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Chapter 1

James Carter was a walking contradiction. A nerd with the body of a Greek god, a physics major who could deadlift twice his weight, and a guy who could solve quantum equations in his sleep yet somehow turned into a barely functional idiot the moment an attractive woman spoke to him.

Not that he was completely socially inept--he could hold conversations just fine with guys, professors, and even the occasional old lady at the grocery store who needed help reaching something off the top shelf. But women? Attractive women? Forget about it. His brain short-circuited, his vocabulary shrank to about three words, and he suddenly forgot how to function as a human being.

Dude, just talk to them like they're normal people, his roommate Mike had advised countless times while watching James fumble through interactions.

That's like telling a fish to just breathe air, James had muttered back, still recovering from his most recent verbal catastrophe with the barista who'd simply asked if he wanted room for cream.

The worst part? Women loved him.

Seriously, it was like he had some kind of weird chick magnet attached to him. Maybe it was the fact that his nerdy charm was wrapped in a body that looked like it belonged on the cover of a fitness magazine. Or maybe it was because, despite looking like he could bench press a car, he still somehow radiated that adorable, awkward, 'please-don't-talk-to-me-I-might-die' energy.

His best friend Derek had a theory. It's the contrast, man. You're like this walking oxymoron. Girls see a guy who looks like Thor but acts like Bruce Banner, and their brains can't compute it. Makes them curious.

Great, James had replied, staring into his protein shake like it might contain the secrets of the universe. So I'm basically a science experiment.

Either way, James was the object of attention from many girls on campus, and he had absolutely no idea what to do with it. The number of phone numbers that had been slipped into his textbooks, notebooks, and once—memorably—into the pocket of his gym shorts while he was doing squats, was frankly alarming.

And then there was Cassie Monroe.

Cassie was… well, Cassie was a disaster.

Not in the 'hot mess' kind of way--no, she was physically perfect. Blonde, gorgeous, legs for days, and a body that made guys walk into lampposts. But academically? She was drowning.

Cassie had somehow coasted through high school on sheer charm and last-minute cramming, but college was proving to be an entirely different beast. It wasn't that she was stupid--James knew that. She just… had the attention span of a squirrel on energy drinks.

He'd witnessed it firsthand in the library two weeks ago. She'd started with good intentions—textbook open, highlighters arranged by color, notes neatly organized. Five minutes later, she was designing a fantasy vacation on Pinterest. Ten minutes after that, she was taking a Which Bread Are You? quiz online. (She was sourdough, apparently—crusty exterior but soft inside.)

She'd start studying and then, five minutes later, she was on her phone, scrolling through social media or watching some ridiculous reality show. If procrastination were an Olympic sport, Cassie would have a gold medal and a sponsorship deal.

I can't help it, she'd whined once when he'd called her out. My brain just refuses to focus on anything boring for more than seven minutes. It's scientifically proven.

That's not a real thing, James had replied.

It is in Cassie-land, she'd shot back with a wink that made his palms sweat.

James had known her since high school, though back then, they had barely spoken. She had been one of those girls--popular, effortlessly cool, the kind that existed in a completely different universe from guys like him. The kind who dated quarterback types named Chad or Brayden who wore their letterman jackets indoors and whose idea of intellectual conversation was debating protein powder brands.

But college had a way of throwing people together in unexpected ways, and somehow, through a combination of shared classes and Cassie needing his notes to survive, they had developed… something.

Not quite a friendship. More like an unspoken agreement--James helped her not fail, and in return, Cassie made his life very difficult by constantly invading his personal space and making his brain malfunction.

You're basically her academic life support, Derek had pointed out over pizza one night.

And she's basically my personal hell, James had replied, though there wasn't much conviction behind it.

The truth was, as infuriating as Cassie could be, there was something endearing about her relentless optimism, her devil-may-care attitude, and the way she seemed to genuinely believe that everything would work out in the end, despite all evidence to the contrary.

So when she approached him after class one day, sauntering over with that confident smirk, James knew--knew--that whatever was about to happen was going to be trouble.

Hey, genius, she purred, leaning against his desk in a way that made it very, very difficult for James to maintain eye contact. Her perfume—something floral with a hint of vanilla—wafted toward him, scrambling what little remained of his coherent thought processes. I need a favor.

James blinked, his brain cycling through the standard responses: Um, Uh, and his personal favorite, a strangled noise that wasn't quite a word. He settled on, Uh… what kind of favor?

Nailed it, Carter. Shakespeare would be impressed.

Cassie twirled a strand of blonde hair around her finger, her green eyes sparkling with what James recognized as her I'm about to ask for something outrageous look. A big one.

That could mean so many things. And James, being both a man and a hopeless idiot, immediately imagined at least three scenarios that were definitely not going to happen.

I, uh--okay? he said, mentally kicking himself for sounding so clueless. Why don't you just hand her your wallet and the keys to your apartment while you're at it?

Come with me, she said, grabbing his wrist and tugging him out of his seat. Her fingers were warm against his skin, and the casual touch sent an electric current up his arm.

Right now? But I have a—

Whatever it is, it can wait, she interrupted, already pulling him toward the door.

James barely had time to grab his bag before she was dragging him through the halls, her grip firm and her pace determined. He had no idea where they were going, but considering it was Cassie, it could be anywhere from her dorm to a tattoo parlor to an underground poker game.

Is this the part where you reveal you're actually in a cult and need a sacrifice? he managed to joke, finding his voice somewhere between the science building and the dorms.

Cassie shot him a grin over her shoulder. Please. If I were in a cult, I'd be the leader, not a recruiter. And I'd pick someone less valuable than you for a sacrifice.

I'm flattered, I think.

You should be. I have very high standards for people I kidnap in broad daylight.

They reached her dorm, and James hesitated for a fraction of a second before stepping inside. His palms were sweating, and he wiped them surreptitiously on his jeans.

This was fine. Totally normal. Just a guy following a hot girl into her dorm room. Nothing to overthink here.

Cassie's room was exactly what he'd expected—a colorful chaos of clothes, makeup, textbooks that looked suspiciously unused, and posters of bands he pretended to know to seem cooler than he was. Her roommate's side was empty—library science major, if he remembered correctly, probably actually at the library.

Cassie shut the door behind them and flopped onto her bed, patting the spot next to her. Sit.

James sat--awkwardly, because this was Cassie and he was in her room and his brain was already going into overdrive. He perched on the edge of the bed like it might swallow him whole if he relaxed even slightly.

You look like you're sitting on hot coals, she observed, amusement dancing in her eyes. Relax, I'm not going to bite. She paused, a mischievous smile playing at her lips. Unless you're into that.

James made a sound that might have been a laugh if it hadn't been strangled by his own embarrassment. I'm relaxed. This is me relaxed. He adjusted his position, somehow making it even more awkward.

She turned to him, all business. Okay, so here's the deal--I need you to take my biology exam for me tomorrow.

James stared at her, waiting for the punchline. When it didn't come, he let out a nervous laugh. Uh… Cassie, I would if I could, but I'd need to look like you.

First of all, you'd be a hot girl, she quipped. Secondly, that's not entirely true. You'd just need my ID, which Professor Jenkins never actually checks because he's half-blind and completely apathetic.

That's... still academic fraud, he pointed out. We could both get expelled.

Only if we get caught, she countered with the confidence of someone who had never faced consequences for anything in her life.

James ran a hand through his hair. Look, I can help you study. I can make you flash cards. I can even—

Cassie grinned, cutting him off. Oh come on you think i haven't thought this through, getting you in there is the easy part, making other people think your me thats a little harder.

She pulled out her phone, tapped the screen a few times, then held it out to him. Put your fingerprint here.

James frowned, suddenly suspicious. Why?

Just trust me.

Last time someone said 'just trust me,' I ended up with a tattoo of an equation on my shoulder, he muttered.

Cassie's eyes widened with interest. You have a tattoo? The plot thickens. Show me later. For now— she wiggled the phone enticingly, —fingerprint.

That was probably the worst idea in the history of terrible ideas. Whatever was on that screen couldn't possibly lead to anything good. His rational brain was sending up red flags, warning sirens, and the academic equivalent of nuclear meltdown alarms.

And yet, Cassie was looking at him with those big green eyes, and James was, at the end of the day, a simple man.

This isn't going to sign me up for a pyramid scheme, is it? he asked, even as he extended his thumb toward the screen.

Please, she scoffed. Do I look like someone who'd be in a pyramid scheme? Don't answer that.

He pressed his thumb to the screen, wondering how many poor decisions one physics major could make in a single afternoon.

Cassie pulled the phone back, flicked through some options, a look of intense concentration on her face that he rarely saw outside of her trying to decide between caramel or vanilla lattes. She then pressed enter with a dramatic flourish. Alright. You ready for this?

Ready for what exactly? James asked, suddenly aware that he had absolutely no idea what he'd just agreed to.

For the solution to all our problems, she replied cryptically.

James barely had time to respond before she hit 'accept.'

A sudden wave of heat exploded through his body, and his vision blurred. It felt like someone had poured liquid fire into his veins, like every cell in his body was being unzipped, rearranged, and zipped back up again.

What the— he gasped, but the words sounded strange in his ears, higher, unfamiliar.

And just like that, everything changed.


Chapter 2

James barely had time to process what was happening before a wave of intense heat surged through his entire body. It wasn't painful, but it was powerful--like standing too close to the sun or being wrapped in a blanket fresh out of the dryer.

What the— he tried to say, but the words died in his throat as the sensation intensified.

His skin tingled, a strange buzzing sensation rippling across his arms and legs as if tiny static shocks were dancing along his nerves. He gasped, his breath hitching as a strange weightlessness filled his limbs, like he was floating, like his body wasn't entirely his own anymore.

Cassie, what did you— he managed to choke out, his voice already sounding strange to his own ears.

Cassie just watched, perched on the edge of her bed, eyes wide with a mixture of scientific curiosity and pure, unadulterated glee. Just breathe through it. First time's always the weirdest.

First time? FIRST TIME? James wanted to scream, but then the real changes began.

The first thing he noticed was his height--shrinking.

The dorm room around him seemed to stretch upward as his entire frame condensed. His muscles, once firm and defined, softened beneath his skin. He could actually feel the sinewy strength in his arms and legs being reshaped, his biceps losing their bulk, his broad shoulders narrowing. His powerful chest flattened, the heavy mass of muscle melting away as his torso slimmed down, his waist pulling inward with an almost ticklish sensation.

Oh my god, he whispered, staring down at his transforming body. This is impossible. This can't be happening.

And yet, Cassie drawled, clearly enjoying the show, here we are. Physics boy meets biology experiment.

His bones weren't cracking or breaking--nothing about this hurt--but he could feel them shifting, reshaping, becoming smaller, daintier. His hands prickled as his fingers lengthened and thinned, his palms shrinking until they looked delicate, feminine. He flexed them instinctively, marveling at how graceful they suddenly felt.

Holy shit, he breathed, turning his new hands over. They look just like—

Mine? Cassie supplied with a smirk. Yeah, that's kinda the point.

Then came the weirdest part.

A warmth bloomed in his chest, spreading outward in a slow, pulsing wave. He looked down just in time to see his pecs swell outward, the muscle giving way to soft, supple flesh that pushed against his now-loose-fitting shirt. His nipples tingled, growing more sensitive as his chest filled out, rounding into a perfect, perky pair of breasts.

Jesus! he yelped, hands hovering uncertainly in the air, unsure whether to cover himself or grab onto something for stability.

Not bad, huh? Cassie said with a wink. Trust me, they're even better than they look.

James's breath hitched. He could feel the weight of them, the alien sensation of movement as they shifted slightly with his breathing. His hands twitched at his sides, the temptation to touch them overwhelming, but before he could so much as lift a finger, the transformation continued.

This is insane, he muttered, his voice already higher, smoother. How is this even possible? There's no scientific—

You know what your problem is, genius? Cassie interrupted, leaning back on her elbows. You think too much. Some things you just gotta experience.

His stomach tightened, his abs smoothing into a soft, toned curve as his hips expanded. A strange pulling sensation radiated from his pelvis as his entire lower body adjusted. His thighs thickened, his legs reshaping into sleek, shapely curves, while his butt--

Oh. Oh.

James felt his ass inflate.

There was no other way to describe it. One second, he had a firm, muscular backside, and the next--bam. He had Cassie's ass. Full, round, and bouncy.

He shifted slightly on the bed, and the added cushioning made his entire face heat up.

Are you blushing? Cassie teased, poking his—her?—cheek with a perfectly manicured finger. Wait till you try walking in heels with that thing. It's like carrying around two memory foam pillows.

How are you so casual about this? James demanded, his voice now unmistakably feminine. You literally just turned me into—into—

A smoking hot bombshell? Cassie supplied helpfully. Yeah, you're welcome.

Then came the final, inevitable change.

A deep, twisting sensation bloomed in his lower abdomen, sending shivers up his spine. His core contracted, something deep inside of him shifting, rearranging. His legs pressed together instinctively as a warmth pooled between them, and in a final, almost gentle pulse, the last remnants of his masculinity faded away.

Oh god, he gasped, the sound distinctly feminine now. His hands flew to his throat, feeling the delicate structure where his Adam's apple had once been.

And voilà! Cassie declared with a flourish of her hands. The full package deal.

James gasped, a strange mix of exhilaration and absolute disbelief washing over him.

And then, just like that, it was done.

The heat vanished, leaving only a lingering tingle in his new, unfamiliar body.

James blinked, his vision slightly blurred, and reached up to rub his eyes.

The moment his fingers touched his face, he froze.

His jawline was softer. His nose was smaller, his lips fuller. His entire face was different.

What the actual— he began, then stopped again at the sound of his voice. Not his voice. Hers. Cassie's voice, coming out of his mouth.

He turned to look at Cassie, who was grinning like a madwoman.

Well? she asked, eyes twinkling. How does it feel to be me? Better than quantum physics, I bet.

James's voice caught in his throat. His voice.

No--her voice.

The realization hit him like a truck.

He wasn't James anymore.

He was Cassie.

A perfect, identical, flawless copy.

Mirror, he croaked, desperation edging into his tone. I need a mirror.

Cassie reached over to her nightstand, grabbed a compact, and flipped it open with practiced ease. Your wish is my command, other me.

James took it with trembling fingers—slender, feminine fingers with perfect oval nails painted a soft pink—and held it up to his face.

Cassie's face stared back at him. Those same green eyes, now wide with shock. Those full lips, parted in disbelief. That small, straight nose. Those high cheekbones, lightly dusted with blush. That cascade of blonde hair framing it all.

This is... he trailed off, unable to find words adequate for the situation.

Amazing? Incredible? The scientific breakthrough of the century? Cassie offered. Or were you going to say 'impossible' again? Because clearly— she gestured at his transformed body with a sweep of her hand, —it's very possible.

How? was all he could manage, lowering the mirror to stare at his doppelganger.

