still milking every last drop from me.


“I can feel you,” she whispered against my neck. “I can feel your cum inside me. It’s so warm.”


We lay there for several minutes, catching our breath. I stroked her hair, marveling at how different it felt from Mandy’s, from Veronica’s, from my Emma’s original hair.


“We need to figure this out,” I said finally. “How long you can stay in a body without… recharging. How the transfers work exactly.”


She nodded against my chest. “I know. But right now, I just want to enjoy this. Being with you again.” She lifted her head, looking into my eyes with a mixture of Emma’s love and Lisa’s wonder. “Can we do it again? There are so many things this body has never experienced.”


I laughed, feeling a stirring of renewed desire despite having just finished. “I’m not sure how long I can keep up if we’re doing this daily with new bodies,” I admitted. “But for you, I’ll certainly try.”


She grinned, a mischievous expression that looked utterly out of place on Sister Margaret’s innocent face. “Good. Because I want to taste you next. I want to feel your cock in my mouth.”


I sighed happily, surrendering to whatever strange new reality this was. Then, the strange reality came crashing back as I realized I had missed a key detail.


“We didn’t use protection, Em,” I said, the weight of this sudden new responsibility settling on me. “We’ve just been going at it like rabbits with no condoms.”


My wife raised an eyebrow, her cute, innocent face contorting into a wry, amused expression that was entirely Emma. “Don’t worry, I’m on birth control.”


I blinked. “You’re on birth control?” I asked, confused. “Sister Margaret is on birth control? A nun?”


Emma giggled. “Not for that, Cal. For my—” she paused, looking down at her new body. “For her period. She gets horrible cramps without it.”


I relaxed a little, though I couldn’t help but feel a sense of unease. It was one more reminder that we were playing with people’s lives here.


My wife, however, seemed completely unfazed, studying my naked body like it was a fascinating piece of art. Her eyes were bright, still full of desire. No more guilt, no more confusion. I laughed.


“What’s so funny?” she asked, propping herself up on one elbow, her blonde hair falling in a curtain around her face.


“Just wondering if you’re feeling more like yourself now that I’ve fucked the holiness out of you,” I said with a smirk. “You’re still acting like you’ve never done any of this before. I thought the sex was supposed to bring Emma to the surface.”


She smiled, a curious blend of Emma’s mischief and Sister Margaret’s innocence. “I am more myself. Look—” She sat up straight, her small breasts bouncing slightly with the movement. “Fuck, shit, goddamn, Jesus Christ on a bicycle!” She immediately covered her mouth, her cheeks flushing crimson. “See? I can say it, but it still feels… wrong. Like I’m wearing shoes on the wrong feet.”


“So you’re not fully Emma?”


She shook her head. “I don’t think I ever am, not completely. I’m Emma in my consciousness, in my memories, in my love for you. But I’m still experiencing everything through Lisa’s brain, her neural pathways, her hormones.” She touched her temple thoughtfully. “It’s like… I’m playing a piano I’ve never touched before. I know the song by heart, but my fingers have to learn where the keys are.”


I reached out to stroke her cheek. “That must be disorienting.”


“It is. But it’s also…” She bit her lip, that same gesture that was becoming familiar on this unfamiliar face. “It’s also incredibly fucking hot. Lisa’s body has never known any of this. Every sensation is new and intense. And there’s something about the forbidden nature of it all…” She leaned closer, her voice dropping to a whisper. “I can feel her in here, you know. Not conscious, but present. Part of her wants this, Calvin. Part of her has always wanted to know what it feels like to be filled, to be taken, to be… fucked.”


Her hand slid down my chest, fingers trailing over my stomach. “She’ll never admit it. She’ll never even know she experienced it. But right now, I can feel how her body responds to you. How wet she gets when I think about tasting your cock.”


My breath caught as her hand wrapped around my semi-hard shaft, coaxing it back to life. “Another round?” I asked, my voice rough.


“Mmm-hmm,” she nodded, sliding down my body. “I want to know what you taste like on this tongue. I want to feel you hit the back of this throat.” She positioned herself between my legs, her blue eyes looking up at me with that intoxicating mixture of innocence and desire. “I want to sin again.”


Without breaking eye contact, she lowered her head and took me into her mouth. The wet heat of her engulfed me, her inexperienced tongue exploring the contours of my cock with tentative licks that quickly grew more confident.


“Jesus,” I groaned, threading my fingers through her hair.


She pulled off just long enough to whisper, “Don’t take the Lord’s name in vain,” before swallowing me down again, deeper this time. The sight of Sister Margaret’s angelic face, her lips stretched around my cock, her eyes watering slightly as she took me deeper than her untrained throat was ready for, was almost enough to make me come right then.


She worked me with growing enthusiasm, her hands joining her mouth, stroking what she couldn’t fit. Occasionally she would pull back, gasping for air, strings of saliva connecting her lips to my cock, before diving back in with renewed determination.


“That’s it,” I encouraged her, guiding her movements with my hand in her hair. “Take it deeper. You’re doing so well.”


She moaned around me, the vibrations sending jolts of pleasure up my spine. When I felt my climax approaching, I tried to warn her, to pull her off, but she clung to me, sucking harder, her eyes locked on mine with fierce determination.


I came with a shout, flooding her mouth. She swallowed valiantly, though some escaped, trickling down her chin. When she finally released me, she licked her lips, looking both shocked and pleased with herself.


“So that’s what you taste like,” she said, wiping her chin with the back of her hand. “Salty. Not what I expected.”


I laughed, pulling her up to lie beside me. “You know damn well what I taste like.”


She grinned, resting her head on my chest. “Lisa didn’t. She never even let herself think about what cum tastes like.” She yawned, her body relaxing against mine. “But I think she liked it. I know I did.”


As she drifted off to sleep in my arms, I stared at the ceiling, wondering what tomorrow would bring. How long would Emma stay in Lisa’s body? Who would she jump to next? And how long could we go on like this, body-hopping through the world, before something went terribly wrong?


But for now, I held her close, this strange amalgamation of my wife and a nun, and allowed myself to enjoy the impossible miracle we’d been given.
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Chapter 5: Faith


I was startled by a knock on the car window. I blinked, looking up to find Ashley standing outside, her face pressed against the glass. I rolled down the window.


“Cal, you okay?” she asked, concern in her voice. “You’ve been sitting here forever.”


I looked at the clock on the dashboard and realized that an hour had already passed. “Fuck,” I mumbled, running a hand over my face.


“Want me to stay with you for a while?” she offered, leaning in through the window.


I glanced past her to where Father O’Brien and his helpers were packing a small van with religious paraphernalia. Sister Margaret—Emma—was among them. I watched as she lifted a large box, grunting slightly with the effort, her arms straining against the weight. “It’s alright, Ash. Go home. I’ll be fine.”


Ashley frowned. “Are you sure?” She followed my gaze, her eyes narrowing. She seemed genuinely concerned. “Are you waiting for someone?”


“No. I’m...” My words died in my throat as my brain tried to catch up. “Yeah, I am,” I said, nodding slowly. “The priest asked me to drive one of the sisters home after they were finished. She’s been working here for a while, and she doesn’t have a car.”


Ashley’s expression changed from one of worry to one of relief. She laughed softly. “That’s nice of you.” She patted my shoulder through the open window. “See you later, Cal.”


“See ya.” I watched her walk away, feeling a pang of guilt for lying to my sister-in-law.


Another twenty minutes passed before Emma finally climbed into the passenger seat. She sat rigidly, her hands folded primly in her lap, her posture perfect.


“You okay?” I asked, studying her profile.


“Hmm? Oh, yes. Just... thinking,” she replied, her voice distant. She turned to face me, her expression serious. “My... Her life is so different. She’s given herself to God. She spends her days in prayer, in service. It’s a hard life, but also... peaceful. Fulfilling.” She shook her head. “Maybe it’s the contrast to Veronica that’s making me feel this way. It’s like... like a cleansing. Like a baptism, washing away all the sin and filth.”


“Shit,” I chuckled nervously. “Do I need to fuck you again, bring you back down from your holy high horse?”


She frowned at me, her lips pursed in disapproval. “Please, Calvin. Have some respect.”


“Sorry,” I mumbled, feeling chastised. “I just want you back to normal. You’re not you right now.”


She sighed, looking down at her lap. “I... I’m me. I’m Emma... It’s just that... I feel like I’ve been called to a higher purpose.” She looked out the window.


I gulped, my heart racing. This was exactly what I’d feared. “Emma,” I began, but she cut me off with a sharp gesture.


“Relax,” she said, her tone dry. “I know this isn’t me. It’s just her. Her body, her mind. All of this is Sister Margaret, not me.”


“But you feel like her.”


“But I feel like her,” she conceded. “And it’s hard to ignore.”


I nodded, starting the car. “Still coming? Or are you going to fuse with her forever to fulfill your duty to God?”


“I’ll come,” she said, her voice soft. “I made a promise to you and I’ll keep it. We’ll find a solution together. And... I still love you.” It seemed to take her a great effort to say the words, and I felt my heart clench in my chest. She noticed the way my shoulders slumped and reached out to pat my arm, blushing. “Oh, don’t take it the wrong way, Calvin. It’s not that I love you less. It’s just hard to process through... through this.” She gestured at herself.


I drove in silence, my mind racing with the implications of everything we were dealing with. “Well, it’s obviously temporary,” I said finally. “I imagine your new friends are going to wonder where you are if you’re gone for too long. What are you going to tell them? Are you even allowed outside?”


She looked away. “I’m not a child, Calvin. I’m allowed to go where I please. I just want to make sure my duties are taken care of.”


“And when are your duties taken care of?”


“I’m supposed...” She groaned, hitting her legs. “I mean, she’s supposed to be back at the parish tomorrow morning. We were... I mean, they were going to pray and meditate at the cathedral tonight, but I told them I was meeting an old friend and might be late.”


I sighed, my eyes fixed on the road. Traffic was heavy, and it was taking longer to get home than usual. Looking at people in other cars, going about their normal lives, made me realize just how far we were from our regular routines. “We need to stop jumping you into new bodies every day without any planning. We need to understand the rules and find someone you can... stay in. For a while, at least, until we figure this out.”


I drove in silence for a few minutes, my mind racing with the implications of everything we were dealing with.


“Something happened when I went from Veronica to me,” the nun said, breaking the silence. “It felt... different. Not as immediate as the others.”


“Different how?”


“Like... I could see threads...”


“Threads?” I repeated, glancing over at her. “What kind of threads? Like spider webs?”


“Memories, I think,” she explained. “Veronica’s memories, maybe feelings, thoughts?”


“Okay...”


“It felt like I could pull them, twist them?” She blushed again. “I’m not explaining myself well.”


“What about that nerd you talked about when you were Mandy?” I said, getting off the highway and onto the quieter surface streets. “You seemed to think she’d be the perfect person to help us figure things out.”


“Oh... I don’t know... I don’t remember her now that I’m Lisa.” I saw her frowning as I looked over.


“Lisa?”


“That’s my name, Calvin!” she said, pouting at me. “Sister Margaret is my holy name. We pick a holy name when we take our vows.”


I chuckled, shaking my head. “Lisa, alright...”


She sighed. “I don’t remember much of her, but I remember thinking she was a good choice. I have no idea why.”


“Shit... I guess it’s too late now. We’re not going to go after Mandy again. She’s probably freaked out enough by all this.”


The young nun smirked. “I wrote down her name and number back at home, when I was still Mandy.”


I opened my mouth to say something, but closed it. I smirked back. “Good thinking.”


“Thank Mandy,” the nun said, winking.
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Chapter 4: The Funeral


The next day was a beautiful, sunny morning, a nice change from the cold and rain. I stood outside the cemetery, waiting for Emma. A crowd of people were gathered near the entrance, talking amongst themselves. My in-laws, some distant relatives, and some friends were all here, looking solemn and sad.


Shaking hands, pretending to care, I felt like a total fraud. I kept glancing over my shoulder, hoping to see a young girl with dark hair walking through the cemetery gates, but there was no sign of her.


“I don’t know how you even do it,” a voice said beside me. I turned to see Ashley, Emma’s sister, looking at me with concern. She was dressed in a simple black dress, her blonde hair pulled back in a loose ponytail. She looked so much like Emma it hurt. “I feel like I’m about to throw up.”


“Just doing my best to look like I’m fine,” I said. I glanced at the casket, resting on a pedestal. It was open, and there she was, the empty shell that had once housed my wife’s soul. It was surreal, standing here, mourning someone who wasn’t really gone. “Or maybe not fine, but the socially acceptable level of not fine...”


She nodded, understanding. “You too?” She scoffed. I could see the pain in her eyes, the slight tremble in her hands as she clutched her purse. She was devastated, but she was good at hiding it. That was Ashley for you. Always the strong one.


She looked around the cemetery, her eyes narrowing as she spotted someone in the crowd. “God, look at Veronica,” she muttered, nodding toward a woman standing a few feet away. “She’s actually enjoying this.”


I followed her gaze and saw a woman in her thirties, dressed in an expensive-looking black dress that hugged her curves a bit too tightly for a funeral. Her makeup was immaculate, her hair styled in a way that suggested she had spent hours in front of a mirror. She was standing next to a balding man who I assumed was her husband, laughing quietly at something he had said, then quickly covering her mouth with her hand and pretending to wipe away a tear.


“Who is she again?” I asked, though I vaguely remembered Emma mentioning her a few times.


“Our cousin,” Ashley said, her voice dripping with disdain. “Dad’s brother’s daughter. She and Emma couldn’t stand each other. Look at her, pretending to be sad.” She scoffed. “She’s probably already planning what to wear to the next funeral.”


I watched as Veronica made her way through the crowd, stopping to hug people, her face contorting into an exaggerated mask of grief every time she approached someone new. It was like watching a bad actress in a B-movie.


“She asked me earlier if I you were planning to sell Emma’s jewelry,” Ashley continued, her voice low. “Can you believe that? She didn’t even wait until the funeral was over.”


I shook my head, disgusted. “Jesus.”


“Yeah.” Ashley sighed, then looked at the open casket. “Emma would have hated this whole thing, you know. All these people pretending to care.”


“You’re sarcastic enough on her behalf to make up for it,” I said, trying to lighten the mood. Ashley laughed, a genuine one this time. The two sisters were quite different, but shared a very similar sense of humor.


“Yeah, well,” she said, “I’ll do my best to make her proud.”


I wrapped my arm around her shoulder, giving her a half hug. “She was proud of you, Ash. Very proud. You know that, right?”


She looked up at me, tears in her eyes, and gave me a weak smile. I felt a sudden wave of guilt wash over me. She had no idea that her sister was still here, that she was alive in another body.


I looked around again, hoping to see Emma, but there was still no sign of her. Where the hell was she? “You alright?” Ashley asked. “I mean, relatively speaking, obviously.”


“Yeah, I’m okay,” I said. “Just thinking about Emma, you know? Wondering what she would say if she could see us here.” Subtle, Cal. Real subtle.


Ashley smiled, a genuine smile that reached her eyes. “She’d be proud of you too, Calvin.” She glanced at the casket again, then back at me. “She’d want us to remember her as she was, not…” She gestured vaguely at the coffin.


I nodded, understanding. “Not as an empty shell.”


Ashley nodded slowly. “I guess that’s one way to look at it.” She sighed, then straightened her shoulders. “I should go say hello to Aunt Martha before she thinks I’m avoiding her.” She squeezed my arm one last time. “Hang in there, Calvin.”


I watched her walk away, her head held high despite the weight of her grief. I turned back to the casket, looking at the peaceful face of my wife’s body. It was strange how detached I felt from it now. It wasn’t Emma anymore. Emma was out there somewhere, in Mandy’s body, making her way here. At least, I hoped she was.


I continued to shake hands, my mind drifting further away with each sympathetic nod and murmured condolence. Mrs. Henderson from next door, my boss from work, Emma’s old college roommate—their faces blurred together as I scanned the crowd for Mandy. Where the hell was she? The uncertainty was eating away at me. Had something happened? Had Emma lost her grip on Mandy’s consciousness?


“Such a tragedy,” said someone—I didn’t even register who—as they patted my shoulder and moved on.


I caught Veronica staring at me from across the small gathering. When our eyes met, she had the audacity to wink at me, her red-painted lips curling into what I suppose she thought was a seductive smile. I felt my stomach turn. Her husband was right beside her, oblivious, as she dabbed at perfectly dry eyes with a lace handkerchief that probably cost more than my suit. Every few minutes, she’d let out a theatrical sigh loud enough for everyone to hear, then immediately return to whispering and giggling with another woman. She was like a caricature of grief, a performance so bad it would have been comical if it weren’t so disrespectful.


The priest approached me, his face a practiced mask of professional sympathy. “Mr. Kent, we’ll be asking everyone to take their seats in about five minutes. I’ll do the opening prayer, and then if anyone wishes to say a few words about the deceased, they may do so.” He lowered his voice. “Will you be speaking, sir?”


The question hit me like a bucket of ice water. A speech. Of course there would be a speech. What kind of husband wouldn’t speak at his wife’s funeral? But I had completely forgotten to prepare anything. I left it for the last minute, grief and shock leaving me unable to string two coherent thoughts together, and then... well, between discovering my wife’s consciousness in Clara’s body, then finding her again in Mandy’s, and then spending the night tangled in sheets with her... Jesus, what was I supposed to say? “Thank you all for coming, but don’t worry, my wife is actually alive in someone else’s body, and we had sex all night”?


“I… yes, I’ll say something,” I heard myself say. The old man nodded and moved away, leaving me in a cold sweat.


“You look positively ghastly, Calvin,” came a voice dripping with false concern. I turned to find Veronica standing beside me, close enough that I could smell her expensive perfume. She placed a hand on my arm, letting it linger there longer than was appropriate. “But I must say, grief becomes you.”


I resisted the urge to pull away. “Thanks,” I muttered.


“Oh, don’t be so glum,” she said, her voice inappropriately cheerful. “Death is only the beginning, you know.” She gave a little laugh, as if she’d said something clever.


I stared at her, unable to hide my disgust. “I don’t think this is the time for jokes.”


She smirked, her perfectly manicured fingers still resting on my arm. “Oh, come now. I think Emma would have wanted her funeral to be fun, don’t you? She never was one for all this…” she waved her hand dismissively, “…dreary business.”


“I don’t think you knew Emma as well as you think you did,” I said coldly, finally pulling my arm away.


Veronica’s eyes sparkled with something I couldn’t quite identify. “Maybe I know her better than you think,” she said, and then winked at me again. She looked down at her own hands, turning them over as if seeing them for the first time, then looked back at me with a strange little chuckle.


“I’m sorry to be stuck in such an unpopular person,” she said, her tone suddenly different, though I couldn’t put my finger on how. “But I didn’t think Mandy would cut it. People would wonder who she is.”


I felt the blood drain from my face as understanding dawned on me. “Emma?” I whispered, barely audible.


I stared at her, trying to process what was happening. My brain felt like it was short-circuiting. The woman standing before me was everything Emma had despised: superficial, self-centered, with that irritating high-pitched laugh and those calculated mannerisms. Yet somewhere behind those heavily mascara-coated eyes was my wife.


“Close your mouth, darling, you’ll catch flies,” she said with Veronica’s characteristic condescension, flicking her manicured nails against my chest. “God, these nails are divine though, aren’t they? I get them done weekly.” She examined them with a smirk that was pure Veronica.


I finally found my voice. “How… when did this happen?”


She glanced around to make sure no one was within earshot, then leaned in closer, her expensive perfume clouding my senses. “This morning. I was in Mandy’s body, getting ready to come here, when I ran into Veronica at a coffee shop. She was being absolutely horrid to the useless barista—typical—and I thought, well, wouldn’t it be interesting to attend my own funeral as someone who’s actually invited?” She shrugged Veronica’s shoulders in a fluid, elegant motion that seemed foreign on my wife. “I considered taking over Ashley, you know, but that felt… rude. She deserves to grieve properly, the poor thing.”


“You say that like it’s nothing,” I whispered, horrified. “Like you’re just trying on a new outfit.”


She laughed—a grating, too-loud laugh that surely would have made Emma cringe. “I know, I know. I’m taking this all rather lightly, aren’t I? But it’s freeing, Calvin. I used to think Veronica was just an asshole, but now I understand—she’s just learned to seize life without worrying about what others might feel or want. There’s a certain power in that.”


“I imagine that’s her point of view, yeah,” I said, shaking my head.


The woman my wife was currently inhabiting seemed taken aback, as if the self-reflection required to see her situation from an outside point of view was not a skill Veronica had honed. “It is, actually,” she said quietly, looking down at her own hands again, the nails perfect, the skin smooth and unblemished. “But I suppose I see why others might disagree. People are so... fragile, aren’t they? Emotions are a burden. It’s much simpler to live without the less convenient ones.”


“How can you even claim to be Emma when you’re talking like that? My wife cared about people. She wouldn’t—”


“Wouldn’t what? Enjoy herself?” She raised one perfectly shaped eyebrow. “I’m still me, Calvin. I’m just… experiencing things through a different lens. I’ll admit, Veronica might not be the best host in such dire circumstances. In Mandy’s brain, I didn’t think this through properly. But I thought inside this woman, I’d have the freedom to experience my own funeral a bit more… relaxed.” Her eyes traveled down my body and back up again. “Plus, she’s hot, isn’t she? I thought you might want to fuck her afterward—if not out of attraction, maybe out of anger.”


She winked at me again, then waved cheerfully at her husband, who was engaged in conversation with another mourner. “Poor guy hasn’t fucked me in ages,” she whispered, leaning in close. “Though I’ve been having plenty of fun with the younger neighbor. He’s quite the specimen—abs you could bounce quarters off of.”


As she spoke, she took my hand and, with a boldness that left me speechless, guided it to her ass, pressing it against the curve while maintaining eye contact with her husband across the room. She smiled at him innocently while my hand remained frozen against the expensive fabric of her dress.


I was horrified. I was disgusted. And God help me, I was turned on. The conflict made me feel sick with myself. This was my wife’s cousin, for Christ’s sake. A woman I found repulsive on a personal level, even if she was objectively attractive. But knowing Emma was in there somewhere, watching me through those eyes…


“Stop it,” I hissed, pulling my hand away. “This isn’t right.”


“What isn’t right?” she asked in Veronica’s mock innocence. “That I’m in this body, or that you’re getting hard thinking about it?”


I didn’t doubt for a second that this was Emma—the Emma I knew was in there somewhere. But it was like watching her through a funhouse mirror, distorted and warped by Veronica’s personality. How much control did she actually have? How much of Veronica was influencing her thoughts, her actions? Or worse, how much of Emma was being consumed by the women she inhabited?


“Both,” I admitted quietly. “I don’t like what this brain is doing to you.”


She tilted her head, studying me with an expression that was suddenly more thoughtful, more Emma-like. “Or maybe it’s just showing you parts of me you never knew existed.” She straightened Veronica’s designer jacket. “We should find our seats. The service is about to start, and I’m dying to hear what people say about me.” She paused, then laughed at her own pun. “See what I did there? Dying?”


I walked toward the front of the seating area, feeling numb and on autopilot. The wind was picking up, rustling the leaves on the trees that surrounded the open field. It was a peaceful place, I had to admit. It wasn’t a peaceful moment... Though, I was lucid enough to realize that funerals were rarely peaceful for those left behind. I was just experiencing a different kind of fucked up than most people did on a day like this.


The priest had begun his opening speech. I wasn’t really listening. I sat next to Ashley and her parents, feeling Veronica’s eyes on me from across the aisle. She was sitting next to her husband, her smirk barely hidden under a mask of faux sympathy. She was both an intruder and the guest of honor at her own funeral, and the absurdity of it was not lost on me. I hoped some part of my real wife was at least finding some genuine solace in all of this. She had to know that the people around her were hurting, missing the real Emma. She had a to care, even a little, right?


I turned to look at my in-laws. Robert and Margaret Davis looked like they had aged a decade in the past week. Robert, a tall man with the same blonde hair as his daughters, though now more gray than blonde, sat rigid in his seat, his jaw clenched so tight I could see the muscle twitching. Margaret, petite and usually so full of energy, seemed to have collapsed in on herself, her eyes red-rimmed and vacant. Ashley reached out and squeezed my hand as I sat down beside her.


The priest was carrying on with the usual platitudes about the fleeting nature of life and the importance of remembering those we’ve lost. Jesus, God, and Heaven were sprinkled into his speech, though I knew Emma had never been religious. She had wanted a non-denominational service, but I guess her parents had other ideas. I couldn’t bring myself to be mad at them, though. I’d always wondered why some of my non-religious deceased relatives ended up with religious funerals. I was starting to understand. After Emma’s death, I had seen no point in denying her grieving parents anything they thought might offer them some comfort. My wife was gone. Who cared what words were said in a church?


And then it hit me again—my wife wasn’t gone, she was right fucking there, wearing the skin of her cousin like a brand new dress, her eyes sparkling with the thrill of the game she was playing. I shook my head to clear it. This was insane.


“Now, if anyone else would like to share some memories of Emma, please feel free to come forward,” the priest was saying. Ashley gave my hand a final squeeze and then stood up. I watched her walk to the front, her head held high, her posture straight and dignified. This was all a sham, a farce. My wife was dead, and yet she wasn’t. Her family was grieving, and yet the source of their grief was sitting across from them, smiling. I felt like I was losing my mind.


Ashley began to speak, and as she did, the crowd fell silent. She tried to smile, then cleared her throat, her voice trembling slightly. After a moment, she laughed, tears in her eyes. Some in the crowd laughed with her. “I’m sorry,” she said, “It’s just... this is so ridiculous. Emma hated these kinds of things. She would have wanted us to have a barbecue or something. She would have wanted us to laugh and remember her in a way that didn’t involve black dresses and uncomfortable shoes.”


Her parents chuckled at that, clearly uneasy with the unconventional eulogy, but unable to deny the truth of it. I glanced back at Veronica, and saw her smiling, a more genuine smile than I would have expected.


“But I guess we’re here, and I guess we’re doing this, and I guess that’s okay too. So, I just wanted to say a few things about my sister.” She paused, her voice catching. “Bad things, obviously. That’s what she would have wanted. She always hated those sickeningly sweet eulogies where everyone lies and says the dead person was a saint.”


A few more laughs from the audience. “Emma was many things,” Ashley continued, “but a saint was not one of them. She was stubborn, she was bossy, she was opinionated, and she was sometimes downright infuriating,” she looked over to me, and winked. “Just ask her husband.”


I forced myself to smile back, and the crowd laughed again.


“But she was also the most loyal, the most caring, and the most genuine person I’ve ever known. She was my best friend. She was the only one who would tell me when I was being an idiot. And trust me, that happened often.” More laughter, this time genuine and warm. “She was the first person to hold me accountable, and the first person to forgive me. She was my rock, and I don’t know what I’m going to do without her. I don’t know how I’m going to navigate this world without her guidance, her love, or her unrelenting support.” She looked up at the sky for a moment, her chin quivering, then cleared her throat. “Emma, I hope you’re looking down on us now and laughing your ass off at this ridiculousness. And I hope that wherever you are, you’re at peace.”


I looked back at Veronica again. Her eyes were twinkling, and she was smiling, a genuine smile that reached her eyes and crinkled the corners of her mouth. No tears, of course—that would have been too much to expect from Emma’s cousin. But at least she seemed to be somewhat touched by Ashley’s words.


Ashley came back to sit beside me, her eyes wet with tears. I reached out and took her hand, giving it a squeeze. She squeezed back. “Your turn,” she whispered.


As I stood up and made my way to the podium, I couldn’t help but glance back at Emma’s cousin once again. She had a hand on her husband’s thigh, whispering something in his ear that made him shift uncomfortably. When she caught my eye, she winked and subtly arched her back, pushing her chest forward just enough to be noticeable to me but not obvious to anyone else. She crossed her legs slowly, the hem of her dress riding up just a fraction, revealing another inch of toned thigh.


I felt a flush of heat rise to my face—partly from anger, partly from an unwanted arousal that made me feel like the worst kind of traitor. This was my wife’s funeral, for God’s sake, and here I was getting turned on by her cousin. Except it was really Emma, fucking with me in the most inappropriate way possible.


I reached the podium and gripped its edges, steadying myself. The crowd fell completely silent, all eyes on me. I could see Ashley’s encouraging smile, Robert’s stoic nod, Margaret’s tearful gaze. Behind them, rows of faces—some familiar, some not—all waiting for me to put my grief into words.


I took a deep breath, my mind completely blank. What could I possibly say? How could I eulogize a woman who wasn’t really gone? How could I pretend to be a grieving widower when my wife was sitting right there, inhabiting another woman’s body, acting like this was all some kind of joke?


I cleared my throat and looked out at the sea of expectant faces.


“Emma didn’t fear death,” I finally said, my voice hoarse with emotion. I glanced briefly at Veronica and saw her smirking, her eyes locked on me. “She feared a lot of things, like spiders and clowns and that weird noise the fridge makes in the middle of the night, but never death.”


The audience gave a sympathetic chuckle at that, and I felt some of the tension ease from my shoulders. I took a deep breath and continued.


“I, for once, fear death. Fear it like hell. Death is final, inevitable. And when Emma died, I thought it was the end. I felt like... Like I died with her, in a way. I was... Dead inside, empty, lost. I didn’t know how I could go on without her.” I paused, my voice catching in my throat. I could feel the hot prickle of tears behind my eyes and I fought to keep them from falling. “I still don’t know how I’ll go on without her. Or maybe I don’t know how to carry her with me.” I looked down at the ground, collecting myself, then back up at the audience, back at Veronica, back at my wife. “She’s still here, you know? With us. She’ll always be with us. She might look different, sound different, act different, but she’s still here.” Veronica’s smirk faltered at that. She shifted in her seat, her gaze suddenly uncertain. “She’s in the way Ashley smiles, the way her parents laugh. She’s in the memories that her friends share, the stories that they’ll tell for years to come. And me? In whatever form she chooses to haunt me, I’m grateful for it. I’m grateful because, even though I can’t explain why or how, my wife is still alive to me.” I looked directly at Veronica, my eyes locking onto hers. “And that’s all that matters, in the end.”


The room was silent for a moment, and then someone—Ashley, I think—nodded. A few people murmured in agreement, and then the whole room. I barely paid attention to it. I was focused on Veronica. Her smirk was gone, replaced by a thoughtful expression. She met my gaze, her eyes shining with unshed tears. I nodded slightly, and she returned the gesture, a silent acknowledgment of our strange, impossible situation. A silent acknowledgment that we were both haunted by the same ghost, though in very different ways.


After my speech, others took their turn at the podium.


Robert and Margaret spoke together, holding each other up both literally and figuratively. Robert’s deep voice rumbled about how proud he was of his daughter, while Margaret shared stories of Emma’s stubborn determination, even as a child. “She never gave up on anything or anyone she believed in,” Margaret said, looking directly at me. “Especially not the people she loved.”


Soon enough, the casket was lowered into the ground, and we all gathered around to toss a handful of dirt onto the wood. I watched as the mound of earth grew, burying my wife’s empty shell. The wind had died down, and the air was still and quiet, the only sound the soft thud of earth hitting wood and the few occasional birdsong in the trees. I didn’t even know how to feel at this point. I was numb, detached from reality.


The ceremony droned on, a blur of ritual and reverence, the priest’s voice a low, monotone hum in the background. As the final prayers were recited, and the mourners began to disperse, I found myself once again shaking hands, accepting hugs, and thanking people for coming. It felt easier now, somehow. The weight on my chest had lightened, if only a little. I caught Emma—it was getting harder to think of her as Veronica—looking at me from across the room several times. Her glances seemed warmer, more genuine, though she still played her part as the insufferable Veronica, whispering things to her equally insufferable husband that made him chuckle inappropriately.


“You did good, Calvin,” came Ashley’s voice as she appeared at my elbow. “Really good. That speech was…” She paused, searching for words, then settled on, “Emma would have loved it. She would have made fun of you for getting all poetic, but she would have loved it.”


I managed a genuine smile. “Thanks, Ash.”


“I mean it,” she continued, her usual sarcasm softened by sincerity. “The way you talked about her living on in different forms—that was beautiful. Cheesy as hell, but beautiful.”


Before I could respond, I noticed Emma approaching us. Ashley tensed beside me, clearly uneasy about interacting with her cousin.


“Ashley, darling,” Emma said in Veronica’s voice, but there was something different about her tone—less sharp around the edges. “That was a lovely tribute to your sister. She would have been touched.”


Ashley blinked, clearly surprised by the uncharacteristic kindness. “Thanks, Veronica. That’s… unexpectedly nice of you to say.”


Emma shrugged. “Even I have my moments.” She turned to me. “And you, Calvin. Who knew you had such poetry in you? It was quite moving.”


“Thank you,” I said simply, holding her gaze.


“Well,” Ashley said, looking between us with slight confusion, “I should go check on Mom and Dad.” She squeezed my arm. “Call me if you need anything, okay?”


As Ashley walked away, Emma leaned in closer to me. “See?” she whispered. “I’m still here. Just in a slightly more… high-maintenance package.”


“Well,” I said, tensing slightly as I lowered my voice, “it only took me eulogizing you at your own funeral to get through Veronica’s thick skin. Should I be flattered or concerned?”


Emma laughed—that high, tinkling laugh that was all Veronica. “Oh, Calvin, darling, don’t be so dramatic. Veronica’s just selective about who she shows her softer side to.” She ran a manicured finger down the lapel of my suit. “Besides, you should see how I—I mean, how she—behaves at other funerals. This is positively restrained.”


I felt my jaw clench. Just when I thought I was seeing more of Emma, Veronica came roaring back. “Right. Restrained. Is that what you call it?”


She must have noticed the shift in my tone because her eyes narrowed with a calculating gleam that made my skin crawl. She leaned in closer, her perfume enveloping me in a cloud of expensive scent.


“You know,” she said, her voice dropping to a husky whisper, “if you’re so angry at Veronica, I’ll be vaping behind the church in two minutes. Why don’t you meet me there and teach me a lesson?”


“Jesus,” I muttered under my breath.


She patted my cheek condescendingly. “Don’t look so shocked, darling. It’s just a thought.” With that, she sauntered away, making sure to put an extra sway in her hips that I was certain was for my benefit.


I watched her go, feeling a storm of emotions raging inside me. Anger, confusion, and underneath it all, an undeniable current of desire that made me feel sick with myself. On one hand, the idea of following Veronica—of all people—behind a church for a quickie right now, of all moments, felt beyond reprehensible. On the other hand, it wasn’t really Veronica, was it? It was Emma. My Emma, trapped in the body of a woman I couldn’t stand.


The thought of putting Veronica in her place, of somehow spanking Emma back into reality, sent a shameful thrill through me. Would it help? Would a physical connection strengthen Emma’s hold on Veronica’s consciousness, the way it had with Mandy? Or would it just be giving in to a twisted desire I didn’t want to acknowledge?


I loosened my tie slightly, suddenly feeling too warm. Two minutes, she had said. Two minutes until she’d be waiting, expecting me to either follow through or chicken out. Either way, I knew she’d have something to say about it.


God help me, I was actually considering it.


I found Emma exactly where she said she’d be—behind the church, leaning against the brick wall, a thin stream of vapor escaping her lips as she exhaled. She was partially hidden by a large dumpster, the irony of which wasn’t lost on me. Veronica’s designer heels clicked against the pavement as she straightened up at the sight of me.


“Well, well,” she said, her red lips curving into a smile that was pure predator. “I wasn’t sure you’d come. How deliciously naughty of you, Calvin.”


I kept my distance, hands in my pockets. “I just wanted to talk.”


She laughed, taking another drag from her vape pen before tucking it into her purse. “Talk? Is that what we’re calling it now?” She stepped closer, her eyes gleaming. “God, I’ve never been this horny in my entire life—well, Veronica’s life, anyway. It’s strange. No matter what body I’m in, I want you so badly it hurts.”


The crude words coming from Veronica’s mouth sent an unwanted jolt of heat through me.


“You can have me right here,” she continued, running her hands down her sides, emphasizing the curves of her body. “Veronica the bitch, freely available for whatever you want.” She lowered her voice to a whisper. “My mouth, my pussy, my ass—take your pick. I’ve been working this body hard at the gym, you know. It would be a shame for you to pass on this opportunity.”


I felt my face flush with anger and arousal in equal measure. “You could possess any other woman,” I said through gritted teeth. “Any other woman would be a more pleasant partner than Veronica.”


She threw her head back and laughed, the sound echoing off the brick walls. “Oh, please. Don’t try to bluff me, Calvin. I know you too well.” She closed the distance between us, pressing her body against mine. I could feel the heat of her through our clothes. “I can see it in your eyes. You’re dying to push me against this wall and fuck me raw. Teach the bitch a good lesson, right?”


Her hand found its way to my crotch, confirming what she already knew. “Go ahead,” she whispered, her breath hot against my ear. “I’m on the pill.”


Something snapped inside me. All the confusion, grief, and anger of the past few days crystallized into a single, burning need. I grabbed Veronica by her shoulders and spun her around, shoving her roughly against the brick wall. She gasped—a sound of surprise mixed with excitement—as I pinned her there with my body.


“Is this what you want?” I growled, my voice barely recognizable to my own ears. “You want me to hate-fuck you at my wife’s funeral?”


She laughed, that infuriating Veronica laugh. “Your wife is right here, darling. And yes, that’s exactly what I want.”


I silenced her with a bruising kiss, my hands already pushing up the hem of her expensive black dress. She wore silk underwear—of course she did—which I yanked down with enough force that I heard the delicate fabric tear. She moaned against my mouth, her hands fumbling with my belt.


“Hurry,” she whispered, her voice husky with need. “Someone might come looking for us.”


The thought should have stopped me cold, but instead it only fueled the fire. I freed myself from my pants and hoisted her up, her back scraping against the rough brick as she wrapped her legs around my waist. Without preamble, I thrust into her, earning a shocked gasp that quickly morphed into a moan.


“Oh god, Calvin,” she cried out, her head falling back against the wall. “Yes, fuck me like you hate me.”


And I did. I pounded into her with all the rage and confusion and twisted desire I’d been suppressing. Each thrust was punishment—for her taking Veronica’s body, for her acting like this was all some game, for making me want her despite everything. Her moans grew louder, echoing in the small space between the building and the dumpster.


“Shut the fuck up,” I hissed, clamping my hand over her mouth. “You want everyone to hear you? To come see Veronica getting fucked behind a church?”


Her eyes widened above my hand, but I could feel her smile against my palm. She was enjoying this—the danger, the degradation, all of it. And God help me, so was I. I hated myself for it, hated her for bringing me to this point, but I couldn’t stop.


Veronica’s body responded to every thrust, her inner muscles clenching around me, her perfectly manicured nails digging into my shoulders through my suit jacket. I could feel her building toward climax, her breathing becoming more ragged against my hand.


“You’re not coming until I say so,” I growled, slowing my pace deliberately. “You don’t get to enjoy this that much.”


She whimpered in protest, trying to move her hips to increase the friction, but I held her firmly in place. I removed my hand from her mouth just long enough to hear her beg.


“Please, Calvin,” she gasped. “Please let me come. I need it.”


“Who are you?” I demanded, still moving torturously slow inside her.


“I’m Emma,” she whispered, her eyes locking with mine. “I’m your wife.”


Something about hearing those words from Veronica’s mouth pushed me over the edge. I resumed my punishing pace, driving into her with renewed vigor. She came almost immediately, her body convulsing around me, her scream muffled by my hand clamped firmly over her mouth again. I followed seconds later, emptying myself inside her with a guttural groan, hatred and pleasure washing over me in equal measure.


I sagged against the wall, my breath coming in ragged gasps as the reality of what we’d just done crashed over me. My wife’s funeral. Behind the church. With her cousin’s body. Jesus Christ, what was wrong with me? And yet, I couldn’t deny the relief flooding through me—not just physical release, but something deeper. Some primal part of me had needed this, needed to reclaim Emma in whatever form she took.


Veronica—Emma—stood shakily, adjusting her torn underwear and smoothing down her dress. Her carefully styled hair was now a mess, makeup smudged, lipstick all but gone. My release trickled down her inner thigh, and she made a half-hearted attempt to clean herself with a tissue from her purse.


“Shit,” she muttered, her voice sounding different somehow. “This dress costs more than your monthly mortgage payment.”


I tucked myself away and zipped up my pants, shame and satisfaction warring within me. When I looked up at her face, I noticed something had changed in her eyes. The cold, calculating gleam that was pure Veronica had softened, replaced by something warmer, more familiar. More Emma.


“Calvin, I…” she started, then paused, running a hand through her disheveled hair. “I’m sorry. This was stupid. So fucking stupid.” She shook her head. “Taking over Veronica of all people. What was I thinking?”


I stared at her, taken aback by the sudden shift. “Emma?” Was she more herself again?


“When I was Mandy, I didn’t realize how much of a bitch Veronica actually was,” she continued, leaning against the wall for support. “My memories of her were intact, but Mandy had no emotional response to seeing her. It was just… information. But being inside her head…” She shuddered. “It’s like swimming in toxic waste.”


“You sound different,” I said cautiously. “More like yourself.”


She looked down at her hands—Veronica’s hands—with disgust. “I feel more like myself. Less… Veronica.” She looked up at me, her eyes wide with realization. “It’s the sex, isn’t it? Just like with Mandy. Having sex with you brings me back, makes me stronger than the host.”


I nodded slowly. “Seems that way. You were acting like a complete bitch before.”


“I know,” she said, genuine remorse in her voice. “And the worst part is, I was enjoying it. Veronica gets off on being cruel. It’s like a drug.” She reached out and touched my face gently. “I’m so sorry, Calvin. For all of this. For making you fuck me at my own funeral, for Christ’s sake.”


“It’s not entirely your fault,” I admitted. “I could have said no.”


She gave a small, sad laugh. “But you didn’t. And I’m glad you didn’t.” She gestured to herself. “This is helping. I’m stronger now. More me.”


I straightened my tie, trying to make myself presentable again. “So sex with me is really like an anchor? It helps you stay you, no matter whose body you’re in?”


“Seems that way,” she said, attempting to fix her makeup using her phone’s camera. “God, we look like we just had sex behind a dumpster.”


“We did just have sex behind a dumpster.”


“Fair point.” She sighed, giving up on her appearance.


Emma did her best to make herself presentable, using a compact mirror from Veronica’s purse to fix her smudged makeup. Her hands moved with Veronica’s practiced efficiency, but there was a gentleness to her movements now, less of the sharp, aggressive energy that had dominated her earlier.


“How do I look?” she asked, smoothing down her dress.


“Like someone who just had rough sex behind a funeral home, but trying really hard to hide it,” I answered honestly.


She laughed—a sound that was somewhere between Veronica’s tinkling fake laugh and Emma’s genuine one. “Well, it’ll have to do.” She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. “We need to figure out what happens next. I can’t stay in Veronica forever.”


“Where’s Mandy?” I asked. “Could you go back to her?”


Emma shook her head. “Probably long gone by now. You should have seen her at the coffee shop after we switched—completely freaked out. Poor thing looked like she’d just woken up from a nightmare.” She frowned. “I feel bad about that. She didn’t ask for any of this.”


I glanced toward the funeral home. “What about someone else here? Someone who wouldn’t be missed for a while? At least for as long as it takes us to find someone else out there?”


“Like who? A friend? Family?” She shuddered. “I don’t think I can do that, Calvin. One good thing about Veronica is she doesn’t give a shit about my death. She’s just here because it’s the socially expected thing to do.” She gestured toward the building. “Everyone else in there is grieving me. I’m not ready to feel that—to grieve myself through someone else’s emotions. It would be too much.”


I nodded, understanding. The psychological implications of inhabiting someone who was actively mourning you were disturbing to contemplate.


“We’ll figure something out,” I said, checking my watch. “But we should do it quickly, before you start feeling more like Veronica again.”


“God, please don’t let that happen.” She shuddered. “Being Veronica is like having your brain marinated in entitlement and spite. The longer I’m in here, the harder it is to remember who I really am.”


We made our way back to the cemetery, trying to look casual. I noticed Ashley watching us, her eyes narrowing slightly as she took in Veronica’s disheveled appearance and the fact that we’d both been absent at the same time. She didn’t say anything, but the knowing look on her face made my stomach twist with guilt. How much did she suspect?


The service ended without further drama, and the guests began to disperse. Emma and I stuck around to mingle, both of us desperate for some kind of solution. We needed a host who had no link to Emma and no one would miss for at least long enough to get back home.


“What’s up with you and Veronica?” Ashley whispered to me as she passed by. “You two seem awfully chummy all of a sudden.”


“She... asked about Emma’s will,” I lied smoothly. “Wanted to know if she’d been left anything.”


