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Chapter 1: Digital Displacement

I never thought I’d become addicted to watching someone else live their life. But Violet Moon wasn’t just anyone. She ruled from behind a webcam with a ring light for a halo, and I was one of the men paying to kneel at the edge of her little kingdom. Three nights a week, I’d settle into my chair, credit card already processed, and watch her turn a bedroom into a stage. The body was the hook, obviously, but it wasn’t the only reason I kept coming back. Between the acts of pleasure, she laughed at her own bad jokes, complained about delivery drivers, told stories that sounded too specific to be scripted. She made the distance feel personal.

My apartment was a shithole compared to her sleek, modern studio space. My desk was littered with empty energy drink cans, my bed unmade, and my life a mess of coding jobs and microwave dinners. Tonight was no different as I logged into her private stream, username MidnightCoder displaying in the chat alongside the other regulars.

“Hey boys,” she purred, adjusting her webcam. Today she wore a lacy black bra that pushed her breasts together magnificently, her midnight hair cascading over her shoulders. “Thanks for joining me tonight. I’ve got something special planned.”

The chat exploded with emojis and explicit suggestions. I remained silent, content to observe. That was my role—the quiet tipper who never demanded attention but always paid generously.

“I found this weird little shop yesterday,” she continued, holding up a small glass vial containing something that glowed faintly purple. “The old woman said it would ‘connect souls across the digital divide’ or some mystical bullshit.” She laughed, tossing her hair back. “But I thought we could try it together. Maybe it’ll make you feel what I feel…”

She uncorked the vial and dipped her finger in, then traced it slowly around her lips before licking it clean. The chat went wild with questions and demands.

“Now you try something for me,” she said. “Everyone watching, touch your screen right where my heart is.”

It was silly. I knew it was silly. I still leaned forward and touched the spot between her breasts on the monitor. The second my fingertip met the glass, static snapped through my arm and buried itself under my ribs. The room warped, monitor and desk stretching thin, then collapsing inward like the picture had become a drain. A high whine filled my ears. My chair dropped out from under me.

Then, darkness.

When consciousness returned, something was wrong. My body felt lighter, different. I blinked, trying to focus, but I wasn’t looking at my monitor anymore. I was looking at a webcam. And beyond it, on a large secondary monitor, I could see—

Myself. My actual body, slumped in my chair, eyes closed, in my shitty apartment.

“What the fuck?” I whispered, but the voice wasn’t mine. It was hers. Violet’s voice coming from my—her—throat.

I looked down. Perfect breasts swelled beneath black lace. Smooth, tanned skin. Manicured nails painted deep purple. I raised my hands—her hands—to my face in shock.

The chat was going crazy:

VioletFan69: u ok babe? u look weird
BigSpender4U: Keep going sexy don’t stop now
DomDaddy88: Take the bra off already we paid for this shit

I was in Violet Moon’s body, sitting in front of her streaming setup, with hundreds of men watching and waiting. And somewhere, presumably, she was in mine.

“I… I need a minute,” I stammered, fumbling for the keyboard to end the stream. But I didn’t know her setup, which buttons to press.

MidnightCoder: Don’t panic. I’m you, you’re me. End the stream. We’ll figure this out.

My username. My account. But not my message. She was awake in my body, watching this unfold.

With trembling fingers, I found the button to end the broadcast, cutting off the confused messages from her subscribers.

Immediately, my phone—her phone—lit up with a text.

Unknown: What the fuck just happened? This is Violet. Who are you and why am I in your disgusting apartment?

I picked up the phone, marveling at how different even that simple action felt in this new body. Everything was lighter, smaller, more sensitive.

Me: I’m Ryan. I don’t know what happened. That vial… the thing you drank from. It did something.

Violet: This isn’t fucking possible. I’m looking at myself through your screen. I’m in some random guy’s body. This can’t be real.

Me: It’s real. I’m in your body right now. I can feel it, see it.

Violet: Don’t touch anything! Don’t you dare touch my body!

Too late. The moment she mentioned it, I noticed everything. The lace of her bra rasping over nipples that were already too aware of the fabric. The faint dampness between her legs from whatever warm-up she’d done before going live. The softness of her stomach when I breathed. The way even the air felt closer to her skin than it ever had to mine.

Violet: My brother’s coming home in a couple of days. We need to fix this before then. Stay put. Don’t do ANYTHING. I’m coming over.

Me: You don’t even know where I live.

Violet: I’m looking at your driver’s license right now, Ryan Mitchell. 1422 Westlake Avenue, Apt 306. I’ll be there in an hour. DON’T TOUCH MY BODY.

I set the phone down and looked around her apartment. It was even nicer in person than it appeared on camera. Clean, expensive furniture, a fully stocked bar cart, a king-sized bed with satin sheets visible through an open doorway. This was the life that camming had bought her—a far cry from my studio apartment with its futon and IKEA desk.

I stood up, wobbling slightly as I adjusted to a new center of gravity. Her body was so different from mine—shorter, curvier, balanced differently. I caught sight of myself in a full-length mirror on the wall and froze.

There she was. Violet Moon in all her glory, wearing only the black lace bra and matching thong I’d seen her start to remove countless times on stream. But now those eyes—her deep brown eyes—were wide with my shock and confusion.

“Holy shit,” I whispered, watching her perfect lips form the words.

I shouldn’t have. I knew I shouldn’t have. But my hands were already behind my back, fumbling with the hooks. The bra loosened and fell away, revealing her breasts—my breasts now—in the mirror. On camera they had always looked designed for fantasy. Up close, they were heavier, warmer, real enough that my palms twitched before I let myself touch them. Rosy nipples tightened under my stare.

I cupped them gently, gasping at the sensation. It was electric, nothing like touching my own chest. Every nerve ending seemed directly wired to a pleasure center I’d never experienced before.

“Fuck,” I breathed, watching her face flush with arousal in the mirror. I slid one hand down her flat stomach, feeling the muscles tense beneath soft skin. My fingers found the waistband of her thong.

The phone buzzed angrily on the desk.

Violet: I KNOW WHAT YOU’RE DOING. STOP IT RIGHT NOW.

How could she know? I glanced around, suddenly paranoid. Then I spotted it—a small light on her secondary webcam was still on. She could see me through my computer.

Violet: I’m leaving now. Be dressed when I get there or I swear to god I’ll cut your dick off while I’m in this body.

I should have listened. Should have found some clothes, sat quietly, waited for her to arrive. But the curiosity was too powerful. When would I ever get another chance to experience a woman’s body from the inside?

Just one touch, I told myself. Just to know.

I slid my hand into her panties, fingers parting folds already slick with arousal. Heat opened around my fingertips. Wetness coated my skin. Every small movement answered somewhere else: in her stomach, in the backs of her thighs, in a sharp little pulse under the pad of my finger when I found her clit and circled gently. In the mirror, Violet’s face twisted with a pleasure I was causing from inside her.

“Oh my god,” I moaned, her voice higher and thinner than mine could ever be. Feeling it while watching it broke something loose in my head. I understood, with humiliating clarity, why she could make herself come on camera and look like she meant every second. Her body didn’t need to be persuaded. It only needed the right touch, and it answered.

I fell back onto the plush chair, legs spreading wider as I explored. Everything was so different—where I needed firm pressure, she needed the lightest touch. Where I would race to the finish, her body demanded patience, building slowly. I slipped one finger inside, then another, marveling at the sensation of being filled rather than doing the filling.

The phone kept buzzing with angry messages, each vibration a little accusation on the desk, but I didn’t stop. Release no longer moved in a straight line. It gathered and folded back on itself, building pressure in places my body had never taught me to notice. Her hips—my hips—rocked into my hand before I decided to move them. Her breath—my breath—turned ragged and shallow.

When the orgasm hit, it did not fire and vanish the way mine always had. It opened. Her cunt clenched around my fingers, her thighs shook, and the release rolled outward through her belly and chest until her back bowed off the chair. I cried out, a high, keening sound I’d heard from her so many times before and never understood.

And it didn’t stop. Unlike my usual experience, her body remained poised at the peak, ready for more. I kept going, finding that I could trigger another climax almost immediately, and another after that. By the fourth one, I was drenched in sweat, her makeup smeared across her face, her thong soaked through.

I finally collapsed back, panting. The phone had stopped buzzing. In its place was a string of increasingly furious messages:

Violet: STOP
Violet: WHAT THE FUCK
Violet: YOU ARE DEAD WHEN I GET THERE
Violet: I’m in an Uber. 20 minutes. Get dressed and don’t touch anything else.

Reality came crashing back. I was in someone else’s body without permission, getting off on the experience while she watched helplessly. I felt a flush of shame as I stood on wobbly legs and made my way to her bathroom.

The face in the mirror was flushed, lipstick smeared, eyes bright with post-orgasmic glow. I cleaned up as best I could, then rummaged through her drawers until I found a t-shirt and yoga pants to put on.

By the time the doorbell rang, I was sitting nervously on her couch, trying to look as non-threatening as possible in a body that was designed to be the opposite.

I opened the door to the strangest sight imaginable—myself, but not myself. My body stood there, but the expression on its face was one I’d never made: a mixture of fury, disgust, and determination that transformed my usually passive features.

“You fucking pervert,” my voice said, but with Violet’s cadence and accent. “Let me in.”

I stepped back, allowing her to enter her own apartment. It was surreal watching my body move through the space—she carried it differently than I did, with more hip sway and confidence despite her anger.

“I can explain,” I started, but she cut me off.