Cassie's smile turned mischievous. Let's just say I have connections in the computer science department who've been working on some... extracurricular projects. That app isn't exactly on the App Store.

But this defies everything we know about biology, physics—the very nature of reality! James exclaimed, his scientific mind racing even as it struggled to accept what his senses were telling him.

Details, details, Cassie waved dismissively. The important thing is, now you can take my biology exam for me tomorrow, and no one will be the wiser.

James stared at her, incredulous. You turned me into you so I could cheat on your exam?

It's not cheating, Cassie corrected primly. It's creative problem solving. Besides, aren't you just a little curious about what it's like?

Before James could answer, she leaned forward, her smile turning wicked. Don't you want to know what it feels like to be me for a day?


Chapter 3

James sat there, stunned, his breath coming in short, shallow gasps as the reality of his situation began to sink in. His hands--it still didn't feel right calling them his--gripped the edge of Cassie's bed as he looked down at himself, his mind struggling to process the sheer wrongness of what he was seeing.

This can't be happening, he whispered, flexing his fingers experimentally. They moved with a delicate grace that felt utterly foreign—too nimble, too slender, nails too long. This is scientifically impossible.

Yet here we are, Cassie replied cheerfully. Living proof that sometimes the impossible just needs the right app.

His clothes, which had fit perfectly just moments ago, now hung off his smaller, curvier frame like a bad joke. His hoodie had slipped off one shoulder, the neckline now far too wide for his petite frame, exposing smooth, bare skin where there should have been broad muscle. His jeans were loose around his now much slimmer waist, but disastrously tight around his new, wider hips and thighs.

He tugged at the waistband, feeling how it dug into his newly formed curves. I can barely breathe in these, he complained, shifting uncomfortably.

Welcome to womanhood, Cassie quipped. The struggle between comfort and appearance is eternal. She eyed him critically. Though you could definitely use some proper clothes. Mine, specifically, since you're currently wearing a tent.

He swallowed hard, his throat feeling unfamiliar, lighter, and then that realization hit him as well.

His Adam's apple was gone.

The panic was creeping in fast. He could feel his heart hammering in his chest--his new, unfamiliar chest--and his breathing was becoming erratic.

This… this isn't real, he muttered, his own voice making him flinch. It was higher, softer--Cassie's voice. It resonated differently in his skull, vibrated through his throat in an entirely new way. I sound exactly like you.

That's because you are me, Cassie replied with the patience of someone explaining a simple concept to a child. Well, physically anyway. Though I'd appreciate it if you didn't hyperventilate in my body. The oxygen deprivation could cause wrinkles.

Cassie, meanwhile, was staring at him like she had just won the lottery.

Holy shit, she breathed, tilting her head as she examined him from head to toe. It actually worked. She leaned closer, studying her own face now attached to someone else. This is wild. It's like looking in a mirror, except the mirror talks back and is having an existential crisis.

James turned to her, eyes wide. What the hell do you mean, it worked?! What did you do to me? His new voice rose in pitch as panic set in, hitting a note that made him wince.

Cassie grinned, unperturbed by his distress. Relax, genius, you look amazing! I mean, damn, I knew the app was good, but this is next-level perfect. I could stare at you all day. She circled around him like a shark, admiring her handiwork. My nose really is cute from this angle. And my hair! God, do you know how long it takes to get it looking that good?

Don't, James snapped, crossing his arms over his chest--only to immediately regret it as the movement pressed his new breasts against his arms in a way that felt far too real. The unexpected sensitivity sent a shock through his system, and he uncrossed them so fast he nearly lost his balance.

First rule of having boobs, Cassie said, trying and failing to suppress her laughter. Be aware of them at all times. They have a mind of their own.

That's not—they don't— James sputtered, then gave up, his face burning with embarrassment.

Cassie just laughed. Oh my God, this is hilarious. You should see your face! Well, my face, technically. I've never seen myself blush that hard.

This is not hilarious! James shot back, shifting uncomfortably in his ill-fitting clothes, everything feeling wrong. You--You turned me into you! How the hell am I supposed to--

But before he could finish, Cassie did something that completely derailed his train of thought.

She grabbed the hem of her shirt and pulled it over her head.

James's brain short-circuited.

His eyes went wide, and he immediately turned away, staring at the farthest corner of the room as if it held the secrets of the universe. What the hell are you doing?! he squeaked, his new voice hitting an even higher register.

Oh please, Cassie scoffed. It's nothing you haven't seen before.

I most certainly have not! James protested, still resolutely examining the corner of the ceiling where it met the wall.

I meant in general, not mine specifically, Cassie clarified, amusement coloring her tone. Though technically now you've got a matching set, so—

Don't finish that sentence, James warned, eyes firmly averted.

Cassie, now standing in just her bra and jeans, gave him a look as if he was the crazy one. Uh, duh? I'm transforming into you.

James dared a glance back at her, still firmly not looking at certain areas, and saw her rifling through her drawers like this was just another Tuesday. Her casual confidence in the face of what should be universe-shattering reality warping was almost more jarring than the transformation itself.

What? he managed, his higher-pitched voice cracking slightly.

Cassie rolled her eyes, hands on her hips. Come on, nerd, think about it. We can't exactly have two of me walking around campus, can we? Someone might notice. So, obviously… She gestured at herself with a flourish. I'm gonna be you for the next day.

You can't just— James began, then stopped, unsure what argument to make first. This is insane! You can't just swap our bodies like we're trading Pokémon cards!

Already did half of it, Cassie pointed out, gesturing toward his transformed body. And it's not like I'm keeping it forever. Just long enough for you to ace my biology exam. She winked. And maybe enjoy the perks for a bit.

James opened his mouth, then closed it. Then opened it again. Words failed him. His scientific mind was still struggling to reconcile what was happening with everything he knew about reality, physics, and biology.

Besides, Cassie continued, aren't you even a little curious? I mean, how many people get to experience life from the opposite side? It's like the ultimate research opportunity.

I don't want a research opportunity, James finally managed. I want my body back!

Cassie, meanwhile, was completely unbothered as she grabbed her phone and plopped back down on the bed, scrolling through the same app she had used to completely rewrite James's existence.

Alright, let's see… she murmured, flicking through options. Copy all James Carter's traits, physical appearance, voice, fingerprints--yep, that should do it. She glanced at him with a smirk. Hope you don't mind me borrowing your face for a bit.

Mind? Of course I mind! James exclaimed, his new voice rising again. This is my life you're messing with! My identity! My—

Relax, Cassie interrupted. One day. That's all I'm asking. You do the exam, I'll handle your classes, and then we switch back. Easy peasy.

James did mind. He minded a lot.

This isn't just unethical, it's—it's— he fumbled for words strong enough, —it defies the laws of nature!

So does most of modern medicine, Cassie replied with a shrug. Besides, you look cute when you're flustered.

But before he could protest further, Cassie hit Accept.

Wait! James cried, reaching for the phone, but it was too late.

The same ethereal glow that had enveloped him now surrounded Cassie. Her skin began to shimmer, her form seeming to waver like a mirage in the desert heat.

And James was about to get a front-row seat to his body being stolen right in front of him.


Chapter 4

The moment Cassie hit Accept, James felt an odd sense of déjà vu--except this time, he wasn't the one changing.

Cassie inhaled sharply as the first wave of transformation hit her, her body shuddering as the same warmth that had consumed James moments ago now flowed through her. Unlike James, however, she seemed to enjoy it.

Ohhh, yeah, she purred, stretching her arms above her head as the changes began, her eyes half-lidded with what looked disturbingly like pleasure. Now we're talking.

James, still wrapped in his oversized clothes, swallowed hard. He should look away. He should give her privacy. He should absolutely not be watching this bizarre violation of nature taking place. But his brain was currently locked in a battle between horrified scientific curiosity and the fact that Cassie was literally transforming into him in front of his eyes.

You could at least act like this is weird, he muttered, his new feminine voice still jarring to his ears.

Why? Cassie replied, her voice already dropping an octave. This is the coolest thing that's ever happened to me. Besides, I've always wondered what it would be like to have your shoulders.

Cassie's toned, feminine frame began to shift immediately. Her slim waist expanded outward as her hips snapped inward, her hourglass figure vanishing as her body bulked up with lean muscle. The change was mesmerizing in its fluid precision—like watching a master sculptor reshape clay with invisible hands.

Oh wow, she breathed, looking down at herself. I can feel my center of gravity changing. That's wild.

Her legs lengthened, her thighs growing thicker but more defined, her calves strengthening as her entire lower half reshaped into something far more masculine. She took an experimental step, wobbling slightly before finding her balance.

Whoa, your legs are like tree trunks, she commented, stomping one foot experimentally. I feel like I could kick through a wall.

Please don't test that theory in my body, James replied weakly.

Her ass--once round and perky--flattened into a firm, muscular shape, a perfect replica of James's own. The way she shifted her weight experimentally, rolling her shoulders as she got used to the new sensations, sent a fresh wave of holy shit this is actually happening through James's mind.

This can't be real. This has to be some weird hallucination. Maybe I hit my head during that physics lab explosion last week and I'm in a coma right now.

Then came the torso.

Cassie's delicate stomach rippled as her abs formed, each muscle carving itself into place with perfect precision. She ran her fingers over the ridges with obvious appreciation.

Damn, James, how many crunches do you do a day? These are insane.

Three hundred, he answered automatically, then shook his head. That's not the point! You can't just—

Three hundred? she interrupted, impressed. No wonder. I might have to keep that routine going while I'm borrowing this hot bod.

Her chest tightened, her breasts deflating as her pectoral muscles hardened. She ran a hand over her now-flat chest, chuckling as she flexed slightly.

Freedom! she declared dramatically. Do you have any idea how annoying it is to have those things bouncing around all day? Though I'm going to miss the attention they got.

Damn, James, she mused, her voice still shifting, deepening with each word. You really are built like a goddamn superhero.

James made a strangled noise in response, unsure whether to be flattered or mortified. On one hand, hearing that she found his body attractive was... not unpleasant. On the other hand, she was literally stealing it.

I do not look like a superhero, he muttered, crossing his arms before quickly uncrossing them again when he felt the unfamiliar weight on his chest shift.

False modesty doesn't suit you, Cassie replied, flexing an arm and watching the bicep bulge. Or me, technically, since I'm you now. God, no wonder you wear those tight t-shirts all the time.

Cassie's shoulders widened, her arms thickening as muscle mass packed onto her biceps and forearms. She flexed experimentally, watching with fascination as veins subtly defined themselves along her newfound strength.

This is so cool, she said, making various bodybuilder poses. I could probably carry you around like a football now. Wanna try?

Absolutely not, James replied, his new voice hitting a pitch he didn't know Cassie was capable of.

Then, the final changes began.

Her delicate hands grew broader, fingers thickening into strong, masculine digits as her nails shortened. Her elegant neck tensed as her Adam's apple pushed forward, her jawline sharpening, her cheekbones becoming more angular.

Whoa, she said, touching her face. Your bone structure is insane. No wonder all those girls slip you their numbers.

What girls? James asked automatically, momentarily distracted.

Cassie rolled her eyes. Literally every girl in our Quantum Mechanics class? That redhead from the coffee shop? The brunette from your gym? She shook her head. For a genius, you're really oblivious.

Her hair, once long and platinum blonde, darkened rapidly, strands retracting into a short, tousled mess--the exact same cut James himself had. She ran her fingers through it, marveling at the sensation.

Your hair is so thick, she commented. And it just... stays where you put it? Amazing. Do you know how much product I have to use to get my hair to behave?

And then, the last piece of the puzzle--her voice.

Cassie coughed slightly, rolling her shoulders as her vocal cords shifted. Testing, testing, she muttered, and James nearly jumped out of his skin.

It was his voice.

Deep, smooth, unmistakably him.

Holy shit, she said, eyes widening at the sound. Is this really how you sound? Your voice is so deep. I can feel it like... vibrating in my chest. She cleared her throat again, clearly enjoying the novelty. Hello, I'm James Carter, and I'm a super-genius who doesn't realize how hot he is, she intoned in a mock-serious voice.

I do not sound like that, James protested, his higher, feminine tone still jarring to his ears.

You absolutely do, Cassie replied, her grin so eerily familiar because it was his own. Just with more stuttering when pretty girls talk to you.

Cassie--now James--grinned and ran her hands over her new body, flexing slightly and admiring how her--his--muscles moved.

Then she looked up at James--now Cassie--with a slow, mischievous smirk.

And James realized, far too late, that Cassie had been completely naked during the final moments of the transformation.

Which meant that now, standing before him in his body, was a very naked, very smug Cassie, looking down at him with amusement.

James--now a perfect copy of Cassie--turned scarlet. The heat flooded his face so quickly he thought he might pass out.

Oh my god, he choked out, slapping a hand over his eyes. Why would you—how could you—put some clothes on!

Cassie tilted her head, grinning. Well, well, well, she teased, flexing her arms before placing her hands on her hips. Looks like I really filled out nicely, huh?

She turned slightly, examining herself from different angles. Not too shabby, Carter. You've been holding out on us. Those baggy hoodies hide quite the package deal.

James yanked his oversized hoodie tighter around his stolen body, his face burning. Put some clothes on!

What's the matter? she asked, her voice—his voice—dripping with amusement. It's your body. You've seen it before.

Not from this angle! James squeaked, his eyes firmly fixed on the ceiling. And not with you... driving it!

Cassie laughed, completely unbothered. Oh, come on, princess, she purred, stepping closer. You had a front-row seat to your transformation, it's only fair I get to enjoy mine.

She flexed again, examining his biceps with obvious appreciation. Besides, I need to do a thorough inspection to make sure I got all the details right. Quality control, you know?

James whined, covering his face with his hands, mortified. This is a nightmare. I'm going to wake up any minute now in my own bed, in my own body, and this will all have been some weird stress dream from studying too hard.

Keep telling yourself that, Cassie replied cheerfully, finally reaching for a pile of clothes on her dresser. But in the meantime, I need to figure out how to work these new equipment. Any user tips you want to share?

Cassie! James exclaimed, his voice hitting a pitch that could probably shatter glass.

Cassie--now a perfect copy of him--just chuckled, clearly loving every second of his suffering. She pulled on a pair of boxers and jeans, still grinning like she'd just won the lottery.

Relax, she said, her voice—his voice—infuriatingly calm. I'm just messing with you. Though I have to say, I'm going to have a lot of fun being you for a day.


Chapter 5

James--now Cassie--was still trying to process the absolute insanity of what had just happened when Cassie--now James--casually stretched, rolling her shoulders as if she hadn't just stolen his entire existence.

Alright, princess, she said, flashing him a smirk. Time to hand those clothes over.

James blinked, his new green eyes widening. What?