“Typical.” Ashley rolled her eyes, though she still seemed skeptical. “Did you tell her she’s in line for a lifetime supply of free Botox and fake tits?”


“Something like that...” I trailed off, catching sight of the priest who’d presided over the ceremony. He was packing up his things, helped by a young woman in a simple black dress. “Excuse me for a sec,” I said to Ashley, already moving toward the duo.


They watched me approach with polite smiles, the young woman standing slightly behind the priest, fiddling with her cross necklace.


“Hi, thank you so much for the service,” I said, shaking the priest’s hand. “It was lovely. Very... touching.”


“Thank you, son,” the priest said with a benevolent smile.


I stared at the nun, my mind racing. “I’m sorry, I didn’t catch your name,” I said, holding out my hand to her.


“Sister Margaret,” she replied quietly, taking my hand in a firm shake.


“Sister Margaret, lovely.” I glanced around, trying to look nonchalant. “Would you mind me introducing you to my wife’s cousin? She... she keeps talking about wanting to get closer to God, but I think she’s too afraid to ask.” I lowered my voice, leaning in closer.


The priest and Sister Margaret exchanged glances. The poor girl, in her twenties, was pretty, in a quiet, innocent way. Her blonde hair was tucked neatly under her veil, and her blue eyes were wide and trusting. She seemed particularly uneasy in her conservative black dress. “I’d be happy to talk to her,” the priest said. “Where is she?”


“Oh, no need to bother yourself, Father. I think a woman’s touch might work better with this one.” I gave Sister Margaret an encouraging smile. “If you could spare five minutes, Sister?”


She hesitated, glancing at the priest for permission, which he granted with a nod.


“I’d be honored to help,” she mumbled, her voice barely audible.


“Wonderful.” I led her away, searching for Emma. I spotted her across the cemetery, chatting with a group of well-wishers. “There she is.”


I approached, Sister Margaret in tow, and tapped Emma on the shoulder. She turned around, her face lighting up with a false smile when she saw the nun. It seemed to take all of her self-control to keep her eyes from rolling out of her head. “Calvin! How lovely! What’s this?”


“I wanted to introduce you to Sister Margaret,” I said, nudging the shy nun forward. “She wanted to talk to you about... about getting closer to God. I know it’s something you’ve been thinking about a lot lately.”


“Of course,” Emma said with a tight smile, keeping her hands folded in front of her. It was pretty obvious that my wife, as Veronica, found the idea of becoming a nun laughable. I had to elbow her slightly to get her to shake the nun’s hand. She extended her arm stiffly, giving the sister a limp handshake.


For a moment, the two women stared at each other, the tension thick between them. Then, Sister Margaret blinked and straightened her shoulders, her expression changing slightly, blushing. In the meantime, Veronica’s eyes widened. She looked around in confusion, her gaze finally settling on her hands, still encased in the nun’s. She let go of the nun’s hands as if they were on fire and stumbled backward a few steps.


“What on earth?” Veronica mumbled, her voice shaky. Veronica’s relatives and friends looked over, some of them clearly concerned about her sudden change in demeanor. Veronica didn’t seem to be one to show uncertainty or weakness. Obviously aware that she was being watched, she quickly regained her composure, flashing her usual, plastic smile.


“Everything alright, dear?” asked an elderly man, who I recognized as her father.


“Perfectly fine, Daddy,” she said smoothly, brushing a lock of hair from her forehead. “Erm... I’m sorry,” she told the nun. “You were saying?” She clearly had no idea what she was doing here, but her pride wouldn’t allow her to show it.


Sister Margaret, meanwhile, had been staring at Veronica, her blush deepening. “Oh, yes. I just wanted to tell you that...” She was stammering, looking around her, and fiddling with her dress. She kept stealing glances at me, her blush intensifying every time our eyes met. “Nothing important... Sorry for bothering you...”


“I’ll accompany the sister back to the priest,” I said to all present. “Please, enjoy the refreshments.” And then, in a whisper, I said to the nun, “Come with me.”


We walked a few steps away, out of earshot. “Are you...” I asked the sister, who was now trailing behind me.


“Emma? Yes, it’s me,” the sister mumbled. Her voice was barely audible. It seemed like she was even shyer than before.


“How do you feel?” I asked, looking over my shoulder.


“A bit... disgusted?” the sister said, clearly struggling to find the right word. “Disappointed, maybe?” She shuddered, her arms wrapped tightly around her waist as we walked.


“About us...? Behind the church?”


She bit her lower lip, her cheeks now bright red. “No... I mean yes... But I was thinking about being Veronica... What a...”


“Bitch?” I offered.


“Horrible person,” she corrected me, frowning slightly at my word choice. She turned to look at the priest, standing a few dozen yards away, conflicting emotions playing across her face. “Calvin, I... I know we planned for me to leave with you but...”


“But?”


She sighed, her breath shaky. “Would you mind waiting for a few minutes? I promised Father O’Brien that I’d help him pack up and get everything back to the parish.”


“How long is a few more minutes? Can’t you find an excuse to leave early,” I asked, uneasy with the idea of letting her out of my sight.


“It’s just that... I feel like I have a duty here,” she said, looking down at her feet. “And to... God?” She looked at her hands as if they weren’t her own. “I don’t know how to explain.”


I sighed. “Right. You’re a nun now. Should have seen that coming.” I shook my head, frustrated. “Alright, you help Father...”


“O’Brien...”


“O’Brien,” I repeated. “You help him pack and load his car, then meet me at mine. Promise?”


“I promise,” the sister said, her smile beatific. She gave me a little wave before hurrying back toward the priest. Fuck, I thought to myself, watching her go. A nun. Of all the people I could have chosen, why the hell did I pick a nun?
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Chapter 10: Self Science


“A demonstration,” Katherine repeated, leaning forward in her chair. “I want to see this transfer happen. If what you’re claiming is true, I need to observe it firsthand.”


“You want Emma to… transfer into you?” I asked, not quite believing what I was hearing.


Katherine nodded, her scientific curiosity clearly overriding her skepticism. “If this is real, I want to experience it. And if it’s not, then no harm done, right?”


Emma shifted uncomfortably beside me. “Before we do this, you need to understand what you’re consenting to. I’ll have access to your memories, your thoughts. I’ll be… you, in a way.”


“And I’ll be unconscious? Or gone?” Katherine asked, her scientific precision evident even in her skepticism.


“Not gone,” Emma explained. “Just… dormant. When I leave, you won’t remember anything that happened while I was in control.”


Katherine snorted. “How convenient. No witnesses to your ‘possession.’” She made air quotes with her fingers. “But fine, I consent to being ‘possessed’ by your dead wife.” Her sarcasm was thick enough to cut with a knife. “Thanks for asking, by the way. At least you’re not having Calvin’s wife switch with me without my consent.”


The barb hit home, and I winced. “We’re trying to do this right.”


“There’s another problem,” Emma explained to the scientist, her brow furrowing. “Sister Margaret. When I leave her body, she’s going to be very confused. She’ll have no idea how she got here or who you are.”


“She might call the police,” Katherine added with a smirk. “Kidnapping a nun is probably a felony.”


Emma stood up and began pacing, a gesture that looked strange on Sister Margaret’s normally composed body. “I need to take something to keep her calm when she wakes up. Something mild.”


“Oh, sure,” Katherine said, her voice dripping with sarcasm. “Let’s add drugging a nun to the list of crimes. Why not?”


Despite her harsh words, Katherine made no move to stop us or leave. Her scientific curiosity was clearly winning out over her ethical concerns.


“I don’t like this,” I said, following Emma as she headed toward our bathroom. “Drugging her seems wrong.”


“What choice do we have?” Emma countered, opening the medicine cabinet with the familiarity of someone who had done it a thousand times. “If she wakes up in a strange house with strange people, she’ll panic. This will just… take the edge off.”


She reached for a prescription bottle I recognized—mild anti-anxiety medication she’d been prescribed years ago after a particularly stressful period at work. She shook three pills into her palm.


“I used to take these when my nerves got bad,” she explained, though I already knew. “Sometimes to help me sleep. They’re not strong, taken alone. But three of them should make Lisa drowsy enough not to panic.”


Emma swallowed the pills with a handful of water from the sink. A few minutes later, she sat down heavily on the edge of the tub, her eyelids already growing heavy.


We returned to the living room where Katherine was waiting, her expression a mixture of scientific fascination and moral judgment. She didn’t seem particularly concerned to see the nun’s eyes growing glassy, her body swaying slightly as the drugs kicked in.


“So,” she said, standing up and brushing invisible lint from her jeans. “How do we do this? Do I need to touch her, or…?”


Emma nodded slowly. “Physical contact seems to be the trigger. A handshake should be enough.”


Katherine extended her hand, her skepticism evident in the slight smirk on her face. “Well, Sister whatever, it was nice meeting you. I look forward to being possessed by a dead woman.”


Emma took a deep breath and reached out, clasping Katherine’s hand firmly in her own.


For a moment, nothing happened. Emma and Katherine stood frozen, hands clasped, while I held my breath. Then Katherine’s body jerked slightly, her eyes widening in shock.


“Holy shit,” she breathed, her voice still Katherine’s but somehow different—more hesitant, more surprised. “It worked. It actually worked.” She released Emma’s hand and staggered back, staring at her own palms in wonder. “I’m… I’m in her body. I’m Katherine. But I’m Emma.”


Sister Margaret swayed on her feet, her eyes unfocused. The medication was clearly taking effect, making her movements sluggish as she looked around in confusion.


“Where… where am I?” she mumbled, her voice slurred. “What’s happening?”


I moved quickly to guide her to the couch, helping her sit down. “It’s okay,” I said soothingly, though I knew it was anything but okay for her. “You’re safe. Just rest.”


Katherine—or rather, Emma in Katherine’s body—was examining herself with scientific precision, running her hands over her arms, touching her face, adjusting to her new form.


“The neural pathways are so different,” she said, her voice taking on Katherine’s clinical tone but with Emma’s wonder behind it. “Everything is… sharper somehow. More analytical. I can feel how her brain processes information. It’s like thinking in high definition.”


She turned to look at Sister Margaret, who was now slumping against the couch cushions, her eyelids heavy. “And what a contrast! Going from that rigid, faith-structured mind to this…” She tapped her temple. “Katherine’s brain is like a supercomputer compared to hers. No offense to the nun, but it’s like going from a horse-drawn carriage to a Tesla.”


I couldn’t tell how much of this assessment was Emma and how much was Katherine’s own ego coloring Emma’s perceptions. The disdain for religious thinking certainly sounded more like the skeptical scientist than my wife.


“Oh, and I’m really turned on,” Katherine added, grinning as she cupped her breasts through her shirt and biting her lip as her gaze wandered to me. “Which is very unusual, because I’m... she’s supposed to be a lesbian.”


I felt my face grow warm. “Can we maybe not talk about Katherine’s body’s, um, reactions?”


“We need to get me into an MRI,” Emma continued as if I hadn’t spoken, pacing now with Katherine’s energetic stride. “And an EEG. We should monitor brain activity during the transfer. And we’ll need blood samples to check for hormonal changes. Oh! And we should—”


“Whoa, slow down,” I interrupted, placing a hand on her shoulder. It felt strange touching Katherine’s body while knowing Emma was inside. “One step at a time.”


Emma nodded, pushing Katherine’s glasses up her nose in a gesture that was pure scientist. “You’re right. Methodical approach. First things first.” She looked back at Sister Margaret, who was now barely conscious. “The medication is working. Good. That gives us some time.”


She closed her eyes suddenly, her brow furrowing in concentration. “I can see them,” she whispered. “The threads. Just like when I transferred from Veronica to Lisa. Mental pathways, memories, emotions… they’re all connected by these… threads of consciousness.”


“You can see inside her mind?” I asked, not quite understanding.


“Not see, exactly. It’s more like… feeling. Sensing.” Emma’s eyes remained closed, her face a mask of concentration. “There’s one that’s particularly strong. It’s fascinating. Let me just…”


Without warning, Katherine’s body shuddered violently. Her back arched, her mouth falling open in a silent gasp. Her hands gripped the arms of the chair so tightly her knuckles turned white. A deep, guttural moan escaped her throat as her body convulsed in what was unmistakably an intense orgasm.


Sister Margaret, even in her drugged state, looked scandalized. I stood frozen, completely bewildered.


After several seconds, Emma relaxed, Katherine’s body going limp in the chair. A slow, satisfied smile spread across her face.


“Well,” she said, her voice breathless. “That was unexpected.”


“What the hell just happened?” I demanded. “Did you just cum?”


Emma nodded slowly and straightened up, adjusting Katherine’s rumpled clothing with a smirk that looked perfectly at home on the scientist’s face. “I think I found a solution to our problem.”
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Chapter 11: Memory


“The threads,” Emma explained, her mind clearly racing with the implications. “I don’t know what they are exactly. A neural map? A mental representation of Katherine’s thoughts?” She paced the living room, her movements sharp and precise. “Hardware, software, that’s basically the question. We’d really need to see what happens inside the brain to start drawing conclusions. A PET scan would really—”


“Emma,” I cut in, holding up a hand. “You’re getting sidetracked again. Focus. You said you found a solution.”


She stopped, turning to face me. “I think I can alter my... her brain. Rewire her neural connections, on the fly. Nothing big, or not easily. We’re talking about very specific tweaks, editing memories, small suggestions?”


I stared at her, trying to process the implications. “So you could what, create memories to explain the missing time? Make her not suspicious?”


“Her or anyone else!” Emma said, her eyes gleaming with Katherine’s intellectual excitement. “I could create an explanation for the missing time they’d accept as their own. Make Sister Margery—”


“Margaret...” I corrected. It was fascinating to see how even basic information like names didn’t seem to carry over that well. I guess Katherine herself was bad with names, or didn’t care enough to remember them.


“Margaret, right. I could make her think she just felt like having some time away from the convent.”


“She told Father O’Brien she had a family emergency,” I reminded her.


“But if they ever speak with her family they’ll find out it wasn’t true,” Emma countered. “I need to create a plausible memory, that she had doubts, needed to think about her faith, get some rest, all of that.


“Let’s not fuck with her faith. She seems to take it seriously.” I warned, still feeling guilty about involving her.


“Right. Right,” Emma said, clearly distracted by the possibilities. “Whatever would work best, obviously.” She turned to the drugged nun on the couch. “It will take a couple of hours for her to fully metabolize the medication. I’ll take over, and once she’s more lucid, we’ll get her back to the convent, and then I’ll switch back with Katherine, leaving that girl with a peaceful, private memory of her little sabbatical.”


I sighed in relief. “Thank God.”


My wife looked at me, laughing. “Thank Katherine. She knows exactly what she’s doing. Being inside her brain... it’s like, it all just makes sense.” She tapped Katherine’s temple. “Everything is clearer. I’m so much smarter, so much more... capable...”


I snorted. “With the ego to match, apparently.”


She smirked, hands on her hips. “You’re just jealous that I’m a genius now.”


“You’re using HER brain,” I corrected. “That’s cheating. She’s the genius.”


She stepped closer, running a hand down my chest. “I’m using HER entire body, but I can share.”


Sister Margaret groaned from the couch, her eyes fluttering open slightly, still confused and drowsy.


“I thought you were a lesbian now,” I said with a weak smile as Emma’s fingers started to undo the buttons of my jeans.


“Mmm, I am. I mean, she is.” Emma’s fingers were now on my belt buckle, pushing me toward an armchair. She looked up at me, her eyes, Katherine’s eyes, full of a familiar hunger. “Seems like you’re the exception to the rule, no matter what brain I’m using. And this body is... aching for you.”


“Emma, not in front of—”


“Shhh, she’s barely conscious,” she whispered, sliding to her knees in front of me. “And I won’t let her remember anyway.”


She fished my hardening cock out of my pants, staring at it with a confused fascination. “I’ve never touched a dick before.” She giggled.


I chuckled. “Seems like the theme for this week.”


“Right?” she said, her fingers tracing the length of my shaft. “Not that I mind. I should, but I don’t.” She leaned in closer, her tongue darting out to taste the tip of my cock. “Salty.” She laughed. “Of course it’s salty. I know it is. But I don’t. Fascinating!” She swirled her tongue around the head before taking me into her mouth, her movements at first tentative, then more confident as she drew on her own original memories, not Katherine’s, for how to please me.


I stared at her, at that fiery red hair, those black-rimmed glasses, the determined, focused look in her eyes as she worked my cock. My wife, the scientist, my wife, the lesbian, my wife, dead and alive, on her knees in front of me, sucking me off in the living room while a nun drooled on the couch behind us.


“Damn, you’re leaking a lot,” she said, pulling back to stroke me, a string of pre-cum connecting her lips to my cock. “I didn’t know you had a thing for nerdy girls.”


“I have a thing for my wife,” I grunted.


She looked up at me, smirking again. “Right. Of course,” she said sarcastically, bringing her hands up to her own breasts, squeezing them through her shirt. “These aren’t very impressive compared to Mandy’s, are they?” she asked, then looked down at them with a frown. “But you know what’s nice?”


“What?” I asked, my breath coming short.


“You can have all the tits in the world now, fuck any pussy you want, and you’ll still be fucking me. You’ll still be fucking your wife.” She leaned forward again, wrapping her lips around my cock and taking me deeper this time. Her free hand slipped down to her own jeans, undoing them and sliding inside.


Was this going to be our life now? An endless parade of new bodies, new experiences, each one a violation of someone else’s life, a theft of their autonomy, all in the name of preserving my wife’s impossible existence? I was tempted, despite myself. A new woman every day, a new set of curves to explore, a new personality to interact with, all containing the same soul, the same woman I loved. I felt a wave of nausea, followed by an equally strong wave of desire. Besides, what choice did we have? Let her fade away?


“Come on, fill my mouth,” she moaned around my cock, her hand working frantically between her own legs now. “I want to taste you. I want to feel you shoot down this lesbian’s throat.”


I moaned and laughed, sliding two fingers through the fiery red hair. “Damn, is Katherine’s brain making you this much of a freak?”


“Oh I’m a kinky girl, Calvin,” she said, pulling back to gasp for air. “You have no idea the kind of stuff Katherine is into. Just not dicks, usually.” She went back down on me with renewed enthusiasm, her tongue swirling around the head before she took me deep into her throat, gagging slightly.


I felt my climax approaching, my hips thrusting forward, fucking her mouth with a desperation I hadn’t felt since the first time I’d made love to Emma all those years ago. I could feel her moaning around my cock, her own orgasm building. I came with a groan, my cock pulsing, filling her mouth with my cum. She swallowed it all, her eyes rolling back in her head as she came from her own touch.


When I finally pulled away, she looked up at me, her face flushed, her glasses askew. She licked her lips, then pulled her fingers from her pants, sucking them clean with a wicked grin.


The poor nun on the couch moaned again, her head lolling to the side, staring at us with glazed, unfocused eyes.


“Oh, sorry,” Emma said nonchalantly, noticing her audience. “Forgot you were there.”


I leaned back in the armchair, my heart pounding, my mind reeling from the intensity of it all. “Feeling more like yourself?” I asked, watching as Emma stood up and adjusted her clothes.


“Yep,” she said, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. “Weird how this seems to work. You reach climax and it brings me back. Vaginal or oral, doesn’t seem to matter. I’m pretty sure a handjob would do the trick too. I can’t find a rational explanation for it. This is baffling.”


I stared at her, frowning.


“Relax, it really is me, Cal,” she said, chuckling. “Well as much me as I can be in this brain, evidently. More me, at least. I’m still smarter. That doesn’t seem to be going away no matter how many times you fuck me. I’m as smart as the person I’m in, period.”


I nodded, thoughtful and, I have to admit, a bit turned on by—


“Oh I can see the gears in your head turning,” she said, winking at me. “A hot bimbo brain, a genius brain, a shy brain... What will you want to stick your dick in next?” She looked down at Katherine’s body.


I cleared my throat, trying to get back to more serious matters before my own imagination got carried away. “Emma, we need to come up with a plausible cover story to explain Lisa’s absence. And for Katherine too. Make sure they both remember nothing.”


“Make me forget?!” Emma asked, her voice suddenly sharp, her eyes narrowing. “No way!”


I blinked. “We cant—”


“This is the discovery of a lifetime,” she continued, her voice taking on Katherine’s academic tone again. “We have to study this. Properly. With equipment. I can’t just forget it!”


“She’s gonna freak out!”


“No she won’t,” Emma said, her hand waving dismissively. “She’ll be cool. I know her, remember? I know her brain. I’m her, currently.”


I frowned again.


She sighed. “I’m still me, Jesus, Cal... I’m telling you that this is too big for her to want to forget it. Too big for her not to want to study it.”


I was too tired to argue. We’d asked for Katherine’s help because we weren’t ‘qualified’ to figure this out. Maybe she wasn’t either. This felt more like magic than science. But in any case, she certainly was more qualified than me, or Emma would under normal circumstances, or in most bodies.


“So what now?” I asked, feeling drained.


My wife picked up Katherine’s phone, unlocking it with her thumbprint. “Now I leave myself a message,” she said, her fingers flying across the screen. “Explaining everything, in a way that will make sense to her. I’ll play with her memories too, to make it obvious something weird happened, so she believes me when she watches the video.” She hit record and held the phone up.


“Hey Kat, it’s you. Or rather it’s me. It’s Emma, Calvin’s wife. So obviously this whole possession business is not bullshit. I’m in your body right now, which you won’t remember. I figured out I can play with memories, among other things, so I’ll give you a completely different set of memories from the time was here. But when you watch this, not remembering recording it, you’ll know something weird happened. No doubt you’ll want to learn more about whatever is going on here.” She paused, then added, “Help us, and we’ll let you study us. We need to get the nun back to her convent, so I need a body to switch back into once we’re done.” She lowered the phone, ending the recording with a smirk. “There.”


Sister Margaret was stirring again on the couch, her eyes fluttering open. “What...” she mumbled.


Emma moved to her side. “It’s okay, Margery,” she said, her voice calm.


“Sister Margaret... Lisa.” I sighed.


“Lisa,” Emma corrected herself. “It’s okay, Lisa. You’re safe. Just relax.” She placed a hand on the nun’s forehead, freezing for a moment.


The nun blinked, her eyes still glazed. “Oh dear... I’m...” She tried to sit up, her body still sluggish. “I’m... so tired...”


“Jesus, your wife is really out of it,” Emma commented with a smirk. Wait a minute...


“Katherine?” I asked, raising an eyebrow. I was expecting confusion, the same weird transition we saw with the others, but it was different this time. Instead of her acting like a confused Katherine waking up from a weird dream, she acted like she had been here all along.


“What?” she asked, looking over at me.


“You were just Emma,” I said, gesturing between the two of them.


“No I wasn’t,” she said with a confused frown. “I’ve been here the whole time. You two are nuts. I rest my case.” She stood up, adjusting her glasses. “It was entertaining, but I think it’s time for me to go. You clearly need some time to... process your grief and...” She gestured vaguely toward the nun. “Whatever this is.”


“Wait,” I said, standing up too. “What do you think happened here? What do you remember?”


Emma chuckled from the couch, apparently finding something funny in her own drugged confusion.


“What do you mean, what do I remember?” Katherine asked, her patience clearly wearing thin. “I came here because Mandy gave you my number and told you about the clinic. I admit the magician showing up and the clowns were entertaining, and the hypnotist act was a real hoot, but I have yet to see any evidence your wife came back from the dead.” She frowned. “That trick with the ceiling opening and birds flying out was pretty good, though. How did you...” She looked around, realizing how insane she sounded. “You’re fucking with me, aren’t you?”


Then, I laughed too, Katherine’s eyes narrowing.


“Did you drug me too?” she asked, looking at me, then at the still giggling nun.


“You should check your phone. There’s a video for you,” I said, leaning against the wall and crossing my arms.


She huffed and pulled her phone out, her thumb unlocking it. I watched as her face went from annoyance to confusion. She stared at the screen. “When did I...?”


“You didn’t. My wife did. Watch it.” I insisted.


She tapped the screen, her eyes widening as she watched herself, or rather, Emma in her body, explain the impossible. Her hand flew to her mouth, her breath catching.


“Oh my god,” she whispered, her eyes darting between the phone, the nun, and me. “This isn’t... You didn’t...” She looked at her hands, turning them over as if seeing them for the first time. “This is... This is real?”


“Real...” slurred Emma from the couch, her words barely audible. “Very... real...”


Katherine sat down hard next to her, her legs suddenly weak. “I don’t... How?” She took a deep breath, opened her mouth, then winced. “Ouch! Why does my jaw...” She trailed off, licking her lips, then ran her tongue over her teeth, her eyes wide with dawning horror. “No. No, no, no...”


I felt a sudden surge of guilt for my part in this. “Emma said you’d be okay with it,” I offered weakly.


“Okay with what? What the fuck did she do in my body?!” Katherine demanded, her voice rising in panic.


“Just... a quick blowjob,” I mumbled, unable to meet her eyes.


Katherine stared at me, her face a mask of disbelief. “I’m a lesbian!” she practically shouted, jumping to her feet. “I have never even... I don’t even like men! I never agreed to this!” She looked down at her body with disgust, then at the grinning, half-conscious nun. “I’m calling the police!” She fumbled for her phone again, her hands shaking.


“Wait,” I said, stepping forward. “Please, just... listen.”


“You listen! You and your dead wife sexually assaulted me! I’m going to have you both arrested!”


“Both arrested?” I snorted, gesturing toward the drooling nun. “Me and my dead wife? Does Sister Margaret have to be arrested too? How do you explain this one?”


She stared at the giggling, drugged-up nun, her anger faltering.


“Emma said you’d help. She said it was the discovery of a lifetime.” I added, heart racing.


“And that makes it okay for her to use my body like that?” Katherine shot back, though her voice had lost some of its edge.


“Okay, it was wrong,” I admitted. “But that’s just how it works. I’m sorry! When she’s in someone’s body she’s horny and...”


“That’s no excuse!” Katherine said, though she seemed to be calming down.


“It’s all I got.”


“Fuck!” she yelled, kicking the coffee table. She paced back and forth, her fists clenched, her mind clearly racing. “This is absolutely insane.”


“Will you help us?” I asked, my voice barely a whisper.


She stopped pacing and looked at me, then at the nun, then back at me. “I can’t believe I’m considering this...”
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Chapter 12: A Deal


The ride to the convent was awkward. Katherine sat in the passenger seat, her arms crossed, staring out the window, her expression a mixture of disbelief and scientific fascination. Sister Margaret, or rather, Emma in the nun’s body, slumped in the back seat, still groggy from the medication but gradually becoming more lucid. She was once again wearing the habit, her face pale and composed.


“I feel... weird,” she said, her voice clearer now. “Not as... fuzzy, though.”


I stared at her through the rearview mirror. “Do you still feel the threads?” I asked.


“The threads?” Katherine asked, glancing over at me.


“Something I can see... or feel... inside women’s brains when I’m inside,” Emma explained, her voice still weak. “Like paths?” She shook her head. “It was easier to explain when I was inside you.” She gestured to Katherine who stiffened slightly.


“Paths? Neural pathways?” Katherine asked, her scientific curiosity overriding her anger. “Of memories?”


“Maybe?”


“Is that what you used to mess with my memories?” Katherine asked, her voice sharp, a hint of curiosity in her tone.


“Yep,” Emma said, giggling again. “I imagined a scenario and put it in your head, somehow.”


“You have no idea how weird it is,” Katherine muttered to herself, shaking her head. “It really feels like it happened. If it wasn’t so absurd, I wouldn’t doubt it actually did.”


I glanced back at my wife again, who was now staring out the window, her face pensive. “Can you do it again? For Lisa?” I asked.


She nodded slowly. “I think so. It should be easier now that I’ve done it once. I’ll just... make her think she took a personal day to clear her head.”


“Alright, look,” Katherine said, turning to face Emma. “I need more data. This is... unprecedented. The scientific implications are staggering.”


I didn’t know what to say, so I remained focused on the road as we drove through the city, the afternoon sun casting long shadows across the buildings. We had a better idea of how things worked, and what Emma could do, the rules, so to speak, but we still had no idea why it was happening, or how long it would last. The thought was terrifying. Whatever brought Emma back could very well take her away from me at any point. Knowing more would help, but I was afraid of losing time searching in the wrong direction.


“Hey! I’m talking to you guys,” Katherine said, waving a hand in front of my face.


“Yeah, I heard you,” I said, glancing at her. “We’ll see what we can do.”


“Don’t you ‘we’ll see’ me,” she snapped, her voice rising in frustration. “Your dead wife is hopping from body to body, you just used mine for a blowjob without my consent, and you’ve basically kidnapped and used a nun that I’m now helping you brainwash so you can return her to her convent without any questions asked. I’d say you owe me a little more than ‘we’ll see’.”


“We’ll let you study me,” Emma offered, her voice still a bit slurred. “We need answers too. If science can provide them, then we’ll be grateful for the help.”


Katherine snorted, but I could see a flicker of excitement in her eyes. “IF? There’s no ‘if’ about it. If it exists, science can explain it.”


“There are a lot of things science can’t explain,” Emma countered, holding the cross that hung from her neck, her brow furrowed in thought.


“Yeah, right... Let’s talk about it again when you’re no longer in a nun’s body,” Katherine said sarcastically.


“What will you need from us?” I asked, trying to steer the conversation back to the practicalities.


Katherine tapped her chin thoughtfully. “First, I need access to both of you. Regularly. I need to be able to take readings, brain scans, run tests...”


“How often?” I asked, already dreading the logistical nightmare this was becoming. “I just got my wife back from the dead. I’d like to spend some time with her, not carting her around to labs.”


“Don’t worry, lover boy,” Katherine said, her voice dripping with sarcasm. “I won’t keep you from your ghostly humping sessions for too long. But for this to be a proper study, I’ll need a baseline. We need to understand the transfer, the ‘recharging’ process, the memory manipulation...” She trailed off, lost in thought. “God, the possibilities for a paper on this are endless.”


I turned my head to look at her, my eyes wide with disbelief. “A paper? You’re thinking about publishing this? The whole world would find out about her!”


“You don’t expect me to keep this to myself, do you?” Katherine shot back. “A deceased consciousness transferring between living bodies? This is the biggest scientific discovery in human history!”


“They’ll lock her in a lab!” I protested, my grip tightening on the steering wheel.


Emma leaned forward, her head between the front seats. “Give us time, doctor. I don’t know why I’m back, but it has something to do with my... husband. I didn’t come back here as a messiah. God sent me here for him.”


God... Did God send her here? If so, why? And why us? Why me? Why like this? If God was the one behind this, he had a weird sense of humor.


Katherine sighed, leaning back in her seat. “How much time?” she asked, her voice softening slightly.


“Years, at least,” I said, my voice firm.


“Years?!” Katherine practically shouted. “You want me to sit on the biggest scientific discovery of all time for YEARS?”


I clenched my fingers around the steering wheel, turning my knuckles white. I pushed the brakes, leaving the car stopped on the side of the road, both women gasping in surprise. I turned in my seat to face Katherine, right arm reaching out to open her door.


She stared at the road, her eyes wide with disbelief. “What are you doing?”


“You want to study her, to study us? You want to write a paper? Fine. But you do it on our terms, and you don’t publish until we say so. Otherwise, we don’t need your help. You’re free to leave.” I pointed outside.


Katherine stared at me, her mouth agape, then at Emma, who was watching her with a calm, unreadable expression.


“Jesus, fine!” Katherine said, slamming the door shut, Emma wincing. Whether it was the sound of the door or the casual mention of Jesus, I couldn’t tell. “Okay. No papers. Not yet. We’ll study this in secret. But I need access. Regular access.”


“Once a week,” I offered, pulling back onto the road, my eyes back on the street in front of us. “Saturdays.”


Soon I’d have to return to work. I’d spent a week at home, “mourning”. Even if everyone still believed my wife was dead and buried, which was only half true, I’d eventually have to return to the office, make a living, support us both, whatever that meant now.


“Fine, but the entire day,” Katherine countered. “I need time to run tests, scan, observe. A few hours isn’t enough.”


I glanced at Emma through the rearview mirror, who nodded slowly.


“Deal,” I said, my voice tight. “Now, let’s get Lisa back to the convent before we draw any more attention to ourselves.”


The rest of the drive was made in silence. The convent was an old, imposing building on the edge of town, surrounded by a high brick wall. I made sure to pull up away from prying eyes, the car hidden in the shade of a large oak tree. There was no one around, the only sound the distant chirping of birds.


“Okay,” I said, turning off the engine. “Emma, are you ready?”


She nodded, her hands clasped in her lap. “I think so. But how do I explain you, Calvin? Or Katherine?” she asked, looking between us.


I rubbed my temples. “Father O’Brien and the others already saw you leave with me after the funeral. We can spin it that... you asked me to drop you somewhere, then later asked me to pick you up so I could drive you back. Katherine is... a friend from out of town?”


My wife nodded, getting out of the car, still a bit shaky on her feet. She smoothed down her habit as the doctor and I got out too, standing by my car.


“Alright, I’m ready,” Emma said, taking a deep breath and turning toward Katherine, extending her hand.


The scientist looked at my wife’s outstretched hand, then at me. “I swear to God,” she said, her voice low and intense, “If you use my body for anything other than finding another host again, I’ll—”


“I’ll behave,” Emma promised, her voice small and tired.


“We’ll do our best,” I added, earning a glare from both of them. “We need a host who can stick around for a while, someone who won’t be missed, and I need to have sex with Emma fairly regularly. You know the rules,” I explained.


Katherine scowled. “Then you find someone before you need to ‘recharge’ her again. And you keep your hands, and your dick, off me until you do.”


“We’ll do our best,” I repeated. “But if you’re helping us, then you need to accept the risks.”


Katherine sighed, running a hand through her fiery red hair, her shoulders slumping in defeat. “I need to be back in my lab by tomorrow and I would prefer to do so as myself and without tasting someone else’s cum in my mouth.”


“We’ll do our—”


“Let’s do this already before I change my mind,” Katherine grumbled, taking Sister Margaret’s hand.


The nun simply blinked, her eyes glazing over for a second. Katherine’s body swayed, her eyes wide. She stared at her own hand, then at Sister Margaret, who was now smiling politely.


“Thank you for the ride, Mr. Kent,” the nun said, her voice calm and steady. “I hope it wasn’t too much trouble.”


“It was no trouble at all, Sister Margaret,” I said, relieved.


“God bless you,” she added, then she nodded to Katherine, turned, and walked toward the heavy wooden doors of the convent.


I stared at her back until she disappeared inside, then turned to Katherine.


“All good?” I asked.


“Yeah, I’m me,” she said, looking down at her hands, then back at me. “Sorry, the contrast is... disorienting.” She cleared her throat. “Fuck I’m pissed. Katherine is. Scared too, but mostly pissed.”


“Yeah...”


“But she’s not gonna stand in our way. She wants to study this. We just need to find a new host.”


“Yep,” I said, getting back into the car. Katherine followed, slamming the door shut. I pulled away from the curb, leaving the convent behind.


“We need a crowded place, where no one will pay much attention to us,” Katherine said, her voice taking on a more academic, clinical tone. “A mall, a train station, a university campus.”


There’s a mall not too far from here,” I offered. “You sure you can do this now? You’ve already swapped twice since... huh...”


“I blew you?” Katherine finished, a smirk on her face.


She leaned in close, her voice a husky whisper, her left hand moving to my thigh. “You’ll find Dr. Winters is now far less reluctant than before to help with ‘recharging’.” Her hand slid further up my leg, her fingers brushing against my crotch.


I shivered. “Yeah, because she’s not herself anymore, Emma. She just told us to keep our hands off her.”


“She accepted the risks. She said she didn’t want to taste my cum in her mouth tomorrow.” She squeezed my thigh gently. “She didn’t say anything about today.”


I pushed her hand away gently but firmly. “Do you think you can swap a few more times without... recharging?” I asked, trying to keep my eyes on the road. “I’d like to give the doctor a break. Let’s not push our luck. Also if you keep milking me at this rate, at my age, Em, I’m not gonna be able to keep up.”


My wife sighed, leaning back in her seat. “I guess I can wait. I still feel pretty strong right now. I think I’m getting better at this.” She looked out the window, her brow furrowed in thought. “I wonder how far I can push it. How long I can last without your... help. How many times I can jump before I get too weak.”


“We’ll choose women carefully and if you feel like you’re getting too weak I’ll...”


“Fuck me?” she offered with a wicked grin. I could see the arousal growing in her eyes, her breathing becoming slightly ragged. She was getting turned on just thinking about it. Whatever miracle or curse had brought my wife back, it really seemed to make her insatiable.


“Yes,” I said, my voice flat. “Whoever you are then...”
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Chapter 3: Good Morning


Sometimes when waking up, as your brain slowly comes back to life, it can take a moment or two to re-orient yourself, to figure out where you are and why. The unfamiliar face of a twenty year old woman sleeping peacefully next to you doesn’t help. I squinted, blinking away the sleep from my eyes, and remembered everything that had happened the day before. “Shit...” I whispered, sitting up in bed and looking at my wife’s new body.


“Hm?” came a sleepy reply from the other side of the bed. Emma turned over and stretched, the sheets falling off her and revealing her bare, perky tits. She looked up at me with a smile, her eyes half closed. “Did you say something, mister?” she asked, giggling. Her voice was light and playful, her words coming out in a sing-song way.


“Just wondering how the hell this happened,” I said. I reached over and gently traced the curve of her breast with my finger, admiring its youthful firmness. I frowned, suddenly feeling uncomfortable, like I was taking advantage of a college kid. My wife may have been inside that body, but it was someone else’s body that I was enjoying.


“What?” she said, raising an eyebrow. “You don’t like my new boobs?” She pouted cutely.


I chuckled. “I do, but they’re not yours. I just want to make sure I’m not making you uncomfortable, you know?”


She sat up, the bed sheets falling further down, revealing the toned, sexy curve of her hips and stomach. “I thought I’d made that pretty clear, like, when I was riding your face last night...” she said, raising her eyebrow again. “Anyway, it feels like my boobs now.” She cupped them in her hands, lifting and jiggling them. “See?”


“Alright, alright,” I said, holding up my hands in surrender, grinning. “Just wanted to make sure.”


“Mm-hmm,” she murmured, leaning in and kissing me, her tongue slipping into my mouth, her hand reaching down and grabbing my morning wood. “And I’m sure I’ll feel the exact same way about the next pair of tits I’ll manage to borrow for you to stare at, okay?” she said with a giggle, slowly stroking my cock.


“Stare at?” I grinned.


“Or play with, suck on, whatever...” She winked, then pulled back the sheets and slid her body on top of mine.


“How are you feeling?” I asked as she settled herself against me. “Do you still feel like Emma? More like yourself?”


“A bit less after waking up, I think.” She held my dick between her legs, teasing her pussy lips with the head, her warm wetness sending shivers down my spine. “Let’s fix that, okay?”


A phone buzzed on the bedside table. Emma glanced over at it. “Shit,” she said, sighing.


“What?”


“It’s my sister...” She picked up the phone and swiped the screen.


“Your sister?” I asked, confused. Why would Ashley be texting her? Had she been in contact with her family since her sudden resurrection?


“I mean Mandy’s sister. She wants to know where I am,” she said, quickly tapping on the screen. “I don’t usually spend the night out, I guess.”


I slowly stroked her thighs as she texted, enjoying the smooth, silky feeling of her warm skin. She had a small butterfly tattoo on her ankle that looked brand new. I ran my fingers along the lines of ink, wondering what the story was there. “How does a hottie like Mandy manage to stay pure for so long in college?” I wondered out loud, still stroking the butterfly. “She looks like the type of girl that gets around.”


“Fuck you, Cal,” she groaned, looking at me and frowning. “What is that supposed to even mean?” she added, sounding annoyed.


Shit, was she taking it personally? “I didn’t mean you, Em, sorry... I was just curious, that’s all.”


“Right...” she muttered. She put the phone down and looked at me, her eyes narrowing. “Well, maybe girls don’t always want to jump into bed with some random dude they met at the club.”


“Fair enough...”


“Or maybe some girls don’t have time for dating, especially when they work full time and take night classes.” She pushed her phone away and climbed off of me.


I looked at her, a bit confused. “You’re really mad at me?”


She sighed and rubbed her face. “No, yes... I don’t know...” She turned back to me. “I’m not just like, a ghost pulling strings inside some other chick’s body, Cal.” She pointed at her chest, tapping it. “I’m actually in her head, okay? When you’re mean to her, you’re being mean to me, too, you get it?”


I nodded, realizing she was right. “That was insensitive of me. I didn’t mean it that way, Em. I’m sorry.”


“Ah! Don’t worry about it, old man,” she said, smiling. “I mean, I’m not really sure how to deal with all this shit either.”


Right, she was struggling with her new reality as much as I was. “Listen, I guess embracing this weird paranormal situation is nice and all, but the truth is we don’t really understand how it works, right?”


“Right...” she said, nodding. “So?”


I shook my head. “So maybe we still ought to do a bit of research on our own before we just give up trying to understand what’s happening, yeah?”


Emma chuckled. “You wanna science the shit outta me?” She laughed.


“Well, you are a pretty unique phenomenon, aren’t you?”


“Yeah, I suppose, Mister Scientist.”


“I’m no scientist,” I said, sitting up in bed, “but that doesn’t mean we shouldn’t try to understand what’s going on. Though I guess real scientists would freak out if they found out about you.”


“Definitely,” Emma agreed. “They’d probably lock me in some sort of secret lab and stick electrodes in my brain to see what happened.” She shivered, hugging her knees. “No thanks.”


“I wouldn’t let that happen,” I said, wrapping my arm around her, kissing her softly on her shoulder. “We’ll figure it out together.”


She snuggled up to me and rested her head on my chest. “Okay, Mister Scientist,” she whispered. She sighed happily and closed her eyes, relaxing against me. “You know what?” she asked after a while, breaking the peaceful silence that had settled over the room.


“What?” I asked, stroking her hair.


“There’s that girl I know from high school... Well, that Mandy knows,” she said, sitting up. “Big nerd, she was in all the advanced science classes, graduated early, went to some fancy university, got her PhD, or Masters, or whatever.”


I frowned. “I thought we just agreed no scientists?”


She smirked, a mischievous twinkle in her eye. “What if I am the scientist?”


I blinked, trying to process what she meant. “What if you’re the... Wait, are you saying what I think you’re saying?”


“I’m saying, what if I take over her body? I’ll become the scientist, and then I’ll science the shit outta me, right?”


That wasn’t such a bad idea, actually. But I had to laugh at the thought of Emma suddenly turning into a nerd.


My wife noticed my expression. “She’s hot too,” she teased “In a hot lesbian bookworm type of way.” She giggled. “You’d like her.”


I rolled my eyes. “You know that doesn’t really matter, Em.”


She pressed a finger against my lips, shushing me. “Don’t even, Cal. You were totally checking me out in Mandy’s body.” She grinned. “I saw you. You’re still doing it right now.”


“I was checking YOU out, Em. Not her,” I lied, kissing the tip of her finger.


“Mmhmm,” she hummed doubtfully. “Sure, mister. You weren’t checking these out at all, were you?” she asked, taking my hands and putting them on her breasts, winking at me. “Or this?” She slid my left hand down her stomach and between her legs. “Come on, Cal. Admit it. You were super turned on when I came at you in Mandy’s body. You couldn’t wait to get inside her panties.”


If it was a trap, I couldn’t help but fall into it. I groaned as my fingers slipped into her tight pussy, feeling her wetness. Emma moaned and pushed herself against me, grinding her hips. “I was turned on,” I admitted, kissing her, “I just don’t want you to take it the wrong way.”


She rolled her eyes, her childish pout returning. “Let’s make things clear, Cal. I’m myself but, like, I feel like Mandy too. I don’t really mind you checking her out because in a way it’s like you’re checking ME out, you know?”


“We were talking about that nerdy friend of yours...”


“Exactly!” She grinned. “And I’ll be her, too. And then you can check me out in her body, and it’ll be fine.”


I nodded, still a bit uncomfortable with the idea, but I could see the logic. “Okay.”


She laughed, seeing my expression. “Okay, okay, maybe there’s also some of that weird arousal thing going on too.” She looked at me sheepishly. “Since I came back it’s like... I can’t stop thinking about pleasing you. I’m, like, really horny all the time. I don’t think it’s just Mandy, or Clara, I think it’s, like, me? Pleasing you feels... super important...”


Whatever had brought her back to life had definitely changed her. We sure hadn’t fucked the way we did last night in ages. It was like a hunger, an all consuming desire that couldn’t be sated. I didn’t need a PhD to figure out that her constant arousal, aimed at me, had something to do with the fact making me cum seemed to strengthen her hold on the body she was in. Was I her battery?