“Explain what? How you couldn’t wait even thirty minutes before masturbating with my body? While I was watching? Do you have any idea how violating that was?”

I had no good answer. She was right.

“I’m sorry,” I said finally. “I just… I’ve never felt anything like that before. It took me over.”

“Overwhelming,” she repeated flatly. “Try waking up with this.” She gestured at my body with disgust. “Your back hair, your morning breath, your disgusting sheets. And then watching some stranger get off with MY body.”

She paced the room, my body moving in ways it never had before. “That vial was supposed to be a joke. Some stupid prop for the stream. The old lady said it would ‘create empathy’ or some shit.”

“Well, it worked,” I said weakly. “Just more literally than expected.”

She stopped pacing and fixed me with a glare that looked bizarre on my usually mild face. “We need to fix this. Now. My brother Ethan gets back in a couple of days, and I have three streams scheduled for this week. I can’t cancel—I’ll lose subscribers.”

“I don’t even know where to start,” I admitted. “Maybe we should go back to that shop?”

“It was in Chinatown. Some hole-in-the-wall place I just stumbled into.” She ran her hand—my hand—through my hair in frustration. “But first, ground rules. You do NOT touch my body again without permission. You do NOT go through my things. You do NOT talk to anyone pretending to be me.”

I nodded quickly. “Of course. Same goes for you with mine.”

She snorted. “Trust me, I have zero interest in exploring this body. I just want mine back.”

We agreed to meet the next morning to search for the shop. She insisted on staying in her own apartment, which meant I would be going back to my place—in her body.

“You can sleep on your own disgusting sheets,” she said firmly. “I’ll take the couch here.”

As I gathered her purse and phone, an alert popped up on her screen. A notification from her camming platform:

Subscriber message from BigTipper99: Missed you when you cut out early tonight. Double donation sent for private show tomorrow. Same time?

I showed her the message. “What do we do about this? You can’t afford to lose subscribers, right?”

She bit her lip—my lip—looking torn. “I need the money. My rent is due next week.”

“So… what? You want me to do it? To cam as you?” The thought was both terrifying and oddly exciting.

“Absolutely not,” she snapped. Then hesitated. “Unless…”

“Unless what?”

“Unless we don’t find that shop tomorrow.” She looked me up and down, considering. “You’ve watched my shows. You know what I do, how I act.”

“I couldn’t possibly—”

“It would just be until we fix this,” she interrupted. “And I’d be watching, guiding you through chat the whole time. No one would know the difference.”

The idea of performing as Violet, with her watching and directing me, sent a confusing mix of emotions through me. Embarrassment, excitement, arousal, fear.

“Let’s focus on finding the shop first,” I said firmly. “Then we’ll worry about… that.”

She watched me for a long second from inside my face, and the silence between us felt heavier than the argument had. Then she crossed to the bar cart, poured two fingers of something amber into a glass, and set it down untouched.

“No,” she said. “If we even might do that tomorrow, we talk about it now. Not during a panic, not while a customer is waiting, not after money is already on the table.”

I swallowed. “Okay.”

“Say it clearly,” she said. “I need to hear what you’re agreeing to. All of it.”

The demand should have made me defensive. Instead it steadied me. Maybe because her body was still humming with the aftershocks of what I’d done. Maybe because I could still see the fury in my own face and knew I had earned it. Whatever came next, pretending it was an accident would be worse.

I sat back down on the couch, Violet’s purse clutched in my lap like a shield. “I consent to being in your adult body while we try to fix this,” I said, forcing each word to come out clean. “I consent to the possibility that the swap lasts longer than we expect. I know the swap itself already happened without either of us understanding it, but from this point on, I consent to what I do sexually in this body.”

Her expression tightened, but she nodded once. “Keep going.”

“I consent to performing as Violet Moon if we both agree the show has to happen. I consent to being watched on camera by subscribers. I consent to recordings, screenshots, platform logs, tips, donations, private requests, and customers reacting to what they think is you. I understand they won’t know the truth, and I consent to carrying that performance anyway.”

“And the money?”

“I consent to the cam work being paid work,” I said. “Clients, appointments, tips, donations, all of it. I understand that the money is real and the performance is real, and that my consent to the performance is real too.”

She folded my arms over my chest. “Specifics, Ryan.”

Heat crawled up my borrowed throat, but I made myself continue. “I consent to wearing the outfits you choose for the shows. Lingerie, costumes, uniforms, anything from your cam wardrobe. If there’s roleplay, I consent to it being adult roleplay only. Teacher and student, professor and extra credit, dress-code inspection, school-themed fantasies, whatever the customer calls it—everyone in the scenario is an adult. I consent to playing an adult performer using an adult persona, not a minor, not someone underage, not anything that depends on actual youth.”

The room seemed very quiet after that.

“Again,” Violet said.

I met my own eyes across the room. “Adult only. I consent to adult roleplay, including school or professor fantasies, because the performer is an adult and the character is adult. I do not consent to pretending to be under eighteen.”

Some of the tension left her shoulders. “Good. What else?”

I looked toward the bedroom, toward the camera setup beyond it, toward the life that had suddenly become mine to inhabit. “I consent to you guiding me through chat, text, or from inside the room while I’m on camera. I consent to following instructions about poses, clothes, toys, dirty talk, and how to use your body, as long as those instructions stay inside the performance we’ve agreed to. I consent to experiencing arousal that feels stronger than I’m used to. I consent to my reactions being real even when the scene is staged.”

Her gaze sharpened. “And if this stops being just solo work?”

My pulse kicked. There it was, the thing neither of us had quite said. “I consent to sexual contact in this swapped body if both of us agree before it starts. I consent to the possibility of sex between us while you’re in my body and I’m in yours. I consent to being touched, kissed, tasted, penetrated, and brought off in Violet’s body by the person currently in Ryan’s body, because the minds consenting are ours even when the bodies are wrong.”

Violet inhaled slowly through my nose.

“I consent to that being filmed or streamed if we agree to make it part of a paid show,” I continued, voice shaking now but still steady enough. “I consent to customers watching and tipping. I consent to feeling embarrassed, exposed, confused, turned on, and still continuing because the confusion is part of the fantasy for me. I consent to the body-swap weirdness being part of the kink.”

“Ethan,” she said quietly.

I flinched at her brother’s name.

“He comes home in a couple of days,” she said. “You need to account for him too.”

I gripped the purse tighter. “I consent to the awkwardness of living near Ethan while I’m in your body. I consent to him knowing you’re a camgirl, overhearing things, making assumptions, and being part of the pressure around keeping our secret. If any flirtation, unresolved tension, or boundary-testing comes up around him, I consent to facing that complication as an adult in an adult body, with the truth of the swap still hidden unless we decide otherwise. I understand that his relationship to your body makes it complicated. I consent to the complication being part of what follows.”

Violet didn’t smile. That mattered. She looked at me like she was measuring whether the words were enough to build a floor under us.

“Last part,” she said. “Say you understand this isn’t me forgiving what you already did.”

Shame landed hard and clean. “I understand. What I did before you arrived wasn’t covered by this. I touched your body before we had any agreement, and you have every right to be angry. This is for what happens next.”

She stared at me for another few seconds. Then she picked up the untouched drink and swallowed half of it in one sharp motion.

“Fine,” she said. “For what happens next.”

As I left her apartment in her body, wearing her clothes, carrying her purse, I couldn’t shake the feeling that this bizarre situation was about to get much more complicated. And despite my promises, I couldn’t stop thinking about those moments of pleasure I’d experienced in her body—and wondering what else I might discover before we switched back.

I had no idea then just how deep this rabbit hole would go, or how it would change both of our lives forever.


Chapter 2: Performance Anxiety

The next morning, I woke up disoriented in my own apartment, but not my own body. For a moment, I thought it had all been some bizarre dream—until I felt the unfamiliar weight of breasts against my chest and the silky strands of long hair tickling my shoulders.

I’d slept in Violet’s yoga pants and t-shirt, too afraid to dig through her phone for the address of the shop without permission. My sheets, which had never bothered me when they belonged to my life and my skin, scratched against her bare forearms. Even my apartment looked different through her eyes: dust bright in the cheap sunlight, old laundry sour in the corner, the blinds striping the wall in hard white bars.

Her phone buzzed on my nightstand.

Violet: I’m coming over. Found the address of the shop. Be ready in 20.

I dragged myself to the bathroom, confronting Violet’s face in my smudged mirror. Without makeup, she looked younger, more vulnerable, but still stunning. I splashed water on her face, used my toothbrush (was that too intimate?), and tried to tame her tangled hair with my fingers.

The doorbell rang just as I was finishing up. Opening the door to see myself standing there was no less jarring the second time. Violet had dressed my body in clothes I rarely wore—a button-up shirt I’d bought for interviews and my least-worn jeans. She’d even styled my hair.

“You look better than I usually do,” I remarked as she pushed past me into the apartment.

“Not difficult,” she muttered, looking around with disdain. “This place is even worse in daylight.”

I felt a strange defensiveness. “Not all of us make camgirl money.”

“Clearly.” She tossed a bag at me. “I brought you clothes that actually fit my body. Change quickly. The shop opens at ten.”

Inside the bag were jeans, a sweater, underwear, and a bra. I hesitated. “Should I… do you want me to change in the bathroom?”

She rolled her eyes—my eyes—in a way I’d never seen my face move before. “It’s nothing you haven’t already seen and touched without permission. But fine, whatever makes you comfortable.”