Those, Cassie gestured at the oversized hoodie and jeans barely clinging to his new, much smaller frame. I need them, duh. Can't exactly walk around naked, can I? She smirked, running a hand down her—his—newly muscled torso. Unless you want me to strut around in your body like this. I bet your roommate would have some questions.

James looked away immediately, face burning. Okay, okay! I get it!

Relax, Cassie laughed, her deep voice—his voice—oddly jarring coming from what looked like his body. It's not like I haven't seen myself naked before. And technically, you've seen yourself naked too. Just... from a different angle.

This is insane, James thought. This is absolutely, completely, fundamentally insane. I'm trapped in a beautiful woman's body, and she's stolen mine, and we're discussing wardrobe swaps like this is some bizarre sleepover.

He hesitated, gripping the fabric of his hoodie tightly. The idea of stripping out of his old clothes, especially in front of Cassie, made his stomach twist. But… it wasn't like she was wrong. He couldn't keep wearing this stuff--it was practically falling off him.

And besides… he was her now.

Fine, he muttered, his new, higher voice still disorienting. But turn around.

Seriously? Cassie rolled her eyes. It's literally my body. I know exactly what's under there.

It's the principle of the thing! James insisted, his voice squeaking slightly at the end.

Fine, fine, Cassie turned around dramatically, sighing. Such a prude. Is that why you never make a move on girls even when they're practically throwing themselves at you?

I don't—they don't— James sputtered.

Sure, sure, Cassie replied dismissively. Tell that to Jessica from your physics lab who 'accidentally' drops her pencil near you at least twice a class.

Taking a steadying breath, he forced himself to stand up on shaky legs. Every movement felt alien--hips swaying slightly in a way that threw off his balance, thighs pressing together in a way that was way too distracting.

How do women walk in these bodies? he wondered, taking a tentative step and nearly tripping. It's like the center of gravity is completely different.

Having trouble? Cassie asked, amusement clear in her tone even with her back turned.

No, James lied, struggling to maintain his balance. This is just... different.

Wait till you try heels, Cassie said with a laugh. Actually, I might make that part of the deal...

Ignoring Cassie's amused commentary, he peeled off the hoodie, shivering slightly as the cool air hit his bare arms. The tank top underneath clung to his--her--new curves, and that was also a problem. It wasn't that he'd never seen women in tank tops before, but experiencing it from this side was... different.

Cassie just grinned, stealing a glance over her shoulder. Keep going.

I thought you were turning around! James protested.

I did! I just... turned back a little. Come on, it's weird not watching.

James shot her a glare but obeyed, feeling way too exposed as he shimmied out of his jeans. They had been squeezing his hips awkwardly, so at least that was a relief. But now he was just standing there in Cassie's--his--underwear, and that was worse.

Cassie whistled. Damn, I really do have a nice body, huh? She turned fully now, arms crossed, her posture mimicking James's usual stance with eerie accuracy. You should be thanking me. Most guys would kill to be in your position right now.

Most guys haven't had their entire existence hijacked by a biology-flunking blonde, James retorted, then blinked in surprise at how naturally the comeback had flowed. Maybe some of Cassie's personality came with the body?

Ouch, Cassie laughed, pressing a hand to her chest in mock offense. She's got bite! I like it. Maybe being me will help you develop a personality beyond 'smart guy who lifts.'

James made a strangled noise and hurried over to Cassie's dresser, yanking open a drawer in search of something, anything to wear. His eyes landed on a neatly folded set of clothes--jeans, a fitted tank top, and…

Lacy underwear.

His stomach flipped.

He had to wear it. There weren't any other options.

Don't be shy, Cassie teased, watching his hesitation. The blue ones are my favorite. They make my butt look fantastic.

Is this really necessary? James asked, holding up the delicate fabric between two fingers like it might bite him.

Well, you could go commando, but I wouldn't recommend it in those jeans. Chafing is real, my friend.

Swallowing hard, he grabbed the underwear and hesitated for a moment before slipping them on. The lace felt… weird. Soft, delicate, but very different from what he was used to. The bra was even more of a struggle--how did women even fasten these things? After fumbling with it for a solid minute, he finally managed to secure it, feeling the snug fit around his new chest.

Here, Cassie said suddenly, stepping forward. You're doing it all wrong. She reached around him, her larger hands easily adjusting the straps. You've got to make sure it sits right, or you'll be uncomfortable all day.

The bizarre intimacy of having his own body help him adjust a bra was not lost on James. This is the weirdest day of my life, he muttered.

So far, Cassie added cheerfully. We're just getting started.

The jeans were tight, hugging his hips and thighs in a way that made him way too aware of his new shape. And the tank top? It barely covered anything, clinging to his body and emphasizing curves he was not used to having.

How do you breathe in these? he asked, trying to pull the fabric away from his skin. It's like being vacuum-sealed.

Beauty is pain, darling, Cassie replied with a wink. Besides, those are my comfy jeans. You should see what I wear to parties.

He turned back to Cassie--who was now fully dressed in his clothes and looking way too smug. The sight of his own body moving with Cassie's mannerisms was deeply unsettling—she had his physical appearance down to the last detail, but the way she stood, the cocky tilt of her head, the playful smirk—it was all pure Cassie.

See? she said, grinning. You look hot.

James scowled, crossing his arms--only to immediately drop them when he felt his own breasts press together.

Cassie snickered. Pro tip: crossing your arms like that pushes everything up and together. Not that I mind the view, but you might want to avoid that in public unless you're trying to get even more attention.

James's hands flew to his sides, unsure what to do with them. This is ridiculous. I can't go around like this. I don't know how to be you!

Just flip your hair a lot and laugh at people's jokes even when they're not funny, Cassie suggested. Oh, and touch people's arms when you talk to them. Works every time.

That's... not helpful.

Hey, I'm giving away trade secrets here, Cassie replied, dropping onto her desk chair and putting her feet up. Being hot and charming is an art form.

Anyway, she continued, walking over and flopping onto the bed. Here's how this is gonna go. Tomorrow morning, you're gonna go take my exam, ace it, and save my ass from completely tanking my grade.

And if I refuse? James asked, more out of principle than any real belief he had options.

Cassie raised an eyebrow, and James was struck by how strange it was to see his own facial expressions from the outside. Then we stay like this indefinitely, she said smoothly. I've always wondered what it would be like to have a 4.0 GPA and biceps that make girls swoon.

James frowned. And then what?

Cassie smirked. Then you come back here, and we swap back.

James let out a breath of relief. Okay, good--

--And, Cassie interrupted, her grin widening, as a reward for being such a good girl…

James froze, the feminine descriptor sending an unexpected shiver down his spine. What did you just call me?

You heard me, Cassie said, her voice dropping lower, her eyes—his eyes—suddenly intense. Look, I know you've had a thing for me since high school.

I have not! James protested automatically, though the heat rising to his cheeks betrayed him.

Please, Cassie rolled her eyes. You turn into a human tomato every time I get within three feet of you. It's adorable, if a bit obvious.

Cassie leaned in, her now-deep voice sending shivers down James's spine. I'll let you do anything you want to me.

James's breath caught in his throat. Anything?

A thousand images flashed through his mind, each more impossible than the last. This had to be a trick. There was no way she meant...

Within reason, Cassie clarified, as if reading his thoughts. I'm not giving you a blank check for weirdness. But... she trailed a finger down her—his—chest, I figure it's only fair. You help me, I help you.

Cassie nodded. Oh, and to top it all off… She winked. I'll be your girlfriend.

James's brain short-circuited.

My... what? he squeaked, the word barely audible.

Girlfriend, Cassie repeated slowly, as if explaining a simple concept to a child. You know, the thing you've wanted since sophomore year of high school when you saw me in that blue dress at homecoming?

How did you—

Your friend Derek talks a lot when he's had a few beers, Cassie said with a shrug. Besides, it's not like you were subtle. You walked into a wall that night.

He just stood there, staring at his own smirking face, his heart pounding. His stomach felt warm, an unfamiliar fluttering sensation twisting in his gut.

He was still processing the fact that he was in Cassie's body, and now this?

You... want to be my girlfriend? he finally managed, voice barely above a whisper. But why?

Why not? Cassie replied. You're smart, you're cute—in a nerdy way—and you clearly worship the ground I walk on. Plus, she added with a wink, now I know exactly what the package deal looks like, and I'm not disappointed.

He swallowed hard, eyes drifting--completely against his will--over his old body lounging on the bed, looking way too relaxed. It was beyond strange to be attracted to what was essentially himself, but with Cassie inside, moving differently, speaking differently... it was like looking at a familiar stranger.

This is manipulation, he said weakly, not entirely convinced of his own argument.

This is a mutually beneficial arrangement, Cassie corrected. You get what you want, I get what I want. That's just good business.

Cassie--now James--just grinned, stretching lazily on the bed like a cat who'd just discovered a lifetime supply of cream. So, what do you say? One little biology exam for the girl of your dreams?

And James--now Cassie--was blushing so hard he thought he might pass out. The heat in his cheeks was almost unbearable, and he could feel his heartbeat in his ears, the rapid thump-thump-thump drowning out any semblance of rational thought.

I... he started, unsure what he was even going to say.

How had he gone from studying quantum physics to being trapped in the body of the hottest girl on campus, being blackmailed into taking her exam, and being offered a relationship in the span of twenty minutes?

And more importantly—why was he actually considering saying yes?


Chapter 6

Cassie--now James--stretched one last time, rolling his shoulders before clapping his hands together. Welp, I better get going, she said with a smirk. Wouldn't want anyone asking questions about why James Carter is hanging around the girls' dorms.

She flexed experimentally, clearly enjoying the new muscle mass. Though I'd have a perfect excuse... 'Just visiting my girlfriend.' She winked. Has a nice ring to it, doesn't it?

James--now Cassie--was still reeling from the conversation, barely able to focus on what she was saying. His mind was still stuck on the whole I'll be your girlfriend comment, and the warmth in his belly was refusing to settle.

This is blackmail, you know, he said weakly, though there wasn't much conviction behind it.

I prefer 'creative negotiation,' Cassie replied, adjusting the collar of her—his—shirt with a casualness that bordered on infuriating. And technically, you're the one getting the better end of the deal. One biology exam for a hot girlfriend? That's just good economics.

Cassie made her way to the door, grabbing his backpack, but then paused as if remembering something. Oh, right. Almost forgot.

She pulled out her phone again, tapping through the same app that had turned him into her in the first place.

James frowned, a fresh wave of anxiety washing over him. What now? Haven't you messed with reality enough for one day?

Don't be so dramatic, Cassie rolled her eyes. You're starting to sound like me already.

James crossed his arms defensively, then immediately uncrossed them when he felt his breasts shift. I'm not being dramatic. You literally rewrote my physical existence without my consent.

Details, details, Cassie waved dismissively. Consider it a crash course in bio-hacking. Very educational.

James frowned. What now?

Cassie didn't answer, her smirk only growing wider as she scrolled through a list of options. Just making sure you don't embarrass me tomorrow. You're gonna need this.

There's more? James squeaked, his new voice hitting a pitch that made him wince.

Relax, Cassie replied, not looking up from her phone. I'm helping you. Trust me, you do not want to go out in my body with zero knowledge of how to handle it. You'd look like a drunk giraffe trying to walk in heels.

James watched as she selected a few things--Makeup Skills and Clothing Choice Skills--and transferred them over to his new body. A strange tingling washed over him as the knowledge slotted into place in his mind. He suddenly knew how to do a perfect winged eyeliner. He could feel what outfits would look best on his new body.

It was bizarre, but also… oddly helpful.

Huh, he murmured, blinking as the information settled into his consciousness. That's... actually useful.

See? Cassie said smugly. I'm a giver. You'll thank me when you don't look like a clown tomorrow.

But then, Cassie hesitated, her eyes flicking to one last option.

James caught a glimpse of it, and his stomach dropped.

L-Libido? he stammered, his voice--her voice--full of suspicion. What are you—

Well, Cassie said, a slow, devilish smile spreading across his borrowed face as she dragged the slider all the way to maximum, I figured you might as well have some fun while you're in my body.

James's eyes widened in horror. Cassie, don't you dare--

Too late! she sang, finger already pressing the button.

Why would you even— James started, panic rising in his chest.

But she had already hit Accept.

A wave of heat rolled through James's new body, but it wasn't like the transformation--it wasn't just warmth; it was need. A deep, insistent pressure coiled low in his belly, something primal awakening inside of him that had never felt this strong before.

Oh, he gasped, the single syllable escaping before he could stop it.

His breath hitched, his thighs pressing together instinctively as a shiver ran up his spine. The sensation was immediate and overwhelming—a warm, liquid pull deep inside, a sudden hyperawareness of his skin, his breathing, the brush of fabric against newly sensitive areas.

What did you— he tried again, but his voice sounded breathless even to his own ears.

Cassie--now James--just laughed, slinging the backpack over his shoulder. Have fun, princess, she teased, winking before slipping out the door.

Wait! James called after her. You can't just leave me like this! How do I—what am I supposed to—

But she was already gone, the door swinging shut behind her with a decisive click.

James stood there, frozen, his entire body pulsing with a slow, simmering heat.

He swallowed.

This… this was bad.

Deep breaths, he muttered to himself, trying to regain control. It's just... biology. Chemical responses. Hormones. He closed his eyes, trying to focus on the scientific aspects rather than the very unscientific sensations currently flooding his system.

But he had an exam to ace tomorrow. He couldn't afford to focus on whatever this was.

Right. Study. Focus.

Taking a deep breath, he forced himself to sit at Cassie's desk, pulling up the study materials she'd been struggling with. The information clicked faster than he expected--his intellect hadn't gone anywhere, and with Cassie's memories still intact, he had enough context to understand what he needed to know.

He tried to lose himself in the rhythm of studying—reading, highlighting, making notes in the margins. It was familiar territory, even if everything else in his life had turned upside down.

Cellular mitosis, he murmured, focusing intensely on the textbook. Just focus on cellular mitosis.

Hours passed, and he managed to get through most of the material without issue.

But the heat never went away.

If anything, it got worse.

A restless, aching sensation built in his core, a low hum of want that refused to be ignored. His skin felt hypersensitive, his body tingling in ways he wasn't used to. Every little movement, every shift in his seat, sent small sparks of pleasure through him that made it increasingly harder to focus.

This is ridiculous, he muttered, shifting uncomfortably for what felt like the hundredth time. How does she function like this?

He tried crossing his legs, uncrossing them, leaning forward, leaning back—nothing helped. If anything, each adjustment just created new friction that made the situation worse.

This was definitely a problem.

James checked the time—9:47 PM. The exam was at 10 AM tomorrow. He needed to sleep, but how was he supposed to rest when his body felt like it was on fire?

His stomach growled, breaking him out of his increasingly dangerous thoughts.

Right. Food. That would help.

Maybe if he ate something, he could distract himself.

Ice cream, he decided out loud, remembering Cassie's apparent preference based on her freezer contents. Really cold ice cream.