A phone buzzed again. It was my turn this time. I reached out and grabbed it, glancing at the screen. A wave of dread washed over me, sobering me up immediately. “Fuck,” I groaned.


“What?”


“It’s Ashley. She’s asking me what time we’re supposed to meet up at the cemetery tomorrow.”


“Oh...” Emma whispered. “Shit.”


I shook my head, sighing. “I was supposed to go over the last details for the burial with her.” The burial of my wife, currently straddling me in the naked body of a twenty year old girl. Flashes of Emma’s corpse lying peacefully in that open casket flashed through my mind, making me queasy. For a moment, the teenager on top of me seemed like a stranger, Mandy, her big innocent eyes staring at me, her hands on my chest. “Should I tell her?” I wondered out loud.


“Tell her what, that I’m back from the dead?” She scoffed. “Why?”


“Because she’s your sister. She’s suffering too. We shouldn’t keep it from her.”


Emma shook her head, frowning slightly. “I’m sorry for her but... I don’t know... The more people who know, the more complicated things become, right?”


She had a point, but still. I felt guilty. “So what? I just go to the funeral, stand next to her, and watch the casket being lowered into the ground, knowing the whole time it’s not you in there?”


She shrugged, as if the thought didn’t bother her at all. “Sure. I mean, what’s the alternative, Cal? You tell Ashley I’m alive, then we tell Mom and Dad? What about my friends, huh?” I gulped, seeing where she was going with this. “If you don’t go to the funeral, it’ll look weird. People might start to suspect something.”


I couldn’t argue with her. I grabbed my head in my hands, groaning. “I can’t do this,” I mumbled. “I’m losing my mind.”


Emma sighed and took my hand. She kissed my palm, softly. “I’ll come with you.”


I looked up at her. “What? You’re not serious!”


“Hey! It’s my own god damned funeral, Cal! Why can’t I go?”


I laughed despite myself. “This is so fucked up.”


Mandy’s phone buzzed again. Emma frowned and picked it up. “I really need to get going though. My parents are worried about me. And, um, I have a shift this afternoon.”


I couldn’t help but smile at that. Even in death, life continued. “Right. We wouldn’t want to ruin Mandy’s life. Especially if you’re already planning to jump ship, huh?” I teased.


She climbed off my lap and stretched, yawning. “I’ll go home, talk to them, let them know I’m okay, and tomorrow I’ll meet you at the funeral. After that, I’ll go find the girl and, well, you know.” She smirked, then bent down to pick up her underwear from the floor. She slipped her panties on and then looked at me over her shoulder. “Why don’t you go ahead and, um, text Ashley?” She smiled. “I’m gonna go take a shower, okay?”


“Right...” I said, watching her naked body disappear behind the bathroom door.
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Chapter 10: Self Science


“A demonstration,” Katherine repeated, leaning forward in her chair. “I want to see this transfer happen. If what you’re claiming is true, I need to observe it firsthand.”


“You want Emma to… transfer into you?” I asked, not quite believing what I was hearing.


Katherine nodded, her scientific curiosity clearly overriding her skepticism. “If this is real, I want to experience it. And if it’s not, then no harm done, right?”


Emma shifted uncomfortably beside me. “Before we do this, you need to understand what you’re consenting to. I’ll have access to your memories, your thoughts. I’ll be… you, in a way.”


“And I’ll be unconscious? Or gone?” Katherine asked, her scientific precision evident even in her skepticism.


“Not gone,” Emma explained. “Just… dormant. When I leave, you won’t remember anything that happened while I was in control.”


Katherine snorted. “How convenient. No witnesses to your ‘possession.’” She made air quotes with her fingers. “But fine, I consent to being ‘possessed’ by your dead wife.” Her sarcasm was thick enough to cut with a knife. “Thanks for asking, by the way. At least you’re not having Calvin’s wife switch with me without my consent.”


The barb hit home, and I winced. “We’re trying to do this right.”


“There’s another problem,” Emma explained to the scientist, her brow furrowing. “Sister Margaret. When I leave her body, she’s going to be very confused. She’ll have no idea how she got here or who you are.”


“She might call the police,” Katherine added with a smirk. “Kidnapping a nun is probably a felony.”


Emma stood up and began pacing, a gesture that looked strange on Sister Margaret’s normally composed body. “I need to take something to keep her calm when she wakes up. Something mild.”


“Oh, sure,” Katherine said, her voice dripping with sarcasm. “Let’s add drugging a nun to the list of crimes. Why not?”


Despite her harsh words, Katherine made no move to stop us or leave. Her scientific curiosity was clearly winning out over her ethical concerns.


“I don’t like this,” I said, following Emma as she headed toward our bathroom. “Drugging her seems wrong.”


“What choice do we have?” Emma countered, opening the medicine cabinet with the familiarity of someone who had done it a thousand times. “If she wakes up in a strange house with strange people, she’ll panic. This will just… take the edge off.”


She reached for a prescription bottle I recognized—mild anti-anxiety medication she’d been prescribed years ago after a particularly stressful period at work. She shook three pills into her palm.


“I used to take these when my nerves got bad,” she explained, though I already knew. “Sometimes to help me sleep. They’re not strong, taken alone. But three of them should make Lisa drowsy enough not to panic.”


Emma swallowed the pills with a handful of water from the sink. A few minutes later, she sat down heavily on the edge of the tub, her eyelids already growing heavy.


We returned to the living room where Katherine was waiting, her expression a mixture of scientific fascination and moral judgment. She didn’t seem particularly concerned to see the nun’s eyes growing glassy, her body swaying slightly as the drugs kicked in.


“So,” she said, standing up and brushing invisible lint from her jeans. “How do we do this? Do I need to touch her, or…?”


Emma nodded slowly. “Physical contact seems to be the trigger. A handshake should be enough.”


Katherine extended her hand, her skepticism evident in the slight smirk on her face. “Well, Sister whatever, it was nice meeting you. I look forward to being possessed by a dead woman.”


Emma took a deep breath and reached out, clasping Katherine’s hand firmly in her own.


For a moment, nothing happened. Emma and Katherine stood frozen, hands clasped, while I held my breath. Then Katherine’s body jerked slightly, her eyes widening in shock.


“Holy shit,” she breathed, her voice still Katherine’s but somehow different—more hesitant, more surprised. “It worked. It actually worked.” She released Emma’s hand and staggered back, staring at her own palms in wonder. “I’m… I’m in her body. I’m Katherine. But I’m Emma.”


Sister Margaret swayed on her feet, her eyes unfocused. The medication was clearly taking effect, making her movements sluggish as she looked around in confusion.


“Where… where am I?” she mumbled, her voice slurred. “What’s happening?”


I moved quickly to guide her to the couch, helping her sit down. “It’s okay,” I said soothingly, though I knew it was anything but okay for her. “You’re safe. Just rest.”


Katherine—or rather, Emma in Katherine’s body—was examining herself with scientific precision, running her hands over her arms, touching her face, adjusting to her new form.


“The neural pathways are so different,” she said, her voice taking on Katherine’s clinical tone but with Emma’s wonder behind it. “Everything is… sharper somehow. More analytical. I can feel how her brain processes information. It’s like thinking in high definition.”


She turned to look at Sister Margaret, who was now slumping against the couch cushions, her eyelids heavy. “And what a contrast! Going from that rigid, faith-structured mind to this…” She tapped her temple. “Katherine’s brain is like a supercomputer compared to hers. No offense to the nun, but it’s like going from a horse-drawn carriage to a Tesla.”


I couldn’t tell how much of this assessment was Emma and how much was Katherine’s own ego coloring Emma’s perceptions. The disdain for religious thinking certainly sounded more like the skeptical scientist than my wife.


“Oh, and I’m really turned on,” Katherine added, grinning as she cupped her breasts through her shirt and biting her lip as her gaze wandered to me. “Which is very unusual, because I’m... she’s supposed to be a lesbian.”


I felt my face grow warm. “Can we maybe not talk about Katherine’s body’s, um, reactions?”


“We need to get me into an MRI,” Emma continued as if I hadn’t spoken, pacing now with Katherine’s energetic stride. “And an EEG. We should monitor brain activity during the transfer. And we’ll need blood samples to check for hormonal changes. Oh! And we should—”


“Whoa, slow down,” I interrupted, placing a hand on her shoulder. It felt strange touching Katherine’s body while knowing Emma was inside. “One step at a time.”


Emma nodded, pushing Katherine’s glasses up her nose in a gesture that was pure scientist. “You’re right. Methodical approach. First things first.” She looked back at Sister Margaret, who was now barely conscious. “The medication is working. Good. That gives us some time.”


She closed her eyes suddenly, her brow furrowing in concentration. “I can see them,” she whispered. “The threads. Just like when I transferred from Veronica to Lisa. Mental pathways, memories, emotions… they’re all connected by these… threads of consciousness.”


“You can see inside her mind?” I asked, not quite understanding.


“Not see, exactly. It’s more like… feeling. Sensing.” Emma’s eyes remained closed, her face a mask of concentration. “There’s one that’s particularly strong. It’s fascinating. Let me just…”


Without warning, Katherine’s body shuddered violently. Her back arched, her mouth falling open in a silent gasp. Her hands gripped the arms of the chair so tightly her knuckles turned white. A deep, guttural moan escaped her throat as her body convulsed in what was unmistakably an intense orgasm.


Sister Margaret, even in her drugged state, looked scandalized. I stood frozen, completely bewildered.


After several seconds, Emma relaxed, Katherine’s body going limp in the chair. A slow, satisfied smile spread across her face.


“Well,” she said, her voice breathless. “That was unexpected.”


“What the hell just happened?” I demanded. “Did you just cum?”


Emma nodded slowly and straightened up, adjusting Katherine’s rumpled clothing with a smirk that looked perfectly at home on the scientist’s face. “I think I found a solution to our problem.”
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Chapter 9: Interrogation


We sat in the living room, Katherine perched on the edge of an armchair like she might need to bolt at any moment. Emma and I took the couch, careful to maintain some distance between us—Sister Margaret’s body language still betrayed discomfort at too much physical contact, especially with an audience.


“So let me get this straight,” Katherine said, her scientific skepticism evident in every syllable. “You’re claiming that your wife’s consciousness somehow transferred from her dead body into a series of living women, and now resides in…” she gestured toward Emma, “a nun?”


“I know how it sounds,” I admitted.


“It sounds like the plot of a bad sci-fi movie,” Katherine replied, adjusting her glasses. “Or actually, it reminds me of ‘The Man from Earth.’ Have you seen it?”


Emma and I exchanged blank looks.


“No? Well it’s about a man who also makes impossible claims to a bunch of scholars. She smirked. “Sister Margaret probably wouldn’t like how it ends. Though I suppose it’s an unpleasant comparison in this case, since it would imply you two are telling the truth, which is ridiculous.”


“We are telling the truth,” Emma said quietly. “I know it defies scientific explanation, but—”


“It defies logic,” Katherine interrupted. “Consciousness isn’t transferable. As I said, it’s a product of specific neural patterns in a specific brain. You can’t just… hop from one brain to another like changing clothes.”


“And yet, that’s exactly what’s happening,” I insisted. “Emma can tell you things only she would know. About our life together, about conversations we had that no one else heard.


Katherine waved this away. “Cold reading techniques. Or maybe you coached her. There are a dozen more plausible explanations than consciousness transfer. It’s not like I would even be able to tell if she’s telling the truth. I don’t know any of you.”


“What about the missing time?” Emma reminded her. “Mandy can’t remember what happened when I was in her body. Clara at the funeral home couldn’t remember the days I spent as her. There’s a pattern.”


This gave Katherine pause. She tapped her fingers against her knee, thinking. “Memory gaps can be caused by trauma, drugs, alcohol—”


“Or by someone else driving your body,” I finished for her.


Katherine sighed. “Fine. Let’s say, for the sake of argument, I entertain this hypothesis. How exactly does this… transfer work? Is it voluntary? Is there a trigger?”


Emma and I exchanged another look, this one more uncomfortable.


“It seems to happen through touch,” Emma explained. “Physical contact with another woman. But staying ‘myself’ within the new body… that’s more complicated.”


I cleared my throat. “We’ve noticed that Emma’s personality becomes more dominant after… intimate contact.”


“Intimate contact,” Katherine repeated flatly.


Emma’s cheeks flushed crimson. “Sexual intercourse,” she clarified, her voice barely above a whisper. “With Calvin. It seems to… strengthen my hold on the host body.”


Katherine’s eyebrows shot up. “So you’re telling me that not only does your wife’s consciousness magically transfer between bodies, but you need to have sex with her to keep her from… what, fading away?”


“Not fading away entirely,” I explained, feeling heat rise to my own face. “She retains her memories regardless. But her personality, her… Emma-ness… it gets weaker without physical contact. She starts acting more like the host.”


“How convenient for you,” Katherine said dryly. “Your wife dies, but you get to keep sleeping with her in a variety of new bodies. Sounds like a male fantasy to me.”


“It’s not like that,” Emma protested, her voice stronger now. “This isn’t something we wanted or planned. We’re just trying to understand it.”


Katherine studied us for a long moment, her scientific curiosity clearly at war with her skepticism. “How long can you maintain your… dominance without this ‘recharging’?”


“We don’t know exactly,” I admitted. “We haven’t been willing to test it for too long.”


“I stayed in Clara’s body for about two days,” Emma added. “Then I switched to Mandy. By the end of the third day, I felt mostly like her until Calvin and I... reconnected.”


“You mean until he fucked you,” Katherine said bluntly.


Emma winced at the crude language, Lisa’s sensibilities clearly offended. “Yes,” she said stiffly. “After that, I was more myself again.”


Katherine turned to me. “So you had sex with Mandy—my friend Mandy—while your wife was, what, possessing her?”


The accusation in her tone made me defensive. “It wasn’t like that. It was Emma, in Mandy’s body. Emma consented. Emma wanted it.”


“But Mandy didn’t consent,” Katherine pointed out, her voice hardening. “Mandy wasn’t even present to consent. You had sex with my friend’s body while she was… what, unconscious? Absent? Do you realize how that sounds?”


“I thought you didn’t believe us,” I countered. “You said it was a bad sci-fi plot. Why worry about consent if you don’t believe it’s real?”


“Because,” Katherine said, “if it is real—and that’s still a big ‘if’—then you’re taking advantage of vulnerable women.”


I stood up, startling both Katherine and Emma. “And what was I supposed to do? Just ignore her, let my wife’s consciousness fade away until there was nothing left of her? Watch her die a second time?” My anger, fueled by fear and grief, boiled over and seemed to take Katherine by surprise, her hand reaching for her pocket and the pepper spray within. “So far her hosts have been completely clueless about what happened during the time she was possessing them. It’s like they blacked out, and they remember nothing. So yeah, I’ll happily fuck my wife, in whatever body she’s in, to keep her from disappearing. That’s not me taking advantage, that’s me being a husband.”


Dr. Winters stared at me, mouth agape, then frowned slightly. “Well,” she muttered after a pause. “I think a demonstration is in order.”
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Chapter 8: Katherine


I sat on the couch, staring at my phone, the cryptic message to Dr. Katherine Winters still displayed on the screen: “From Mandy: You owe me for the clinic. Need your help urgently. Will explain in person.” Short, mysterious, and hopefully effective. We’d decided against explaining anything over text—who would believe it anyway?


Emma paced the living room, her bare feet silent on the hardwood floor. She still wore my t-shirt, though she’d added a pair of Emma’s old sweatpants that hung loose on Lisa’s smaller frame. She kept touching things—the bookshelf, the throw pillows, the framed photos—with a curious expression on her face.


“What’s it like?” I asked, watching her run her fingers over the spines of our books. “Being here, in this house?”


She turned to me, her brow furrowed. “Strange. It’s like… I know this place. I remember buying this couch with you, arguing over the color for hours.” She smiled faintly at the memory. “But at the same time, it feels completely foreign. When I was Mandy, this place felt alien too, but it was still… a normal home, you know? The kind of place a college student might visit.”


She gestured around the room. “But for Lisa—for me—this is so far removed from my life. The convent is sparse, functional. We share most spaces. The idea of owning all this…” She shook her head. “It feels almost sinful. All this space, these possessions, for just two people.”


“So what? Our life is just a distant memory? Someone else’s life? Even though you remember it?” I asked.


She bit her lip, looking troubled. “No, it’s not like... Not entirely. You, Calvin, you’re not someone else to me. I feel the connection. You are my husband, the love of my life.” She sat beside me on the couch, taking my hand in both of hers. “I feel it in my soul.”


My phone buzzed, startling us both. Katherine had replied: “What the hell? Who is this really? Mandy would never bring up the clinic. Need more details before I go anywhere.”


I showed the message to Emma, who shrugged helplessly. “I have no idea what ‘the clinic’ even refers to. It must have been important to Mandy, though.”


I typed back: “It really is from Mandy, in a way. Hard to explain over text. If ‘the clinic’ means something to you, that should be proof enough. It would be easier to show you what’s going on.”


We waited in tense silence until the phone buzzed again. “Fine. What’s the address? But I’m bringing pepper spray and my roommate knows where I’m going. This better not be some weird shit.”


I sent her our address, adding, “It’s definitely weird shit, but not dangerous. Promise.”


“Well, that’s that,” I said, setting the phone down. “Now we wait.”


Emma nodded, then wandered back to the bookshelf. She pulled out a worn copy of “The Great Gatsby”—one of her favorites—and flipped through it with a frown.


“What’s wrong?” I asked.


“I used to love this book,” she said, sounding puzzled. “I remember loving it. But now it seems… I don’t know. Frivolous? All these people with their wealth and their parties and their shallow problems.” She put it back on the shelf with a sigh. “It’s not holding my interest at all.”


I couldn’t help but laugh. “Let me guess—you prefer religious texts now? The Bible? Lives of the Saints?”


She shot me a look that was pure Emma, despite coming from Lisa’s face. “Actually, no. Lisa—I—have quite the collection of thriller novels hidden under my bed at the convent. Murder mysteries, mostly. The gorier the better.” She grinned at my surprised expression. “What? Even nuns need escapism. Sister Agnes thinks I’m reading devotionals, but I’ve got Gillian Flynn and Tana French stuffed between my mattress and box spring.”


“Sister Margaret!” I gasped in mock scandal. “I’m shocked. Absolutely shocked.”


She laughed, a sound that was becoming more familiar on Lisa’s lips. “Everyone has their secrets, Calvin. Even before… this.” She gestured to herself. “Lisa was never quite as perfect as she pretended to be.”


The thought was oddly comforting—that even before Emma had inhabited her body, Sister Margaret had her own small rebellions, her own private self that didn’t align perfectly with her public persona. It made what we were doing seem slightly less like a violation.


“How long do you think it will take Dr. Winters to get here?” Emma asked, settling onto the couch beside me.


I checked the time. “Depends on where she lives. Could be twenty minutes, could be an hour.”


Emma leaned her head against my shoulder, a gesture so familiar it made my chest ache. “I hope she can help us figure this out. I can’t keep jumping from body to body forever.”


I put my arm around her, pulling her close. “We’ll figure it out. Together.”


But as we sat there waiting, I couldn’t help wondering what would happen if we couldn’t solve this puzzle. How many bodies would Emma inhabit? How many lives would be disrupted? And what would happen to my wife if we failed?


After a while, the doorbell rang, and I felt my stomach tighten with anxiety. Emma and I exchanged a glance before I stood to answer it.


“Here we go,” I muttered, taking a deep breath before pulling the door open.


The woman standing on my porch wasn’t what I expected. When Emma had mentioned a “nerdy scientist friend,” I’d pictured someone older, despite her saying she was a friend from high school, maybe with a lab coat and a perpetual scowl. Instead, Katherine Winters looked like she’d walked straight out of some “sexy scientist” Halloween costume—minus the costume.


She was in her early twenties, with short, fiery red hair cut in a tomboyish style that somehow managed to look both practical and stylish. Freckles dusted her nose and cheeks, visible behind black-rimmed glasses that gave her an intellectual air. She wore a simple green t-shirt with some obscure science joke printed on it, fitted enough to show off curves that her lab coat probably hid most days. Her jeans were worn at the knees, and she carried a messenger bag slung across her chest.


“You’re not Mandy,” she said immediately, her eyes narrowing behind her glasses. Her voice was crisp and precise, the kind that commanded attention in lecture halls. “Who are you, and why are you using her name to get me here?”


“I’m Calvin Kent,” I said, stepping back slightly to give her space. “And no, I’m not Mandy. It’s… complicated.”


“I called Mandy,” Katherine said, not budging from the doorway. “My actual friend Mandy. She has no idea who you are or why you’d be contacting me on her behalf. Interestingly, she also can’t account for what she did yesterday, or the two days before. Complete blank.” Her hand slipped into her pocket, presumably gripping the pepper spray she’d mentioned. “So I’ll ask again: who are you, and what do you want?”


“We can explain,” Emma said, appearing beside me. Katherine’s eyes flicked to her, taking in the small blonde in oversized clothes.


“And you are?”


“My name is… Lisa,” Emma said after a slight hesitation. “Sister Margaret, actually, but Lisa is fine.”


Katherine’s eyebrows shot up. “A nun? What the hell is going on here?”


I ran a hand through my hair, struggling to find a starting point that wouldn’t sound completely insane. “Look, this is going to sound crazy, but my wife died last week. In a car accident.”


“I’m sorry for your loss,” Katherine said automatically, though her expression remained suspicious. “But what does that have to do with Mandy or me?”


“Because she’s not dead,” I blurted out. “I mean, her body is, but she’s… she’s here.” I gestured to Emma/Lisa. “She’s in there.”


Katherine took a step back. “Okay, I’m leaving now. You people are clearly—”


“Wait,” Emma said, her voice taking on that gentle but firm tone I’d noticed she used more often in Lisa’s body. “Please. We know how this sounds. But something extraordinary has happened, something beyond scientific explanation—at least, beyond our understanding of science.”


“Which is why we need you,” I added quickly. “You’re supposed to be brilliant. Mandy thought you could help us figure this out.”


“Mandy apparently doesn’t even know you,” Katherine shot back.


“Then how would we know about ‘the clinic?’” I challenged, hoping that would be enough to convince her to at least stay and listen.


Katherine’s expression shifted from suspicion to something more complex—curiosity mingled with concern. “So you’re what? A ghost? What makes you say that?”


“My consciousness transferred,” Emma said simply. “From my dead body to another woman’s, then to Mandy’s, then to my cousin at my funeral, and now to Sister Margaret’s. I retain all my memories as Emma, Calvin’s wife, but I experience the world through the brain and body I’m inhabiting.”


I expected Katherine to turn and run, but instead, she adjusted her glasses, a scientist’s calculation replacing her wariness. “That’s… not possible. Consciousness is a product of brain function. It can’t be transferred like a computer file.”


“And yet, here we are,” I said. “Look, we can prove it. My wife—inside Lisa—knows things only my wife would know. Things about me, about our life together.”


“And Mandy can’t remember the days I was in her body,” Emma added. “Just like the woman at the funeral home can’t remember preparing my body for viewing, because I was in control then.”


Katherine stood silent for a long moment, her fingers drumming against the strap of her messenger bag. Finally, she spoke. “I’m not saying I believe you. But as a neuroscientist, I’m intrigued by the hypothesis. And the fact that Mandy really does have missing time…” She took a deep breath. “Fine. I’ll come in. But I’m keeping my phone on and my pepper spray handy.”


I stepped aside, relief washing over me. “That’s fair. Thank you for giving us a chance.”


As Katherine crossed the threshold, I caught her studying Emma with intense scientific curiosity, like she was a particularly fascinating lab specimen. I couldn’t blame her—if I hadn’t experienced this firsthand, I wouldn’t believe it either.
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Chapter 7: Looking for a Doctor


I woke with a start, my hand automatically reaching for the warm body that should have been beside me. The sheets were cold and empty. My heart rate spiked as I sat bolt upright, suddenly wide awake.


“Lisa? Emma?” I called out, panic rising in my throat. Had the nun’s consciousness reasserted itself overnight? Had she fled in horror at what we’d done? I imagined Sister Margaret waking up naked in a strange man’s bed, the memories of our night together missing but the evidence all too clear. She’d go straight to the church. Or worse, straight to the police.


I scrambled out of bed, pulling on a pair of sweatpants. “Emma!” I shouted, louder this time, rushing toward the bedroom door.


The smell hit me before I reached the kitchen—bacon, coffee, something sweet baking. I skidded to a stop in the doorway, relief washing over me in a dizzying wave.


Lisa stood at the stove, her back to me, wearing one of my t-shirts that hung to mid-thigh on her petite frame. Her blonde hair was pulled back in a loose ponytail, and she was humming softly to herself as she flipped pancakes with practiced ease.


“You’re here,” I breathed.


She turned, spatula in hand, and smiled. It was a reserved smile, nothing like the wicked grin Emma had worn when she was Mandy, but it was genuine.


“Of course I’m here. Where else would I be?” She gestured around the kitchen. “I always help with breakfast at the convent. Sister Agnes says I make the best pancakes.” She blushed slightly. “Well, Lisa does. I do. You know what I mean.”


I moved closer, studying her. In the morning light, she looked even younger than she had yesterday, barely into her twenties. Her face was scrubbed clean, her blue eyes clear and bright. Without the nun’s habit, with just my oversized shirt and her bare legs, she looked like any young woman making breakfast for her lover—except for that air of innocence that clung to her like a subtle perfume.


“How are you feeling today?” I asked cautiously. “About… everything that happened?”


The blush deepened, spreading down her neck. “I’d rather not speak of it,” she said, turning back to the stove. “It was… it was sinful. What we did.” She flipped a pancake with perhaps more force than necessary.


“Emma—”


“It’s fine,” she cut me off, her voice softening. “I’m not… I don’t regret it. I just…” She sighed, setting down the spatula and turning to face me. “This body, this mind—it’s not used to such things. It feels ashamed, even though I know it shouldn’t.”


She stepped closer, rising on her tiptoes to press a soft kiss to my lips. It was chaste, nothing like the passionate kisses we’d shared last night, but I felt her tremble slightly before she pulled away, looking both pleased and scandalized at her own boldness.


“Goodness,” she murmured, touching her lips. “I shouldn’t… The Lord sees all.” But she didn’t look particularly concerned about divine judgment, just slightly flustered.


“Sit,” she instructed, gesturing to the table. “Breakfast is nearly ready.”


I obeyed, watching as she moved around the kitchen with a grace that seemed both familiar and foreign. She wasn’t moving like Emma, who had always been a bit clumsy in the morning. There was a precision to her movements, an economy of motion that spoke of years of disciplined routine.


When she set a plate of perfectly golden pancakes in front of me, along with bacon and fresh coffee, I couldn’t help but smile. “This looks amazing.”


“Thank you,” she said, sitting across from me with her own plate. She bowed her head briefly, murmuring what I assumed was a silent prayer, before picking up her fork.


“I found the note I left here when I was Mandy,” she said after a few bites, reaching for a folded piece of paper on the counter. “It was here in the kitchen but I don’t remember all the details.”


She handed me the paper. On it was scrawled a phone number and a name: Dr. Katherine Winters, Ph.D. Below that were hastily written instructions: “Tell her Mandy says ‘you owe me for the clinic.’ She’ll come.”


“I remember writing it. I remember thinking she’d be perfect—she’s brilliant, studying neuroscience or something similar. But I don’t know what ‘the clinic’ refers to. That must have been in Mandy’s memories, not mine.“I frowned, considering our options. “Even if we get her to come here, how do we experiment? We’d need two bodies for you to switch between, and we can’t exactly kidnap someone.”


“Actually,” Emma said, taking a sip of her coffee, “I called Father O’Brien this morning. I told him—well, Sister Margaret told him—that I had a family emergency and needed to stay away from the convent today. He was very understanding.”


I stared at her in surprise. “You called him? On what?”


She rolled her eyes, looking suddenly much more like my Emma than the demure nun of a moment ago. “On my smartphone, Calvin. For heaven’s sake, what century do you think nuns live in? We’re not completely cut off from technology.” She grabbed a sleek phone from the counter next to her. “We’re encouraged to maintain family connections. We just use them… judiciously.”


“Sorry,” I said, feeling my face heat. “I just assumed…”


“That we communicate via carrier pigeon and smoke signals?” she teased, a hint of Emma’s sarcasm breaking through Sister Margaret’s reserve. “The Lord works in mysterious ways, Calvin, including through iPhones.”


I laughed, relieved to see this flash of my wife’s personality. “So we have you for the day. That’s good. But we still need to figure out how to get Dr. Winters here without sounding like complete lunatics.”


“And if we start switching between two bodies, the other person will notice.” Emma frowned, pushing a pancake around her plate.


Yeah, that was the tricky part. Maybe that doctor could be informed of the situation and be willing to help, but Sister Margaret would definitely go running to the church or the police or both, and that would complicate everything beyond belief. Though, I didn’t think we had much of a choice. At some point we’d have to take a risk if we wanted to learn more about what was happening to Emma’s consciousness.


I studied the phone number again. “I guess there’s only one way to find out...”
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Chapter 6: Sin


I pulled into our driveway and killed the engine, glancing over at Sister Margaret—or Lisa, or Emma, or whoever she was now. The silence between us felt heavier than it had with Mandy. There was a tension in the air I couldn’t quite place.


“Home sweet home,” I said, trying to sound casual despite the absurdity of bringing a nun—my wife’s consciousness trapped inside a nun—into our marital home. “You okay?”


Lisa’s hands were folded neatly in her lap, her posture rigid. She still had that aura of piety about her that seemed at odds with everything I knew about Emma.


“I’m… not sure,” she said softly, her blue eyes darting nervously around the house as we entered. She stood awkwardly in our living room, looking at familiar objects as if they were artifacts in a museum. Her fingers traced the edge of a photo frame—our wedding picture—but she didn’t pick it up.


She turned to me, her expression conflicted. “It feels so strange being here. I remember everything, but it’s like… I’m viewing it through a filter.” She touched her chest. “I—I mean Lisa, Sister Margaret—she’s not used to this. She sleeps at the convent with the other sisters. This place feels…” She struggled for words. “Worldly. That’s how I—she—would describe it.”


Was I going to have to get used to every host making similar comments? Now it felt like Emma was rediscovering the house every time she moved on to someone else. I felt at a loss. Emma was still there, buried beneath layers of Sister Margaret’s personality, but the nun’s influence was undeniable. I needed to break the ice, to bring her back to herself.


I approached her slowly, reaching out to take her in my arms the way I had with Mandy, the way I would have with Emma. “Maybe we just need to—”


“NO!” she screamed, recoiling violently and backing against the wall. Her eyes were wild with fear. “Don’t touch me! This is a sin! You’re married to her, not me! I’ve taken vows before God!” Her voice wasn’t Emma’s anymore—it was higher, panicked. “The Lord sees all! I cannot betray Him!”


I backed away, hands raised. “Whoa, whoa! I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to—”


“Fornicator! Tempter!” she spat, then immediately covered her mouth with her hands, eyes wide with shock at her own outburst.


“Emma,” I said firmly, keeping my distance. “Emma, I need you to focus on my voice. Remember who you are. Remember us.”


Lisa was trembling now, tears streaming down her face. “I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” she whispered. “That wasn’t me—I mean, it was me but... Lisa is… Her faith is like a wall inside my mind.”


I cautiously sat on the couch, patting the spot beside me. “Come sit. No touching. Just talk to me.”


After a moment’s hesitation, she perched on the edge of the cushion, as far from me as possible.


“Tell me what’s happening,” I said gently.


She wiped her tears with shaking hands. “It’s like being torn in two. I want you—God, I want you so badly it hurts.” Her cheeks flushed deep red. “But Lisa is horrified by those feelings. I’ve never… she’s innocent in ways I wasn’t even before we met. The desire I feel terrifies her. It’s like something screaming inside my head that these thoughts are sinful.” She looked up at me, her eyes a battlefield of desire and devotion. “I’ve never felt so conflicted. With Mandy, with Veronica, their personalities influenced me, but Lisa… her faith is the core of who she is. I can’t just push it aside.”


I sat there watching Lisa—Emma—whoever she was now, struggling with herself. My mind raced with conflicting thoughts. What the hell were we supposed to do now? I couldn’t force her into anything she wasn’t comfortable with, but our options were limited. If we tried finding another host, what would happen to Sister Margaret afterward? She’d wake up in a strange man’s house with no memory of how she got there. We’d be looking at kidnapping charges at minimum. Even if we had Emma switch out in the open, away from witnesses, the trauma of suddenly finding herself in a random part of town, miles away from her convent with no explanation would be devastating. I frowned, realizing we had been doing just that to everyone Emma had possessed up to now.


“I don’t know what to do,” I admitted, running a hand through my hair. “We can’t just… let her go like this. She’d be confused, and it would raise too many questions.” I didn’t say the other part out loud—that each time we’d been intimate, Emma had seemed to grow stronger in her host body. The sex with Veronica had brought Emma fully to the surface, but now, in Lisa’s body, all that strength seemed gone. Had the transfer drained her somehow? Or was Sister Margaret’s faith simply too powerful to overcome?


Lisa sat rigidly on the couch, her hands clasped in prayer. “I don’t know either,” she whispered. “These feelings… they’re so confusing. I remember wanting you, but it feels… it feels…” She couldn’t even finish the sentence, her face flushing crimson.


“What if,” I said carefully, “we just start small? A kiss, maybe? Just one little kiss.”


“No!” Lisa’s eyes flashed with panic. “That would be a sin! I can’t—we can’t—”


“It doesn’t have to be on the lips,” I said quickly, trying a different approach. “Just a kiss on the cheek. Friends do that all the time. Even nuns must give friendly kisses, right?”


She hesitated, her internal struggle visible on her face. “I… I suppose that wouldn’t be… entirely inappropriate.”


“Just one,” I promised, not moving any closer, letting her come to me.


After what felt like an eternity, Lisa inched toward me on the couch. Her movements were stiff, uncertain. She leaned forward and quickly pressed her lips to my cheek, then immediately pulled back as if burned.


“There,” I said softly. “That wasn’t so bad, was it?”


She touched her lips with her fingertips, a look of wonder crossing her face. Something had shifted in her eyes—a flicker of my Emma coming through.


“It feels… warm,” she said, sounding surprised. “Like… like sunshine inside.”


I chuckled at her innocence. “Would you like to try again?” I asked, hardly daring to breathe.


Lisa nodded slowly, her eyes never leaving mine. This time, when she leaned in, she lingered a moment longer, her lips soft against my skin. When she pulled back, her breathing had quickened slightly.


“I’ve never…” she started, then corrected herself. “Lisa has never felt this way before. It’s… it’s frightening but also… nice?” She sounded like a child discovering something new and forbidden. “There’s this feeling, down in my… in my private places. It makes me feel all tingly and warm.”


I swallowed hard. “That’s normal. It’s called desire.”


“Desire,” she repeated the word like it was foreign on her tongue. “I was taught that desire is the devil’s playground. But it doesn’t feel evil. It feels… good.”


This time, I was the one who leaned forward, slowly, giving her every chance to pull away. I pressed my lips gently to hers, a chaste kiss that lasted only a second. When I pulled back, her eyes were wide, pupils dilated.


“Oh,” she breathed. “Oh my.”


The next kiss came from her, surprising me with its urgency. Her lips pressed against mine, inexperienced but eager. I felt her hands tentatively touch my shoulders, then slide up to cup my face. When she pulled away, she was panting slightly.


“These feelings,” she whispered, “they’re so strong. I remember them, but it’s like… it’s like I’m feeling them for the first time. My body—Lisa’s body—it’s never known this before. It’s… it’s making me wet.” She looked mortified at her own words. “I’m not supposed to say things like that. I’m not supposed to feel things like that. But I do. I really, really do.”


The next kiss broke something loose in her. Her mouth opened under mine, her tongue shyly meeting my own. She moaned into my mouth, the sound so innocent and erotic at the same time that it sent heat coursing through my veins. Her hands clutched at my shirt, pulling me closer.


“Calvin,” she gasped when we broke apart. “I feel so… so sinful. But I don’t want to stop. Is that wrong? Lisa thinks it’s wrong, but Emma… I… I want more. I want to do the things I remember. The things we used to do together.” Her face was flushed, her blue eyes dark with a mixture of desire and confusion. “Will God punish me for these thoughts? For wanting to… to make love with you?”


I took her trembling hands in mine, looking directly into those conflicted blue eyes.


“Listen to me,” I said firmly. “You’re not Lisa. You’re Emma—my Emma—who happens to be controlling Lisa’s body right now. Nothing you’re doing is Lisa’s sin. She’s not even here, not really. She’s not making these choices.” I squeezed her hands gently. “You’re borrowing her body, that’s all. And you, Emma, have never been religious. You’ve never worried about these things before. So Emma’s guilt is not something that should be weighing on your mind.”


The tension in her shoulders eased slightly. “You’re right. I’m not her. I’m me.” She touched her chest. “But what about my soul, Calvin? Emma’s soul? If I can move between bodies like this… what does that mean? Am I… am I damned already?” The question hung in the air between us, but even as she asked it, her hands were moving to my chest, fingers splaying across my shirt.


“I don’t know,” I answered honestly. “But I know that I love you, and I know that you’re here, against all odds. If there is a God, wouldn’t He want us to cherish this miracle?”


She bit her lower lip, a gesture so unlike a nun and so much like my Emma that it made my heart ache. “I want to touch you,” she whispered, her voice a mixture of shame and desire. “I remember how it feels, but Lisa’s body… it’s never known a man’s touch. It’s like I’m a virgin again, but with all these memories of what to do.”


Her hands moved tentatively to the buttons of my shirt, fumbling slightly as she undid them one by one. When her fingers brushed against my bare chest, she gasped.


“You’re so warm,” she murmured, exploring me with the wonder of someone discovering the ocean for the first time. Her touch was hesitant, then bolder as she traced the contours of my chest and shoulders.


I reached for her, sliding my hand to her waist, feeling the curve of her hip through the simple black dress. She shivered under my touch, her breath catching.


“Can I…” she started, then blushed furiously. “Can I touch you… down there? I remember how, but it feels so forbidden.”


Before I could answer, she froze, her eyes widening with sudden panic.


“Wait,” she said, pulling back slightly. “Will she—will Lisa—remember any of this when I’m gone? Will she wake up knowing what we did?” The horror in her voice was palpable.


I shook my head. “No, that’s not how it seems to work. You know it’s not. Clara didn’t remember anything. Neither did Veronica. When you leave a body, their memories of that time go with you.”


Relief washed over her face, followed by something darker, more primal. “So she’ll never know,” she whispered, and I watched as something shifted in her eyes. The last vestiges of Sister Margaret’s restraint seemed to crumble away.


“Then God forgive me,” she breathed, and lunged forward, crushing her mouth against mine.


The transformation was startling. Her hands were suddenly everywhere—in my hair, under my shirt, fumbling with my belt. She kissed me with a desperate hunger that belied her innocent appearance, her tongue sliding against mine with growing confidence.


“I want to do everything,” she gasped between kisses. “All the things I remember but Lisa’s never done. I want to feel you inside me. I want to taste you. I want—” She broke off, seemingly shocked by her own words, but the desire burning in her eyes didn’t diminish.


She pulled at my shirt, nearly tearing it in her eagerness to get it off. When I was bare-chested before her, she stared in fascination.


“It’s so strange,” she murmured, running her hands over my skin. “I know this body. I’ve touched it a thousand times. But it feels like the first time.” She leaned forward and pressed her lips to my chest, a tentative kiss that quickly turned into something more as she began to explore me with her mouth.


“Show me,” she whispered against my skin. “Show me everything again.”


I watched in awe as Lisa—Emma—began to undress. Her movements were a contradiction: hesitant yet determined, innocent yet knowing. She fumbled with the buttons of her simple black dress, her fingers trembling slightly.


“I’ve never undressed for a man before,” she whispered, though we both knew it wasn’t entirely true. Emma had undressed for me countless times, but Lisa’s body never had. “Help me?”


I stepped forward, my hands replacing hers on the buttons. As the dress opened, I revealed pale, unblemished skin that had likely rarely seen the sun. Her breasts were small but perfectly formed, topped with pink nipples that hardened under my gaze. Without the modest clothing, Sister Margaret’s body was surprisingly lithe—slender but with gentle curves at her hips and waist.


“You’re beautiful,” I breathed, sliding the dress from her shoulders. She stood before me in nothing but simple white cotton panties, her blonde hair falling loose around her shoulders. The contrast between her innocent appearance and the hunger in her eyes was the most erotic thing I’d ever seen.


“I want to see you too,” she said, her voice stronger now. She reached for my belt with newfound confidence, unfastening it and pulling it free with a soft hiss of leather. As she worked on my pants, I couldn’t help but marvel at the situation. Yesterday it was Mandy, today a nun. How many bodies would Emma inhabit? How many different women would I make love to, all of them containing some essence of my wife?


When we were both naked, she pressed her body against mine, gasping at the contact. “Oh God,” she moaned, then immediately covered her mouth. “I shouldn’t say His name like that.”


“It’s okay,” I assured her, guiding her to our bedroom, to our bed. “It’s just us here.”


She lay back on the couch, her legs instinctively closing, that last bit of Lisa’s modesty still present. I knelt between her thighs, gently coaxing them apart. Her pussy was pink and perfect, with just a small tuft of blonde hair above it. It looked untouched, virginal—which, of course, it was.


“I’m going to make you feel good,” I promised, lowering my head between her legs.


At the first touch of my tongue against her clit, she cried out, her back arching off the bed. “Fuck!” she gasped, then immediately, “I’m sorry, I shouldn’t say—oh, oh my God!”


I worked her with my mouth, savoring the sweet taste of her, so different from Mandy, from my Emma’s original body. Each woman had her own unique flavor, and there was something intoxicating about discovering them all.


“Calvin, please,” she begged, her hips bucking against my face. “I need you inside me. I need to feel you stretching me open. Please, please fuck me.”


The filthy words coming from the mouth of a woman who had taken vows of chastity sent a jolt of pleasure straight to my cock. I moved up her body, positioning myself at her entrance.


“This might hurt,” I warned, remembering that Lisa’s body was untouched.


“I don’t care,” she panted, wrapping her legs around my waist. “I want it to hurt. I want to feel everything.”


I pushed forward slowly, feeling the resistance of her hymen. She winced but urged me on, her nails digging into my shoulders. With one firm thrust, I broke through, burying myself to the hilt in her tight, virgin pussy.


“Oh fuck, oh fuck,” she chanted, her eyes wide with pain and pleasure. “It’s so much… you’re so big inside me.”


I held still, letting her adjust, watching the play of emotions across her face. “Are you okay?”


“Yes,” she nodded frantically. “Move. Please move. Fuck me, Calvin. Fuck your wife.”


I began to thrust, slowly at first, then with increasing force as her body opened to me. Her pussy gripped me like a vise, so tight it was almost painful. I couldn’t help comparing. Mandy had been eager but experienced, Veronica wanton and skilled. This was different. The physical innocence of the body combined with Emma’s sexual knowledge created an intoxicating blend.


“Harder,” she demanded, her voice losing all traces of Sister Margaret’s gentleness. “Fuck me harder. I want to feel your cock all the way inside me. I want you to pound my virgin cunt until I can’t walk.”


I complied, driving into her with abandon, the headboard slamming against the wall with each thrust. Her legs wrapped tighter around me, her heels digging into my lower back.


“Yes, yes, yes,” she chanted, her head thrashing from side to side. “Oh God, I’m going to come. I’m going to come on your big cock!”


Her pussy clenched around me as she climaxed, her inner walls pulsating in waves that nearly pushed me over the edge. I gritted my teeth, holding back, wanting to prolong this.


“I want to try everything,” she gasped when she came down from her peak. “All the things I remember but have never done with this body.”


Before I could respond, she was pushing me onto my back, straddling me with newfound confidence. She positioned my cock at her entrance and sank down, taking me deep inside her again.


“Oh fuck,” she moaned, beginning to ride me. Her small breasts bounced with each movement, her blonde hair wild around her face. “I love the way your cock feels inside me. So deep like this.”


I gripped her hips, guiding her movements, watching in awe as this woman who had dedicated her life to God rode me like a woman possessed. And she was possessed, in a way—possessed by my Emma.


“I’m going to come inside you,” I warned as I felt my climax approaching.


“Yes,” she hissed, grinding down harder. “Fill me up. Mark me. Make me yours.”


With a groan, I erupted inside her, pumping her full of my cum. She collapsed on my chest, panting, her inner muscles still milking every last drop from me.


“I can feel you,” she whispered against my neck. “I can feel your cum inside me. It’s so warm.”