In the bathroom, I struggled with the bra clasp, eventually managing to hook it after several awkward minutes. The jeans hugged curves I wasn’t used to having. When I emerged, Violet gave me a critical once-over.

“You walk all wrong,” she said. “Smaller steps. And stop hunching—my breasts aren’t that heavy.”

“This is harder than it looks,” I protested.

“Try suddenly being six inches taller with a dick,” she shot back. “Now let’s go. The shop’s in Chinatown, about twenty minutes from here.”

On the way, Violet filled me in on what she’d learned from searching her browsing history. “The place is called Madam Wu’s Curiosities. I went in on a whim yesterday before my stream. The old lady kept insisting I take that vial, said something about ‘understanding the viewer’s perspective.’ I thought it was just some aphrodisiac or whatever.”

“And you just… drank it? On stream?” I couldn’t keep the judgment from my voice.

“It was just supposed to be content! Viewers love that mystical bullshit. I didn’t think it would actually do anything.” She glared at me. “Besides, you’re the one who touched your screen like an idiot.”

We fell into uncomfortable silence as the rideshare dropped us at the edge of Chinatown. The streets were already bustling with morning shoppers and tourists. Violet led the way, moving with purpose despite being in an unfamiliar body.

“It was down this alley,” she said, turning into a narrow passage between two restaurants. “Right here…”

But where she pointed stood only a blank wall. No door, no window, not even a sign indicating a shop had ever been there.

“That’s impossible,” she whispered. “It was right here. There was a red door with a brass knocker.”

We spent the next two hours combing every inch of Chinatown, asking shopkeepers if they’d heard of Madam Wu’s. No one had. It was as if the shop had never existed.

Finally, exhausted and frustrated, we stopped at a small tea house. Violet slumped in her chair—my chair, in my body—and ran her hands through my hair.

“This can’t be happening,” she muttered. “I have a life. I have subscribers. I have bills to pay.”

I sipped my tea awkwardly, still not used to the way her lips felt against the cup. “Maybe it will wear off? Like, whatever was in that vial might have a time limit?”

“And if it doesn’t?” She fixed me with a hard stare. “I can’t just wait around hoping. I need to work. Which means…” She trailed off, but I knew what she was implying.

“You can’t seriously expect me to cam as you,” I said, lowering my voice as an elderly couple took the table next to us.

“Do you have a better idea? I have a private show tonight with a top-tier subscriber. That’s five hundred dollars I can’t afford to lose.”

“I wouldn’t know what to do,” I protested. “I’m not a performer.”

She leaned forward, her expression calculating. “But you’ve watched me. A lot, based on your subscription history. You know what I do, how I talk.”

My face—her face—flushed hot with embarrassment. “That’s different from actually doing it.”

“I’ll guide you through the whole thing,” she insisted. “I’ll be in the chat the entire time, telling you exactly what to do. Think of it as… playing a video game. Where the character just happens to be me.”

Put that way, it didn’t sound quite so intimidating. And a strange, forbidden part of me was curious. What would it be like to be on the other side of the screen? To be the performer rather than the observer?

“Just until we find a solution,” I said finally. “And you have to help me every step of the way.”

“Deal.” She nodded briskly. “We should go back to my place to prepare. The show’s at eight.”

Her apartment felt different in the daylight—less like a fantasy set and more like someone’s actual home. While Violet made coffee, I examined the streaming setup more carefully. Professional lighting, high-end camera, a powerful computer with multiple monitors.

“Your five hundred dollar guy,” I began hesitantly. “What exactly is he expecting?”

She handed me a mug. “BigTipper99? He likes roleplay. Teacher-student stuff. Nothing too kinky by my standards.”

“By your standards,” I repeated weakly.

“Look.” She sat down next to me, the gesture strangely intimate despite—or perhaps because of—our bizarre situation. “I know this is weird. But I need the money, and you… well, you get to experience something most guys only dream about.”

“Being a woman?”

“Being a camgirl,” she corrected. “Living the fantasy from the inside. I’ve seen how much you tip, Ryan. You’re into this. Now you get to be the fantasy.”

She wasn’t wrong. Despite my anxiety, there was an undeniable excitement bubbling beneath the surface. The memory of those moments yesterday, of pleasure unlike anything I’d experienced before, remained vivid.

The rest of the day passed in a crash course on how to be Violet Moon. She showed me her equipment, her most popular poses, how to apply her makeup, which outfits went with which shows. It was surreal watching my body demonstrate seductive stretches and bedroom eyes.

“You need to shower,” she said finally, glancing at the time. “Use the exfoliating scrub first, then the lavender body wash. Shave my legs if they need it. The razor’s in the shower caddy.”

“Shave your legs?” I repeated dumbly.

“Yes, and please be careful. Don’t nick anything.” She pushed me toward the bathroom. “I’ll set up the stream and get everything ready.”

The shower made even hygiene feel intimate. Hot water struck her shoulders and ran down her breasts in clear paths, gathering at her nipples before slipping over her stomach. I followed Violet’s instructions exactly: scrub first, lavender body wash after, careful shave, no cheap soap, no rushing. What had been a two-minute chore in my body became a ritual of textures and scents.

I stood under the spray until her skin flushed pink. Lavender foam bloomed in the loofah, and the rough mesh dragged over her collarbone, down the slope of her breasts, across nipples that tightened at the first pass. I gasped and had to steady one hand against the tile. Soap slid between her breasts and over her flat stomach in slow white trails, and every practical motion threatened to become something else.

Taking a deep breath, I moved the loofah lower, across her taut abdomen and down to her thighs. The hot water streamed between her legs, creating an unexpected pulse of pleasure. I bit her lip, forcing myself to focus on the task. With trembling hands, I lathered her legs, lifting each one to run the razor carefully over her skin. The vulnerability of the position, legs spread with water cascading between them, made my heart race.

When I finished and stepped out of the shower, her body was tingling all over, nipples still tight, a persistent throb between her thighs that I tried desperately to ignore.

By the time I emerged wrapped in her plush towel, I felt transformed.

Violet had laid out the outfit: a pleated skirt, white button-up shirt knotted at the waist, knee socks, and a lacy white bra and panty set that looked simultaneously innocent and provocative.

“The schoolgirl fantasy,” she explained, seeing my expression. “Classic for a reason. Now hurry up and get dressed. I’ll do your makeup.”

Having her apply makeup to her own face while in my body was perhaps the strangest part of this strange day. She worked with practiced efficiency, explaining each product as she went.

“You don’t need much,” she said, blending something onto her—my—cheekbones. “My skin is my best feature. Just enough to look flawless on camera.”

When she finished and I looked in the mirror, I barely recognized the reflection. She had turned her own face back into Violet Moon: darker at the lashes, sharper at the cheekbones, mouth glossy and dangerous in a way my nervous expression kept failing to support.

“Perfect,” she declared. “Now let’s go over the script one more time.”

The “script,” such as it was, involved me playing a student who needed extra credit. BigTipper99 would play the teacher role from his end, typing his responses. I would respond verbally and physically, gradually removing pieces of the uniform as the scenario progressed.

“Remember, you’re not you—you’re Violet Moon,” she coached. “Confident, slightly bratty, but ultimately eager to please. You know how sexy you are and you use it to get what you want.”

“What if I freeze up?” I asked, genuine panic building as the clock ticked toward eight.

“I’ll be right there in the chat as MidnightCoder,” she assured me. “If you get stuck, just look for my messages. I’ll guide you through everything.”

All too soon, it was time. I sat in her streaming chair, adjusting the short skirt nervously. The camera stared at me like an unblinking eye.

“Ready?” Violet asked from where she’d set up at her laptop across the room, out of the camera’s view.

“No,” I admitted.

“Too bad. Going live in three, two, one…”

The red light blinked on. The chat window filled with greetings and emojis. And suddenly, I was on.

“Hey there, professor,” I said, forcing Violet’s sultry tone into her voice. “Thanks for agreeing to meet with me about my… grade.”

The chat scrolled rapidly, but one message from BigTipper99 stood out: Miss Moon, I’m disappointed in your recent test performance. We need to discuss your options for passing my class.

I crossed her legs slowly, letting the skirt ride up just enough to tease. “I’ll do anything to pass, professor. I really need this credit.”

From the corner of my eye, I saw a message from MidnightCoder: Bite your lip and play with your hair. Lean forward slightly.

I followed the instructions, amazed at how different it felt to perform these gestures rather than watch them. The response was immediate—the chat exploded with approval and BigTipper99 typed faster.

Perhaps we can arrange some… extra credit work. But you’ll need to demonstrate your commitment.

MidnightCoder: Unbutton the top two buttons slowly while looking directly at the camera.

My fingers trembled slightly as I worked the buttons, revealing the lacy edge of the white bra. “What kind of commitment did you have in mind, professor?” I asked, lowering Violet’s voice to a breathy whisper.

BigTipper99: Show me how dedicated you are to learning. Start with your uniform—is it regulation length?

MidnightCoder: Stand up slowly. Turn around and bend slightly, letting the skirt ride up.

I rose to my feet, turning to present her back to the camera. With deliberate slowness, I bent forward, feeling the cool air on the backs of her thighs as the pleated skirt inched upward, revealing the lace edges of the white panties underneath.

“I think my skirt might be a little short, professor,” I said, glancing over her shoulder at the camera. “Is that against the dress code?”

The chat erupted with comments and emojis. BigTipper99’s typing indicator flashed, vanished, then flashed again as if he couldn’t get the words out fast enough.

BigTipper99: Very much against code, Miss Moon. I may have to inspect more closely. Remove your shirt so I can see if the rest of your uniform is appropriate.