Determined to ignore the problem Cassie had saddled him with, James stood up, grabbing a hoodie and pulling it over his new, much smaller frame. He found a pair of leggings and some sneakers in Cassie's closet--his own knowledge guiding him to what would be comfortable--and quickly got dressed.

The simple act of changing clothes turned into an exercise in self-torture. Every brush of fabric against his skin sent little jolts through his system, making the heat inside him flare higher.

This is insane, he muttered, pulling the hoodie down as far as it would go. How am I supposed to function like this?

The moment he stepped outside, the cool night air helped a little, taking the edge off the heat simmering inside him. He took a deep breath, savoring the temporary relief.

Okay, he said to himself, trying to gather his composure. Just a quick trip to the campus store. Get some food. Think very hard about anything other than what his body was craving.

The campus was relatively quiet at this hour—most students either out partying or holed up studying. James kept his head down, hands jammed into the hoodie pockets, trying to walk as normally as possible despite the unfamiliar sway of hips that seemed determined to move on their own.

With that plan in mind, James--now Cassie--headed off into the night, completely unaware that this little change Cassie had made was going to come back to haunt her in ways she never expected.


Chapter 7

James--now Cassie--was burning up.

The cool night air had done little to quell the heat simmering in her belly, and every step she took in these leggings only seemed to remind her of how hyperaware she was of her new body.

This is ridiculous, she muttered under her breath, trying to ignore the way the fabric clung to her curves. How does Cassie function like this all the time?

It was maddening.

Every heartbeat seemed to echo through her, a persistent rhythm that kept her distracted from rational thought. The simple task of walking to the campus store had become an exercise in self-control that she was rapidly failing.

Physics equations, she thought desperately. Quantum mechanics. The Schrödinger equation. Anything!

But her mind kept drifting back to the sensations rippling through her. Cassie's little adjustment had turned her body into a live wire, sensitive to every breeze, every subtle movement.

She just needed to get some food, distract herself, and then head back to the dorm. That was the plan. Stick to the plan.

Ice cream, she reminded herself. Just get ice cream and go back.

But as she stepped into the campus convenience store, the bright fluorescent lights and quiet hum of the refrigerators did little to help her situation. Every movement, every shift of fabric against her skin, sent little sparks of sensation through her.

She swallowed, trying to focus.

Grabbing a basket, she started moving through the aisles, picking out some snacks and a drink, forcing herself to concentrate on something other than the slow, pulsing need in her core.

Ice cream, chips, maybe some chocolate, she muttered, grabbing items almost at random. Focus on the shopping. Just focus.

The basket was getting heavier, but she barely noticed. Her mind was too occupied with fighting the constant waves of distraction washing over her.

And then she turned a corner--

--and walked straight into someone.

Oh! Sorry, I--

She looked up.

Two very tall, very well-built guys stood before her, both of them looking down at her with easy smirks.

Oh no, James thought, her heart rate instantly doubling. Not now. Not like this.

They weren't from this campus--she could tell immediately. Maybe from a neighboring school? Either way, they had that energy about them. Confident. Playful. Dangerous.

One had dark hair and piercing blue eyes, the other sandy blonde with a jawline that could cut glass. Both were wearing fitted t-shirts that left little to the imagination regarding their athletic builds.

Well, hey there, one of them said, his voice deep and smooth. Didn't mean to get in your way, gorgeous.

James felt a shiver roll through her.

Gorgeous? The word hit differently in this body, sending an unexpected flutter through her chest.

Oh no.

This was not part of the plan. Get food. Go back. Study. Sleep. Take exam. Get body back. That was the plan. Interactions with strangers—especially male strangers who looked like they'd stepped off a magazine cover—were definitely not on the agenda.

The second guy chuckled, his eyes raking over her in a way that should have made her uncomfortable--but instead sent a fresh wave of heat pooling in her stomach. We were just wondering if there were any good parties happening around here tonight.

I wouldn't know, James tried to say. That's what she meant to say. That's what she should have said.

James opened her mouth, intending to say something normal, something casual--

But what came out instead was, Mmm, depends on what kind of party you boys are looking for.

Where the hell had that come from?!

What am I doing? she thought, panic rising even as her body seemed to operate on its own programming. It was like Cassie's muscle memory was taking over, responding to the situation with practiced ease while James's consciousness watched in horror.

The guys exchanged amused glances, stepping just a little closer. The scent of cologne—expensive, subtle—drifted toward her, and she found herself inhaling deeper than necessary.

Oh, the first one said, grinning. The fun kind, obviously.

The second guy leaned in slightly, his voice dropping lower. Think you could point us in the right direction? His eyes never left hers, intense and knowing.

James felt her pulse quicken.

Walk away, the rational part of her brain screamed. Say no. Say anything but yes.

Their voices, their presence, the way they were looking at her--it was doing things to her. The heat in her belly was unbearable now, a slow, aching thrum that refused to be ignored.

She should not be flirting back.

She should grab her snacks, pay, and go.

But Cassie's body seemed to have other ideas—ideas that were becoming increasingly difficult to resist with every passing second.

You know, the dark-haired one said, we've got a bottle of something nice in the car if you're interested in starting the party early.

Say no, James thought desperately. Say you're busy. Say you have an exam. Say ANYTHING but yes.

But instead, she found herself tilting her head, lips curling into a sultry little smirk that felt way too natural. Her hand reached up, brushing a strand of blonde hair behind her ear in a gesture that was pure Cassie.

I think… she purred, stepping past them slowly, making sure to let her fingers just barely trail along one of their arms as she moved, …there's enough of us to have a party right now.

What am I DOING? James's mind screamed, even as her body continued its treacherous performance.

The air between them shifted.

The guys straightened slightly, their smirks darkening into something far more interested.

I was hoping you'd say that, the blonde one murmured, his voice dropping even lower.

James didn't wait for a response.

She turned on her heel and headed toward the door, fully aware of the way her hips swayed with every step. It was like watching herself from a distance—aware of every movement but unable to stop it.

This is Cassie's fault, she thought frantically. That libido slider. The body memory. All of it. I'm going to KILL her when I get my body back.

As she stepped outside, she glanced over her shoulder--

--and saw both guys immediately following her.

A thrill shot through her, her body practically buzzing as she led them around the corner, toward the shadowed alley beside the store.

Where are we going, beautiful? one of them called, his voice playful but edged with anticipation.

Somewhere more private, she heard herself reply, the words slipping out as naturally as breathing.

Her heart was racing.

Her body was on fire.

And as she disappeared into the dimly lit space, the two guys right behind her, she had one last coherent thought.

Cassie is so going to regret this.


Chapter 8

As soon as they entered the alley, James felt a surge of confidence and desire that left no room for doubt or hesitation. The brick walls on either side seemed to close in around them, creating an intimate cocoon away from the prying eyes of the main street. Neon light from a nearby sign cast everything in a sultry red glow, illuminating their faces in the shadows. She turned to face them, her eyes locking onto theirs with an intensity she didn't know she possessed.

The taller of the two stepped closer, his hand reaching out to cup her cheek gently. His touch was warm against her skin, sending electricity coursing through her body.

You're sure about this? he asked, his voice a low rumble that sent shivers down James' spine. His eyes, dark and hungry, searched hers for any sign of uncertainty.

James nodded, her breath catching in her throat as she reached up and wrapped her fingers around his wrist. She could feel the steady thrum of his pulse beneath her fingertips, matching the wild rhythm of her own heart. She guided his hand lower, pressing it against the side of her neck where she could feel her pulse racing.

I'm sure, she whispered, her voice barely audible over the pounding of her heart. I've never been more sure of anything in my life.

The second guy chuckled, a rich sound that seemed to vibrate through the air. Bold words from someone who just met us, he said, moving in behind her, his hands sliding down her arms until they rested on her hips.

Maybe I'm just good at knowing what I want, James replied, arching an eyebrow. She felt him lean in close, his breath warm against her ear as he spoke.

Then show us what you've got.

The taller one smirked, his thumb tracing the line of her jaw. You heard the man. Or are you all talk?

James felt a delicious heat pool in her belly at his challenge. Oh, honey, she purred, I'm definitely not just talk.

She took a deep breath, her body tingling with anticipation. The scent of cologne, leather, and raw desire filled her nostrils. She moved deliberately, stepping back and positioning herself between them. Her hands went to the waistband of the taller guy's pants, fingers working quickly to free him from his jeans.

Eager, aren't we? he murmured, watching her with hooded eyes.

You have no idea, James responded, looking up at him through her lashes. I've been thinking about this since I first saw you at the bar.

As she worked on his pants, she felt the other guy's hands move up to cup her breasts through her shirt, thumbs rubbing over her hard nipples. The sensation dragged a soft moan from her lips.

Sensitive, he observed, his voice tinged with approval. I like that.

The taller one threaded his fingers through her hair. What else do you like? he asked, his voice strained with growing desire.

Why don't I show you instead? James suggested, her voice thick with promise.

The cool air brushed against her skin as she finished undressing the taller guy, his cock springing free and already rock-hard. She took a moment to admire him, running a fingertip along his length.

Impressive, she said with a wicked smile. But I wonder if you know how to use it properly.

He laughed, the sound cutting off abruptly as James sank to her knees without hesitation, taking him into her mouth in one smooth motion. The sensation of him filling her throat was incredible, sending waves of pleasure through her body. She moaned around him, the vibration making him groan loudly.

Jesus, he hissed, his fingers tightening in her hair. Where did you learn to do that?

James pulled back, running her tongue along the underside of his shaft. A lady never tells, she teased before taking him deep again.

Behind her, she felt the second guy's hands slip beneath her shirt, lifting it up and off. The cool alley air hit her skin, causing goosebumps to form across her flesh. His fingers traced the curve of her spine, each touch sending shivers through her body.

You're full of surprises, aren't you? he whispered, moving to unfasten her bra with practiced ease.

James hummed her agreement, the sound reverberating around the cock in her mouth. The taller guy bucked his hips involuntarily.

Careful, he warned, though his tone suggested he was anything but displeased. Keep that up and this will be over before it really begins.

As the second guy worked, James continued her ministrations on the cock in front of her, her head bobbing rhythmically as she took him deep into her throat. She felt powerful, in control despite her submissive position. The thought sent a fresh wave of arousal coursing through her.

Your friend seems to be enjoying himself, the second guy commented, his hands moving lower, sliding down her back and over the curve of her ass. Let's see if we can't make this even better for everyone involved.

She felt his fingers hook into the waistband of her leggings and panties, pulling them down slowly. The cool air hit her exposed skin, making her shiver with anticipation.

Beautiful, he murmured, running his hands over her bare ass appreciatively. Absolutely fucking beautiful.

As her pants dropped to her ankles, she wiggled free of them, now completely naked except for her heels. She felt the second guy step closer, his hands grasping her hips firmly as he positioned himself behind her.

Ready for me? he asked, the head of his cock teasing her entrance.

James pulled away from the taller guy just long enough to respond. Stop asking and just fuck me already, she demanded, her voice husky with need.

Without preamble, he slid his cock into her wet pussy from behind, filling her completely with one smooth thrust.

Oh fuck, James gasped, her eyes fluttering closed as pleasure shot through her body.

That's it, the taller guy encouraged, guiding her mouth back to his cock. Now, where were we?

The sensation was overwhelming. James moaned around the cock in her mouth, the vibrations causing him to grip her hair tightly. She felt utterly consumed by pleasure, the dual sensations of being filled both orally and vaginally sending her spiraling into a state of pure ecstasy.

God, you're so tight, the second guy groaned, his fingers digging into her hips. Like you were made for this.

The guys began to move in unison, their thrusts matching each other's rhythm perfectly. James found herself caught between them, a willing participant in this wild, intense encounter. She could feel her orgasm building quickly, the pressure in her core growing with every movement of their bodies against hers.

Look at you, the taller guy said, his voice rough with desire. Taking both of us like a champ. Who would have thought the sexy girl from the Corner Store would turn out to be such a hungry little slut?

His words should have offended her, but instead, they sent a jolt of pleasure through her body. She moaned in response, taking him deeper as if to prove his point.

I think she likes that, the second guy laughed, slapping her ass lightly. Don't you, sweetheart?

James couldn't answer with her mouth full, but her enthusiastic response told them everything they needed to know.

As she continued to suck and swallow around the cock in front of her, she felt the second guy's grip on her hips tighten, his pace quickening as he drove into her harder and faster. The sound of their bodies coming together filled the alley, mingling with the moans and gasps that escaped from James' throat.

Fuck, I'm close, the taller guy warned, his voice strained. Your mouth is so fucking perfect.

The second guy reached around, his fingers finding her clit and rubbing in tight circles. Come for us, he commanded, his breath hot against her neck. I want to feel you come around my cock.

The added stimulation was too much. James felt her inner walls begin to clench, her orgasm building to a crescendo.

The taller guy suddenly grabbed her head, holding her still as he thrust deeper into her mouth. She felt him swell even larger before he let out a low groan, his cock pulsing as he came hard down her throat. James swallowed every drop, savoring the taste of him as she continued to suck gently.

That's it, he praised, his voice hoarse. Take it all.

Behind her, the second guy was relentless, showing no signs of slowing down. His fingers dug into her flesh as he pounded into her, chasing his own release. James felt her orgasm building even higher, the intense pleasure threatening to consume her entirely.

I can feel how close you are, he grunted, his rhythm becoming more erratic. Let go. Come for me now.

With one final, powerful thrust, he buried himself deep inside her and let out a guttural groan. She could feel him pulsing, his cock twitching as he filled her with his hot seed. The sensation sent James over the edge, her own orgasm crashing through her like a wave of pure bliss. Her body trembled, inner muscles clenching rhythmically around him as pleasure radiated outward from her core.

Fuck! she cried out, the word torn from her throat as she rode out the waves of her climax.

As they all came down from their highs, James slowly pulled away from the taller guy's now-softening cock. She looked up at him, a satisfied smile playing on her lips as she licked them clean. The second guy slipped out of her, his hands moving to her hips in a gentle caress before he stepped back.

You are something else, the taller one said, tucking himself back into his pants with a bemused expression.

James stood slowly, feeling slightly unsteady on her heels. Her legs wobbled beneath her, still weak from the intensity of her orgasm. She straightened her clothes, running her fingers through her tousled hair in a halfhearted attempt to tame it.

You might want to fix your makeup, the second guy suggested, handing her the shirt she'd discarded. You look thoroughly fucked.

James laughed, a throaty sound that echoed in the alley. I wonder why, she replied dryly, pulling her shirt over her head.

She looked at the two guys, their faces flushed with satisfaction and desire still lingering in their eyes. There was something almost tender in the way they watched her dress, a respect she hadn't expected after such a raw encounter.

Well, she said with a grin, smoothing down her clothes and flicking her hair back over her shoulder, I hope that was the kind of party you were looking for.