We lay there for several minutes, catching our breath. I stroked her hair, marveling at how different it felt from Mandy’s, from Veronica’s, from my Emma’s original hair.


“We need to figure this out,” I said finally. “How long you can stay in a body without… recharging. How the transfers work exactly.”


She nodded against my chest. “I know. But right now, I just want to enjoy this. Being with you again.” She lifted her head, looking into my eyes with a mixture of Emma’s love and Lisa’s wonder. “Can we do it again? There are so many things this body has never experienced.”


I laughed, feeling a stirring of renewed desire despite having just finished. “I’m not sure how long I can keep up if we’re doing this daily with new bodies,” I admitted. “But for you, I’ll certainly try.”


She grinned, a mischievous expression that looked utterly out of place on Sister Margaret’s innocent face. “Good. Because I want to taste you next. I want to feel your cock in my mouth.”


I sighed happily, surrendering to whatever strange new reality this was. Then, the strange reality came crashing back as I realized I had missed a key detail.


“We didn’t use protection, Em,” I said, the weight of this sudden new responsibility settling on me. “We’ve just been going at it like rabbits with no condoms.”


My wife raised an eyebrow, her cute, innocent face contorting into a wry, amused expression that was entirely Emma. “Don’t worry, I’m on birth control.”


I blinked. “You’re on birth control?” I asked, confused. “Sister Margaret is on birth control? A nun?”


Emma giggled. “Not for that, Cal. For my—” she paused, looking down at her new body. “For her period. She gets horrible cramps without it.”


I relaxed a little, though I couldn’t help but feel a sense of unease. It was one more reminder that we were playing with people’s lives here.


My wife, however, seemed completely unfazed, studying my naked body like it was a fascinating piece of art. Her eyes were bright, still full of desire. No more guilt, no more confusion. I laughed.


“What’s so funny?” she asked, propping herself up on one elbow, her blonde hair falling in a curtain around her face.


“Just wondering if you’re feeling more like yourself now that I’ve fucked the holiness out of you,” I said with a smirk. “You’re still acting like you’ve never done any of this before. I thought the sex was supposed to bring Emma to the surface.”


She smiled, a curious blend of Emma’s mischief and Sister Margaret’s innocence. “I am more myself. Look—” She sat up straight, her small breasts bouncing slightly with the movement. “Fuck, shit, goddamn, Jesus Christ on a bicycle!” She immediately covered her mouth, her cheeks flushing crimson. “See? I can say it, but it still feels… wrong. Like I’m wearing shoes on the wrong feet.”


“So you’re not fully Emma?”


She shook her head. “I don’t think I ever am, not completely. I’m Emma in my consciousness, in my memories, in my love for you. But I’m still experiencing everything through Lisa’s brain, her neural pathways, her hormones.” She touched her temple thoughtfully. “It’s like… I’m playing a piano I’ve never touched before. I know the song by heart, but my fingers have to learn where the keys are.”


I reached out to stroke her cheek. “That must be disorienting.”


“It is. But it’s also…” She bit her lip, that same gesture that was becoming familiar on this unfamiliar face. “It’s also incredibly fucking hot. Lisa’s body has never known any of this. Every sensation is new and intense. And there’s something about the forbidden nature of it all…” She leaned closer, her voice dropping to a whisper. “I can feel her in here, you know. Not conscious, but present. Part of her wants this, Calvin. Part of her has always wanted to know what it feels like to be filled, to be taken, to be… fucked.”


Her hand slid down my chest, fingers trailing over my stomach. “She’ll never admit it. She’ll never even know she experienced it. But right now, I can feel how her body responds to you. How wet she gets when I think about tasting your cock.”


My breath caught as her hand wrapped around my semi-hard shaft, coaxing it back to life. “Another round?” I asked, my voice rough.


“Mmm-hmm,” she nodded, sliding down my body. “I want to know what you taste like on this tongue. I want to feel you hit the back of this throat.” She positioned herself between my legs, her blue eyes looking up at me with that intoxicating mixture of innocence and desire. “I want to sin again.”


Without breaking eye contact, she lowered her head and took me into her mouth. The wet heat of her engulfed me, her inexperienced tongue exploring the contours of my cock with tentative licks that quickly grew more confident.


“Jesus,” I groaned, threading my fingers through her hair.


She pulled off just long enough to whisper, “Don’t take the Lord’s name in vain,” before swallowing me down again, deeper this time. The sight of Sister Margaret’s angelic face, her lips stretched around my cock, her eyes watering slightly as she took me deeper than her untrained throat was ready for, was almost enough to make me come right then.


She worked me with growing enthusiasm, her hands joining her mouth, stroking what she couldn’t fit. Occasionally she would pull back, gasping for air, strings of saliva connecting her lips to my cock, before diving back in with renewed determination.


“That’s it,” I encouraged her, guiding her movements with my hand in her hair. “Take it deeper. You’re doing so well.”


She moaned around me, the vibrations sending jolts of pleasure up my spine. When I felt my climax approaching, I tried to warn her, to pull her off, but she clung to me, sucking harder, her eyes locked on mine with fierce determination.


I came with a shout, flooding her mouth. She swallowed valiantly, though some escaped, trickling down her chin. When she finally released me, she licked her lips, looking both shocked and pleased with herself.


“So that’s what you taste like,” she said, wiping her chin with the back of her hand. “Salty. Not what I expected.”


I laughed, pulling her up to lie beside me. “You know damn well what I taste like.”


She grinned, resting her head on my chest. “Lisa didn’t. She never even let herself think about what cum tastes like.” She yawned, her body relaxing against mine. “But I think she liked it. I know I did.”


As she drifted off to sleep in my arms, I stared at the ceiling, wondering what tomorrow would bring. How long would Emma stay in Lisa’s body? Who would she jump to next? And how long could we go on like this, body-hopping through the world, before something went terribly wrong?


But for now, I held her close, this strange amalgamation of my wife and a nun, and allowed myself to enjoy the impossible miracle we’d been given.
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Chapter 5: Faith


I was startled by a knock on the car window. I blinked, looking up to find Ashley standing outside, her face pressed against the glass. I rolled down the window.


“Cal, you okay?” she asked, concern in her voice. “You’ve been sitting here forever.”


I looked at the clock on the dashboard and realized that an hour had already passed. “Fuck,” I mumbled, running a hand over my face.


“Want me to stay with you for a while?” she offered, leaning in through the window.


I glanced past her to where Father O’Brien and his helpers were packing a small van with religious paraphernalia. Sister Margaret—Emma—was among them. I watched as she lifted a large box, grunting slightly with the effort, her arms straining against the weight. “It’s alright, Ash. Go home. I’ll be fine.”


Ashley frowned. “Are you sure?” She followed my gaze, her eyes narrowing. She seemed genuinely concerned. “Are you waiting for someone?”


“No. I’m...” My words died in my throat as my brain tried to catch up. “Yeah, I am,” I said, nodding slowly. “The priest asked me to drive one of the sisters home after they were finished. She’s been working here for a while, and she doesn’t have a car.”


Ashley’s expression changed from one of worry to one of relief. She laughed softly. “That’s nice of you.” She patted my shoulder through the open window. “See you later, Cal.”


“See ya.” I watched her walk away, feeling a pang of guilt for lying to my sister-in-law.


Another twenty minutes passed before Emma finally climbed into the passenger seat. She sat rigidly, her hands folded primly in her lap, her posture perfect.


“You okay?” I asked, studying her profile.


“Hmm? Oh, yes. Just... thinking,” she replied, her voice distant. She turned to face me, her expression serious. “My... Her life is so different. She’s given herself to God. She spends her days in prayer, in service. It’s a hard life, but also... peaceful. Fulfilling.” She shook her head. “Maybe it’s the contrast to Veronica that’s making me feel this way. It’s like... like a cleansing. Like a baptism, washing away all the sin and filth.”


“Shit,” I chuckled nervously. “Do I need to fuck you again, bring you back down from your holy high horse?”


She frowned at me, her lips pursed in disapproval. “Please, Calvin. Have some respect.”


“Sorry,” I mumbled, feeling chastised. “I just want you back to normal. You’re not you right now.”


She sighed, looking down at her lap. “I... I’m me. I’m Emma... It’s just that... I feel like I’ve been called to a higher purpose.” She looked out the window.


I gulped, my heart racing. This was exactly what I’d feared. “Emma,” I began, but she cut me off with a sharp gesture.


“Relax,” she said, her tone dry. “I know this isn’t me. It’s just her. Her body, her mind. All of this is Sister Margaret, not me.”


“But you feel like her.”


“But I feel like her,” she conceded. “And it’s hard to ignore.”


I nodded, starting the car. “Still coming? Or are you going to fuse with her forever to fulfill your duty to God?”


“I’ll come,” she said, her voice soft. “I made a promise to you and I’ll keep it. We’ll find a solution together. And... I still love you.” It seemed to take her a great effort to say the words, and I felt my heart clench in my chest. She noticed the way my shoulders slumped and reached out to pat my arm, blushing. “Oh, don’t take it the wrong way, Calvin. It’s not that I love you less. It’s just hard to process through... through this.” She gestured at herself.


I drove in silence, my mind racing with the implications of everything we were dealing with. “Well, it’s obviously temporary,” I said finally. “I imagine your new friends are going to wonder where you are if you’re gone for too long. What are you going to tell them? Are you even allowed outside?”


She looked away. “I’m not a child, Calvin. I’m allowed to go where I please. I just want to make sure my duties are taken care of.”


“And when are your duties taken care of?”


“I’m supposed...” She groaned, hitting her legs. “I mean, she’s supposed to be back at the parish tomorrow morning. We were... I mean, they were going to pray and meditate at the cathedral tonight, but I told them I was meeting an old friend and might be late.”


I sighed, my eyes fixed on the road. Traffic was heavy, and it was taking longer to get home than usual. Looking at people in other cars, going about their normal lives, made me realize just how far we were from our regular routines. “We need to stop jumping you into new bodies every day without any planning. We need to understand the rules and find someone you can... stay in. For a while, at least, until we figure this out.”


I drove in silence for a few minutes, my mind racing with the implications of everything we were dealing with.


“Something happened when I went from Veronica to me,” the nun said, breaking the silence. “It felt... different. Not as immediate as the others.”


“Different how?”


“Like... I could see threads...”


“Threads?” I repeated, glancing over at her. “What kind of threads? Like spider webs?”


“Memories, I think,” she explained. “Veronica’s memories, maybe feelings, thoughts?”


“Okay...”


“It felt like I could pull them, twist them?” She blushed again. “I’m not explaining myself well.”


“What about that nerd you talked about when you were Mandy?” I said, getting off the highway and onto the quieter surface streets. “You seemed to think she’d be the perfect person to help us figure things out.”


“Oh... I don’t know... I don’t remember her now that I’m Lisa.” I saw her frowning as I looked over.


“Lisa?”


“That’s my name, Calvin!” she said, pouting at me. “Sister Margaret is my holy name. We pick a holy name when we take our vows.”


I chuckled, shaking my head. “Lisa, alright...”


She sighed. “I don’t remember much of her, but I remember thinking she was a good choice. I have no idea why.”


“Shit... I guess it’s too late now. We’re not going to go after Mandy again. She’s probably freaked out enough by all this.”


The young nun smirked. “I wrote down her name and number back at home, when I was still Mandy.”


I opened my mouth to say something, but closed it. I smirked back. “Good thinking.”


“Thank Mandy,” the nun said, winking.
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Chapter 11: Memory


“The threads,” Emma explained, her mind clearly racing with the implications. “I don’t know what they are exactly. A neural map? A mental representation of Katherine’s thoughts?” She paced the living room, her movements sharp and precise. “Hardware, software, that’s basically the question. We’d really need to see what happens inside the brain to start drawing conclusions. A PET scan would really—”


“Emma,” I cut in, holding up a hand. “You’re getting sidetracked again. Focus. You said you found a solution.”


She stopped, turning to face me. “I think I can alter my... her brain. Rewire her neural connections, on the fly. Nothing big, or not easily. We’re talking about very specific tweaks, editing memories, small suggestions?”


I stared at her, trying to process the implications. “So you could what, create memories to explain the missing time? Make her not suspicious?”


“Her or anyone else!” Emma said, her eyes gleaming with Katherine’s intellectual excitement. “I could create an explanation for the missing time they’d accept as their own. Make Sister Margery—”


“Margaret...” I corrected. It was fascinating to see how even basic information like names didn’t seem to carry over that well. I guess Katherine herself was bad with names, or didn’t care enough to remember them.


“Margaret, right. I could make her think she just felt like having some time away from the convent.”


“She told Father O’Brien she had a family emergency,” I reminded her.


“But if they ever speak with her family they’ll find out it wasn’t true,” Emma countered. “I need to create a plausible memory, that she had doubts, needed to think about her faith, get some rest, all of that.


“Let’s not fuck with her faith. She seems to take it seriously.” I warned, still feeling guilty about involving her.


“Right. Right,” Emma said, clearly distracted by the possibilities. “Whatever would work best, obviously.” She turned to the drugged nun on the couch. “It will take a couple of hours for her to fully metabolize the medication. I’ll take over, and once she’s more lucid, we’ll get her back to the convent, and then I’ll switch back with Katherine, leaving that girl with a peaceful, private memory of her little sabbatical.”


I sighed in relief. “Thank God.”


My wife looked at me, laughing. “Thank Katherine. She knows exactly what she’s doing. Being inside her brain... it’s like, it all just makes sense.” She tapped Katherine’s temple. “Everything is clearer. I’m so much smarter, so much more... capable...”


I snorted. “With the ego to match, apparently.”


She smirked, hands on her hips. “You’re just jealous that I’m a genius now.”


“You’re using HER brain,” I corrected. “That’s cheating. She’s the genius.”


She stepped closer, running a hand down my chest. “I’m using HER entire body, but I can share.”


Sister Margaret groaned from the couch, her eyes fluttering open slightly, still confused and drowsy.


“I thought you were a lesbian now,” I said with a weak smile as Emma’s fingers started to undo the buttons of my jeans.


“Mmm, I am. I mean, she is.” Emma’s fingers were now on my belt buckle, pushing me toward an armchair. She looked up at me, her eyes, Katherine’s eyes, full of a familiar hunger. “Seems like you’re the exception to the rule, no matter what brain I’m using. And this body is... aching for you.”


“Emma, not in front of—”


“Shhh, she’s barely conscious,” she whispered, sliding to her knees in front of me. “And I won’t let her remember anyway.”


She fished my hardening cock out of my pants, staring at it with a confused fascination. “I’ve never touched a dick before.” She giggled.


I chuckled. “Seems like the theme for this week.”


“Right?” she said, her fingers tracing the length of my shaft. “Not that I mind. I should, but I don’t.” She leaned in closer, her tongue darting out to taste the tip of my cock. “Salty.” She laughed. “Of course it’s salty. I know it is. But I don’t. Fascinating!” She swirled her tongue around the head before taking me into her mouth, her movements at first tentative, then more confident as she drew on her own original memories, not Katherine’s, for how to please me.


I stared at her, at that fiery red hair, those black-rimmed glasses, the determined, focused look in her eyes as she worked my cock. My wife, the scientist, my wife, the lesbian, my wife, dead and alive, on her knees in front of me, sucking me off in the living room while a nun drooled on the couch behind us.


“Damn, you’re leaking a lot,” she said, pulling back to stroke me, a string of pre-cum connecting her lips to my cock. “I didn’t know you had a thing for nerdy girls.”


“I have a thing for my wife,” I grunted.


She looked up at me, smirking again. “Right. Of course,” she said sarcastically, bringing her hands up to her own breasts, squeezing them through her shirt. “These aren’t very impressive compared to Mandy’s, are they?” she asked, then looked down at them with a frown. “But you know what’s nice?”


“What?” I asked, my breath coming short.


“You can have all the tits in the world now, fuck any pussy you want, and you’ll still be fucking me. You’ll still be fucking your wife.” She leaned forward again, wrapping her lips around my cock and taking me deeper this time. Her free hand slipped down to her own jeans, undoing them and sliding inside.


Was this going to be our life now? An endless parade of new bodies, new experiences, each one a violation of someone else’s life, a theft of their autonomy, all in the name of preserving my wife’s impossible existence? I was tempted, despite myself. A new woman every day, a new set of curves to explore, a new personality to interact with, all containing the same soul, the same woman I loved. I felt a wave of nausea, followed by an equally strong wave of desire. Besides, what choice did we have? Let her fade away?


“Come on, fill my mouth,” she moaned around my cock, her hand working frantically between her own legs now. “I want to taste you. I want to feel you shoot down this lesbian’s throat.”


I moaned and laughed, sliding two fingers through the fiery red hair. “Damn, is Katherine’s brain making you this much of a freak?”


“Oh I’m a kinky girl, Calvin,” she said, pulling back to gasp for air. “You have no idea the kind of stuff Katherine is into. Just not dicks, usually.” She went back down on me with renewed enthusiasm, her tongue swirling around the head before she took me deep into her throat, gagging slightly.


I felt my climax approaching, my hips thrusting forward, fucking her mouth with a desperation I hadn’t felt since the first time I’d made love to Emma all those years ago. I could feel her moaning around my cock, her own orgasm building. I came with a groan, my cock pulsing, filling her mouth with my cum. She swallowed it all, her eyes rolling back in her head as she came from her own touch.


When I finally pulled away, she looked up at me, her face flushed, her glasses askew. She licked her lips, then pulled her fingers from her pants, sucking them clean with a wicked grin.


The poor nun on the couch moaned again, her head lolling to the side, staring at us with glazed, unfocused eyes.


“Oh, sorry,” Emma said nonchalantly, noticing her audience. “Forgot you were there.”


I leaned back in the armchair, my heart pounding, my mind reeling from the intensity of it all. “Feeling more like yourself?” I asked, watching as Emma stood up and adjusted her clothes.


“Yep,” she said, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. “Weird how this seems to work. You reach climax and it brings me back. Vaginal or oral, doesn’t seem to matter. I’m pretty sure a handjob would do the trick too. I can’t find a rational explanation for it. This is baffling.”


I stared at her, frowning.


“Relax, it really is me, Cal,” she said, chuckling. “Well as much me as I can be in this brain, evidently. More me, at least. I’m still smarter. That doesn’t seem to be going away no matter how many times you fuck me. I’m as smart as the person I’m in, period.”


I nodded, thoughtful and, I have to admit, a bit turned on by—


“Oh I can see the gears in your head turning,” she said, winking at me. “A hot bimbo brain, a genius brain, a shy brain... What will you want to stick your dick in next?” She looked down at Katherine’s body.


I cleared my throat, trying to get back to more serious matters before my own imagination got carried away. “Emma, we need to come up with a plausible cover story to explain Lisa’s absence. And for Katherine too. Make sure they both remember nothing.”


“Make me forget?!” Emma asked, her voice suddenly sharp, her eyes narrowing. “No way!”


I blinked. “We cant—”


“This is the discovery of a lifetime,” she continued, her voice taking on Katherine’s academic tone again. “We have to study this. Properly. With equipment. I can’t just forget it!”


“She’s gonna freak out!”


“No she won’t,” Emma said, her hand waving dismissively. “She’ll be cool. I know her, remember? I know her brain. I’m her, currently.”


I frowned again.


She sighed. “I’m still me, Jesus, Cal... I’m telling you that this is too big for her to want to forget it. Too big for her not to want to study it.”


I was too tired to argue. We’d asked for Katherine’s help because we weren’t ‘qualified’ to figure this out. Maybe she wasn’t either. This felt more like magic than science. But in any case, she certainly was more qualified than me, or Emma would under normal circumstances, or in most bodies.


“So what now?” I asked, feeling drained.


My wife picked up Katherine’s phone, unlocking it with her thumbprint. “Now I leave myself a message,” she said, her fingers flying across the screen. “Explaining everything, in a way that will make sense to her. I’ll play with her memories too, to make it obvious something weird happened, so she believes me when she watches the video.” She hit record and held the phone up.


“Hey Kat, it’s you. Or rather it’s me. It’s Emma, Calvin’s wife. So obviously this whole possession business is not bullshit. I’m in your body right now, which you won’t remember. I figured out I can play with memories, among other things, so I’ll give you a completely different set of memories from the time was here. But when you watch this, not remembering recording it, you’ll know something weird happened. No doubt you’ll want to learn more about whatever is going on here.” She paused, then added, “Help us, and we’ll let you study us. We need to get the nun back to her convent, so I need a body to switch back into once we’re done.” She lowered the phone, ending the recording with a smirk. “There.”


Sister Margaret was stirring again on the couch, her eyes fluttering open. “What...” she mumbled.


Emma moved to her side. “It’s okay, Margery,” she said, her voice calm.


“Sister Margaret... Lisa.” I sighed.


“Lisa,” Emma corrected herself. “It’s okay, Lisa. You’re safe. Just relax.” She placed a hand on the nun’s forehead, freezing for a moment.


The nun blinked, her eyes still glazed. “Oh dear... I’m...” She tried to sit up, her body still sluggish. “I’m... so tired...”


“Jesus, your wife is really out of it,” Emma commented with a smirk. Wait a minute...


“Katherine?” I asked, raising an eyebrow. I was expecting confusion, the same weird transition we saw with the others, but it was different this time. Instead of her acting like a confused Katherine waking up from a weird dream, she acted like she had been here all along.


“What?” she asked, looking over at me.


“You were just Emma,” I said, gesturing between the two of them.


“No I wasn’t,” she said with a confused frown. “I’ve been here the whole time. You two are nuts. I rest my case.” She stood up, adjusting her glasses. “It was entertaining, but I think it’s time for me to go. You clearly need some time to... process your grief and...” She gestured vaguely toward the nun. “Whatever this is.”


“Wait,” I said, standing up too. “What do you think happened here? What do you remember?”


Emma chuckled from the couch, apparently finding something funny in her own drugged confusion.


“What do you mean, what do I remember?” Katherine asked, her patience clearly wearing thin. “I came here because Mandy gave you my number and told you about the clinic. I admit the magician showing up and the clowns were entertaining, and the hypnotist act was a real hoot, but I have yet to see any evidence your wife came back from the dead.” She frowned. “That trick with the ceiling opening and birds flying out was pretty good, though. How did you...” She looked around, realizing how insane she sounded. “You’re fucking with me, aren’t you?”


Then, I laughed too, Katherine’s eyes narrowing.


“Did you drug me too?” she asked, looking at me, then at the still giggling nun.


“You should check your phone. There’s a video for you,” I said, leaning against the wall and crossing my arms.


She huffed and pulled her phone out, her thumb unlocking it. I watched as her face went from annoyance to confusion. She stared at the screen. “When did I...?”


“You didn’t. My wife did. Watch it.” I insisted.


She tapped the screen, her eyes widening as she watched herself, or rather, Emma in her body, explain the impossible. Her hand flew to her mouth, her breath catching.


“Oh my god,” she whispered, her eyes darting between the phone, the nun, and me. “This isn’t... You didn’t...” She looked at her hands, turning them over as if seeing them for the first time. “This is... This is real?”


“Real...” slurred Emma from the couch, her words barely audible. “Very... real...”


Katherine sat down hard next to her, her legs suddenly weak. “I don’t... How?” She took a deep breath, opened her mouth, then winced. “Ouch! Why does my jaw...” She trailed off, licking her lips, then ran her tongue over her teeth, her eyes wide with dawning horror. “No. No, no, no...”


I felt a sudden surge of guilt for my part in this. “Emma said you’d be okay with it,” I offered weakly.


“Okay with what? What the fuck did she do in my body?!” Katherine demanded, her voice rising in panic.


“Just... a quick blowjob,” I mumbled, unable to meet her eyes.


Katherine stared at me, her face a mask of disbelief. “I’m a lesbian!” she practically shouted, jumping to her feet. “I have never even... I don’t even like men! I never agreed to this!” She looked down at her body with disgust, then at the grinning, half-conscious nun. “I’m calling the police!” She fumbled for her phone again, her hands shaking.


“Wait,” I said, stepping forward. “Please, just... listen.”


“You listen! You and your dead wife sexually assaulted me! I’m going to have you both arrested!”


“Both arrested?” I snorted, gesturing toward the drooling nun. “Me and my dead wife? Does Sister Margaret have to be arrested too? How do you explain this one?”


She stared at the giggling, drugged-up nun, her anger faltering.


“Emma said you’d help. She said it was the discovery of a lifetime.” I added, heart racing.


“And that makes it okay for her to use my body like that?” Katherine shot back, though her voice had lost some of its edge.


“Okay, it was wrong,” I admitted. “But that’s just how it works. I’m sorry! When she’s in someone’s body she’s horny and...”


“That’s no excuse!” Katherine said, though she seemed to be calming down.


“It’s all I got.”


“Fuck!” she yelled, kicking the coffee table. She paced back and forth, her fists clenched, her mind clearly racing. “This is absolutely insane.”


“Will you help us?” I asked, my voice barely a whisper.


She stopped pacing and looked at me, then at the nun, then back at me. “I can’t believe I’m considering this...”
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Chapter 12: A Deal


The ride to the convent was awkward. Katherine sat in the passenger seat, her arms crossed, staring out the window, her expression a mixture of disbelief and scientific fascination. Sister Margaret, or rather, Emma in the nun’s body, slumped in the back seat, still groggy from the medication but gradually becoming more lucid. She was once again wearing the habit, her face pale and composed.


“I feel... weird,” she said, her voice clearer now. “Not as... fuzzy, though.”


I stared at her through the rearview mirror. “Do you still feel the threads?” I asked.


“The threads?” Katherine asked, glancing over at me.


“Something I can see... or feel... inside women’s brains when I’m inside,” Emma explained, her voice still weak. “Like paths?” She shook her head. “It was easier to explain when I was inside you.” She gestured to Katherine who stiffened slightly.


“Paths? Neural pathways?” Katherine asked, her scientific curiosity overriding her anger. “Of memories?”


“Maybe?”


“Is that what you used to mess with my memories?” Katherine asked, her voice sharp, a hint of curiosity in her tone.


“Yep,” Emma said, giggling again. “I imagined a scenario and put it in your head, somehow.”


“You have no idea how weird it is,” Katherine muttered to herself, shaking her head. “It really feels like it happened. If it wasn’t so absurd, I wouldn’t doubt it actually did.”


I glanced back at my wife again, who was now staring out the window, her face pensive. “Can you do it again? For Lisa?” I asked.


She nodded slowly. “I think so. It should be easier now that I’ve done it once. I’ll just... make her think she took a personal day to clear her head.”


“Alright, look,” Katherine said, turning to face Emma. “I need more data. This is... unprecedented. The scientific implications are staggering.”


I didn’t know what to say, so I remained focused on the road as we drove through the city, the afternoon sun casting long shadows across the buildings. We had a better idea of how things worked, and what Emma could do, the rules, so to speak, but we still had no idea why it was happening, or how long it would last. The thought was terrifying. Whatever brought Emma back could very well take her away from me at any point. Knowing more would help, but I was afraid of losing time searching in the wrong direction.


“Hey! I’m talking to you guys,” Katherine said, waving a hand in front of my face.


“Yeah, I heard you,” I said, glancing at her. “We’ll see what we can do.”


“Don’t you ‘we’ll see’ me,” she snapped, her voice rising in frustration. “Your dead wife is hopping from body to body, you just used mine for a blowjob without my consent, and you’ve basically kidnapped and used a nun that I’m now helping you brainwash so you can return her to her convent without any questions asked. I’d say you owe me a little more than ‘we’ll see’.”


“We’ll let you study me,” Emma offered, her voice still a bit slurred. “We need answers too. If science can provide them, then we’ll be grateful for the help.”


Katherine snorted, but I could see a flicker of excitement in her eyes. “IF? There’s no ‘if’ about it. If it exists, science can explain it.”


“There are a lot of things science can’t explain,” Emma countered, holding the cross that hung from her neck, her brow furrowed in thought.


“Yeah, right... Let’s talk about it again when you’re no longer in a nun’s body,” Katherine said sarcastically.


“What will you need from us?” I asked, trying to steer the conversation back to the practicalities.


Katherine tapped her chin thoughtfully. “First, I need access to both of you. Regularly. I need to be able to take readings, brain scans, run tests...”


“How often?” I asked, already dreading the logistical nightmare this was becoming. “I just got my wife back from the dead. I’d like to spend some time with her, not carting her around to labs.”


“Don’t worry, lover boy,” Katherine said, her voice dripping with sarcasm. “I won’t keep you from your ghostly humping sessions for too long. But for this to be a proper study, I’ll need a baseline. We need to understand the transfer, the ‘recharging’ process, the memory manipulation...” She trailed off, lost in thought. “God, the possibilities for a paper on this are endless.”


I turned my head to look at her, my eyes wide with disbelief. “A paper? You’re thinking about publishing this? The whole world would find out about her!”


“You don’t expect me to keep this to myself, do you?” Katherine shot back. “A deceased consciousness transferring between living bodies? This is the biggest scientific discovery in human history!”


“They’ll lock her in a lab!” I protested, my grip tightening on the steering wheel.


Emma leaned forward, her head between the front seats. “Give us time, doctor. I don’t know why I’m back, but it has something to do with my... husband. I didn’t come back here as a messiah. God sent me here for him.”


God... Did God send her here? If so, why? And why us? Why me? Why like this? If God was the one behind this, he had a weird sense of humor.


Katherine sighed, leaning back in her seat. “How much time?” she asked, her voice softening slightly.


“Years, at least,” I said, my voice firm.


“Years?!” Katherine practically shouted. “You want me to sit on the biggest scientific discovery of all time for YEARS?”


I clenched my fingers around the steering wheel, turning my knuckles white. I pushed the brakes, leaving the car stopped on the side of the road, both women gasping in surprise. I turned in my seat to face Katherine, right arm reaching out to open her door.


She stared at the road, her eyes wide with disbelief. “What are you doing?”


“You want to study her, to study us? You want to write a paper? Fine. But you do it on our terms, and you don’t publish until we say so. Otherwise, we don’t need your help. You’re free to leave.” I pointed outside.


Katherine stared at me, her mouth agape, then at Emma, who was watching her with a calm, unreadable expression.


“Jesus, fine!” Katherine said, slamming the door shut, Emma wincing. Whether it was the sound of the door or the casual mention of Jesus, I couldn’t tell. “Okay. No papers. Not yet. We’ll study this in secret. But I need access. Regular access.”


“Once a week,” I offered, pulling back onto the road, my eyes back on the street in front of us. “Saturdays.”


Soon I’d have to return to work. I’d spent a week at home, “mourning”. Even if everyone still believed my wife was dead and buried, which was only half true, I’d eventually have to return to the office, make a living, support us both, whatever that meant now.


“Fine, but the entire day,” Katherine countered. “I need time to run tests, scan, observe. A few hours isn’t enough.”


I glanced at Emma through the rearview mirror, who nodded slowly.


“Deal,” I said, my voice tight. “Now, let’s get Lisa back to the convent before we draw any more attention to ourselves.”


The rest of the drive was made in silence. The convent was an old, imposing building on the edge of town, surrounded by a high brick wall. I made sure to pull up away from prying eyes, the car hidden in the shade of a large oak tree. There was no one around, the only sound the distant chirping of birds.


“Okay,” I said, turning off the engine. “Emma, are you ready?”


She nodded, her hands clasped in her lap. “I think so. But how do I explain you, Calvin? Or Katherine?” she asked, looking between us.


I rubbed my temples. “Father O’Brien and the others already saw you leave with me after the funeral. We can spin it that... you asked me to drop you somewhere, then later asked me to pick you up so I could drive you back. Katherine is... a friend from out of town?”


My wife nodded, getting out of the car, still a bit shaky on her feet. She smoothed down her habit as the doctor and I got out too, standing by my car.


“Alright, I’m ready,” Emma said, taking a deep breath and turning toward Katherine, extending her hand.


The scientist looked at my wife’s outstretched hand, then at me. “I swear to God,” she said, her voice low and intense, “If you use my body for anything other than finding another host again, I’ll—”


“I’ll behave,” Emma promised, her voice small and tired.


“We’ll do our best,” I added, earning a glare from both of them. “We need a host who can stick around for a while, someone who won’t be missed, and I need to have sex with Emma fairly regularly. You know the rules,” I explained.


Katherine scowled. “Then you find someone before you need to ‘recharge’ her again. And you keep your hands, and your dick, off me until you do.”


“We’ll do our best,” I repeated. “But if you’re helping us, then you need to accept the risks.”


Katherine sighed, running a hand through her fiery red hair, her shoulders slumping in defeat. “I need to be back in my lab by tomorrow and I would prefer to do so as myself and without tasting someone else’s cum in my mouth.”


“We’ll do our—”


“Let’s do this already before I change my mind,” Katherine grumbled, taking Sister Margaret’s hand.


The nun simply blinked, her eyes glazing over for a second. Katherine’s body swayed, her eyes wide. She stared at her own hand, then at Sister Margaret, who was now smiling politely.


“Thank you for the ride, Mr. Kent,” the nun said, her voice calm and steady. “I hope it wasn’t too much trouble.”


“It was no trouble at all, Sister Margaret,” I said, relieved.


“God bless you,” she added, then she nodded to Katherine, turned, and walked toward the heavy wooden doors of the convent.


I stared at her back until she disappeared inside, then turned to Katherine.


“All good?” I asked.


“Yeah, I’m me,” she said, looking down at her hands, then back at me. “Sorry, the contrast is... disorienting.” She cleared her throat. “Fuck I’m pissed. Katherine is. Scared too, but mostly pissed.”


“Yeah...”


“But she’s not gonna stand in our way. She wants to study this. We just need to find a new host.”


“Yep,” I said, getting back into the car. Katherine followed, slamming the door shut. I pulled away from the curb, leaving the convent behind.


“We need a crowded place, where no one will pay much attention to us,” Katherine said, her voice taking on a more academic, clinical tone. “A mall, a train station, a university campus.”


There’s a mall not too far from here,” I offered. “You sure you can do this now? You’ve already swapped twice since... huh...”


“I blew you?” Katherine finished, a smirk on her face.


She leaned in close, her voice a husky whisper, her left hand moving to my thigh. “You’ll find Dr. Winters is now far less reluctant than before to help with ‘recharging’.” Her hand slid further up my leg, her fingers brushing against my crotch.


I shivered. “Yeah, because she’s not herself anymore, Emma. She just told us to keep our hands off her.”


“She accepted the risks. She said she didn’t want to taste my cum in her mouth tomorrow.” She squeezed my thigh gently. “She didn’t say anything about today.”


I pushed her hand away gently but firmly. “Do you think you can swap a few more times without... recharging?” I asked, trying to keep my eyes on the road. “I’d like to give the doctor a break. Let’s not push our luck. Also if you keep milking me at this rate, at my age, Em, I’m not gonna be able to keep up.”


My wife sighed, leaning back in her seat. “I guess I can wait. I still feel pretty strong right now. I think I’m getting better at this.” She looked out the window, her brow furrowed in thought. “I wonder how far I can push it. How long I can last without your... help. How many times I can jump before I get too weak.”


“We’ll choose women carefully and if you feel like you’re getting too weak I’ll...”


“Fuck me?” she offered with a wicked grin. I could see the arousal growing in her eyes, her breathing becoming slightly ragged. She was getting turned on just thinking about it. Whatever miracle or curse had brought my wife back, it really seemed to make her insatiable.


“Yes,” I said, my voice flat. “Whoever you are then...”
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Chapter 4: The Funeral


The next day was a beautiful, sunny morning, a nice change from the cold and rain. I stood outside the cemetery, waiting for Emma. A crowd of people were gathered near the entrance, talking amongst themselves. My in-laws, some distant relatives, and some friends were all here, looking solemn and sad.


Shaking hands, pretending to care, I felt like a total fraud. I kept glancing over my shoulder, hoping to see a young girl with dark hair walking through the cemetery gates, but there was no sign of her.


“I don’t know how you even do it,” a voice said beside me. I turned to see Ashley, Emma’s sister, looking at me with concern. She was dressed in a simple black dress, her blonde hair pulled back in a loose ponytail. She looked so much like Emma it hurt. “I feel like I’m about to throw up.”


“Just doing my best to look like I’m fine,” I said. I glanced at the casket, resting on a pedestal. It was open, and there she was, the empty shell that had once housed my wife’s soul. It was surreal, standing here, mourning someone who wasn’t really gone. “Or maybe not fine, but the socially acceptable level of not fine...”


She nodded, understanding. “You too?” She scoffed. I could see the pain in her eyes, the slight tremble in her hands as she clutched her purse. She was devastated, but she was good at hiding it. That was Ashley for you. Always the strong one.


She looked around the cemetery, her eyes narrowing as she spotted someone in the crowd. “God, look at Veronica,” she muttered, nodding toward a woman standing a few feet away. “She’s actually enjoying this.”


I followed her gaze and saw a woman in her thirties, dressed in an expensive-looking black dress that hugged her curves a bit too tightly for a funeral. Her makeup was immaculate, her hair styled in a way that suggested she had spent hours in front of a mirror. She was standing next to a balding man who I assumed was her husband, laughing quietly at something he had said, then quickly covering her mouth with her hand and pretending to wipe away a tear.


“Who is she again?” I asked, though I vaguely remembered Emma mentioning her a few times.


“Our cousin,” Ashley said, her voice dripping with disdain. “Dad’s brother’s daughter. She and Emma couldn’t stand each other. Look at her, pretending to be sad.” She scoffed. “She’s probably already planning what to wear to the next funeral.”


I watched as Veronica made her way through the crowd, stopping to hug people, her face contorting into an exaggerated mask of grief every time she approached someone new. It was like watching a bad actress in a B-movie.


“She asked me earlier if I you were planning to sell Emma’s jewelry,” Ashley continued, her voice low. “Can you believe that? She didn’t even wait until the funeral was over.”


I shook my head, disgusted. “Jesus.”


“Yeah.” Ashley sighed, then looked at the open casket. “Emma would have hated this whole thing, you know. All these people pretending to care.”


“You’re sarcastic enough on her behalf to make up for it,” I said, trying to lighten the mood. Ashley laughed, a genuine one this time. The two sisters were quite different, but shared a very similar sense of humor.


“Yeah, well,” she said, “I’ll do my best to make her proud.”


I wrapped my arm around her shoulder, giving her a half hug. “She was proud of you, Ash. Very proud. You know that, right?”


She looked up at me, tears in her eyes, and gave me a weak smile. I felt a sudden wave of guilt wash over me. She had no idea that her sister was still here, that she was alive in another body.


I looked around again, hoping to see Emma, but there was still no sign of her. Where the hell was she? “You alright?” Ashley asked. “I mean, relatively speaking, obviously.”


“Yeah, I’m okay,” I said. “Just thinking about Emma, you know? Wondering what she would say if she could see us here.” Subtle, Cal. Real subtle.


Ashley smiled, a genuine smile that reached her eyes. “She’d be proud of you too, Calvin.” She glanced at the casket again, then back at me. “She’d want us to remember her as she was, not…” She gestured vaguely at the coffin.


I nodded, understanding. “Not as an empty shell.”


Ashley nodded slowly. “I guess that’s one way to look at it.” She sighed, then straightened her shoulders. “I should go say hello to Aunt Martha before she thinks I’m avoiding her.” She squeezed my arm one last time. “Hang in there, Calvin.”


I watched her walk away, her head held high despite the weight of her grief. I turned back to the casket, looking at the peaceful face of my wife’s body. It was strange how detached I felt from it now. It wasn’t Emma anymore. Emma was out there somewhere, in Mandy’s body, making her way here. At least, I hoped she was.


I continued to shake hands, my mind drifting further away with each sympathetic nod and murmured condolence. Mrs. Henderson from next door, my boss from work, Emma’s old college roommate—their faces blurred together as I scanned the crowd for Mandy. Where the hell was she? The uncertainty was eating away at me. Had something happened? Had Emma lost her grip on Mandy’s consciousness?


“Such a tragedy,” said someone—I didn’t even register who—as they patted my shoulder and moved on.


I caught Veronica staring at me from across the small gathering. When our eyes met, she had the audacity to wink at me, her red-painted lips curling into what I suppose she thought was a seductive smile. I felt my stomach turn. Her husband was right beside her, oblivious, as she dabbed at perfectly dry eyes with a lace handkerchief that probably cost more than my suit. Every few minutes, she’d let out a theatrical sigh loud enough for everyone to hear, then immediately return to whispering and giggling with another woman. She was like a caricature of grief, a performance so bad it would have been comical if it weren’t so disrespectful.


The priest approached me, his face a practiced mask of professional sympathy. “Mr. Kent, we’ll be asking everyone to take their seats in about five minutes. I’ll do the opening prayer, and then if anyone wishes to say a few words about the deceased, they may do so.” He lowered his voice. “Will you be speaking, sir?”


The question hit me like a bucket of ice water. A speech. Of course there would be a speech. What kind of husband wouldn’t speak at his wife’s funeral? But I had completely forgotten to prepare anything. I left it for the last minute, grief and shock leaving me unable to string two coherent thoughts together, and then... well, between discovering my wife’s consciousness in Clara’s body, then finding her again in Mandy’s, and then spending the night tangled in sheets with her... Jesus, what was I supposed to say? “Thank you all for coming, but don’t worry, my wife is actually alive in someone else’s body, and we had sex all night”?


“I… yes, I’ll say something,” I heard myself say. The old man nodded and moved away, leaving me in a cold sweat.


“You look positively ghastly, Calvin,” came a voice dripping with false concern. I turned to find Veronica standing beside me, close enough that I could smell her expensive perfume. She placed a hand on my arm, letting it linger there longer than was appropriate. “But I must say, grief becomes you.”


I resisted the urge to pull away. “Thanks,” I muttered.


“Oh, don’t be so glum,” she said, her voice inappropriately cheerful. “Death is only the beginning, you know.” She gave a little laugh, as if she’d said something clever.


I stared at her, unable to hide my disgust. “I don’t think this is the time for jokes.”


She smirked, her perfectly manicured fingers still resting on my arm. “Oh, come now. I think Emma would have wanted her funeral to be fun, don’t you? She never was one for all this…” she waved her hand dismissively, “…dreary business.”


“I don’t think you knew Emma as well as you think you did,” I said coldly, finally pulling my arm away.


Veronica’s eyes sparkled with something I couldn’t quite identify. “Maybe I know her better than you think,” she said, and then winked at me again. She looked down at her own hands, turning them over as if seeing them for the first time, then looked back at me with a strange little chuckle.


“I’m sorry to be stuck in such an unpopular person,” she said, her tone suddenly different, though I couldn’t put my finger on how. “But I didn’t think Mandy would cut it. People would wonder who she is.”


I felt the blood drain from my face as understanding dawned on me. “Emma?” I whispered, barely audible.


I stared at her, trying to process what was happening. My brain felt like it was short-circuiting. The woman standing before me was everything Emma had despised: superficial, self-centered, with that irritating high-pitched laugh and those calculated mannerisms. Yet somewhere behind those heavily mascara-coated eyes was my wife.


“Close your mouth, darling, you’ll catch flies,” she said with Veronica’s characteristic condescension, flicking her manicured nails against my chest. “God, these nails are divine though, aren’t they? I get them done weekly.” She examined them with a smirk that was pure Veronica.


I finally found my voice. “How… when did this happen?”


She glanced around to make sure no one was within earshot, then leaned in closer, her expensive perfume clouding my senses. “This morning. I was in Mandy’s body, getting ready to come here, when I ran into Veronica at a coffee shop. She was being absolutely horrid to the useless barista—typical—and I thought, well, wouldn’t it be interesting to attend my own funeral as someone who’s actually invited?” She shrugged Veronica’s shoulders in a fluid, elegant motion that seemed foreign on my wife. “I considered taking over Ashley, you know, but that felt… rude. She deserves to grieve properly, the poor thing.”


“You say that like it’s nothing,” I whispered, horrified. “Like you’re just trying on a new outfit.”


She laughed—a grating, too-loud laugh that surely would have made Emma cringe. “I know, I know. I’m taking this all rather lightly, aren’t I? But it’s freeing, Calvin. I used to think Veronica was just an asshole, but now I understand—she’s just learned to seize life without worrying about what others might feel or want. There’s a certain power in that.”


“I imagine that’s her point of view, yeah,” I said, shaking my head.


The woman my wife was currently inhabiting seemed taken aback, as if the self-reflection required to see her situation from an outside point of view was not a skill Veronica had honed. “It is, actually,” she said quietly, looking down at her own hands again, the nails perfect, the skin smooth and unblemished. “But I suppose I see why others might disagree. People are so... fragile, aren’t they? Emotions are a burden. It’s much simpler to live without the less convenient ones.”