MidnightCoder: Face the camera. Unbutton slowly from the bottom up, maintaining eye contact.

I turned back around, fingers moving to the bottom button of the shirt. One by one, I unfastened them, revealing inches of her toned stomach, then the white lace bra, until finally the shirt hung open.

“Is this better, professor?” I asked, letting the shirt slide halfway down her shoulders.

BigTipper99: Take it off completely. Let me see if your undergarments meet school standards.

With a coy smile, I let the shirt fall completely, standing before the camera in just the skirt and white bra. Her skin prickled with goosebumps, nipples hardening visibly against the thin lace.

“Are my undergarments appropriate, sir?” I asked, running her fingertips along the edge of the bra where it met her skin.

BigTipper99: I’m afraid not. Far too revealing. You’ll need to remove that as well for proper inspection.

MidnightCoder: Reach behind slowly. Arch your back when you unhook it. Let it fall forward gradually.

My hands moved behind her back, finding the clasp. With a flick of her fingers, I unhooked it, then paused, letting anticipation build. Slowly, I arched her back, causing the straps to slide down her arms. The bra fell forward, revealing her breasts completely—full, perfectly shaped, with rosy pink nipples that stood at attention in the cool air.

“Oh,” I gasped, the sound completely genuine as the sensation of being exposed sent a jolt of arousal through her core. “Is this better, professor?”

The chat went wild. Donation notifications pinged repeatedly.

BigTipper99: Touch them. Show me how sensitive they are.

MidnightCoder: Cup them from underneath. Brush thumbs over nipples. Moan softly.

I cupped her breasts from beneath, learning their weight in her own hands. When my thumbs brushed the hardened nipples, pleasure snapped straight down between her legs. The moan that left her mouth was too rough to be pretty and too real to be acting.

“God, they’re so sensitive,” I breathed, circling her nipples with increasing pressure. “Every touch goes straight between my legs, professor.”

BigTipper99: Show me. Lift your skirt and show me how excited our lesson is making you.

MidnightCoder: Sit back down. Spread legs slowly. Lift skirt inch by inch.

I sank back into the chair, knees together primly before slowly, teasingly parting them. Inch by inch, I raised the pleated skirt, revealing the white lace panties underneath. A noticeable damp spot had formed at the crotch—not acting, not performance, but genuine arousal that I couldn’t control.

“I think our lesson is having quite an effect on me, sir,” I said, voice husky with real desire. “See how wet you’ve made me already?”

BigTipper99: Touch yourself through your panties. Show me how badly you want to pass my class.

MidnightCoder: Trace your fingers lightly over the fabric. Circle, don’t press directly yet.

I trailed her fingers along the inside of her thighs first, savoring the smoothness of her skin. Then slowly, I moved to the damp spot on the panties, tracing light circles over the fabric. The sensation was maddening—enough to tease but not satisfy. Her hips shifted restlessly in the chair, seeking more pressure.

“Please, professor,” I whimpered, the need in her voice entirely authentic. “I need more than this. I’ll do anything to pass your class.”

BigTipper99: Remove those inappropriate panties at once. Then show me exactly how dedicated you are to your education.

MidnightCoder: Hook thumbs in waistband. Lift hips and slide them down slowly. Spread wider after.

With trembling fingers, I hooked her thumbs into the waistband of the panties. I lifted her hips from the chair and dragged the lace down her thighs slowly enough to feel every inch of air touching newly bare skin. Once they were off, I hesitated for half a breath. Then I spread her legs wide, giving the camera the full view Violet’s subscribers had paid to see.

I looked down, seeing her sex fully revealed—pink, glistening with arousal, the small hood retracted to expose her swollen clit. The sight and sensation together made her breath catch.

“Is this dedicated enough, professor?” I asked, voice barely above a whisper.

BigTipper99: Touch yourself properly now. Show me how you pleasure yourself when you’re alone thinking about getting a better grade.

MidnightCoder: Start with light circles around clit. Dip fingers to gather wetness then return to clit. Increase pressure gradually.

I slid her hand between her legs and gasped at the first contact with her slick folds. Moisture coated my fingertips. I carried it to her clit and circled with featherlight pressure, and her thighs trembled before I could decide whether to let them. Pleasure did not rush toward a finish line. It spread under the skin, warm and insistent, tugging at her hips, her belly, the tight points of her nipples.

“Oh fuck,” I moaned, losing the professor fantasy for a second as the body took priority over the bit. Her hips rocked into her hand, needy for more pressure, more friction.

BigTipper99: Use your other hand too. I want to see how you’d earn an A+ in my class.

MidnightCoder: Two fingers inside, curled upward. Other hand continuing on clit. Faster now.

Following the instruction, I slid two of her fingers inside and felt her cunt grip them, slick and hot and startlingly alive. I curled upward until I found the rougher spot Violet had described, and her whole body jerked. Her other hand kept circling her clit, pressure deepening, pace quickening.

The dual stimulation was unlike anything I’d ever experienced. Her body responded instinctively, walls clenching around her fingers, hips bucking against her hand. Pleasure built exponentially, climbing higher and higher until I felt her balance on a precipice.

“I’m going to come,” I gasped, all pretense of the roleplay forgotten in the face of impending ecstasy. “Oh god, I’m so close, please…”

MidnightCoder: Speed up. Push yourself over. Make it loud.

I abandoned all restraint, fingers working inside and out until there was no room left for embarrassment. The orgasm tore through her cunt first, hard contractions gripping my fingers, then rolled up through her stomach and chest. Her back arched sharply. Her thighs clamped around her hand. A high cry tore from her throat, and every pulse inside her dragged another one after it.

Unlike my male orgasms which would immediately begin to fade, her pleasure plateaued and lingered, allowing me to ease her through several aftershocks by gently circling her still-sensitive clit.

“Oh my god,” I panted, her chest heaving, nipples still hard as diamonds. “Was that satisfactory, professor?”

BigTipper99: Excellent work, Miss Moon. But I think we should continue your education with some additional tools. Do you have your study aids ready?

MidnightCoder: Bottom drawer of the desk. The purple vibrator. Show it to the camera first.

Still trembling from the intensity of her orgasm, I reached down to the drawer and withdrew a sleek purple vibrator, about seven inches long with a curved tip. I held it up to the camera, running her fingers along its length.

“I always come prepared for class, professor,” I said, returning to the roleplay with newfound confidence.

BigTipper99: Show me how you use it to study properly.

MidnightCoder: Lick it first. Tease yourself with just the tip against your clit. Then slowly insert while looking at the camera.

I brought the vibrator to her lips, running her tongue along its length in a show of anticipation. Then I moved it between her legs, teasing her still-sensitive clit with just the very tip. The sensation made her hips jerk involuntarily.

Looking directly into the camera with half-lidded eyes, I positioned the vibrator at her entrance and pushed it in inch by inch. Her body opened around the toy with a slow, greedy stretch, fuller than her fingers, smooth pressure dragging a moan out of me before I could shape it into Violet’s voice.

“Oh fuck,” I moaned, unable to help myself as I seated the vibrator fully inside her. “It’s so deep, professor.”

BigTipper99: Turn it on. Show me how you earn top marks.

MidnightCoder: Medium setting first. Move it in and out slowly while circling clit with your fingers.

I clicked the button at the base, and the vibrator hummed to life inside her. The buzz reached places I couldn’t name, a deep electric pressure behind her clit and along the front wall of her cunt. I moved it in and out with long, deliberate strokes while my other hand returned to her clit, slick fingers drawing tight circles.

Her body answered with a speed that startled me. The first orgasm had not emptied her out. It had made everything easier to ignite.

“Professor,” I gasped, falling deeper into the role as pleasure consumed me. “I think I’m going to come again. Is that allowed?”

BigTipper99: Only the best students come twice. Show me you deserve an A.

MidnightCoder: Highest setting. Faster strokes. Let go completely.

I cranked the vibrator to its highest setting and increased the pace, fucking her with it while her fingers worked her clit in frantic circles. The pleasure tightened fast, too much and exactly enough, a pressure that made her toes curl and her breath break into filthy little sounds.

This orgasm hit harder than the first. Her back came completely off the chair, thighs spreading wider, a string of profanities and moans pouring from her lips as her cunt clenched around the humming toy. The vibrator kept working through every contraction, dragging the climax out until pleasure sharpened at the edges.

When I finally switched it off and withdrew it slowly, her body was covered in a fine sheen of sweat, chest heaving, limbs trembling with aftershocks.

“Did I… pass the test?” I managed between gasping breaths, looking directly into the camera with Violet’s eyes.

BigTipper99: A+ performance, Miss Moon. Same time next week for your next lesson.

The private show ended with a final generous donation ping. I collapsed back in the chair, utterly spent, as Violet ended the stream.

“Well,” she said, approaching from across the room. “That was…”

“Intense,” I finished for her, still struggling to catch my breath.

“You were better than I expected,” she admitted, handing me a robe. “The donations were actually higher than my usual take with him. You really let yourself go at the end there.”

I slipped the robe on, suddenly self-conscious despite everything I’d just done. “It’s different than I imagined. The feeling, I mean.”

“Female orgasms?” She laughed—a strange sound coming from my throat. “Welcome to the other side. Now you know why I can keep going and going on stream.”

“We need to keep looking for that shop,” I said, reality crashing back.

“Of course. But in the meantime…” She gestured to the computer where donation notifications were still appearing. “You just made six hundred dollars in an hour. My cut is four-fifty, your cut is one-fifty.”