James couldn't believe how insatiable she felt. As the first guy stepped back, his chest still heaving from their intense encounter, she found herself unable to let go of the high she was on. She wanted more—needed more—like a thirst no amount of water could quench.

Leaving so soon? she purred, her eyes tracking him as he adjusted his clothing. The midnight air felt electric against her flushed skin, carrying the mingled scents of sex and the city night.

Without warning, she launched herself upward, her legs wrapping around the waist of the second guy who had just finished with her. Her hands moved quickly between them, rubbing his now semi-hard cock back to life. The sensation of his cock growing in her hand sent a fresh wave of desire through her body.

Whoa, he gasped, his surprise quickly giving way to renewed arousal. His hands instinctively moved to support her thighs, his fingers digging into her soft flesh.

Not done yet, she breathed, looking him directly in the eye as she guided him back into her still-dripping pussy. She lowered herself onto him slowly, moaning at the delicious friction as he filled her again. The heat between them was palpable, their bodies slick with sweat and need.

Christ, he muttered against her neck, his breath hot and ragged. You're something else entirely.

The first guy leaned against the alley wall, watching them with undisguised interest. Save some for the rest of us, he joked, though his eyes betrayed his growing arousal at the spectacle before him.

As she began to ride the second guy, her eyes locked onto the taller guy standing before her. She bit her lip seductively, her mind racing with thoughts of what else she wanted to experience. I want more, she panted, her voice husky with desire. I want you both inside me.

The taller guy's eyebrows shot up in surprise, but his cock twitched at her words, showing that he was just as into the idea as she was. Both of us? he asked, his voice a mixture of disbelief and unmistakable excitement.

Don't tell me you've never done this before, James teased, her hips never stopping their hypnotic rhythm. Big guy like you must have had all sorts of adventures.

He chuckled, running a hand through his disheveled hair. Let's just say you'd be surprised what I haven't done.

James turned to him, her eyes never leaving his face as she spoke. I want you to fuck my ass, she said, her voice barely above a whisper. Unless you're afraid to try new things.

Trust me, darling, he replied, his confidence returning with her challenge, I'm not afraid of anything—especially not something that sounds that good.

The second guy beneath her groaned, his hands tightening on her hips. Jesus, just hearing you talk like that is making me harder.

That's the idea, James winked, rolling her hips in a way that made him curse under his breath.

The taller guy's hand went immediately to his cock, stroking it back to full hardness at her words. He moved closer, positioning himself behind James who still had the second guy's cock buried deep inside her.

You sure about this? he asked, his voice rough with desire but tinged with genuine concern.

More sure than I've been about anything tonight, she replied, her inner thoughts racing with anticipation. This is what living feels like, she thought, taking exactly what I want without apology.

James leaned forward slightly, giving the taller guy better access as she continued to ride the second man's cock with slow, deliberate movements. The second guy gripped her hips tightly, helping to guide her movements as she prepared herself for what was about to come.

Fuck, you feel amazing, the second guy murmured, his eyes half-lidded with pleasure. I could stay like this all night.

Patience, she teased. We're just getting to the good part.

The taller guy's fingers traced a line down James' spine, making her shiver in anticipation. She felt him press the head of his cock against her tight asshole, and she pushed back slightly, inviting him in. The second guy let out a groan as he felt her body shift with the new addition.

Go slow, she instructed, her voice steady despite the hammering of her heart. Then don't go slow at all.

Yes ma'am, the taller guy chuckled, appreciating her boldness.

Slowly, carefully, the taller guy began to push into James' ass. The sensation was intense—a mix of pain and pleasure that sent shockwaves through her entire body. She moaned loudly, her hands gripping the second guy's shoulders for support as she took in every inch of both men.

Holy shit, the second guy gasped, his eyes wide. I can feel you... feel him... through you.

The wonders of anatomy, James managed to quip, despite the overwhelming sensations threatening to rob her of coherent thought.

When they were fully connected, James let out a shuddering breath. The feeling of being completely filled by two cocks was overwhelming—a level of pleasure she had never experienced before. She began to move again, setting a slow rhythm that allowed all three of them to adjust to the incredible sensations.

This is... the taller guy started, his voice trailing off as words failed him.

Fuck yes, it is, James agreed, understanding perfectly what he couldn't articulate.

The second guy's hands roamed over her body, squeezing her breasts and pinching her nipples as she rode him. You're incredible, he whispered, his eyes locked on her face, watching every flicker of pleasure cross her features.

Less talking, she commanded playfully, more fucking.

The taller guy behind her gripped her hips firmly, guiding his thrusts in sync with hers. Bossy little thing, aren't you? he teased, punctuating his words with a particularly deep thrust that made her gasp.

Only when I know exactly what I want, she retorted, her voice breaking slightly as pleasure surged through her.

They moved together seamlessly, their bodies creating a symphony of moans and gasps that echoed through the alley. The brick wall beside them provided occasional support as their movements became more frenzied, more desperate.

God, the way you feel, the second guy groaned, his fingers digging into her thighs hard enough to leave marks. So tight, so hot.

James felt herself climbing toward another orgasm, the pressure building rapidly as both cocks filled her completely. The dual sensations were too much—too intense—and she knew she was going to come again soon.

I'm close, she warned them, her voice barely recognizable through her panting breaths. This is what it feels like to be alive, her mind screamed, to take pleasure without shame, to be completely in the moment.

As if reading her mind, the taller guy leaned forward and whispered in her ear, Come for us, Cassie. Let us feel you come.

The sound of that name—her friend's name—momentarily flashed through her consciousness before being swept away by the tsunami of sensation. His hot breath against her ear, the commanding tone of his voice, the fullness of both men inside her—it was all too much.

His words sent her spiraling over the edge. James threw her head back and screamed out her release, her body convulsing as waves of pleasure washed over her. The second man underneath her groaned loudly, his own orgasm crashing through him at the same time. He thrust up into her hard, filling her with another load of hot cum.

Fuck, fuck, fuck, he chanted, his body jerking beneath her.

Behind her, the taller guy grunted, his grip on her hips tightening as he pushed deep into her ass and came with a force that made James' legs tremble. God damn, he growled, his voice primal and raw.

They all rode out their orgasms together, bodies shaking and breaths ragged until they finally stilled.

Well, the second guy said after a moment, his chest still heaving, that's certainly one way to spend a Tuesday night.

James laughed, the sound bright and genuine in the aftermath of such intensity. Is it Tuesday? I've lost track.

She slowly pulled herself off both men, her body feeling thoroughly used in the best possible way. As she stepped back, she looked at them with a satisfied smile. Now that was a party, she said breathlessly, adjusting her clothes as she spoke.

Party of the year, if you ask me, the taller guy quipped, zipping up his pants with a bemused expression. Don't suppose we could get your number?

And ruin the mystery? James replied, arching an eyebrow. Where's the fun in that?

The guys exchanged glances, grinning at each other before turning their attention back to James. That was...something else, the second guy managed to say, his voice still rough with desire.

Something else indeed, James agreed, running her fingers through her tousled hair. Thanks for the memories, boys.

Anytime, the taller guy replied, his eyes still dark with lingering desire. And I do mean anytime.

James just smiled, feeling a sense of satisfaction wash over her. She had taken what she wanted, experienced something wild and intense—and now she felt ready to head back to reality. As she walked away from the alley, leaving the two guys behind, she knew one thing for sure: Cassie was going to have one hell of a story to tell.


Chapter 9

James--now Cassie--stepped out of the alleyway a while later, her legs feeling a little weak, her body pleasantly sore in ways she'd never experienced before.

And damn, did she feel good.

Holy... she whispered, leaning against the brick wall for a moment to catch her breath. The night air cooled her flushed skin, a delicious contrast to the heat that had consumed her just minutes ago.

She ran a hand through her now slightly messy blonde hair, a slow, satisfied smirk playing on her lips as she adjusted her hoodie and leggings. The cool night air brushed against her skin, but instead of the unbearable need that had plagued her earlier, there was only a deep sense of satisfaction.

So that's what it's like, she murmured to herself, still trying to process the intensity of what she'd just experienced. Everything had been different—the sensations, the build-up, the release. Nothing like what she'd known in her original body.

Cassie--real Cassie--had definitely set her up for this. That damn libido slider had been a trap from the start. But if she thought James was going to regret it?

She was dead wrong.

Well played, Cassie, she muttered with a grudging smile. But this round goes to me.

James had never experienced anything like that before. The teasing, the flirtation, the way those guys had looked at her like she was the most irresistible thing they'd ever seen. And the way her body had responded…

Definitely wasn't in any physics textbook I've read, she chuckled to herself.

She bit her lip, a small shiver running down her spine at the memory.

Yeah. That had been something else.

The blonde one had whispered things in her ear that made her blush even now, thinking about it. And the dark-haired one with those hands... James had never considered himself particularly susceptible to flattery before, but in this body, with those eyes on her? The effect had been electric.

She took a deep breath, steadying herself as she started walking back toward the dorms. Sleep. That's what she needed now. Food wasn't even a concern anymore--she was way too satisfied to care.

So much for ice cream, she mused, a lazy smile tugging at her lips.

A couple of students passed by, giving her curious glances—her disheveled appearance probably raising a few eyebrows—but she couldn't find it in herself to care. Let them look. Let them wonder.

As she strolled through the quiet campus, her mind drifted back to what had just happened.

The way they'd pressed her against the wall, gentle but firm. The way she'd guided their hands, surprised by her own boldness. The whispered compliments, the shared laughter when they'd nearly been caught by someone walking past the alley entrance.

She'd always thought being a guy had its perks--strength, speed, not having to deal with certain inconveniences. But this?

This was a whole different kind of advantage.

The power of the female form, she whispered to herself, looking down at her borrowed body with newfound appreciation. No wonder Cassie walks around like she owns the place.

She had barely needed to do anything, and those guys had been all over her. The power of it, the thrill--it was intoxicating.

She remembered the text message exchange before they'd parted ways. Two new numbers in Cassie's phone, both eager for a repeat performance. Not that James would ever act on it again. Probably. Maybe.

Call us if you ever want to party again, beautiful, the dark-haired one had said, his fingers lingering on her arm.

Definitely, she'd replied, the lie slipping easily from her lips. Or was it a lie? She wasn't even sure anymore.

Maybe being a woman wasn't so bad after all.

She chuckled to herself, shaking her head. Cassie was never going to let her live this down if she found out.

What happens in Cassie's body stays in Cassie's body, she decided firmly.

Not that James planned on telling her.

With that thought, she finally reached the dorm, slipping inside quietly and making her way back to Cassie's room. The hallway was mercifully empty—she wasn't in the mood to explain her disheveled state to any curious roommates or floor mates.

She unlocked the door with the key she'd found in Cassie's purse and stepped inside, immediately enveloped by the familiar scent of Cassie's perfume and scented candles.

She peeled off her hoodie, kicked off her shoes, and collapsed onto the bed, her body still humming from the experience.

Biology exam, she mumbled, her eyelids already growing heavy. Right. Tomorrow.

The textbook lay open on the desk where she'd left it, but studying was the furthest thing from her mind right now. Her body felt languid, relaxed in a way she'd never experienced before—like every muscle had been thoroughly unwound.

Tomorrow, she had an exam to ace.

And then I get my body back, she whispered into the darkness. Though the prospect didn't seem quite as urgent as it had a few hours ago.

But for now?

She just let herself sink into the pillows, a lazy, satisfied smile on her lips as she drifted off to sleep.


Chapter 10

James--now Cassie--woke up feeling amazing.

Sunlight streamed through the blinds, casting golden stripes across the pink bedspread. She blinked lazily, stretching like a cat, reveling in the way her new body responded to each movement.

The lingering soreness in her body was a delicious kind of ache, a reminder of the fun she'd had last night. But today was a new day, and she had an exam to ace.

Biology, she murmured, her voice still unfamiliar in its lilting softness. How ironic.

She stretched with a satisfied sigh, rolling onto her side and taking a deep breath. Everything felt… natural now. The way her body moved, the way her mind processed things--it was all effortless.

Who knew? she mused, running her hands appreciatively over her curves. Twenty-four hours in a woman's body and I've already had more fun than three years at university.

And speaking of effortless…

She glanced at the clock—8:17 AM. Plenty of time to prepare for the 10 AM exam. But first, she needed to look the part.

If I'm going to be Cassie, I might as well be the best damn Cassie I can be, she decided, swinging her legs over the side of the bed.

She sauntered over to the wardrobe, and without hesitation, picked out the perfect outfit. The knowledge Cassie had transferred to her mind clicked into place, guiding her hands unerringly to the right combinations.

If she was going to be Cassie for the day, she might as well enjoy it.

Let's see, she murmured, fingers dancing across hangers. What would make heads turn and professors uncomfortable?

A cropped, off-the-shoulder white top that hugged her curves snugly, showing just a teasing hint of cleavage. A tiny little pink pleated skirt that barely reached mid-thigh, swishing with every movement.

Perfect, she nodded, laying them on the bed. Just enough to distract any guy trying to concentrate on cellular mitosis.

And underneath?

She opened Cassie's drawer of intimates, eyes widening at the extensive collection. Damn, Cassie. You could open a boutique with this stuff.

A matching set of delicate lace lingerie--soft pink with just enough sheerness to be dangerously flirty.

She bit her lip as she slipped them on, the fabric gliding over her soft skin, sending a small thrill through her. The bra fit perfectly, cupping and lifting in ways that made her silhouette even more impressive.

No wonder guys trip over themselves around her, she muttered, adjusting the straps. Half the battle is already won before she even opens her mouth.

Then came the shoes--strappy white heels that gave her legs an extra oomph, making them look even longer and toned. She stood up, adjusting effortlessly, her body already knowing how to move in them with natural grace.

How do women walk in these torture devices? she wondered, taking a few experimental steps. But to her surprise, Cassie's body knew exactly what to do—hips swaying naturally, weight shifting with each step in a practiced dance.

She practiced a few more steps, marveling at how instinctive it felt. It's like riding a bicycle... if the bicycle was strapped to stilts and required you to have perfect balance and an ass that could stop traffic.

Next stop: makeup.

She eyed the impressive array of products spread across Cassie's vanity. Before yesterday, she would have been utterly lost—but now, with Cassie's transferred knowledge, she knew exactly what to do.

She sat at the vanity, expertly applying a light foundation, sculpting her cheekbones with just a touch of bronzer, and adding a subtle pink blush for that just-kissed glow. Her eyes? A soft, sultry shimmer with a sharp winged liner that made them pop. And her lips? Glossy and oh-so-kissable.

Chemistry has nothing on this, she murmured, impressed with her own handiwork. This is the real science—transforming yourself with pigments and powders.

She gave herself one final look in the mirror, twirling a strand of golden hair around her finger. She practiced a few expressions—a small pout, a flirtatious smile, the innocent wide-eyed look that she knew could get her out of almost any trouble.

Damn, she looked hot.