“How can you even claim to be Emma when you’re talking like that? My wife cared about people. She wouldn’t—”


“Wouldn’t what? Enjoy herself?” She raised one perfectly shaped eyebrow. “I’m still me, Calvin. I’m just… experiencing things through a different lens. I’ll admit, Veronica might not be the best host in such dire circumstances. In Mandy’s brain, I didn’t think this through properly. But I thought inside this woman, I’d have the freedom to experience my own funeral a bit more… relaxed.” Her eyes traveled down my body and back up again. “Plus, she’s hot, isn’t she? I thought you might want to fuck her afterward—if not out of attraction, maybe out of anger.”


She winked at me again, then waved cheerfully at her husband, who was engaged in conversation with another mourner. “Poor guy hasn’t fucked me in ages,” she whispered, leaning in close. “Though I’ve been having plenty of fun with the younger neighbor. He’s quite the specimen—abs you could bounce quarters off of.”


As she spoke, she took my hand and, with a boldness that left me speechless, guided it to her ass, pressing it against the curve while maintaining eye contact with her husband across the room. She smiled at him innocently while my hand remained frozen against the expensive fabric of her dress.


I was horrified. I was disgusted. And God help me, I was turned on. The conflict made me feel sick with myself. This was my wife’s cousin, for Christ’s sake. A woman I found repulsive on a personal level, even if she was objectively attractive. But knowing Emma was in there somewhere, watching me through those eyes…


“Stop it,” I hissed, pulling my hand away. “This isn’t right.”


“What isn’t right?” she asked in Veronica’s mock innocence. “That I’m in this body, or that you’re getting hard thinking about it?”


I didn’t doubt for a second that this was Emma—the Emma I knew was in there somewhere. But it was like watching her through a funhouse mirror, distorted and warped by Veronica’s personality. How much control did she actually have? How much of Veronica was influencing her thoughts, her actions? Or worse, how much of Emma was being consumed by the women she inhabited?


“Both,” I admitted quietly. “I don’t like what this brain is doing to you.”


She tilted her head, studying me with an expression that was suddenly more thoughtful, more Emma-like. “Or maybe it’s just showing you parts of me you never knew existed.” She straightened Veronica’s designer jacket. “We should find our seats. The service is about to start, and I’m dying to hear what people say about me.” She paused, then laughed at her own pun. “See what I did there? Dying?”


I walked toward the front of the seating area, feeling numb and on autopilot. The wind was picking up, rustling the leaves on the trees that surrounded the open field. It was a peaceful place, I had to admit. It wasn’t a peaceful moment... Though, I was lucid enough to realize that funerals were rarely peaceful for those left behind. I was just experiencing a different kind of fucked up than most people did on a day like this.


The priest had begun his opening speech. I wasn’t really listening. I sat next to Ashley and her parents, feeling Veronica’s eyes on me from across the aisle. She was sitting next to her husband, her smirk barely hidden under a mask of faux sympathy. She was both an intruder and the guest of honor at her own funeral, and the absurdity of it was not lost on me. I hoped some part of my real wife was at least finding some genuine solace in all of this. She had to know that the people around her were hurting, missing the real Emma. She had a to care, even a little, right?


I turned to look at my in-laws. Robert and Margaret Davis looked like they had aged a decade in the past week. Robert, a tall man with the same blonde hair as his daughters, though now more gray than blonde, sat rigid in his seat, his jaw clenched so tight I could see the muscle twitching. Margaret, petite and usually so full of energy, seemed to have collapsed in on herself, her eyes red-rimmed and vacant. Ashley reached out and squeezed my hand as I sat down beside her.


The priest was carrying on with the usual platitudes about the fleeting nature of life and the importance of remembering those we’ve lost. Jesus, God, and Heaven were sprinkled into his speech, though I knew Emma had never been religious. She had wanted a non-denominational service, but I guess her parents had other ideas. I couldn’t bring myself to be mad at them, though. I’d always wondered why some of my non-religious deceased relatives ended up with religious funerals. I was starting to understand. After Emma’s death, I had seen no point in denying her grieving parents anything they thought might offer them some comfort. My wife was gone. Who cared what words were said in a church?


And then it hit me again—my wife wasn’t gone, she was right fucking there, wearing the skin of her cousin like a brand new dress, her eyes sparkling with the thrill of the game she was playing. I shook my head to clear it. This was insane.


“Now, if anyone else would like to share some memories of Emma, please feel free to come forward,” the priest was saying. Ashley gave my hand a final squeeze and then stood up. I watched her walk to the front, her head held high, her posture straight and dignified. This was all a sham, a farce. My wife was dead, and yet she wasn’t. Her family was grieving, and yet the source of their grief was sitting across from them, smiling. I felt like I was losing my mind.


Ashley began to speak, and as she did, the crowd fell silent. She tried to smile, then cleared her throat, her voice trembling slightly. After a moment, she laughed, tears in her eyes. Some in the crowd laughed with her. “I’m sorry,” she said, “It’s just... this is so ridiculous. Emma hated these kinds of things. She would have wanted us to have a barbecue or something. She would have wanted us to laugh and remember her in a way that didn’t involve black dresses and uncomfortable shoes.”


Her parents chuckled at that, clearly uneasy with the unconventional eulogy, but unable to deny the truth of it. I glanced back at Veronica, and saw her smiling, a more genuine smile than I would have expected.


“But I guess we’re here, and I guess we’re doing this, and I guess that’s okay too. So, I just wanted to say a few things about my sister.” She paused, her voice catching. “Bad things, obviously. That’s what she would have wanted. She always hated those sickeningly sweet eulogies where everyone lies and says the dead person was a saint.”


A few more laughs from the audience. “Emma was many things,” Ashley continued, “but a saint was not one of them. She was stubborn, she was bossy, she was opinionated, and she was sometimes downright infuriating,” she looked over to me, and winked. “Just ask her husband.”


I forced myself to smile back, and the crowd laughed again.


“But she was also the most loyal, the most caring, and the most genuine person I’ve ever known. She was my best friend. She was the only one who would tell me when I was being an idiot. And trust me, that happened often.” More laughter, this time genuine and warm. “She was the first person to hold me accountable, and the first person to forgive me. She was my rock, and I don’t know what I’m going to do without her. I don’t know how I’m going to navigate this world without her guidance, her love, or her unrelenting support.” She looked up at the sky for a moment, her chin quivering, then cleared her throat. “Emma, I hope you’re looking down on us now and laughing your ass off at this ridiculousness. And I hope that wherever you are, you’re at peace.”


I looked back at Veronica again. Her eyes were twinkling, and she was smiling, a genuine smile that reached her eyes and crinkled the corners of her mouth. No tears, of course—that would have been too much to expect from Emma’s cousin. But at least she seemed to be somewhat touched by Ashley’s words.


Ashley came back to sit beside me, her eyes wet with tears. I reached out and took her hand, giving it a squeeze. She squeezed back. “Your turn,” she whispered.


As I stood up and made my way to the podium, I couldn’t help but glance back at Emma’s cousin once again. She had a hand on her husband’s thigh, whispering something in his ear that made him shift uncomfortably. When she caught my eye, she winked and subtly arched her back, pushing her chest forward just enough to be noticeable to me but not obvious to anyone else. She crossed her legs slowly, the hem of her dress riding up just a fraction, revealing another inch of toned thigh.


I felt a flush of heat rise to my face—partly from anger, partly from an unwanted arousal that made me feel like the worst kind of traitor. This was my wife’s funeral, for God’s sake, and here I was getting turned on by her cousin. Except it was really Emma, fucking with me in the most inappropriate way possible.


I reached the podium and gripped its edges, steadying myself. The crowd fell completely silent, all eyes on me. I could see Ashley’s encouraging smile, Robert’s stoic nod, Margaret’s tearful gaze. Behind them, rows of faces—some familiar, some not—all waiting for me to put my grief into words.


I took a deep breath, my mind completely blank. What could I possibly say? How could I eulogize a woman who wasn’t really gone? How could I pretend to be a grieving widower when my wife was sitting right there, inhabiting another woman’s body, acting like this was all some kind of joke?


I cleared my throat and looked out at the sea of expectant faces.


“Emma didn’t fear death,” I finally said, my voice hoarse with emotion. I glanced briefly at Veronica and saw her smirking, her eyes locked on me. “She feared a lot of things, like spiders and clowns and that weird noise the fridge makes in the middle of the night, but never death.”


The audience gave a sympathetic chuckle at that, and I felt some of the tension ease from my shoulders. I took a deep breath and continued.


“I, for once, fear death. Fear it like hell. Death is final, inevitable. And when Emma died, I thought it was the end. I felt like... Like I died with her, in a way. I was... Dead inside, empty, lost. I didn’t know how I could go on without her.” I paused, my voice catching in my throat. I could feel the hot prickle of tears behind my eyes and I fought to keep them from falling. “I still don’t know how I’ll go on without her. Or maybe I don’t know how to carry her with me.” I looked down at the ground, collecting myself, then back up at the audience, back at Veronica, back at my wife. “She’s still here, you know? With us. She’ll always be with us. She might look different, sound different, act different, but she’s still here.” Veronica’s smirk faltered at that. She shifted in her seat, her gaze suddenly uncertain. “She’s in the way Ashley smiles, the way her parents laugh. She’s in the memories that her friends share, the stories that they’ll tell for years to come. And me? In whatever form she chooses to haunt me, I’m grateful for it. I’m grateful because, even though I can’t explain why or how, my wife is still alive to me.” I looked directly at Veronica, my eyes locking onto hers. “And that’s all that matters, in the end.”


The room was silent for a moment, and then someone—Ashley, I think—nodded. A few people murmured in agreement, and then the whole room. I barely paid attention to it. I was focused on Veronica. Her smirk was gone, replaced by a thoughtful expression. She met my gaze, her eyes shining with unshed tears. I nodded slightly, and she returned the gesture, a silent acknowledgment of our strange, impossible situation. A silent acknowledgment that we were both haunted by the same ghost, though in very different ways.


After my speech, others took their turn at the podium.


Robert and Margaret spoke together, holding each other up both literally and figuratively. Robert’s deep voice rumbled about how proud he was of his daughter, while Margaret shared stories of Emma’s stubborn determination, even as a child. “She never gave up on anything or anyone she believed in,” Margaret said, looking directly at me. “Especially not the people she loved.”


Soon enough, the casket was lowered into the ground, and we all gathered around to toss a handful of dirt onto the wood. I watched as the mound of earth grew, burying my wife’s empty shell. The wind had died down, and the air was still and quiet, the only sound the soft thud of earth hitting wood and the few occasional birdsong in the trees. I didn’t even know how to feel at this point. I was numb, detached from reality.


The ceremony droned on, a blur of ritual and reverence, the priest’s voice a low, monotone hum in the background. As the final prayers were recited, and the mourners began to disperse, I found myself once again shaking hands, accepting hugs, and thanking people for coming. It felt easier now, somehow. The weight on my chest had lightened, if only a little. I caught Emma—it was getting harder to think of her as Veronica—looking at me from across the room several times. Her glances seemed warmer, more genuine, though she still played her part as the insufferable Veronica, whispering things to her equally insufferable husband that made him chuckle inappropriately.


“You did good, Calvin,” came Ashley’s voice as she appeared at my elbow. “Really good. That speech was…” She paused, searching for words, then settled on, “Emma would have loved it. She would have made fun of you for getting all poetic, but she would have loved it.”


I managed a genuine smile. “Thanks, Ash.”


“I mean it,” she continued, her usual sarcasm softened by sincerity. “The way you talked about her living on in different forms—that was beautiful. Cheesy as hell, but beautiful.”


Before I could respond, I noticed Emma approaching us. Ashley tensed beside me, clearly uneasy about interacting with her cousin.


“Ashley, darling,” Emma said in Veronica’s voice, but there was something different about her tone—less sharp around the edges. “That was a lovely tribute to your sister. She would have been touched.”


Ashley blinked, clearly surprised by the uncharacteristic kindness. “Thanks, Veronica. That’s… unexpectedly nice of you to say.”


Emma shrugged. “Even I have my moments.” She turned to me. “And you, Calvin. Who knew you had such poetry in you? It was quite moving.”


“Thank you,” I said simply, holding her gaze.


“Well,” Ashley said, looking between us with slight confusion, “I should go check on Mom and Dad.” She squeezed my arm. “Call me if you need anything, okay?”


As Ashley walked away, Emma leaned in closer to me. “See?” she whispered. “I’m still here. Just in a slightly more… high-maintenance package.”


“Well,” I said, tensing slightly as I lowered my voice, “it only took me eulogizing you at your own funeral to get through Veronica’s thick skin. Should I be flattered or concerned?”


Emma laughed—that high, tinkling laugh that was all Veronica. “Oh, Calvin, darling, don’t be so dramatic. Veronica’s just selective about who she shows her softer side to.” She ran a manicured finger down the lapel of my suit. “Besides, you should see how I—I mean, how she—behaves at other funerals. This is positively restrained.”


I felt my jaw clench. Just when I thought I was seeing more of Emma, Veronica came roaring back. “Right. Restrained. Is that what you call it?”


She must have noticed the shift in my tone because her eyes narrowed with a calculating gleam that made my skin crawl. She leaned in closer, her perfume enveloping me in a cloud of expensive scent.


“You know,” she said, her voice dropping to a husky whisper, “if you’re so angry at Veronica, I’ll be vaping behind the church in two minutes. Why don’t you meet me there and teach me a lesson?”


“Jesus,” I muttered under my breath.


She patted my cheek condescendingly. “Don’t look so shocked, darling. It’s just a thought.” With that, she sauntered away, making sure to put an extra sway in her hips that I was certain was for my benefit.


I watched her go, feeling a storm of emotions raging inside me. Anger, confusion, and underneath it all, an undeniable current of desire that made me feel sick with myself. On one hand, the idea of following Veronica—of all people—behind a church for a quickie right now, of all moments, felt beyond reprehensible. On the other hand, it wasn’t really Veronica, was it? It was Emma. My Emma, trapped in the body of a woman I couldn’t stand.


The thought of putting Veronica in her place, of somehow spanking Emma back into reality, sent a shameful thrill through me. Would it help? Would a physical connection strengthen Emma’s hold on Veronica’s consciousness, the way it had with Mandy? Or would it just be giving in to a twisted desire I didn’t want to acknowledge?


I loosened my tie slightly, suddenly feeling too warm. Two minutes, she had said. Two minutes until she’d be waiting, expecting me to either follow through or chicken out. Either way, I knew she’d have something to say about it.


God help me, I was actually considering it.


I found Emma exactly where she said she’d be—behind the church, leaning against the brick wall, a thin stream of vapor escaping her lips as she exhaled. She was partially hidden by a large dumpster, the irony of which wasn’t lost on me. Veronica’s designer heels clicked against the pavement as she straightened up at the sight of me.


“Well, well,” she said, her red lips curving into a smile that was pure predator. “I wasn’t sure you’d come. How deliciously naughty of you, Calvin.”


I kept my distance, hands in my pockets. “I just wanted to talk.”


She laughed, taking another drag from her vape pen before tucking it into her purse. “Talk? Is that what we’re calling it now?” She stepped closer, her eyes gleaming. “God, I’ve never been this horny in my entire life—well, Veronica’s life, anyway. It’s strange. No matter what body I’m in, I want you so badly it hurts.”


The crude words coming from Veronica’s mouth sent an unwanted jolt of heat through me.


“You can have me right here,” she continued, running her hands down her sides, emphasizing the curves of her body. “Veronica the bitch, freely available for whatever you want.” She lowered her voice to a whisper. “My mouth, my pussy, my ass—take your pick. I’ve been working this body hard at the gym, you know. It would be a shame for you to pass on this opportunity.”


I felt my face flush with anger and arousal in equal measure. “You could possess any other woman,” I said through gritted teeth. “Any other woman would be a more pleasant partner than Veronica.”


She threw her head back and laughed, the sound echoing off the brick walls. “Oh, please. Don’t try to bluff me, Calvin. I know you too well.” She closed the distance between us, pressing her body against mine. I could feel the heat of her through our clothes. “I can see it in your eyes. You’re dying to push me against this wall and fuck me raw. Teach the bitch a good lesson, right?”


Her hand found its way to my crotch, confirming what she already knew. “Go ahead,” she whispered, her breath hot against my ear. “I’m on the pill.”


Something snapped inside me. All the confusion, grief, and anger of the past few days crystallized into a single, burning need. I grabbed Veronica by her shoulders and spun her around, shoving her roughly against the brick wall. She gasped—a sound of surprise mixed with excitement—as I pinned her there with my body.


“Is this what you want?” I growled, my voice barely recognizable to my own ears. “You want me to hate-fuck you at my wife’s funeral?”


She laughed, that infuriating Veronica laugh. “Your wife is right here, darling. And yes, that’s exactly what I want.”


I silenced her with a bruising kiss, my hands already pushing up the hem of her expensive black dress. She wore silk underwear—of course she did—which I yanked down with enough force that I heard the delicate fabric tear. She moaned against my mouth, her hands fumbling with my belt.


“Hurry,” she whispered, her voice husky with need. “Someone might come looking for us.”


The thought should have stopped me cold, but instead it only fueled the fire. I freed myself from my pants and hoisted her up, her back scraping against the rough brick as she wrapped her legs around my waist. Without preamble, I thrust into her, earning a shocked gasp that quickly morphed into a moan.


“Oh god, Calvin,” she cried out, her head falling back against the wall. “Yes, fuck me like you hate me.”


And I did. I pounded into her with all the rage and confusion and twisted desire I’d been suppressing. Each thrust was punishment—for her taking Veronica’s body, for her acting like this was all some game, for making me want her despite everything. Her moans grew louder, echoing in the small space between the building and the dumpster.


“Shut the fuck up,” I hissed, clamping my hand over her mouth. “You want everyone to hear you? To come see Veronica getting fucked behind a church?”


Her eyes widened above my hand, but I could feel her smile against my palm. She was enjoying this—the danger, the degradation, all of it. And God help me, so was I. I hated myself for it, hated her for bringing me to this point, but I couldn’t stop.


Veronica’s body responded to every thrust, her inner muscles clenching around me, her perfectly manicured nails digging into my shoulders through my suit jacket. I could feel her building toward climax, her breathing becoming more ragged against my hand.


“You’re not coming until I say so,” I growled, slowing my pace deliberately. “You don’t get to enjoy this that much.”


She whimpered in protest, trying to move her hips to increase the friction, but I held her firmly in place. I removed my hand from her mouth just long enough to hear her beg.


“Please, Calvin,” she gasped. “Please let me come. I need it.”


“Who are you?” I demanded, still moving torturously slow inside her.


“I’m Emma,” she whispered, her eyes locking with mine. “I’m your wife.”


Something about hearing those words from Veronica’s mouth pushed me over the edge. I resumed my punishing pace, driving into her with renewed vigor. She came almost immediately, her body convulsing around me, her scream muffled by my hand clamped firmly over her mouth again. I followed seconds later, emptying myself inside her with a guttural groan, hatred and pleasure washing over me in equal measure.


I sagged against the wall, my breath coming in ragged gasps as the reality of what we’d just done crashed over me. My wife’s funeral. Behind the church. With her cousin’s body. Jesus Christ, what was wrong with me? And yet, I couldn’t deny the relief flooding through me—not just physical release, but something deeper. Some primal part of me had needed this, needed to reclaim Emma in whatever form she took.


Veronica—Emma—stood shakily, adjusting her torn underwear and smoothing down her dress. Her carefully styled hair was now a mess, makeup smudged, lipstick all but gone. My release trickled down her inner thigh, and she made a half-hearted attempt to clean herself with a tissue from her purse.


“Shit,” she muttered, her voice sounding different somehow. “This dress costs more than your monthly mortgage payment.”


I tucked myself away and zipped up my pants, shame and satisfaction warring within me. When I looked up at her face, I noticed something had changed in her eyes. The cold, calculating gleam that was pure Veronica had softened, replaced by something warmer, more familiar. More Emma.


“Calvin, I…” she started, then paused, running a hand through her disheveled hair. “I’m sorry. This was stupid. So fucking stupid.” She shook her head. “Taking over Veronica of all people. What was I thinking?”


I stared at her, taken aback by the sudden shift. “Emma?” Was she more herself again?


“When I was Mandy, I didn’t realize how much of a bitch Veronica actually was,” she continued, leaning against the wall for support. “My memories of her were intact, but Mandy had no emotional response to seeing her. It was just… information. But being inside her head…” She shuddered. “It’s like swimming in toxic waste.”


“You sound different,” I said cautiously. “More like yourself.”


She looked down at her hands—Veronica’s hands—with disgust. “I feel more like myself. Less… Veronica.” She looked up at me, her eyes wide with realization. “It’s the sex, isn’t it? Just like with Mandy. Having sex with you brings me back, makes me stronger than the host.”


I nodded slowly. “Seems that way. You were acting like a complete bitch before.”


“I know,” she said, genuine remorse in her voice. “And the worst part is, I was enjoying it. Veronica gets off on being cruel. It’s like a drug.” She reached out and touched my face gently. “I’m so sorry, Calvin. For all of this. For making you fuck me at my own funeral, for Christ’s sake.”


“It’s not entirely your fault,” I admitted. “I could have said no.”


She gave a small, sad laugh. “But you didn’t. And I’m glad you didn’t.” She gestured to herself. “This is helping. I’m stronger now. More me.”


I straightened my tie, trying to make myself presentable again. “So sex with me is really like an anchor? It helps you stay you, no matter whose body you’re in?”


“Seems that way,” she said, attempting to fix her makeup using her phone’s camera. “God, we look like we just had sex behind a dumpster.”


“We did just have sex behind a dumpster.”


“Fair point.” She sighed, giving up on her appearance.


Emma did her best to make herself presentable, using a compact mirror from Veronica’s purse to fix her smudged makeup. Her hands moved with Veronica’s practiced efficiency, but there was a gentleness to her movements now, less of the sharp, aggressive energy that had dominated her earlier.


“How do I look?” she asked, smoothing down her dress.


“Like someone who just had rough sex behind a funeral home, but trying really hard to hide it,” I answered honestly.


She laughed—a sound that was somewhere between Veronica’s tinkling fake laugh and Emma’s genuine one. “Well, it’ll have to do.” She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. “We need to figure out what happens next. I can’t stay in Veronica forever.”


“Where’s Mandy?” I asked. “Could you go back to her?”


Emma shook her head. “Probably long gone by now. You should have seen her at the coffee shop after we switched—completely freaked out. Poor thing looked like she’d just woken up from a nightmare.” She frowned. “I feel bad about that. She didn’t ask for any of this.”


I glanced toward the funeral home. “What about someone else here? Someone who wouldn’t be missed for a while? At least for as long as it takes us to find someone else out there?”


“Like who? A friend? Family?” She shuddered. “I don’t think I can do that, Calvin. One good thing about Veronica is she doesn’t give a shit about my death. She’s just here because it’s the socially expected thing to do.” She gestured toward the building. “Everyone else in there is grieving me. I’m not ready to feel that—to grieve myself through someone else’s emotions. It would be too much.”


I nodded, understanding. The psychological implications of inhabiting someone who was actively mourning you were disturbing to contemplate.


“We’ll figure something out,” I said, checking my watch. “But we should do it quickly, before you start feeling more like Veronica again.”


“God, please don’t let that happen.” She shuddered. “Being Veronica is like having your brain marinated in entitlement and spite. The longer I’m in here, the harder it is to remember who I really am.”


We made our way back to the cemetery, trying to look casual. I noticed Ashley watching us, her eyes narrowing slightly as she took in Veronica’s disheveled appearance and the fact that we’d both been absent at the same time. She didn’t say anything, but the knowing look on her face made my stomach twist with guilt. How much did she suspect?


The service ended without further drama, and the guests began to disperse. Emma and I stuck around to mingle, both of us desperate for some kind of solution. We needed a host who had no link to Emma and no one would miss for at least long enough to get back home.


“What’s up with you and Veronica?” Ashley whispered to me as she passed by. “You two seem awfully chummy all of a sudden.”


“She... asked about Emma’s will,” I lied smoothly. “Wanted to know if she’d been left anything.”


“Typical.” Ashley rolled her eyes, though she still seemed skeptical. “Did you tell her she’s in line for a lifetime supply of free Botox and fake tits?”


“Something like that...” I trailed off, catching sight of the priest who’d presided over the ceremony. He was packing up his things, helped by a young woman in a simple black dress. “Excuse me for a sec,” I said to Ashley, already moving toward the duo.


They watched me approach with polite smiles, the young woman standing slightly behind the priest, fiddling with her cross necklace.


“Hi, thank you so much for the service,” I said, shaking the priest’s hand. “It was lovely. Very... touching.”


“Thank you, son,” the priest said with a benevolent smile.


I stared at the nun, my mind racing. “I’m sorry, I didn’t catch your name,” I said, holding out my hand to her.


“Sister Margaret,” she replied quietly, taking my hand in a firm shake.


“Sister Margaret, lovely.” I glanced around, trying to look nonchalant. “Would you mind me introducing you to my wife’s cousin? She... she keeps talking about wanting to get closer to God, but I think she’s too afraid to ask.” I lowered my voice, leaning in closer.


The priest and Sister Margaret exchanged glances. The poor girl, in her twenties, was pretty, in a quiet, innocent way. Her blonde hair was tucked neatly under her veil, and her blue eyes were wide and trusting. She seemed particularly uneasy in her conservative black dress. “I’d be happy to talk to her,” the priest said. “Where is she?”


“Oh, no need to bother yourself, Father. I think a woman’s touch might work better with this one.” I gave Sister Margaret an encouraging smile. “If you could spare five minutes, Sister?”


She hesitated, glancing at the priest for permission, which he granted with a nod.


“I’d be honored to help,” she mumbled, her voice barely audible.


“Wonderful.” I led her away, searching for Emma. I spotted her across the cemetery, chatting with a group of well-wishers. “There she is.”


I approached, Sister Margaret in tow, and tapped Emma on the shoulder. She turned around, her face lighting up with a false smile when she saw the nun. It seemed to take all of her self-control to keep her eyes from rolling out of her head. “Calvin! How lovely! What’s this?”


“I wanted to introduce you to Sister Margaret,” I said, nudging the shy nun forward. “She wanted to talk to you about... about getting closer to God. I know it’s something you’ve been thinking about a lot lately.”


“Of course,” Emma said with a tight smile, keeping her hands folded in front of her. It was pretty obvious that my wife, as Veronica, found the idea of becoming a nun laughable. I had to elbow her slightly to get her to shake the nun’s hand. She extended her arm stiffly, giving the sister a limp handshake.


For a moment, the two women stared at each other, the tension thick between them. Then, Sister Margaret blinked and straightened her shoulders, her expression changing slightly, blushing. In the meantime, Veronica’s eyes widened. She looked around in confusion, her gaze finally settling on her hands, still encased in the nun’s. She let go of the nun’s hands as if they were on fire and stumbled backward a few steps.


“What on earth?” Veronica mumbled, her voice shaky. Veronica’s relatives and friends looked over, some of them clearly concerned about her sudden change in demeanor. Veronica didn’t seem to be one to show uncertainty or weakness. Obviously aware that she was being watched, she quickly regained her composure, flashing her usual, plastic smile.


“Everything alright, dear?” asked an elderly man, who I recognized as her father.


“Perfectly fine, Daddy,” she said smoothly, brushing a lock of hair from her forehead. “Erm... I’m sorry,” she told the nun. “You were saying?” She clearly had no idea what she was doing here, but her pride wouldn’t allow her to show it.


Sister Margaret, meanwhile, had been staring at Veronica, her blush deepening. “Oh, yes. I just wanted to tell you that...” She was stammering, looking around her, and fiddling with her dress. She kept stealing glances at me, her blush intensifying every time our eyes met. “Nothing important... Sorry for bothering you...”


“I’ll accompany the sister back to the priest,” I said to all present. “Please, enjoy the refreshments.” And then, in a whisper, I said to the nun, “Come with me.”


We walked a few steps away, out of earshot. “Are you...” I asked the sister, who was now trailing behind me.


“Emma? Yes, it’s me,” the sister mumbled. Her voice was barely audible. It seemed like she was even shyer than before.


“How do you feel?” I asked, looking over my shoulder.


“A bit... disgusted?” the sister said, clearly struggling to find the right word. “Disappointed, maybe?” She shuddered, her arms wrapped tightly around her waist as we walked.


“About us...? Behind the church?”


She bit her lower lip, her cheeks now bright red. “No... I mean yes... But I was thinking about being Veronica... What a...”


“Bitch?” I offered.


“Horrible person,” she corrected me, frowning slightly at my word choice. She turned to look at the priest, standing a few dozen yards away, conflicting emotions playing across her face. “Calvin, I... I know we planned for me to leave with you but...”


“But?”


She sighed, her breath shaky. “Would you mind waiting for a few minutes? I promised Father O’Brien that I’d help him pack up and get everything back to the parish.”


“How long is a few more minutes? Can’t you find an excuse to leave early,” I asked, uneasy with the idea of letting her out of my sight.


“It’s just that... I feel like I have a duty here,” she said, looking down at her feet. “And to... God?” She looked at her hands as if they weren’t her own. “I don’t know how to explain.”


I sighed. “Right. You’re a nun now. Should have seen that coming.” I shook my head, frustrated. “Alright, you help Father...”


“O’Brien...”


“O’Brien,” I repeated. “You help him pack and load his car, then meet me at mine. Promise?”


“I promise,” the sister said, her smile beatific. She gave me a little wave before hurrying back toward the priest. Fuck, I thought to myself, watching her go. A nun. Of all the people I could have chosen, why the hell did I pick a nun?
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Chapter 11: Memory


“The threads,” Emma explained, her mind clearly racing with the implications. “I don’t know what they are exactly. A neural map? A mental representation of Katherine’s thoughts?” She paced the living room, her movements sharp and precise. “Hardware, software, that’s basically the question. We’d really need to see what happens inside the brain to start drawing conclusions. A PET scan would really—”


“Emma,” I cut in, holding up a hand. “You’re getting sidetracked again. Focus. You said you found a solution.”


She stopped, turning to face me. “I think I can alter my... her brain. Rewire her neural connections, on the fly. Nothing big, or not easily. We’re talking about very specific tweaks, editing memories, small suggestions?”


I stared at her, trying to process the implications. “So you could what, create memories to explain the missing time? Make her not suspicious?”


“Her or anyone else!” Emma said, her eyes gleaming with Katherine’s intellectual excitement. “I could create an explanation for the missing time they’d accept as their own. Make Sister Margery—”


“Margaret...” I corrected. It was fascinating to see how even basic information like names didn’t seem to carry over that well. I guess Katherine herself was bad with names, or didn’t care enough to remember them.


“Margaret, right. I could make her think she just felt like having some time away from the convent.”


“She told Father O’Brien she had a family emergency,” I reminded her.


“But if they ever speak with her family they’ll find out it wasn’t true,” Emma countered. “I need to create a plausible memory, that she had doubts, needed to think about her faith, get some rest, all of that.


“Let’s not fuck with her faith. She seems to take it seriously.” I warned, still feeling guilty about involving her.


“Right. Right,” Emma said, clearly distracted by the possibilities. “Whatever would work best, obviously.” She turned to the drugged nun on the couch. “It will take a couple of hours for her to fully metabolize the medication. I’ll take over, and once she’s more lucid, we’ll get her back to the convent, and then I’ll switch back with Katherine, leaving that girl with a peaceful, private memory of her little sabbatical.”


I sighed in relief. “Thank God.”


My wife looked at me, laughing. “Thank Katherine. She knows exactly what she’s doing. Being inside her brain... it’s like, it all just makes sense.” She tapped Katherine’s temple. “Everything is clearer. I’m so much smarter, so much more... capable...”


I snorted. “With the ego to match, apparently.”


She smirked, hands on her hips. “You’re just jealous that I’m a genius now.”


“You’re using HER brain,” I corrected. “That’s cheating. She’s the genius.”


She stepped closer, running a hand down my chest. “I’m using HER entire body, but I can share.”


Sister Margaret groaned from the couch, her eyes fluttering open slightly, still confused and drowsy.


“I thought you were a lesbian now,” I said with a weak smile as Emma’s fingers started to undo the buttons of my jeans.


“Mmm, I am. I mean, she is.” Emma’s fingers were now on my belt buckle, pushing me toward an armchair. She looked up at me, her eyes, Katherine’s eyes, full of a familiar hunger. “Seems like you’re the exception to the rule, no matter what brain I’m using. And this body is... aching for you.”


“Emma, not in front of—”


“Shhh, she’s barely conscious,” she whispered, sliding to her knees in front of me. “And I won’t let her remember anyway.”


She fished my hardening cock out of my pants, staring at it with a confused fascination. “I’ve never touched a dick before.” She giggled.


I chuckled. “Seems like the theme for this week.”


“Right?” she said, her fingers tracing the length of my shaft. “Not that I mind. I should, but I don’t.” She leaned in closer, her tongue darting out to taste the tip of my cock. “Salty.” She laughed. “Of course it’s salty. I know it is. But I don’t. Fascinating!” She swirled her tongue around the head before taking me into her mouth, her movements at first tentative, then more confident as she drew on her own original memories, not Katherine’s, for how to please me.


I stared at her, at that fiery red hair, those black-rimmed glasses, the determined, focused look in her eyes as she worked my cock. My wife, the scientist, my wife, the lesbian, my wife, dead and alive, on her knees in front of me, sucking me off in the living room while a nun drooled on the couch behind us.


“Damn, you’re leaking a lot,” she said, pulling back to stroke me, a string of pre-cum connecting her lips to my cock. “I didn’t know you had a thing for nerdy girls.”


“I have a thing for my wife,” I grunted.


She looked up at me, smirking again. “Right. Of course,” she said sarcastically, bringing her hands up to her own breasts, squeezing them through her shirt. “These aren’t very impressive compared to Mandy’s, are they?” she asked, then looked down at them with a frown. “But you know what’s nice?”


“What?” I asked, my breath coming short.


“You can have all the tits in the world now, fuck any pussy you want, and you’ll still be fucking me. You’ll still be fucking your wife.” She leaned forward again, wrapping her lips around my cock and taking me deeper this time. Her free hand slipped down to her own jeans, undoing them and sliding inside.


Was this going to be our life now? An endless parade of new bodies, new experiences, each one a violation of someone else’s life, a theft of their autonomy, all in the name of preserving my wife’s impossible existence? I was tempted, despite myself. A new woman every day, a new set of curves to explore, a new personality to interact with, all containing the same soul, the same woman I loved. I felt a wave of nausea, followed by an equally strong wave of desire. Besides, what choice did we have? Let her fade away?


“Come on, fill my mouth,” she moaned around my cock, her hand working frantically between her own legs now. “I want to taste you. I want to feel you shoot down this lesbian’s throat.”


I moaned and laughed, sliding two fingers through the fiery red hair. “Damn, is Katherine’s brain making you this much of a freak?”


“Oh I’m a kinky girl, Calvin,” she said, pulling back to gasp for air. “You have no idea the kind of stuff Katherine is into. Just not dicks, usually.” She went back down on me with renewed enthusiasm, her tongue swirling around the head before she took me deep into her throat, gagging slightly.


I felt my climax approaching, my hips thrusting forward, fucking her mouth with a desperation I hadn’t felt since the first time I’d made love to Emma all those years ago. I could feel her moaning around my cock, her own orgasm building. I came with a groan, my cock pulsing, filling her mouth with my cum. She swallowed it all, her eyes rolling back in her head as she came from her own touch.


When I finally pulled away, she looked up at me, her face flushed, her glasses askew. She licked her lips, then pulled her fingers from her pants, sucking them clean with a wicked grin.


The poor nun on the couch moaned again, her head lolling to the side, staring at us with glazed, unfocused eyes.


“Oh, sorry,” Emma said nonchalantly, noticing her audience. “Forgot you were there.”


I leaned back in the armchair, my heart pounding, my mind reeling from the intensity of it all. “Feeling more like yourself?” I asked, watching as Emma stood up and adjusted her clothes.


“Yep,” she said, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. “Weird how this seems to work. You reach climax and it brings me back. Vaginal or oral, doesn’t seem to matter. I’m pretty sure a handjob would do the trick too. I can’t find a rational explanation for it. This is baffling.”


I stared at her, frowning.


“Relax, it really is me, Cal,” she said, chuckling. “Well as much me as I can be in this brain, evidently. More me, at least. I’m still smarter. That doesn’t seem to be going away no matter how many times you fuck me. I’m as smart as the person I’m in, period.”


I nodded, thoughtful and, I have to admit, a bit turned on by—


“Oh I can see the gears in your head turning,” she said, winking at me. “A hot bimbo brain, a genius brain, a shy brain... What will you want to stick your dick in next?” She looked down at Katherine’s body.


I cleared my throat, trying to get back to more serious matters before my own imagination got carried away. “Emma, we need to come up with a plausible cover story to explain Lisa’s absence. And for Katherine too. Make sure they both remember nothing.”


“Make me forget?!” Emma asked, her voice suddenly sharp, her eyes narrowing. “No way!”


I blinked. “We cant—”


“This is the discovery of a lifetime,” she continued, her voice taking on Katherine’s academic tone again. “We have to study this. Properly. With equipment. I can’t just forget it!”


“She’s gonna freak out!”


“No she won’t,” Emma said, her hand waving dismissively. “She’ll be cool. I know her, remember? I know her brain. I’m her, currently.”


I frowned again.


She sighed. “I’m still me, Jesus, Cal... I’m telling you that this is too big for her to want to forget it. Too big for her not to want to study it.”


I was too tired to argue. We’d asked for Katherine’s help because we weren’t ‘qualified’ to figure this out. Maybe she wasn’t either. This felt more like magic than science. But in any case, she certainly was more qualified than me, or Emma would under normal circumstances, or in most bodies.


“So what now?” I asked, feeling drained.


My wife picked up Katherine’s phone, unlocking it with her thumbprint. “Now I leave myself a message,” she said, her fingers flying across the screen. “Explaining everything, in a way that will make sense to her. I’ll play with her memories too, to make it obvious something weird happened, so she believes me when she watches the video.” She hit record and held the phone up.


“Hey Kat, it’s you. Or rather it’s me. It’s Emma, Calvin’s wife. So obviously this whole possession business is not bullshit. I’m in your body right now, which you won’t remember. I figured out I can play with memories, among other things, so I’ll give you a completely different set of memories from the time was here. But when you watch this, not remembering recording it, you’ll know something weird happened. No doubt you’ll want to learn more about whatever is going on here.” She paused, then added, “Help us, and we’ll let you study us. We need to get the nun back to her convent, so I need a body to switch back into once we’re done.” She lowered the phone, ending the recording with a smirk. “There.”


Sister Margaret was stirring again on the couch, her eyes fluttering open. “What...” she mumbled.


Emma moved to her side. “It’s okay, Margery,” she said, her voice calm.


“Sister Margaret... Lisa.” I sighed.


“Lisa,” Emma corrected herself. “It’s okay, Lisa. You’re safe. Just relax.” She placed a hand on the nun’s forehead, freezing for a moment.


The nun blinked, her eyes still glazed. “Oh dear... I’m...” She tried to sit up, her body still sluggish. “I’m... so tired...”


“Jesus, your wife is really out of it,” Emma commented with a smirk. Wait a minute...


“Katherine?” I asked, raising an eyebrow. I was expecting confusion, the same weird transition we saw with the others, but it was different this time. Instead of her acting like a confused Katherine waking up from a weird dream, she acted like she had been here all along.


“What?” she asked, looking over at me.


“You were just Emma,” I said, gesturing between the two of them.


“No I wasn’t,” she said with a confused frown. “I’ve been here the whole time. You two are nuts. I rest my case.” She stood up, adjusting her glasses. “It was entertaining, but I think it’s time for me to go. You clearly need some time to... process your grief and...” She gestured vaguely toward the nun. “Whatever this is.”


“Wait,” I said, standing up too. “What do you think happened here? What do you remember?”


Emma chuckled from the couch, apparently finding something funny in her own drugged confusion.


“What do you mean, what do I remember?” Katherine asked, her patience clearly wearing thin. “I came here because Mandy gave you my number and told you about the clinic. I admit the magician showing up and the clowns were entertaining, and the hypnotist act was a real hoot, but I have yet to see any evidence your wife came back from the dead.” She frowned. “That trick with the ceiling opening and birds flying out was pretty good, though. How did you...” She looked around, realizing how insane she sounded. “You’re fucking with me, aren’t you?”


Then, I laughed too, Katherine’s eyes narrowing.


“Did you drug me too?” she asked, looking at me, then at the still giggling nun.


“You should check your phone. There’s a video for you,” I said, leaning against the wall and crossing my arms.


She huffed and pulled her phone out, her thumb unlocking it. I watched as her face went from annoyance to confusion. She stared at the screen. “When did I...?”


“You didn’t. My wife did. Watch it.” I insisted.


She tapped the screen, her eyes widening as she watched herself, or rather, Emma in her body, explain the impossible. Her hand flew to her mouth, her breath catching.


“Oh my god,” she whispered, her eyes darting between the phone, the nun, and me. “This isn’t... You didn’t...” She looked at her hands, turning them over as if seeing them for the first time. “This is... This is real?”


“Real...” slurred Emma from the couch, her words barely audible. “Very... real...”


Katherine sat down hard next to her, her legs suddenly weak. “I don’t... How?” She took a deep breath, opened her mouth, then winced. “Ouch! Why does my jaw...” She trailed off, licking her lips, then ran her tongue over her teeth, her eyes wide with dawning horror. “No. No, no, no...”


I felt a sudden surge of guilt for my part in this. “Emma said you’d be okay with it,” I offered weakly.


“Okay with what? What the fuck did she do in my body?!” Katherine demanded, her voice rising in panic.


“Just... a quick blowjob,” I mumbled, unable to meet her eyes.


Katherine stared at me, her face a mask of disbelief. “I’m a lesbian!” she practically shouted, jumping to her feet. “I have never even... I don’t even like men! I never agreed to this!” She looked down at her body with disgust, then at the grinning, half-conscious nun. “I’m calling the police!” She fumbled for her phone again, her hands shaking.


“Wait,” I said, stepping forward. “Please, just... listen.”


“You listen! You and your dead wife sexually assaulted me! I’m going to have you both arrested!”


“Both arrested?” I snorted, gesturing toward the drooling nun. “Me and my dead wife? Does Sister Margaret have to be arrested too? How do you explain this one?”


She stared at the giggling, drugged-up nun, her anger faltering.


“Emma said you’d help. She said it was the discovery of a lifetime.” I added, heart racing.


“And that makes it okay for her to use my body like that?” Katherine shot back, though her voice had lost some of its edge.


“Okay, it was wrong,” I admitted. “But that’s just how it works. I’m sorry! When she’s in someone’s body she’s horny and...”


“That’s no excuse!” Katherine said, though she seemed to be calming down.


“It’s all I got.”


“Fuck!” she yelled, kicking the coffee table. She paced back and forth, her fists clenched, her mind clearly racing. “This is absolutely insane.”


“Will you help us?” I asked, my voice barely a whisper.


She stopped pacing and looked at me, then at the nun, then back at me. “I can’t believe I’m considering this...”
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Chapter 10: Self Science


“A demonstration,” Katherine repeated, leaning forward in her chair. “I want to see this transfer happen. If what you’re claiming is true, I need to observe it firsthand.”


“You want Emma to… transfer into you?” I asked, not quite believing what I was hearing.


Katherine nodded, her scientific curiosity clearly overriding her skepticism. “If this is real, I want to experience it. And if it’s not, then no harm done, right?”


Emma shifted uncomfortably beside me. “Before we do this, you need to understand what you’re consenting to. I’ll have access to your memories, your thoughts. I’ll be… you, in a way.”


“And I’ll be unconscious? Or gone?” Katherine asked, her scientific precision evident even in her skepticism.


“Not gone,” Emma explained. “Just… dormant. When I leave, you won’t remember anything that happened while I was in control.”


Katherine snorted. “How convenient. No witnesses to your ‘possession.’” She made air quotes with her fingers. “But fine, I consent to being ‘possessed’ by your dead wife.” Her sarcasm was thick enough to cut with a knife. “Thanks for asking, by the way. At least you’re not having Calvin’s wife switch with me without my consent.”


The barb hit home, and I winced. “We’re trying to do this right.”


“There’s another problem,” Emma explained to the scientist, her brow furrowing. “Sister Margaret. When I leave her body, she’s going to be very confused. She’ll have no idea how she got here or who you are.”


“She might call the police,” Katherine added with a smirk. “Kidnapping a nun is probably a felony.”


Emma stood up and began pacing, a gesture that looked strange on Sister Margaret’s normally composed body. “I need to take something to keep her calm when she wakes up. Something mild.”