“My cut?” I blinked in surprise.

“You think I’d let you use my body for free?” She smirked. “Consider it compensation for your performance. Which, by the way, needs work on the technical side. You move too mechanically at first. Next time, try to flow more naturally.”

“Next time,” I repeated weakly, feeling another small aftershock pulse through her core.

“Tomorrow night. Main channel stream.” She checked her phone—my phone—and frowned. “I need to go. I’ve got a coding job due tomorrow, and your fingers are a lot clumsier than mine.”

After she left, I sat on her couch, still wrapped in her robe, trying to process what had just happened. I had performed as a camgirl. I had exposed her body to strangers for money. I had experienced pleasure in ways I never had before, my brain still foggy from the intensity of it all.

And I was going to do it all again tomorrow night.

I should have been horrified, or at least deeply uncomfortable. Instead, I felt a confusing mix of excitement, curiosity, and something else I couldn’t quite name. Perhaps it was the beginning of understanding what it meant to be Violet Moon—to live inside the fantasy that I’d only observed from the outside.

Her phone buzzed with a message.

Violet: You did good tonight. Rest up. Tomorrow we hit the main stage, and that’s a whole different game. Oh, and check the nightstand drawer. There’s something there you should practice with before tomorrow’s show.

With trepidation, I opened the drawer she mentioned. Inside was an array of toys I’d seen her use on stream—a sleek glass dildo, anal beads of graduated sizes, nipple clamps connected by a delicate chain, and a bottle of lubricant.

Violet: Get familiar with ALL of them. Tomorrow’s subscribers expect a professional performance. And keep searching for that shop… unless you’re starting to enjoy being me too much?

I picked up the glass dildo, cool and heavy in her palm. This bizarre situation had just gotten even more complicated. And despite everything—the confusion, the ethical questions, the uncertain future—I couldn’t deny the thrill of anticipation coursing through her veins.

What else would I discover inside Violet Moon’s life before we found our way back to our own bodies? And more disturbingly—was I starting to hope we wouldn’t find that shop too quickly?

I looked down at her body, still tender and responsive after everything I’d put it through, and realized this strange journey had only just begun.


Chapter 3: Public Performance

The next morning, I woke naked in Violet’s bed with silk sheets tangled around her thighs. I’d been too exhausted after the private show to do anything but collapse, and the robe had fallen open during the night. Sunlight came through the gauzy curtains and laid warm bars across her stomach.

I lay there for a moment, taking stock. Two days in Violet’s body. One paid cam session with my face on the wrong side of the screen. And the unsettling knowledge that dread was no longer the only thing keeping me awake.

Her phone buzzed on the nightstand.

Violet: Morning. How’re my toys treating you? Ready for tonight’s main show?

I groaned, reaching for the device with Violet’s slender fingers.

Me: I haven’t tried everything yet. Fell asleep after last night.

Violet: Amateur. My regulars expect a professional performance. You’d better practice today. Main show starts at 9pm.

Me: Any luck finding that shop?

Violet: Asked around Chinatown again. Nothing. My brother gets back from his business trip tomorrow, so we’re running out of time.

I set the phone down with a sigh. The thought of Violet’s brother coming home added a whole new layer of complication. How would I explain why his sister was suddenly acting strange? Would he notice the difference?

After a quick shower—which I managed to get through without succumbing to the temptations of Violet’s responsive body—I made coffee and settled at her kitchen counter to plan my day. I needed to practice with her toys, as instructed, but I also wanted to search for Madam Wu’s shop myself. Maybe I’d notice something Violet had missed.

The doorbell rang just as I was finishing my coffee. Through the peephole, I saw my own body standing in the hallway, arms laden with shopping bags.

“Morning, sunshine,” Violet said as I opened the door. She breezed past me into the apartment. “Hope you’re ready for camgirl boot camp.”

“What’s all this?” I asked, eyeing the bags.

“Supplies.” She began unpacking them onto the counter. “Outfits for tonight’s show, new toys I ordered with your credit card—hope you don’t mind—and some basic necessities like makeup remover and better lube than the cheap stuff you were using last night.”

“You used my credit card?”

She shrugged my shoulders in a way I’d never moved them. “Technically, it’s in your wallet, which is currently in my possession. Besides, it’s an investment in your performance. Better toys mean bigger tips.”

I couldn’t argue with her logic, twisted as it was. “Fine. What’s the plan for tonight’s show?”

“Main channel stream is different from private shows,” she explained, laying out three different lingerie sets. “More viewers, more pressure, but also more freedom. You follow the tips and comments, but you control the pace. Start slow, build tension, make them wait for it.”

She held up a blood-red lace bodysuit with strategic cutouts that would expose my—her—breasts and crotch while still technically being “dressed.”

“This is for the finale,” she said. “We’ll start with the black set, transition to the pink when donations hit the first milestone, then finish with this when they hit the second milestone.”

“Milestones?”

“Goals I set for the audience. When donations reach certain amounts, I reward them with outfit changes, toy use, or special acts.” She grinned—my face making an expression that felt foreign. “They always hit the marks. My regulars are very generous.”

For the next several hours, Violet put me through what she called “camgirl training”—teaching me her signature poses, how to angle her body for the camera, which expressions drove her viewers wild. It was surreal watching my body demonstrate how to arch her back just so, or how to make bedroom eyes at the camera.

“You need to practice with the toys,” she said eventually, checking the time on her phone. “I’ve got another coding job to finish with your clumsy man-hands. I’ll be back before the show starts.”

After she left, I sat on the edge of Violet’s bed, staring at the array of sex toys she’d laid out on the duvet. This was beyond surreal—practicing how to pleasure her body so I could perform for strangers online. Yet beneath the strangeness was an undeniable current of excitement. Last night had shown me pleasures I’d never experienced before, sensations my male body simply couldn’t feel.

Taking a deep breath, I picked up the glass dildo first. It was heavier than I expected, the surface cool and unyielding. Following Violet’s instructions, I warmed it in my hands before reaching for the bottle of premium silicone lube she’d purchased.

I lay back on the bed, spreading her legs and coating the toy generously. Even this preliminary touch between her thighs sent shivers of anticipation through her body. I circled her entrance with the smooth tip, gasping at the sensation. Her body responded instantly, growing slick with its own lubrication.

“Fuck,” I whispered as I eased the dildo inside, feeling her walls stretch to accommodate it.

The sensation was nothing like the vibrator from the private show. This was colder, heavier, pure fullness. The glass pressed against her inner walls with a steady weight that made every small adjustment matter. I moved it slowly in and out, angling it the way Violet had instructed.

When the curved tip found the right place, her hips bucked off the bed. “Holy shit,” I gasped, Violet’s voice cracking thin. A bright internal jolt shot through her, nothing like the slower surface build from her clit.

I continued working the dildo with increasing confidence, adding my other hand to circle her clit. The dual stimulation quickly had her body climbing toward release, thighs beginning to tremble as pleasure built.

When orgasm hit, it started deep around the glass. Her cunt clenched down so hard the toy barely moved, and the release rolled through her hips until her back arched off the mattress. I cried out, Violet’s voice bouncing off the bedroom walls while her body shook around the unyielding length.

After catching my breath, I moved on to the anal beads, approaching them with nervous curiosity. This was territory I’d never explored even in my own body. Following Violet’s texted instructions, I used abundant lube and started with just the smallest bead, circling her puckered entrance gently.

The sensation was strange at first—a pressure, neither pleasurable nor uncomfortable, just new. With patience and more lube, I worked the first bead inside, then the second, gasping at the unfamiliar fullness. By the time I had three beads inserted, I was shocked to discover the pleasure building again, especially when I added fingers between her legs.

This orgasm was different still—more all-encompassing, her entire body seized by waves of ecstasy as I gently pulled the beads out at the peak of climax. The intensity left me gasping, her body covered in a fine sheen of sweat.

The nipple clamps were last, and I approached them with real caution. The first bite of metal on her already sensitive nipples sent pain flashing through her chest, followed by a hot tug between her legs that made me understand why Violet kept them in the drawer. Too tight was genuinely painful. Just tight enough made every breath pull on the chain and echo in her cunt.

By the time I’d “practiced” with all the toys, hours had passed and her body was trembling with exhaustion and lingering pleasure. I lay sprawled across her bed, marveling at the responsiveness of her form, the seemingly endless capacity for orgasms so different from my one-and-done male experience.

The doorbell rang again just after six. I hurriedly threw on Violet’s robe and went to answer it, finding myself face-to-face with… myself.

Violet’s eyes widened slightly as she took in my disheveled appearance. “Productive practice session, I see,” she smirked.

I felt her cheeks flush hot. “I was just… following instructions.”

“Clearly.” She pushed past me into the apartment. “You look well-fucked. Hopefully you saved some energy for tonight.”

“I’m pretty sure your body has an unlimited supply,” I muttered.

“One of its better features,” she agreed. “Now go shower. We need to start getting ready.”

The preparation for a main channel show was even more elaborate than the private session. Violet supervised as I carefully applied her makeup, styled her hair, and slipped into the first lingerie set—a black lace bra with matching panties, garter belt, and stockings.

“Remember,” she coached as we approached the streaming setup. “Start slow. Tease them. Make them work for it. And watch my messages in the chat—I’ll guide you through everything.”

At exactly nine o’clock, I sat before the camera, heart pounding in her chest, and clicked “Go Live.” Immediately, viewers began flooding in, the chat exploding with greetings and lewd comments.