The kind of girl who made heads turn the moment she walked into a room. The kind who could ask for extra credit with a bat of her eyelashes and probably get it.

If Cassie thinks I'm going to be embarrassed about being in her body, she said to her reflection, she's got another thing coming.

She smirked, grabbing her bag and slinging it over her shoulder. The textbook and notes were neatly packed inside—she hadn't forgotten the actual purpose of today's mission. Ace the exam, get her body back, and maybe rub it in Cassie's face that her little prank had backfired spectacularly.

With a confident sway in her hips, she strutted out the door, heels clicking against the pavement. Each step brought a small thrill—the swish of the skirt against her thighs, the warmth of the sun on her bare shoulders, the appreciative glances already coming her way from early morning students.

Look out, biology department, she murmured, a wicked smile playing on her glossy lips. Cassie 2.0 is coming for you.

Time to ace this exam--and maybe, just maybe, have a little more fun along the way.


Chapter 11

Cassie stepped out of the dorm, her hips naturally swaying as she walked, every movement effortless and purposeful. The heels clicked against the pavement, a rhythmic sound that seemed to announce her presence before she even entered a room.

Well, this is certainly different from sneakers, she murmured to herself, enjoying the extra height and confidence the heels provided. Each step felt like a declaration: Look at me. Notice me.

And, oh, did people notice.

The moment she hit the campus pathways, heads turned. Guys nudged their friends, eyes widening as they took her in. Some tried to be subtle about it--stealing glances when they thought she wasn't looking--but others?

Others outright stared.

Is this what Cassie deals with every day? she wondered, feeling the weight of dozens of eyes tracking her movement across campus. The sensation was entirely new—in her original body, she might get an occasional glance for her height or build, but nothing like this laser-focused attention.

A group of girls nearby whispered among themselves, one of them frowning with unmistakable envy. Who does she think she is? one muttered, just loud enough to be heard.

Cassie—James—just smiled sweetly and continued walking. That was another difference—the competitive female attention. Fascinating.

Cassie--James--should've been worried. Somewhere, deep in the back of her mind, the rational part of her--the old James--was screaming that this was dangerous, that she shouldn't be enjoying this so much.

This is temporary, that voice reminded her. Tomorrow you'll be back in your own body, and this will all be over.

But the rest of her?

She was thriving in it.

She loved the attention.

If Cassie wanted to punish me, she thought with a private smile, she really miscalculated.

A playful smirk curled at her lips as she made eye contact with a passing group of guys near the quad. One of them, a tall, athletic-looking guy, nearly dropped his coffee as she winked at him. He was wearing a campus baseball jersey, his jaw practically on the ground as she approached.

Careful, babe, she purred as she passed. Wouldn't want to spill that all over yourself.

He blinked, completely dumbfounded, before scrambling to respond. Uh--yeah! I mean--uh, thanks?

His friends erupted in barely-suppressed laughter behind him, one of them muttering Smooth, real smooth as the guy turned an impressive shade of red.

She giggled, tossing her hair over her shoulder as she continued walking. The gesture felt natural now, like she'd been doing it her whole life.

I could get used to this, she mused, adjusting her bag on her shoulder. No wonder Cassie always has that smug look—she's walking around with cheat codes to human interaction.

A few steps later, another guy--dark-haired, lean, definitely the edgy loner type--was leaning against a lamppost, eyes following her like a hawk. Unlike the others, he didn't seem flustered or surprised—just appreciative, his gaze confident and direct.

She slowed down just a little, biting her lip as she passed. Like what you see?

He didn't even blink. Very much so. His voice was low, with a hint of an accent she couldn't quite place.

And what exactly do you like best? she challenged, stopping fully now, one hip cocked to the side.

His eyes performed a deliberate scan from her heels to her face. Your confidence, he replied with a small smile. Though the packaging is quite nice too.

A thrill shot through her. Now this was interesting—someone who could actually keep up.

Smart answer, she replied, then leaned in slightly. But I'm late for an exam, so you'll have to admire from afar today.

I'll manage somehow, he replied dryly. Good luck on your test.

She gave him one last glance over her shoulder as she walked away. I don't need luck.

This was too easy.

Between the adrenaline of commanding so much attention and the lingering satisfaction from the night before, Cassie felt invincible. The exam? A mere formality at this point.

Focus, she reminded herself. The deal was to ace the exam, not collect phone numbers.

She reached the lecture hall, still feeling buzzed from all the attention. As she stepped inside, the energy shifted--she could feel eyes trailing after her, the subtle whispers of guys nudging each other as she walked down the aisle toward her assigned seat.

Is that Cassie? she heard someone whisper. Damn, she really stepped it up today.

Think I have a chance? another voice asked.

In your dreams, bro.

She made sure to add a little extra sway to her hips, just because she could. The knowledge that she had this power—this ability to command attention with the simplest movements—was intoxicating.

The lecture hall was filling up quickly, students shuffling in with varying degrees of panic on their faces. Biology exams were notorious for their difficulty, and Professor Harrison was known for his brutal grading.

Poor souls, she thought with a smirk. They have no idea they're about to be outclassed by someone who studied for approximately three hours.

Finally, she reached her seat, gracefully lowering herself into it before crossing her legs, making sure the movement was slow and deliberate. The hem of her skirt rode up just slightly—nothing scandalous, but enough to draw the eye.

A few guys nearby definitely noticed. One of them, seated across the aisle, wasn't even trying to hide his interest.

Need a pencil? he asked, leaning over with an eager smile.

She produced her own from her bag. I come prepared, she replied with a wink. But thanks for offering.

She smirked to herself, pulling out her pen and adjusting her papers. The test booklets were being passed down the rows now, the rustling of papers punctuated by nervous sighs and the occasional muttered prayer.

Time to ace this exam.

She glanced over the first page as it landed on her desk. Cellular mitosis, protein synthesis, DNA replication—all the topics she'd crammed last night. With her own knowledge base and Cassie's contextual memories, this would be a breeze.

But damn… being a woman?

It was starting to feel really fun.

As Professor Harrison called for them to begin, she couldn't help but wonder if Cassie was having anywhere near as much fun in her body. Somehow, she doubted it.


Chapter 12

Cassie--or rather, James in Cassie's body--stepped out of the exam hall, stretching her arms above her head with a satisfied sigh. The test had been a breeze, but that wasn't what was on her mind.

Two hours and fifteen minutes, she murmured, checking her watch. Probably the fastest A I've ever earned.

A group of students lingered outside, comparing answers and looking increasingly distressed as they realized how many questions they'd gotten wrong.

Mitosis is a five-stage process, one of them groaned. I only wrote four!

Telophase, anaphase, metaphase, prophase, another counted on his fingers. What am I missing?

Cassie smirked as she walked past. Prometaphase, she called over her shoulder, not even breaking stride.

No, what was on her mind was everything that had happened in the last 24 hours.

The transformation. The sensations. The way people reacted to her--the way men reacted to her.

And, most importantly, how much she had enjoyed it.

Who knew? she thought, tossing her hair back and relishing the way it caught the sunlight. Being a woman is actually... fun.

She had expected to feel awkward, uncomfortable, maybe even desperate to switch back. But instead, she was thriving in this body. The attention, the power, the way everything just felt--it was intoxicating.

A guy from her quantum mechanics class—Mike or Mark or something—spotted her and his eyes widened appreciatively.

Cassie! Hey! he called, jogging over. You look... wow. Different today.

She gave him a slow once-over, enjoying how he straightened up under her gaze. Good different or bad different?

Good, he said immediately, then swallowed. Really good. I almost didn't recognize you.

I decided to switch things up, she replied with a lazy smile. Life's too short to be predictable, don't you think?

Definitely, he agreed enthusiastically. Hey, um, a bunch of us are hitting up that new bar tonight—Vortex? You should come.

She considered it for a moment, enjoying the hopeful look on his face. Maybe next time, she finally said. I've got... a previous engagement.

His face fell slightly. Oh, sure. Another time then?

We'll see, she replied, tapping him lightly on the chest before walking away.

And now, as she made her way back to the dorm, a strange feeling settled in her stomach.

She was actually a little sad that it was going to end.

Would she really just go back to being James? Back to being a regular guy with an admittedly boring life? Back to being invisible to half the population?

At least I'll have the memories, she mused, running her fingers along a stone wall as she passed. Even simple sensations felt somehow more vivid in this body—the texture of stone, the warmth of sunlight, the breeze against bare skin.

The thought lingered as she climbed the stairs to her dorm, heels clicking softly against the tile. Each step reminded her of the power she'd felt walking into that exam room, commanding attention without saying a word.

Then, as she opened the door, she stopped.

Sitting on the bed, arms crossed, was Cassie--but in James's body.

And damn…

James had never thought of himself as particularly attractive, but seeing his own body from this perspective? The way Cassie was lounging there, legs spread slightly, looking so casual and confident?

Is that really what I look like? she thought, suddenly seeing herself through new eyes. The broad shoulders, the strong jawline, the way her t-shirt stretched across muscles she'd never fully appreciated before.

Something about it sent a shiver down her spine.

Their eyes met, and for a moment, there was silence.

A strange tension filled the room—recognition mixed with something else entirely.

Then Cassie smirked. So? How was your day, princess?

The deep timbre of her own voice struck James differently now. Had she always sounded that... masculine?

James swallowed, stepping inside and shutting the door behind her. Better than I expected.

Oh? Cassie raised an eyebrow, looking amused. The test went well then?

The test was nothing, James replied, setting her purse down. Child's play.

Cassie chuckled, leaning back on her elbows. Oh, I bet. You looked like you were having the time of your life strutting around campus. And judging by the way guys were staring--

They couldn't help themselves, James interrupted with a shrug. I'm very distracting when I want to be.

I can see that, Cassie replied, her eyes traveling over the outfit James had chosen. Nice skirt. Didn't think you had it in you to show that much leg.

I can't help it if I'm irresistible, James teased, slipping her bag off her shoulder and letting it drop to the floor. The movement was purposefully graceful, a little flair she'd picked up during the day.

Cassie raised a brow. Getting a little too comfortable, aren't we?

Maybe, James admitted, kicking off her heels with a sigh of relief. These things are torture devices, by the way. How do you wear them all day?

Beauty is pain, Cassie replied with a shrug. But worth it for how they make your legs look.

James hesitated for half a second. She should be thinking about switching back. That was the whole reason she was here.

But instead, she found herself stepping forward.

Something about seeing herself in that position, the confidence, the sheer reality of it… it stirred something deep inside her.

One more little taste of this.

Just one more.

She moved closer, standing right in front of Cassie.

Cassie tilted her head. Oh? What's this?

There was something in her tone—a mixture of surprise and intrigue that only heightened the tension in the room.

I've been thinking, James said slowly, her voice low.

Dangerous habit, Cassie replied, but her eyes were fixed on James's movements.

About our deal, James continued. You said I could do anything I wanted if I aced the exam.

And did you?

I got a 98, minimum, James replied confidently. Would've been 100 if Harrison hadn't thrown in that trick question on prokaryotic cell division.

Cassie's lips twitched. So you're here to collect your reward?

Something like that, James replied.

She moved with a deliberate slowness she'd perfected over the day—each step calculated, each sway of her hips intentional.

James didn't answer. Instead, with a slow, deliberate motion, she sank to her knees before him, placing her hands on his thighs.

Cassie's smirk faltered for just a moment, her breath hitching. Well now… this is interesting.

She shifted slightly, but didn't pull away—if anything, she leaned forward, clearly intrigued by this unexpected development.

I didn't think you had this in you, Carter, she said, her voice dropping lower. You're full of surprises today.

You have no idea, James replied, looking up through Cassie's long lashes. I've learned a lot in your body.

Oh? Cassie's eyebrows rose. Care to elaborate?

James smirked up at her, fingers already moving to the zipper of her own jeans. The sound of it sliding down seemed impossibly loud in the quiet room.

Actions speak louder than words, don't they? she murmured, her confidence growing with each second.

This was her body, after all—she knew exactly what it wanted, what it liked. And from this new vantage point, with these new sensations thrumming through her veins, the prospect was more thrilling than she'd ever imagined.

Let's make the most of this while we still can.


Chapter 13

James's hands moved to Cassie's jeans, tugging at the waistband with confident precision. The subtle tremor in her fingers betrayed a mixture of anticipation and nervousness—emotions still unfamiliar in this borrowed body. She felt a twinge of satisfaction as Cassie's breath hitched again, those steel-gray eyes darkening like storm clouds.

Impatient, are we? Cassie murmured, a lazy half-smile playing across his face.

James raised an eyebrow. You're one to talk about patience. The zipper slid down smoothly, revealing the hint of white cotton beneath. The sound seemed unnaturally loud in the quiet room, punctuating the tension between them.

I've had years of practice, Cassie retorted, then swallowed hard as James's fingertips brushed against bare skin.

Cassie's eyes widened slightly as she realized what was happening, but she didn't move away. Instead, she leaned back on her elbows, watching with a mix of curiosity and excitement that transformed her usually guarded expression. The afternoon light filtering through half-drawn blinds cast striped shadows across her face, highlighting the angular jawline James still wasn't used to seeing in the mirror.

So this is how you want to spend your last hours? she asked, though her voice lacked its usual taunting edge. There was something else there—vulnerability, perhaps, or genuine curiosity.

James paused, considering the question. Do you have a better suggestion? The words came out more challenging than intended, a habit from their long history of verbal sparring.

I could think of worse ways, Cassie admitted, shifting slightly to make herself more comfortable.

James just smiled, pushing Cassie's jeans down further until her underwear was fully exposed. She could already see the growing bulge in the fabric, a testament to her own effect on this body. The realization sent a jolt of pleasure through her, making her bolder.

You know, James said conversationally, as if they were discussing the weather rather than what was happening between them, I never understood the whole 'thinking with this thing' concept until now. She tapped a finger lightly against the fabric, enjoying Cassie's sharp intake of breath. It's remarkably... distracting.

Cassie snorted. Welcome to my world for the past decade. A flash of humor crossed his face. Though I'm surprised you figured it out so quickly. Took me years to master.

I've always been a quick study, James replied with a wink.

She hooked her fingers into the waistband of Cassie's boxers and tugged them down with deliberate slowness, revealing Cassie's erect cock. It was impressive—long and thick, with a hint of moisture already beading at the tip. James felt a surge of power as she realized how much control she had over this situation.

Christ, she muttered, more to herself than to Cassie. No wonder you were always so smug.

Cassie laughed, the sound turning into a groan as James wrapped cool fingers around the shaft. That had nothing to do with this and everything to do with my sparkling personality.

Is that what we're calling it now? James quipped, moving her hand experimentally and watching Cassie's reactions with fascination. Every twitch, every subtle change in breathing was a revelation—a new piece of information to catalog and use.