“Oh, sure,” Katherine said, her voice dripping with sarcasm. “Let’s add drugging a nun to the list of crimes. Why not?”


Despite her harsh words, Katherine made no move to stop us or leave. Her scientific curiosity was clearly winning out over her ethical concerns.


“I don’t like this,” I said, following Emma as she headed toward our bathroom. “Drugging her seems wrong.”


“What choice do we have?” Emma countered, opening the medicine cabinet with the familiarity of someone who had done it a thousand times. “If she wakes up in a strange house with strange people, she’ll panic. This will just… take the edge off.”


She reached for a prescription bottle I recognized—mild anti-anxiety medication she’d been prescribed years ago after a particularly stressful period at work. She shook three pills into her palm.


“I used to take these when my nerves got bad,” she explained, though I already knew. “Sometimes to help me sleep. They’re not strong, taken alone. But three of them should make Lisa drowsy enough not to panic.”


Emma swallowed the pills with a handful of water from the sink. A few minutes later, she sat down heavily on the edge of the tub, her eyelids already growing heavy.


We returned to the living room where Katherine was waiting, her expression a mixture of scientific fascination and moral judgment. She didn’t seem particularly concerned to see the nun’s eyes growing glassy, her body swaying slightly as the drugs kicked in.


“So,” she said, standing up and brushing invisible lint from her jeans. “How do we do this? Do I need to touch her, or…?”


Emma nodded slowly. “Physical contact seems to be the trigger. A handshake should be enough.”


Katherine extended her hand, her skepticism evident in the slight smirk on her face. “Well, Sister whatever, it was nice meeting you. I look forward to being possessed by a dead woman.”


Emma took a deep breath and reached out, clasping Katherine’s hand firmly in her own.


For a moment, nothing happened. Emma and Katherine stood frozen, hands clasped, while I held my breath. Then Katherine’s body jerked slightly, her eyes widening in shock.


“Holy shit,” she breathed, her voice still Katherine’s but somehow different—more hesitant, more surprised. “It worked. It actually worked.” She released Emma’s hand and staggered back, staring at her own palms in wonder. “I’m… I’m in her body. I’m Katherine. But I’m Emma.”


Sister Margaret swayed on her feet, her eyes unfocused. The medication was clearly taking effect, making her movements sluggish as she looked around in confusion.


“Where… where am I?” she mumbled, her voice slurred. “What’s happening?”


I moved quickly to guide her to the couch, helping her sit down. “It’s okay,” I said soothingly, though I knew it was anything but okay for her. “You’re safe. Just rest.”


Katherine—or rather, Emma in Katherine’s body—was examining herself with scientific precision, running her hands over her arms, touching her face, adjusting to her new form.


“The neural pathways are so different,” she said, her voice taking on Katherine’s clinical tone but with Emma’s wonder behind it. “Everything is… sharper somehow. More analytical. I can feel how her brain processes information. It’s like thinking in high definition.”


She turned to look at Sister Margaret, who was now slumping against the couch cushions, her eyelids heavy. “And what a contrast! Going from that rigid, faith-structured mind to this…” She tapped her temple. “Katherine’s brain is like a supercomputer compared to hers. No offense to the nun, but it’s like going from a horse-drawn carriage to a Tesla.”


I couldn’t tell how much of this assessment was Emma and how much was Katherine’s own ego coloring Emma’s perceptions. The disdain for religious thinking certainly sounded more like the skeptical scientist than my wife.


“Oh, and I’m really turned on,” Katherine added, grinning as she cupped her breasts through her shirt and biting her lip as her gaze wandered to me. “Which is very unusual, because I’m... she’s supposed to be a lesbian.”


I felt my face grow warm. “Can we maybe not talk about Katherine’s body’s, um, reactions?”


“We need to get me into an MRI,” Emma continued as if I hadn’t spoken, pacing now with Katherine’s energetic stride. “And an EEG. We should monitor brain activity during the transfer. And we’ll need blood samples to check for hormonal changes. Oh! And we should—”


“Whoa, slow down,” I interrupted, placing a hand on her shoulder. It felt strange touching Katherine’s body while knowing Emma was inside. “One step at a time.”


Emma nodded, pushing Katherine’s glasses up her nose in a gesture that was pure scientist. “You’re right. Methodical approach. First things first.” She looked back at Sister Margaret, who was now barely conscious. “The medication is working. Good. That gives us some time.”


She closed her eyes suddenly, her brow furrowing in concentration. “I can see them,” she whispered. “The threads. Just like when I transferred from Veronica to Lisa. Mental pathways, memories, emotions… they’re all connected by these… threads of consciousness.”


“You can see inside her mind?” I asked, not quite understanding.


“Not see, exactly. It’s more like… feeling. Sensing.” Emma’s eyes remained closed, her face a mask of concentration. “There’s one that’s particularly strong. It’s fascinating. Let me just…”


Without warning, Katherine’s body shuddered violently. Her back arched, her mouth falling open in a silent gasp. Her hands gripped the arms of the chair so tightly her knuckles turned white. A deep, guttural moan escaped her throat as her body convulsed in what was unmistakably an intense orgasm.


Sister Margaret, even in her drugged state, looked scandalized. I stood frozen, completely bewildered.


After several seconds, Emma relaxed, Katherine’s body going limp in the chair. A slow, satisfied smile spread across her face.


“Well,” she said, her voice breathless. “That was unexpected.”


“What the hell just happened?” I demanded. “Did you just cum?”


Emma nodded slowly and straightened up, adjusting Katherine’s rumpled clothing with a smirk that looked perfectly at home on the scientist’s face. “I think I found a solution to our problem.”
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Chapter 9: Interrogation


We sat in the living room, Katherine perched on the edge of an armchair like she might need to bolt at any moment. Emma and I took the couch, careful to maintain some distance between us—Sister Margaret’s body language still betrayed discomfort at too much physical contact, especially with an audience.


“So let me get this straight,” Katherine said, her scientific skepticism evident in every syllable. “You’re claiming that your wife’s consciousness somehow transferred from her dead body into a series of living women, and now resides in…” she gestured toward Emma, “a nun?”


“I know how it sounds,” I admitted.


“It sounds like the plot of a bad sci-fi movie,” Katherine replied, adjusting her glasses. “Or actually, it reminds me of ‘The Man from Earth.’ Have you seen it?”


Emma and I exchanged blank looks.


“No? Well it’s about a man who also makes impossible claims to a bunch of scholars. She smirked. “Sister Margaret probably wouldn’t like how it ends. Though I suppose it’s an unpleasant comparison in this case, since it would imply you two are telling the truth, which is ridiculous.”


“We are telling the truth,” Emma said quietly. “I know it defies scientific explanation, but—”


“It defies logic,” Katherine interrupted. “Consciousness isn’t transferable. As I said, it’s a product of specific neural patterns in a specific brain. You can’t just… hop from one brain to another like changing clothes.”


“And yet, that’s exactly what’s happening,” I insisted. “Emma can tell you things only she would know. About our life together, about conversations we had that no one else heard.


Katherine waved this away. “Cold reading techniques. Or maybe you coached her. There are a dozen more plausible explanations than consciousness transfer. It’s not like I would even be able to tell if she’s telling the truth. I don’t know any of you.”


“What about the missing time?” Emma reminded her. “Mandy can’t remember what happened when I was in her body. Clara at the funeral home couldn’t remember the days I spent as her. There’s a pattern.”


This gave Katherine pause. She tapped her fingers against her knee, thinking. “Memory gaps can be caused by trauma, drugs, alcohol—”


“Or by someone else driving your body,” I finished for her.


Katherine sighed. “Fine. Let’s say, for the sake of argument, I entertain this hypothesis. How exactly does this… transfer work? Is it voluntary? Is there a trigger?”


Emma and I exchanged another look, this one more uncomfortable.


“It seems to happen through touch,” Emma explained. “Physical contact with another woman. But staying ‘myself’ within the new body… that’s more complicated.”


I cleared my throat. “We’ve noticed that Emma’s personality becomes more dominant after… intimate contact.”


“Intimate contact,” Katherine repeated flatly.


Emma’s cheeks flushed crimson. “Sexual intercourse,” she clarified, her voice barely above a whisper. “With Calvin. It seems to… strengthen my hold on the host body.”


Katherine’s eyebrows shot up. “So you’re telling me that not only does your wife’s consciousness magically transfer between bodies, but you need to have sex with her to keep her from… what, fading away?”


“Not fading away entirely,” I explained, feeling heat rise to my own face. “She retains her memories regardless. But her personality, her… Emma-ness… it gets weaker without physical contact. She starts acting more like the host.”


“How convenient for you,” Katherine said dryly. “Your wife dies, but you get to keep sleeping with her in a variety of new bodies. Sounds like a male fantasy to me.”


“It’s not like that,” Emma protested, her voice stronger now. “This isn’t something we wanted or planned. We’re just trying to understand it.”


Katherine studied us for a long moment, her scientific curiosity clearly at war with her skepticism. “How long can you maintain your… dominance without this ‘recharging’?”


“We don’t know exactly,” I admitted. “We haven’t been willing to test it for too long.”


“I stayed in Clara’s body for about two days,” Emma added. “Then I switched to Mandy. By the end of the third day, I felt mostly like her until Calvin and I... reconnected.”


“You mean until he fucked you,” Katherine said bluntly.


Emma winced at the crude language, Lisa’s sensibilities clearly offended. “Yes,” she said stiffly. “After that, I was more myself again.”


Katherine turned to me. “So you had sex with Mandy—my friend Mandy—while your wife was, what, possessing her?”


The accusation in her tone made me defensive. “It wasn’t like that. It was Emma, in Mandy’s body. Emma consented. Emma wanted it.”


“But Mandy didn’t consent,” Katherine pointed out, her voice hardening. “Mandy wasn’t even present to consent. You had sex with my friend’s body while she was… what, unconscious? Absent? Do you realize how that sounds?”


“I thought you didn’t believe us,” I countered. “You said it was a bad sci-fi plot. Why worry about consent if you don’t believe it’s real?”


“Because,” Katherine said, “if it is real—and that’s still a big ‘if’—then you’re taking advantage of vulnerable women.”


I stood up, startling both Katherine and Emma. “And what was I supposed to do? Just ignore her, let my wife’s consciousness fade away until there was nothing left of her? Watch her die a second time?” My anger, fueled by fear and grief, boiled over and seemed to take Katherine by surprise, her hand reaching for her pocket and the pepper spray within. “So far her hosts have been completely clueless about what happened during the time she was possessing them. It’s like they blacked out, and they remember nothing. So yeah, I’ll happily fuck my wife, in whatever body she’s in, to keep her from disappearing. That’s not me taking advantage, that’s me being a husband.”


Dr. Winters stared at me, mouth agape, then frowned slightly. “Well,” she muttered after a pause. “I think a demonstration is in order.”
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Chapter 8: Katherine


I sat on the couch, staring at my phone, the cryptic message to Dr. Katherine Winters still displayed on the screen: “From Mandy: You owe me for the clinic. Need your help urgently. Will explain in person.” Short, mysterious, and hopefully effective. We’d decided against explaining anything over text—who would believe it anyway?


Emma paced the living room, her bare feet silent on the hardwood floor. She still wore my t-shirt, though she’d added a pair of Emma’s old sweatpants that hung loose on Lisa’s smaller frame. She kept touching things—the bookshelf, the throw pillows, the framed photos—with a curious expression on her face.


“What’s it like?” I asked, watching her run her fingers over the spines of our books. “Being here, in this house?”


She turned to me, her brow furrowed. “Strange. It’s like… I know this place. I remember buying this couch with you, arguing over the color for hours.” She smiled faintly at the memory. “But at the same time, it feels completely foreign. When I was Mandy, this place felt alien too, but it was still… a normal home, you know? The kind of place a college student might visit.”


She gestured around the room. “But for Lisa—for me—this is so far removed from my life. The convent is sparse, functional. We share most spaces. The idea of owning all this…” She shook her head. “It feels almost sinful. All this space, these possessions, for just two people.”


“So what? Our life is just a distant memory? Someone else’s life? Even though you remember it?” I asked.


She bit her lip, looking troubled. “No, it’s not like... Not entirely. You, Calvin, you’re not someone else to me. I feel the connection. You are my husband, the love of my life.” She sat beside me on the couch, taking my hand in both of hers. “I feel it in my soul.”


My phone buzzed, startling us both. Katherine had replied: “What the hell? Who is this really? Mandy would never bring up the clinic. Need more details before I go anywhere.”


I showed the message to Emma, who shrugged helplessly. “I have no idea what ‘the clinic’ even refers to. It must have been important to Mandy, though.”


I typed back: “It really is from Mandy, in a way. Hard to explain over text. If ‘the clinic’ means something to you, that should be proof enough. It would be easier to show you what’s going on.”


We waited in tense silence until the phone buzzed again. “Fine. What’s the address? But I’m bringing pepper spray and my roommate knows where I’m going. This better not be some weird shit.”


I sent her our address, adding, “It’s definitely weird shit, but not dangerous. Promise.”


“Well, that’s that,” I said, setting the phone down. “Now we wait.”


Emma nodded, then wandered back to the bookshelf. She pulled out a worn copy of “The Great Gatsby”—one of her favorites—and flipped through it with a frown.


“What’s wrong?” I asked.


“I used to love this book,” she said, sounding puzzled. “I remember loving it. But now it seems… I don’t know. Frivolous? All these people with their wealth and their parties and their shallow problems.” She put it back on the shelf with a sigh. “It’s not holding my interest at all.”


I couldn’t help but laugh. “Let me guess—you prefer religious texts now? The Bible? Lives of the Saints?”


She shot me a look that was pure Emma, despite coming from Lisa’s face. “Actually, no. Lisa—I—have quite the collection of thriller novels hidden under my bed at the convent. Murder mysteries, mostly. The gorier the better.” She grinned at my surprised expression. “What? Even nuns need escapism. Sister Agnes thinks I’m reading devotionals, but I’ve got Gillian Flynn and Tana French stuffed between my mattress and box spring.”


“Sister Margaret!” I gasped in mock scandal. “I’m shocked. Absolutely shocked.”


She laughed, a sound that was becoming more familiar on Lisa’s lips. “Everyone has their secrets, Calvin. Even before… this.” She gestured to herself. “Lisa was never quite as perfect as she pretended to be.”


The thought was oddly comforting—that even before Emma had inhabited her body, Sister Margaret had her own small rebellions, her own private self that didn’t align perfectly with her public persona. It made what we were doing seem slightly less like a violation.


“How long do you think it will take Dr. Winters to get here?” Emma asked, settling onto the couch beside me.


I checked the time. “Depends on where she lives. Could be twenty minutes, could be an hour.”


Emma leaned her head against my shoulder, a gesture so familiar it made my chest ache. “I hope she can help us figure this out. I can’t keep jumping from body to body forever.”


I put my arm around her, pulling her close. “We’ll figure it out. Together.”


But as we sat there waiting, I couldn’t help wondering what would happen if we couldn’t solve this puzzle. How many bodies would Emma inhabit? How many lives would be disrupted? And what would happen to my wife if we failed?


After a while, the doorbell rang, and I felt my stomach tighten with anxiety. Emma and I exchanged a glance before I stood to answer it.


“Here we go,” I muttered, taking a deep breath before pulling the door open.


The woman standing on my porch wasn’t what I expected. When Emma had mentioned a “nerdy scientist friend,” I’d pictured someone older, despite her saying she was a friend from high school, maybe with a lab coat and a perpetual scowl. Instead, Katherine Winters looked like she’d walked straight out of some “sexy scientist” Halloween costume—minus the costume.


She was in her early twenties, with short, fiery red hair cut in a tomboyish style that somehow managed to look both practical and stylish. Freckles dusted her nose and cheeks, visible behind black-rimmed glasses that gave her an intellectual air. She wore a simple green t-shirt with some obscure science joke printed on it, fitted enough to show off curves that her lab coat probably hid most days. Her jeans were worn at the knees, and she carried a messenger bag slung across her chest.


“You’re not Mandy,” she said immediately, her eyes narrowing behind her glasses. Her voice was crisp and precise, the kind that commanded attention in lecture halls. “Who are you, and why are you using her name to get me here?”


“I’m Calvin Kent,” I said, stepping back slightly to give her space. “And no, I’m not Mandy. It’s… complicated.”


“I called Mandy,” Katherine said, not budging from the doorway. “My actual friend Mandy. She has no idea who you are or why you’d be contacting me on her behalf. Interestingly, she also can’t account for what she did yesterday, or the two days before. Complete blank.” Her hand slipped into her pocket, presumably gripping the pepper spray she’d mentioned. “So I’ll ask again: who are you, and what do you want?”


“We can explain,” Emma said, appearing beside me. Katherine’s eyes flicked to her, taking in the small blonde in oversized clothes.


“And you are?”


“My name is… Lisa,” Emma said after a slight hesitation. “Sister Margaret, actually, but Lisa is fine.”


Katherine’s eyebrows shot up. “A nun? What the hell is going on here?”


I ran a hand through my hair, struggling to find a starting point that wouldn’t sound completely insane. “Look, this is going to sound crazy, but my wife died last week. In a car accident.”


“I’m sorry for your loss,” Katherine said automatically, though her expression remained suspicious. “But what does that have to do with Mandy or me?”


“Because she’s not dead,” I blurted out. “I mean, her body is, but she’s… she’s here.” I gestured to Emma/Lisa. “She’s in there.”


Katherine took a step back. “Okay, I’m leaving now. You people are clearly—”


“Wait,” Emma said, her voice taking on that gentle but firm tone I’d noticed she used more often in Lisa’s body. “Please. We know how this sounds. But something extraordinary has happened, something beyond scientific explanation—at least, beyond our understanding of science.”


“Which is why we need you,” I added quickly. “You’re supposed to be brilliant. Mandy thought you could help us figure this out.”


“Mandy apparently doesn’t even know you,” Katherine shot back.


“Then how would we know about ‘the clinic?’” I challenged, hoping that would be enough to convince her to at least stay and listen.


Katherine’s expression shifted from suspicion to something more complex—curiosity mingled with concern. “So you’re what? A ghost? What makes you say that?”


“My consciousness transferred,” Emma said simply. “From my dead body to another woman’s, then to Mandy’s, then to my cousin at my funeral, and now to Sister Margaret’s. I retain all my memories as Emma, Calvin’s wife, but I experience the world through the brain and body I’m inhabiting.”


I expected Katherine to turn and run, but instead, she adjusted her glasses, a scientist’s calculation replacing her wariness. “That’s… not possible. Consciousness is a product of brain function. It can’t be transferred like a computer file.”


“And yet, here we are,” I said. “Look, we can prove it. My wife—inside Lisa—knows things only my wife would know. Things about me, about our life together.”


“And Mandy can’t remember the days I was in her body,” Emma added. “Just like the woman at the funeral home can’t remember preparing my body for viewing, because I was in control then.”


Katherine stood silent for a long moment, her fingers drumming against the strap of her messenger bag. Finally, she spoke. “I’m not saying I believe you. But as a neuroscientist, I’m intrigued by the hypothesis. And the fact that Mandy really does have missing time…” She took a deep breath. “Fine. I’ll come in. But I’m keeping my phone on and my pepper spray handy.”


I stepped aside, relief washing over me. “That’s fair. Thank you for giving us a chance.”


As Katherine crossed the threshold, I caught her studying Emma with intense scientific curiosity, like she was a particularly fascinating lab specimen. I couldn’t blame her—if I hadn’t experienced this firsthand, I wouldn’t believe it either.
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Chapter 7: Looking for a Doctor


I woke with a start, my hand automatically reaching for the warm body that should have been beside me. The sheets were cold and empty. My heart rate spiked as I sat bolt upright, suddenly wide awake.


“Lisa? Emma?” I called out, panic rising in my throat. Had the nun’s consciousness reasserted itself overnight? Had she fled in horror at what we’d done? I imagined Sister Margaret waking up naked in a strange man’s bed, the memories of our night together missing but the evidence all too clear. She’d go straight to the church. Or worse, straight to the police.


I scrambled out of bed, pulling on a pair of sweatpants. “Emma!” I shouted, louder this time, rushing toward the bedroom door.


The smell hit me before I reached the kitchen—bacon, coffee, something sweet baking. I skidded to a stop in the doorway, relief washing over me in a dizzying wave.


Lisa stood at the stove, her back to me, wearing one of my t-shirts that hung to mid-thigh on her petite frame. Her blonde hair was pulled back in a loose ponytail, and she was humming softly to herself as she flipped pancakes with practiced ease.


“You’re here,” I breathed.


She turned, spatula in hand, and smiled. It was a reserved smile, nothing like the wicked grin Emma had worn when she was Mandy, but it was genuine.


“Of course I’m here. Where else would I be?” She gestured around the kitchen. “I always help with breakfast at the convent. Sister Agnes says I make the best pancakes.” She blushed slightly. “Well, Lisa does. I do. You know what I mean.”


I moved closer, studying her. In the morning light, she looked even younger than she had yesterday, barely into her twenties. Her face was scrubbed clean, her blue eyes clear and bright. Without the nun’s habit, with just my oversized shirt and her bare legs, she looked like any young woman making breakfast for her lover—except for that air of innocence that clung to her like a subtle perfume.


“How are you feeling today?” I asked cautiously. “About… everything that happened?”


The blush deepened, spreading down her neck. “I’d rather not speak of it,” she said, turning back to the stove. “It was… it was sinful. What we did.” She flipped a pancake with perhaps more force than necessary.


“Emma—”


“It’s fine,” she cut me off, her voice softening. “I’m not… I don’t regret it. I just…” She sighed, setting down the spatula and turning to face me. “This body, this mind—it’s not used to such things. It feels ashamed, even though I know it shouldn’t.”


She stepped closer, rising on her tiptoes to press a soft kiss to my lips. It was chaste, nothing like the passionate kisses we’d shared last night, but I felt her tremble slightly before she pulled away, looking both pleased and scandalized at her own boldness.


“Goodness,” she murmured, touching her lips. “I shouldn’t… The Lord sees all.” But she didn’t look particularly concerned about divine judgment, just slightly flustered.


“Sit,” she instructed, gesturing to the table. “Breakfast is nearly ready.”


I obeyed, watching as she moved around the kitchen with a grace that seemed both familiar and foreign. She wasn’t moving like Emma, who had always been a bit clumsy in the morning. There was a precision to her movements, an economy of motion that spoke of years of disciplined routine.


When she set a plate of perfectly golden pancakes in front of me, along with bacon and fresh coffee, I couldn’t help but smile. “This looks amazing.”


“Thank you,” she said, sitting across from me with her own plate. She bowed her head briefly, murmuring what I assumed was a silent prayer, before picking up her fork.


“I found the note I left here when I was Mandy,” she said after a few bites, reaching for a folded piece of paper on the counter. “It was here in the kitchen but I don’t remember all the details.”


She handed me the paper. On it was scrawled a phone number and a name: Dr. Katherine Winters, Ph.D. Below that were hastily written instructions: “Tell her Mandy says ‘you owe me for the clinic.’ She’ll come.”


“I remember writing it. I remember thinking she’d be perfect—she’s brilliant, studying neuroscience or something similar. But I don’t know what ‘the clinic’ refers to. That must have been in Mandy’s memories, not mine.“I frowned, considering our options. “Even if we get her to come here, how do we experiment? We’d need two bodies for you to switch between, and we can’t exactly kidnap someone.”


“Actually,” Emma said, taking a sip of her coffee, “I called Father O’Brien this morning. I told him—well, Sister Margaret told him—that I had a family emergency and needed to stay away from the convent today. He was very understanding.”


I stared at her in surprise. “You called him? On what?”


She rolled her eyes, looking suddenly much more like my Emma than the demure nun of a moment ago. “On my smartphone, Calvin. For heaven’s sake, what century do you think nuns live in? We’re not completely cut off from technology.” She grabbed a sleek phone from the counter next to her. “We’re encouraged to maintain family connections. We just use them… judiciously.”


“Sorry,” I said, feeling my face heat. “I just assumed…”


“That we communicate via carrier pigeon and smoke signals?” she teased, a hint of Emma’s sarcasm breaking through Sister Margaret’s reserve. “The Lord works in mysterious ways, Calvin, including through iPhones.”


I laughed, relieved to see this flash of my wife’s personality. “So we have you for the day. That’s good. But we still need to figure out how to get Dr. Winters here without sounding like complete lunatics.”


“And if we start switching between two bodies, the other person will notice.” Emma frowned, pushing a pancake around her plate.


Yeah, that was the tricky part. Maybe that doctor could be informed of the situation and be willing to help, but Sister Margaret would definitely go running to the church or the police or both, and that would complicate everything beyond belief. Though, I didn’t think we had much of a choice. At some point we’d have to take a risk if we wanted to learn more about what was happening to Emma’s consciousness.


I studied the phone number again. “I guess there’s only one way to find out...”
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Chapter 6: Sin


I pulled into our driveway and killed the engine, glancing over at Sister Margaret—or Lisa, or Emma, or whoever she was now. The silence between us felt heavier than it had with Mandy. There was a tension in the air I couldn’t quite place.


“Home sweet home,” I said, trying to sound casual despite the absurdity of bringing a nun—my wife’s consciousness trapped inside a nun—into our marital home. “You okay?”


Lisa’s hands were folded neatly in her lap, her posture rigid. She still had that aura of piety about her that seemed at odds with everything I knew about Emma.


“I’m… not sure,” she said softly, her blue eyes darting nervously around the house as we entered. She stood awkwardly in our living room, looking at familiar objects as if they were artifacts in a museum. Her fingers traced the edge of a photo frame—our wedding picture—but she didn’t pick it up.


She turned to me, her expression conflicted. “It feels so strange being here. I remember everything, but it’s like… I’m viewing it through a filter.” She touched her chest. “I—I mean Lisa, Sister Margaret—she’s not used to this. She sleeps at the convent with the other sisters. This place feels…” She struggled for words. “Worldly. That’s how I—she—would describe it.”


Was I going to have to get used to every host making similar comments? Now it felt like Emma was rediscovering the house every time she moved on to someone else. I felt at a loss. Emma was still there, buried beneath layers of Sister Margaret’s personality, but the nun’s influence was undeniable. I needed to break the ice, to bring her back to herself.


I approached her slowly, reaching out to take her in my arms the way I had with Mandy, the way I would have with Emma. “Maybe we just need to—”


“NO!” she screamed, recoiling violently and backing against the wall. Her eyes were wild with fear. “Don’t touch me! This is a sin! You’re married to her, not me! I’ve taken vows before God!” Her voice wasn’t Emma’s anymore—it was higher, panicked. “The Lord sees all! I cannot betray Him!”


I backed away, hands raised. “Whoa, whoa! I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to—”


“Fornicator! Tempter!” she spat, then immediately covered her mouth with her hands, eyes wide with shock at her own outburst.


“Emma,” I said firmly, keeping my distance. “Emma, I need you to focus on my voice. Remember who you are. Remember us.”


Lisa was trembling now, tears streaming down her face. “I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” she whispered. “That wasn’t me—I mean, it was me but... Lisa is… Her faith is like a wall inside my mind.”


I cautiously sat on the couch, patting the spot beside me. “Come sit. No touching. Just talk to me.”


After a moment’s hesitation, she perched on the edge of the cushion, as far from me as possible.


“Tell me what’s happening,” I said gently.


She wiped her tears with shaking hands. “It’s like being torn in two. I want you—God, I want you so badly it hurts.” Her cheeks flushed deep red. “But Lisa is horrified by those feelings. I’ve never… she’s innocent in ways I wasn’t even before we met. The desire I feel terrifies her. It’s like something screaming inside my head that these thoughts are sinful.” She looked up at me, her eyes a battlefield of desire and devotion. “I’ve never felt so conflicted. With Mandy, with Veronica, their personalities influenced me, but Lisa… her faith is the core of who she is. I can’t just push it aside.”


I sat there watching Lisa—Emma—whoever she was now, struggling with herself. My mind raced with conflicting thoughts. What the hell were we supposed to do now? I couldn’t force her into anything she wasn’t comfortable with, but our options were limited. If we tried finding another host, what would happen to Sister Margaret afterward? She’d wake up in a strange man’s house with no memory of how she got there. We’d be looking at kidnapping charges at minimum. Even if we had Emma switch out in the open, away from witnesses, the trauma of suddenly finding herself in a random part of town, miles away from her convent with no explanation would be devastating. I frowned, realizing we had been doing just that to everyone Emma had possessed up to now.


“I don’t know what to do,” I admitted, running a hand through my hair. “We can’t just… let her go like this. She’d be confused, and it would raise too many questions.” I didn’t say the other part out loud—that each time we’d been intimate, Emma had seemed to grow stronger in her host body. The sex with Veronica had brought Emma fully to the surface, but now, in Lisa’s body, all that strength seemed gone. Had the transfer drained her somehow? Or was Sister Margaret’s faith simply too powerful to overcome?


Lisa sat rigidly on the couch, her hands clasped in prayer. “I don’t know either,” she whispered. “These feelings… they’re so confusing. I remember wanting you, but it feels… it feels…” She couldn’t even finish the sentence, her face flushing crimson.


“What if,” I said carefully, “we just start small? A kiss, maybe? Just one little kiss.”


“No!” Lisa’s eyes flashed with panic. “That would be a sin! I can’t—we can’t—”


“It doesn’t have to be on the lips,” I said quickly, trying a different approach. “Just a kiss on the cheek. Friends do that all the time. Even nuns must give friendly kisses, right?”


She hesitated, her internal struggle visible on her face. “I… I suppose that wouldn’t be… entirely inappropriate.”


“Just one,” I promised, not moving any closer, letting her come to me.


After what felt like an eternity, Lisa inched toward me on the couch. Her movements were stiff, uncertain. She leaned forward and quickly pressed her lips to my cheek, then immediately pulled back as if burned.


“There,” I said softly. “That wasn’t so bad, was it?”


She touched her lips with her fingertips, a look of wonder crossing her face. Something had shifted in her eyes—a flicker of my Emma coming through.


“It feels… warm,” she said, sounding surprised. “Like… like sunshine inside.”


I chuckled at her innocence. “Would you like to try again?” I asked, hardly daring to breathe.


Lisa nodded slowly, her eyes never leaving mine. This time, when she leaned in, she lingered a moment longer, her lips soft against my skin. When she pulled back, her breathing had quickened slightly.


“I’ve never…” she started, then corrected herself. “Lisa has never felt this way before. It’s… it’s frightening but also… nice?” She sounded like a child discovering something new and forbidden. “There’s this feeling, down in my… in my private places. It makes me feel all tingly and warm.”


I swallowed hard. “That’s normal. It’s called desire.”


“Desire,” she repeated the word like it was foreign on her tongue. “I was taught that desire is the devil’s playground. But it doesn’t feel evil. It feels… good.”


This time, I was the one who leaned forward, slowly, giving her every chance to pull away. I pressed my lips gently to hers, a chaste kiss that lasted only a second. When I pulled back, her eyes were wide, pupils dilated.


“Oh,” she breathed. “Oh my.”


The next kiss came from her, surprising me with its urgency. Her lips pressed against mine, inexperienced but eager. I felt her hands tentatively touch my shoulders, then slide up to cup my face. When she pulled away, she was panting slightly.


“These feelings,” she whispered, “they’re so strong. I remember them, but it’s like… it’s like I’m feeling them for the first time. My body—Lisa’s body—it’s never known this before. It’s… it’s making me wet.” She looked mortified at her own words. “I’m not supposed to say things like that. I’m not supposed to feel things like that. But I do. I really, really do.”


The next kiss broke something loose in her. Her mouth opened under mine, her tongue shyly meeting my own. She moaned into my mouth, the sound so innocent and erotic at the same time that it sent heat coursing through my veins. Her hands clutched at my shirt, pulling me closer.


“Calvin,” she gasped when we broke apart. “I feel so… so sinful. But I don’t want to stop. Is that wrong? Lisa thinks it’s wrong, but Emma… I… I want more. I want to do the things I remember. The things we used to do together.” Her face was flushed, her blue eyes dark with a mixture of desire and confusion. “Will God punish me for these thoughts? For wanting to… to make love with you?”


I took her trembling hands in mine, looking directly into those conflicted blue eyes.


“Listen to me,” I said firmly. “You’re not Lisa. You’re Emma—my Emma—who happens to be controlling Lisa’s body right now. Nothing you’re doing is Lisa’s sin. She’s not even here, not really. She’s not making these choices.” I squeezed her hands gently. “You’re borrowing her body, that’s all. And you, Emma, have never been religious. You’ve never worried about these things before. So Emma’s guilt is not something that should be weighing on your mind.”


The tension in her shoulders eased slightly. “You’re right. I’m not her. I’m me.” She touched her chest. “But what about my soul, Calvin? Emma’s soul? If I can move between bodies like this… what does that mean? Am I… am I damned already?” The question hung in the air between us, but even as she asked it, her hands were moving to my chest, fingers splaying across my shirt.


“I don’t know,” I answered honestly. “But I know that I love you, and I know that you’re here, against all odds. If there is a God, wouldn’t He want us to cherish this miracle?”


She bit her lower lip, a gesture so unlike a nun and so much like my Emma that it made my heart ache. “I want to touch you,” she whispered, her voice a mixture of shame and desire. “I remember how it feels, but Lisa’s body… it’s never known a man’s touch. It’s like I’m a virgin again, but with all these memories of what to do.”


Her hands moved tentatively to the buttons of my shirt, fumbling slightly as she undid them one by one. When her fingers brushed against my bare chest, she gasped.


“You’re so warm,” she murmured, exploring me with the wonder of someone discovering the ocean for the first time. Her touch was hesitant, then bolder as she traced the contours of my chest and shoulders.


I reached for her, sliding my hand to her waist, feeling the curve of her hip through the simple black dress. She shivered under my touch, her breath catching.


“Can I…” she started, then blushed furiously. “Can I touch you… down there? I remember how, but it feels so forbidden.”


Before I could answer, she froze, her eyes widening with sudden panic.


“Wait,” she said, pulling back slightly. “Will she—will Lisa—remember any of this when I’m gone? Will she wake up knowing what we did?” The horror in her voice was palpable.


I shook my head. “No, that’s not how it seems to work. You know it’s not. Clara didn’t remember anything. Neither did Veronica. When you leave a body, their memories of that time go with you.”


Relief washed over her face, followed by something darker, more primal. “So she’ll never know,” she whispered, and I watched as something shifted in her eyes. The last vestiges of Sister Margaret’s restraint seemed to crumble away.


“Then God forgive me,” she breathed, and lunged forward, crushing her mouth against mine.


The transformation was startling. Her hands were suddenly everywhere—in my hair, under my shirt, fumbling with my belt. She kissed me with a desperate hunger that belied her innocent appearance, her tongue sliding against mine with growing confidence.


“I want to do everything,” she gasped between kisses. “All the things I remember but Lisa’s never done. I want to feel you inside me. I want to taste you. I want—” She broke off, seemingly shocked by her own words, but the desire burning in her eyes didn’t diminish.


She pulled at my shirt, nearly tearing it in her eagerness to get it off. When I was bare-chested before her, she stared in fascination.


“It’s so strange,” she murmured, running her hands over my skin. “I know this body. I’ve touched it a thousand times. But it feels like the first time.” She leaned forward and pressed her lips to my chest, a tentative kiss that quickly turned into something more as she began to explore me with her mouth.


“Show me,” she whispered against my skin. “Show me everything again.”


I watched in awe as Lisa—Emma—began to undress. Her movements were a contradiction: hesitant yet determined, innocent yet knowing. She fumbled with the buttons of her simple black dress, her fingers trembling slightly.


“I’ve never undressed for a man before,” she whispered, though we both knew it wasn’t entirely true. Emma had undressed for me countless times, but Lisa’s body never had. “Help me?”


I stepped forward, my hands replacing hers on the buttons. As the dress opened, I revealed pale, unblemished skin that had likely rarely seen the sun. Her breasts were small but perfectly formed, topped with pink nipples that hardened under my gaze. Without the modest clothing, Sister Margaret’s body was surprisingly lithe—slender but with gentle curves at her hips and waist.


“You’re beautiful,” I breathed, sliding the dress from her shoulders. She stood before me in nothing but simple white cotton panties, her blonde hair falling loose around her shoulders. The contrast between her innocent appearance and the hunger in her eyes was the most erotic thing I’d ever seen.


“I want to see you too,” she said, her voice stronger now. She reached for my belt with newfound confidence, unfastening it and pulling it free with a soft hiss of leather. As she worked on my pants, I couldn’t help but marvel at the situation. Yesterday it was Mandy, today a nun. How many bodies would Emma inhabit? How many different women would I make love to, all of them containing some essence of my wife?


When we were both naked, she pressed her body against mine, gasping at the contact. “Oh God,” she moaned, then immediately covered her mouth. “I shouldn’t say His name like that.”


“It’s okay,” I assured her, guiding her to our bedroom, to our bed. “It’s just us here.”


She lay back on the couch, her legs instinctively closing, that last bit of Lisa’s modesty still present. I knelt between her thighs, gently coaxing them apart. Her pussy was pink and perfect, with just a small tuft of blonde hair above it. It looked untouched, virginal—which, of course, it was.


“I’m going to make you feel good,” I promised, lowering my head between her legs.


At the first touch of my tongue against her clit, she cried out, her back arching off the bed. “Fuck!” she gasped, then immediately, “I’m sorry, I shouldn’t say—oh, oh my God!”


I worked her with my mouth, savoring the sweet taste of her, so different from Mandy, from my Emma’s original body. Each woman had her own unique flavor, and there was something intoxicating about discovering them all.


“Calvin, please,” she begged, her hips bucking against my face. “I need you inside me. I need to feel you stretching me open. Please, please fuck me.”


The filthy words coming from the mouth of a woman who had taken vows of chastity sent a jolt of pleasure straight to my cock. I moved up her body, positioning myself at her entrance.


“This might hurt,” I warned, remembering that Lisa’s body was untouched.


“I don’t care,” she panted, wrapping her legs around my waist. “I want it to hurt. I want to feel everything.”


I pushed forward slowly, feeling the resistance of her hymen. She winced but urged me on, her nails digging into my shoulders. With one firm thrust, I broke through, burying myself to the hilt in her tight, virgin pussy.


“Oh fuck, oh fuck,” she chanted, her eyes wide with pain and pleasure. “It’s so much… you’re so big inside me.”


I held still, letting her adjust, watching the play of emotions across her face. “Are you okay?”


“Yes,” she nodded frantically. “Move. Please move. Fuck me, Calvin. Fuck your wife.”


I began to thrust, slowly at first, then with increasing force as her body opened to me. Her pussy gripped me like a vise, so tight it was almost painful. I couldn’t help comparing. Mandy had been eager but experienced, Veronica wanton and skilled. This was different. The physical innocence of the body combined with Emma’s sexual knowledge created an intoxicating blend.


“Harder,” she demanded, her voice losing all traces of Sister Margaret’s gentleness. “Fuck me harder. I want to feel your cock all the way inside me. I want you to pound my virgin cunt until I can’t walk.”


I complied, driving into her with abandon, the headboard slamming against the wall with each thrust. Her legs wrapped tighter around me, her heels digging into my lower back.


“Yes, yes, yes,” she chanted, her head thrashing from side to side. “Oh God, I’m going to come. I’m going to come on your big cock!”


Her pussy clenched around me as she climaxed, her inner walls pulsating in waves that nearly pushed me over the edge. I gritted my teeth, holding back, wanting to prolong this.


“I want to try everything,” she gasped when she came down from her peak. “All the things I remember but have never done with this body.”


Before I could respond, she was pushing me onto my back, straddling me with newfound confidence. She positioned my cock at her entrance and sank down, taking me deep inside her again.


“Oh fuck,” she moaned, beginning to ride me. Her small breasts bounced with each movement, her blonde hair wild around her face. “I love the way your cock feels inside me. So deep like this.”


I gripped her hips, guiding her movements, watching in awe as this woman who had dedicated her life to God rode me like a woman possessed. And she was possessed, in a way—possessed by my Emma.


“I’m going to come inside you,” I warned as I felt my climax approaching.


“Yes,” she hissed, grinding down harder. “Fill me up. Mark me. Make me yours.”


With a groan, I erupted inside her, pumping her full of my cum. She collapsed on my chest, panting, her inner muscles still milking every last drop from me.


“I can feel you,” she whispered against my neck. “I can feel your cum inside me. It’s so warm.”


We lay there for several minutes, catching our breath. I stroked her hair, marveling at how different it felt from Mandy’s, from Veronica’s, from my Emma’s original hair.


“We need to figure this out,” I said finally. “How long you can stay in a body without… recharging. How the transfers work exactly.”


She nodded against my chest. “I know. But right now, I just want to enjoy this. Being with you again.” She lifted her head, looking into my eyes with a mixture of Emma’s love and Lisa’s wonder. “Can we do it again? There are so many things this body has never experienced.”


I laughed, feeling a stirring of renewed desire despite having just finished. “I’m not sure how long I can keep up if we’re doing this daily with new bodies,” I admitted. “But for you, I’ll certainly try.”


She grinned, a mischievous expression that looked utterly out of place on Sister Margaret’s innocent face. “Good. Because I want to taste you next. I want to feel your cock in my mouth.”


I sighed happily, surrendering to whatever strange new reality this was. Then, the strange reality came crashing back as I realized I had missed a key detail.


“We didn’t use protection, Em,” I said, the weight of this sudden new responsibility settling on me. “We’ve just been going at it like rabbits with no condoms.”


My wife raised an eyebrow, her cute, innocent face contorting into a wry, amused expression that was entirely Emma. “Don’t worry, I’m on birth control.”


I blinked. “You’re on birth control?” I asked, confused. “Sister Margaret is on birth control? A nun?”


Emma giggled. “Not for that, Cal. For my—” she paused, looking down at her new body. “For her period. She gets horrible cramps without it.”


I relaxed a little, though I couldn’t help but feel a sense of unease. It was one more reminder that we were playing with people’s lives here.


My wife, however, seemed completely unfazed, studying my naked body like it was a fascinating piece of art. Her eyes were bright, still full of desire. No more guilt, no more confusion. I laughed.


“What’s so funny?” she asked, propping herself up on one elbow, her blonde hair falling in a curtain around her face.


“Just wondering if you’re feeling more like yourself now that I’ve fucked the holiness out of you,” I said with a smirk. “You’re still acting like you’ve never done any of this before. I thought the sex was supposed to bring Emma to the surface.”


She smiled, a curious blend of Emma’s mischief and Sister Margaret’s innocence. “I am more myself. Look—” She sat up straight, her small breasts bouncing slightly with the movement. “Fuck, shit, goddamn, Jesus Christ on a bicycle!” She immediately covered her mouth, her cheeks flushing crimson. “See? I can say it, but it still feels… wrong. Like I’m wearing shoes on the wrong feet.”


“So you’re not fully Emma?”


She shook her head. “I don’t think I ever am, not completely. I’m Emma in my consciousness, in my memories, in my love for you. But I’m still experiencing everything through Lisa’s brain, her neural pathways, her hormones.” She touched her temple thoughtfully. “It’s like… I’m playing a piano I’ve never touched before. I know the song by heart, but my fingers have to learn where the keys are.”


I reached out to stroke her cheek. “That must be disorienting.”


“It is. But it’s also…” She bit her lip, that same gesture that was becoming familiar on this unfamiliar face. “It’s also incredibly fucking hot. Lisa’s body has never known any of this. Every sensation is new and intense. And there’s something about the forbidden nature of it all…” She leaned closer, her voice dropping to a whisper. “I can feel her in here, you know. Not conscious, but present. Part of her wants this, Calvin. Part of her has always wanted to know what it feels like to be filled, to be taken, to be… fucked.”


Her hand slid down my chest, fingers trailing over my stomach. “She’ll never admit it. She’ll never even know she experienced it. But right now, I can feel how her body responds to you. How wet she gets when I think about tasting your cock.”


My breath caught as her hand wrapped around my semi-hard shaft, coaxing it back to life. “Another round?” I asked, my voice rough.


“Mmm-hmm,” she nodded, sliding down my body. “I want to know what you taste like on this tongue. I want to feel you hit the back of this throat.” She positioned herself between my legs, her blue eyes looking up at me with that intoxicating mixture of innocence and desire. “I want to sin again.”


Without breaking eye contact, she lowered her head and took me into her mouth. The wet heat of her engulfed me, her inexperienced tongue exploring the contours of my cock with tentative licks that quickly grew more confident.


“Jesus,” I groaned, threading my fingers through her hair.