“Hey boys,” I purred, channeling Violet’s sultry persona. “Did you miss me?”

The response was enthusiastic, to say the least. Donation notifications began pinging almost immediately.

VioletStan23: Fuck yes we missed you
BigDaddyDom: Take it off already sexy
MidnightCoder: Slow and steady. Make them wait for it. Start by playing with your hair and talking about your day.

I followed Violet’s instruction, twirling a strand of her hair around one finger while recounting a fictional “busy day” preparing for the stream. All the while, I maintained eye contact with the camera, occasionally shifting to give glimpses of lace and skin.

MidnightCoder: First milestone is $200. Tell them what they get when they hit it.

“I’ve got something special planned tonight, boys,” I said, tracing a finger along the edge of the black bra. “When we hit two hundred, these come off and something pink comes on. At five hundred…” I bit her lip suggestively. “Well, let’s just say I’ve got new toys I’m dying to try.”

The donations accelerated, pinging rapid-fire as viewers competed to reach the milestone. Within minutes, we’d blown past $200.

MidnightCoder: Strip slowly. Back to camera first, unhook bra, then turn around holding it in place. Drop it only after they’ve donated another $50.

I rose gracefully from the chair, turning to present her back to the camera. With deliberate slowness, I unhooked the bra, then glanced over her shoulder with a teasing smile.

“Another fifty before these come off completely,” I challenged.

The chat went wild, donations flooding in. The moment they hit the target, I turned around, still holding the bra in place for one suspended second before letting it fall away. Her breasts spilled free, full and warm in the studio light, nipples tightening in the cool air.

“You guys are so generous,” I purred, cupping her breasts and giving them a gentle squeeze. The sensation sent jolts of pleasure through her chest. “Now let me change into something more comfortable.”

I stepped briefly out of frame to slip into the pink lingerie set—a sheer babydoll that hid nothing and matching crotchless panties that left her most intimate parts exposed.

When I returned to camera view, the chat exploded again. I positioned her body artfully on the chair, one leg draped over the armrest to provide the perfect view between her thighs.

MidnightCoder: Start touching yourself over the fabric. Light strokes only. Tell them about the dream you had last night.

I began tracing her fingertips over the sheer material covering her breasts, circling but not touching her nipples directly.

“I had a filthy dream last night,” I said, voice dropping to a whisper. “I dreamed I was being watched by hundreds of men while I touched myself… just like this.”

My hand drifted lower, skimming over her flat stomach to the exposed flesh between her legs. I traced her outer lips lightly, not yet dipping between them.

“In my dream, they told me exactly what to do,” I continued, breath catching as the first heat gathered low in her belly. “They watched while I made myself come over and over.”

The donations were steadily climbing toward the second milestone. $300… $350… $400…

MidnightCoder: Get the glass dildo. Show it to them but don’t use it yet. Make them beg.

I reached for the nightstand drawer, withdrawing the glass toy I’d practiced with earlier. I held it up to the camera, letting them see the smooth, transparent length.

“You want to see this inside me?” I asked, running her tongue along her lower lip. “We’re so close to five hundred… who’s going to push us over the edge?”

A flurry of donations pushed the total to $480… $490… and then a single large donation from BigTipper99 sent it soaring past $500.

MidnightCoder: Thank him by name. Now strip completely and start with the dildo. Go slow at first.

“Thank you, BigTipper,” I breathed, sliding the babydoll up and over her head. “This is especially for you.”

Now completely naked except for the crotchless panties, I settled back in the chair, spreading her legs wide for the camera. Her sex was already visibly wet with arousal, glistening in the professional lighting.

I brought the dildo to her lips first, running her tongue along its length before trailing it down between her breasts, over her stomach, and finally between her legs. I circled her entrance teasingly before slowly, inch by torturous inch, sliding it inside.

The glass felt colder than it had during practice, or maybe I was just more aware of every inch with hundreds of people watching. Her body accepted the toy eagerly, slick inner walls gripping the smooth length as I pushed it home.

“Oh fuck,” I moaned, too genuine to dress up as performance. I moved the dildo in long, deliberate strokes, angling it until each pass struck the spot that made her stomach tighten.

The chat was going crazy, donations continuing to pour in as viewers requested specific actions.

MidnightCoder: Faster now. Add your other hand to your clit. Really put on a show.

I increased the pace, driving the dildo deeper while my other hand found her clit, circling it with practiced precision. Her body responded instantaneously, hips rising to meet each thrust, breasts bouncing with the movement.

“I’m getting close,” I gasped, her voice breaking high. “You guys are going to make me come so hard.”

MidnightCoder: Switch to the red bodysuit now. Make them wait for your orgasm.

With trembling hands, I withdrew the dildo and stepped away from the camera briefly, hurriedly donning the red lace bodysuit Violet had chosen for the finale. The cutouts positioned perfectly around her breasts and between her legs, framing her most intimate parts like erotic artwork.

When I returned to camera view, the chat went absolutely wild. Donations flooded in at unprecedented rates.

MidnightCoder: Now bring out the vibrator AND the anal beads. Tell them they’ve earned the ultimate show.

My heart raced as I retrieved both toys, displaying them for the camera. “You’ve all been so generous tonight,” I said, positioning myself on the edge of the chair. “I think you deserve to see everything.”

With newfound confidence, I slid the vibrator deep inside her already slick channel, then reached for the anal beads, applying fresh lubricant before carefully working the first few beads into her rear entrance.

The double fullness left no part of her body untouched. The vibrator stretched her cunt while the beads pressed deep and strange behind it, and when I switched on the motor, her entire body jerked.

“Oh my god,” I cried out, her voice breaking as sensation threatened to overwhelm me. “I can feel it everywhere.”

MidnightCoder: Look directly at the camera. Tell them you’re going to come for them. Make it spectacular.

I locked eyes with the camera, her face flushed with genuine pleasure, lips parted as ragged breaths escaped.

“I’m going to come for you,” I promised, increasing the speed of the vibrator while gently moving the beads. “Right now… oh fuck…”

When the orgasm hit, her back arched sharply and her thighs spread wider under the camera’s eye. I remembered Violet’s instruction to “make it spectacular” and pulled the beads out at the peak. The sudden drag through her ass tore a cry out of her and kicked the climax into a second, harder spasm before the first had finished.

Her body convulsed, inner walls clamping around the vibrator as wetness visibly gushed around it. I didn’t have to fake a sound or expression. The camera was getting the truth, humiliating and profitable and hot.

As the climax finally loosened its grip, I switched off the vibrator but left it inside, knowing from experience now that her body did not go quiet all at once.

“Thank you all for joining me tonight,” I panted, her chest still heaving with exertion. “Same time next week?”

The chat exploded with affirmative responses and final donations. When the total flashed on screen, I couldn’t believe the number: $1,732—apparently a record for one of Violet’s regular streams.

I ended the broadcast with a final blown kiss, then collapsed back in the chair, utterly spent. Across the room, I heard slow applause.

“Brava,” Violet said, approaching from her observation point. “That was… actually impressive. You’re a fast learner.”

“Thanks,” I managed, still catching my breath. “Is it always like that?”

“Not usually,” she admitted, checking the final donation tally with raised eyebrows. “You set a new record. Seems my viewers appreciate your… authentic approach.”

I carefully extracted the vibrator, wincing slightly at her body’s oversensitivity. “Authentic is one way to put it. I wasn’t acting at the end there.”

“I could tell.” She handed me a robe. “Which is why they responded so enthusiastically. Most camgirls fake at least some of it. You looked wrecked because you were wrecked.”

I wrapped the robe around her body, suddenly self-conscious despite everything I’d just done on camera. “So what now? We keep looking for the shop tomorrow?”

Violet was quiet for a moment, an unreadable expression on my borrowed face. “About that… I’ve been thinking.”

“About what?”

“This arrangement.” She gestured between us. “It’s working, isn’t it? You’re making more money camming as me than I usually do. I’m actually enjoying the break from performing. Maybe we don’t need to rush finding a solution.”

I stared at her in disbelief. “You can’t be serious. You want to stay like this?”

“Not forever,” she clarified quickly. “But maybe for a little while. Until my brother gets back from his next business trip in two weeks. It would give us time to… explore this situation more thoroughly.”

“Explore?” I repeated, unsure what she meant.

She stepped closer, an unfamiliar intensity in my eyes. “Don’t tell me you haven’t thought about it. What it would be like to fuck as the opposite sex. Me in your body, you in mine.”

The suggestion sent an unexpected jolt of arousal through her still-sensitive body. The thought had crossed my mind, of course—how could it not? But hearing her say it out loud made it suddenly, dangerously real.

“That would be…” I struggled to find the right word.

“Educational?” she supplied with a smirk. “Experimental? The ultimate sexual experience?”

“Complicated,” I finished.

“Everything about this is complicated.” She shrugged. “But we might as well enjoy the ride while we figure it out. Think about it.” She headed for the door. “Your cut from tonight is four hundred. Not bad for a couple hours’ work.”

After she left, I sat in stunned silence, her proposition echoing in my mind. Stay like this longer? Deliberately? And the other suggestion—sex between our swapped bodies—was both disturbing and undeniably intriguing.

As I cleaned up the streaming area and prepared for bed, I couldn’t shake the feeling that I was standing at a crossroads. The responsible thing would be to insist on continuing our search for Madam Wu’s shop. To focus on returning to our rightful bodies as soon as possible.

But Violet’s words had awakened something in me—a curiosity about possibilities I’d never imagined before. What would it be like to experience sex from her perspective? To feel a man inside this body? Or to watch her experience pleasure in mine?