Without hesitation, she leaned forward, taking the length into her mouth in one smooth motion. Cassie let out a sharp gasp, her hips jerking slightly. Fuck—James— The words came out strangled, half-warning and half-plea.

The sound and movement only spurred James on, encouraging her to take more of him into her throat. There was an art to this she was discovering in real-time, a dance of pressure and rhythm that seemed instinctive despite her inexperience.

Where did you— Cassie's question dissolved into a moan as James did something particularly clever with her tongue. Never mind. Don't answer that.

James pulled back just enough to smirk up at him. Wouldn't you like to know?

Cassie's hands came up, tangling in James's hair as she began to move, fucking her mouth with slow, deliberate thrusts. Maybe I've underestimated your... research capabilities, she managed to say.

James took it all, relishing the sensation of being filled so completely. She could feel every ridge and vein against her tongue, taste the slight saltiness of Cassie's arousal. Her mind flashed to all the times she'd been on the receiving end, how she'd never fully appreciated the skill involved until experiencing it from this perspective.

The pleasure was intense, overwhelming—far more than she had ever experienced in her own body. But instead of feeling overwhelmed, James felt alive, invigorated. She wanted more, needed more, a craving that resonated deep in her core.

God, the look on your face, Cassie breathed, her voice rough with desire. If you could see yourself right now.

James hummed in response, the vibration making Cassie curse under her breath.

Always have to have the last word, don't you? Cassie teased, fingers tightening in James's hair.

Cassie seemed to sense James's growing hunger, and her thrusts became faster, deeper. James gagged slightly, but it only seemed to spur Cassie on further. She gripped James's hair tighter, controlling the pace as she fucked her throat with abandon.

Sorry— Cassie started, but James shook her head slightly, encouraging her to continue.

James could feel herself getting close, her body responding to the sensations in ways that surprised even her. The thought of switching back was fading, replaced by a growing desire for more—more pleasure, more power, more control over this incredible experience.

James—I'm going to— Cassie's warning came between ragged breaths, her movements becoming less coordinated.

With one final, deep thrust, Cassie let out a low groan and came, her cock pulsing in James's mouth as she released hot cum down her throat. James swallowed reflexively, taking it all without hesitation.

When Cassie finally pulled back, James looked up at him with a satisfied smirk, her lips glistening with saliva and cum. She licked them slowly, savoring the taste before climbing onto his lap, straddling him.

I think I'm beginning to understand why you've always been so difficult to deal with, James mused, shifting her weight to press against Cassie deliberately. With this kind of distraction constantly... at hand.

Cassie's eyes were half-lidded, still hazy with pleasure. That's one theory, he replied, hands moving to rest on James's hips. Though I think some people are just born difficult.

Speaking from experience? James teased, leaning forward until their noses almost touched.

Takes one to know one, Cassie countered, a spark of their usual rivalry returning to her eyes.

So, James purred, leaning in close enough for their breaths to mingle, what do you say we see what else this body can do?

James straddled Cassie, her knees planted firmly on either side of her legs as she looked down at him with a smoldering gaze that communicated volumes without a single word. The heat between them was palpable, electric. She could feel his cock, already hard again against her thigh, a testament to their undeniable chemistry despite the bizarre circumstances that had brought them together.

Round two already? James teased, her voice husky with desire. I'm impressed.

What can I say? Cassie replied with a devilish grin. You have that effect on me. Or should I say, I have that effect on me? He chuckled at the absurdity of their situation.

James rolled her eyes but couldn't suppress a laugh. God, that's terrible. Are your jokes always this bad?

Only when I'm distracted by a gorgeous woman on top of me, Cassie shot back, his hands sliding up her thighs.

With practiced ease that still surprised her—this body seemed to know what it wanted—she reached down and tugged her skirt up, revealing the lacy panties beneath. The fabric was damp, another reminder of how responsive this female form was to stimulation. James had never experienced anything like it.

Cassie's eyes widened as James moved the panties aside with deliberate slowness, exposing herself completely. The cool air against her heated center sent goosebumps cascading across her skin.

See something you like? James asked, enjoying the way Cassie's pupils dilated at the sight.

Jesus, Cassie breathed, his voice thick with want. You have no idea how strange—and incredibly hot—it is to see yourself like this.

James looked down at him with a sultry smile. I think I have some idea, she whispered before slowly lowering herself onto his length, savoring every inch of the descent.

The initial stretch was intense, bordering on uncomfortable, but James welcomed it, relishing the fullness that came from taking all of Cassie inside her. She gasped as she felt her body adjust to the intrusion, her inner walls clenching around him.

Oh my God, she moaned, her voice catching. Is this what you feel every time?

Yes, Cassie managed, his breathing shallow and quick. And no. It's never been quite like this before.

Her hips settled into a slow rhythm as she began to ride him, experimenting with angles and depth. Each movement brought new discoveries about this borrowed body—how it responded, what it craved.

Cassie groaned beneath her, hands gripping her hips tightly, fingers digging into soft flesh. Fuck, she breathed out, eyes locked on where they were joined, transfixed by the sight. You feel amazing. So tight and wet.

That's all your doing, James replied with a smirk, leaning forward so that her breasts brushed against Cassie's chest. The friction against her sensitive nipples sent shockwaves of pleasure straight between her legs. She could feel every inch of him inside her, the sensation overwhelming and exhilarating all at once.

I never knew, Cassie said, almost reverently. I mean, I knew it felt good for you, but this is—

Different, James finished for him. Everything's different from this side.

She picked up the pace, her hips moving faster and more urgently as her confidence grew. The friction was incredible, driving her toward the edge with each thrust. Her thighs began to tremble with exertion and pleasure.

Touch yourself, Cassie urged, his voice strained. I want to watch you.

James complied, her fingers finding the sensitive bundle of nerves above where they were joined. The dual stimulation made her gasp.

Like this? she asked, circling her clit the way she remembered Cassie enjoying when their roles were reversed.

Exactly like that, Cassie confirmed, his eyes darkening as he watched. He matched her movements, their bodies moving together in perfect sync as they chased their pleasure.

The room filled with the sound of skin against skin, moans, and ragged breaths. The headboard knocked against the wall, creating a rhythm of its own that only added to the eroticism of the moment.

I'm close, James admitted, surprised by how quickly her body was responding. So close already.

That's it, Cassie encouraged, his voice rough with desire. Don't hold back. I want to feel you come around me.

James could feel her own orgasm building, a tight coil of desire that was ready to snap at any moment. She ground down harder on Cassie's cock, chasing that elusive peak with single-minded determination.

Damn, you're beautiful like this, Cassie murmured, his hands moving up to cup James's breasts. The touch sent sparks of pleasure through her body, intensifying everything she was feeling. His thumbs brushed over her nipples, teasing the sensitive peaks. Fuck, you're so hot when you're about to come, Cassie panted out, continuing to play with James's nipples.

That was all it took. With a cry that surprised even herself, James came, her body convulsing around Cassie as waves of pleasure washed over her. The intensity of it was shocking—so different from what she'd known in her own body. This was all-encompassing, radiating outward from her core to the tips of her fingers and toes.

Oh God, oh God, oh God, she chanted, her voice breaking as she rode out the sensation, her hips still moving as she milked every last drop of pleasure from their union.

Cassie followed soon after, her cock pulsing deep inside James as he released with a loud groan that seemed torn from his very soul. His hands gripped her hips hard enough to bruise as he thrust upward one final time.

James, he gasped, the name falling from his lips like a prayer. Fuck, James!

James could feel the hot cum filling her, and the knowledge that she had taken all of him sent another shudder through her body. A second, smaller orgasm crashed over her, taking her by surprise.

When it was over, James remained seated on Cassie's lap, their bodies still joined intimately, neither willing to break the connection just yet. Sweat cooled on their skin as their breathing gradually returned to normal.

Well, James said after a moment, pushing a strand of hair from her face. That was...

Incredible, Cassie supplied with a lazy grin. Mind-blowing. Earth-shattering.

I was going to say 'interesting,' but sure, we can go with those too, James replied with a laugh, the sound light and carefree.

She looked down at him with a satisfied smile, her eyes heavy-lidded and sated. Despite everything, despite the fact that this experience was coming to an end, she felt content—happy even. There was something liberating about being in this borrowed body, something freeing about the temporary nature of it all.

What are you thinking about? Cassie asked, reaching up to tuck another strand of hair behind her ear.

Just how strange life is, James answered honestly. Yesterday I was me, today I'm you, and tomorrow...

Don't, Cassie said softly. Let's not think about tomorrow yet.

He reached up and cupped James's face, their eyes meeting in a moment of silent understanding that transcended words. For now, they were just two people caught in the aftermath of incredible passion, their bodies still entwined and their hearts open to each other. The rest of it—the body swap, the impending return—could wait. Right now, this was enough.


Chapter 14

The room was silent except for the slow, steady breathing of the two bodies tangled together.

James--still in Cassie's body--lay atop his own body, her head resting on Cassie's chest. Their bare skin was slick with sweat, their bodies exhausted from what had been multiple rounds of indulgence.

Soft afternoon light filtered through the blinds, casting golden stripes across the rumpled sheets. The scent of perfume and something distinctly more primal hung in the air.

And damn…

James had never felt anything like that before.

So that's what it's like from the other side, she murmured, almost to herself. The sensations had been entirely different—more intense, more all-encompassing than anything she'd experienced in her original body.

She let out a contented sigh, nuzzling slightly against Cassie's collarbone, her golden hair spilling over her shoulder.

You know, James said lazily, trailing a finger along Cassie's—his—chest, I always wondered what it would be like to be with you. Never thought it would happen quite like this, though.

Cassie--now in James's body--chuckled softly, her fingers absentmindedly tracing circles on James's back. Well… she murmured, that was definitely more fun than I expected.

What, you didn't think I'd be good? James teased, propping herself up on one elbow to look down at Cassie with a smirk.

No, I didn't think you'd be so... Cassie seemed to search for the word, creative. She raised an eyebrow. Where exactly did you learn all that in less than 24 hours?

James smirked, eyes still closed. You're telling me.

Seriously, Cassie pressed, curiosity evident in her voice. I've gotta know—did you do research, or...

James's smirk deepened. Let's just say I made some friends last night.

Wait, what? Cassie's eyes widened. You didn't—

Relax, James laughed, stretching languidly. Your body's virtue is still intact. Mostly.

Mostly?! Cassie sat up slightly. What does 'mostly' mean?

It means, James replied, pressing a finger to Cassie's lips, that I had a very educational evening. And clearly, it paid off. She gestured between them.

Cassie looked like she wanted to press further, but then just shook her head with a laugh. Well... I can't really argue with the results.

For a moment, they just lay there, basking in the afterglow. The warmth, the closeness… it felt strangely right.

It's weird, James mused. Technically, I just had sex with myself.

And I just had sex with myself, Cassie added. Does that count as masturbation or narcissism?

Both? James suggested, and they both laughed.

Definitely the strangest hookup I've ever had, Cassie admitted. But not the worst, by far.

I'm flattered, James replied dryly. High praise from someone with your... experience.

Hey! Cassie swatted at her playfully. I'm not that bad.

Your body has some very interesting muscle memory, James teased. That's all I'm saying.

But then Cassie sighed. As much as I wouldn't mind round four, she teased, we should probably swap back now.

The words hung in the air, bringing reality crashing back. The exam was over. The deal was complete. It was time to return to their normal lives.

James groaned dramatically, draping an arm over her face. Already?

The thought of going back to her old body seemed suddenly less appealing than it had yesterday. Sure, she missed certain aspects—her strength, her height—but there was something intoxicating about being in Cassie's skin. The power, the attention, the sensations...

Cassie laughed. Unless you want to explain to my professors why Cassie suddenly forgot everything about her own major, I'd say yeah.

I could keep acing your classes, James offered, only half-joking. Your GPA would be stellar.

And what would I do? Cassie countered. Pretend to know quantum physics?

Fair point, James conceded.

Reluctantly, James lifted herself off Cassie's--her--body and rolled onto the bed beside her. Cassie sat up, grabbing the phone from the nightstand.

Alright, she muttered, scrolling through the app. Let's get this over with.

James watched as Cassie navigated to the transformation settings. The blue interface glowed softly in the dimly lit room, symbols and options appearing as Cassie's fingers danced across the screen.

Strange to think one little app can completely rewrite reality, James mused, watching over Cassie's shoulder. Kind of terrifying when you think about it.

Try not to think about it too hard, Cassie advised, finally finding the right menu. Here we go.

She tapped the Deactivate Transformation button.

And…

Nothing happened.

Cassie frowned. Weird. She tapped it again. Still nothing.

The mood in the room shifted instantly, the lazy contentment evaporating like morning dew.

James sat up, suddenly more alert. Uh… what's wrong?

I don't know. Cassie's brows furrowed. It's not letting me deactivate it.

She tried again, tapping more aggressively. The button flashed but nothing changed.

Maybe try closing the app and reopening it? James suggested, a note of worry creeping into her voice.

Cassie did so, but the result was the same. The deactivation button remained unresponsive.

This isn't funny, James said, anxiety beginning to build. Try something else.

Then, in the top corner of the screen, a small blinking alert appeared.

What's that? James asked, pointing.

Cassie tapped it.

A new message popped up:

Transformation Solidified Due to Intercourse Between Two Clients While Transformed.

Please Refer to Article 8.2 of the User Guide for More Information.

The words hung in the air like a death sentence.

What the fuck does that mean? James asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

James's stomach dropped. Wait… what?

Cassie just stared at the screen, her face going pale--well, James's face going pale. Oh… oh shit.

Let me see that, James said, grabbing for the phone. Her eyes scanned the message over and over, as if reading it enough times might change what it said.

James's heart started racing. Cassie… tell me this isn't saying what I think it's saying.

Cassie swallowed hard. I… I think it's saying we're stuck.

That can't be right, James said, her voice rising. There has to be fine print or—or a warning or something! You can't just make something this important a footnote in some user guide!

I didn't read the terms and conditions, Cassie admitted, looking stunned. Did you?

Of course not! No one does!

For a moment, neither of them spoke. The weight of the words crashed down on them.

James's breathing picked up. No, no, no--this has to be a joke, right? There's gotta be a way to undo it!

Maybe there's customer service? Cassie suggested, her voice tight with panic. A helpline?

Cassie frantically scrolled through the app, looking for anything--a reset, a support contact, something. But the more she scrolled, the worse the reality sank in.

There's nothing, she whispered, continuing to tap through menus with increasing desperation. Just FAQs and... oh god.

What? What does it say? James demanded.

Article 8.2, Cassie read aloud, her voice shaking. 'Physical intimacy between transformed individuals creates a quantum entanglement that solidifies the transformation matrix on a subatomic level...'

Skip the science bullshit! James snapped. What does it mean?

James… she whispered.

Cassie, don't--don't say it.

I think… we just made this permanent.

The words fell like a hammer, shattering what remained of James's composure.