She pulled off just long enough to whisper, “Don’t take the Lord’s name in vain,” before swallowing me down again, deeper this time. The sight of Sister Margaret’s angelic face, her lips stretched around my cock, her eyes watering slightly as she took me deeper than her untrained throat was ready for, was almost enough to make me come right then.


She worked me with growing enthusiasm, her hands joining her mouth, stroking what she couldn’t fit. Occasionally she would pull back, gasping for air, strings of saliva connecting her lips to my cock, before diving back in with renewed determination.


“That’s it,” I encouraged her, guiding her movements with my hand in her hair. “Take it deeper. You’re doing so well.”


She moaned around me, the vibrations sending jolts of pleasure up my spine. When I felt my climax approaching, I tried to warn her, to pull her off, but she clung to me, sucking harder, her eyes locked on mine with fierce determination.


I came with a shout, flooding her mouth. She swallowed valiantly, though some escaped, trickling down her chin. When she finally released me, she licked her lips, looking both shocked and pleased with herself.


“So that’s what you taste like,” she said, wiping her chin with the back of her hand. “Salty. Not what I expected.”


I laughed, pulling her up to lie beside me. “You know damn well what I taste like.”


She grinned, resting her head on my chest. “Lisa didn’t. She never even let herself think about what cum tastes like.” She yawned, her body relaxing against mine. “But I think she liked it. I know I did.”


As she drifted off to sleep in my arms, I stared at the ceiling, wondering what tomorrow would bring. How long would Emma stay in Lisa’s body? Who would she jump to next? And how long could we go on like this, body-hopping through the world, before something went terribly wrong?


But for now, I held her close, this strange amalgamation of my wife and a nun, and allowed myself to enjoy the impossible miracle we’d been given.
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Chapter 12: A Deal


The ride to the convent was awkward. Katherine sat in the passenger seat, her arms crossed, staring out the window, her expression a mixture of disbelief and scientific fascination. Sister Margaret, or rather, Emma in the nun’s body, slumped in the back seat, still groggy from the medication but gradually becoming more lucid. She was once again wearing the habit, her face pale and composed.


“I feel... weird,” she said, her voice clearer now. “Not as... fuzzy, though.”


I stared at her through the rearview mirror. “Do you still feel the threads?” I asked.


“The threads?” Katherine asked, glancing over at me.


“Something I can see... or feel... inside women’s brains when I’m inside,” Emma explained, her voice still weak. “Like paths?” She shook her head. “It was easier to explain when I was inside you.” She gestured to Katherine who stiffened slightly.


“Paths? Neural pathways?” Katherine asked, her scientific curiosity overriding her anger. “Of memories?”


“Maybe?”


“Is that what you used to mess with my memories?” Katherine asked, her voice sharp, a hint of curiosity in her tone.


“Yep,” Emma said, giggling again. “I imagined a scenario and put it in your head, somehow.”


“You have no idea how weird it is,” Katherine muttered to herself, shaking her head. “It really feels like it happened. If it wasn’t so absurd, I wouldn’t doubt it actually did.”


I glanced back at my wife again, who was now staring out the window, her face pensive. “Can you do it again? For Lisa?” I asked.


She nodded slowly. “I think so. It should be easier now that I’ve done it once. I’ll just... make her think she took a personal day to clear her head.”


“Alright, look,” Katherine said, turning to face Emma. “I need more data. This is... unprecedented. The scientific implications are staggering.”


I didn’t know what to say, so I remained focused on the road as we drove through the city, the afternoon sun casting long shadows across the buildings. We had a better idea of how things worked, and what Emma could do, the rules, so to speak, but we still had no idea why it was happening, or how long it would last. The thought was terrifying. Whatever brought Emma back could very well take her away from me at any point. Knowing more would help, but I was afraid of losing time searching in the wrong direction.


“Hey! I’m talking to you guys,” Katherine said, waving a hand in front of my face.


“Yeah, I heard you,” I said, glancing at her. “We’ll see what we can do.”


“Don’t you ‘we’ll see’ me,” she snapped, her voice rising in frustration. “Your dead wife is hopping from body to body, you just used mine for a blowjob without my consent, and you’ve basically kidnapped and used a nun that I’m now helping you brainwash so you can return her to her convent without any questions asked. I’d say you owe me a little more than ‘we’ll see’.”


“We’ll let you study me,” Emma offered, her voice still a bit slurred. “We need answers too. If science can provide them, then we’ll be grateful for the help.”


Katherine snorted, but I could see a flicker of excitement in her eyes. “IF? There’s no ‘if’ about it. If it exists, science can explain it.”


“There are a lot of things science can’t explain,” Emma countered, holding the cross that hung from her neck, her brow furrowed in thought.


“Yeah, right... Let’s talk about it again when you’re no longer in a nun’s body,” Katherine said sarcastically.


“What will you need from us?” I asked, trying to steer the conversation back to the practicalities.


Katherine tapped her chin thoughtfully. “First, I need access to both of you. Regularly. I need to be able to take readings, brain scans, run tests...”


“How often?” I asked, already dreading the logistical nightmare this was becoming. “I just got my wife back from the dead. I’d like to spend some time with her, not carting her around to labs.”


“Don’t worry, lover boy,” Katherine said, her voice dripping with sarcasm. “I won’t keep you from your ghostly humping sessions for too long. But for this to be a proper study, I’ll need a baseline. We need to understand the transfer, the ‘recharging’ process, the memory manipulation...” She trailed off, lost in thought. “God, the possibilities for a paper on this are endless.”


I turned my head to look at her, my eyes wide with disbelief. “A paper? You’re thinking about publishing this? The whole world would find out about her!”


“You don’t expect me to keep this to myself, do you?” Katherine shot back. “A deceased consciousness transferring between living bodies? This is the biggest scientific discovery in human history!”


“They’ll lock her in a lab!” I protested, my grip tightening on the steering wheel.


Emma leaned forward, her head between the front seats. “Give us time, doctor. I don’t know why I’m back, but it has something to do with my... husband. I didn’t come back here as a messiah. God sent me here for him.”


God... Did God send her here? If so, why? And why us? Why me? Why like this? If God was the one behind this, he had a weird sense of humor.


Katherine sighed, leaning back in her seat. “How much time?” she asked, her voice softening slightly.


“Years, at least,” I said, my voice firm.


“Years?!” Katherine practically shouted. “You want me to sit on the biggest scientific discovery of all time for YEARS?”


I clenched my fingers around the steering wheel, turning my knuckles white. I pushed the brakes, leaving the car stopped on the side of the road, both women gasping in surprise. I turned in my seat to face Katherine, right arm reaching out to open her door.


She stared at the road, her eyes wide with disbelief. “What are you doing?”


“You want to study her, to study us? You want to write a paper? Fine. But you do it on our terms, and you don’t publish until we say so. Otherwise, we don’t need your help. You’re free to leave.” I pointed outside.


Katherine stared at me, her mouth agape, then at Emma, who was watching her with a calm, unreadable expression.


“Jesus, fine!” Katherine said, slamming the door shut, Emma wincing. Whether it was the sound of the door or the casual mention of Jesus, I couldn’t tell. “Okay. No papers. Not yet. We’ll study this in secret. But I need access. Regular access.”


“Once a week,” I offered, pulling back onto the road, my eyes back on the street in front of us. “Saturdays.”


Soon I’d have to return to work. I’d spent a week at home, “mourning”. Even if everyone still believed my wife was dead and buried, which was only half true, I’d eventually have to return to the office, make a living, support us both, whatever that meant now.


“Fine, but the entire day,” Katherine countered. “I need time to run tests, scan, observe. A few hours isn’t enough.”


I glanced at Emma through the rearview mirror, who nodded slowly.


“Deal,” I said, my voice tight. “Now, let’s get Lisa back to the convent before we draw any more attention to ourselves.”


The rest of the drive was made in silence. The convent was an old, imposing building on the edge of town, surrounded by a high brick wall. I made sure to pull up away from prying eyes, the car hidden in the shade of a large oak tree. There was no one around, the only sound the distant chirping of birds.


“Okay,” I said, turning off the engine. “Emma, are you ready?”


She nodded, her hands clasped in her lap. “I think so. But how do I explain you, Calvin? Or Katherine?” she asked, looking between us.


I rubbed my temples. “Father O’Brien and the others already saw you leave with me after the funeral. We can spin it that... you asked me to drop you somewhere, then later asked me to pick you up so I could drive you back. Katherine is... a friend from out of town?”


My wife nodded, getting out of the car, still a bit shaky on her feet. She smoothed down her habit as the doctor and I got out too, standing by my car.


“Alright, I’m ready,” Emma said, taking a deep breath and turning toward Katherine, extending her hand.


The scientist looked at my wife’s outstretched hand, then at me. “I swear to God,” she said, her voice low and intense, “If you use my body for anything other than finding another host again, I’ll—”


“I’ll behave,” Emma promised, her voice small and tired.


“We’ll do our best,” I added, earning a glare from both of them. “We need a host who can stick around for a while, someone who won’t be missed, and I need to have sex with Emma fairly regularly. You know the rules,” I explained.


Katherine scowled. “Then you find someone before you need to ‘recharge’ her again. And you keep your hands, and your dick, off me until you do.”


“We’ll do our best,” I repeated. “But if you’re helping us, then you need to accept the risks.”


Katherine sighed, running a hand through her fiery red hair, her shoulders slumping in defeat. “I need to be back in my lab by tomorrow and I would prefer to do so as myself and without tasting someone else’s cum in my mouth.”


“We’ll do our—”


“Let’s do this already before I change my mind,” Katherine grumbled, taking Sister Margaret’s hand.


The nun simply blinked, her eyes glazing over for a second. Katherine’s body swayed, her eyes wide. She stared at her own hand, then at Sister Margaret, who was now smiling politely.


“Thank you for the ride, Mr. Kent,” the nun said, her voice calm and steady. “I hope it wasn’t too much trouble.”


“It was no trouble at all, Sister Margaret,” I said, relieved.


“God bless you,” she added, then she nodded to Katherine, turned, and walked toward the heavy wooden doors of the convent.


I stared at her back until she disappeared inside, then turned to Katherine.


“All good?” I asked.


“Yeah, I’m me,” she said, looking down at her hands, then back at me. “Sorry, the contrast is... disorienting.” She cleared her throat. “Fuck I’m pissed. Katherine is. Scared too, but mostly pissed.”


“Yeah...”


“But she’s not gonna stand in our way. She wants to study this. We just need to find a new host.”


“Yep,” I said, getting back into the car. Katherine followed, slamming the door shut. I pulled away from the curb, leaving the convent behind.


“We need a crowded place, where no one will pay much attention to us,” Katherine said, her voice taking on a more academic, clinical tone. “A mall, a train station, a university campus.”


There’s a mall not too far from here,” I offered. “You sure you can do this now? You’ve already swapped twice since... huh...”


“I blew you?” Katherine finished, a smirk on her face.


She leaned in close, her voice a husky whisper, her left hand moving to my thigh. “You’ll find Dr. Winters is now far less reluctant than before to help with ‘recharging’.” Her hand slid further up my leg, her fingers brushing against my crotch.


I shivered. “Yeah, because she’s not herself anymore, Emma. She just told us to keep our hands off her.”


“She accepted the risks. She said she didn’t want to taste my cum in her mouth tomorrow.” She squeezed my thigh gently. “She didn’t say anything about today.”


I pushed her hand away gently but firmly. “Do you think you can swap a few more times without... recharging?” I asked, trying to keep my eyes on the road. “I’d like to give the doctor a break. Let’s not push our luck. Also if you keep milking me at this rate, at my age, Em, I’m not gonna be able to keep up.”


My wife sighed, leaning back in her seat. “I guess I can wait. I still feel pretty strong right now. I think I’m getting better at this.” She looked out the window, her brow furrowed in thought. “I wonder how far I can push it. How long I can last without your... help. How many times I can jump before I get too weak.”


“We’ll choose women carefully and if you feel like you’re getting too weak I’ll...”


“Fuck me?” she offered with a wicked grin. I could see the arousal growing in her eyes, her breathing becoming slightly ragged. She was getting turned on just thinking about it. Whatever miracle or curse had brought my wife back, it really seemed to make her insatiable.


“Yes,” I said, my voice flat. “Whoever you are then...”
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Chapter 5: Faith


I was startled by a knock on the car window. I blinked, looking up to find Ashley standing outside, her face pressed against the glass. I rolled down the window.


“Cal, you okay?” she asked, concern in her voice. “You’ve been sitting here forever.”


I looked at the clock on the dashboard and realized that an hour had already passed. “Fuck,” I mumbled, running a hand over my face.


“Want me to stay with you for a while?” she offered, leaning in through the window.


I glanced past her to where Father O’Brien and his helpers were packing a small van with religious paraphernalia. Sister Margaret—Emma—was among them. I watched as she lifted a large box, grunting slightly with the effort, her arms straining against the weight. “It’s alright, Ash. Go home. I’ll be fine.”


Ashley frowned. “Are you sure?” She followed my gaze, her eyes narrowing. She seemed genuinely concerned. “Are you waiting for someone?”


“No. I’m...” My words died in my throat as my brain tried to catch up. “Yeah, I am,” I said, nodding slowly. “The priest asked me to drive one of the sisters home after they were finished. She’s been working here for a while, and she doesn’t have a car.”


Ashley’s expression changed from one of worry to one of relief. She laughed softly. “That’s nice of you.” She patted my shoulder through the open window. “See you later, Cal.”


“See ya.” I watched her walk away, feeling a pang of guilt for lying to my sister-in-law.


Another twenty minutes passed before Emma finally climbed into the passenger seat. She sat rigidly, her hands folded primly in her lap, her posture perfect.


“You okay?” I asked, studying her profile.


“Hmm? Oh, yes. Just... thinking,” she replied, her voice distant. She turned to face me, her expression serious. “My... Her life is so different. She’s given herself to God. She spends her days in prayer, in service. It’s a hard life, but also... peaceful. Fulfilling.” She shook her head. “Maybe it’s the contrast to Veronica that’s making me feel this way. It’s like... like a cleansing. Like a baptism, washing away all the sin and filth.”


“Shit,” I chuckled nervously. “Do I need to fuck you again, bring you back down from your holy high horse?”


She frowned at me, her lips pursed in disapproval. “Please, Calvin. Have some respect.”


“Sorry,” I mumbled, feeling chastised. “I just want you back to normal. You’re not you right now.”


She sighed, looking down at her lap. “I... I’m me. I’m Emma... It’s just that... I feel like I’ve been called to a higher purpose.” She looked out the window.


I gulped, my heart racing. This was exactly what I’d feared. “Emma,” I began, but she cut me off with a sharp gesture.


“Relax,” she said, her tone dry. “I know this isn’t me. It’s just her. Her body, her mind. All of this is Sister Margaret, not me.”


“But you feel like her.”


“But I feel like her,” she conceded. “And it’s hard to ignore.”


I nodded, starting the car. “Still coming? Or are you going to fuse with her forever to fulfill your duty to God?”


“I’ll come,” she said, her voice soft. “I made a promise to you and I’ll keep it. We’ll find a solution together. And... I still love you.” It seemed to take her a great effort to say the words, and I felt my heart clench in my chest. She noticed the way my shoulders slumped and reached out to pat my arm, blushing. “Oh, don’t take it the wrong way, Calvin. It’s not that I love you less. It’s just hard to process through... through this.” She gestured at herself.


I drove in silence, my mind racing with the implications of everything we were dealing with. “Well, it’s obviously temporary,” I said finally. “I imagine your new friends are going to wonder where you are if you’re gone for too long. What are you going to tell them? Are you even allowed outside?”


She looked away. “I’m not a child, Calvin. I’m allowed to go where I please. I just want to make sure my duties are taken care of.”


“And when are your duties taken care of?”


“I’m supposed...” She groaned, hitting her legs. “I mean, she’s supposed to be back at the parish tomorrow morning. We were... I mean, they were going to pray and meditate at the cathedral tonight, but I told them I was meeting an old friend and might be late.”


I sighed, my eyes fixed on the road. Traffic was heavy, and it was taking longer to get home than usual. Looking at people in other cars, going about their normal lives, made me realize just how far we were from our regular routines. “We need to stop jumping you into new bodies every day without any planning. We need to understand the rules and find someone you can... stay in. For a while, at least, until we figure this out.”


I drove in silence for a few minutes, my mind racing with the implications of everything we were dealing with.


“Something happened when I went from Veronica to me,” the nun said, breaking the silence. “It felt... different. Not as immediate as the others.”


“Different how?”


“Like... I could see threads...”


“Threads?” I repeated, glancing over at her. “What kind of threads? Like spider webs?”


“Memories, I think,” she explained. “Veronica’s memories, maybe feelings, thoughts?”


“Okay...”


“It felt like I could pull them, twist them?” She blushed again. “I’m not explaining myself well.”


“What about that nerd you talked about when you were Mandy?” I said, getting off the highway and onto the quieter surface streets. “You seemed to think she’d be the perfect person to help us figure things out.”


“Oh... I don’t know... I don’t remember her now that I’m Lisa.” I saw her frowning as I looked over.


“Lisa?”


“That’s my name, Calvin!” she said, pouting at me. “Sister Margaret is my holy name. We pick a holy name when we take our vows.”


I chuckled, shaking my head. “Lisa, alright...”


She sighed. “I don’t remember much of her, but I remember thinking she was a good choice. I have no idea why.”


“Shit... I guess it’s too late now. We’re not going to go after Mandy again. She’s probably freaked out enough by all this.”


The young nun smirked. “I wrote down her name and number back at home, when I was still Mandy.”


I opened my mouth to say something, but closed it. I smirked back. “Good thinking.”


“Thank Mandy,” the nun said, winking.
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Chapter 12: A Deal


The ride to the convent was awkward. Katherine sat in the passenger seat, her arms crossed, staring out the window, her expression a mixture of disbelief and scientific fascination. Sister Margaret, or rather, Emma in the nun’s body, slumped in the back seat, still groggy from the medication but gradually becoming more lucid. She was once again wearing the habit, her face pale and composed.


“I feel... weird,” she said, her voice clearer now. “Not as... fuzzy, though.”


I stared at her through the rearview mirror. “Do you still feel the threads?” I asked.


“The threads?” Katherine asked, glancing over at me.


“Something I can see... or feel... inside women’s brains when I’m inside,” Emma explained, her voice still weak. “Like paths?” She shook her head. “It was easier to explain when I was inside you.” She gestured to Katherine who stiffened slightly.


“Paths? Neural pathways?” Katherine asked, her scientific curiosity overriding her anger. “Of memories?”


“Maybe?”


“Is that what you used to mess with my memories?” Katherine asked, her voice sharp, a hint of curiosity in her tone.


“Yep,” Emma said, giggling again. “I imagined a scenario and put it in your head, somehow.”


“You have no idea how weird it is,” Katherine muttered to herself, shaking her head. “It really feels like it happened. If it wasn’t so absurd, I wouldn’t doubt it actually did.”


I glanced back at my wife again, who was now staring out the window, her face pensive. “Can you do it again? For Lisa?” I asked.


She nodded slowly. “I think so. It should be easier now that I’ve done it once. I’ll just... make her think she took a personal day to clear her head.”


“Alright, look,” Katherine said, turning to face Emma. “I need more data. This is... unprecedented. The scientific implications are staggering.”


I didn’t know what to say, so I remained focused on the road as we drove through the city, the afternoon sun casting long shadows across the buildings. We had a better idea of how things worked, and what Emma could do, the rules, so to speak, but we still had no idea why it was happening, or how long it would last. The thought was terrifying. Whatever brought Emma back could very well take her away from me at any point. Knowing more would help, but I was afraid of losing time searching in the wrong direction.


“Hey! I’m talking to you guys,” Katherine said, waving a hand in front of my face.


“Yeah, I heard you,” I said, glancing at her. “We’ll see what we can do.”


“Don’t you ‘we’ll see’ me,” she snapped, her voice rising in frustration. “Your dead wife is hopping from body to body, you just used mine for a blowjob without my consent, and you’ve basically kidnapped and used a nun that I’m now helping you brainwash so you can return her to her convent without any questions asked. I’d say you owe me a little more than ‘we’ll see’.”


“We’ll let you study me,” Emma offered, her voice still a bit slurred. “We need answers too. If science can provide them, then we’ll be grateful for the help.”


Katherine snorted, but I could see a flicker of excitement in her eyes. “IF? There’s no ‘if’ about it. If it exists, science can explain it.”


“There are a lot of things science can’t explain,” Emma countered, holding the cross that hung from her neck, her brow furrowed in thought.


“Yeah, right... Let’s talk about it again when you’re no longer in a nun’s body,” Katherine said sarcastically.


“What will you need from us?” I asked, trying to steer the conversation back to the practicalities.


Katherine tapped her chin thoughtfully. “First, I need access to both of you. Regularly. I need to be able to take readings, brain scans, run tests...”


“How often?” I asked, already dreading the logistical nightmare this was becoming. “I just got my wife back from the dead. I’d like to spend some time with her, not carting her around to labs.”


“Don’t worry, lover boy,” Katherine said, her voice dripping with sarcasm. “I won’t keep you from your ghostly humping sessions for too long. But for this to be a proper study, I’ll need a baseline. We need to understand the transfer, the ‘recharging’ process, the memory manipulation...” She trailed off, lost in thought. “God, the possibilities for a paper on this are endless.”


I turned my head to look at her, my eyes wide with disbelief. “A paper? You’re thinking about publishing this? The whole world would find out about her!”


“You don’t expect me to keep this to myself, do you?” Katherine shot back. “A deceased consciousness transferring between living bodies? This is the biggest scientific discovery in human history!”


“They’ll lock her in a lab!” I protested, my grip tightening on the steering wheel.


Emma leaned forward, her head between the front seats. “Give us time, doctor. I don’t know why I’m back, but it has something to do with my... husband. I didn’t come back here as a messiah. God sent me here for him.”


God... Did God send her here? If so, why? And why us? Why me? Why like this? If God was the one behind this, he had a weird sense of humor.


Katherine sighed, leaning back in her seat. “How much time?” she asked, her voice softening slightly.


“Years, at least,” I said, my voice firm.


“Years?!” Katherine practically shouted. “You want me to sit on the biggest scientific discovery of all time for YEARS?”


I clenched my fingers around the steering wheel, turning my knuckles white. I pushed the brakes, leaving the car stopped on the side of the road, both women gasping in surprise. I turned in my seat to face Katherine, right arm reaching out to open her door.


She stared at the road, her eyes wide with disbelief. “What are you doing?”


“You want to study her, to study us? You want to write a paper? Fine. But you do it on our terms, and you don’t publish until we say so. Otherwise, we don’t need your help. You’re free to leave.” I pointed outside.


Katherine stared at me, her mouth agape, then at Emma, who was watching her with a calm, unreadable expression.


“Jesus, fine!” Katherine said, slamming the door shut, Emma wincing. Whether it was the sound of the door or the casual mention of Jesus, I couldn’t tell. “Okay. No papers. Not yet. We’ll study this in secret. But I need access. Regular access.”


“Once a week,” I offered, pulling back onto the road, my eyes back on the street in front of us. “Saturdays.”


Soon I’d have to return to work. I’d spent a week at home, “mourning”. Even if everyone still believed my wife was dead and buried, which was only half true, I’d eventually have to return to the office, make a living, support us both, whatever that meant now.


“Fine, but the entire day,” Katherine countered. “I need time to run tests, scan, observe. A few hours isn’t enough.”


I glanced at Emma through the rearview mirror, who nodded slowly.


“Deal,” I said, my voice tight. “Now, let’s get Lisa back to the convent before we draw any more attention to ourselves.”


The rest of the drive was made in silence. The convent was an old, imposing building on the edge of town, surrounded by a high brick wall. I made sure to pull up away from prying eyes, the car hidden in the shade of a large oak tree. There was no one around, the only sound the distant chirping of birds.


“Okay,” I said, turning off the engine. “Emma, are you ready?”


She nodded, her hands clasped in her lap. “I think so. But how do I explain you, Calvin? Or Katherine?” she asked, looking between us.


I rubbed my temples. “Father O’Brien and the others already saw you leave with me after the funeral. We can spin it that... you asked me to drop you somewhere, then later asked me to pick you up so I could drive you back. Katherine is... a friend from out of town?”


My wife nodded, getting out of the car, still a bit shaky on her feet. She smoothed down her habit as the doctor and I got out too, standing by my car.


“Alright, I’m ready,” Emma said, taking a deep breath and turning toward Katherine, extending her hand.


The scientist looked at my wife’s outstretched hand, then at me. “I swear to God,” she said, her voice low and intense, “If you use my body for anything other than finding another host again, I’ll—”


“I’ll behave,” Emma promised, her voice small and tired.


“We’ll do our best,” I added, earning a glare from both of them. “We need a host who can stick around for a while, someone who won’t be missed, and I need to have sex with Emma fairly regularly. You know the rules,” I explained.


Katherine scowled. “Then you find someone before you need to ‘recharge’ her again. And you keep your hands, and your dick, off me until you do.”


“We’ll do our best,” I repeated. “But if you’re helping us, then you need to accept the risks.”


Katherine sighed, running a hand through her fiery red hair, her shoulders slumping in defeat. “I need to be back in my lab by tomorrow and I would prefer to do so as myself and without tasting someone else’s cum in my mouth.”


“We’ll do our—”


“Let’s do this already before I change my mind,” Katherine grumbled, taking Sister Margaret’s hand.


The nun simply blinked, her eyes glazing over for a second. Katherine’s body swayed, her eyes wide. She stared at her own hand, then at Sister Margaret, who was now smiling politely.


“Thank you for the ride, Mr. Kent,” the nun said, her voice calm and steady. “I hope it wasn’t too much trouble.”


“It was no trouble at all, Sister Margaret,” I said, relieved.


“God bless you,” she added, then she nodded to Katherine, turned, and walked toward the heavy wooden doors of the convent.


I stared at her back until she disappeared inside, then turned to Katherine.


“All good?” I asked.


“Yeah, I’m me,” she said, looking down at her hands, then back at me. “Sorry, the contrast is... disorienting.” She cleared her throat. “Fuck I’m pissed. Katherine is. Scared too, but mostly pissed.”


“Yeah...”


“But she’s not gonna stand in our way. She wants to study this. We just need to find a new host.”


“Yep,” I said, getting back into the car. Katherine followed, slamming the door shut. I pulled away from the curb, leaving the convent behind.


“We need a crowded place, where no one will pay much attention to us,” Katherine said, her voice taking on a more academic, clinical tone. “A mall, a train station, a university campus.”


There’s a mall not too far from here,” I offered. “You sure you can do this now? You’ve already swapped twice since... huh...”


“I blew you?” Katherine finished, a smirk on her face.


She leaned in close, her voice a husky whisper, her left hand moving to my thigh. “You’ll find Dr. Winters is now far less reluctant than before to help with ‘recharging’.” Her hand slid further up my leg, her fingers brushing against my crotch.


I shivered. “Yeah, because she’s not herself anymore, Emma. She just told us to keep our hands off her.”


“She accepted the risks. She said she didn’t want to taste my cum in her mouth tomorrow.” She squeezed my thigh gently. “She didn’t say anything about today.”


I pushed her hand away gently but firmly. “Do you think you can swap a few more times without... recharging?” I asked, trying to keep my eyes on the road. “I’d like to give the doctor a break. Let’s not push our luck. Also if you keep milking me at this rate, at my age, Em, I’m not gonna be able to keep up.”


My wife sighed, leaning back in her seat. “I guess I can wait. I still feel pretty strong right now. I think I’m getting better at this.” She looked out the window, her brow furrowed in thought. “I wonder how far I can push it. How long I can last without your... help. How many times I can jump before I get too weak.”


“We’ll choose women carefully and if you feel like you’re getting too weak I’ll...”


“Fuck me?” she offered with a wicked grin. I could see the arousal growing in her eyes, her breathing becoming slightly ragged. She was getting turned on just thinking about it. Whatever miracle or curse had brought my wife back, it really seemed to make her insatiable.


“Yes,” I said, my voice flat. “Whoever you are then...”
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Chapter 11: Memory


“The threads,” Emma explained, her mind clearly racing with the implications. “I don’t know what they are exactly. A neural map? A mental representation of Katherine’s thoughts?” She paced the living room, her movements sharp and precise. “Hardware, software, that’s basically the question. We’d really need to see what happens inside the brain to start drawing conclusions. A PET scan would really—”


“Emma,” I cut in, holding up a hand. “You’re getting sidetracked again. Focus. You said you found a solution.”


She stopped, turning to face me. “I think I can alter my... her brain. Rewire her neural connections, on the fly. Nothing big, or not easily. We’re talking about very specific tweaks, editing memories, small suggestions?”


I stared at her, trying to process the implications. “So you could what, create memories to explain the missing time? Make her not suspicious?”


“Her or anyone else!” Emma said, her eyes gleaming with Katherine’s intellectual excitement. “I could create an explanation for the missing time they’d accept as their own. Make Sister Margery—”


“Margaret...” I corrected. It was fascinating to see how even basic information like names didn’t seem to carry over that well. I guess Katherine herself was bad with names, or didn’t care enough to remember them.


“Margaret, right. I could make her think she just felt like having some time away from the convent.”


“She told Father O’Brien she had a family emergency,” I reminded her.


“But if they ever speak with her family they’ll find out it wasn’t true,” Emma countered. “I need to create a plausible memory, that she had doubts, needed to think about her faith, get some rest, all of that.


“Let’s not fuck with her faith. She seems to take it seriously.” I warned, still feeling guilty about involving her.


“Right. Right,” Emma said, clearly distracted by the possibilities. “Whatever would work best, obviously.” She turned to the drugged nun on the couch. “It will take a couple of hours for her to fully metabolize the medication. I’ll take over, and once she’s more lucid, we’ll get her back to the convent, and then I’ll switch back with Katherine, leaving that girl with a peaceful, private memory of her little sabbatical.”


I sighed in relief. “Thank God.”


My wife looked at me, laughing. “Thank Katherine. She knows exactly what she’s doing. Being inside her brain... it’s like, it all just makes sense.” She tapped Katherine’s temple. “Everything is clearer. I’m so much smarter, so much more... capable...”


I snorted. “With the ego to match, apparently.”


She smirked, hands on her hips. “You’re just jealous that I’m a genius now.”


“You’re using HER brain,” I corrected. “That’s cheating. She’s the genius.”


She stepped closer, running a hand down my chest. “I’m using HER entire body, but I can share.”


Sister Margaret groaned from the couch, her eyes fluttering open slightly, still confused and drowsy.


“I thought you were a lesbian now,” I said with a weak smile as Emma’s fingers started to undo the buttons of my jeans.


“Mmm, I am. I mean, she is.” Emma’s fingers were now on my belt buckle, pushing me toward an armchair. She looked up at me, her eyes, Katherine’s eyes, full of a familiar hunger. “Seems like you’re the exception to the rule, no matter what brain I’m using. And this body is... aching for you.”


“Emma, not in front of—”


“Shhh, she’s barely conscious,” she whispered, sliding to her knees in front of me. “And I won’t let her remember anyway.”


She fished my hardening cock out of my pants, staring at it with a confused fascination. “I’ve never touched a dick before.” She giggled.


I chuckled. “Seems like the theme for this week.”


“Right?” she said, her fingers tracing the length of my shaft. “Not that I mind. I should, but I don’t.” She leaned in closer, her tongue darting out to taste the tip of my cock. “Salty.” She laughed. “Of course it’s salty. I know it is. But I don’t. Fascinating!” She swirled her tongue around the head before taking me into her mouth, her movements at first tentative, then more confident as she drew on her own original memories, not Katherine’s, for how to please me.


I stared at her, at that fiery red hair, those black-rimmed glasses, the determined, focused look in her eyes as she worked my cock. My wife, the scientist, my wife, the lesbian, my wife, dead and alive, on her knees in front of me, sucking me off in the living room while a nun drooled on the couch behind us.


“Damn, you’re leaking a lot,” she said, pulling back to stroke me, a string of pre-cum connecting her lips to my cock. “I didn’t know you had a thing for nerdy girls.”


“I have a thing for my wife,” I grunted.


She looked up at me, smirking again. “Right. Of course,” she said sarcastically, bringing her hands up to her own breasts, squeezing them through her shirt. “These aren’t very impressive compared to Mandy’s, are they?” she asked, then looked down at them with a frown. “But you know what’s nice?”


“What?” I asked, my breath coming short.


“You can have all the tits in the world now, fuck any pussy you want, and you’ll still be fucking me. You’ll still be fucking your wife.” She leaned forward again, wrapping her lips around my cock and taking me deeper this time. Her free hand slipped down to her own jeans, undoing them and sliding inside.


Was this going to be our life now? An endless parade of new bodies, new experiences, each one a violation of someone else’s life, a theft of their autonomy, all in the name of preserving my wife’s impossible existence? I was tempted, despite myself. A new woman every day, a new set of curves to explore, a new personality to interact with, all containing the same soul, the same woman I loved. I felt a wave of nausea, followed by an equally strong wave of desire. Besides, what choice did we have? Let her fade away?


“Come on, fill my mouth,” she moaned around my cock, her hand working frantically between her own legs now. “I want to taste you. I want to feel you shoot down this lesbian’s throat.”


I moaned and laughed, sliding two fingers through the fiery red hair. “Damn, is Katherine’s brain making you this much of a freak?”


“Oh I’m a kinky girl, Calvin,” she said, pulling back to gasp for air. “You have no idea the kind of stuff Katherine is into. Just not dicks, usually.” She went back down on me with renewed enthusiasm, her tongue swirling around the head before she took me deep into her throat, gagging slightly.


I felt my climax approaching, my hips thrusting forward, fucking her mouth with a desperation I hadn’t felt since the first time I’d made love to Emma all those years ago. I could feel her moaning around my cock, her own orgasm building. I came with a groan, my cock pulsing, filling her mouth with my cum. She swallowed it all, her eyes rolling back in her head as she came from her own touch.


When I finally pulled away, she looked up at me, her face flushed, her glasses askew. She licked her lips, then pulled her fingers from her pants, sucking them clean with a wicked grin.


The poor nun on the couch moaned again, her head lolling to the side, staring at us with glazed, unfocused eyes.


“Oh, sorry,” Emma said nonchalantly, noticing her audience. “Forgot you were there.”


I leaned back in the armchair, my heart pounding, my mind reeling from the intensity of it all. “Feeling more like yourself?” I asked, watching as Emma stood up and adjusted her clothes.


“Yep,” she said, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. “Weird how this seems to work. You reach climax and it brings me back. Vaginal or oral, doesn’t seem to matter. I’m pretty sure a handjob would do the trick too. I can’t find a rational explanation for it. This is baffling.”


I stared at her, frowning.


“Relax, it really is me, Cal,” she said, chuckling. “Well as much me as I can be in this brain, evidently. More me, at least. I’m still smarter. That doesn’t seem to be going away no matter how many times you fuck me. I’m as smart as the person I’m in, period.”


I nodded, thoughtful and, I have to admit, a bit turned on by—


“Oh I can see the gears in your head turning,” she said, winking at me. “A hot bimbo brain, a genius brain, a shy brain... What will you want to stick your dick in next?” She looked down at Katherine’s body.


I cleared my throat, trying to get back to more serious matters before my own imagination got carried away. “Emma, we need to come up with a plausible cover story to explain Lisa’s absence. And for Katherine too. Make sure they both remember nothing.”


“Make me forget?!” Emma asked, her voice suddenly sharp, her eyes narrowing. “No way!”


I blinked. “We cant—”


“This is the discovery of a lifetime,” she continued, her voice taking on Katherine’s academic tone again. “We have to study this. Properly. With equipment. I can’t just forget it!”


“She’s gonna freak out!”


“No she won’t,” Emma said, her hand waving dismissively. “She’ll be cool. I know her, remember? I know her brain. I’m her, currently.”


I frowned again.


She sighed. “I’m still me, Jesus, Cal... I’m telling you that this is too big for her to want to forget it. Too big for her not to want to study it.”


I was too tired to argue. We’d asked for Katherine’s help because we weren’t ‘qualified’ to figure this out. Maybe she wasn’t either. This felt more like magic than science. But in any case, she certainly was more qualified than me, or Emma would under normal circumstances, or in most bodies.


“So what now?” I asked, feeling drained.


My wife picked up Katherine’s phone, unlocking it with her thumbprint. “Now I leave myself a message,” she said, her fingers flying across the screen. “Explaining everything, in a way that will make sense to her. I’ll play with her memories too, to make it obvious something weird happened, so she believes me when she watches the video.” She hit record and held the phone up.


“Hey Kat, it’s you. Or rather it’s me. It’s Emma, Calvin’s wife. So obviously this whole possession business is not bullshit. I’m in your body right now, which you won’t remember. I figured out I can play with memories, among other things, so I’ll give you a completely different set of memories from the time was here. But when you watch this, not remembering recording it, you’ll know something weird happened. No doubt you’ll want to learn more about whatever is going on here.” She paused, then added, “Help us, and we’ll let you study us. We need to get the nun back to her convent, so I need a body to switch back into once we’re done.” She lowered the phone, ending the recording with a smirk. “There.”


Sister Margaret was stirring again on the couch, her eyes fluttering open. “What...” she mumbled.


Emma moved to her side. “It’s okay, Margery,” she said, her voice calm.


“Sister Margaret... Lisa.” I sighed.


“Lisa,” Emma corrected herself. “It’s okay, Lisa. You’re safe. Just relax.” She placed a hand on the nun’s forehead, freezing for a moment.


The nun blinked, her eyes still glazed. “Oh dear... I’m...” She tried to sit up, her body still sluggish. “I’m... so tired...”


“Jesus, your wife is really out of it,” Emma commented with a smirk. Wait a minute...


“Katherine?” I asked, raising an eyebrow. I was expecting confusion, the same weird transition we saw with the others, but it was different this time. Instead of her acting like a confused Katherine waking up from a weird dream, she acted like she had been here all along.


“What?” she asked, looking over at me.


“You were just Emma,” I said, gesturing between the two of them.


“No I wasn’t,” she said with a confused frown. “I’ve been here the whole time. You two are nuts. I rest my case.” She stood up, adjusting her glasses. “It was entertaining, but I think it’s time for me to go. You clearly need some time to... process your grief and...” She gestured vaguely toward the nun. “Whatever this is.”


“Wait,” I said, standing up too. “What do you think happened here? What do you remember?”


Emma chuckled from the couch, apparently finding something funny in her own drugged confusion.


“What do you mean, what do I remember?” Katherine asked, her patience clearly wearing thin. “I came here because Mandy gave you my number and told you about the clinic. I admit the magician showing up and the clowns were entertaining, and the hypnotist act was a real hoot, but I have yet to see any evidence your wife came back from the dead.” She frowned. “That trick with the ceiling opening and birds flying out was pretty good, though. How did you...” She looked around, realizing how insane she sounded. “You’re fucking with me, aren’t you?”


Then, I laughed too, Katherine’s eyes narrowing.


“Did you drug me too?” she asked, looking at me, then at the still giggling nun.


“You should check your phone. There’s a video for you,” I said, leaning against the wall and crossing my arms.


She huffed and pulled her phone out, her thumb unlocking it. I watched as her face went from annoyance to confusion. She stared at the screen. “When did I...?”


“You didn’t. My wife did. Watch it.” I insisted.


She tapped the screen, her eyes widening as she watched herself, or rather, Emma in her body, explain the impossible. Her hand flew to her mouth, her breath catching.


“Oh my god,” she whispered, her eyes darting between the phone, the nun, and me. “This isn’t... You didn’t...” She looked at her hands, turning them over as if seeing them for the first time. “This is... This is real?”


“Real...” slurred Emma from the couch, her words barely audible. “Very... real...”


Katherine sat down hard next to her, her legs suddenly weak. “I don’t... How?” She took a deep breath, opened her mouth, then winced. “Ouch! Why does my jaw...” She trailed off, licking her lips, then ran her tongue over her teeth, her eyes wide with dawning horror. “No. No, no, no...”


I felt a sudden surge of guilt for my part in this. “Emma said you’d be okay with it,” I offered weakly.


“Okay with what? What the fuck did she do in my body?!” Katherine demanded, her voice rising in panic.


“Just... a quick blowjob,” I mumbled, unable to meet her eyes.


Katherine stared at me, her face a mask of disbelief. “I’m a lesbian!” she practically shouted, jumping to her feet. “I have never even... I don’t even like men! I never agreed to this!” She looked down at her body with disgust, then at the grinning, half-conscious nun. “I’m calling the police!” She fumbled for her phone again, her hands shaking.


“Wait,” I said, stepping forward. “Please, just... listen.”


“You listen! You and your dead wife sexually assaulted me! I’m going to have you both arrested!”


“Both arrested?” I snorted, gesturing toward the drooling nun. “Me and my dead wife? Does Sister Margaret have to be arrested too? How do you explain this one?”


She stared at the giggling, drugged-up nun, her anger faltering.


“Emma said you’d help. She said it was the discovery of a lifetime.” I added, heart racing.


“And that makes it okay for her to use my body like that?” Katherine shot back, though her voice had lost some of its edge.


“Okay, it was wrong,” I admitted. “But that’s just how it works. I’m sorry! When she’s in someone’s body she’s horny and...”


“That’s no excuse!” Katherine said, though she seemed to be calming down.


“It’s all I got.”


“Fuck!” she yelled, kicking the coffee table. She paced back and forth, her fists clenched, her mind clearly racing. “This is absolutely insane.”


“Will you help us?” I asked, my voice barely a whisper.


She stopped pacing and looked at me, then at the nun, then back at me. “I can’t believe I’m considering this...”
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Chapter 10: Self Science


“A demonstration,” Katherine repeated, leaning forward in her chair. “I want to see this transfer happen. If what you’re claiming is true, I need to observe it firsthand.”


“You want Emma to… transfer into you?” I asked, not quite believing what I was hearing.


Katherine nodded, her scientific curiosity clearly overriding her skepticism. “If this is real, I want to experience it. And if it’s not, then no harm done, right?”


Emma shifted uncomfortably beside me. “Before we do this, you need to understand what you’re consenting to. I’ll have access to your memories, your thoughts. I’ll be… you, in a way.”


“And I’ll be unconscious? Or gone?” Katherine asked, her scientific precision evident even in her skepticism.


“Not gone,” Emma explained. “Just… dormant. When I leave, you won’t remember anything that happened while I was in control.”


Katherine snorted. “How convenient. No witnesses to your ‘possession.’” She made air quotes with her fingers. “But fine, I consent to being ‘possessed’ by your dead wife.” Her sarcasm was thick enough to cut with a knife. “Thanks for asking, by the way. At least you’re not having Calvin’s wife switch with me without my consent.”


The barb hit home, and I winced. “We’re trying to do this right.”


“There’s another problem,” Emma explained to the scientist, her brow furrowing. “Sister Margaret. When I leave her body, she’s going to be very confused. She’ll have no idea how she got here or who you are.”


“She might call the police,” Katherine added with a smirk. “Kidnapping a nun is probably a felony.”


Emma stood up and began pacing, a gesture that looked strange on Sister Margaret’s normally composed body. “I need to take something to keep her calm when she wakes up. Something mild.”


“Oh, sure,” Katherine said, her voice dripping with sarcasm. “Let’s add drugging a nun to the list of crimes. Why not?”


Despite her harsh words, Katherine made no move to stop us or leave. Her scientific curiosity was clearly winning out over her ethical concerns.


“I don’t like this,” I said, following Emma as she headed toward our bathroom. “Drugging her seems wrong.”


“What choice do we have?” Emma countered, opening the medicine cabinet with the familiarity of someone who had done it a thousand times. “If she wakes up in a strange house with strange people, she’ll panic. This will just… take the edge off.”


She reached for a prescription bottle I recognized—mild anti-anxiety medication she’d been prescribed years ago after a particularly stressful period at work. She shook three pills into her palm.


“I used to take these when my nerves got bad,” she explained, though I already knew. “Sometimes to help me sleep. They’re not strong, taken alone. But three of them should make Lisa drowsy enough not to panic.”


Emma swallowed the pills with a handful of water from the sink. A few minutes later, she sat down heavily on the edge of the tub, her eyelids already growing heavy.


We returned to the living room where Katherine was waiting, her expression a mixture of scientific fascination and moral judgment. She didn’t seem particularly concerned to see the nun’s eyes growing glassy, her body swaying slightly as the drugs kicked in.


“So,” she said, standing up and brushing invisible lint from her jeans. “How do we do this? Do I need to touch her, or…?”


Emma nodded slowly. “Physical contact seems to be the trigger. A handshake should be enough.”


Katherine extended her hand, her skepticism evident in the slight smirk on her face. “Well, Sister whatever, it was nice meeting you. I look forward to being possessed by a dead woman.”