I slipped between her silky sheets, body still humming with lingering sensitivity from the stream. Tomorrow her brother would return, adding new complications to our situation. I should be focused on finding a solution before then.

Instead, as sleep claimed me, I found myself wondering what other discoveries awaited in Violet Moon’s body—and whether I truly wanted this strange journey to end just yet.


Chapter 4: Crossing Boundaries

I woke to the insistent buzzing of Violet’s phone. Groaning, I reached for it blindly, squinting at the screen. Three missed calls and a string of texts, all from “Ethan”—Violet’s brother.

Ethan: Hey Vi, flight landed early. Be home in an hour.
Ethan: You there? Need anything from the store?
Ethan: Hello??? I’m like 20 mins away now.

“Shit,” I hissed, bolting upright in bed. Violet had said her brother was coming home today, but I hadn’t expected him this early. I scrambled to call her, heart pounding in her chest.

“What?” she answered, my voice groggy with sleep.

“Your brother’s almost home!” I whispered urgently. “What do I do? How do I act? What does he know about your life?”

“Fuck,” she muttered. “Okay, don’t panic. Ethan and I share the apartment but we mostly stay out of each other’s business. He knows I cam but pretends not to. Just be normal and avoid conversation.”

“That’s your advice? Be normal? I don’t even know what normal is for you and your brother!”

“Just… I don’t know, stay in my room? Say you’re working?” She sounded equally panicked now. “I’ll come over as soon as I can.”

The call ended, leaving me alone with my anxiety. I rushed to shower and dress in the most modest outfit I could find in Violet’s closet: leggings and an oversized sweater. I had just finished hastily applying minimal makeup when I heard a key in the lock.

“Vi?” a male voice called. “You home?”

Taking a deep breath, I stepped into the living room. Ethan Moon was tall and broad-shouldered, with the same striking dark hair as his sister, though his was cut short. He was objectively handsome in a rugged way, carrying a duffel bag over one shoulder.

“Hey,” I said, trying to sound casual. “Welcome back.”

He dropped his bag and gave me a quick one-armed hug that caught me off guard. “Place is actually clean for once,” he remarked, glancing around. “You feeling okay?”

I forced a laugh. “Very funny. How was your trip?”

“Boring business shit.” He headed for the kitchen. “You eat yet? I’m starving.”

“I was just going to grab coffee,” I said, grateful that he didn’t seem inclined to interrogate me before breakfast.

“I’ll make breakfast,” he offered. “Least I can do since you didn’t trash the place while I was gone.”

I watched nervously as he moved around the kitchen with familiar ease, pulling out pans and ingredients. This domestic scene felt strangely intimate—a glimpse into Violet’s real life beyond the cameras and performances.

“So,” he said as he cracked eggs into a bowl, “how’s work? Still breaking hearts online?”

I felt her cheeks flush. “It’s… good. Busy.”

“Yeah?” He glanced at me with an expression I couldn’t quite read. “Seemed extra busy last night. Walls in this place aren’t exactly soundproof, you know.”

My stomach dropped. He’d heard the stream? How was that possible? Then I remembered: Violet had mentioned he wasn’t supposed to be back until tonight. He must have come home during last night’s show.

“I… I thought you weren’t coming back until today,” I stammered.

“Got an earlier flight.” He shrugged, turning back to the stove. “Don’t worry, I put headphones on. Just… maybe a heads up text next time?”

I wanted the floor to swallow me whole. Not only had Ethan heard me performing as his sister, but now I was having this mortifying morning-after conversation with him.

Thankfully, her phone buzzed with a text, giving me an excuse to look away.

Violet: On my way over. Stall him.

“Actually,” I said, grabbing my purse, “I just remembered I need to meet someone for coffee. Rain check on breakfast?”

Ethan looked disappointed but nodded. “Sure. Everything okay? You seem weird.”

“Just tired,” I lied. “Late night, you know?”

“Yeah, I definitely know,” he said with a wry smile that made her cheeks burn hotter.

I practically fled the apartment, texting Violet to meet me at the coffee shop around the corner instead. Ten minutes later, I sat at a small table, anxiously watching the door until I saw my own body walk in. The sight still jarred me: my familiar frame moving with Violet’s distinctive swagger.

“That was close,” she said, sliding into the seat across from me. “What did he say?”

“He heard the stream last night,” I hissed. “He came home early and heard everything!”

To my surprise, she just laughed. “Classic Ethan. Don’t worry about it. We have this unspoken agreement where he pretends not to know details about my job. It’s awkward but manageable.”

“Manageable for you maybe! I’m the one who has to face him!”

“It’ll be fine,” she assured me. “But we should probably accelerate our search for Madam Wu. I don’t think you’re ready for extended Ethan interaction.”

We spent the rest of the day combing through different parts of Chinatown, stepping into herbalists, gift shops, bakeries, and narrow storefronts that smelled of incense and old wood. We asked about Madam Wu, the red door, the brass knocker, the disappearing shop. Every answer was the same blank look.

By late afternoon, we were both exhausted and frustrated. Sitting in another tea house, Violet scrolled through her phone while I stared dejectedly out the window.

“I have another private request,” she said suddenly. “BigSpender4U wants an hour tonight. He pays well—a thousand for specific requests.”

I turned to her in disbelief. “Are you serious? After the close call with your brother this morning?”

“Ethan texted me—well, you—that he’s going out with friends tonight. Won’t be back till late.” She leaned forward. “This is good money, Ryan. And frankly, you need the practice.”

“Practice for what? I thought we were trying to switch back.”

She gave me a look that was disconcertingly knowing on my own face. “Are we? Because I’ve noticed you haven’t exactly been in a rush these past couple days.”

I couldn’t meet her eyes. She wasn’t wrong. Despite the complications, part of me was enjoying this strange experience more than I wanted to admit.

“What’s the request?” I asked finally.

Her smile was triumphant. “Now we’re talking. BigSpender wants something a bit more… interactive than usual.”

“Interactive how?”

“He wants to watch me with someone else. A man.”

My pulse dropped hard, then came back too fast. “You can’t be serious.”

“Completely serious. He’s been requesting it for months, but I’ve never had a partner I trusted enough.” She gestured between us. “Now I do.”

“You want us to… on camera?” I couldn’t even finish the sentence.

“Think about it,” she urged. “Who better to trust with my body than the person currently inhabiting it? And who better to show you how to pleasure it than its original owner?”

My mind reeled at the suggestion. It was bizarre, unethical, complicated… and undeniably intriguing. What would it be like to experience sex as Violet, with someone who knew exactly how to please her body?

“This is insane,” I said, but my objection sounded weak even to my ears.

“It’s a unique opportunity,” she countered. “One thousand dollars for an hour of exploration that most people can only dream about. The ultimate sexual experiment.”

I stared at her for a long moment, at my own face wearing an expression of challenge and desire that I’d never seen in the mirror.

“Fine,” I said finally. “But we set boundaries. And we keep looking for Madam Wu tomorrow.”

“Deal,” she agreed quickly. “Be ready at ten. I’ll bring everything we need.”

The rest of the day passed in a blur of nervous anticipation. I returned to Violet’s apartment, relieved to find Ethan already gone. I took my time preparing her body: long shower, careful grooming, the works. By the time the doorbell rang at 9:30, I was a bundle of nerves.

Violet entered carrying several bags, a determined expression on my borrowed face. “Let’s get set up,” she said, all business. “I already confirmed with BigSpender. He’s paying half upfront, half after.”

She efficiently arranged the bedroom for optimal camera angles, setting up lights and adjusting the streaming equipment with practiced ease. From one bag, she produced a variety of toys, lubes, and… male lingerie?

“What’s that for?” I asked, pointing at the black silk boxers.

“For me,” she said simply. “Got to make this body look good on camera too.”

The reality of what we were about to do hit me anew. I was going to have sex with myself—or rather, with Violet in my body—while hundreds of strangers watched and paid for the privilege.

“Having second thoughts?” she asked, noticing my expression.

“About fifty of them,” I admitted.

She approached me, placing my hands on her shoulders—my shoulders. “Look, this is weird, I know. But it’s also a once-in-a-lifetime chance to understand pleasure from both sides. Don’t overthink it. Just feel.”

Her words calmed me somewhat. She was right. This was an opportunity no one else had ever had. A chance to truly understand the opposite sex from the inside.

“Okay,” I nodded. “How do we start?”

“Get dressed first.” She handed me a sheer black robe that would reveal more than it concealed. “I’ll change in the bathroom. When we go live, just follow my lead.”

Twenty minutes later, we were both dressed—or undressed—and the equipment was ready. Violet, wearing only the black silk boxers that clung to my body’s form, positioned us on the bed.

“Ready?” she asked, finger hovering over the button to start the stream.

I nodded, heart pounding against her ribs.

The red light blinked on. We were live.

“Hey there, big spender,” I purred, channeling Violet’s sultry persona. “I’ve brought someone special tonight, just for you.”

The chat immediately exploded with messages, BigSpender4U’s standing out among them:

BigSpender4U: Who’s the lucky guy? He better know how to handle a woman like you.

Violet—in my body—slid an arm around my waist, pulling me against her chest in a way that felt bizarrely familiar and alien at once.

“Oh, he knows exactly what I like,” I continued, leaning back against her. “We have a… special connection.”

BigSpender4U: Show me how special. I want to see him worship you properly.