No, she said, shaking her head vigorously. No, that's not possible. There has to be a reset button or—or a customer service line or—

I'm looking! Cassie snapped, her fingers frantically tapping through every menu and option. There's nothing!

James's vision blurred as panic set in. Her breathing quickened, her chest rising and falling erratically. No. No, no, no, no--

This can't be happening, Cassie muttered, still staring at the phone. I just wanted to pass one stupid exam, not—not—

End up stuck in each other's bodies forever? James finished, her voice rising hysterically. Well congratulations, you got more than you bargained for!

Cassie wasn't doing much better. Oh my god, oh my god, oh my god--

I'm going to be stuck as you forever? James gasped, her breathing becoming increasingly shallow. I can't—I don't know how to—

What about me? Cassie shot back, panic making her voice crack. You think I want to be stuck as you? I don't know the first thing about quantum physics!

James felt dizzy. The room spun.

I can't breathe, she gasped, her vision narrowing to pinpricks of light. I can't—

Then--

Everything went black.


Chapter 15

James groaned as she slowly blinked awake, her head pounding slightly from the sheer stress of last night. Sunlight spilled through the half-drawn blinds, casting warm stripes across the rumpled bedsheets. For one blissful moment, she forgot everything—then reality crashed back with brutal clarity.

The moment her eyes adjusted to the soft morning light streaming through the dorm window, she immediately noticed something was wrong.

She was still in Cassie's body.

A pit formed in her stomach.

It hadn't been a dream.

Shit, she whispered, looking down at her hands—delicate, with manicured nails that still didn't feel like her own. She flexed her fingers, watching the unfamiliar movements with a growing sense of dread.

She sat up quickly, her long blonde hair falling in messy waves around her shoulders. The sensation of it brushing against her bare skin sent a shiver down her spine—a reminder of how different everything still felt.

Across the room, her body--Cassie, in James's body--was sitting on the edge of the desk, phone pressed to her ear. She was already dressed in James's clothes—jeans and a simple t-shirt that looked far more casual than anything Cassie would normally wear.

James could tell from the grim look on her--his--face that the call wasn't going well.

But there has to be something, Cassie was saying, her voice—James's voice—tense with frustration. No, I understand that, but... Yes, I know we should have read the warnings, but...

She paced as she talked, the movements all wrong for James's body—more fluid, more animated than how James typically moved.

A special code? An override? Anything? Cassie's voice rose slightly before falling again in obvious disappointment. Fine. I understand.

Cassie sighed, rubbing her temples as she muttered a few last words into the receiver. Yeah… yeah, I get it. Thanks for nothing.

She hung up and just sat there for a moment, staring blankly at the wall.

James watched her in silence, afraid to ask but needing to know. She cleared her throat, still not used to how high her voice sounded. So...

Cassie let out a slow, deep breath before finally turning to face her. It's exactly what we thought.

James fought the urge to scream. And that means...?

Meaning?

Meaning we're stuck.

The words hung in the air like a death sentence. James felt her chest tighten, her breathing coming faster as the reality sank in.

For how long? she asked, though she already knew the answer.

Cassie's expression—James's expression—was grim. Forever, apparently. Or until they figure out a fix, which, according to the very unhelpful customer service rep I just spoke to, could be 'some time.'

James's stomach clenched. There's really nothing they can do?

Cassie shook her head. Nope. Apparently, it's in the warnings of the app. Some kind of bug they haven't been able to fix yet.

A bug?! James practically shrieked, her new voice hitting a pitch she didn't know Cassie was capable of. You're telling me we're stuck because of a glitch?!

Keep your voice down, Cassie hissed, glancing nervously at the door. Do you want the whole floor to hear us?

I don't care who hears! James shot back, though she did lower her volume slightly. This is insane! We can't just—just—

Just what? Cassie interrupted. Wave a magic wand and fix it? Believe me, I'm not exactly thrilled about this either.

Cassie shrugged sheepishly, rubbing the back of her neck. I mean… technically, they do tell people to read the manual before using it.

James stared at her. Did you even look at the manual?

Cassie hesitated. Then, with an apologetic wince, she muttered, ...It looked long.

It looked long, James repeated, her voice flat with disbelief. That's your excuse? It looked long?

Have you ever actually read a terms and conditions document? Cassie countered defensively. They're practically designed to be skipped!

Most terms and conditions don't result in permanent body swaps! James snapped.

Cassie threw up her hands. How was I supposed to know that the one warning I needed to read was buried in page 47 of some digital manual?

James groaned, burying her face in her hands. Oh my god. I can't believe this…

She peeked through her fingers at her own body sitting across from her. It was surreal—like looking into a mirror that moved independently of her. Every gesture Cassie made with James's body looked slightly wrong, slightly off, like watching an actor who hadn't quite mastered their character.

This is a nightmare, James muttered. I'm going to wake up any minute now.

If this is a nightmare, we're sharing it, Cassie replied grimly. Look, panicking isn't going to help. We need to figure this out.

For a moment, neither of them spoke. The weight of their new reality settled in.

James glanced around the dorm room—Cassie's space, Cassie's things. Everything felt alien now, despite having spent the night here.

What about your body? James asked suddenly. I mean, my body. My parents, my classes...

And what about my life? Cassie added, the concern evident in her voice. My friends are going to know something's up the minute you open your mouth.

The magnitude of the situation was starting to sink in. This wasn't just a temporary inconvenience—this was their lives now.

Finally, Cassie sighed and flopped down onto the bed beside James. Alright… so what the hell do we do now?

The mattress dipped with her weight, the familiar sensation now odd from this new perspective. James stared at her own face, trying to reconcile the stranger who now inhabited it.

I don't know, she admitted, the words tasting bitter. I've never not had a plan before.

Well, we can't just panic, Cassie reasoned, though her voice betrayed her own anxiety. We have to be practical. If we're stuck like this for... a while... we need to figure out how to make it work.

Make it work? James echoed incredulously. How exactly are we supposed to do that? I don't know the first thing about being you!

And you think I know how to be you? Cassie countered. I barely passed high school physics, and now I'm supposed to be some quantum mechanics prodigy?

James stared at the floor, her mind racing, but for the first time in her life… she had no idea.

And that terrified her.

What about our families? she asked quietly. My parents are expecting their son to come home for break next month. Your parents...

Will be expecting their daughter, Cassie finished, her expression darkening. God, this is so messed up.

They sat in silence for a moment, the full implications washing over them like a tidal wave.

We need more information, James said finally, her analytical mind seeking structure in the chaos. Maybe there are other people this has happened to. Forums, support groups, something.

Yeah, Cassie nodded, seeming to grasp at the suggestion like a lifeline. And we should probably... I don't know, learn about each other? If we're going to be each other, we need to at least try to fit in.

James looked up, meeting Cassie's—her own—eyes. This can't be happening.

Cassie's expression softened slightly. But it is. And right now, freaking out isn't going to help either of us.

James took a deep breath, trying to center herself. Okay. Okay. First things first. We need to make a list of everyone important in our lives, our schedules, our habits...

And we need to figure out living arrangements, Cassie added. I'm not sleeping in this dorm for the rest of my life.

One thing at a time, James muttered, feeling overwhelmed. Let's just... get through today first.

Cassie nodded, then stood up, stretching in a way that looked strange in James's body. Well, she said with forced lightness, at least you aced my biology exam.

James couldn't help the small, bitter laugh that escaped her. Small victories, I guess.


Chapter 16

The room was filled with the sound of heavy breathing, the air thick with warmth and the lingering scent of sweat and skin.

Cassie--formerly James--lay sprawled across James--formerly Cassie--their bodies tangled together in the aftermath of yet another intense session. Her golden hair clung to her forehead, her skin still tingling from the sensations that had become all too familiar over the last week.

That was... she breathed, her chest still rising and falling rapidly, ...even better than this morning.

She rested her head against James's chest, listening to the steady rhythm of his heartbeat, her fingers absentmindedly tracing small circles on his skin. The afternoon sunlight filtered through the blinds, casting a warm glow over their entangled forms.

I never thought I'd say this, she murmured, but I'm starting to think being stuck in your body might have some perks.

A tired chuckle rumbled from James beneath her. You're gonna kill me if we keep going at this pace, he murmured, his voice deep and husky. I swear, it's like you're making up for lost time.

Maybe I am, she replied with a lazy smirk. Twenty-one years as a guy, never realizing what I was missing. I've got a lot of catching up to do.

Cassie smirked, tilting her head up to look at him. You say that every time, and yet, here we are.

What can I say? James replied, running a hand through her blonde hair. You're very... persuasive.

It's these, she said, gesturing down at her body with a mischievous grin. Never realized how effective they could be when properly deployed.

James rolled his eyes but didn't argue. You're enjoying this way too much.

Are you complaining? she asked, raising a perfectly shaped eyebrow.

Not in the slightest, he admitted with a grin. Though I still think it's weird that technically—

We're having sex with ourselves? Cassie finished for him. I've decided not to think about that part too much. It makes my head hurt.

Fair enough, James chuckled. Though I will say, I never appreciated how good I looked until I saw myself through your eyes.

Cocky much? Cassie teased, poking him in the ribs.

I'm just stating facts, James replied with a mock-innocent shrug. Besides, look who's talking. You've been flaunting that body like it's going out of style.

When you've got it, flaunt it, Cassie replied with a wink. And trust me, you've got it.

As they lay there, Cassie found her mind drifting back over everything that had happened in the past week.

At first, the shock of being stuck like this had been overwhelming. The panic, the frustration, the desperate search for any kind of loophole--none of it had mattered in the end.

Remember how we tried to contact those app developers every day for the first three days? she mused. I think we left about twenty voicemails.

And all we got was that automated email about how they're 'aware of the issue and working on it,' James added with a snort. Whatever that means.

They were permanent.

So instead of fighting it, they had made a decision:

If they were going to be like this for the rest of their lives, they might as well make the most of it.

You know, Cassie said thoughtfully, I think we've been adapting pretty well, all things considered.

Better than I expected, James agreed. Though I still can't believe you managed to charm Professor Harrison into giving you an extension on that quantum mechanics paper.

I just batted my eyelashes and told him I was having 'female problems,' Cassie replied with a laugh. He turned so red I thought he might pass out.

That's cheating, James said, though he was smiling.

That's strategy, Cassie corrected. Besides, I do plan on finishing it. I just needed more time to wrap my head around all those equations.

Cassie had fully embraced her new identity, deciding that if she was going to be Cassie forever, she wasn't just going to be some imitation of the old her--she was going to be her own version of Cassie. She had spent the week refining her look, learning how to carry herself with confidence, and--most importantly--keeping up Cassie's grades.

Your biochemistry professor nearly had a heart attack when I aced that pop quiz yesterday, she said with obvious pride. I think he's convinced you've been hiding your genius all semester.

Well, you have been studying like crazy, James pointed out. I've never seen someone so determined to understand cellular respiration.

Hey, if I'm going to be pre-med now, I need to know this stuff, Cassie replied. And honestly? It's actually pretty interesting once you get past the boring parts.

Meanwhile, James--now fully accepting his new life as James--had thrown himself into studying, determined to make sure his future was set. If he was going to be a guy now, he was going to damn well make it work.

How's your social calendar looking? Cassie asked, shifting slightly to get more comfortable. Keeping up with my friend group?

It's... interesting, James replied diplomatically. I never realized how complicated female friendships could be. Yesterday, Ashley told me she loved my outfit while clearly hating it, and then Brittany invited me to her birthday party while subtly suggesting I shouldn't bring a date.

That sounds about right, Cassie laughed. Women communicate on multiple levels. You'll get used to it.

I doubt it, James sighed. Though I will say, your friend Rachel is pretty cool. She actually talks like a normal person.

That's why I always liked her best, Cassie admitted. She doesn't play games.

But perhaps the most important decision they had made was about each other.

They had agreed: no matter what happened, whether things worked out as a couple or not, they needed to stick together.

They had already lost one life--neither of them wanted to lose each other too.

It's funny, Cassie mused, a week ago, I was just your crush. Now we're... whatever this is.

I believe the term is 'complicated,' James offered with a wry smile.

Extremely complicated, Cassie agreed. But maybe that's what makes it work?

James shifted beneath her, wrapping an arm around her waist and pulling her closer. You're thinking again, he murmured. I can hear the gears turning.

Cassie smiled softly. Just thinking about how crazy this all is.

What specifically? James asked, brushing a strand of hair from her face.

All of it, she replied with a small laugh. A week ago, I was worried about passing a biology exam. Now I'm a woman, dating myself—sort of—and planning a whole new life. It's like something out of a sci-fi novel.

James chuckled. Yeah… but honestly? I think we're handling it pretty damn well.

She tilted her head up, meeting his eyes. Yeah… I think so too.

A comfortable silence settled between them, the only sound the distant murmur of students passing in the hallway outside.

You know, Cassie said suddenly, your roommate thinks we're dating now. The real us, I mean. He keeps giving me these knowing looks whenever I stop by.

Well, technically we are, James pointed out. Just... not in the way he thinks.

Then, after a moment, James spoke again. You know… I've been thinking about the future.

Cassie raised an eyebrow. Oh?

Yeah. He exhaled, his free hand running through his now-shorter hair, a habit Cassie recognized as his old nervous tick. Once we graduate, I have a plan.

Look at you, still the planner even in a new body, Cassie teased.

Some things don't change, James replied with a small smile. One of us has to think ahead.

Cassie propped herself up on one elbow, intrigued. Do tell.

James glanced at her, a small smirk playing on his lips. You ever thought about starting fresh somewhere new? A new city, a new life--something just for us?

You mean, somewhere no one knows us? Cassie asked. Where we don't have to pretend to be people we used to be?

Exactly, James nodded. We could go anywhere—New York, Chicago, Seattle. Pick a place where no one knows James Carter or Cassie Mitchell, and just be... us. Whoever we decide that is.

Cassie considered it.

A fresh start.

No more awkward explanations about why James suddenly doesn't understand quantum physics or why Cassie can't remember the names of her childhood friends.

No one knowing who they used to be. Just them, moving forward as themselves, free from the past.

We could make up whatever story we want, she mused. How we met, where we're from... start completely from scratch.

She smiled. You know what? I like the sound of that.

James grinned. Good. Because I've already started looking into places.

Of course you have, Cassie laughed, shaking her head. Let me guess—spreadsheets comparing cost of living, job markets, and proximity to good universities?

And average temperatures, crime rates, and quality of local restaurants, James added without a hint of shame. I'm thorough.

You're a nerd, Cassie corrected, though her tone was affectionate. But I guess you're my nerd now.

She leaned down, pressing a slow, lingering kiss to his lips before murmuring against them:

Then let's do it.

Her heart fluttered with excitement at the possibility of a fresh start. No more pretending, no more adjusting, just moving forward with what they had now.

And just like that, they had a plan.

A new life.

A new beginning.

Together.
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