Emma took a deep breath and reached out, clasping Katherine’s hand firmly in her own.


For a moment, nothing happened. Emma and Katherine stood frozen, hands clasped, while I held my breath. Then Katherine’s body jerked slightly, her eyes widening in shock.


“Holy shit,” she breathed, her voice still Katherine’s but somehow different—more hesitant, more surprised. “It worked. It actually worked.” She released Emma’s hand and staggered back, staring at her own palms in wonder. “I’m… I’m in her body. I’m Katherine. But I’m Emma.”


Sister Margaret swayed on her feet, her eyes unfocused. The medication was clearly taking effect, making her movements sluggish as she looked around in confusion.


“Where… where am I?” she mumbled, her voice slurred. “What’s happening?”


I moved quickly to guide her to the couch, helping her sit down. “It’s okay,” I said soothingly, though I knew it was anything but okay for her. “You’re safe. Just rest.”


Katherine—or rather, Emma in Katherine’s body—was examining herself with scientific precision, running her hands over her arms, touching her face, adjusting to her new form.


“The neural pathways are so different,” she said, her voice taking on Katherine’s clinical tone but with Emma’s wonder behind it. “Everything is… sharper somehow. More analytical. I can feel how her brain processes information. It’s like thinking in high definition.”


She turned to look at Sister Margaret, who was now slumping against the couch cushions, her eyelids heavy. “And what a contrast! Going from that rigid, faith-structured mind to this…” She tapped her temple. “Katherine’s brain is like a supercomputer compared to hers. No offense to the nun, but it’s like going from a horse-drawn carriage to a Tesla.”


I couldn’t tell how much of this assessment was Emma and how much was Katherine’s own ego coloring Emma’s perceptions. The disdain for religious thinking certainly sounded more like the skeptical scientist than my wife.


“Oh, and I’m really turned on,” Katherine added, grinning as she cupped her breasts through her shirt and biting her lip as her gaze wandered to me. “Which is very unusual, because I’m... she’s supposed to be a lesbian.”


I felt my face grow warm. “Can we maybe not talk about Katherine’s body’s, um, reactions?”


“We need to get me into an MRI,” Emma continued as if I hadn’t spoken, pacing now with Katherine’s energetic stride. “And an EEG. We should monitor brain activity during the transfer. And we’ll need blood samples to check for hormonal changes. Oh! And we should—”


“Whoa, slow down,” I interrupted, placing a hand on her shoulder. It felt strange touching Katherine’s body while knowing Emma was inside. “One step at a time.”


Emma nodded, pushing Katherine’s glasses up her nose in a gesture that was pure scientist. “You’re right. Methodical approach. First things first.” She looked back at Sister Margaret, who was now barely conscious. “The medication is working. Good. That gives us some time.”


She closed her eyes suddenly, her brow furrowing in concentration. “I can see them,” she whispered. “The threads. Just like when I transferred from Veronica to Lisa. Mental pathways, memories, emotions… they’re all connected by these… threads of consciousness.”


“You can see inside her mind?” I asked, not quite understanding.


“Not see, exactly. It’s more like… feeling. Sensing.” Emma’s eyes remained closed, her face a mask of concentration. “There’s one that’s particularly strong. It’s fascinating. Let me just…”


Without warning, Katherine’s body shuddered violently. Her back arched, her mouth falling open in a silent gasp. Her hands gripped the arms of the chair so tightly her knuckles turned white. A deep, guttural moan escaped her throat as her body convulsed in what was unmistakably an intense orgasm.


Sister Margaret, even in her drugged state, looked scandalized. I stood frozen, completely bewildered.


After several seconds, Emma relaxed, Katherine’s body going limp in the chair. A slow, satisfied smile spread across her face.


“Well,” she said, her voice breathless. “That was unexpected.”


“What the hell just happened?” I demanded. “Did you just cum?”


Emma nodded slowly and straightened up, adjusting Katherine’s rumpled clothing with a smirk that looked perfectly at home on the scientist’s face. “I think I found a solution to our problem.”
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Chapter 9: Interrogation


We sat in the living room, Katherine perched on the edge of an armchair like she might need to bolt at any moment. Emma and I took the couch, careful to maintain some distance between us—Sister Margaret’s body language still betrayed discomfort at too much physical contact, especially with an audience.


“So let me get this straight,” Katherine said, her scientific skepticism evident in every syllable. “You’re claiming that your wife’s consciousness somehow transferred from her dead body into a series of living women, and now resides in…” she gestured toward Emma, “a nun?”


“I know how it sounds,” I admitted.


“It sounds like the plot of a bad sci-fi movie,” Katherine replied, adjusting her glasses. “Or actually, it reminds me of ‘The Man from Earth.’ Have you seen it?”


Emma and I exchanged blank looks.


“No? Well it’s about a man who also makes impossible claims to a bunch of scholars. She smirked. “Sister Margaret probably wouldn’t like how it ends. Though I suppose it’s an unpleasant comparison in this case, since it would imply you two are telling the truth, which is ridiculous.”


“We are telling the truth,” Emma said quietly. “I know it defies scientific explanation, but—”


“It defies logic,” Katherine interrupted. “Consciousness isn’t transferable. As I said, it’s a product of specific neural patterns in a specific brain. You can’t just… hop from one brain to another like changing clothes.”


“And yet, that’s exactly what’s happening,” I insisted. “Emma can tell you things only she would know. About our life together, about conversations we had that no one else heard.


Katherine waved this away. “Cold reading techniques. Or maybe you coached her. There are a dozen more plausible explanations than consciousness transfer. It’s not like I would even be able to tell if she’s telling the truth. I don’t know any of you.”


“What about the missing time?” Emma reminded her. “Mandy can’t remember what happened when I was in her body. Clara at the funeral home couldn’t remember the days I spent as her. There’s a pattern.”


This gave Katherine pause. She tapped her fingers against her knee, thinking. “Memory gaps can be caused by trauma, drugs, alcohol—”


“Or by someone else driving your body,” I finished for her.


Katherine sighed. “Fine. Let’s say, for the sake of argument, I entertain this hypothesis. How exactly does this… transfer work? Is it voluntary? Is there a trigger?”


Emma and I exchanged another look, this one more uncomfortable.


“It seems to happen through touch,” Emma explained. “Physical contact with another woman. But staying ‘myself’ within the new body… that’s more complicated.”


I cleared my throat. “We’ve noticed that Emma’s personality becomes more dominant after… intimate contact.”


“Intimate contact,” Katherine repeated flatly.


Emma’s cheeks flushed crimson. “Sexual intercourse,” she clarified, her voice barely above a whisper. “With Calvin. It seems to… strengthen my hold on the host body.”


Katherine’s eyebrows shot up. “So you’re telling me that not only does your wife’s consciousness magically transfer between bodies, but you need to have sex with her to keep her from… what, fading away?”


“Not fading away entirely,” I explained, feeling heat rise to my own face. “She retains her memories regardless. But her personality, her… Emma-ness… it gets weaker without physical contact. She starts acting more like the host.”


“How convenient for you,” Katherine said dryly. “Your wife dies, but you get to keep sleeping with her in a variety of new bodies. Sounds like a male fantasy to me.”


“It’s not like that,” Emma protested, her voice stronger now. “This isn’t something we wanted or planned. We’re just trying to understand it.”


Katherine studied us for a long moment, her scientific curiosity clearly at war with her skepticism. “How long can you maintain your… dominance without this ‘recharging’?”


“We don’t know exactly,” I admitted. “We haven’t been willing to test it for too long.”


“I stayed in Clara’s body for about two days,” Emma added. “Then I switched to Mandy. By the end of the third day, I felt mostly like her until Calvin and I... reconnected.”


“You mean until he fucked you,” Katherine said bluntly.


Emma winced at the crude language, Lisa’s sensibilities clearly offended. “Yes,” she said stiffly. “After that, I was more myself again.”


Katherine turned to me. “So you had sex with Mandy—my friend Mandy—while your wife was, what, possessing her?”


The accusation in her tone made me defensive. “It wasn’t like that. It was Emma, in Mandy’s body. Emma consented. Emma wanted it.”


“But Mandy didn’t consent,” Katherine pointed out, her voice hardening. “Mandy wasn’t even present to consent. You had sex with my friend’s body while she was… what, unconscious? Absent? Do you realize how that sounds?”


“I thought you didn’t believe us,” I countered. “You said it was a bad sci-fi plot. Why worry about consent if you don’t believe it’s real?”


“Because,” Katherine said, “if it is real—and that’s still a big ‘if’—then you’re taking advantage of vulnerable women.”


I stood up, startling both Katherine and Emma. “And what was I supposed to do? Just ignore her, let my wife’s consciousness fade away until there was nothing left of her? Watch her die a second time?” My anger, fueled by fear and grief, boiled over and seemed to take Katherine by surprise, her hand reaching for her pocket and the pepper spray within. “So far her hosts have been completely clueless about what happened during the time she was possessing them. It’s like they blacked out, and they remember nothing. So yeah, I’ll happily fuck my wife, in whatever body she’s in, to keep her from disappearing. That’s not me taking advantage, that’s me being a husband.”


Dr. Winters stared at me, mouth agape, then frowned slightly. “Well,” she muttered after a pause. “I think a demonstration is in order.”
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Chapter 8: Katherine


I sat on the couch, staring at my phone, the cryptic message to Dr. Katherine Winters still displayed on the screen: “From Mandy: You owe me for the clinic. Need your help urgently. Will explain in person.” Short, mysterious, and hopefully effective. We’d decided against explaining anything over text—who would believe it anyway?


Emma paced the living room, her bare feet silent on the hardwood floor. She still wore my t-shirt, though she’d added a pair of Emma’s old sweatpants that hung loose on Lisa’s smaller frame. She kept touching things—the bookshelf, the throw pillows, the framed photos—with a curious expression on her face.


“What’s it like?” I asked, watching her run her fingers over the spines of our books. “Being here, in this house?”


She turned to me, her brow furrowed. “Strange. It’s like… I know this place. I remember buying this couch with you, arguing over the color for hours.” She smiled faintly at the memory. “But at the same time, it feels completely foreign. When I was Mandy, this place felt alien too, but it was still… a normal home, you know? The kind of place a college student might visit.”


She gestured around the room. “But for Lisa—for me—this is so far removed from my life. The convent is sparse, functional. We share most spaces. The idea of owning all this…” She shook her head. “It feels almost sinful. All this space, these possessions, for just two people.”


“So what? Our life is just a distant memory? Someone else’s life? Even though you remember it?” I asked.


She bit her lip, looking troubled. “No, it’s not like... Not entirely. You, Calvin, you’re not someone else to me. I feel the connection. You are my husband, the love of my life.” She sat beside me on the couch, taking my hand in both of hers. “I feel it in my soul.”


My phone buzzed, startling us both. Katherine had replied: “What the hell? Who is this really? Mandy would never bring up the clinic. Need more details before I go anywhere.”


I showed the message to Emma, who shrugged helplessly. “I have no idea what ‘the clinic’ even refers to. It must have been important to Mandy, though.”


I typed back: “It really is from Mandy, in a way. Hard to explain over text. If ‘the clinic’ means something to you, that should be proof enough. It would be easier to show you what’s going on.”


We waited in tense silence until the phone buzzed again. “Fine. What’s the address? But I’m bringing pepper spray and my roommate knows where I’m going. This better not be some weird shit.”


I sent her our address, adding, “It’s definitely weird shit, but not dangerous. Promise.”


“Well, that’s that,” I said, setting the phone down. “Now we wait.”


Emma nodded, then wandered back to the bookshelf. She pulled out a worn copy of “The Great Gatsby”—one of her favorites—and flipped through it with a frown.


“What’s wrong?” I asked.


“I used to love this book,” she said, sounding puzzled. “I remember loving it. But now it seems… I don’t know. Frivolous? All these people with their wealth and their parties and their shallow problems.” She put it back on the shelf with a sigh. “It’s not holding my interest at all.”


I couldn’t help but laugh. “Let me guess—you prefer religious texts now? The Bible? Lives of the Saints?”


She shot me a look that was pure Emma, despite coming from Lisa’s face. “Actually, no. Lisa—I—have quite the collection of thriller novels hidden under my bed at the convent. Murder mysteries, mostly. The gorier the better.” She grinned at my surprised expression. “What? Even nuns need escapism. Sister Agnes thinks I’m reading devotionals, but I’ve got Gillian Flynn and Tana French stuffed between my mattress and box spring.”


“Sister Margaret!” I gasped in mock scandal. “I’m shocked. Absolutely shocked.”


She laughed, a sound that was becoming more familiar on Lisa’s lips. “Everyone has their secrets, Calvin. Even before… this.” She gestured to herself. “Lisa was never quite as perfect as she pretended to be.”


The thought was oddly comforting—that even before Emma had inhabited her body, Sister Margaret had her own small rebellions, her own private self that didn’t align perfectly with her public persona. It made what we were doing seem slightly less like a violation.


“How long do you think it will take Dr. Winters to get here?” Emma asked, settling onto the couch beside me.


I checked the time. “Depends on where she lives. Could be twenty minutes, could be an hour.”


Emma leaned her head against my shoulder, a gesture so familiar it made my chest ache. “I hope she can help us figure this out. I can’t keep jumping from body to body forever.”


I put my arm around her, pulling her close. “We’ll figure it out. Together.”


But as we sat there waiting, I couldn’t help wondering what would happen if we couldn’t solve this puzzle. How many bodies would Emma inhabit? How many lives would be disrupted? And what would happen to my wife if we failed?


After a while, the doorbell rang, and I felt my stomach tighten with anxiety. Emma and I exchanged a glance before I stood to answer it.


“Here we go,” I muttered, taking a deep breath before pulling the door open.


The woman standing on my porch wasn’t what I expected. When Emma had mentioned a “nerdy scientist friend,” I’d pictured someone older, despite her saying she was a friend from high school, maybe with a lab coat and a perpetual scowl. Instead, Katherine Winters looked like she’d walked straight out of some “sexy scientist” Halloween costume—minus the costume.


She was in her early twenties, with short, fiery red hair cut in a tomboyish style that somehow managed to look both practical and stylish. Freckles dusted her nose and cheeks, visible behind black-rimmed glasses that gave her an intellectual air. She wore a simple green t-shirt with some obscure science joke printed on it, fitted enough to show off curves that her lab coat probably hid most days. Her jeans were worn at the knees, and she carried a messenger bag slung across her chest.


“You’re not Mandy,” she said immediately, her eyes narrowing behind her glasses. Her voice was crisp and precise, the kind that commanded attention in lecture halls. “Who are you, and why are you using her name to get me here?”


“I’m Calvin Kent,” I said, stepping back slightly to give her space. “And no, I’m not Mandy. It’s… complicated.”


“I called Mandy,” Katherine said, not budging from the doorway. “My actual friend Mandy. She has no idea who you are or why you’d be contacting me on her behalf. Interestingly, she also can’t account for what she did yesterday, or the two days before. Complete blank.” Her hand slipped into her pocket, presumably gripping the pepper spray she’d mentioned. “So I’ll ask again: who are you, and what do you want?”


“We can explain,” Emma said, appearing beside me. Katherine’s eyes flicked to her, taking in the small blonde in oversized clothes.


“And you are?”


“My name is… Lisa,” Emma said after a slight hesitation. “Sister Margaret, actually, but Lisa is fine.”


Katherine’s eyebrows shot up. “A nun? What the hell is going on here?”


I ran a hand through my hair, struggling to find a starting point that wouldn’t sound completely insane. “Look, this is going to sound crazy, but my wife died last week. In a car accident.”


“I’m sorry for your loss,” Katherine said automatically, though her expression remained suspicious. “But what does that have to do with Mandy or me?”


“Because she’s not dead,” I blurted out. “I mean, her body is, but she’s… she’s here.” I gestured to Emma/Lisa. “She’s in there.”


Katherine took a step back. “Okay, I’m leaving now. You people are clearly—”


“Wait,” Emma said, her voice taking on that gentle but firm tone I’d noticed she used more often in Lisa’s body. “Please. We know how this sounds. But something extraordinary has happened, something beyond scientific explanation—at least, beyond our understanding of science.”


“Which is why we need you,” I added quickly. “You’re supposed to be brilliant. Mandy thought you could help us figure this out.”


“Mandy apparently doesn’t even know you,” Katherine shot back.


“Then how would we know about ‘the clinic?’” I challenged, hoping that would be enough to convince her to at least stay and listen.


Katherine’s expression shifted from suspicion to something more complex—curiosity mingled with concern. “So you’re what? A ghost? What makes you say that?”


“My consciousness transferred,” Emma said simply. “From my dead body to another woman’s, then to Mandy’s, then to my cousin at my funeral, and now to Sister Margaret’s. I retain all my memories as Emma, Calvin’s wife, but I experience the world through the brain and body I’m inhabiting.”


I expected Katherine to turn and run, but instead, she adjusted her glasses, a scientist’s calculation replacing her wariness. “That’s… not possible. Consciousness is a product of brain function. It can’t be transferred like a computer file.”


“And yet, here we are,” I said. “Look, we can prove it. My wife—inside Lisa—knows things only my wife would know. Things about me, about our life together.”


“And Mandy can’t remember the days I was in her body,” Emma added. “Just like the woman at the funeral home can’t remember preparing my body for viewing, because I was in control then.”


Katherine stood silent for a long moment, her fingers drumming against the strap of her messenger bag. Finally, she spoke. “I’m not saying I believe you. But as a neuroscientist, I’m intrigued by the hypothesis. And the fact that Mandy really does have missing time…” She took a deep breath. “Fine. I’ll come in. But I’m keeping my phone on and my pepper spray handy.”


I stepped aside, relief washing over me. “That’s fair. Thank you for giving us a chance.”


As Katherine crossed the threshold, I caught her studying Emma with intense scientific curiosity, like she was a particularly fascinating lab specimen. I couldn’t blame her—if I hadn’t experienced this firsthand, I wouldn’t believe it either.
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Chapter 7: Looking for a Doctor


I woke with a start, my hand automatically reaching for the warm body that should have been beside me. The sheets were cold and empty. My heart rate spiked as I sat bolt upright, suddenly wide awake.


“Lisa? Emma?” I called out, panic rising in my throat. Had the nun’s consciousness reasserted itself overnight? Had she fled in horror at what we’d done? I imagined Sister Margaret waking up naked in a strange man’s bed, the memories of our night together missing but the evidence all too clear. She’d go straight to the church. Or worse, straight to the police.


I scrambled out of bed, pulling on a pair of sweatpants. “Emma!” I shouted, louder this time, rushing toward the bedroom door.


The smell hit me before I reached the kitchen—bacon, coffee, something sweet baking. I skidded to a stop in the doorway, relief washing over me in a dizzying wave.


Lisa stood at the stove, her back to me, wearing one of my t-shirts that hung to mid-thigh on her petite frame. Her blonde hair was pulled back in a loose ponytail, and she was humming softly to herself as she flipped pancakes with practiced ease.


“You’re here,” I breathed.


She turned, spatula in hand, and smiled. It was a reserved smile, nothing like the wicked grin Emma had worn when she was Mandy, but it was genuine.


“Of course I’m here. Where else would I be?” She gestured around the kitchen. “I always help with breakfast at the convent. Sister Agnes says I make the best pancakes.” She blushed slightly. “Well, Lisa does. I do. You know what I mean.”


I moved closer, studying her. In the morning light, she looked even younger than she had yesterday, barely into her twenties. Her face was scrubbed clean, her blue eyes clear and bright. Without the nun’s habit, with just my oversized shirt and her bare legs, she looked like any young woman making breakfast for her lover—except for that air of innocence that clung to her like a subtle perfume.


“How are you feeling today?” I asked cautiously. “About… everything that happened?”


The blush deepened, spreading down her neck. “I’d rather not speak of it,” she said, turning back to the stove. “It was… it was sinful. What we did.” She flipped a pancake with perhaps more force than necessary.


“Emma—”


“It’s fine,” she cut me off, her voice softening. “I’m not… I don’t regret it. I just…” She sighed, setting down the spatula and turning to face me. “This body, this mind—it’s not used to such things. It feels ashamed, even though I know it shouldn’t.”


She stepped closer, rising on her tiptoes to press a soft kiss to my lips. It was chaste, nothing like the passionate kisses we’d shared last night, but I felt her tremble slightly before she pulled away, looking both pleased and scandalized at her own boldness.


“Goodness,” she murmured, touching her lips. “I shouldn’t… The Lord sees all.” But she didn’t look particularly concerned about divine judgment, just slightly flustered.


“Sit,” she instructed, gesturing to the table. “Breakfast is nearly ready.”


I obeyed, watching as she moved around the kitchen with a grace that seemed both familiar and foreign. She wasn’t moving like Emma, who had always been a bit clumsy in the morning. There was a precision to her movements, an economy of motion that spoke of years of disciplined routine.


When she set a plate of perfectly golden pancakes in front of me, along with bacon and fresh coffee, I couldn’t help but smile. “This looks amazing.”


“Thank you,” she said, sitting across from me with her own plate. She bowed her head briefly, murmuring what I assumed was a silent prayer, before picking up her fork.


“I found the note I left here when I was Mandy,” she said after a few bites, reaching for a folded piece of paper on the counter. “It was here in the kitchen but I don’t remember all the details.”


She handed me the paper. On it was scrawled a phone number and a name: Dr. Katherine Winters, Ph.D. Below that were hastily written instructions: “Tell her Mandy says ‘you owe me for the clinic.’ She’ll come.”


“I remember writing it. I remember thinking she’d be perfect—she’s brilliant, studying neuroscience or something similar. But I don’t know what ‘the clinic’ refers to. That must have been in Mandy’s memories, not mine.“I frowned, considering our options. “Even if we get her to come here, how do we experiment? We’d need two bodies for you to switch between, and we can’t exactly kidnap someone.”


“Actually,” Emma said, taking a sip of her coffee, “I called Father O’Brien this morning. I told him—well, Sister Margaret told him—that I had a family emergency and needed to stay away from the convent today. He was very understanding.”


I stared at her in surprise. “You called him? On what?”


She rolled her eyes, looking suddenly much more like my Emma than the demure nun of a moment ago. “On my smartphone, Calvin. For heaven’s sake, what century do you think nuns live in? We’re not completely cut off from technology.” She grabbed a sleek phone from the counter next to her. “We’re encouraged to maintain family connections. We just use them… judiciously.”


“Sorry,” I said, feeling my face heat. “I just assumed…”


“That we communicate via carrier pigeon and smoke signals?” she teased, a hint of Emma’s sarcasm breaking through Sister Margaret’s reserve. “The Lord works in mysterious ways, Calvin, including through iPhones.”


I laughed, relieved to see this flash of my wife’s personality. “So we have you for the day. That’s good. But we still need to figure out how to get Dr. Winters here without sounding like complete lunatics.”


“And if we start switching between two bodies, the other person will notice.” Emma frowned, pushing a pancake around her plate.


Yeah, that was the tricky part. Maybe that doctor could be informed of the situation and be willing to help, but Sister Margaret would definitely go running to the church or the police or both, and that would complicate everything beyond belief. Though, I didn’t think we had much of a choice. At some point we’d have to take a risk if we wanted to learn more about what was happening to Emma’s consciousness.


I studied the phone number again. “I guess there’s only one way to find out...”
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Chapter 6: Sin


I pulled into our driveway and killed the engine, glancing over at Sister Margaret—or Lisa, or Emma, or whoever she was now. The silence between us felt heavier than it had with Mandy. There was a tension in the air I couldn’t quite place.


“Home sweet home,” I said, trying to sound casual despite the absurdity of bringing a nun—my wife’s consciousness trapped inside a nun—into our marital home. “You okay?”


Lisa’s hands were folded neatly in her lap, her posture rigid. She still had that aura of piety about her that seemed at odds with everything I knew about Emma.


“I’m… not sure,” she said softly, her blue eyes darting nervously around the house as we entered. She stood awkwardly in our living room, looking at familiar objects as if they were artifacts in a museum. Her fingers traced the edge of a photo frame—our wedding picture—but she didn’t pick it up.


She turned to me, her expression conflicted. “It feels so strange being here. I remember everything, but it’s like… I’m viewing it through a filter.” She touched her chest. “I—I mean Lisa, Sister Margaret—she’s not used to this. She sleeps at the convent with the other sisters. This place feels…” She struggled for words. “Worldly. That’s how I—she—would describe it.”


Was I going to have to get used to every host making similar comments? Now it felt like Emma was rediscovering the house every time she moved on to someone else. I felt at a loss. Emma was still there, buried beneath layers of Sister Margaret’s personality, but the nun’s influence was undeniable. I needed to break the ice, to bring her back to herself.


I approached her slowly, reaching out to take her in my arms the way I had with Mandy, the way I would have with Emma. “Maybe we just need to—”


“NO!” she screamed, recoiling violently and backing against the wall. Her eyes were wild with fear. “Don’t touch me! This is a sin! You’re married to her, not me! I’ve taken vows before God!” Her voice wasn’t Emma’s anymore—it was higher, panicked. “The Lord sees all! I cannot betray Him!”


I backed away, hands raised. “Whoa, whoa! I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to—”


“Fornicator! Tempter!” she spat, then immediately covered her mouth with her hands, eyes wide with shock at her own outburst.


“Emma,” I said firmly, keeping my distance. “Emma, I need you to focus on my voice. Remember who you are. Remember us.”


Lisa was trembling now, tears streaming down her face. “I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” she whispered. “That wasn’t me—I mean, it was me but... Lisa is… Her faith is like a wall inside my mind.”


I cautiously sat on the couch, patting the spot beside me. “Come sit. No touching. Just talk to me.”


After a moment’s hesitation, she perched on the edge of the cushion, as far from me as possible.


“Tell me what’s happening,” I said gently.


She wiped her tears with shaking hands. “It’s like being torn in two. I want you—God, I want you so badly it hurts.” Her cheeks flushed deep red. “But Lisa is horrified by those feelings. I’ve never… she’s innocent in ways I wasn’t even before we met. The desire I feel terrifies her. It’s like something screaming inside my head that these thoughts are sinful.” She looked up at me, her eyes a battlefield of desire and devotion. “I’ve never felt so conflicted. With Mandy, with Veronica, their personalities influenced me, but Lisa… her faith is the core of who she is. I can’t just push it aside.”


I sat there watching Lisa—Emma—whoever she was now, struggling with herself. My mind raced with conflicting thoughts. What the hell were we supposed to do now? I couldn’t force her into anything she wasn’t comfortable with, but our options were limited. If we tried finding another host, what would happen to Sister Margaret afterward? She’d wake up in a strange man’s house with no memory of how she got there. We’d be looking at kidnapping charges at minimum. Even if we had Emma switch out in the open, away from witnesses, the trauma of suddenly finding herself in a random part of town, miles away from her convent with no explanation would be devastating. I frowned, realizing we had been doing just that to everyone Emma had possessed up to now.


“I don’t know what to do,” I admitted, running a hand through my hair. “We can’t just… let her go like this. She’d be confused, and it would raise too many questions.” I didn’t say the other part out loud—that each time we’d been intimate, Emma had seemed to grow stronger in her host body. The sex with Veronica had brought Emma fully to the surface, but now, in Lisa’s body, all that strength seemed gone. Had the transfer drained her somehow? Or was Sister Margaret’s faith simply too powerful to overcome?


Lisa sat rigidly on the couch, her hands clasped in prayer. “I don’t know either,” she whispered. “These feelings… they’re so confusing. I remember wanting you, but it feels… it feels…” She couldn’t even finish the sentence, her face flushing crimson.


“What if,” I said carefully, “we just start small? A kiss, maybe? Just one little kiss.”


“No!” Lisa’s eyes flashed with panic. “That would be a sin! I can’t—we can’t—”


“It doesn’t have to be on the lips,” I said quickly, trying a different approach. “Just a kiss on the cheek. Friends do that all the time. Even nuns must give friendly kisses, right?”


She hesitated, her internal struggle visible on her face. “I… I suppose that wouldn’t be… entirely inappropriate.”


“Just one,” I promised, not moving any closer, letting her come to me.


After what felt like an eternity, Lisa inched toward me on the couch. Her movements were stiff, uncertain. She leaned forward and quickly pressed her lips to my cheek, then immediately pulled back as if burned.


“There,” I said softly. “That wasn’t so bad, was it?”


She touched her lips with her fingertips, a look of wonder crossing her face. Something had shifted in her eyes—a flicker of my Emma coming through.


“It feels… warm,” she said, sounding surprised. “Like… like sunshine inside.”


I chuckled at her innocence. “Would you like to try again?” I asked, hardly daring to breathe.


Lisa nodded slowly, her eyes never leaving mine. This time, when she leaned in, she lingered a moment longer, her lips soft against my skin. When she pulled back, her breathing had quickened slightly.


“I’ve never…” she started, then corrected herself. “Lisa has never felt this way before. It’s… it’s frightening but also… nice?” She sounded like a child discovering something new and forbidden. “There’s this feeling, down in my… in my private places. It makes me feel all tingly and warm.”


I swallowed hard. “That’s normal. It’s called desire.”


“Desire,” she repeated the word like it was foreign on her tongue. “I was taught that desire is the devil’s playground. But it doesn’t feel evil. It feels… good.”


This time, I was the one who leaned forward, slowly, giving her every chance to pull away. I pressed my lips gently to hers, a chaste kiss that lasted only a second. When I pulled back, her eyes were wide, pupils dilated.


“Oh,” she breathed. “Oh my.”


The next kiss came from her, surprising me with its urgency. Her lips pressed against mine, inexperienced but eager. I felt her hands tentatively touch my shoulders, then slide up to cup my face. When she pulled away, she was panting slightly.


“These feelings,” she whispered, “they’re so strong. I remember them, but it’s like… it’s like I’m feeling them for the first time. My body—Lisa’s body—it’s never known this before. It’s… it’s making me wet.” She looked mortified at her own words. “I’m not supposed to say things like that. I’m not supposed to feel things like that. But I do. I really, really do.”


The next kiss broke something loose in her. Her mouth opened under mine, her tongue shyly meeting my own. She moaned into my mouth, the sound so innocent and erotic at the same time that it sent heat coursing through my veins. Her hands clutched at my shirt, pulling me closer.


“Calvin,” she gasped when we broke apart. “I feel so… so sinful. But I don’t want to stop. Is that wrong? Lisa thinks it’s wrong, but Emma… I… I want more. I want to do the things I remember. The things we used to do together.” Her face was flushed, her blue eyes dark with a mixture of desire and confusion. “Will God punish me for these thoughts? For wanting to… to make love with you?”


I took her trembling hands in mine, looking directly into those conflicted blue eyes.


“Listen to me,” I said firmly. “You’re not Lisa. You’re Emma—my Emma—who happens to be controlling Lisa’s body right now. Nothing you’re doing is Lisa’s sin. She’s not even here, not really. She’s not making these choices.” I squeezed her hands gently. “You’re borrowing her body, that’s all. And you, Emma, have never been religious. You’ve never worried about these things before. So Emma’s guilt is not something that should be weighing on your mind.”


The tension in her shoulders eased slightly. “You’re right. I’m not her. I’m me.” She touched her chest. “But what about my soul, Calvin? Emma’s soul? If I can move between bodies like this… what does that mean? Am I… am I damned already?” The question hung in the air between us, but even as she asked it, her hands were moving to my chest, fingers splaying across my shirt.


“I don’t know,” I answered honestly. “But I know that I love you, and I know that you’re here, against all odds. If there is a God, wouldn’t He want us to cherish this miracle?”


She bit her lower lip, a gesture so unlike a nun and so much like my Emma that it made my heart ache. “I want to touch you,” she whispered, her voice a mixture of shame and desire. “I remember how it feels, but Lisa’s body… it’s never known a man’s touch. It’s like I’m a virgin again, but with all these memories of what to do.”


Her hands moved tentatively to the buttons of my shirt, fumbling slightly as she undid them one by one. When her fingers brushed against my bare chest, she gasped.


“You’re so warm,” she murmured, exploring me with the wonder of someone discovering the ocean for the first time. Her touch was hesitant, then bolder as she traced the contours of my chest and shoulders.


I reached for her, sliding my hand to her waist, feeling the curve of her hip through the simple black dress. She shivered under my touch, her breath catching.


“Can I…” she started, then blushed furiously. “Can I touch you… down there? I remember how, but it feels so forbidden.”


Before I could answer, she froze, her eyes widening with sudden panic.


“Wait,” she said, pulling back slightly. “Will she—will Lisa—remember any of this when I’m gone? Will she wake up knowing what we did?” The horror in her voice was palpable.


I shook my head. “No, that’s not how it seems to work. You know it’s not. Clara didn’t remember anything. Neither did Veronica. When you leave a body, their memories of that time go with you.”


Relief washed over her face, followed by something darker, more primal. “So she’ll never know,” she whispered, and I watched as something shifted in her eyes. The last vestiges of Sister Margaret’s restraint seemed to crumble away.


“Then God forgive me,” she breathed, and lunged forward, crushing her mouth against mine.


The transformation was startling. Her hands were suddenly everywhere—in my hair, under my shirt, fumbling with my belt. She kissed me with a desperate hunger that belied her innocent appearance, her tongue sliding against mine with growing confidence.


“I want to do everything,” she gasped between kisses. “All the things I remember but Lisa’s never done. I want to feel you inside me. I want to taste you. I want—” She broke off, seemingly shocked by her own words, but the desire burning in her eyes didn’t diminish.


She pulled at my shirt, nearly tearing it in her eagerness to get it off. When I was bare-chested before her, she stared in fascination.


“It’s so strange,” she murmured, running her hands over my skin. “I know this body. I’ve touched it a thousand times. But it feels like the first time.” She leaned forward and pressed her lips to my chest, a tentative kiss that quickly turned into something more as she began to explore me with her mouth.


“Show me,” she whispered against my skin. “Show me everything again.”


I watched in awe as Lisa—Emma—began to undress. Her movements were a contradiction: hesitant yet determined, innocent yet knowing. She fumbled with the buttons of her simple black dress, her fingers trembling slightly.


“I’ve never undressed for a man before,” she whispered, though we both knew it wasn’t entirely true. Emma had undressed for me countless times, but Lisa’s body never had. “Help me?”


I stepped forward, my hands replacing hers on the buttons. As the dress opened, I revealed pale, unblemished skin that had likely rarely seen the sun. Her breasts were small but perfectly formed, topped with pink nipples that hardened under my gaze. Without the modest clothing, Sister Margaret’s body was surprisingly lithe—slender but with gentle curves at her hips and waist.


“You’re beautiful,” I breathed, sliding the dress from her shoulders. She stood before me in nothing but simple white cotton panties, her blonde hair falling loose around her shoulders. The contrast between her innocent appearance and the hunger in her eyes was the most erotic thing I’d ever seen.


“I want to see you too,” she said, her voice stronger now. She reached for my belt with newfound confidence, unfastening it and pulling it free with a soft hiss of leather. As she worked on my pants, I couldn’t help but marvel at the situation. Yesterday it was Mandy, today a nun. How many bodies would Emma inhabit? How many different women would I make love to, all of them containing some essence of my wife?


When we were both naked, she pressed her body against mine, gasping at the contact. “Oh God,” she moaned, then immediately covered her mouth. “I shouldn’t say His name like that.”


“It’s okay,” I assured her, guiding her to our bedroom, to our bed. “It’s just us here.”


She lay back on the couch, her legs instinctively closing, that last bit of Lisa’s modesty still present. I knelt between her thighs, gently coaxing them apart. Her pussy was pink and perfect, with just a small tuft of blonde hair above it. It looked untouched, virginal—which, of course, it was.


“I’m going to make you feel good,” I promised, lowering my head between her legs.


At the first touch of my tongue against her clit, she cried out, her back arching off the bed. “Fuck!” she gasped, then immediately, “I’m sorry, I shouldn’t say—oh, oh my God!”


I worked her with my mouth, savoring the sweet taste of her, so different from Mandy, from my Emma’s original body. Each woman had her own unique flavor, and there was something intoxicating about discovering them all.


“Calvin, please,” she begged, her hips bucking against my face. “I need you inside me. I need to feel you stretching me open. Please, please fuck me.”


The filthy words coming from the mouth of a woman who had taken vows of chastity sent a jolt of pleasure straight to my cock. I moved up her body, positioning myself at her entrance.


“This might hurt,” I warned, remembering that Lisa’s body was untouched.


“I don’t care,” she panted, wrapping her legs around my waist. “I want it to hurt. I want to feel everything.”


I pushed forward slowly, feeling the resistance of her hymen. She winced but urged me on, her nails digging into my shoulders. With one firm thrust, I broke through, burying myself to the hilt in her tight, virgin pussy.


“Oh fuck, oh fuck,” she chanted, her eyes wide with pain and pleasure. “It’s so much… you’re so big inside me.”


I held still, letting her adjust, watching the play of emotions across her face. “Are you okay?”


“Yes,” she nodded frantically. “Move. Please move. Fuck me, Calvin. Fuck your wife.”


I began to thrust, slowly at first, then with increasing force as her body opened to me. Her pussy gripped me like a vise, so tight it was almost painful. I couldn’t help comparing. Mandy had been eager but experienced, Veronica wanton and skilled. This was different. The physical innocence of the body combined with Emma’s sexual knowledge created an intoxicating blend.


“Harder,” she demanded, her voice losing all traces of Sister Margaret’s gentleness. “Fuck me harder. I want to feel your cock all the way inside me. I want you to pound my virgin cunt until I can’t walk.”


I complied, driving into her with abandon, the headboard slamming against the wall with each thrust. Her legs wrapped tighter around me, her heels digging into my lower back.


“Yes, yes, yes,” she chanted, her head thrashing from side to side. “Oh God, I’m going to come. I’m going to come on your big cock!”


Her pussy clenched around me as she climaxed, her inner walls pulsating in waves that nearly pushed me over the edge. I gritted my teeth, holding back, wanting to prolong this.


“I want to try everything,” she gasped when she came down from her peak. “All the things I remember but have never done with this body.”


Before I could respond, she was pushing me onto my back, straddling me with newfound confidence. She positioned my cock at her entrance and sank down, taking me deep inside her again.


“Oh fuck,” she moaned, beginning to ride me. Her small breasts bounced with each movement, her blonde hair wild around her face. “I love the way your cock feels inside me. So deep like this.”


I gripped her hips, guiding her movements, watching in awe as this woman who had dedicated her life to God rode me like a woman possessed. And she was possessed, in a way—possessed by my Emma.


“I’m going to come inside you,” I warned as I felt my climax approaching.


“Yes,” she hissed, grinding down harder. “Fill me up. Mark me. Make me yours.”


With a groan, I erupted inside her, pumping her full of my cum. She collapsed on my chest, panting, her inner muscles still milking every last drop from me.


“I can feel you,” she whispered against my neck. “I can feel your cum inside me. It’s so warm.”


We lay there for several minutes, catching our breath. I stroked her hair, marveling at how different it felt from Mandy’s, from Veronica’s, from my Emma’s original hair.


“We need to figure this out,” I said finally. “How long you can stay in a body without… recharging. How the transfers work exactly.”


She nodded against my chest. “I know. But right now, I just want to enjoy this. Being with you again.” She lifted her head, looking into my eyes with a mixture of Emma’s love and Lisa’s wonder. “Can we do it again? There are so many things this body has never experienced.”


I laughed, feeling a stirring of renewed desire despite having just finished. “I’m not sure how long I can keep up if we’re doing this daily with new bodies,” I admitted. “But for you, I’ll certainly try.”


She grinned, a mischievous expression that looked utterly out of place on Sister Margaret’s innocent face. “Good. Because I want to taste you next. I want to feel your cock in my mouth.”


I sighed happily, surrendering to whatever strange new reality this was. Then, the strange reality came crashing back as I realized I had missed a key detail.


“We didn’t use protection, Em,” I said, the weight of this sudden new responsibility settling on me. “We’ve just been going at it like rabbits with no condoms.”


My wife raised an eyebrow, her cute, innocent face contorting into a wry, amused expression that was entirely Emma. “Don’t worry, I’m on birth control.”


I blinked. “You’re on birth control?” I asked, confused. “Sister Margaret is on birth control? A nun?”


Emma giggled. “Not for that, Cal. For my—” she paused, looking down at her new body. “For her period. She gets horrible cramps without it.”


I relaxed a little, though I couldn’t help but feel a sense of unease. It was one more reminder that we were playing with people’s lives here.


My wife, however, seemed completely unfazed, studying my naked body like it was a fascinating piece of art. Her eyes were bright, still full of desire. No more guilt, no more confusion. I laughed.


“What’s so funny?” she asked, propping herself up on one elbow, her blonde hair falling in a curtain around her face.


“Just wondering if you’re feeling more like yourself now that I’ve fucked the holiness out of you,” I said with a smirk. “You’re still acting like you’ve never done any of this before. I thought the sex was supposed to bring Emma to the surface.”


She smiled, a curious blend of Emma’s mischief and Sister Margaret’s innocence. “I am more myself. Look—” She sat up straight, her small breasts bouncing slightly with the movement. “Fuck, shit, goddamn, Jesus Christ on a bicycle!” She immediately covered her mouth, her cheeks flushing crimson. “See? I can say it, but it still feels… wrong. Like I’m wearing shoes on the wrong feet.”


“So you’re not fully Emma?”


She shook her head. “I don’t think I ever am, not completely. I’m Emma in my consciousness, in my memories, in my love for you. But I’m still experiencing everything through Lisa’s brain, her neural pathways, her hormones.” She touched her temple thoughtfully. “It’s like… I’m playing a piano I’ve never touched before. I know the song by heart, but my fingers have to learn where the keys are.”


I reached out to stroke her cheek. “That must be disorienting.”


“It is. But it’s also…” She bit her lip, that same gesture that was becoming familiar on this unfamiliar face. “It’s also incredibly fucking hot. Lisa’s body has never known any of this. Every sensation is new and intense. And there’s something about the forbidden nature of it all…” She leaned closer, her voice dropping to a whisper. “I can feel her in here, you know. Not conscious, but present. Part of her wants this, Calvin. Part of her has always wanted to know what it feels like to be filled, to be taken, to be… fucked.”


Her hand slid down my chest, fingers trailing over my stomach. “She’ll never admit it. She’ll never even know she experienced it. But right now, I can feel how her body responds to you. How wet she gets when I think about tasting your cock.”


My breath caught as her hand wrapped around my semi-hard shaft, coaxing it back to life. “Another round?” I asked, my voice rough.


“Mmm-hmm,” she nodded, sliding down my body. “I want to know what you taste like on this tongue. I want to feel you hit the back of this throat.” She positioned herself between my legs, her blue eyes looking up at me with that intoxicating mixture of innocence and desire. “I want to sin again.”


Without breaking eye contact, she lowered her head and took me into her mouth. The wet heat of her engulfed me, her inexperienced tongue exploring the contours of my cock with tentative licks that quickly grew more confident.


“Jesus,” I groaned, threading my fingers through her hair.


She pulled off just long enough to whisper, “Don’t take the Lord’s name in vain,” before swallowing me down again, deeper this time. The sight of Sister Margaret’s angelic face, her lips stretched around my cock, her eyes watering slightly as she took me deeper than her untrained throat was ready for, was almost enough to make me come right then.


She worked me with growing enthusiasm, her hands joining her mouth, stroking what she couldn’t fit. Occasionally she would pull back, gasping for air, strings of saliva connecting her lips to my cock, before diving back in with renewed determination.


“That’s it,” I encouraged her, guiding her movements with my hand in her hair. “Take it deeper. You’re doing so well.”


She moaned around me, the vibrations sending jolts of pleasure up my spine. When I felt my climax approaching, I tried to warn her, to pull her off, but she clung to me, sucking harder, her eyes locked on mine with fierce determination.


I came with a shout, flooding her mouth. She swallowed valiantly, though some escaped, trickling down her chin. When she finally released me, she licked her lips, looking both shocked and pleased with herself.


“So that’s what you taste like,” she said, wiping her chin with the back of her hand. “Salty. Not what I expected.”


I laughed, pulling her up to lie beside me. “You know damn well what I taste like.”


She grinned, resting her head on my chest. “Lisa didn’t. She never even let herself think about what cum tastes like.” She yawned, her body relaxing against mine. “But I think she liked it. I know I did.”


As she drifted off to sleep in my arms, I stared at the ceiling, wondering what tomorrow would bring. How long would Emma stay in Lisa’s body? Who would she jump to next? And how long could we go on like this, body-hopping through the world, before something went terribly wrong?


But for now, I held her close, this strange amalgamation of my wife and a nun, and allowed myself to enjoy the impossible miracle we’d been given.
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