Violet took her cue, bringing my lips to her neck—her neck—and kissing down the column of her throat. Her mouth knew exactly where to go. I felt my lips on her skin from the receiving side, felt the scrape of my stubble, the wet heat of my breath, the precise places where she knew Violet’s body would soften.

“Oh,” I gasped, the sound entirely genuine as she found a particularly sensitive spot below her ear.

“You like that?” she whispered, loud enough for the microphone to catch. “I’m just getting started.”

Her hands—my hands—came around to untie the sheer robe, letting it fall open to reveal her body underneath. She cupped her breasts, thumbs circling her nipples with practiced precision.

“God yes,” I moaned, arching into the touch. Violet was touching her own body with my hands while I felt it from inside her skin. The loop of it made my thoughts stutter: her knowledge, my sensation, my body’s mouth on her throat, her body opening under me.

BigSpender4U: Take the robe off completely. I want to see everything.

Violet slipped the robe from my shoulders, leaving me naked before the camera. Then she turned me to face her, bringing our lips together in a kiss that short-circuited my brain. It was my lips against hers, but reversed—I felt the softness of her mouth while watching my face approach.

The kiss deepened quickly, her tongue—my tongue—sliding against mine with increasing hunger. Her hands roamed over her body, finding every sensitive spot with unerring accuracy.

“Lie back,” she commanded, gently pushing me onto the bed.

I complied, spreading her legs instinctively as she positioned herself between them. Looking up at my own face, flushed with desire and wearing a hunger I’d never seen in the mirror, made the whole room tilt.

“I’m going to taste you now,” she announced, loud enough for the viewers to hear. “I’m going to make you come with my mouth first.”

Before I could process her words, she lowered my head between her thighs, bringing my mouth to her cunt. The first touch of her tongue against her clit made her whole body jerk.

“Fuck!” I cried out, her back arching off the bed. Violet knew exactly how to please her body: firm pressure, tight circles, occasional dips lower to gather wetness at her entrance before returning to her clit. She didn’t guess. She played herself with vicious accuracy.

BigSpender4U: Make her beg for it.

Violet lifted her head briefly, my face glistening with her arousal. “Tell everyone what you want,” she commanded. “Beg for my tongue.”

“Please,” I gasped, beyond caring about pride or performance now. “Please don’t stop. Your tongue feels so good inside me.”

She smiled—a predatory expression I’d never seen on my own face—before diving back in with renewed vigor. She slid two of my fingers inside while continuing to lick and suck at her clit, curling them upward to hit her g-spot with perfect precision.

The combination wrecked my ability to perform anything but need. Within minutes, I was writhing beneath her, thighs trembling, hands fisted in the sheets as pleasure climbed too high to manage gracefully.

“I’m going to come,” I warned, her voice high and desperate. “Oh god, right there, don’t stop!”

The orgasm broke hard. Her body convulsed, back arching off the bed, wetness coating my fingers and mouth as she kept licking me through it. Every contraction made her moan against my cunt, and that vibration dragged the climax out until I was sobbing for air.

Before I could recover, Violet was moving up her body, positioning herself above me. She’d removed the silk boxers, revealing my fully erect cock—a surreal sight from this angle.

“Now I’m going to fuck you properly,” she said, her voice a gravel-low version of mine that sent shivers down her spine. “I’m going to show you what it feels like to be filled completely.”

BigSpender4U: Make her take it slow. I want to see every inch disappear inside her.

Violet positioned my cockhead at her entrance, letting it slide through her folds to gather moisture. The sensation of the blunt pressure against her opening was foreign and thrilling.

“You ready?” she asked, more quietly, a brief break in the performance to check in with me.

I nodded, beyond words now, consumed by curiosity and need.

Slowly, excruciatingly slowly, she began to push forward, filling her body inch by inch. The stretch burned bright at first, then opened into a deep pressure that made my fingers dig into the sheets. I had seen cocks disappear into bodies on screen a thousand times. Feeling mine enter Violet’s cunt from this side made the act brutally specific: the blunt head working me open, the shaft dragging over nerves I had no names for, the helpless little give of her body around each push.

“Oh my god,” I moaned, her eyes widening as she took more of my length. “It’s so… deep.”

Violet groaned in response, my voice rough with pleasure. “You’re so tight,” she marveled. “So hot and wet around my cock.”

The dual perspective twisted my head inside out. I could see pleasure moving across my face as Violet experienced penetration from the male side, while I felt every inch of being opened and filled from the female side.

When she was fully seated inside, we both paused, overwhelmed by the intensity of the moment.

BigSpender4U: Move. I want to see her take every thrust.

Violet moved first, withdrawing almost completely before sinking back in with deliberate slowness. Each thrust dragged through her slick heat and pressed high inside, striking the place her fingers and toys had taught me to find. She adjusted my hips with infuriating confidence, making sure my cock hit it every time.

“Faster,” I begged, her hands coming up to grasp my shoulders—her shoulders. “Please, I need more.”

She complied, increasing the pace, driving into her with greater force. The sound of flesh meeting flesh filled the room, accompanied by our mingled moans and gasps.

With a burst of strength that startled me, she flipped us over without breaking the connection, so that I was now straddling her. “Ride me,” she commanded. “Show everyone how much you love this cock.”

I braced her hands on my chest—my chest—and moved, lifting and lowering her hips until rhythm took over. In this position, I controlled the angle and depth. I found the stroke that made her thighs shake and kept chasing it, taking my own cock with a hunger that would have embarrassed me if there had been any room left for shame.

“Touch yourself,” Violet instructed, reaching up to squeeze her breasts roughly. “I want to feel you come around me.”

I slid her hand between her legs, finding her clit swollen and sensitive. Penetration filled her from below while my fingers worked the exposed nerve above, and the combination made her cunt start to flutter around my shaft. Within moments, I was racing toward another climax.

“I’m close,” I gasped, movements becoming erratic. “I’m going to come again.”

“Wait,” Violet groaned, clearly fighting her own battle for control in my body. “Together. I want us to come together.”

She grasped her hips, holding her still for a moment while we both fought for breath. Then she began guiding the movements, slower but deeper, more deliberate.

“Now touch your clit again,” she instructed. “Slowly at first.”

I complied, circling her sensitive bud with gentle pressure. The pleasure built more gradually this time, heat spreading outward instead of snapping straight to panic.

“That’s it,” she encouraged, watching me with hungry eyes—my eyes. “Now faster. I’m getting close.”

I increased the pressure and speed on her clit, matching the now-quickening thrusts from below. Each upward roll of her hips ground her clit into my fingers while my cock filled her again.

“Now,” Violet groaned suddenly, my body tensing beneath her. “Come for me now!”

The command triggered something primal in her body. Her orgasm clamped down around my cock, inner walls gripping rhythmically as release tore through her hips and stomach.

At the same time, I watched my face contort as Violet came in my body. I felt the pulsing release inside her, felt her cunt milk it, felt both sides of the act answer each other until the synchronized climax blurred into one long, impossible spasm.

When it finally subsided, I collapsed forward onto my chest, both of us gasping for breath. For a moment, we lay there connected, the boundaries between us more blurred than ever.

The pinging of donations brought us back to reality. The stream was still going, BigSpender4U and others flooding the chat with appreciative comments and tips.

BigSpender4U: That was worth every penny. Best show ever. Bonus sent.

With trembling limbs, I lifted myself off and flopped beside her on the bed. Violet reached over to end the stream with a practiced click, then turned to face me.

“Holy shit,” she breathed, using my voice in a way I never had. “That was…”

“Intense,” I finished, still struggling to process what had just happened.

“Worth every penny,” she agreed, checking the final tally. “Three thousand dollars total with the bonus. He wants a repeat performance next week.”

I stared at the ceiling, her body still slick and trembling with the aftershocks. “This changes things,” I said finally.

“How so?”

“I don’t know if I want to find Madam Wu anymore,” I admitted. “At least… not right away.”

Violet propped herself up on one elbow, studying me with my own eyes. “So you want to stay like this? For how long?”

“I don’t know. A while?” I turned to face her. “There’s so much more to explore. So much more to understand.”

A slow smile spread across my face—her face. “I was hoping you’d say that. I’ve been thinking the same thing.”

“So we’re really doing this? Staying swapped?”

“For now,” she agreed. “But we’ll need rules. Boundaries. Ways to make this work without completely destroying each other’s lives.”

I nodded, mind already racing with possibilities. “And we should keep looking for Madam Wu, just… not as urgently. So we have the option when we’re ready.”

“Deal.” She extended my hand to shake on it, a strangely formal gesture after what we’d just shared.

As I took it with her smaller one, a thought occurred to me. “What about your brother? How do we handle him?”

Her expression turned thoughtful. “Actually, that might be the most interesting experiment of all.”

“What do you mean?”

“Ethan and I have a complicated relationship,” she said carefully. “There’s always been something… unresolved between us.”

My eyes widened as her meaning became clear. “You can’t seriously be suggesting…”

“I’m not suggesting anything,” she said innocently. “Just pointing out that this situation offers unique opportunities for… exploration.”

Before I could respond, her phone buzzed with a text. I reached for it automatically.

Ethan: Heading home. You decent?

I showed the message to Violet, who simply smiled—a mysterious, challenging expression on my borrowed face.

“So,” she said, “are you ready for the next level of this experiment?”

As I stared at her, heart racing with equal parts trepidation and excitement, I realized this bizarre body-swap adventure was just beginning. And despite every rational objection, I couldn’t wait to discover what came next.

“I’m ready,” I said, and reached for her robe. Whatever boundaries we were about to cross, there would be no going back.
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